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This is the first novel in a series that will probably be a trilogy. It is not part of the ‘Organisation’ series, and takes place in a harsher, less consensual environment. It does, however, share some of the same assumptions about the world in general, developments in medical science, and even one or two characters. There will be more convergence between the two as the series continues.
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Chapter 1 

The day everything changed.

 
Very few people outside South America have ever heard of the Democratic Republic of Trans-Amazonian Cis-Andes, for the very good reason that no such country exists, at least officially. Nevertheless, it occupies an area larger than France, in the ungoverned borderlands of several states more familiar to students of elementary geography. Policies designed to preserve the rainforest and leave indigenous tribes to their own devices have had unforeseen consequences, exacerbated by the fact that all the monies budgeted for them have been diverted into the accounts of corrupt ministers and civil servants. Over a period of many years, an assortment of fugitive crime lords, squatters, adventurers and native chieftains have come to dominate the territory, their mutual interest in maintaining a state of virtual anarchy enabling them to act in relative harmony. Eventually their cooperation coalesced into a kind of administration that began to call itself a government, establishing rudimentary institutions and collecting ‘voluntary contributions’ from the increasing number of residents. They ruled by consent- hence the ‘Democratic Republic- as all opponents were swiftly eliminated. The ‘real’ governments of the area had some idea, inevitably, of what was happening, but had little interest in taking expensive action which would bring their armies into dangerous proximity to one another.
The Republic is not the only unrecognised state in the area, but it is by far the most civilised.  Nevertheless, its settlements are mostly shanty towns of the type that always spring up where there are mineral resources to be exploited. Its farms are small clearings, the extent of which is difficult to assess from the air, for the rulers have no desire to provoke foreign environmentalists. In the last decade or two, more and more permanent buildings have been erected, as houses for the rich, government facilities, hospitals (for loyal citizens were well cared for) and clubs and resorts- glorified brothels- for wealthy and secretive visitors. The ‘capital’- Pedro’s Bazaar- even boasts an airport. Officially, It’s just an emergency airstrip, the only safe landing for planes on long flights over an unforgiving landscape, but there are always private jets parked in camouflaged shelters in the forest round about. But it was in its official capacity that the runway played a key role in what was, for three young female travellers, the day that everything changed.
 
‘Three little maids from school are we’, they were singing as they boarded their flight in Brasilia, bound for Asuncion. Poppy, Suzie and Lizzie’s spirits were still high despite the mixed fortunes they’d experienced since beginning their gap year travels. With no family to speak of, their determination to travel the world was not underpinned by any of the necessary resources. They sang and danced their way through the United States and much of Brazil, for they were an accomplished if amateur ‘girl group’ that could usually find work in bars and nightclubs. Then, with their expenses mounting, they had to resort first to exotic dancing, and then to smuggling cocaine, which was secreted in their luggage as they left the capital. They were confident, for the customs officers at their destination had been thoroughly bribed. It was the airline, with its shoddy maintenance and cheap third-party spare parts, that let them down. A few hours later, with one engine dead and the other smoking, the elderly Boeing landed at Pedro’s Bazaar. It was a good landing in the traditional sense that the passengers and crew were all able to walk away, but the aircraft was not worth repairing, so they all had to be accommodated in what passed for the local hotels. Their luggage was searched by officers who had not been bribed by the right people, and the three girls were confronted, in a ramshackle customs shed, with the evidence of their crime. The republic did not really disapprove of cocaine- it was one of their major exports- but it disapproved of competition, and welcomed the opportunity to take three pretty nineteen year-olds into its custody. Also arrested, for the same offence, was a middle-aged Brazilian woman who’d been driven to desperation by a husband who’d left her after gambling away her savings. That was her story, anyway. His was probably different, if he existed. The four were handcuffed and whisked to the courthouse, to be brought before a ‘magistrate’ who seemed to be slightly the worse for drink.
The girls could hardly believe what was happening to them. They had no real idea where they were, they didn’t speak the language, and there was no competent interpreter in the court. They expected that, at worst, they would be remanded for trial at some future date, by which time they would have consular help and advice. They were, of course, guilty, but they hoped to put most of the blame on their suppliers, or even to pretend that they were unaware of the drugs in their luggage. Justice was much swifter than that. To their horror, they just about managed to understand that they were tried, found guilty, and sentenced to death, all in the space of about ten minutes. Protesting loudly, they were dragged from the court into a room with bare concrete walls, where they were met by two very strong, brutish looking women who wore grey uniforms and carried electric cattle prods. One at a time they were stripped, dressed in thin khaki shifts, and cuffed with their hands behind them. At first they tried to resist and help one another, but a few touches with the prods- which were turned high enough to stun them- put a stop to that. When they were all helpless, they were bound into a coffle with a rope round their necks, and led out into the square in front of the courthouse, walking in single file.
Calling it a ‘square’ was a concession to geometry rather than town planning. The brick frontage of the courthouse made up one side, but the others were occupied by wooden sheds and shacks of varying size and quality. A few were obviously shops, and bore signs in Spanish. The ground was not paved, and with their feet now bare the girls and their older companion in misfortune waded through thick mud as they were led to an enclosure which resembled a cattle pen. From there they could see that a small crowd of noisy ruffians had gathered near a gibbet, from which hung a noose already prepared with a hangman’s knot.  There was a wooden platform underneath, part of which was detachable and on wheels, and on it stood a man wearing a balaclava; presumably the executioner. There was no sign of a trapdoor mechanism.
The noise redoubled as two huge, sweating guards dragged a bound man towards the platform. He was naked, with numerous contusions and abrasions showing on his body. Red marks on his back showed that he’d been severely whipped, but his arms, folded behind him, concealed some of the damage. When he was standing on the platform, held by a guard on each side, the noose was tightened around his throat. There was no hood or blindfold, nor was any time allowed for last words or prayers. There was a priest standing by the side of the platform, muttering to himself, but he did not address the man directly. An official- he wore a red armband to identify himself as such- mounted the steps and made a very short statement, which the girls did not understand. Then the executioner stepped forward.
What followed was not quite what they expected. The (presumed) criminal had struggled throughout the proceedings and had tried to shout down the official, but his protests were simply ignored. The guards tightened their grip, and the executioner produced a large butcher’s knife. Grabbing the man’s penis and testicles with one hand, he stretched them out, and with a single stroke of the knife, sliced them off. He threw them into the crowd, and as the blood gushed out, he called to the four guards who stood on the ground at the corners of the mobile part of the platform. They quickly wheeled it to one side, complete with all its occupants except the now screaming offender. The sound was cut off abruptly as the noose gripped his throat and he hung, his feet kicking wildly. The crowd shouted its approval, and all the girls wetted themselves at once. One or two of them were screaming in fear and horror, but it was difficult to tell which. After a few moments Lizzie fainted, pulling the others down to their knees as she fell, but their attendants immediately brought her round with smelling salts.
The man’s sufferings were relatively brief. Almost immediately his face began to darken and his eyes bulged, but the loss of blood from his groin was so rapid that he lost consciousness in less than a minute. After waiting for another five the platform was pushed back and he was brought down, and his body dumped in a waiting cart by the two burly guards, who then walked over to the pen. All the women were now struggling wildly and gasping for breath, barely able to comprehend that their lives were going to end so suddenly and so cruelly. The two female attendants untied the rope from round the middle-aged woman’s neck, and she was dragged- quite unable to walk- onto the platform. The girls never knew her name.
Once the noose was round the woman’s throat, the hangman, with a single sharp tug, ripped away her shift to leave her naked. He then gave the signal, and in a moment she was hanging. Her death was more harrowing and prolonged, for without any wound to drain her blood she strangled slowly. She kicked, writhed and twisted for at least five minutes, as her face turned a purplish read, her eyes almost popped out, and her tongue protruded grotesquely. The hangman waited for a full ten minutes before bringing her down, checking carefully that her life was extinct. As he completed his work Suzie, who was next in line in the coffle, soiled herself, and the smell seemed to dominate the humid atmosphere in the pen. But her turn never came. Without a word of explanation- which they wouldn’t have understood anyway- one of their minders grabbed the rope and led them away, back to the courthouse. They were led down two flights of concrete steps and put in a very bare but largish cell. It had a continuous bench round part of the wall, and a single toilet and washbowl. There was a skylight, and a bulb set in the ceiling. There they were left for an hour, with their hands still cuffed behind them. There were some cereal bars on the bench, and they could have held them for one another to eat, but still stinking from their coatings of excreta, they were not yet hungry enough for that. All three of them cried almost continuously, so there was practically no talking. Their situation seemed so hopeless that there was nothing to say about it anyway.
Eventually the two women came back, and with hand gestures and threats from the cattle prods, drove them into a communal shower room. They tore off the shifts, but didn’t use the shower units. Instead they simply hosed the girls down, mercifully with warm water. It was utterly humiliating for them to be bent over to have the cleavage between their buttocks cleaned, the water jet being supplemented by a thorough rubbing with rough cloths. Then they were dried off, more or less, with old, grey-looking towels, and led to another room, which was a workshop. There was more embarrassment then, for they were still naked, and the two workers there were middle-aged men. They were not molested, however, but were fitted with stainless steel collars; heavy and about an inch and a half deep, with rounded edges to stop the thick metal chafing their skin. They seemed to have many sizes available, and they all got snugly fitting ones that were padlocked in place. They had stout ‘D’ rings fitted at the front and at each side. Lizzie cried steadily through the process, but the other two felt a little more optimistic. There was, after all, no point in their captors going to so much trouble if they were to be hanged the next day. On the other hand, they were not being outfitted for a meeting with the British consul, either. They tried to give Lizzie some reassurance while they were being fitted with wrist and ankle irons to go with the collars. Finally, their wrists were joined in front of their bodies by about eighteen inches of chain. This was a definite improvement on having them cuffed behind them; they would now be able to eat, wash and lie down in reasonable comfort.
 

***

 
Back in their cell, they were all, even Lizzie, a little more composed. They were still naked, which given the heat and humidity in the underground cell, was not an uncomfortable condition, but it was unfamiliar. Polly found herself comparing bodies. She herself was a buxom wench, her breasts both big and heavy, with prominent nipples. Her body was, contrastingly, very slim, with quite narrow hips. She knew that her face was often admired, and she had full, cupid’s bow lips that boys loved to kiss. Her skin, protected carefully from the sun, was very pale. In contrast, Suzi was a dark, chocolate brown. Her breasts were very similar in size and shape, but there was more flesh in the rest of her body, and her hips were broad. She had prominent, pouting lips; equally popular with the boys. Lizzie was much less voluptuous; small of breast and hip, and with a neat, compact face that looked more androgynous than feminine. Her companions had speculated, between themselves, on whether she was straight or lesbian, but had never reached any conclusion. While Suzi and Poppy were lifelong friends, they’d only made Lizzie’s acquaintance in their last year at school. Her quiet ambition and obvious intelligence had earned her a place with them on the trip, but they didn’t know her very well. None of them had stood up well to the terrifying ordeal of the last few hours, but she had come closest to total breakdown.
The girls had just begun to talk to one another again, trying to assess their prospects for survival, when their two minders appeared with dinner. Each girl got a bowl of a thick gruel; really porridge with tiny scraps of beef in it. They were supposed to eat it with their fingers. There was also a chunk of wholemeal bread. Suzie urged her friends to eat it, however unpalatable it was. Their health was just about their only asset at the moment. They all did their best, and washed the residue off their hands afterwards. They spent the evening exchanging what bits of information they had about the region, and speculating on the reasons why they hadn’t been executed with their older fellow-traveller. They felt fairly confident now that they were not going to be hanged in the immediate future. They all dreaded the night, thinking that, haunted by memories of the executions, they had no chance of sleep. However, just before lights out (they had no way of knowing what time that was) their warders came with sleeping pills for them. They were not optional, the women stood over them with cattle prods at the ready as they washed them down with water. They also brought some thin, narrow mattresses to put on the benches, and three quite hard pillows. As it seemed to get warmer rather than cooler as the evening wore on, no blankets were needed or wanted. The drugs took effect in a very few minutes, and they all slept the sleep of the just, spared a night which would probably have been spent reflecting on the difference a day could make.
The sleeping pills were like nothing that was available on the open market. The girls all woke within five minutes of one another, with no fuzzy heads or disorientation. It was as if the night had not happened. Without talking much, they took turns at the washbowl and toilet, and found toothbrushes and paste that had been left for them during the night. Then their attendants came in with their breakfast, which was plain porridge, but there was a mug of acceptable coffee for each of them. With it came the contraceptive pills from their luggage, and another capsule which was not explained, though like the sleeping pills it was not an optional extra. When they’d finished another woman came in. She was only three or four years older than they were, with a curvy figure dressed in thin, tight suede. She was smiling, almost as if slightly amused at their predicament, but she carried a cattle prod and a whip in her belt. ‘I’m Jenny’, she announced in accentless English. ‘I’m your guide and interpreter for the next few days.’
She was immediately bombarded with questions by Lizzie. When could they see the British Consul? When could they meet with a lawyer? Was she aware that their treatment was a breach of their human rights? Who would answer for the murder of the woman who’d been hanged yesterday? Jenny put up with it for a minute or two, and then gave her a poke with her prod. It was set to low, but that was enough to restore silence. ‘There are no consuls here, my dears. You don’t need a lawyer, because your trial is over, and there’s no appeal. There are no human rights here; the Republic’s legal system is quite robust enough to protect citizens from injustice and wrong. You may address me as “Mistress Jenny”, by the way.’
Poppy summoned up the courage to speak. ‘Mistress Jenny, what’s going to happen to us? You’re the first person we’ve met who can speak English. And please, Miss Jenny, what was in those pills we were just made to take?’
‘That’s a better tone’, replied Jenny. ‘I’ll answer the questions in reverse order. The pills prevent cramp and aches and pains when you’re kept chained up for long periods. They’re completely safe and have no side effects. You’ll be grateful for them. Second: I’m the only person who is speaking English, but I’m not the only one who can speak English. No-one else was willing to make the effort. Then the most important question. Yesterday you were sentenced to death and one of your number was hanged, but it was felt that the rest of you might have some contribution to make to society, to atone for your crimes. Your sentences have been suspended, and effectively commuted to penal servitude for life. But they can still be carried out at very short notice, if you disappoint us.’
Suzi piped up now. ‘Are we to be taken to a prison, Mistress Jenny?’, she asked.
‘No. There aren’t any proper prisons here. Your services will be auctioned off. My job, over the next few days, is to take you on a tour of the facilities that might be willing to put in bids. No more questions for now. There’ll be plenty of time later. Time to get ready to go out.’









Chapter 2

Seeing the sights

 
She summoned the two female warders in to help, and in a few minutes, the prisoners were all wearing thin latex hot pants with matching bikini tops. Their hands were now locked behind them, and they were linked by a long, light chain that ran from the back of Poppy’s collar, along the side of Suzi’s, to the front of Lizzie’s, with about four feet between each. The women worked so briskly and purposefully that it was only when they’d finished that the girls had a clear impression of the way they looked. Lizzie might have been dressed for a run or some other athletic event, but the other two, with their prominent breasts and nipples that showed clearly through the material that was stretched over them, resembled actresses costumed for a porn film. Their boobs cried out to be groped, and with their hands restrained they had no way to resist. Both knew that protests would be futile, and probably punished, so they were silent as Jenny took the loose end of the chain in her hand and led them out, through the corridors and up the stairs that led to the square where the hangings had taken place. As they walked across in line, their bare feet sloshing in the mud, they attracted curious glances, but less attention than they might have expected. The people they passed looked, for the most part, poor and unkempt, but they wore very little clothing and were liberally splashed with mud. Most looked to be of Spanish or Portuguese descent, but there were also Caucasians, blacks, indigenous Indians, and a few Europeans. There were a few who somehow gave the impression of being more prosperous, but they were not immune to the mud, damp and heat. Some of the people they passed were naked, and some wore chains, though they were not all under any kind of supervision. On the far side of the square there were a few motor vehicles parked; all four wheel drive trucks, SUVs, and Land Rover types. The narrow street beyond was lined with shops and restaurants, with trestles of food and other wares, and dining tables, well out in front. A few had decking to allow their customers a respite from the mud. Beyond that, the buildings- still all wooden- were set further back from the road, and there were fewer people in the street. Jenny suddenly turned into one of the gates, through the shrubs that half-concealed the building, and opened the front door. They passed into another world.
They were in a brothel, but not a high-class one. The house was one long hallway, with booths opening from it on each side, perhaps two dozen in all. Each contained a pallet with a mattress, a chair, a little table, and a woman. They ranged in age from late teens to middle age, and none were particularly attractive. All were naked; some were free and others were chained to their beds. Some were in use; they and their customers had only waist-high stable doors to give them any privacy. None were doing anything very imaginative, but clearly all three of their openings were available. They walked down the row to the end, where a swarthy man of about forty, in shorts and a string vest, sat at a desk counting money. ‘How’s business?’ Jenny asked him, but didn’t wait for an answer. ‘These young ladies arrived yesterday. I’m showing them round.’
The man looked them over. ‘Not much point in bringing them here’, he said in American English. ‘You must know I can’t afford anything like that.’
‘It’s important they see the whole range of available employment’, she replied, ‘but we won’t keep you from your work’. She led the way back between the booths, and the girls, beginning to realise that such a fate might be in store for them, looked in horror at the sweating bodies of the whores and their customers. One scene in particular lingered in Suzi’s mind. A fat, hairy, naked man with a huge beard was buggering a slight girl who was probably no more than eighteen years of age. She was kneeling on the bed facing her, looking straight into her eyes with a look, not of despair- that would have been too much of a cliché- but of boredom.
Before they reached the street, Jenny stopped and turned to face them. ‘This place, as far as you’re concerned, is one step from the gallows. You need to do much better, so do your best to impress the right people.’
Poppy asked a question. ‘Why, Mistress Jenny, were some of the women chained, and some not?’
‘Those who aren’t are local girls with nothing much going for them, but who need to make a living. We don’t allow soliciting on the street here. They rent booths in places like this. This is the cheapest brothel in town; probably the cheapest in the country, but there are many others in the same broad price range; one will do for now. The chained women are slaves; some of them people like you, but without the same advantages.’
‘So we are slaves, Mistress Jenny?’
‘That isn’t an official term. “Indentured labourers”, is sometimes used, but some prefer “penal servitors”. But you’ve got the right idea. Personally I’m not one to beat about the bush. You’re going to be sex slaves.’
That bought their silence, so she turned and pulled her coffle of stunned charges out into the street. Lizzie was obviously struggling to avoid hyperventilating, but she just about managed it, as they walked on for another two hundred yards before turning down a narrow alley. It was quite dark here; as they got further from the central square the balance between civilization and the forest changed, with the latter dominating. From the air, the city would look very much smaller than it actually was. The track that they now followed curved behind the houses on the street and opened on a courtyard in front of a large single-storey building with a brick base. In the poor light it looked almost like a clinic. A number of vehicles were parked there, and Jenny led her charges through a double door into a foyer with a reception desk. Behind it sat a demure but naked woman of about thirty. The collar and wrist chain didn’t detract much from her prim and businesslike manner as she bade Jenny good morning. ‘Please go on through, mistress’, she told her, waving to a broad panelled door just to one side. Opening it, they passed through into an even more different world.
 

***

 
The brothel was much bigger than the previous one, going back far into the forest. It was divided into quite distinct sections, the first of which was a luxurious lounge in which both male and female prostitutes reclined naked on opulent couches and sofas as they waited for customers. Three of each were present, and only one of them- a girl- was unchained. One of the young men was in earnest conversation with a fully clothed, middle-aged woman, who pulled him to his feet and led him away as soon as they arrived. The others looked curiously at the newcomers, and got to their feet as soon as they recognised Jenny. Her charges were beginning to understand that she was someone of importance, at least in the city. ‘My we serve you, mistress?’ one of the girls asked. ‘I’m just showing our new acquisitions round’, she answered. Is the house busy at the moment?’ ‘About average, mistress. There’s something happening in all the areas, and a display of ropework in the exhibition hall.’
‘We’ll go there first.’ The door on the far side of the lounge opened onto a richly decorated corridor that would have been in place in a French chateau. There were several doors on the right, but only one on the left, indicating the presence of a very large room. It nevertheless took them by surprise when they entered it. It was the size of a small theatre, and divided into two quite distinct areas. On their left, the floor was bare boards, and the exhibits- six of them- were spaced round the edges, two each side and two at the end. All were young, big-breasted women, naked and utterly helpless. The theme was obviously creativity with rope. The first girl, a blond Caucasian, was bound upright to a post, but with many extra flourishes. Her body was held in place by many windings that left her breasts bare but bulged them out, turning them a darker shade of pink than the rest of her body and keeping the nipples very hard. The ropes were red, and tied in a precise criss-cross pattern down her stomach, with several windings passing under her crotch, disappearing between her labia as they passed under her. Her feet were not on the floor; they were pulled right up behind her and tied round the back of the post. Her arms were above her head, tied so closely together that they forced her head down. Many windings round her wrists attached them to the post. A loop of thin chain hung from her mouth with a little weight on the end that swung gently back and forth; she kept her lips closed over it to prevent it from stretching her tongue. While they gazed in fascination at the spectacle, a man in his thirties, dressed in a thin shirt and shorts, came up behind them. ‘This is a punishment bondage’, he explained. ‘She’s been acting a bit jaded recently, and one of the customers complained that she wasn’t holding his cock firmly enough between her lips.’
‘How long will she be like this?’ asked Jenny.
‘Just until twelve-thirty; about three hours in all. We didn’t take the complaint too seriously. In any case, if we left her for much longer than that she wouldn’t be able to work effectively. Quite a lot of her weight’s on the crotch ropes, and if she struggles, flesh gets caught between the strands, and that hurts. She can take some of the weight with her arms, but with them bound close together like that, it’s difficult.’
The girl gave a little squeal of pain as, presumably, a fold of flesh did get caught. They passed on to the next exhibit; a girl lying on her stomach in an extraordinarily strict hogtie. Her ankles were pulled right up to her shoulders, bending her body in a taut bow, with her wrists between her knees. A ball gag was tied, not just round her head, but to her ankles, pulling her head up, and she was also blindfolded. ‘This one’s obviously annoyed someone too’, said the man. ‘I’ve no idea how, but I’ve given her an extra shot of No-Cramp. Otherwise she wouldn’t be fit for anything this afternoon.’
The next girl was more fortunate; her bondage was complete but not, it appeared, uncomfortable. She was lying straight on her back, completely covered, from the neck down, with rope. It was not, however, a single length, but several different colours interwoven to make a regular pattern repeating precisely right down to her feet. ‘No-one knows how he does this’, remarked their self-appointed guide. ‘He never lets anybody watch. The girls don’t mind; it’s very comfortable, they tell me, if a bit dull.’ She wasn’t either gagged or blindfolded, and she smiled her agreement as he spoke. The next girl was less fortunate. She was bound to a vertical wagon wheel with tight windings of thin rope that criss-crossed neatly up and down her limbs and torso. She was bit-gagged. The wheel turned slowly, and the ropes allowed her body to sag down a little each time she came upright. A dildo on a pole was inserted into her vagina and fixed to the pole below, so it moved in and out of her with each rotation. ‘At least she isn’t bored’, said the man as a shudder went through the bound body. ‘One electric motor is allowed, though we’re thinking of stopping that. It detracts from the purity of the concept.’ 
The fifth exhibit was a classic example of shibari bondage; the girl suspended face down by her midriff with her arms folded behind her, kept there by a mass of elaborately tied rope. Her legs were folded up behind her, and her hair bound to the same hook, which rotated slowly, with a motor between it and its attachment to the ceiling. Her face was also bound with rope that passed across and inside her mouth, gagging her. ‘She’ll have marks from that’, said the man. ‘But some people quite like that.’ The sixth girl lay on her back on a table. Her hands were bound together and to a staple just behind the top of her head, and her feet, similarly, to one just below her knees. She had very large breasts which were tightly bound with rope round their bases, bulging them upwards, but they were attached by a rope to the ceiling, short enough to hold her a foot off the table. To avoid being suspended by it she had to push herself up with her hands and feet, and that was something she could only do for short intervals. ‘This could damage her; those tits might never recover their shape and firmness’, said their guide. ‘But she’s outlived her usefulness here, and she’ll be off to one of the cheaper establishments this afternoon. She doesn’t have the attitude to be a kitchen slave or a cleaner for us.’
On that rather pessimistic note they left the exhibits to their sufferings; several male customers had come in after them and were inspecting the first ones. Walking up to the other end of the hall, they found that the rows of chairs had concealed a square of padded floor that resembled a boxing ring, though it had no ropes. A few people had already taken seats, but they were able to sit down on the front row, all in a line, as they needed to, being chained together. Their guide came with them, and sat just behind. ‘This is just a practice bout’ he told them. ‘It’ll last about ten minutes, then ten for the reward phase. It’s wrestling, of course, but with no punching, slapping or pinching allowed. The match can be won outright by falls or submissions, but points are awarded for groping and fingering, and forced kissing. There are two judges, over there.’ He gestured to a middle aged man and an elderly woman who were sitting on opposite sides of the ring. ‘In the real tournament- that’s next week- the winner gets quite well rewarded. Now; well, what you’ll see is what she gets.’
A couple of minutes later two women, one white and one black, came onto the padded surface. They wore black and white bikinis respectively, and both were about twenty-five and five foot six in height, the white one just a trifle taller. The black girl was bustier, but both were well endowed. Both looked fit, but not so muscular as to detract from their femininity. They glistened, but not with perspiration, for the hall, like the whole building, was air-conditioned. Their bodies were oiled. ‘For the real thing, there’ll be introductions to build up the excitement, and they’ll pose and flex their muscles. Now they’ll just get on with it. They’ve never met before, so we’ve no idea what to expect’, said the man. The referee was another woman, rather more comprehensively dressed, and about forty years old. She had a quick word with the two wrestlers, and told them to start.
The women grappled immediately, and although Lizzie seemed to watch in fear and horror, Poppy and Suzi found it quite exciting. They used conventional wrestling moves, but they were taking every possible opportunity to pick and tug at one another’s clothing. It took only a minute to get both their tops off; the bottoms followed soon after. They both earned a few single points for groping, but for the most part they were going for the much more decisive fall and submission holds. It seemed to be a quite genuine contest, and at times a painful one, for both girls were, at different times, slammed down onto the canvas with the other following hard behind. But try as they might, their slippery bodies could not be held down for the count of three. It appeared that, half-way through the second of the three, three minute rounds, they both accepted that at almost the same moment. From that point on they grappled with some success. The black girl was able to hold her opponent’s head long enough for a forced kiss that counted, and she managed, at the beginning of the third round, to hold the other’s face against her crotch for another point. When the white girl got free and got her in a half nelson, she seemed to be expecting a grab for her breasts, and was taken completely by surprise by what followed. She was pulled backwards to the floor and her legs trapped in a scissor hold. Her opponent then pulled her legs up, forcing her into an agonising backbreaker. Her scream of pain was accepted as submission, and she was let go at once, to flop onto the canvas, almost in tears.
Although it was possible to go on after one submission, the three minutes were almost up. As a submission was worth ten points and the black girl was only leading by three, her opponent was duly declared the winner. Both girls were allowed a minute to refresh themselves, and the reward phase began. ‘White’ was now looking very buoyed up, standing with arms akimbo and smiling at the audience, but ‘Black’ had her head down, humiliated. The referee came forward with a length of rope, and quickly tied her hands behind her, something she’d obviously done countless times before. She then left the ring. ‘White’ turned ‘Black’ round to face her, pulled her chin up, and gave her a very long, deep French kiss. Then she pulled her down onto the canvas, and made her perform cunnilingus, holding her face hard against her pussy with both hands. While this was happening, the referee opened a little waist-high door set in the wall to the left, and a young white man crawled out on his knees, very awkwardly, for his hands were already locked in cuffs behind him, and drawn up above the small of his back by a chain linking them to his collar. He stood upright, and they could see now that he was incredibly handsome. Poppy had never thought of men as ‘beautiful’, but now the word was the first that came into her mind. Though not unusually tall or muscular, his body was perfectly proportioned and his face was of modelling quality. Despite his bondage he radiated a charisma that seemed inexplicable under the circumstances. He was also very sexy, and fully erect. He was smiling slightly as he was led by a chain from his collar over to where ‘White’ was enjoying a noisy orgasm, after which she pulled ‘Black’ up by the hair. She took the lead chain and made the man lie down on his back; the softness of the cushioning preventing the metal restraints from digging into his flesh. She made ‘Black’ kneel over his face while she mounted his cock, also kneeling facing her, and held her steady with her hands as they both worked him. She was soon cumming again, followed very soon by her defeated opponent, and the jerking of his body indicated that he was spurting into her a few seconds later. Another quick rearrangement then had ‘Black’ supine on the canvas while she facesat her, letting his cum trickle down into her mouth as she rubbed herself towards another climax. The man, who seemed to need very little instruction, sucked her nipples, kneeling astride the other girl’s torso.
When ‘White’ was fully satisfied, the ten minutes were over, plus a few, and the three knelt facing the little audience. The guide now revealed himself to be someone quite important in the establishment, by standing up and clapping them, and walking onto the canvas to pull ‘White’ up and kiss her. ‘That was very, very well done’, he said, and to ‘Black’; ‘and you were a worthy opponent.’ To the referee, who seemed to be a general factotum as well, he said, ‘I’ll use the black one later this afternoon, so keep her for me. This one’- indicating the winner- ‘I’ll have with me tonight.’ Both girls looked pleased; he was, after all, an attractive man. He addressed Jenny then. ‘If you like, I’ll show your charges round and take them for some lunch. You can take our prize here into one of the guest rooms.’ Jenny looked delighted and came straight to the stage, grabbed the young man by the arm, and led him away. The girls couldn’t help noticing that his penis, swaying before him, was still fully erect, presumably kept so by some artificial means.
 

***

 
The few spectators were now leaving, and Suzi noticed that the bondage exhibits had been removed during the match, and large metal objects were now being brought in to replace them. Then their guide was back with them. ‘I’m Edwardo Rossini’, he told them; ‘not related to the Rossini. You should call me ‘Master Ted. I’m the part owner of this chain of brothels. You can ask me anything you like, and if I see fit, I’ll answer. Please follow me.’
The name seemed surprising; all three girls, discussing him later, admitted that they’d taken him for an Englishman. He was pale of complexion and spoke the language with no trace of an accent. It was only later that they realised that, while they were in the brothel, they heard no other language spoken, except by some of the whores, to one another. Now they were led out of the hall and across the corridor, and through another door into a spacious lounge. It was furnished mainly with large, deep couches and occasional tables. The couches were big because, as they could see from the two that were occupied, they had to hold two women, reclining together in comfort. Both pairs comprised a white and a black girl, unrestrained, and in intimate contact with one another, lying in one another’s arms, pressing breasts together, and kissing. They looked up at the newcomers, but Ted told them to ignore them and carry on, which they did. ‘This is the black-and-white room at the moment. We vary our offerings from time to time, sometimes exchanging groups of women and facilities with other branches, or even other providers if they share our health and safety protocols. These girls are paired for long periods and encouraged to form relationships with one another, and act them out during the working day. The clients- one or two at a time, no more- take them together. There are six pairs altogether, they each have a room off the corridor through the door over there.’ Just he said that, it opened and four people came through. A prosperous looking couple- a man and woman in their forties, of vaguely Spanish appearance- emerged, ahead of a black-and-white pairing, both in their thirties, which was slightly older than those already in the room. The white girl had her hands tied behind her. ‘We allow some gentle bondage in this area’, explained Ted. ‘She’ll stay that way now until their next customers decide what to do with her.’ There were kisses and goodbyes all round, and the clients left, nodding to Ted as they passed. Everyone seemed happy to be there, and the new pair were lying down together as Ted led the girls back out into the main corridor. The next two rooms they visited were more conventional; one of single girls of various colours and shapes, and one of young men. They were all naked and wore chastity cages; the clients collected the key when they paid in advance. As they left the ante-room where they waited for their customers, Lizzie piped up. ‘Are these people all slaves?’ she asked, in a rather strangled-sounding voice.
‘Yes, they are’, answered Ted. ‘Free prostitutes are usually found in the cheaper brothels like the one you visited first. We prefer to have complete control over our supply of labour. We try to give them a chance of a life they can enjoy; that’s the best we can do for them.’
‘What happens to them when they get older, Master Ted?’ asked Poppy.
‘Those with the necessary abilities usually get supervisory or secretarial roles. Others are often taken on as household servants. Some go to cheaper brothels, like the woman you saw earlier. The dregs- and not many of our people will be in that category- will be manual labourers, factory workers, miners, etc. That’s not a good outcome. But some remain as pleasure workers for a very long time. Not everyone wants to have sex with much younger partners. For every sixty-year old sex-slave, there’s a seventy-year old master, and so ad infinitum. How old are you three? Twenty? You could have forty years of pleasure ahead of you, if you can adopt the right mindset.’
They all stared at him, dumbfounded by what he was saying. He seemed oblivious to their reaction, and led them to the far end of the main corridor, where another door opened into a cafeteria. ‘We’ll stop for a bite of lunch’, he announced. ‘You go down the line and tell the girls what you want, and we’ll arrange for it to be fed to you.’
There was a range of salads and tapas-style dishes available, and after their previous diet of gruel they all ordered platefuls of delicacies. Ted led them to a table by a French window looking out onto the grounds, and told them he’d be back in forty minutes. The food was brought to  them by young naked men, who like those in the room from which they’d probably been borrowed, wore chastity cages on their genitals. It was a strange experience for an adult woman to be fed like that, but the men were very attentive and the food was delicious. There was a wide range of desserts to follow, and coffee in cups with straws. As they were finishing they all needed the toilet, and girls from behind the counters took them, rinsing them off and wiping them afterwards. Poppy and Suzie had to admit to one another that the experience was not entirely negative, but Lizzie seemed to become more and more silent and remote, as if spiralling down into despair and depression.
 

***

 
Ted returned as he’d promised, and led them out through the French windows and along a paved footpath to another door in the back of the building. ‘This isn’t entirely convenient’, he said, almost apologetically. ‘We get snakes on the path sometimes, and it’s a nightmare in the rainy season. We’ll build a covered walkway in the next few months.’ They went through a little porch into a very large lounge which, as elsewhere was, luxuriously furnished, complete with bar, and lots of potted trees and flowering plants. There were a number of women relaxing in various positions; Ted explained that it was usually quiet just after lunch. These were special women, as he explained at some length.
‘This is probably our most popular section at the moment. There are a dozen slaves on duty at the moment, and they fall into three broad categories. Over there’- he gestured at the sofa by the bar, where two huge-breasted women were chatting happily- ‘are the big-tit girls; they’re very popular. They have normal figures, but greatly oversized breasts. Whether they’re natural or not is of no importance provided they look natural.’ Poppy was staring at them; she’d never seen such buxom women before, at least without their assets discreetly covered. She would have liked to have gone over to inspect them at close quarters, but Ted was talking again. ‘In the centre of the room we have a couple of BBWs; “big beautiful women”. They have really big tits, but they’re also big all over. Keeping them just right takes a lot of attention, they obviously like eating, but they tend to get upset about their weight and diet too rigorously. We weigh them every week, and if they gain or lose more than a pound or two we put them in bondage and hand-feed them for a while. The clients like to help with that. Over there’- he indicated a truly massive woman; a mountain of folded and lumpy flesh, sprawled on a great heap of cushions- ‘is one who got completely out of control. To our amazement, there were men who wanted her like that, so she’s been worth keeping that way. Sooner or later we’ll have to slim her down, or she won’t live long, but then we’ll have to cut away yards of surplus flesh as well. We’ll make sure she’s paid for all the work first.’
They wandered round the room, trying not to stare too obviously, but the women didn’t seem to mind, and carried on talking among themselves. One man came through and left, and shortly after another of the big-tit girls came in, smiling at the newcomers. She was unusually pretty with a round, friendly face, and she wasn’t noticeably overweight. Her breasts were a very good shape, and though huge, were not so much so that they appeared artificial or unnatural. She seemed disposed to talk. ‘You three must be the newcomers who nearly got hanged in the square yesterday’, she said cheerfully. ‘If you end up working here, you’ll have struck lucky. I’m Mia, by the way.’ Poppy introduced herself and the other two. ‘Are you happy here’, she asked, conscious of the banality of the question. ‘Most of the time, yes’, was the answer. ‘It’s a damn sight better than a clay mine or a whipmaker’s workshop. I’ve felt more content since I’ve been in milk.’ That brought a couple of gasps from the girls. ‘Didn’t Master Ted explain?’ she asked. ‘They keep about half of us lactating. Though some clients don’t like it, many ask specially for what they call “hucows”.’ 
Can you produce enough milk for them all?’ asked Suzie.
‘They’re only supposed to take a few sips each’, she explained. ‘But if a client wants to drink one of us dry, he or she- or they- book in advance, and pay a bit extra.’
 

***

 
They could have talked more, but Ted was waiting. ‘Come on’, he called. ‘I’ve a couple more things to show you, and that lovely black wrestler is bound in my bed, waiting for me.’ He led them out into the open again, but this time he struck away from the main block, along a track that seemed to lead into the forest. They soon realised that there were small buildings hidden everywhere, often constructed round tree trunks, or half-buried in the ground. ‘Some of these are staff accommodation’, he said, ‘and some of them are special service facilities. We’re going to visit a couple of the latter.’ They stopped by a bungalow about the size of two double garages. ‘This is our most expensive facility’ he told them. ‘Each working slave needs another to attend her. You’ll see why.’
Inside the modest front door, a corridor ran along the front of the building. One was marked ‘staff only’ and he opened it. They didn’t all go in, but Poppy could see from the doorway that the room contained three very plain women, between early and late middle age and all wearing thin cotton dresses. One was just relaxing on a sofa, the other two were busy at a table, but she couldn’t see what they were doing. The first exchanged a few words with Ted, and he came back out and shut the door. ‘We’re in luck’, he said. ‘Only one of the girls is in use.’ They went on to the second door, marked ‘Pytha’. He opened it and they all walked in to see a beautiful girl, probably no older than twenty, smiling at them from the bed. The pale white skin of her naked body almost gleamed at them on the purple sheets. At first, Suzi thought that the folds of cotton cloth were concealing her arms, but they all seemed to realise the truth at once. She didn’t have any. She didn’t have stumps or scars; it was as if her arms had never existed. ‘It was the clients who first called her “Pytha”, Ted explained. They thought she writhed against them like a python, especially when her body was oiled. She was a Thalidomide baby. The drug’s still used as a tranquilizer in some parts of South America, and it occasionally gets into the hands of some ignorant, pregnant woman. Her mother’s descended from Welsh Patagonians; hence the white skin. We had her trimmed neatly in our clinic, and now she’s one of our highest earners. She can’t speak; the people who sold her to us had her voice destroyed.’
Pytha sat up and, with an obviously practised movement, swivelled on her hips to put her feet on the floor. She stood up and stood in front of them, tossing her long hair and showing off her ample bosom, which had probably been substantially enhanced. She had no pubic hair, and as she parted her legs they could see her labia protruding, pulled down by two small but stout rings. She was still smiling, and Ted kissed her quite thoroughly on the lips. ‘Would any of you like to kiss her?’ he asked. ‘She loves human contact, especially visitors who aren’t paying customers.’ No-one came forward, and the girl looked so crestfallen that Poppy went to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. She seemed slightly mollified. Before leaving her they looked briefly round her suite, which had a range of comfortable seating and three different screens, all of which, explained Ted, could be controlled by short bursts of sound, or by her toes. She could read, watch films or TV, or watch the feeds from cameras elsewhere in the compound. They all nodded to her and shuffled out, Suzi and Poppy trying to look friendly, Lizzie unable or unwilling to hide her disgust.
The next door was marked ‘Torsa’, which should have alerted them to what they were about to see. The room contained a bed and all the other facilities, but there was no-one on it. Torsa was attached with soft suede straps to a padded metal frame, which was in turn mounted on a gimbal with a telescopic shaft, all operated electrically. She was just a torso and head, as her name implied. Where her arms and legs should have started, there were just burnished metal plates with rings set into them. Presumably she was sometimes hung up by them. ‘The machine can move her into any position for any kind of sex’, explained Ted. ‘Don’t expect her to smile at you; she can’t. It’s a procedure borrowed from your English Doctor Clark. Some clients like a girl who’s so helpless that she can’t even show whether or not she’s enjoying their attentions.’ From the way she returned his kiss, she wasn’t totally incapable of showing feelings. He didn’t explain how she’d reached that condition and they didn’t ask, so they all filed out into the corridor. They looked at the third door- ‘Sensa’- but as they knew the lady of that name was in use, they didn’t go in. ‘She’s not so visually arresting as the other two’, Ted explained, ‘though she’s pretty enough. She’s got all her limbs, but she’s blind, deaf and dumb. We’ve tried hard to make sure she has enough stimulation; she can read braille. But perhaps it’s better that you don’t meet her till you’ve found your feet properly, and can be a bit more “touchy-feely”. Here he gave Lizzie a meaningful look. ‘I wouldn’t want to see her hurt.’ It was obvious that he felt something for these handicapped women, even though he was renting them out as sex-slaves. His values were alien to them, and for the moment they could only listen and learn.
As soon as they were back outside on the path, Ted stopped and looked hard at the three of them. ‘I’m not going to single any one of you out, but I am feeling some hostility. I’m trying to help you, and you’ve had nothing but friendliness and a warm welcome from my people. You have to consider whether you’re all taking the attitude that will help you to survive and get the best out of your new lives.’
Lizzie just glared at him silently, but Poppy, who felt very conflicted, felt obliged to make excuses. ‘Master Ted, yesterday morning we were girls just out of school, enjoying our gap year, looking forward to our lives as professionals in the UK or Europe. Now we’re under sentence of death. It appears that we can only avoid being slowly strangled if we become sex slaves in a steaming jungle full of people we can’t understand.’
He took a deep breath before answering her. ‘My dear, you were never going to have professional lives in England. You made the choice to become drug smugglers. You picked up suitcases loaded with cocaine. That was the decision you made, and changed the direction of your lives. Now I’m trying to help you to live with the consequences.’
No-one argued with him. Poppy felt she’d done her bit, and that there wouldn’t be much point in suggesting that it was hypocritical for a brothel-keeper to be so judgemental. She hadn’t seen any sign of drug abuse so far in the Republic, or even drunkenness. Somehow, they had to adapt themselves to a completely different set of values, and Ted and Jenny were their only guides. The former seemed satisfied that he’d made his point, and he changed the subject. ‘Our last visit is to something completely different. We have a resident blacksmith on the site; he does most of his work for the general public, but it’s worth his while to pay us some rent for the privacy and security that he gets. It’s just a couple of minutes’ walk away.
The ‘forge’- for it wasn’t really much like a traditional blacksmith’s premises- was another wooden structure, but partly sunk into the earth, and completely covered overhead by the forest. The entered by descending a short flight of steps, which with their hands still locked behind them, the girls did very carefully. Inside, the heat was almost overpowering. The smith and the boy who seemed to be his apprentice wore only loincloths, their bodies glistened with sweat. They bowed to Ted, and nodded to his charges. They seemed to be engaged mostly in making restraints; stocks, fiddles, irons and some quite complex frames, all designed to hold the human body in bondage. A young black man was bound to an iron frame near a furnace, every part of his naked body fixed to it with cable ties, so he could barely move a muscle. ‘They’ve kept him till we got here’, Ted told the girls. ‘He’s a new slave like yourselves, but he’s been bought by a landowner whose estate is about thirty miles to the east. He’ll be collected tomorrow.’ The slave looked terrified, but obviously knew that pleading would be futile. The smith took a branding iron from the furnace and checked that it was almost white hot. He didn’t try to build up the suspense- there was no malice in his manner- but without any ceremony or delay, he pressed it against the young man’s left thigh. The bound body convulsed and the scream filled the room. The iron was held against the flesh for about five seconds. Smoke rose from the point of contact and the girls smelled cooking meat. Then it was over, and the slave screamed again as cold water was poured over the fresh mark. It was followed by a soothing spray and a coating of ointment, and that seemed to help, for his body began to relax back onto the frame. Perhaps he knew that the painful part of his preparation was over. They could see now that the livid burn comprised a circle, about an inch across, with initials ‘I.G’ in a gothic script. ‘That stands for ‘Ivana Gregorovich’, Ted told them. ‘He’s obviously been bought as a present for the lady of the house. She’s Russian, though I doubt that’s her real name. A big woman; she’ll make good use of him.’
The smith and his assistant then started fitting the new slave with a full set of cuffs. The stainless steel bands they used had certainly not been made on the spot; they seemed to have a large stock of various types in all possible sizes. A little experimentation determined the correct sizes, and they were locked into place, permanently. Smooth and with rounded edges, the restraints were featureless except for a stout ring on each side; four on the collar. There were no hasps or keyholes. Once the two halves were pushed together, an internal spring mechanism closed them almost seamlessly. It would be a major undertaking to cut them off him. Once they’d finished the smith and his apprentice brought fresh, cold water for everyone, including the boy. The branding had caused Lizzie to vomit on the floor, and she was now sitting on an anvil recovering. The smith told his helper to clean it up, but Ted stopped him. ‘It’s not your problem’, he said. ‘I’ll send one of our people in to do it.’ He made a brief ‘phone call, and they moved to another part of the room. The sat down among piles of iron bar stock, some of it partly formed into rough, medieval-type manacles and other kinds of restraints. ‘Are you exhibiting tomorrow?’ Ted asked the Smith.
‘Yes’, he answered. ‘I’ve got a really heavy full-body set of irons and chains to show off. I’ve already got a couple of foreign orders for them.’ Poppy felt bold enough to remark on the fact that the artisan and his apprentice spoke accentless English; she tried to phrase it as a compliment. He replied himself. ‘Haven’t you twigged it yet?’ he asked, with a friendly grin. ‘English is the lingua franca here; anyone who can’t speak it learns quickly. Spanish is the legal language, and so heavily accented that Spaniards struggle with it. It’s been found that legal proceedings go much more quickly and smoothly if the defendants are excluded.’ Poppy just nodded back. To call them ‘defendants’ was gilding the lily somewhat. They’d been sentenced to death without even being aware that their trial had begun. ‘What will happen to the boy now, Master Ted’, asked Suzi. She and Poppy were developing an unspoken agreement to take it in turns to speak, hoping to prevent Lizzie from saying something that would bring her to a sticky end. ‘Is he ready to go to his owner?’
Ted obviously didn’t know, or care, but the smith answered. ‘He’s going to the clinic next. It isn’t our place to know what’s been ordered for him, but I’d guess a regulator and some piercings. I don’t know whether you understand yet; a regulator gives his users remote control over his erections, he can be used at any time, aroused or not. He won’t suffer at the clinic; they treat everyone alike, slave or free.’
When they left the smithy, they paid a brief visit to a long, low shed- very much like a scout hut- that was obviously soundproof. Inside, two naked women and one man were strung between pairs of upright posts, and there was room for several more. They were being whipped; the women by two determined-looking men, and the man by a large, athletic woman of about thirty-five. The screams were deafening, and they stayed for only half a minute or so, not approaching closely enough to get a good look at the victims. On the path outside, Ted explained. ‘There’s surprisingly little outright sadism here, but whipping is very popular. Before I took a share in the firm, the slaves were picked at random for half a day’s flogging and given a few days rest afterwards, but I put a stop to that. Now our people are only whipped if they don’t perform to expectations. I’ve negotiated an arrangement whereby the municipal authorities send us some of their more attractive offenders. We always have a male and a female on the posts ready for clients, and we keep a reserve in a hut behind this one. We can quickly tie one up for a special request. Bastinados and breast whippings are quite popular. It’s all monitored to make sure there are no serious injuries.’ No-one said anything; Poppy felt strangely bemused by his reasonable, matter-of-fact presentation, making it easy to forget that he was talking about women having their breasts whipped. She shuddered as she tried- but not too hard- to imagine what that would be like. ‘I’m going to hand you back to Jenny now’, he went on. We’ll meet her at my own hut’.
 

***

 
Ted’s ‘hut’ resembled one of those timber houses that can be built from kits made in Sweden. Unlike the other structures it had big windows, though they all had electric blinds. The lower half was partly sunk into the ground and seemed to contain mostly a garage and other utilities, so the living quarters were all on the upper storey. Some of that space was used for storage, so his actual ‘apartment’ was quite small. Jenny had not yet arrived, so he took them inside and gave them a quick tour. The place was really just a studio flat, or bedsitter, with a tiny kitchen, a dining alcove and a reasonably sized shower room. The décor was functional, the furniture probably IKEA, except for the dominating presence of a king-sized four-poster bed. It was very much out of proportion, but they were immediately distracted from aesthetic considerations by the presence of the black wrestler, chained in an ‘X’ shape to the corners, her body outlined clearly on the white sheet. No longer oily, she’d obviously been showered. She was watching them impassively, and smiled when she caught Suzi’s eye. She certainly didn’t seem uncomfortable or distressed. Before anything was said about her Jenny came in, slightly breathless, thanked Ted briefly for his help, and ushered them out. Lizzie seemed about to speak, but thought better of it, and they all walked quickly back to the main block, through the building by the main corridor, and out into the foyer. The same receptionist was there, but in a very different position. She’d come out from behind her desk and was kneeling in front of a uniformed man, his penis deep in her throat. He was working her by pulling her head back and forth by the hair. Jenny ignored the spectacle and shooed them out onto the car park. This time Lizzie could not be kept quiet. ‘Why does she put up with that?, she demanded. ‘I’ll bite it off if anyone does that to me.’
Although they were aware that Lizzie was on dangerous ground, Poppy and Suzie were surprised by Jenny’s reaction. She stopped dead, and they stopped behind her. Turning round slowly, looking pale and stern, she looked Lizzie straight in the eye. ‘Change of plan’, she said sharply. ‘We were going to see a textile factory, but that can wait. There’s something much more important for you to see.’
With that, Jenny grabbed the lead chain, which she’d left alone since they first left the main square, and marched off, leaving them scurrying and jostling one another as they struggled to follow. They hurried back to the edge of the shopping area, along a side road for a short distance, and then outwards again, through an area seemed to be shared between small apartments blocks and workshops. All the buildings were wooden with brick bases and thick, turf covered roofs. They passed quite a large church, similarly constructed but with the traditional Gothic shape. Eventually they passed between some crude sporting facilities; and then the track ended in an untypically large clearing, grass in the middle, dirt round the edges. They gazed in bewilderment, soon turning to shock, at the installations that formed an arc round the side away from the city. There was, in order from left to right, a St. Andrew’s cross, two thin, wooden stakes about seven feet high, A gallows with a big stone slab in front of it, a Christian-style cross, a stout iron post with rings set into it and signs of old fires in the earth underneath, and lastly, a twenty-foot wooden pole with a big wagon wheel mounted horizontally on the top. It took only seconds for them all to realise that these were all means of inflicting agonising deaths on human beings. Furthermore, one was in use, and another had been, recently.
The crucifix was occupied by a nude woman who was tightly bound to it with ropes at her wrists, elbows, knees, ankles, waist and throat. Her feet were unsupported; she was held up, with her feet about five feet from the ground, by her bonds alone. ‘Don’t worry about her’, said Jenny. ‘She’s part of the story I have to tell you, but she isn’t going to die here. Look up at the wheel.’
The wagon wheel was high above them and the thick spokes concealed some of its burden. Those factors, and the fact that they’d been immunised by a day of shocking sights and sounds, helped them to avoid throwing up. It bore the remnants of a human body that had been chained to it, but even as they digested the sight, carrion birds were pecking at what was left. Jenny gave them a minute to digest the sight, and then, letting them sit down on the stone slab, embarked on the story.
 
‘What you’re seeing is the remains of a slave called Sheila; so called because she was Australian. She and two others, including the girl on the cross, belonged to a fairly wealthy coffee trader who lived alone with them just outside town. He wasn’t a cruel man- he hardly ever hurt them- but he liked dirty sex. He made a point of never washing his genitals, keeping them in a waterproof pouch when he showered. He liked to bugger one girl and make another clean him with her mouth, and he hardly ever gave them vaginal sex. Sheila hadn’t been with him very long, and never got used to his habits. He was also fond of golden showers, both received and given. She plotted his death. One evening at bedtime, when she was fellating him, she bit his penis as hard as she possibly could, near the bottom of the shaft. She hung on for dear life, and he was so shocked, and the pain was so intense, that he couldn’t resist her. She tore it so badly that it hung by a mere scrap of flesh, and then she grabbed his testicles in her teeth and tore the scrotal sac half off. Then she left him to bleed to death. Her hands were chained in front of her body, so she expected to be able to wash the blood off her face in the bathroom.’
She paused for breath, and Suzie broke in. ‘So he died then? She expected to die herself, like this?’
‘No and no. The idea was to set fire to the house. The slaves would get out, but the body would be burnt and it would appear as an accident. I don’t think the plan would have worked, myself. But of course he was screaming blue murder. Our homes are very soundproof, but she’d missed something. We don’t leave windows open at night because of the insects and snakes, but by pure chance, this time, one in the kitchen had been forgotten. Even though the house is set back from the road, and the area is usually deserted at night, a group of four workmen were passing on their way back to town from a job further out. They heard screaming, surmised that it was something worse than a slave being punished or made to orgasm, and broke in before the fire was properly started. They stemmed the blood and saved his life, just about. His privates were beyond repair, so he’s recovering as a eunuch. It’s just possible that in time it’ll be possible to grow a prosthetic from stem cells, but that would mean travelling to England and huge expense.’
She paused again, but this time there was no interruption. ‘Sheila didn’t deny the crime. She was kept in a very small cell and brought out to be whipped every day until the whole story had been beaten out of her and the other two. Then, one morning, she was brought out here, and a little crowd, which included me, watched her chained to the wheel, which was then on this slab. With a wooden club, her arms and legs were each broken in two places. The wheel was then attached to the pole, which pivots at the bottom, and it was swung up to where it is now. She fainted while that was happening, but soon came to and started screaming again. The weather was unseasonably wet, and it took her thirty-six hours to die. For much of that time she was just moaning, but I gather that local lads came out now and again to shake the pole, and that started her off again. It’s the first time in living memory that anyone’s been broken on the wheel here. She might have had an easier death but for the fact that she clearly intended her master to die and in great pain, and she’d plotted his death in advance, in cold blood. She conspired with and corrupted the two other slaves, destroying much of their value in the process. It was decided that they knew what Sheila was plotting and had even discussed it with her, but they weren’t sure she intended to go through with it. They should have reported her, obviously, and they’ll never be trusted again, but they’ll be allowed to live, after a fashion.’
‘What will be done to them, Miss Jenny?’ asked Poppy.
They’ll both be displayed in a number of different locations over the next couple of months, and whipped frequently. This is one of them; she’s spending the day on that cross, though most of the locations are better frequented. Then they’ll both go into surgery. Both will lose their teeth; they can’t be trusted with them. They’ll be fitted with soft rubber-like substitutes, so they’ll be cosmetically unchanged. The rest will be decided according to any interest that’s shown in them by potential buyers. My guess is that they’ll end up armless, at least. There’s a demand for colloquially known as ‘fuck dolls’, especially from visitors to the Republic.’
Suzie asked a question. ‘Miss Jenny, why is there a gallows here? Hangings take place in the main square, surely.’
‘It’s reserved for traitors to the Republic. Very rarely, a resident’s caught conspiring with  another government to undermine us in some way, or to find out things that we’d rather keep to ourselves. They’re hanged, drawn and quartered. It’s messy, but the reoffending rate is very satisfactory. That’s what this slab is for.’
They all jumped up at once and looked down at the object in question. There were some patches that looked darker than others, but it hadn’t been used for months, if not years. Jenny went on reassuringly. ‘I’ve brought you here because at least one of you harbours thoughts that could be dangerous. But you don’t have to live in fear of dying one of these terrible deaths. It happens very rarely, and only to people with genuinely malicious intent. If you even try to make the best of things, this won’t happen to you. Now we’ll get back to the town hall and your dinner.’
It seemed a long way back into the town centre; their locked hands made walking less rhythmic; more tiring. Their arms, unaccustomed to bondage, were beginning to ache despite the anti-cramp drug. It was a great relief when, back in their cell, the two grim attendants released them and chained them, as they’d been the night before, in front of their bodies. In due course they were given their gruel, an unpleasant contrast to what they’d had for lunch, but they ate it anyway. Inevitably they discussed what they’d seen during the day, though no-one mentioned the visit to the special execution facility; it was too ghastly to contemplate. Lizzie was still in denial; she would never give in, she would persist in demanding her rights, sooner or later they would meet someone who would help them, if not they would find a way to escape. Poppy and Suzie were more resigned to their fate, but were desperate to know what that fate was going to be. Their problem was that the lives of the numerous sex-slaves they’d encountered were beyond their imagining; they seemed to them to be alien creatures, or characters in a fantasy novel or film. They had such contradictory impressions; Ted was a likeable and affable gentleman who treated them kindly and showed them the women that he exploited by selling their bodies. The whippings, and the limbless girls, had left a deep impression on them. But for the time being, they could think of nothing to do but watch and learn.  They did their best to impress on Lizzie the need to seem less hostile and defiant, but she didn’t respond, either positively or negatively, to their entreaties
After their meal they were not left to themselves, but led through a maze of corridors and tunnels into what seemed to be some kind of medical facility, though they only saw two rooms. A male doctor and two female nurses fussed over them, taking their blood pressure and samples, and examining them thoroughly. They were taken, one at a time, into another room, and strapped to a table. This was more frightening, but nothing that happened caused them any pain, and the staff explained everything they were doing, in English. With their left arms anaesthetised, a keyhole incision was made and three capsules inserted. One was a replacement for their contraceptive pills. It was a three-month dose; six months was more usual, but they didn’t yet know whether or not the girls might be used for breeding. The second was slow-release cocktail of anti-cramp and anti-itching drugs, lasting six months. The third was a passive identification device. It would react to various kinds of scanners. If the wearer tried to hide in a truck or plane, for instance, she could easily be detected and identified. They were taken back to their cell with bandages round their upper arms, but there was no pain when feeling returned half an hour later.









Chapter 3

Poppy and Jenny

 
They hadn’t seen Jenny since she’d brought them back before dinner, but before bedtime she reappeared with their sleeping pills. She gave one each to Suzie and Lizzie, but told Poppy to follow her as she left. This was the first time the three girls had been separated, but it wasn’t a suggestion, so off she went. Another long walk through the maze followed, ending in a carpeted corridor resembling a hotel, and Jenny opened one of the many doors to let them into a soulless but comfortable suite; a lounge, a bedroom and a bathroom. Jenny led her into the lounge, unlocked her wrists, and locked them again behind her back. Up to that point Poppy had no idea what was expected of her. Jenny now murmured in her ear. ‘My dear, you seem to be about the most receptive of the three of you, so I’m going to start your training first. I’m going to use your body for my pleasure.’
Poppy gasped and for a minute her legs felt weak and shaky, but Jenny drew her back to sit on a large sofa. ‘Miss Jenny’, she stammered, ‘I’ve never had sex with a woman. I don’t know what to do.’ The thought of trying to refuse never entered her head, but she was frightened nevertheless, more of the consequences of disappointing Jenny than of disliking the experience herself. She’d learnt enough during the day to appreciate that her feelings didn’t matter.
Jenny was stroking her shoulders and upper arms lightly. Poppy was still wearing the bikini-like outfit that they’d all been given in the morning, and she didn’t feel entirely clean. The medics had only scrubbed the bits of her body they needed for their purposes. ‘Earlier today’ said the mistress, ‘I made two guesses about you, and made a mental note of them. The first was that you’d never had lesbian sex. The second was that you’d enjoy it. I was right with the first one, and we’ll see about the second. I’ll be gentle with you; it’s quite exciting for me to have a lesbian virgin. I swing both ways myself; I have since I was sixteen. In case you were wondering, I’m twenty-five now.’ She poured them glasses of red wine; the bottle- opened- was there waiting on a little table, so she’d prepared carefully for the encounter. There was a straw in one glass, which she held up for Poppy. Then after drinking from her own, she resumed stroking her shoulders and throat, and when she seemed to be relaxing, she unhooked the bikini top, and slowly removed it. ‘You have lovely breasts’, she murmured, and turning Poppy round to face her, kissed each nipple lightly. They were hard, which she seemed to take as encouragement, for she reached a little closer, and sucked each of them for a minute. Poppy was trembling slightly and her breathing was fast and shallow. She herself didn’t know whether it was from fear or arousal, but she wanted Jenny to move faster. She knew, in broad terms, what was going to happen, and her consent was neither necessary nor asked for, so she was prepared to lie back and think of England. If there was any pleasure to be had, she would accept it gladly.
Leaving her breasts for the moment, Jenny moved up to touch her lips to Poppy’s, just brushing them very lightly from side to side. Poppy remained still at first, but unable to bear the suspense, she started pushing back, ever so gently, feeling the softness of Jenny’s mouth, and quite liking it. Very gradually, their lips merged, and their heads began to twist this way and that, while their tongues met and started to rub against one another. Once she knew she was not going to be resisted, Jenny became more aggressive, forcing her tongue into Poppy’s mouth, using one hand behind her head to press their lips harder against one another, and the other to squeeze and knead her breasts, alternating between the two. Poppy now knew that, tonight, she had nothing to be afraid of, and felt more and more confident and relaxed. With her total inexperience of lesbian sex it was almost a blessing to have her hands bound behind her, allowing her to leave the initiative wholly to her experienced and expert user. The kissing went on a long time, while the roving hand dropped down to tear off the thin shorts, and finally to start probing her pubic mound, teasing open the labia to gain access to her sex. Before she went any further, however, she broke off to remove her own clothes, so they sat together on the bed, naked. ‘I think I was right both times today’, she said quietly, and kissed Poppy on the forehead. ‘I think you were, Miss Jenny’, she replied, and raised her head kiss her back, on the lips. Assured now of Poppy’s cooperation, Jenny paused for them both to take a few sips of wine, and then pushed her charge gently down to lie on the bed. She lay alongside, facing her, and started kissing her throat, and reaching down to her pubes, pushed two fingers, this time, right inside. To Poppy, it felt very much like it did when she masturbated. While she enjoyed that, she tried to pay more attention to Jenny’s body, which, because of her bondage, she couldn’t explore with her hands. During a change of position she saw that her breasts were full; perhaps a little too full to be entirely natural, and that her nipples were unusually big. She took her first opportunity to twist her body to get her mouth on them, and heard Jenny gasp when she sucked quite hard. ‘Wait your turn’, she heard her say, and lay back to submit herself completely, feeling the sensations growing in her very wet vagina. After a few minutes she came, arching her back and feeling her shoulders strain as she fought her restraints.
Jenny didn’t give her long to compose herself afterwards, but after a few minute of deep kissing, rose to kneel over her face, forcing her own sex down onto Poppy’s mouth. This was the moment that the new slave was afraid of; she had no idea how it would feel, how it would taste, or smell. Anxious to find out, she pushed her tongue in immediately, and was relieved to find that the flavour was complex, salty, but by no means unpleasant. She didn’t think she tasted urine- she’d never tried that, of course- but her impression was that Jenny was meticulous about hygiene. She’d always wondered about putting her mouth where pee came out; she’d never tasted her fingers after masturbating, and she’d never sucked a man’s penis. Now she was literally having her face rubbed in it, and after a moment of anxiety, she found that her fears had been groundless. After that she tried to work on the basis of doing to Jenny what she enjoyed doing to herself, but with her tongue instead of her fingers. She couldn’t see what she was doing- she couldn’t see anything but Jenny’s tummy- but she felt for the little nub of flesh that was the clitoris, and Jenny lifted herself a little to give her more room for manoeuvre. She circled it with her tongue, from time to time flicking over it, but trying all the time to gradually increase the pressure. She could hear Jenny getting more and more aroused, her breathing deep and fast, and as her weight descended again, she started sucking the fleshy bud between her lips, working on the tip with her tongue, and in a very short time the orgasm came, and her lower face was enveloped in wetness as Jenny ground herself onto it. Poppy had to force her head back to clear her nose to breathe, but she carried on working until the climax, which was longer than anything she’d experienced, was over. Jenny flopped down beside her then, but rested for only a minute or two before turning round to get her mouth to Poppy’s pussy. Though she was on top, bearing down, she gave her very much the same experience, until, both sated, they face to face, all passion spent, at least for the moment.
It had turned out to be the best sexual experience of Poppy’s life, though she was, as she admitted to herself, not very experienced. Afterwards, though, a kind of emotional collapse took place. She’d read somewhere that human beings could function surprisingly normally in extreme circumstances, and this seemed to be an example. The sight of the middle-aged woman strangling slowly to death, the half-rotted and eaten body on the wheel, the whippings, the limbless woman strapped to the fucking frame, came flooding back into her mind. She was a sex-slave, her reprieve from her death sentence depending on her performance in that role. Jenny was clean and healthy, young and attractive, but how would she react to some of the dirty, sweaty, older men that they’d passed in the street today? These thoughts overwhelmed her, and soon she was in the throes of a full-scale panic attack. Jenny seemed to understand what she was feeling, and held her close against her until the worst was passed, and her breathing returned to something like normal. ‘What is it? She asked. Tell me what you’re afraid of. Didn’t you enjoy what we just did together?’
Poppy tried to explain what she was feeling. A night of passion did not change the fundamentals of the situation; it didn’t make her any less afraid of the future. ‘You’re young, you’re pretty, you’re clean, and you seem quite kind, Miss Jenny. But I know I can be sold to a fat old lecher who never bathes and whips women for a hobby. If I don’t cooperate my arms can be chopped off. If I resist I can end up on the impaling spike, or nailed to the cross. You might be able to make me forget all that for a few minutes, Miss Jenny, but you can’t stop it all flooding back, and it terrifies me.’
Jenny took a drink of wine and gave some to Poppy. ‘I can’t make it go away’, she said, ‘and I don’t want to. I’m a loyal citizen of the Republic, and I love my country and its values. But let me explain a little more about how things work here. Obviously, slaves can be used for any purposes, as their owners decide, but they are valuable commodities, representing a sizeable investment. Just as one doesn’t buy a racehorse to pull a dray cart, so one doesn’t use a young and nubile beauty to mine clay or service superannuated city guards. When we get new material, we try to prepare it for the market in which it belongs. You’re young, you’re lovely, you’ve got nice natural tits, and in my opinion you’re a great lay. In the next month we’ll be working to enhance all those qualities, so we can put you up for sale as a real, first-class thoroughbred. So the more you cooperate and work with us, the better your chance of attracting a buyer who’ll appreciate your qualities and use you appropriately. Don’t mistake me; you’ll be used very thoroughly and your owner will recoup his or her investment, either in money or pleasure, but we’ll make sure you have a reasonable chance of enjoying the process. The best sex slaves are the ones who want sex and enjoy it.’
‘Are you saying that I’ll be put on drugs, Miss Jenny’, asked Poppy anxiously. She did like sex, and now it was apparent that the liked it with both genders, but she couldn’t imagine fucking many times a day, with multiple partners, and still enjoying it.
‘Not narcotics; we discourage that very firmly indeed here. That’s why you’re in the position you’re in, remember? We have treatments here- mainly but not wholly hormonal- that have never been heard of by the general public. Most of them originate in the UK, and their use is supervised from there in our own clinic. Don’t worry about that now; you won’t be given anything that will harm you. Now it’s after eleven, and we’ve got a busy day tomorrow. I think we’ll have another little play, and then get you ready for sleep.’
Poppy was sitting, at that time, with her back against the headboard. Jenny moved quickly to kneel astride her legs, pulled her head up, and kissed her hard, pushing her tongue in immediately. Taken by surprise- for the contrast with her previous very tentative seduction was very marked- Poppy took just a moment to start responding, but then she pushed back with her own tongue, the two wet muscles wrestling for territory between their four lips as they twisted against one another. Jenny kept that up for just a couple of minutes, and then twisted herself off, pulled Poppy right down onto the mattress, and put a thick foam pillow under her head. Then she lay down on her body, her face to her crotch, and her own pussy pressing down on Poppy mouth. She opened her own legs and dragged Poppy’s as wide as they would easily go, and went to work with her tongue and fingers. With the pillow pushing her face into Jenny’s crotch, she had no trouble clamping her lips over the opening and reaching the clitoris with her tongue. She only lacked fingers, and wondered whether slaves were usually so handicapped. Those in the brothels they’d visited had, in most but not all cases, the use of all their limbs and digits. Jenny seemed happy enough with her efforts, though as she neared her climax she started using one of her hands to pinch her own nipples. Poppy was beginning to appreciate the erotic properties of bondage; it stimulated her to be used so freely as a helpless sex toy. Once the issue of consent no longer applied, she could indeed lie back and think, not just of England, but of what enjoyment she could get out of the experience. She couldn’t overlook, of course, the extent to which having an attractive and considerate user helped. Jenny’s soothing words hadn’t completely banished the fat, greasy and ugly brute that haunted her imagination. But for a short time the probing tongue and fingers took precedence over everything, and her orgasm, when it came, stimulated Jenny’s own, so they came together. But that wasn’t the end of it. After a brief pause Jenny rolled them over and started again, having to use both her hands, this time, to hold Poppy steady. As they were both half-way there already, it took only three or four minutes for them to cum again, and this time Jenny kept climaxing again and again, Poppy doing her very best to keep up the pressure on her clitoris while nails raked her back.
It took Jenny a few minutes to recover from her multiple orgasm. Poppy managed to pull herself back up to sit against the headboard, and in time she was given both water and wine. ‘Do your arms hurt?’ asked the older woman, stroking her shoulders as she spoke.
‘Not really, miss’, was the reply. ‘I can feel a bit of strain when I pull at the cuffs, and when I lie on them, but they don’t really hurt.’
‘You were given a double dose of the drug to start you off’, said Jenny. ‘Nevertheless, I’ll make you more comfortable for the night. I’ll take you to the bathroom in a minute. Tell me, are you likely to have to go in the night? And lastly, do you snore?’
‘No, and I don’t think so, Miss Jenny.’
In the bathroom, which was very well appointed, Jenny sat Poppy on the toilet and waited while she peed. Afterwards she rinsed her with lukewarm water and wiped her with a fresh hand towel. ‘It must seem strange to have me do this for you’, she remarked as she finished. ‘We have to accept that slaves need maintenance that they can’t provide for themselves.’ She went on to clean Poppy’s teeth, very thoroughly and carefully, and then to wash her face and hands. Back in the bedroom she chained her by the ankle to the foot of the bed before undoing her wrists. While he gave her a minute to swing her arms, she explained what she was doing. ‘Whenever a slave is with only one or two mistresses or masters, he or she is always secured to something; a bed is ideal. The key to the padlock is out of reach, so even if you overpowered me, you couldn’t get loose.’
‘Do slaves come to be trusted in time, miss? Suppose they promise not to run away?
‘Some owners let their slaves wander about freely; most don’t. I don’t. It implies that the slave has a choice; that you are trusted to make the choice to stay. It’s never your choice. You are property. Restraints help you to remember that.’
Poppy shivered a little despite the warmth. Her hands were locked together in front of her body, and with a fairly generous length of chain to the headboard, allowing her to sit up against it, or lie down with them just above her head. After giving her a little more wine, Jenny pronounced it time for lights out. ‘I might wake you in the night, to be serviced’, she said. ‘Just do it and go back to sleep. I won’t do you as well. Sleep tight, my dear.’ With a brief kiss on the lips, she turned over, and seemed to be asleep within a couple of minutes. Poppy took longer, but unknown to her there’d been a little something extra in her last glass of wine, and soon she too was still.
Jenny had also found the day tiring, if entirely satisfactory, and she didn’t wake up to use Poppy in the night. At about seven, however, she started fingering her pussy, and they were soon kissing passionately, Poppy pushing her free leg up into her groin. Jenny liked that, but waited until Poppy had cum on her fingers before turning to sit over her face, reverse-cowboy style. Apart from having some difficulty breathing, the new slavegirl quite enjoyed the task of giving her the first climax of her day.
When they’d finished, a discreet knock on the door announced the arrival of their breakfast, delivered by a very handsome and muscular young man wearing a very small loincloth. He was collared and cuffed, and his hands were joined by a foot of chain. ‘Thank you, Tommy’, said Jenny in a very friendly tone. Just put it on the table by the window.’ He left, and she released Poppy from the bed, leaving her hands locked together. They sat opposite one another, enjoying the view, not only of their naked bodies, but also of a courtyard well stocked with tropical flowering plants. Knowing her friends were probably getting mush, Poppy felt a bit guilty about having a choice of English cereals, toast and marmalade, fresh orange juice, and coffee. There was a little bowl of pills which she swallowed dutifully. ‘In case you’re wondering’, said Jenny, ‘that lovely young man is one of my slaves. While I’m otherwise engaged, a couple of the councillor’s wives are using him. It pays to keep one’s friendships well lubricated.’
‘May I ask, Miss Jenny, how many slaves do you own?’
‘Only three’, she replied, ‘two men- the other ones’ black- and one girl who was bred a slave. She’s just turned eighteen; she was bred for me by my dad. They’re all pleasure slaves, but I live on my dad’s estate, and he has a complete staff; about twenty in all.’
‘May I ask, miss, what’s the population of the Republic, and how many of them are slaves?’
‘We don’t keep an exact count, but we think about four million. About half the women are slaves, and a third of the men. That’s just under two million. Remember that about half the population is indigenous. Some of them are slaves, but some keep slaves, both imported, and their own people.’
Feeling she was straying onto dangerous ground, but feeling that she needed to ask, she ventured another question. ‘Miss Jenny, I gather that children are brought up to be slaves. How old are they before they can be used for sex?’ She concealed her nervousness by taking a drink of coffee.
‘Eighteen, and that’s very strictly enforced. Paedophiles who use free children are castrated and hanged. Those who use slaves are exiled, and their identity make known to our contacts all over the world. There are very few offenders. Those with that predilection leave to pursue it in less well-regulated countries. We realise, of course, that teenage slaves experiment with one another, but that’s not our responsibility. The Republic maintains high ethical standards and expects its citizens to conform to them.
‘But it encourages slavery, miss?’
That’s the key to it. It exists as a place where that institution can flourish. But to accomplish that it needs to avoid attention. Hence no child abuse, no environmental damage, very little use of narcotics, no arms manufacturing, etc. The world’s attention is on areas of the Amazon rainforest that are being exploited and denuded. Hardly anyone knows that so many of us live and prosper here, under the trees. We also have the support of all the native tribes inside the Republic and many others in the region. We treat them as equals, invite them into the government, and above all, give them the medicines they need to survive close contact with outsiders.’
She declared then, that there was no time for more questions, and took Poppy to the bathroom to be showered and toileted. She ascertained that the girl almost always ‘had her bowels open’ after breakfast, so not wanting to clean her after that, she locked her ankle to the pedestal and released her hands. Afterwards she locked them behind her back for her shower. Back in the bedroom, she fitted her with the standard bikini. ‘This is government issue, private owners don’t use them’, she said. ‘It’s disposable, and can be put on a slave with her hands and/or feet restrained.’ Then it was time to go. ‘I’ve enjoyed the night’, was her last personal word to Poppy. I’ll try to find an opportunity to do it again before you’re sold.’ Those words were spoken just before they entered the communal cell and met Suzie and Lizzie, both of whom looked hugely relieved to see her. They were both ready for the day’s outing; their hands behind them, and their new bikinis in place. Jenny chained them all together, putting Lizzie at the front with the lead.









Chapter 4

Family life and Work in the Republic

 

It was a Saturday, and the square was crowded, with market stalls dotted about seemingly at random. The ground was still muddy, but they were used to that now, and paid more attention to the people around them. Many of them, both men and women, were leading one or more slaves, some of them naked, and some carrying burdens. As Jenny had indicated, some were lightly chained or free of restraints, but most were bound in some way. A few were chained or roped to wooden yokes from which bags of goods or jugs of liquid hung. Generally the mood seemed cheerful, but they saw one girl, who’d displeased her mistress in some way, being beaten on her bottom with a switch. The stalls seemed to be well laden with fresh food; all fruit all vegetables. Doubtless the meat and fish was sold somewhere where it could be refrigerated.
They left the square by an unfamiliar street which included a number of civic buildings, all wooden and partly hidden from above by the forest, but still of pleasing, dignified designs. There was another, larger church, a library, and the public treasury, and both national and municipal police stations. At a crossroads Jenny stopped and turned to address them. There was far less pedestrian traffic, so they weren’t obstructing anyone. ‘If you turn left here’, she pointed down that street’, you pass the main market hall, and come to another big square with the state buildings round it; the parliament building, the offices and residences of the first minister and finance and foreign ministers, and several other ministries. There’s no separate courthouse; the city and the state use the same one. If you go the other way you pass the slave market, and abattoir, the high school, and you then come to the street that we walked along yesterday. We go straight ahead now.’
They walked on. Since leaving the square, Poppy had been talking as quietly as possible to Suzie, giving her a bare-bones account of her evening and night. She tried to pass on some of the information about the Republic, assuming that the more they both knew, they better chance they had of making the best of their situation. She wasn’t trying to exclude Lizzie, but she’d pretty much written her off as a useful ally. Suzie clearly wanted to hear all the details of her lesbian encounter, the sleazier the better, but Poppy was afraid that Jenny might hear what they were saying.
While they were still muttering to one another, they arrived at their first destination. They entered a large workshop, crowded with very old-fashioned and mysterious-looking equipment. From what the several craftsmen were doing, they gathered that it was for working leather. Sheets and whole skins of various kinds were hanging on racks at one side or in ones and twos from the ceilings. There were numerous processes going on; cutting into strips, folding, bonding, smoothing, roughening, forming into handles, balancing, etc., but the girls didn’t have time to take all that in. They were led to one of two ends of what seemed to be a kind of production line, where the finished articles were hanging in rows and being carefully inspected. They stared in some dismay; the finished articles were whips, in many varieties and types, some with one strand, some with several, and one or two, they guessed, with nine. They had beautifully tooled handles. In some cases that was the only part made on the premises, and the strands were rubber or plaited fibres. The man in charge of the final quality control was called Pedro, and he was in late middle age and quite muscular, with a black moustache. He was balancing a single strand leather whip, about four feet long, in his hand, and making a few experimental swishes with it into the air. ‘Follow me’, he said to them, and they did.
He led them into a large and relatively clear space; a kind of conservatory added to the back of the building. It was the testing room; big enough to swing the largest whip. At the far side, two pairs of posts were anchored in concrete bases, and between each was suspended a female slave, chained by her wrist and ankle cuffs. They’d been installed quite carefully, so their weight was taken largely by their ankles, with their wrists just holding them still in a classic ‘X’ shape. One already had a number of red lines neatly spaced down her back, but the other was still untouched. Without any ceremony or preparation, Pedro stood behind her and to the left, and swung the whip three times. The woman screamed and her body shook in the chains, but he took no notice of that. He looked briefly at a screen that showed readouts from sensors on her body, recording the severity of the pain that she suffered, but he was much more reliant on feel; on the extent to which the weight of the handle matched that of the tail. After a minute’s thought he took some pellets from a pocket, and opened a little flap in the bottom of the handle to push them in. He tried another three strokes, and, doubtless to the relief of the target, he declared himself satisfied. They filed back into the workshop, and Jenny gave them a little talk, assuming the role of tourist guide.
‘This is one of six whipmakers in the Republic, and it’s accepted as the very best of the quantity producers, exporting its products all over the world. There’s actually a waiting list for its products. Every finished whip is tested, as you’ve just witnessed. It isn’t a popular duty for slaves, as you can imagine, so owners are asked to volunteer women whose performance of their duties has fallen short of their expectations. Obviously they can only do one shift here, but they’re rarely short, even though they only use white women. Some of the other workshops use both sexes and any race. A couple of the very best craftsmen keep slaves of their own, but they produce a few collector’s pieces a month.’
She led them over to a kind of annex; another building added on quite recently, from the look of the timbers. There were two whipmakers busy at their benches, and a naked male slave chained to another, hammering sheets of leather with a mallet. ‘This is where they make the more specialised items’, explained Jenny. ‘They’re mainly breast whips, but they also make them for the soles of feet, and pussy whips to order. They’re designed to inflict pain without leaving any lasting marks, and particularly not to cut the skin.’ Almost without looking up, one of the artisans handed her a red whip, about eighteen inches long, with three tails of broad, soft leather that had been hammered very thin. The handle was made of a matt rubberised substance, slightly flexible, and penis shaped. The workman looked up. ‘That’s a special model we’re developing for the Christmas market’, he said gruffly. It’s really a novelty item, but it does work well. It’s got a vibrator in the handle.’ He pointed to the bottom, where there was a mini-usb socket. ‘That’s for charging the lithium battery. We had to find one with the right size and weight. Although it’s only a toy we’ve made it to our usual standards.’ There was pride in his voice now. ‘Take it over there and try it.’
He nodded towards an alcove to at the far side of the workshop. They all trouped over to it, and found a kind of bench that resembled a vaulting horse, but only four feet high. A slavegirl was bound to it very tightly, on her back. It was just long enough to accommodate her torso; her arms and legs were bent down and strapped to the legs. She was, in effect, in strappado; a bondage that forced her chest upwards, and it was a very impressive chest indeed. Without doubt it was greatly enhanced, for the huge breasts kept a perfect shape, just leaning slightly outwards, with the nipples pointing about fifteen degrees from the vertical. Her head, drooping down off the end of the bench, was turned towards them with her eyes open, watching, and she wore a leather panel gag with a breather hole. ‘That’s also one of our products’, said the artisan, ‘but we make those in one of our other workshops.’
Jenny hefted the instrument in her hand, and took a couple of gentle swings at her left palm to get the measure of it. Then she moved closer to the girl on the bench and felt her breasts, which, from the way they reacted to the pressure, seemed to have a consistency that resembled memory foam. Clearly, they were not lacking in sensitivity, for the girl moaned; a pleading tone rather than one of pleasure, for she obviously knew what was coming. Poppy noticed that the skin of her breasts already bore broad pink bands, though there was no sign of actual damage. There was more on the nearer one, so Jenny walked round the bench, and without any further delay, gave her a vicious backhand stroke using a full swing of her arm, including a long follow-through. A loud screech issued from the breather hole in the gag, and the slavegirl’s head swung wildly back and forth. Two more blows in quick succession produced a more continuous, higher-pitched noise, and caused her body to twist and jerk in its bonds. Jenny stopped there, leaving behind a broad and quite livid band of colour mainly on the breast nearer to her, with the nipple standing up almost purple in the middle.
Walking back round to the craftsman, she asked how much the whip would cost. ‘We expect it to be about a hundred US dollars’, he replied. ‘It’s intended as an affordable toy for middle-class couples, rather than a serious tool for control and punishment. The tails are made with slave labour, and the electrical parts are mass produced. We’ll start a proper production line soon and then we can churn them out quite quickly.’
‘Toy or not, I like it. Do let me know when they’re available.’
‘We’ve a couple more prototypes, and I’m sure we can spare you one. I’ll have it sent over to you.’
With that she thanked the man, shook hands with him, and led them all back out into the street. The girls had been silent throughout the visit, Poppy was now wondering how the kind and considerate lover with whom she’d spent the night could have given another woman such a merciless lashing. Would she soon find herself used as a plaything as Jenny tried out her new ‘toy’? She had no choice but to wait and see. She exchanged bewildered looks with Suzie; Lizzie looked withdrawn and inaccessible; her head down and her back turned to them. Jenny was anxious to make good progress now, tugging on the lead chain to hurry them along. After a couple of minutes she pulled them to the side of the road to let a cart pass. But it was no ordinary cart. It was quite small and lightly built, but loaded with a dozen or aluminium beer kegs and some crates of bottles. The driver, who sat on a high-set bench, was himself quite small and slim, and of Spanish appearance. What was more arresting was the motive power. The cart was pulled by four women. They all looked to be about thirty-five, but they varied in appearance, two blonde and two brunette, varying breast sizes and different heights. They all wore bit gags with the reins attached to rings at the ends, their arms were confined in square binders, they had plumes on their heads, and shoes made to resemble hooves on their feet, though they did have heels. They were in tandem pairs, attached by metal waistbands to the pole that pulled the cart. They were going at a steady trot; probably five or six miles an hour. As they passed, the driver cracked the whip just over their heads, not making contact, but they moved a little faster nevertheless. They jangled as they ran, having bells attached to their bits and nipples. When they’d passed, Jenny turned to explain what they’d seen.
‘At weekends, motor vehicles aren’t allowed in the centre of town’, she told them, ‘so they bring out the pony carts. They’re a novelty really; a spectacle. It would really be more efficient to make the deliveries on weekdays. The milk carts are needed more.’  The girls tried to imagine themselves harnessed to a wagon, spurred on by the whip and steered by a bit gag. Jenny hadn’t finished. ‘Those were only part-time dray horses; they work in the brewery on weekdays. They probably like the outing and the exercise; he doesn’t really hit them with that whip.’
The notion of ‘part-time dray horses’ suggested that somewhere, it, or something like it, was happening full-time, and that was too much for Lizzie, who blurted out; ‘My God; what kind of a place is this? What kind of people are you?’  Jenny didn’t reply, but simply marched off, holding the chain, and giving Lizzie a painful jerk when she was too slow off the mark.
 

***

 
Their next stop was a large private house, just off the road that led back towards the district of brothels. It was built in the colonial style; wooden as always but with columns and big Georgian windows. The grounds were laid out with lawns, paths and shrubs, and there were numerous outbuildings, but it was all very shady because of the huge forest trees that partly concealed it from above. They went round to a side door, and a black manservant, collared but not chained, admitted them, and led them into the servants’ hall. It was a hive of industry, but all the workers were slaves. The cook was a caricature; a plump middle-aged black woman, making pies and constantly issuing orders to her assistants, but she was almost naked and chained by her ankle to a staple in the floor. The lack of clothing was explained by the heat and humidity; her helpers, chopping vegetables and peeling potatoes, were fully naked, and much younger, if not much more attractive. Their wrists were cuffed and joined with chains that passed through rings on the fronts of their collars, leaving them free to work, if slightly handicapped and accompanied by the constant rattling of chain. Two footmen were polishing silver; they wore symbolic uniforms; just small bit of livery on their shoulders and waists, and light blue shorts that at least covered their genitals. They were chained only by their wrists. In an alcove, two slaves- a young man and a girl, sat watching a television. Both were naked, with their hands locked behind them, and they were both very attractive. The girl was of mixed race; probably part Caucasian, part Malay (or something like that), and she had big but natural looking breasts. The young man was white, slim and fit, but his most arresting feature was an erect penis. Jenny gathered the girls in a huddle. ‘They’re the duty sex-slaves’, she explained. All the better-looking staff take turns for that duty. The master and mistress can call for one at any time, so they must always be ready. If there are guests, more need to be provided, usually from the visitors’ own staff. There is some spare capacity here.’ Just as she finished, a green light came on in the alcove, and the girl got up and went to the little lift in the corner of the hall, and one of the footmen pressed a button for her.
Jenny gave them a little lecture. ‘These wealthy households are major users of slaves, and they need a variety of skills. Obviously, any of you could find yourselves working in a place like this; that’s why I’ve brought you here.’ While she spoke, a couple of servants, chains rattling, came into the hall to collect items- drinks in one case, bedding in the other- and went out again. After she’d finished, two laundry maids- plump and busty black girls who seemed remarkably cheerful- came in with piles of fresh towels and sheets to put in the banks of cupboards that lined one side of the hall. ‘It might seem a bit odd to keep the linen in the kitchen’, remarked Jenny, though actually the organisation of such households was alien territory to the girls. What was there about the situation that wasn’t odd? But Jenny proceeded to explain. ‘It’s so that everything can be overseen from one place by the butler, though he isn’t in here at the moment. The linen cupboards have seals on the doors, so the cooking smells don’t penetrate, and the hall is well ventilated.’ They could see that all the cooking appliances- even the toasters- were clustered at one end of the hall, under a huge hood. The ovens were fully in use, but they couldn’t smell anything. The place was quite noisy with the rattling of utensils and chains, and people talking, but everyone was speaking Spanish.
The lift was nowhere near big enough for the four of them, so Jenny led them up a fairly wide staircase into the house proper. Above stairs there was no sign that the house was built of wood; the floors were tiled and the walls were plastered or panelled, and the ceiling decorated with gilded plaster mouldings. The lighting was by crystal chandeliers; the one in the hall was being cleaned by a naked black woman on a stepladder, holding a feather duster in her chained hands. Doubtless her precarious position justified her relative freedom; her colleague, working on the furniture, had her hands locked behind her, and her duster was plugged into her panel gag. Jenny stopped and spoke to the girls. ‘There are two reasons for this visit. One is to broaden your knowledge of the variety of uses to which slaves are put. You could easily find yourselves working in a house like this, as I said. The second is that the house belongs to the Minister of Human Resources. He likes to take a look at all new acquisitions; he’s a very conscientious man.’
Lizzie spoke up, making the other two instantly nervous. ‘So it’s a man, Miss Jenny. How many ministers are women?’ She put an unnecessary stress on the ‘miss’, but Jenny ignored that. ‘The Ministers of Finance, Justice and Works are all women’, she answered in an icy tone. ‘I think about a third of the cabinet, and nearly half the junior ministers.’ She turned and walked on, with just a little jerk of the lead this time. They walked up a grand, curving staircase with marble steps, and there was another pause at the top. ‘You’re about to meet the Minister’, Jenny told them. ‘Don’t speak except in the unlikely event that you’re spoken to. Address him as “Excellency” and his wife as ‘ma’am’. Looking Lizzie straight in the eye she added; ‘Remember that he can send you to the gallows with a single word’.
A boy in the house’s very skimpy livery was standing outside a grand double door, and when he opened them Jenny led them through. They found themselves in a large but still comfortable living room, richly decorated and (unusually) carpeted, with European antique furniture. The room as air conditioned but still warm; only the humidity had been banished. There were five people in the room, not counting the doorman, but only two of them were free. The Minister and his wife sat on separate sofas positioned close together, looking at a huge screen which showed, not TV programmes, but statistical information that was incomprehensible to the girls. They were working, but in some comfort. The girl from the servants’ hall was kneeling by the side of her master’s couch, still naked and with her arms restrained. When they entered the room her mouth was on his penis, but he pulled her off gently, and drew up his shorts to cover his erection. There was nothing furtive or hasty about it; he was just being polite to Jenny. Similarly, his wife disengaged herself from the young black man who was kneeling on her couch with his face between her legs. His genitals were locked in a chastity cage. She was only about thirty-five, probably fifteen years younger than her husband, who was still a fine figure of a man with a thick mane of silver hair. There was one other slave in the room; a black female slave with modest, but very pointed breasts, standing by the far wall. Her arms were also locked, folded, behind her, and she bore a tray of water bottles and glasses clipped round her waist and held steady by cords looped through her collar. Her duty involved standing more or less to attention and looking straight ahead; to do otherwise would be to risk tipping her burden onto the floor.
As the Minister and his wife rose to greet Jenny, both giving her affectionate hugs and kisses on the cheek, Suzie was wondering what it was she found most disturbing about the scene in the room. It was not, she thought, the luxury or the use of slaves, or the couple’s willingness to use them in front of one another. There was exploitation, but no obvious cruelty, even though she didn’t envy the girl with the drinks, who was now summoned over, walking with exquisite care, to offer one to Jenny. What they were seeing was decadent, but it was no bacchanalian orgy. She concluded that what was unsettling her was the moderation, the very lack of any sense of excess or corruption. These were wealthy people, but they wore their riches comfortably, and they worked to earn them. The scene was, to them, normal; a lifestyle that they took for granted. It brought it home to her that they were not in some kind of theme park, nor were they the victims of a crime that would soon be detected and stopped by legitimate authorities. They were being introduced to a sustainable, stable society, as part of which they would probably spend their lives. While she was musing on all this, Jenny was conversing in Spanish with their hosts. The Minister suddenly turned his attention to the girls, or rather to Poppy and Suzie. He clearly thought they would benefit from understanding him, so he switched to English. He didn’t spend much time on Poppy. ‘This one’s obviously a pleasure slave’, he said. ‘Perhaps a little more flesh on her bones, but we shouldn’t put her up for sale before she’s properly trained.’ Turning to Suzie, his verdict was more qualified. ‘The market for black girls isn’t quite so buoyant at the moment; they sell but not as profitably. If you think she’s pleasure slave material, you need to get her just right. Perhaps just a little off her waist, and a few nice piercings.’ He grasped the edge of her bikini top in his fingers and pulled the left side down to let her breast fall free, and she gasped in surprise, but stood still and pushed her shoulders back a little. She knew how important it was to impress him. He grasped the teat and squeezed gently. ‘Nice, chocolate nipples’, he remarked. ‘She’s worth persisting with if she has a good attitude.’ Lizzie’s face was like thunder, and as he put the breast back in its cup he glanced at her briefly. ‘Good luck with that one’, he said. ‘The cobalt mines are always short of labour.’









Chapter 5

Exhibition

 
There was another brief conversation in Spanish, and then Jenny led them out. This time she took them down the back stairs; a long spiral that they negotiated very carefully, without their hands to steady them. They were soon out in the road again, this time headed for Ted’s brothel, which they reached at about half past eleven. Jenny wanted to see the exhibition of metal bondage equipment that was going to run in the hall for two days. It wasn’t yet open to the public, but there’d been a private viewing for VIPs in the morning. They’d left, and some of the exhibitors were making adjustments and changing the slaves, ready for the official opening in an hour. It was a much more commercial and formal affair than the previous day’s display, and took up most of the space in the hall.
Jenny saw an exhibitor that she knew on the far side of the hall, so his display was the first port of call. His speciality was rough, medieval ironwork, crafted into whole-body restraint systems. The centrepiece was occupied by a slim white woman who looked suitably frustrated; Poppy assumed that she’d been told to struggle. The basis of the device was a pair of long, thick iron rods set at an angle, and attached to a very heavy collar that locked at the back. Each rod had wrist and ankle cuffs along its length, each of hinged, thick iron, with a hasp for a padlock. It was holding the woman in a sitting position; she had cushions arranged to help to support her. When the exhibitor had finished greeting Jenny in Spanish, he switched to English to show off his creation. ‘These things are common enough’, he said. ‘You can see them on any internet porn site, and most dungeon furniture makers have one in their catalogue. I’ve just made a few refinements. The cuffs are detachable- not by the wearer, of course- and I can supply them in any size, and an adjustable version. They can also be moved up and down the rods, which has a radical effect on the wearer’s posture. I’ve also designed accessories for the collar. Note the sockets on the front and sides.’ He produced a curiously curved piece of metal and demonstrated how it fitted onto the front of the collar, with the broader end in the slave’s mouth, to serve as a gag. The woman opened her mouth to receive it, but he didn’t lock it in place, but simply showed them where it went. Then he produced a full head-cage with a mouth insert, and put that on her, again not locking it in place. It was an impressive piece of work, totally enclosing her had in a matrix of iron bars. He immediately removed it, however, and replaced it with another, made of beaten iron plates. This one hid her face from sight, and both gagged and blinded her. It locked to the collar in three places, and he fixed it in place and left it there. The workmanship was first-class, with beautifully soldered joints and hammered surfaces, but Poppy wondered what the point was of keeping a slave hidden from view. It seemed in a way to be more a punishment for the owner. But she didn’t venture any comment; Jenny was pulling them all towards another exhibit.
The second display that they visited was a milking frame. This was, actually, even less original than the first, though it seemed more so to the girls, who hadn’t visited the relevant websites. Easily assembled and dismantled, it was an arrangement of aluminium tubes that were holding a generously proportioned black woman bent over horizontally at the waist. Her ankles were fixed to one, and her arms, stretched out to her sides, to another, all padlocked in place. Her head, looking forward, was held up by a chain connecting the back of her collar to an overhead gantry that would probably, in domestic use, be replaced by the ceiling. Her breasts were sandwiched between the tube that held her arms, and another just below, squeezing them and forcing them to bulge out far from her chest. Pumps were attached by suction to her nipples, and, with transparent plastic caps, they could be seen pumping them rhythmically. She didn’t seem to be enjoying the process; she was grimacing and gritting her teeth, and the exhibitor soon stopped the machinery. ‘She’s long ago run dry’, she said to Jenny. ‘I’ll put a fresh one in.’ It took only moments to remove the woman from the frame and lock her hands behind her; that was obviously meant to be one of the positive features. The spent hucow went to the back of the display and started drinking a nutrient liquid from a spigot that obviously responded to suction, and another woman was led out from a curtained alcove. Before installing her, the exhibitor adjusted the frame to hold her standing upright, and put her in it with her hands still locked behind her. ‘As you can see’, she said proudly, ‘it only takes a moment, provided the subject’s udders are big enough to be clamped like this. Otherwise she can be locked by her wrists, or an extra bar can be put in to lock to her collar.’
The new ‘subject’ was white, and if anything had even bigger breasts than her predecessor, protruding just as far, but having more bulk and drooping less, though the different position probably accounted for some of the difference. Her nipples, which were big and erect, pointed almost straight ahead. She didn’t have to suffer the discomfort of the pumps; Naomi (as the woman in charge introduced herself) had something else in mind. ‘Would you like to sample her’, she asked Jenny. ‘She produces the best milk of any of our herd, and lots of it.’ Jenny declined on her own behalf, but asked whether the girls might have a sip. ‘If you can spare it, of course’, she emphasised. ‘I know you’ll need a lot this afternoon.’
‘That’s OK’, replied Naomi. ‘I’ve brought three hucows with me, and Ted’s promised to keep a couple of his full for me in case I need them. I won’t let any Tom, Dick or Harry drink from them, anyway. You’ve got some good prospects here, I think.’
Jenny invited- but did not order- Poppy and Suzie to take a teat each. ‘Just a mouthful’, she told them, ‘to get an idea of the taste’. They looked at one another, Suzie shrugged, and they moved forward together, Lizzie having to shuffle round close behind, as they were still all chained together. They bent down and applied their lips to the bulging mammaries, and, rather tentatively at first, sucked on them. They both found it took a bit more effort than they expected, but both felt the tepid liquid spurt into their mouths, and before they had to swallow, withdrew. It was indeed very rich and creamy. It was different to cows’ milk, but neither girl would have been able to say exactly how. ‘It’s lovely, Miss Naomi, thank you’, said Suzie dutifully, and Poppy smiled gratefully (she hoped) at the source, who beamed back at her, probably surprised to be so acknowledged. Naomi wiped the few drops of spillage from the nipples and areolae, and invited Lizzie to take her turn. Her reward was a vigorous shake of the head and a grimace of disgust. ‘Suit yourself’, she snapped, and Jenny looked embarrassed. After saying their goodbyes- Naomi gave both Poppy and Suzie a hug- they moved on to a display of stocks, pillories, fiddles, etc., but there was nothing original, and they passed on to another stand, this one displaying small, beautifully burnished stainless steel items. There were rows of dildos and vibrators, gags and mouth inserts, but Jenny was only interested in the butt plugs. There was a particular type that attracted her, and she asked the woman in charge- Nadya- to show her what she had. There were only two examples of what was quite a complex design. The basis of it was the conventional shape for such items; a flattish handle designed to nestle in the crack between the buttocks, a narrow ‘waist’ round which the sphincter muscle would close, and a larger ball or pear shape to lodge inside the back passage; difficult but not impossible for the wearer to force out unaided. The ones that Nadya produced had two refinements. The insert could, by turning a key in the handle, expand, to make it impossible to remove, by either the wearer or a third party. The two examples used different mechanisms. In the simpler of the two, the pear-shaped insert opened like the petals of a flower. In the other, it was spherical and made of plates that slid against one another to double its size, rather like a three-dimensional iris. Both mechanisms worked with a smooth and precise action that spoke of meticulous workmanship, but they both had another important feature. Both had a tube that passed through them; the keyhole was also a socket, and a hose with a special fitting could be inserted, and twisted one way to open a valve, and the other to close it. ‘It’s the double mechanism that makes it difficult to manufacture, and relatively expensive’, explained Nadya. ‘We can’t use off-the-shelf parts; we make them with a programmed lathe in our own workshop. The plug screws off the mechanism, so it can easily be replaced by one of a different size. Obviously, most slaves take a progressively larger one as they become accustomed to wearing a plug.
It took Poppy a moment to understand what the tube, socket and valve were for. The plug was designed for the administration of enemas, as well as for any sexual significance that it had. Her only experience of anal sex- if it was worthy of the term- was when Jenny had inserted a finger the previous evening. She had no idea whether she could take a penis there, and to her the plugs on display seemed improbably large. Perhaps they weren’t meant for beginners. While she was still thinking about that, Nadya pulled back a large curtain that formed the back of her little walk-in stall. Behind it lay a slim, young black girl, spread face down and in an ‘X’ shape on a metal frame, her wrists and ankles chained to the corners. Under her hips, a broad cushion pushed her bottom up; she had lovely, round buttocks with a clear ‘valley’ between them, giving a perfect view of her anus and vaginal slit. ‘She’s only just been installed’, said Nadya. ‘We’ll keep the curtain open this afternoon.’ She took a tube of KY Jelly and applied some to the rear opening, and picked up the pear-shaped plug, applying more to that. Then, carefully, she put it against the hole and spun it slowly with her fingers, back and forth, pressing a little harder all the time. After about twenty seconds of that, she pushed still harder, and as the girl gave a squeak, followed by a sigh of relief, it slipped inside, and the sphincter closed round the narrower waist. There was another sharp intake of breath as Nadya turned a key in the handle, deploying the leaves inside. ‘These are the first examples we’ve made in this larger size’, she explained. ‘She isn’t used to them yet.’ She withdrew the key and replaced it with a hose with a metal bayonet mount on the end. The valve is in the open position when the plug’s fitted’, she said, and turned a tap to let some water flow through. ‘I won’t fill her up, she’s already been cleaned out this morning. When I close the tap, I just push the hose in a little harder and twist it clockwise . . . thus . . .and when I twist it back and withdraw it, the valve is closed. To let the water out, just reverse the procedure.’ A little clean water dribbled out of the girl to fall into a trough under the frame. Nadya worked the mechanism to fold the leaves and, very carefully, pulled the plug out, bringing another groan from the demonstration subject. Dipping it in some kind of disinfectant, she showed Jenny how to remove and replace the insert. In fact it unscrewed at the shaft, revealing the mechanism inside. ‘The waist is replaced as well’, she said. It means that the user can increase the thickness progressively, if he or she wants the slave to take bigger cocks easily.’
She went through the whole procedure again with the plug with the expanding sphere, which had three settings. It was possible, with that one, to bond pre-shaped sleeves round the waist, eliminating the need to dismantle it when a larger size was required. It was, however, impossible to remove them again; training was a one-way street for the wearer. Jenny asked a series of questions in a language that was neither English nor Spanish, and finally, switching to English, ordered two of the spherical model. It seemed that they would be available almost immediately, though delivery would take ten days. It was never clear where in the world the workshop was situated, though it was obviously far away. Jenny and Nadya hugged and kissed, and they walked on to a very much larger display area. This took up nearly a quarter of the hall, much of it on a surface placed over the wrestling mat. It was an exhibition of motorised and computer-controlled devices, the centrepiece of which was a rack. It was an extraordinarily complex machine, and they had to watch for a few minutes to get any real grasp of its capabilities. It was mounted on a gimbal and a telescopic pole that terminated in a bulky and heavy base. Motors, levers and pulleys could raise and lower it, move it between the vertical and horizontal, tilt it sideways, spin it, and bent it lengthwise into a convex curve. The rack itself was a narrow padded bench but each end, above and below the mounting, could be divided, to form, if both ends were at their widest, a symmetrical ‘X’ shape, though the angles were infinitely variable. The occupant’s wrists and ankles were normally chained to the device by his or her cuffs, though purpose-made accessories could be used. The attachment points were, however, the most important feature of the device. Mounted in grooves, they could be moved back and forth electrically, stretching or relaxing the subject, whose torso could be held down, if desired, with built in straps.
Complex as the machine was, it was quick and simple to mount a human body onto it, and the movements could be programmed by the user or left to work, within set parameters, at random. At that time it was occupied by a short-haired blonde girl with a slim body and large, augmented breasts. Her nipples were pierced and carried little bells which tinkled as she was swung up and down, and rocked from side to side, by the machine. She was strapped firmly to the bench so the movement, resembling that of a small boat in a very rough sea, was no great problem unless she suffered from motion sickness, though the weight borne by each of her four limbs varied constantly. The moveable restraint anchorages provided most of the excitement.
There was no exhibitor on hand, but a notice in Spanish, English and German explained everything clearly. The girl’s program varied the positions of the anchorages at random, so she was sometimes held quite loosely, sometimes pulled tight, and sometimes stretched painfully, as if on a rack for questioning. A sensor in her collar or her tongue communicated with the machine, allowing the operator to set the maximum amount of pain to be suffered. When that had been done, the subject could be left alone for hours, if desired. A counter on the machine itself showed that that particular girl had been in place for two and a half hours. Jenny offered the opinion that she would be replaced just after noon, in time for the public opening.
‘This thing is a kind of tour de force for the manufacturer; they aren’t likely to sell any here’, she said. ‘It costs tens of thousands of dollars. They’re hoping to sell the more modest racks and backbenders you can see on each side. They’ll make a bit of money from those who come to see it. Unlike the other exhibitors they don’t provide their own models; the public pay to give their slaves a turn. That one belongs to the establishment.’
It was indeed spectacular; the naked body on its cross slowly and smoothly moving in three dimensions, her breasts flexing as she swung, the weight of the bells distorting her nipples slightly. She wore a bit gag but was not blindfolded, so her eyes roamed round the room, closing when she was upside down. They could see that for much of the time, she was held in place mainly by the straps round her torso, but as they watched, she was stretched tighter and tighter, held rigid as she was swung vertical and rotated in a full circle. Then as she was turned gradually onto her back, she began to grimace with pain, and finally she screamed round the gag. Then, quite quickly, her body was allowed to relax, and she went quiet. ‘She never knows how far it will go’, remarked Jenny. ‘But she does know it will stop short of dislocating her joints. I understand that there’s a billionaire in one of the gulf states who has one of these and keeps it occupied twenty-four seven; his slaves taking three hour shifts on it. I’ve no idea how many he has.’ They wandered round the other items; there was an interesting pillory on a stand that held the subject’s legs in iron cuffs, so he or she stood immovable, the vertical rod straight up the back, with an iron belt for the waist. Another was not wholly dissimilar but horizontal, and the rod could be flex to bend the occupant’s back in a bow. The effect was variable, and could be programmed. Jenny didn’t waste much time on these, but paused as they left, looking again at the principal exhibit. ‘Obviously, it’s possible to mount two people on it, so they have sex as they’re swung about’, she remarked. ‘It can also be brought to a stop to allow an observer to use the occupant for sex, and if course he or she can be whipped on it. It’s really a genuine all-purpose restraint system, but as I said, very expensive. It also takes up a great deal of space.’
They didn’t look at all the other stands, but stopped briefly by one where a woman was strapped, kneeling, to a vertical frame with a rigid hood over the upper part of her head, covering her eyes. It was attached at the back to a rod which was pushed back and forth by a machine. While they watched a male slave was brought to stand in front of her, and his erection put into her mouth. She closed her lips round it, and the mechanism ensured that she gave him a smooth, rhythmical blow job. Lizzie was the only one to comment. ‘This place is a vision of Hades’, she said. ‘What have any of these poor people done to deserve this?’ Jenny yanked on the lead chain, and they stumbled after her, heading for the cafeteria. On the way they met Ted, and a brief conversation ensued, held too quietly for them to hear. Then they went and chose their meals, and three of the brothel personnel came to feed them. Poppy and Suzie ate full, satisfying meals, but Lizzie was morose and chewed her food slowly and with obvious distaste.. Their helpers were friendly and talkative, mostly about clients that they particularly liked or disliked, though they were also interested in the latest London fashions. Jenny went to eat with Ted, and afterwards their hosts took them to the toilet, rinsed them afterwards, and washed their faces. Poppy and Suzie cooperated; if it was humiliating it wasn’t the women’s fault. Lizzie was sullen and passive, or, as it might more fashionably be put, passive-aggressive.
Jenny intercepted them as they were being led back towards the cafeteria. As it was now too crowded there to talk, she led them to a long, low building that they hadn’t visited before. ‘It’s one of the men’s lounges’, she explained, ‘that is, where customers can rent males. That won’t be of much interest to you; I just want somewhere quiet to brief you on our next port of call.’ It wasn’t much different to the others they’d seen, except that the handful of slaves reclining on the sofas, or sitting at tables talking, were all young men, all dressed just in loincloths. They occupied an empty corner, and while they were there an older man, and a woman in her thirties, came in and chose one, going with him through the door which, apparently, led to the private rooms. No-one came out; they were only there a few minutes. ‘We have a Land Rover coming to collect us’, Jenny told them. She spoke for a few minutes.
‘We’re going to visit one of the tribal settlements nearby. There’s a sporting event going on there, and visitors will be especially welcome, though they’re always hospitable. It’s important that you know something about the indigenous people. Popular wisdom is that they are either left on their own, or they die of disease, or they drink themselves to death. That was often all too true, but when the founders of the Republic came here, they had, even then, medicines that weren’t officially known about. They also respected the tribes’ customs and hunting grounds, and occupied only the areas between their spheres of influence, creating buffer zones and bringing peace, and lots of western luxuries. Most of the tribal elders saw the opportunities on offer; they weren’t quite as ignorant about the civilized world as people thought. The populations increased and many of their people started farming on a small, inconspicuous scale, while the Republic’s people found them outlets for their goods, and small industries grew up. They appointed elders to our administration, government and courts. Many of them live on what we call ‘federal’ land and in our towns, and some of us live on their territory. About half the population of the Republic is indigenous, and about a sixth are mixed. Almost all the tribes- and especially the chiefs and elders- like to keep white slaves. They regard them as status symbols. That’s why we’re going visiting. Behave yourselves there. If one of our slaves does anything they find insulting, we have to punish him or her immediately, or they feel we’ve abused their hospitality.’
A few minutes later they were all aboard a long-wheelbase Land Rover, packed onto the back seat, with Jenny driving. She’d dismissed the man who’d delivered it, telling him to take the afternoon off. The gravel road was only wide enough for one vehicle, but the packed earth verges were quite wide. They only passed one old truck during their drive of about six miles. At a crossroads that they would never have noticed, Jenny turned left onto a dirt track, almost pushing through the jungle that pressed close on both sides. They were increasingly aware that in the capital the forest was tamed; it provided good cover from the air but there was little undergrowth. Here it was very different; there was almost no bare earth. Their destination was only two or three miles from the main road. Quite suddenly they passed through a wooden arch, which was topped with an elaborate- and to them meaningless- assembly of large animal bones. After that the jungle had largely been cleared, and soon they entered a clearing in which several other vehicles were parked, all under the cover of trees. Suzie noticed that they were all the same colour; matt dark green.
 









Chapter 6

At the races

 
The girls got out of the Land Rover carefully, as they were still chained together, and walked along a short path, aware now of the sound of shouting and cheering. Quite suddenly they were among dwellings; generally smaller than the houses in town, but in other respects quite similar. No-one was about, but then they reached a clearing, and found themselves in a much more interesting place.
Although the members of the tribe lived in modern bungalows, the houses that faced the clearing were rather different. The quite luxurious living quarters were fronted by more traditional structures, and the tribal elders, with their families, guests and some of their slaves sat under shelters built of crude logs and rushes. Unlike many of the tribesmen they had donned their traditional costume for the occasion, and the chief was easy to spot. A bulky middle-aged man, he wore only a leather loincloth and a kind of bone crown on his head. His face was tattooed with spiral patterns on his cheeks, and- a cliché which made Suzie suppress a giggle- he had a bone through his nose. He sat with his hands on the broad arms of a hide-covered chair, and at his feet, chained to it by her collar, knelt a naked white slavegirl. Her hands were bound behind her with a green fibrous substance resembling raffia, but she didn’t look unhappy. She was watching the newcomers with great interest. The chief rose to greet them, and Jenny bowed, with Poppy and Suzie following, and Lizzie conceding a curt nod of the head. An animated conversation in Spanish followed, and with some moving of seats, room was found for them all to sit down. Jenny was given a drink for herself- a kind of alcoholic fruit punch- and a flask of the same liquid with straws, to feed to the girls.
The porch in which they all sat was positioned to have the best possible view of what seemed to be a kind of racetrack. They could see for about two hundred yards, which was obviously the finishing straight, after which it curved away into the jungle. A group of people gathered at the corner indicated that only the straight was to be used for the next event. Suddenly they saw a woman, naked, with her arms bound behind her in a box tie, running towards them. Although she was on her own, and therefore, presumably, racing against the clock, she didn’t run straight, but dodged from side to side, bending unnecessarily low. They could see that the track was crossed by regular coloured lines; red nearer the start, yellow in the middle third, and green towards the finish, near where they sat. The runner looked fit and strong and ran on bare feet; despite the constant zig-zagging she would probably finish within twenty seconds. As she left the red zone, however, she began to falter, very suddenly, as if she’d been hit by some kind of projectile. She recovered, but seemed to falter again, and again, until she was staggering, and well before she reached the green, she collapsed onto the track. Although she tried to push herself a little further with her feet, in a few seconds she was unconscious, and two tribesmen emerged from the surrounding trees to carry her off. As another girl started her run, Jenny leant over to explain the sport to the girls.
‘It’s very simple’, she told them. ‘Hidden among the trees, some of them high up, there are tribesmen with blowpipes; the tribe’s traditional weapon. The darts are tipped, not with poison as in days of old, but with a small dose of fast-acting tranquilizer, the effect of which lasts only two or three minutes. One dose has little effect; it takes half a dozen to make a runner lose consciousness. The darts are blunt but the drug is carried on a very fine, very short needle in the tip. They aren’t allowed to shoot until the runner has passed their station; that way he or she won’t be hit in the face or eyes. That wouldn’t do any permanent damage, but it would be inconvenient.’
‘The coloured zones are important. Runners who don’t make it past the red are whipped. The amber zone is neutral. Those who reach green are rewarded, usually being allowed to mate with a slave of their own choosing, or if they prefer, to sit out the rest of the afternoon. The overall winner has the immediate use of any other slave, and another of his or her choice for the night. Anyone who actually completes the course- not many do- is excused whipping for the next three races, whatever the result. There’s supposed to be a male slave who has nine races in hand, but he isn’t here today. They’re just racing women this time.’
While she was talking, one poor girl had fallen in the red zone, and another had managed yellow. Then, after she’d finished, one made it to the beginning of the green zone. Her movements were more random than the earlier runners, and she varied her speed instead of just running as fast as she could. ‘They run in reverse order of their last finishes’, said Jenny, and the last woman performed as expected. She moved jerkily, without rhythm, making it difficult for the blowers to predict her pace or direction. She seemed to clear the red zone without any hits at all, and was just staggering slightly as she reached the green. Knowing what to look for now, the girls could see the markspersons in the trees, and see at least a few of the darts flying through the air towards her. There must have been several dozen along the track. Most were still missing, but she collapsed just a few feet short of the finish line. But she only fell to her knees, and with one last effort, she projected herself forward to fall flat with her head just over it. For the first time, they heard applause, and the chief himself was clapping hard and smiling broadly. He got up and went over to her, and as she regained consciousness, he bent and kissed her forehead. After a couple more minutes, two tribesmen helped her up and helped her to walk to his porch. She was looking round all the time; in the neighbouring verandas and porches there were many slaves from which she could choose. First, though, she was given a drink and allowed to recover completely. Her arms were untied, and the chief himself congratulated her and asked her- in his native language- to pick her slave. Jenny translated. She looked round again, head high, obviously proud of her temporary status. She was an impressive figure; a Caucasian with very white skin and blond hair, tall, muscular, big busted, with a face that was finely featured; perhaps more handsome than pretty. She kept everyone guessing for about ten seconds, and then walked over, very purposefully, to stand in front to Poppy. ‘I choose her’, she said, in English.
That surprised everyone. Afterwards Jenny told the girls that most onlookers expected her to choose the girl who was chained to the chief’s chair, as a compliment to him. The girl certainly looked crestfallen. Jenny seemed nonplussed, but then told her that they’d only be there for a couple of hours. Wouldn’t she rather have someone she could keep for longer? No, she had made her choice. Jenny, without any further objection, unlocked Poppy from the coffle chain and told her to go with her.  Poppy was utterly dumbfounded. Why had she been chosen? Was it something to do with the way she’d looked at the woman? She’d certainly gazed admiringly at her naked figure as she’d been helped towards the chief’s porch. Did she give off some kind of aura that revealed that she’d been with a woman the night before? Should she now consider herself a lesbian? Knowing that she had no choice, she stood up, and Jenny unlocked her wrists. The woman took her by the hand and led her away. Looking back, Poppy saw Suzie looking at her with something like awe; Lizzie with obvious distaste.
The woman led Poppy a short distance along the row of porches and verandas facing the track to a three-sided tent containing a couch, a little table with drinks and glasses, and a solitary chair. There was also a little cupboard, from which she took a handful of the raffia-like strip. With it she tied Poppy’s wrists together, but in front of her body. ‘You will be nice, won’t you?’ she asked rhetorically. ‘I want you to use your hands on me. What’s your name?’
‘Poppy, miss.’
‘I’m Fleet, and never mind the “miss”. It’s short for “Fleet of Foot”, though it should be in native. Even I can’t pronounce it.’ She reached forward, and with a sudden sharp tug, ripped the bikini top away, and using both hands, did the same with the bottom. With her hands tied as they were Poppy couldn’t cover both her breasts and pubes at once, and it wouldn’t have been appropriate to do so anyway, but it was an embarrassingly public situation. The tent provided very incomplete cover; people wandering up the racetrack, or in the trees alongside it, had a clear view inside. But as Fleet pushed her down onto the couch and put her lips on hers, she determined to relax and ignore her surroundings. She kissed her back, and pushed her tongue forward. Soon she felt hands on her breasts, fingers on her nipples, and she responded in kind, only slightly hampered by her light bondage. Now she was very thankful indeed for her introduction to lesbian sex by Jenny, and actually felt quite confident. For the next ninety minutes or so they made love continuously, feeling, licking and kissing all over one another’s bodies, alternating between various conventional and ‘69’ positions, fingers and tongues in and out of all their holes. Although their surroundings no longer bothered Poppy, she was dimly aware of other events going on. Later Suzie filled in the gaps. There was a straightforward women’s race round four laps of the whole track; about five thousand metres. There were no darts, but the five contestants, who had their hands bound behind them, were allowed to bump and trip one another. Only two finished, and the winner, whose time was exceptionally good, took away the chief’s pet slavegirl. The other finisher was herself taken as a prize after a shooting competition. Four tribesmen shot darts at two girls bound upright to posts. Each of their large, augmented breasts had a target painted on it; the nipple being the bullseye. The men with the blowpipes had six darts each. They had tiny barbs that held them in the girls’ flesh; a little plunger at the other end retracted them. Being a target wasn’t a popular assignment, usually reserved for the poorer runners. Other competitions were less painful, and the binding contest was quite good fun to watch. One at a time, a girl was released, entirely free, onto the straight part of the course. She had to stay in the open area, but could run and dodge as she liked. Starting from the other end, a tribesman on horseback would ride her down, and his score was based on the time it took him to catch her, hogtie her securely, and drop her in front of the chief. There was also a version in which tribeswomen chased down male slaves, though they had whips to help them subdue their stronger quarry. After that event Jenny decided that it was time to leave, and one of the chief’s wives was sent to detach Poppy from Fleet. Poppy was amazed to find that she was genuinely sorry to leave, and the two hugged and kissed fondly before separating. She couldn’t begrudge herself a couple of hours of happiness, but she wondered what kind of a person she was, to take so easily to sexual servitude, and to enjoy coupling with total strangers.
The chief gave them all- even Lizzie who was as stiff as a flagpole- a hug as they left, and Jenny locked Poppy’s hands back behind her and chained her at the back of the coffle. She didn’t replace her clothes, so she remained naked, but so many of the slaves round about them were in the same condition that it didn’t seem to matter much. Soon they were back in the Land Rover and bumping down the track to the main road, but Jenny didn’t go all the way back to town. Instead they turned off to the left after a couple of miles. This track was no more conspicuous than the one that led to the tribal settlement, but it was much better made, with a durable plastic mesh sunk into the surface, so the tyres made a loud drumming noise as they made quite good speed. Jenny seemed to know that they were the only ones on the track, driving round blind bends with no thought to the possibility that anything might be coming the other way. Sensing their anxiety she pointed to a little green light on an attachment under the dashboard. ‘It’s a bit like the token system on a single-track railway’, she explained. Their complete ignorance of the protocols of single-line working didn’t prevent them from feeling somewhat reassured; they knew what a green light meant. It wasn’t far anyway. Soon they emerged in a car park big enough for a dozen vehicles, again in spaces hidden among the trees. They became aware of a large complex of two storey timber structures, all painted in a camouflage pattern and built round existing trees. Unlike most of the buildings they’d visited they were of very modern, Scandinavian design. Before they entered, a helicopter rose from one of the roofs, and flew away into the distance.









Chapter 7

Doctors and Nurses

 
Jenny hadn’t told them where they were going, but when they got inside it was obviously a clinic or small hospital. Everything was gleaming, modern and expensive-looking. They were met in a comfortably furnished foyer by a female nurse in uniform, and Poppy immediately felt conscious of her nudity, trying to remain, as far as possible, behind Suzie. Very little was said; they were obviously expected, and they were not there for a conducted tour. With the girls feeling more and more nervous, they were led down a corridor with several right-angle bends as it negotiated a path between the forest trees outside, and arrived in what was obviously an examination room. Their neck chains were removed and they were told to lie down on separate couches; the nurse helping them to do so. Although they looked normal at first glance, they had depressions in the middle to make them more comfortable for patients with their hands restrained behind their backs. They radiated like the spokes of a wheel so they couldn’t see one another. The nurse came to each of them and used a scope to look closely into her left eye. That was merely a distraction. Each girl felt a momentary touch on her neck of something intensely cold, and for the time being she knew no more.
They came to in very soft, comfortable chairs in a kind of office. There was a desk with a computer on it, and a number of filing cabinets, but they were in a sitting area, with five chairs around a coffee table. The others were occupied by Jenny, and a man who was probably a doctor, in a white coat. Poppy and Suzie had their hands locked behind them, as did Lizzie. The difference was that she was also gagged, with a ball held in her mouth by a strap round her head. When they were sure that the girls were fully conscious, Jenny and the doctor agreed that the latter would address them first.
‘I’m Doctor Smythe’, he began, ‘and I’m taking overall responsibility for your health care, and any treatments that are deemed necessary. You may ask me questions if you wish. During the last hour you’ve all been injected with a number of passive trackers that will take permanent residence in your tissues. That means the you can easily be detected if you pass through a large number of checkpoints, on our roads and in our airports. Poppy and Suzie; you’ve also been injected with very small doses of hormones and other substances that will increase your libidos, and begin a modest growth in your breast sizes. You should see that beginning within the next seventy-two hours. We’re adopting a very cautious approach to both treatments, partly because we can’t know what your future owners will want, and partly because these are new protocols, and still unpredictable in their outcomes.
As he paused for a moment, Suzie asked a question. ‘Doctor, are the effects permanent, and what do you mean by ‘unpredictable’.
‘The breast growth is permanent; the drugs stimulate the growth of new tissue. Obviously, breast size can vary because of other factors, the most obvious being pregnancy. The new tissue is functional in the sense that, should you be put in milk, you will produce more in proportion to the increase in size, if that’s clear.’ He paused for a moment before going on. ‘The libido treatment does need renewing every few months. Although it seems to have a very small permanent effect, that might be because a period of more intense sexual activity and response suppresses the inhibitions, as an unintended but benign consequence. It’s unpredictable because the effect-to-dose ratio is a steep curve that varies with the individual. There’s a threshold at which a tiny increase in the dosage can have a dramatic effect, turning the client into a nymphomaniac and a sex addict who can’t sleep a night through without coitus. We’ve kept well below that threshold; it’s up to your future owners to decide how far to push it.’ Suzie was about to thank him for his answer when he started again. ‘Another important thing about it; the treatment enhances sexual desire and responsiveness, but it does not create them. To put it crudely, it makes a horny girl hornier, but it can’t make a frigid woman horny. It might make her more frigid. So we had no doubt as to Poppy’s suitability. Jenny was confident that it was worth taking a chance on you, Suzie. Lizzie will have to wait until her attitudes have been adjusted, or perhaps it isn’t her calling to be a pleasure slave.’
This time he had finished, and Suzie did thank him. Whatever they thought of the ethics of treating them without their consent or even knowledge, he had taken the time to explain what he’d done. Poppy was feeling strangely excited; the night and the afternoon had awakened something in her that she wanted to explore. Suzie looked rather impassive; it was difficult to read her, and Lizzie looked furious, and was struggling in her bonds and chewing her gag. Doctor Smythe had a couple more important points to make.
‘We’ve seen the bloods from yesterday evening’, he told them, ‘and you seem to have had most of the immunisations that you needed for this region. We’ve filled in a few gaps. We’ve also immunised you against all known sexually transmitted diseases; we can do that easily here. It’ll take a couple of days to be fully effective, but don’t worry in the meantime; we can cure them too. We include in your daily food supplements compounds that will increase your resistance to local infection and sepsis, for instance from tainted water or poor sexual hygiene. You’ll probably have to engage in sequential practices- such as anal followed by oral sex- that would normally be thought inadvisable.’
Neither of them felt like asking him to enlarge on that. Jenny decided that the question-and-answer session was over, and made her own announcement, which was, in its way, just as earth-shattering. ‘Poppy and Suzie, you must say your goodbyes to Lizzie. You might see her again, of course, but not for some time, I expect. She’s been bought.’ Seeing the look of astonishment on Poppy and Suzie’s faces, and hearing a strange noise from Lizzie, she explained at some length. 
‘I know she hadn’t been put up for sale; none of you have been, but it was an opportunity too good to miss. You didn’t see this, Poppy, but while you were being inappropriately touched by the runner this afternoon, one of the visiting chiefs came over to our porch. He rules a smaller clan some distance away, to the south-west of the tribe’s territory. He’s a good man but very private; he doesn’t often leave his own lands. Some rare minerals have recently been found there, and he’s enjoyed a sudden increase in his wealth. You’ll remember him, Suzie; after he spoke to the chief he came round and had a good look at you and Lizzie.’
‘Yes, Miss Jenny’, Suzie replied. ‘He was a tall, quite lean man of about forty, with lots of tattoos and bones through his ears but not his nose. I thought he had a nice smile, but when he wasn’t smiling he looked very stern.’
‘That’s the man. Anyway, he took a shine to Lizzie. It takes all sorts; he’s obviously not a tit man. He made an offer immediately; ‘phoned it to the town hall, and it was forwarded here. The truth is, unfortunately, that Lizzie’s been so sullen and rude that we’ve virtually written her off as a potential pleasure slave. She was awful to that hucow at the exhibition this morning. He’s paying only a very small amount of money, but throwing in a pleasure slave who’s getting a bit long in the tooth. Supposedly she’s a good cook. We thought it worth taking the bird in the hand. I don’t know what he wants Lizzie for. Perhaps he likes a challenge. Whatever he wants, she’ll shape up or feel the consequences. The chiefs treat their white slaves like beloved pets if they behave themselves, but discipline is harsh if they don’t.’
Lizzie was struggling for all she was worth; shaking her head and making meaningless noises from behind her gag. Their goodbyes were not very satisfactory. She seemed to be appealing to them to rescue her, somehow, from her fate, but their hands were literally tied. A very large man tribesman indeed came in, summoned by a ‘phone call from the doctor. With a length of rope- not the ceremonial ‘raffia’-he quickly bound Lizzie’s ankles together, leaving the cuffs where they were. Presumably they came as standard when slaves were sold. He dragged her to her feet, and at that point the other two girls went over to try to kiss her goodbye, but she was tossing her head so violently that they didn’t dare make actual contact. The man then dumped her face down on the floor and hogtied her with more rope. He left enough between her wrists and her ankles to serve as a handle, and picking her up like a suitcase, he carried her out of the room. He hadn’t said a word during the whole process. Jenny sighed as the door closed behind him. ‘I hope she makes the most of this opportunity’, she said, ‘but I won’t be betting on it. Since she’s an educated girl, I thought yesterday that she might be right for some clerical function. After this morning, I was thinking the cobalt mines. She doesn’t have the tits for a whipmaker’s.’ Poppy and Suzie were shocked at the sudden turn of events, but the former had come to the clear opinion that their ‘friend’ was both ill-natured and foolish. Suzie, usually the bolder of the two, did remark on her departure.
‘Miss Jenny, four of us arrived here. One is dead, and one hasn’t completed two days of- what do you call it? Orientation? Training? That’s quite a drop-out rate, if I may say so.’
Jenny wasn’t overjoyed by the comment. ‘Let me be honest with you’, she said quite coldly. ‘We don’t expect much from your kind of intake. Educated criminals from Europe don’t make the best slaves, generally speaking. They aren’t used to the idea. My commissioners will be more than happy if I get one pleasure slave out of the four of you.’
That shut Suzie up, and Jenny had a quick word with the doctor before leading them out. They didn’t go straight to the Land Rover, however, but to a small waiting room near the main entrance. There she waved them into comfortable chairs. ‘I need to leave you for five minutes to arrange for transport for you, Poppy. Ted is taking care of you till tomorrow morning. Don’t worry, the two of you will be together again then. Poppy, I don’t need to tell you that Ted’s opinion is important.’
With that she left, locking the door, and Poppy felt sure that she’d created the opportunity to leave them alone together. She determined to make the best of the time, but Suzie got in first. ‘I can’t quite make you out, Poppy’, she said. ‘I know it’s not a good idea to annoy these people, but you seem to be willing to submit completely. You even seem to be enjoying it. I never had you down as a lesbian. Doesn’t it mean anything to you that our lives are ruined? Lizzie was a bitch, but she was our bitch, and we’ve had to watch her trussed like a chicken and carried off by a savage, to God knows what fate. Hasn’t all this sunk in yet?’ As she finished she broke down in sobs, and Poppy, knowing that her outburst stemmed more from emotion than hostility, shuffled right up against her and put their heads together. She waited for a minute of their precious time before answering.
‘Suzie, my love, I don’t think we have any choices here. If we don’t cooperate with them they are willing to kill us as a last resort. They gave us the most convincing demonstration possible of that. But the very hopelessness of our position frees us, in a way. We can’t think of resistance, we just have to do what we can to stay alive and keep out of the worst situations, and not feel ashamed of what we have to do. And I’ll be honest. I never thought I was other than a hundred per cent straight. But seeing what I’ve seen, knowing what could happen to me, I find a soft, passionate body against mine very comforting. I also find bondage stimulating, though it can be frustrating at times. I can’t understand exactly how you feel, Suzie, but I hope you can see my point. Jenny must be intending to take you to bed tonight. She’s a good lover. Please, please, do your best. Promise me?’
Suzie looked at Poppy, and kissed her forehead. ‘When Lizzie was with us I felt obliged to give her some support, however ineffectual’, she said. ‘I’m also not quite as rational as you. But I know that you’re right, really. I will do my best, and I’ll be nice to Jenny on the way back as well. But I’m not sure I can go on without some spark of hope that we’ll get out of this somehow.’
‘You don’t have to give up all hope, Suzie. I don’t know whether we’ll ever have an opportunity, but I think it’s more likely if we’re the handmaidens of politicians and aristocrats, than if we’re toiling in a cobalt mine, if there are any such things here.’ That was as far as she got, for the door opened and Jenny came back in, and led them, no longer chained together, to the car park.









Chapter 8

Poppy and Ted

 
There was a vintage jeep waiting near their Land Rover, with smart young man in khaki drill waiting by it. He didn’t seem to speak English, but Jenny had a few words with him, and handed Poppy over. She kissed Suzie on the cheek and let herself be led away and helped into the front passenger seat, her hands still cuffed behind her back. He drove off first and rather more quickly than Jenny, so she didn’t see the Land Rover again. The man made no move to touch her, but she was very conscious of her nakedness, especially as the open vehicle offered no privacy, and as they approached town there were a few passers-by. She was physically quite comfortable. The clinic had been air-conditioned, their exposure on the path short, and now the wind was keeping her cool, keeping her nipples erect and pointing proudly at the way ahead. She was almost sorry when they arrived and she was led into the brothel. As they walked through to the cafeteria she felt an awareness that, alone, naked and without Jenny as chaperone, her status was different, but to what extent she didn’t know. Nevertheless a familiar face took over from the young man. One of the whores who’d fed them lunch did the same service for her at dinner.
Feeding her the dishes of her choice, the young white slavegirl did her best to put Poppy at her ease. Between mouthfuls she got from her a fairly detailed account of the afternoon at the tribal settlement. ‘I’ve been taken to tribal events a few times’, she said, ‘but not for that kind of sport. There’s a big island in a lake; it’s a few hours’ drive from here. The wildlife’s been cleared and the crocs kept away with an electric fence in the water round it. It’s a couple of miles long, but with lots of nooks and crannies, many places to hide. Four of us were released, free but stark naked. There were supplies hidden about the place, of food and drink. The game lasts three full days. Four young hunters were also landed, an hour later than us. They had loincloths- not sure why- and a length of rope each. They had a central cache of food near the landing place; they weren’t told how to spot ours, as we were. I suppose you can guess the rest?
I presume they hunted you down and used you for sex, but I’d like to hear the gory details.’
‘The lads were to catch, tie up, and have as many of us as they could, up to three times each girl. But the rules were quite strict. They could only use each girl once, release her, and walk away. If they caught the same girl again they had to use a different orifice; hence the limit of three. A lad who got his end away twelve times was a hero, and won big prizes, including a personal slavegirl. Not many ordinary tribesmen have their own. Nobody managed it that time. I was the winning girl; I was only caught five times. To be honest, it was quite good fun; a real change from the usual work. Five times in three days is virtually a holiday. They treated us very well afterwards. We stayed with the tribe for another three days, and I was allowed to do pretty much what I wanted, with whoever I wanted. There’s another, rougher version of the game, where the men take a drug that enables them to perform much more often. I’ve never been chosen for that. My other visits were just to service family occasions; big parties that were really excuses for orgies. It was hard work, but I was never badly treated. Master Ted knows I’m always happy to take that kind of assignment.’
Poppy was still thinking about the island hunt. ‘How did they keep score- I mean the game on the island?’
‘The lads wore bodycams. One thing about the tribes; they know how to take what they need from civilisation, and leave what they don’t want. The popular theory is that the tribes were just lucky. When the Republic was established, they had a few exceptionally able chiefs.  The Republic’s founders were anxious to avoid any conflict that would attract attention. The materials were there for a genuinely equal partnership, and they laid a solid foundation.’
Poppy was pleasantly surprised by her grasp of the subject, but there wasn’t time to explore it further. As she was drinking the last of her coffee through a straw, two other young women- not the ones she’d met at lunchtime, came to take her away. She was led out of the building to the one that housed Ted’s personal quarters, but she wasn’t taken to his apartment, but to a space that housed a huge marble bath. They had the keys to her cuffs, and they stripped everything off her before leading her down into the piping hot water. Brushing aside any attempt to do anything for herself, they cleaned her thoroughly, inside and out, afterwards brushing her teeth and making her rinse her mouth. Then they laid her on a bench and massaged her body, all over, with scented oils. Drawing her legs apart they inspected her pubic area. Poppy always kept herself shaved, but in the last few days some stubble had appeared. Jenny hadn’t minded, or at least she hadn’t remarked on it, but now she was shaved, with a safety razor and exquisite care and skill, so there was no trace of soreness afterwards. She was turned over for the cleavage between her buttocks to receive the same treatment. Then it was the turn of her armpits, and her eyebrows were trimmed. Neither of her two attendants spoke to her, and she didn’t try to talk to them. When they’d finished they led her back into Ted’s private apartment. There was still no sign of him, but there was a surprise there. A naked black girl was bound in an ‘X’ shape between the bottom uprights of the four-poster bed. She was stunningly beautiful, with a narrow waist and big, pendulous breasts that were held high by her arms. As Poppy was pushed gently onto the mattress she noticed that there were little platforms for the girl’s feet, suggesting that her bondage was ornamental rather than punitive. She was not gagged or blindfolded. She watched while the women settled Poppy comfortably, putting deep, soft pillows under her arms, which they’d locked behind her again. They attached her by one ankle to the bedpost under the black girl’s right foot, but used a light alloy chain that was long enough to leave her able to move freely on the mattress. When they’d finished one of them looked meaningfully at Poppy and held a finger to her lips, and then drawing it across her throat. The message was probably not meant literally, but Poppy didn’t intent to take any chances. The woman pointed with one of her hands to the other, and made a negative gesture. No touching. Then they both bent to kiss her on the forehead, smiled at her, and left the room.
She waited, heart in her mouth, very conscious of the eyes of the girl at the foot of the bed. It was only five minutes, but seemed longer, before the door opened and Ted walked in. Wearing just a loincloth, he was smiling broadly and looked totally at ease with himself. The first thing he did was to dim the lights, though not so much that they couldn’t see one another clearly. He removed his sandals and his flimsy garment, revealing a penis that was erect and large, though not unusually so. She was surprised to see him in that state even as he entered the room; was there a fluff girl outside? Had he been masturbating? He didn’t seem in any particular hurry to use it. He sat beside her on the bed and kissed her on the forehead in what she was beginning to realise was a standard greeting in that part of the world. Then he bent a little lower and kissed her on the lips, but he didn’t push harder or try to force her mouth open. Instead he sat back. ‘Have they taken proper care of you?’ he asked.
‘Everyone’s been very kind, thank you, master’, she replied. ‘I must be cleaner than I’ve been since I was a baby, if not before.’ She was feeling very confident; she didn’t know quite why, except that she was no stranger to heterosexual intercourse, and he was a very desirable man. He laughed, and realising that no further preliminaries were necessary, he kissed her properly, his tongue penetrating deep into her mouth and making circling motions against hers. She felt his hands exploring her breasts, and expected him to take her immediately. Instead he broke off again. ‘You know my little secret now’, he murmured. ‘I like to be watched. I hope it isn’t putting you off.’
‘No master; it’s exciting. She’s very beautiful though, and I can’t help wondering whether we ought to be reversed.’
‘Don’t worry, she gets her share, and you’re a lovely girl too. I’ll tell you all about her later.’
He bent to his task again, this time licking and sucking her breasts and nipples. She’d have liked to have put her arms round him, or even reached for his privates, but it was arousing to pull at her cuffs to remind herself that she was helpless in his hands. He did as he pleased, his hands roving down to her sex and penetrating it with his fingers, checking that she was wet. Absolutely committed to making the best possible impression on him, she pushed up with her hips to get them deeper inside her. Taking the hint, he lay between her legs- the missionary position- and pushed himself inside her. As he started thrusting he grasped her buttocks with both hands, moving them gradually towards the cleft, so he could reach into the cleft between them and feel her anal opening. It was all very orthodox, except that over his shoulder she could see the helpless figure watching from the bottom of the bed, and she had to admit that it did add something to the experience. She was doing her best to seem as responsive as she felt, but her locked wrists were a definite handicap, and she wondered whether he’d be satisfied with her. There was no sign that he wasn’t. He came in her rather too soon, but to her surprise he only paused for a minute and didn’t lose his erection. Then he went on until she was shuddering and shaking under him, arching her back as he moved his hands round to squeeze her breasts.
With the right partner- meaning a patient and persistent one- Poppy was capable of having several orgasms in fairly quick succession. Jenny had found that out, and afterwards she surmised that she’d probably reported it to Ted. After she’d finished her first he rolled them over, and told her to kneel facing him, and he helped her to lower herself onto his cock. That produced a deeper penetration, and despite her bondage, it gave her a degree of control, though she needed his hands on her breasts to help keep her balance. She did her best to work his penis, plunging down on it with a measured, slowly increasing tempo, and also wriggling a little as she did so. She was also able, just, to reach down with her hands to feel the underside as it slipped in and out. She was disappointed not to be able to grasp his balls; she’d have fallen over backwards if she’d persisted in trying to do that. A loud sigh and a series of grunts told her that he was cumming again, and she brought all her weight down on him, feeling his length inside her, and came with him, afterwards flopping down to lie on top of him, his cock still in her. They lay kissing for two or three minutes; then he reluctantly eased himself out from underneath. ‘There’s an errand I have to run, but I’ll be back in about half an hour. You can play with her if you like; she’d appreciate the attention. But that’s up to you. Don’t talk to her; she can’t speak anyway.’ With that he quickly donned his loincloth and left the room, fiddling with a something that looked like a remote control as he left. Poppy noticed that his penis was still hard.

***

 
Poppy would have quite liked to have rested for half an hour; preferably more, but the there was no mistaking the yearning in the eyes of the girl who was spread out so helplessly in front of her. With an effort she scrambled first to a kneeling position, and then to her feet, though without her hands to balance her she was very unstable on the springy mattress. She managed to avoid falling by keeping her legs bent and well apart, and by a happy coincidence she found, as she approached, that it put her head just slightly above that of the girl. Although she wasn’t allowed to speak to her, she wished that she knew her name. ‘The black girl’ didn’t seem to strike the right note, but that was the way she thought of her. Brought up in a rural area and attending a school at which ‘diversity’ meant having the occasional exchange student from Iceland, Suzie was the only close friend she’d had who was other than white. But this girl was lovely, with doe-like eyes and full, soft lips with a distinct pout. The dark skin faded evenly to pink towards the inside of her mouth, a feature more visible as she opened it slightly, as if in anticipation of being kissed. The invitation couldn’t be refused, and Poppy lowered her face to bring their mouths into gentle contact.
The effect was electric. The head cocked to one side and pushed up and forward to turn the touch into a full-scale kiss, and her tongue poked its way into Poppy’s mouth. She shuffled closer, placing her body right up against her, feeling the big breasts sliding under her own. The kiss deepened as she pressed harder, loving the feel of the cushion-like lips almost moulding themselves against her own. She could have kept it up for the whole half hour, but the girl seemed unsatisfied somehow. The chains that held her wrists to the bedposts were rustling and she seemed to be trying to bring their torsos more into contact with one another. Tentatively, Poppy raised one knee between her legs, and pushed it against her crotch. The girl became more agitated, pulling herself higher with her arms. For a moment Poppy thought she was trying to escape the touch, but then she let herself drop onto the probing thigh, and started wriggling on it, though given her almost total helplessness, the effect must have been minimal. Poppy tried to help by pushing up harder and sawing her upper leg back and forth, and the lips drew back to let a deep, contented sigh escape.
Poppy had found a winning formula, but she couldn’t carry on for long. She was perched on one leg on a mattress with her hands locked behind her, and was dependent on the other leg, wedged between the girl’s thighs, to maintain any kind of stability. The more she moved the greater the danger of losing her balance, and in any case the strain of using her muscles in so unfamiliar a way was taking its toll. But the girl was obviously desperate for relief; he couldn’t just stop. She had to give up the kissing and lean her head on her shoulder, and grit her teeth against the growing pain, thankful that the drugs they’d been given protected her from cramp. As she was on the brink of giving up, the girl climaxed, shaking and convulsing in her chains, pulling her legs up hard to hang with all her weight on her wrists. Poppy just about managed to continue until it was over, and then she sank down to kneel, supporting herself against the girls midriff, her face between the big breasts. The ‘X’ position lowered her body, of course, so Poppy could easily raise her head to brush her cheeks against the soft flesh and the hard, generous nipples, set in broad, very dark brown areolae. As the pain in her leg subsided her interest revived, she started licking and sucking the teats, bringing moans of pleasure from above. This was much easier, and very pleasant, and she felt herself getting more and more aroused. She had no prospect of reaching an orgasm, but that didn’t worry here as she was confident of being serviced when Ted returned. She wanted to do more for the girl, and so abandoned the breasts to try to reach her vagina. The height was difficult; too low for her to kneel and too high for her to lie down. She tried lying on her back on the mattress and raising her torso, folding her arms to gain some support, and that worked reasonably well for a few minutes. She probed with her tongue and nibbled at the labia, circling the clitoris and closing her lips over it. The body above her was shaking in response, harder and harder, and she made herself carry on despite the strain on the muscles of the neck. The girl’s capacity for sexual pleasure under very unpromising circumstances was amazing, and Poppy managed to carry on until the chains had rattled their unmistakable message again. Then she let herself lie back, looking up into the shadowy cleft, and feeling the wetness dripping down onto her face. It was a situation that would have been beyond her imagining just three days ago; the speed with which her life was changing barely allowed her a moment to take stock. She decided, as another drop splashed her left eye, to see if she could do anything else for her new friend. Would her ankle chain allow her to get off the bed, go round to her rear and approach her from behind, at a comfortable height? What could she then achieve with only her face and tongue? Perhaps it would be better to stay on the mattress and sit with her back to her, trying to reach her pubes with her locked hands. She was getting herself into position when the door opened and Ted came back in, followed by a nondescript woman in a grey dress who was carrying a tray with a bottle, three wine glasses, and a little packet of straws. She put them on the bedside table, curtseyed to Ted, and left, closing the door behind them.
Ted took off his loincloth, revealing another (or possibly the same) erection, and sat down on the bed facing Polly and the girl. He started pouring glasses of wine. ‘I suppose you’ve got some questions to ask, Polly?’ he asked.
She looked pointedly at his rigid member. ‘May I ask them a bit later, Master Ted?’ she asked.
‘Slaves are such hard work’, he replied, and pulled her towards him, so she fell forward on her knees with her head and shoulders down on the mattress. Then he moved very quickly to get behind her and entered her from behind. Kneeling with his back to the black girl, holding Polly’s hips up and pushing her back and forth, slapping her buttocks against his thighs. Already aroused by the girl’s orgasms, this rough treatment brought her to boiling point in a couple of minutes, and when she’d finished her climax he went on until he’d satisfied himself. Then he let her drop onto the mattress while he got his breath back.
Exhausted as he was, she thought it was over then, and was taken by surprise to hear him say; ‘Now lick me clean’. That was something quite different; a servile act that she’d never contemplated as a free woman. For a moment she felt cold, as if she’d suddenly been brought back down to earth, to a realisation of what had happened to her and her friends. Then came acceptance. His cock had brought her pleasure; she would now repay him. He was lying down now, on his back, waiting. She had to squirm over to get her mouth to it, and she started to lick, tasting the combination of his cum and her vaginal fluids that coated it. It was still, she was amazed to find, quite hard, and after she’d gone over the surface once she started remembering the tricks that she’d learnt from her various short-lived relationships with boys and young men. Running her tongue up and down the length of the shaft, teasing the tip with her lips, and closing them over the bridge of skin that linked the tip to the shaft, all seemed to have a positive effect, for he was breathing rapidly and groping for her breast. He could reach her left, as they were lying almost at right-angles to one another. If she’d had her hands free she’d have been holding his testicles in one and working his shaft with the other. He used his other hand on his cock, pumping the base while she sucked and licked at the tip, and after a few minutes of that, she felt him pulsing, and his seminal fluid fountained into her mouth. That was something she’d always avoided in the past, assuming she wouldn’t like the taste. Now she knew that dodging out of the way, or spitting it out, just weren’t options. It was warm, viscous, and tasted rather strange, but it was not unpleasant, and she swallowed it all.
Afterwards he gave her water from a bottle, and then wine, to wash it down and clear her palate. He pulled her up to sit alongside him, backs to the headboard, facing the girl whose stretched-out body still dominated their view. He took some wine for her to drink through a straw, and then settled back down. ‘Now, your questions’, he said firmly. ‘No more distractions, thank you very much.’ So she spent a minute thinking what she wanted to ask.
‘Master Ted’, she began; ‘you seem to have an almost permanent erection. Is there a reason for that, master?’ She hoped that the two ‘masters’ would mitigate the personal nature of the question, but added, ‘forgive me for asking, master’, for luck.
‘Of course you can ask, my dear. I’m fitted with a regulator that controls the blood supply to my penis. It’s quite a recent development, and usually they’re given to male slaves, and when I told Doctor Smythe that I wanted one, he thought I was mad. But I insisted. I need to be able to test my girls at any time. It’s just my job, but it does have its compensations. When the new libido drugs arrived from England I asked for that treatment, too. So I’m erect as much as I want to be, with the aid of a remote control that I always carry with me. But I also have a voracious sexual appetite; I suspect that Smythe overdid it a bit. I can’t get through a night without sex; you’ll find that out in the small hours.’
She wasn’t sure whether she was more surprised by what he was saying, or by the matter-of-fact way in which he was saying it. She tried to take it in her stride, as if he’d been giving her the weather forecast for tomorrow. ‘Thank you, master. May I ask, what is her name’- she nodded in the direction of the girl- ‘and has she also been altered in some way?’
‘She’s an interesting case. She was spotted as a teenager in the slums of Rio, bought from her parents and delivered here when she was seventeen, intact and perfect. She was quite expensive even then, and the then Minister of Trade- now Prime Minister- bought her to have her trained as a personal harem slave. Has Jenny told you what that is?’
‘No, Master.’
He took a drink and gave her one as he went on. ‘They are the very best of pleasure slaves, the most beautiful or handsome, subtly and tastefully enhanced, and trained for at least a year to be the most skilled in all possible kinds of sexual activity. They’re also trained to endure long periods in very strict bondage; she can easily do forty-eight hours with her hands folded behind her back, and twelve in a strict hogtie. To compensate for that they need a meticulously planned fitness routine which keeps their bodies supple but still soft and curvaceous. The same applies to their diet. Anyway, his one nearly completed her training. Her name is Midnight, by the say, though the Minister called her Sucker, which tells you something about what he likes. You might remember that if you encounter him. Anyway, I’m digressing and we don’t have all night. He was in too much of a hurry. She was completing her training in his household, but her social skills weren’t fully developed and she hadn’t been exposed to a big enough range of real-world situations. He lent her to a visiting minister who’s standards of personal cleanliness were, shall we say, abysmal. He actually liked being dirty; for him it was proof of his importance that sexual partners had to put up with it. Unhappily it took Midnight by surprise and she recoiled from the smell of his genitals. Before she could recover her composure he was dragging her by the hair to her master and demanding her execution, preferably by one of the methods you saw in that clearing on the other side of town. A lesser man would have agreed; there was a lot at stake and the offence was serious. But the minister liked her and he’s generally a good man, which is why he’s PM now, I suppose.’
At this point he paused for drinks all round, and possibly to ramp up the suspense a bit. Poppy knew that the girl’s punishment must have been dire enough to satisfy the Minister’s guest. She didn’t have to wait long.
‘After a very strenuous discussion, which he’s happy to relate to anyone who’ll listen, he managed to get the chap to agree to a compromise. A couple of the other slavegirls managed to get him into a better mood while the conversation progressed. The next day she was very severely whipped by visiting minister; so severely that it took months for the marks to disappear. You can still just about detect some of them, if you know where to look. Then she was sent to the clinic and her vocal chords were permanently disabled, so she’ll never speak again. That was deemed a fitting punishment for insulting a guest, though she hadn’t actually said anything to him. The Minister couldn’t have her in his household any more after what she’d done; she was too much of a risk when he had so many important guests. He’s a friend of mine, and he made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. I got her for a fraction of what she’d have been worth if she’d completed her training.  A condition was that the minister could visit her from time to time. We have a chalet close to the road with its own access, and they meet there so he doesn’t have to come into the brothel. She doesn’t work as a whore; I keep her as a personal pleasure slave for me and my friends. It means I’ve got myself the next best thing to a harem slave when I couldn’t possibly have justified paying the usual price for one. I’ve also let Doctor Smythe use her for testing his libido drugs. At the moment she’s rather over-sexed, and she’s in real trouble if she goes much more than two hours without sex. That, in a nutshell, is Midnight’s story.’
‘Thank you for telling it to me, master’, said Poppy. A little nervously, she went on: ‘Can’t she masturbate, instead of you having to use your resources to keep her serviced?’ She felt quite pleased, as she said it, that she was getting used to the kind of language these people used.
‘I’m surprised that Jenny hasn’t brought this home to you yet. Masturbation is strictly forbidden to slaves, unless they have special permission, which is very rare. Hasn’t she told you yet?’
‘I don’t remember her doing that, master, but so far we’ve had no opportunity to masturbate. We’ve been too strictly restrained, or there’s been someone with us.’
‘Still, I’d better make it clear. You don’t own your body anymore, so you don’t have the right to consent to sex. If you masturbate you are effectively raping yourself, and stealing value from your owner. The penalties are appropriate, so never, ever, break that rule. There is a convention, however, that putting two or more slaves within reach of one another implies consent to their having sex with one another, and they aren’t allowed to refuse one another. I hope that’s clear.’
She thought for a moment. ‘Yes, master, I think it is. May I ask another question? I hope it isn’t too personal. You say you couldn’t afford a harem slave, but to me you seem a very rich man. Can you give me an idea how much they cost, master?’
‘Not everyone’s as easy going as I am, so do be careful what you ask people. I could raise the money to buy one, but I wouldn’t. I reinvest my profits in my businesses. The answer to your question is that a fully trained and young harem slave costs about ten times as much as a good pleasure slave, and he or she is much less useful. Harem slaves aren’t necessarily kept shut away; to that extent the word’s misleading. But they aren’t used for anything but sex, and they’re very high maintenance. They each need attendants who are themselves occupied almost full-time. The President has four harem slaves in his palace; two male and two female. One of each is provided by the state as a contribution to his entertainment expenses, and he owns the other two. I don’t know of any other household that has more than two. I think Jenny’s arranging to show you one or two; I’ve no idea where they’ll be.’
‘Could Suzie or I be harem slaves, master?’
‘No, I’m afraid not. You’re pretty enough, and I suspect you’ve got the ability, but you’re too old to start the training. I can’t predict what you’ll become, but if I had to bet, I’d gamble on your both becoming high-end pleasure slaves. That’s probably the best outcome for you, so I’d do what you can to tweak things in that direction. I think you’ve got the right attitude for it, but I’m not so sure about Suzie.’
‘I think she’ll understand what she needs to do, master. Seeing Lizzie taken away had an effect on her.’
‘Good. now I’m going to call for the help to get us ready for bed.’ He pressed a button in the wall. ‘Any other quick questions?
‘Master, do many slaves have their voices taken away?’
As he answered, two women in their forties, both still quite attractive and both naked, came in and started taking Midnight down. They didn’t seem to need instructing. ‘It isn’t that common’, he said, ‘but owners will do it if their slaves won’t learn to watch their tongues. It doesn’t much alter the value of a young slave, but later on it’s a minus, when they need to find other functions. I’d guess your chances of keeping your voice are at least ninety per cent. Only seventy for Suzie, and thirty for Lizzie. That might be optimistic.’
By this time the women had taken Midnight out of the room. Poppy couldn’t think of any more questions for the moment, so she drank more wine through a straw, with Ted holding the goblet for her. He refreshed himself, and left her to go into a little en suite to relieve himself, wash his face and hands, and clean his teeth. She could see all this happening; he didn’t bother to close the door. When he came out he went over to a very large ceiling-to-floor curtain on the wall by the right-hand side of the bed. She’d assumed it to be a patio door or French window; there was another one on the other side of the room. When he pushed a button and it opened, however, the window it revealed was not on an outside wall. It revealed what was in effect a very large tank, or vivarium, The entire base, which was about two feet off the floor, was taken up by a queen-sized mattress, and there was nothing else in the space whatsoever. There was a spigot of the kind that released water when sucked, and a shelf with some snack bars ready-unwrapped. To demonstrate, Ted pushed a panel that rotated to reveal a semi-circular toilet bowl. ‘This doesn’t get used much’, he commented.  There were also rings set in the wall round the sides, and in the ceiling above, which was only about four and a half feet above the mattress. The glass slid aside to allow entry, and locked shut, but there was another small door on the other side. ‘This is a slave tank’, he explained. Many houses have them, but they’re more common in the lounges or dining rooms.’
Just as he finished saying that, a quite elderly woman entered with a young, naked man, of medium height, white-skinned with short, dark hair, and a very sensuous mouth. Poppy thought him devastatingly attractive, but tried not to show too much interest, especially in his very large and very stiff erection that waved from side to side as he walked. His arms were confined behind him in a long, narrow leather binder that forced them into a graceful curve, the elbows drawn slightly together. ‘He’s Midnight’s feast’, he told her grinning at his clever little play on words. ‘He has a regulator and she’ll have control of it, so she can keep him up all night if she wants. If he’s too tired to work tomorrow I’ll put her on display in the foyer, but she might think it worthwhile.’ The boy was put onto the mattress, and almost immediately Midnight was brought back, now with her hands just locked in front of her body. She was given the remote control and told to get into the tank. She was allowed to kiss them both goodnight before she went, and then the glass door was locked behind her. She was on the young man in seconds.
The two women who’d dealt with Midnight now took Poppy to the bathroom,  put her on the toilet to pee and cleaned her afterwards, washed her face and hands, and removed the traces of seminal fluid that remained on her legs and face. Then they cleaned her teeth; she found it difficult to get used to having that done for her. They released her hands from behind her back, let her windmill them for a minute or two, and locked them, like Midnight’s, in front. Then they took her back, and attached them by a chain, about eighteen inches long, to the headboard. They arranged pillows under and around her head, and after Ted assured them that their work was complete, they left. With a switch by his side of the bed, he then dimmed the lights so they could just about see one another, and the lights in the tank so they didn’t glare into the room, but still gave them a clear view. It was very much like looking into a big aquarium. The occupants were too lost in one another to notice these adjustments. They were in the ‘69’ position, his cock deep in her throat and her hands holding his face hard against her pubes. ‘There’s another tank on your side’, he said, ‘but I tend to think Midnight provides enough entertainment. Now suck my cock.’
He climbed over her face and lowered himself into her mouth, and she did her best to oblige him. He didn’t force his whole length into her throat, but with her lips closed firmly round it, she raised her head a little to show that she was willing to take as much as she could. He didn’t seem to be trying to cum, but just to feel the warmth and wetness of her mouth against it, so he moved up and down only quite slowly. After just a few minutes he took it out, slid down the bed, turned her on her side, swung his legs up between hers, and entered her vagina. They made love quite conservatively, with lots of kissing and fondling of her breasts. He came very quickly, but just paused for a minute and then carried on until she followed. After another pause he started again without changing position, and although it took a little longer this time, they came together. Although she’d only spent a few hours with him, it was beginning to feel to Poppy like a familiar pattern, and a very pleasing one. When it was over he kissed her and told her how much he’d enjoyed the evening. Just as she thought he was about to go to sleep, he added: ‘I’ll have to use you during the night, but don’t make a meal of it; just bring me off as quickly as possible. We’ll probably have time to do it properly again in the morning.’ He turned over. She noticed for the first time that there was a clock, its digital readout glowing faintly in the near darkness, on her bedside. To her surprise, she saw it was only half-past eleven. He was breathing heavily now; he’d dropped off to sleep within thirty seconds of his head hitting the pillow. She pulled herself up towards the headboard to give herself some slack in the chain, and raised herself enough to look over him. Midnight was sitting up. It took a second look to see her companion, his face under her bottom, and his body half-buried in the soft mattress. He was still erect.
Poppy was asleep within ten minutes. In the watches of the night she felt him behind her, his hands on her hips, and then the hardness of his penis pushing into her. He jerked hard for three or four minutes and she felt him spurt into her, and he turned right over and went back to sleep. If he hadn’t warned her she’d have been disappointed, but she just looked at the clock- three-thirty- and drifted off again herself. The day had been full and busy, and she was sleepy enough that the interruption barely registered, and in the morning it seemed like part of a dream.
 

***

 
At seven-thirty sharp, a woman that Poppy hadn’t seen before came in with two cups of coffee, and woke them up with a gentle shake of their shoulders. There was a little fold-out shelf on which Poppy could rest hers, so she could drink it herself, feeling quite bright and alert as Ted struggled, grumbling, back to the land of the living. The woman, who was probably about fifty but had a certain elegance in her manner and was fully dressed, unlocked her from the bed and offered to take her to the toilet, where she peed, and was able to rinse herself afterwards. Ted followed her and did the same. Then Ted told her to have breakfast ready in forty-five minutes, and she left them to drink their coffee. He seemed to have little to say, but was watching the tank, where Midnight was ravishing the young man, who was lying back on his armbinder, seeming barely conscious. ‘I’m going to have to think of something to do with her’, he said. Poppy was trying to think of a way to get his mind focussed on her; perhaps he wasn’t a morning person, but he was overdue for sex and he’d promised to use her. She put her coffee down and, while he still sipped his, crawled lower on the bed, to where she could kneel by him and bend to take his penis in her mouth. He didn’t say anything so he started fellating him, and as he was already half-erect, he stiffened very quickly. She kept at it, able to use her hands this time to stroke his testicles and pump his shaft, until with a groan he fountained into her mouth. It wasn’t something she’d encouraged with boyfriends, but she knew that such trivial fads had to be forgotten. She didn’t dislike the taste, but the way the viscous fluid coated her mouth was difficult to get used to. This time the rest of her coffee was ready to hand, and a few swallows disposed of the problem. After that she put her hand on his penis, and was encouraged to find that he was not going soft.
He was smiling up at her now, but not doing anything to help. Instead he was lying back, resting his head on his hands. She lowered her chest onto his face, gently brushing his lips with her nipples, and he responded by opening them slightly and poking out his tongue to lick them. After a minute or two of that she moved as sinuously as she could- it wasn’t something she’d practiced- down his body, maintaining contact all the way. Journey’s end was her kneeling astride his legs, bending low with his penis between her breasts. An attempt at intermammary intercourse was frustrated by her locked wrists. She could spread her hands out wide enough to hold him in her cleavage, but the fact that they were joined forced her to bend her arms in way that she couldn’t maintain. She therefore just gave him a brief sample before shuffling up his legs and mounting herself on him, sinking herself down with his cock penetrating her to its root. It felt wonderful, even though she regretted her failure to think of something more original, and as she worked him she put her hands behind her head, thrust her boobs out and shook them. She was relieved to feel him pushing back up under her, matching her rhythm, and his hands came up to grasp her breasts. She sighed and tossed her head as he pinched her nipples, and wriggled her bottom when he was deep inside her. Despite the similarity with one of the previous evening’s positions, it seemed fresh and different, partly because her hands were more free, and partly because she’d taken the initiative. When she came she ground herself down as hard as she could and let herself shout out loud, and carried on without a pause until she felt him following suit, making extra demands on her balance as he arched his body and pushed her higher off the bed.
Afterwards he held her tight and lay with his head in her hair, his lips against her ear. ‘Lovely’, he murmured. ‘You’ve earned your breakfast.’ They were still locked in the embrace when the elegant woman came back to announce that it was served, and he led her, both still naked, to a little room with a table, four chairs, and a sideboard well stocked with cereals, toast and preserves, croissants and bread rolls, fruit juices and coffee. The woman- Ted now addressed her as Susan- took their orders for cooked food and offered porridge. Poppy didn’t want the latter and didn’t usually eat cooked breakfasts, but she was ravenous and ordered pretty much everything except baked beans, which she loathed. Partly it was a tactic to make the meal last as long as possible. As they started on their (English) cereals she decided to break the silence, for he was still well short of effervescent. ‘Everyone seems happy here, Master Ted; willing and eager to serve. You must be a very good master.’
He acknowledged the compliment by reaching over and squeezing her hand. ‘They like me because I like them’, he said, ‘and because although I maintain strict discipline, they’re confident that they won’t be maimed or killed for making mistakes. And in answer to your unspoken question, I’d love to own you, but you’ll be too expensive for a brothel like this one, and I already have a personal pleasure slave.’
Since she’d only half-formed that question in her mind, she swallowed the disappointment easily. ‘Do some masters maim their slaves, master? I know Midnight was made voiceless, but are some limbless slaves deliberately created?’
‘Slaves who assault masters, or try to escape, or try to commit suicide, are sometimes turned into what are called “fucktoys”’. He replied, ‘but the ones you’ve met occurred naturally or accidentally, and are just trimmed for cosmetic reasons. Many of my slaves are enhanced with titjobs, piercings, and so on, but I never maim them. I don’t like the practice- I’m sincere about that- but I also need to maintain my status in the UK.’
‘How is that, master? Are their slaves there too?’
Of course. There are slaves everywhere. But in the UK a rather oppressive outfit called “The Organisation”- it’s as shadowy as it sounds- controls everything. Slavery is hedged about with rules and regulations. It’s forbidden to maim a slave or to alter one in ways that would make him or her not presentable in public. Because I live and own slaves abroad I’m not allowed to own them in the UK, but I can visit freely and borrow them. If I was known to be maiming slaves, killing them, or breeding them, it would be a different matter.’
‘Would they know, master?’
‘It would probably be an exaggeration to say that “their spies are everywhere”, but they have a remarkable capacity for finding things out. It’s best not to cross them.’
By this time they were tucking into their cooked breakfasts. The bacon seemed excellent and the black pudding authentic. Deep in the Amazonian, naked and with her hands still locked together, she was enjoying the most English meal she’d had since she’d left England, and she couldn’t help wondering what it had cost. When they’d almost finished their ‘waitress’ came in with a message. ‘Master Ted; Mistress Jenny sends her apologies. She overslept and will be about half an hour late.’
‘Thank you, Gerty. Tell me, is there anything left of Midnight’s feast this morning?’
Gerty allowed herself a little smile. ‘Not much, master. He’s very dehydrated and totally exhausted. The nurse is considering whether he needs to be put on a drip.’
‘She was warned, but she can’t really help herself so we’ll go easy on her. Have the wheel put up in the lobby, and she can spend the morning on it.’
‘I’ll see to it, master. Shall I call the bath slaves?’
‘Just one pair; I’ll see to myself.’ He gave some further instructions in Spanish then, which made Poppy suspect that something unexpected was going to happen, not that she had any idea what to expect. The woman left, and he gestured for her to stand up. ‘I have to go now’, he said. ‘I’ve a busy morning ahead; business is always brisk after the morning services in the churches.’ He drew her to him and kissed her warmly. ‘It’s been a good night. I’ll try to make it happen again.’
‘Thank you, Master Ted. I’ll look forward to that.’
Almost as an afterthought he stroked her breasts, letting his palm linger over her nipples. ‘These are exceptional’, he remarked, ‘and they’ll get better still. ‘I’m going to suggest to Jenny that she leaves them bare.’
With that he turned and left the room without another word, and she was sorry to see him go. The same two women who’d bathed her before came in, and one of them drew Poppy’s hands over her head and locked them to the back of her collar. Now virtually helpless, she was led back to the big bath house, and her teeth were cleaned. They were giving her verbal instructions this time, and chatting to one another in Spanish as they worked. ‘Do you need the toilet?’, one of them asked. ‘Are you ready to empty your bowels?’ She confirmed, embarrassed at the lack of any euphemism, that she was indeed more than ready for her daily business. She always did it after breakfast. They sat her on one of the toilets and left her for a few minutes; when she’d finished there was nothing she could do but wait for them. Then came the bit that she certainly wasn’t used to. They stood her over an unusual bowl- a kind of sink- set in the floor, and cleaned her thoroughly with paper and a hose. It didn’t help that a number of other women, of very diverse shapes, colours and sizes, were coming in now, using the toilets and the communal showers on the far side of the room, beyond the sunken bath that dominated the centre.
When they were satisfied they led her into a smaller wet room to one side, and made her lie face down on a padded table. It had a ridge across it, about two thirds of the way down its length, which pushed her bottom up, and there was a cushion for her head. Her curiosity and concern mounted as they pulled her legs apart and locked her ankle cuffs to rings at the sides; she suspected that this had something to do with the instructions that Ted had given in Spanish. One of the woman spoke to her in her accented English. ‘The master has decided that, as we have an extra half-hour, we should clean you properly and fit your first plug.  It won’t be bad if you relax completely.’
That was easier said than done, but the first part, when a lubricated hose was slipped into her anus and her bowels filled with lukewarm water, was not actually painful. It wasn’t meant to be a punishment and they didn’t over-fill her. They let her expel it immediately, playing the hose on the floor to push it towards the drain, which was near one side of the room. They repeated the procedure twice more. It felt very strange indeed when they pumped the water in, but the rest was not unpleasant. When they were satisfied that the water was clear, one of them took from a little cupboard a plug; one of the lockable kind that had an expanding sphere. Unlike the one they’d all inspected at the exhibition the day before, this one did not have a valve and it was made of dense black plastic, except for the locking mechanism that was moulded into the saddle base. ‘You really need to relax now’, she told Poppy, ‘or we won’t be able to avoid hurting you.’
Poppy did her best to obey, but it was very difficult, as she’d never had anyone touching her there since she was a baby. She’d half-expected Ted to bugger her, and when he hadn’t she’d not known whether to be relieved, or disappointed not to have got it out of the way. If she was going to be plugged, it wouldn’t happen today, either. She felt a couple of fingers poking in to judge how tight she was, and managed not to clamp her sphincter muscle on to them. They held her open while the well lubricated ball was introduced, and pushed and twisted very slowly and gently at first. Then came the time when they had to go for it, and as it slipped inside it did hurt quite a lot, and went on aching after she closed over the narrower waist of the device. It was worse when they turned the key in the lock, and she felt it stretching her inside. The ‘click’ sounded very final, and she couldn’t imagine wearing the thing all day with no possibility of removing it herself. Seeing her distress, one of the women held up a tube of ointment for her to see. ‘Don’t sorry, my dear’, she said. ‘This stuff is magic. We call it “magic ointment”, in fact. It’ll soon stop the pain.’
She was right. Only moments after the stuff was rubbed into the skin round the handle, the ache began to ease. They left her lying there for five minutes, after which she still felt strangely stuffed, but she was no longer hurting. They undid her legs and helped her up, and walked her back into the larger room. She was moving awkwardly, almost waddling with bow legs, but with every step she regained her confidence. At the edge of the sunken bath her escorts removed their dresses and rubber sandals, and came down the steps with her into the water. Various soaps and washing unguents were placed in receptacles just above the water, and they chose an almond-scented soap for her body, giving their own rather briefer treatment. They both had good, but not exceptional figures, and knowing the worst to be over, she relaxed under their hands, and enjoyed the attention. There were three other woman in with them, keeping to the other end of the bath, and she watched them curiously. One of them- a young white blonde- had truly enormous breasts that floated on the water in front of her, and Poppy was fascinated by the way they flopped and twisted against one another as she washed them. One of the other two was an older black attendant, who was there to wash Pytha; the woman with no arms. It was a comfortable, companionable environment, but it did feel different when two black men came in, one of them with a very large erection waving in front of him as he walked. Then two women in white dresses appeared, almost carrying the young man from the tank. He certainly couldn’t walk unaided, and Poppy wondered why they hadn’t just put him to bed with a drip, as the nurse had suggested.
As it was getting busy in the bath house, she was glad when they washed her face with almond-scented gel and helped her up the steps to towel her dry. She quite enjoyed that as well, but she had to keep reminding herself that this pampering would probably not last long; it would be her function to pamper others. They led her to a room where a variety of clothes were kept on racks and in drawers, and put her in a very skimpy bikini bottom, made of the same easily-torn material as her previous outfits. The last step was to undo her hands from their rather awkward position and unlock the cuffs, let her windmill her arms for half a minute, and locked them behind her back. So far, she was completely baffled by the way the locks and keys worked. Many people- free and slave- seemed to carry a number of keys and swipe cards, but she hadn’t noticed the keys to her cuffs being passed from one person to another and she was moved about. They all seemed to be able to undo her when they needed to, even when restraints had been applied miles away. How could the system be secure if they all had master keys? She resolved to keep watching, though she was pretty sure that, however lax it seemed at first acquaintance, the system would offer no hope of escape.
Walking through the main brothel building with one of her escorts, she was conscious of her bare breasts but not really embarrassed, as so many people around were naked or virtually so. She’d come to feel quite at home in the complex, shocking though that would have been to her school friends and teachers back home. Occasional cool draughts from the air conditioning vents teased her nipples and kept them erect, By the time they reached the foyer she was feeling quite jaunty, with her shoulders back and her breasts thrust out. Jenny was there with Suzie, and both looked slightly askance before they composed themselves and gave her a hug. Poppy’s escort saw that Jenny was surprised, and spoke to her. ‘Mistress Jenny; Master Ted suggests that you might prefer to keep this slave topless for the time being. We thought you’d been told already, by phone message.’
‘I was in a hurry; I haven’t read my messages in the last hour or two. So be it, then; Ted knows better than I what to do with a good pair of knockers. But sauce for a goose is sauce for two geese; these two have interchangeable tits, except for the colour.’ She reached out to Suzie and tore her top away, leaving her breasts to bounce gently as they dropped free. The escort was taken aback. ‘Mistress, I can get you a couple of tops in a few minutes. Master Ted was quite clear that the decision was yours.’ Jenny just waved her away. ‘It doesn’t matter.’ Poppy was concerned by her reaction, wondering whether her night with Suzie had been disappointing.









Chapter 9

Suzie and Jenny

 
Suzie’s night with Jenny had not been a disappointment to either; quite the reverse. The black girl was definitely more volatile than Poppy, and more reluctant to settle down and make the best of the situation. But Lizzie’s abrupt and undignified departure, and the talking-to from her friend, had caused the sudden change of attitude which was one of her characteristics. On the way back to town in the Land Rover she asked questions about the tribes; how many there were, how much autonomy they enjoyed, how much influence the chiefs had in the Republican government, and how they came by their white slaves.
‘They buy them, like everyone else’, replied Jenny to the last question. ‘There are regular auctions, but about half the total of sales are arranged privately, like that of your friend Lizzie.’
Jenny was still sounding a bit tetchy, so Suzie tried to be more conciliatory. ‘She isn’t really our friend, Miss Jenny. In fact I feel better now she’s gone. I didn’t like the way she spoke to people, and the way she looked at that poor milk slave.’
‘There are worse things to be than a milk slave’, replied Jenny. ‘But I’m glad you feel that way.’
They had to leave the vehicle in the car park at Ted’s brothel and walk from there. Suzie felt slightly unsteady because of the anaesthetic, and Jenny held her arm for part of the way. She tried to maintain her cheerful demeanour, asking occasional questions about the shops and how they obtained their stock. There were fewer free people on the streets now; doubtless they’d completed their errands for the day, and it was their slaves who were now out collecting their purchases. All were restrained in some way, but in many cases it was just a chain connecting their wrists, leaving them free to carry their bags and cases. A few had their hands behind them, some in armbinders, and they were mostly harnessed to little carts. Some slaves- more of the males, perhaps- wore pillories; metal or wooden assemblies that held their necks and wrists in a straight line. The shopping bags usually hung from the wrist cuffs, but some of them had backpacks as well. Two men that she didn’t envy were pulling a grand piano on a cart, and their owner, or overseer, was whipping them on to greater efforts, for they seemed less than equal to the task. The square was very quiet, as all the stalls had gone, so they hurried across the centre and reached the Justice Hall (for she’d learnt that that was its proper name) just as a torrential shower started. Delivering her to the big cell- now disconcertingly large for one person- Jenny watched as the guards re-locked her hands in front of her. ‘I’ve some business to take care of’, she said, but I’ll see you later in the evening.’ With that she made her exit, leaving Suzie feeling flat and disappointed. There was to be no romantic supper for her; in due course one of the guards brought her a bowl of gruel. She picked at it, wondering what Polly was getting at the brothel, and afterwards she did her best to wash and make herself presentable, with the limited resources available to her.
Suzie had quite a long sleep on her little bunk; it was nearly nine o’clock when the same guard came to fetch her, telling her to relieve herself first. The woman was not hostile, and was happy to tell her the time, but she wasn’t friendly either. She put a lead on Suzie’s collar and led her through the maze of corridors to what turned out to be Jenny’s suite, though the latter was not in evidence. Paying the price of her ambivalent attitude earlier in the day, Suzie was treated very differently to the way Poppy had been received. The guard pushed her onto the bed and chained her ankles to the bottom corners, her legs stretched apart, though not painfully so. Then she undid her wrists and chained them to the upper corners, leaving her in an ‘X’ position. Not an unkind woman, she arranged a thin pillow under her head, bid her goodnight, and left the room. As she passed it she turned the lighting dial down a little, so Suzie was not dazzled by the ceiling spotlights, but could still see her surroundings clearly. She registered that the room was very comfortable, but she couldn’t see very much of the furnishings.
Only five minutes later Jenny came in, though she spent another ten arranging papers and checking emails before she even acknowledged Suzie’s presence. She did that by wandering over and sitting on the bed, and running her fingers over her bare stomach. Suzie just lay there- as if she had any choice- and looked up at her impassively. Nor did she react when Jenny took a little pair of scissors from the bedside drawer and snipped through the material of the bikini, top and bottom, leaving her naked. She cupped her breasts gently, without squeezing. ‘These are lovely’, she murmured softly. ‘It’s surprising how like Poppy’s they are. Your nipples are very dark.’ She brushed them, barely touching. Suzie was trying to keep her breathing even, not wanting to give anything away just yet. She wanted to surprise Jenny; to do something that would put her on a par with Poppy, who, no doubt, was bound in Ted’s bed at that very moment.
Although Suzie and Poppy were close friends, the former had one secret that she’d never shared. When they were together much of their talk was about boys, and all the dreams they shared involved relationships with boys. Most of Suzie’s dreams involved boys, certainly, but not all of them. Sometimes, on Thursdays, she went to a nearby village to visit a slightly older friend who had a completely different social orbit, and in fact rarely travelled much, since she worked entirely from home. Ostensibly it was a part-time job for Suzie; Matilda paid her enough pocket money to make it convincing. In fact they were lovers, and she’d acquired considerable skills in the lesbian arts. Now she was wondering how she could use them in her present predicament. Eventually, after running her fingertips over most of her body, Jenny bent down and lowered her mouth ever-so-slowly towards hers. She paused for a moment before making contact, and that was Suzie’s chance to take the initiative. She raised her head just a little, but didn’t attempt a kiss. Instead she pushed her tongue out, and ran it quickly round Jenny’s lips. She felt her smile in response, touch down for a brief kiss, and withdraw to look down on her. ‘So you’re going to be good, are you?’
‘When I’m good, I’m very good’, she replied, with a coy smile. ‘But when I’m . . .’
‘Best stick with “good” for the time being’, interrupted Jenny. ‘I left my best whip at home.’ She bent down again and kissed her properly. Suzie used a little trick she’d learnt from Matilda, pumping her lips into a little pout to keep varying the area of contact and the pressure, while for her part Jenny twisted her head from side to side to add to the friction. They were both breathless when she broke off, and stood up straight to remove her own clothes.
Jenny’s next step was to kneel over Suzie’s face, lowering her sex onto her mouth for cunnilingus, and this was another of her special skills. With her rider in the forward cowboy position, she had full access to the whole pubic area, and Jenny seemed happy not to push herself down too hard to start with. She was able, therefore, to run her tongue round the labia, gradually moving it inside the fleshy lips to circle the opening itself. Jenny was skilled enough herself to judge the pace at which to lower herself, letting the lips suck more of the inner flesh, gathering little folds to squeeze and even nibble, and flicking lightly over the clitoris. Suzie could hear her moans of pleasure and knew she was getting it right, and she started putting more and more pressure on the little bud, until suddenly Jenny bore down hard on her, plugging her mouth and almost enveloping her nose, so she took her breaths when she could until the crisis had passed.
As the weight was lifted from her mouth, Suzie just lay there and panted, paying little attention to what Jenny was doing. Then she realised that her face was smiling down at her from a few inches away. ‘You’ve done that before, haven’t you?’ Jenny asked. Her hand was reaching down to Suzie’s crotch. Suzie just smiled back, and tried to use her feet on the mattress to push herself up against the probing fingers. Jenny now settled to her task, lying alongside her, moulding their lips together and working with her fingers, making little scrabbling movements with them, gradually increasing her focus on the most sensitive spot. Suzie’s clitoris was bigger than average and very easy to find, and as her arousal mounted Jenny was able to stroke it like a little penis. Suzie’s orgasm tested her musculature to the limit as she fought the chains, making them clink and rattle as she pulled first on one, and then the other. She wanted to throw her arms round Jenny and hug her until their bodies combined into one, but instead she was still stretched out, helpless, hoping against hope that the probing fingers wouldn’t stop what they were doing. Since it was certainly not Jenny’s first time, she knew how to play Suzie’s pinioned body like a harp, and she carried on as wave after wave of passion coursed through her, her torso twisting violently from side to side as she struggled in vain. It ended quite suddenly, as she went slack and limp, soaked in perspiration and breathing raggedly. Jenny, who’d been trying to catch one of the rapidly moving breasts in her mouth, kissed her again, and to both of them, their lips felt softer and fuller than before.
Eventually, Jenny hauled herself up and took a long drink of water from a bottle, and then some wine that she’d brought in with her. She held up Suzie’s head and carefully poured some of each into her mouth. A little wine spilled onto the chin, and she licked it up. She noticed that her charge was moving her shoulders a little and still tugging on the wrist chains. ‘Are you hurting here?’ she asked, stroking her arm.
‘Aching a little, Miss Jenny. I think I strained a bit too hard against the chains when you made me cum. It was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.’
‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’ Have you ever had one in bondage before?’
‘No, Miss Jenny. I did suggest once to a boyfriend that he tie me up, but it seemed to frighten him. Now I never want you to let me go.’
She was, actually, telling the truth. To be chained down helplessly while Jenny’s hands explored her body as she pleased was keeping her in a state of constant arousal, just longing to feel them on her sex again. She’d do anything for her mistress, to experience another orgasm like that one. She didn’t want to have the experience cut short by weaknesses in her own body. She need not have worried. Jenny reached into the bedside drawer for a tube of ointment, and started rubbing it into her shoulders and upper arms. ‘This is wonderful stuff’, she said, smiling down at her. ‘We call it magic ointment, it’s got a longer name than that. It was introduced by a Doctor Clark in England a few years ago.’ Within a few short minutes the pain had gone, but there was no feeling of being drugged or numb. In the meantime they both drank more wine, Jenny pouring it very carefully into Suzie’s mouth. Then she massaged her breasts. ‘Most slaves spend a lot of time in bondage’, she told her. ‘We might be able to advertise you as a specialised bondage slave. While you’re in training you’ll spend longer and longer periods in tighter and more restrictive restraints.’
The talk of bondage- the repetition of the word- was sending little shudders through Suzie, though the breast massage was also playing its part. Jenny had moistened her hands, now, with sweet almond oil perfumed with Ylang Ylang, and the aroma was hanging over the bed, creating an atmosphere of decadent luxury and sexual abandon. Suzie was beginning to wonder whether she could cum purely from mammary stimulation, especially when the forefingers and thumbs were applied more to her nipples. That would certainly be another first, but she was afraid she’d fall just short; teetering on the edge for as long as her mistress wanted to keep her there. That thought raised her arousal level further, and her fists clenched as she started pulling on the chains again. Hearing them rustle, Jenny took pity on her. Previously she’d been kneeling to one side, but now she moved to put one knee between Suzie’s legs, putting a little of her weight on her pubic mound. That was just enough to make it happen. She had to hang on to the breasts, squeezing them hard, as Suzie’s body began to twist and jerk, the chains rattling and desperate cries of ‘harder, please, mistress. Fuck! Fuck!’ filled the room, which was, fortunately, soundproof. Jenny squeezed even harder, and put more weight onto her knee.
When Suzie had recovered from her second massive climax, Jenny used her mouth again. This time she faced the other way, towards the foot of the bed; the ‘reverse cowgirl’. For a mistress on a bound slavegirl, it was a slightly more versatile position. She could move back and forth to make her address different parts, bending low and moving down to have her vagina tongued, and moving back to change the emphasis to the bridge of flesh between there and her rear opening, and further still to enjoy anal stimulation. She could reach forward to Suzie’s own pubes or down to her breasts, to arouse her to greater efforts if need be, and she could also masturbate herself with one or two hands. Jenny chose to keep Suzie’s tongue and lips on and in her pussy for a good few minutes, and then gradually shifted forwards, eventually using her hands to spread her buttocks and seat her anal area firmly on the slave’s mouth. With that done she used one hand- or its fingers- on her own clitoris, and the other on her breasts.
Suzie’s experience of anal sex was exactly zero. Matilda had enjoyed having her buttocks stroked or even spanked lightly, but any hand that moved into the cleavage was gently removed. No boy had tried to touch her there, and she’d never suggested it. Now the little puckered orifice was being presented to her, she knew that a moment’s hesitation would cost her everything she’d achieved. It wasn’t really a problem, for she felt sure that Jenny was fastidiously clean. But as she applied her tongue, lapping over the opening before ringing it and then trying hard to push her way in, she realised that, in a lifetime of sex slavery, she was bound to encounter some who weren’t. That was a bridge she’d have to cross when she came to it. Her first anal experience didn’t last long. Frigging herself hard with both sets of fingers, Jenny came quickly and hard, grinding herself down so hard on Suzie’s face that the latter fought for breath and was seriously concerned about possible damage to her lips.
Afterwards Jenny didn’t change position, but went back to massaging Suzie’s breasts and fingering her nipples, and when that was having some effect, she transferred her attention to her pubic area. With her subject struggling to push herself up to meet her, she finally lay down along her length and started cunnilingus. They were well matched in stature, and she immediately started to feel Suzie’s tongue probing her own vagina again. It took some time, as both of them had recently climaxed, but not recently enough to turn the initial orgasm into a multiple one. Jenny, however, was slightly ahead, and as she felt the beginnings of the storm in her groin, she pressed down much harder on Suzie, so they both came together, with the former having to use her hands on the mattress to avoid being tossed off the bucking and twisting body.
 

***

 
When they’d both finished, their passion was spent for the time being. Not wanting to leave Suzie spread out for the whole night after she’d put so much strain on her muscles, Jenny put faux leather cuffs on her thighs, and locked her wrists to them before releasing her ankles. After more wine and water, they went to the bathroom to pee and clean up, Jenny washing Suzie and cleaning her teeth. The new slavegirl was obviously not used to that, and kept her eyes tight shut and a grimace on her face for the duration of the process. Jenny found that quite funny. ‘You know what happens when the wind changes’, she said. To her astonishment, Suzie didn’t. Jenny had to add ‘your face will stick like that’, rather lamely, and Suzie didn’t seem to find that amusing, either. Jenny felt slightly deflated as they returned to the bedroom; perhaps it was natural aftermath of so prolonged and passionate a coupling. Furthermore, she had to deliver a lecture. As they sat together on the bed, propped up against the headboard, she took Suzie’s right hand and moved it to the limit that the cuffs allowed.
‘It’s just possible that, with a lot of effort, you could reach yourself’, she began. ‘So now’s the time to tell you about one of the most important of all rules for slaves. It’s a universal rule, not one of ours, and enforced the world over. You must never, ever, masturbate without permission. The penalties are very harsh; it’s a severe whipping for just the first offence. After that it gets life-changing. Persistent offenders can lose their hands. Do you understand why it’s so serious a matter?’
‘Not really, mistress. I can see why a master or mistress needs to be the sole fount of sexual pleasure for his or her slaves, but I’m not sure that accounts for it.’
‘Good answer, but wrong. It’s symbolic of the fact that slaves don’t own their bodies, and therefore do not have the right to consent to sex. A slave who masturbates rapes herself, and steals some of her value from her owner. I say symbolic, because the reality tends to be more relaxed. Slaves left together aren’t forbidden to have sex with one another. For practical purposes it’s assumed that the act of leaving them together implies consent. So slaves can masturbate one another.’
‘Are slaves often given permission to masturbate, Miss Jenny?’
Very rarely indeed; for some, never. Occasionally, a slave might be required to give a solo performance to entertain diners. Men giving sperm samples might be told to do it, but usually a nurse jerks them off. Permission is always for a one-off and valid immediately. I can’t say to you; “if you feel horny in the night you can masturbate”. The issue’s coming more into question now because of the new libido-enhancing drugs. Some slaves who’ve been given them will be seriously ill if they’re not serviced regularly, and occasionally an owner might forget. I know the PM’s in favour of transferring at least half the penalty for unauthorised masturbation onto the owner or keeper, under those circumstances. It’s already been established that they have an absolute responsibility to make sure that slaves are serviced after those treatments. Deprivation can’t be used as a punishment, for instance.’
‘Have you told Poppy all this?’ Suzie asked.
‘I forgot last night, so I messaged Ted to make sure he briefs her. Drink up now; it’s time for sleep. If I wake up in the night, I’ll probably use you, but I’ll want it quick and simple, and don’t expect me to service you. If we can wake up in time we can do it in the morning.’
‘Are you setting an alarm, miss?’
She smiled. ‘If you insist’, she said.
Suzie woke up at about three- there was a clock with an illuminated display- to find Jenny climbing on to her face. Without a moment to prepare herself, she just accepted the vagina that was lowered onto her mouth, pushing her tongue into it immediately. She could feel the skin stretching as Jenny’s fingers worked hard, and with the double stimulation the climax came very quickly. Jenny must have woken up at least partially aroused. Suzie got a quick kiss on the lips for her pains, her pillow plumped up. and then peace was restored until about half-past seven, when the alarm went off.
The first thing that Jenny did was to call for coffee, which was brought very quickly by a rather plain and downtrodden-looking girl, who was naked and collared. As usual straws were provided, and Suzie drank hers from a mug on the bedside table. They’d been for a pee while they waited, but at that point Jenny seemed morose and as far from being aroused as it was possible to get. Coffee is wonderful stuff; a few sips and she was a new person, like an ailing computer after a reboot. She came round to sit on the edge of the bed next to Suzie and put a hand on her thigh. ‘I’m a monster in the mornings’, she said, stroking her gently. ‘I suppose if coffee hadn’t been invented, I’d be a monster all day.’
‘I’m not sure that follows’, replied Suzie. ‘But there’s no need to put it to the test, I think.’ She wasn’t sure whether or not a slave was allowed to take the initiative; what she really wanted to do was to turn her breasts towards Jenny and rub her nipples on her arm. Instead she took another drink through her straw, and lay back on the mattress, looking up expectantly. Jenny kept sipping her coffee, but let her hand wander up to Suzie’s slit, just lightly covering it. ‘You’ll probably get a shave later’, she remarked. ‘Soon we’ll have all your body hair removed permanently.’ She stroked the stubble for a moment as if wondering whether she liked it or not, but then started to work her fingers into the opening. Suzie rolled slightly towards her, though she couldn’t go further without the use of her arms. She wasn’t particularly enamoured of the thigh cuffs; they rendered her almost helpless without really adding any sexual stimulation, or anything to struggle or pull against. Nevertheless she knew she was at Jenny’s disposal, and things were progressing rather slowly. Suzie was a morning person and almost always woke up feeling horny, and she didn’t want to be teased and played with. She wanted Jenny’s hand in her snatch, the other on her breast, and her tongue in her mouth. It was slow in coming, but the coffee eventually penetrated to where it was needed, and she got what she needed. Once she’d been seen to, Jenny tried a number of tricks, including rubbing one of Sadie’s nipples against her clit, and holding it against one of her hands. Both were enjoyable, but she finally came sitting on her face. Then she ordered breakfast, and they lay together, kissing and cuddling, until the same rather doleful-looking girl brought it in.
As they settled down to their cereals and toast- Jenny hadn’t ordered anything cooked, Suzie ventured to ask about the programme for the day. ‘We’re going to an auction this morning’, Jenny answered, ‘and we’ll have lunch at a stables. Then, I hope we’ll be going to either the PM’s or the President’s residence. I want to show you at least one personal harem slave, but I haven’t had it confirmed yet. A PHS is the most expensive kind of slave there is, both to buy and to maintain; the most beautiful of either gender, the most highly trained and motivated for no purpose other than sexual pleasure, given and received. I’m afraid you’re beyond the age to start training for that, but it’ll be good for you to see them. There are only two households in the area that have at least one of each gender.’ Now tell me something. Does Poppy know that you’re bisexual? Don’t pretend that I’m your first woman.’
Startled by the question, Suzie took a moment to answer. It was easy to engineer breaks in the conversation, as Jenny was feeding her by hand. ‘No, mistress, I can’t pretend that. Poppy has no idea; back home I was able to keep my two lives completely separate. Does she have to know, Miss Jenny?’
‘Well, I’m not going to go out of my way to tell her, but she was no slouch in bed either, so I wonder what the harm would be.’
‘She’s my best friend, miss. I don’t want her to think I’ve deceived her.’
Jenny seemed to think about that, but didn’t say anything more. When she’d finished feeding Suzie she led her to the bathroom, locked her ankle by a long chain to a loop in the floor, and freed her arms. She was thus able to clean herself after the toilet and brush her own teeth, and they showered together, soaping one another with plenty of kissing and intimate contact. After those few minutes of make-believe equality, however, Jenny locked her hands behind her back before releasing her ankle, and wrapped her in a huge white bath sheet to take her back to the bedroom. She didn’t bring one for herself and she didn’t seem to mind that she was dripping on the carpet. She pushed Suzie down onto the bed, opened the sheet and wrapped it round them both. They lay together snugly, Jenny holding Suzie in her arms and crushing their breasts together.. They didn’t have sex; it was Jenny’s intention to steal a few minutes of relaxation before the busy day ahead. It was an unpleasant surprise, therefore, when the serving girl came back in and, to her great embarrassment, woke them up. Nearly half an hour had passed, and Jenny scrambled to her feet and grabbed another towel. Both women were feeling a little chilled, an unusual sensation in that part of the world, and Jenny ordered the girl to help to dry them off properly. She did so, but she also had a message to convey.
‘Mistress Jenny’, she began hesitantly, ‘his lordship the Governor sends his very best wishes, and his gratitude for the privilege of having you as his guest. Should you be here tonight, he offers his services; he is sure you’d appreciate a respite from the trouble of looking after the new slaves in your charge.’
Although Jenny’s expression didn’t change, a stillness came over her, and she seemed for a moment to be lost for words. Speaking slowly and carefully, she finally replied. ‘Please thank your master for the generosity of his hospitality’, she said. After another brief pause she went on: ‘Tell him I’m very grateful for his offer of help. I’d have liked an evening off, but as it happens this was my last night here. I’m fully committed elsewhere.’
The girl didn’t look happy, but curtseyed, thanked Jenny, and turned to leave. There was a personal postscript, however. ‘Your master won’t like my reply. Be ready with a really good blowjob.’ The slave turned and smiled, and left without another word.
Jenny’s mood had changed completely. ‘Damn, damn, damn’, she hissed. ‘Now I’ve got to find somewhere for us all to stay tonight and it has to look like something arranged before now. Otherwise I’ll have the City Governor for an enemy.’
Suzie was surprised and bewildered by her outburst. ‘He sounds very polite, Miss Jenny.’
She laughed. ‘He didn’t say any of that, Suzie dear. That poor girl does diplomacy for him, and she’ll have to deal with his temper now. The Governor has a claim on the services of any prisoner in his charge; he’s one of the founders of the Republic and he’s had that right since then. He doesn’t usually use it with new slaves; he likes experience. He’s been told that you’re both young and pretty and have nice tits. Believe me, you wouldn’t like him, and it’s too soon for you to be exposed to someone like that.’
Jenny hurried their preparations to leave now. Suzie was hastily fitted with one of the bikini outfits; she used a strapless version to avoid having to unlock her wrists. She quickly gathered what she needed for the day in a shoulder bag and stuffed all her other possessions into a case, which was left to be sent to her later. Within fifteen minutes they were walking across the square. Suzie was on a lead, finding that Jenny was setting an uncomfortably fast pace. Until the last few days she’d never realised how important the hands were when walking. Without them there was no natural rhythm and she felt as if she was always stumbling along, and the faster the pace, the more difficult it was. The town seemed different today; the free people were more smartly dressed, but more of the slaves were topless or even naked. She heard a bell tolling in the background, and realised that many of the people she was seeing were on their way to church. She’d have liked to have asked Jenny about the naked slaves, but it was difficult enough to keep up without talking as well. She was quite breathless by the time they left the built-up area and marched into the brothel’s car park, where the Land Rover was waiting for them. They went straight into the foyer, and had to wait for a minute before one of the staff brought Poppy, whose ensemble was nothing if not ‘on trend’; topless with a very tiny bottom.
 









Chapter 10

Livestock

 
Jenny soon managed to swallow her irritation at finding Poppy almost naked. The lobby of the brothel was a busy place at that time, for the establishment was just opening its doors to both customers (though they could come at any time by appointment) and visitors to the exhibition. As the girl on the desk was briefly unoccupied, she went over and asked her to send Ted a message. Could she borrow one of the private cottages for a couple of nights? The girl wrote it down and summoned a boy to take it, but she also assured her that they did, in fact, have at least one vacant. They all became more aware of what was happening at one side of the foyer, which was normally hidden by a very large curtain. This was now being drawn to one side, slowly, by an electric motor. What was revealed was not a total surprise to Poppy, but it was a spectacle nevertheless. A St. Andrew’s Cross, perfectly symmetrical with forty-five degree angles, was slowly rotating, mounted on a shaft that emerged from the stonework of the wall. On the cross was mounted Midnight, naked and spread wide; Her wrists and ankles were not in ordinary cuffs but in wider alloy restraints that were fixed to plates that were, in turn, screwed to the woodwork of the cross. There was very little movement as she turned over and over; she was held tightly in place with her weight distributed between whichever limbs happened to be uppermost. Poppy knew that Midnight could not spend the whole morning without sexual release, but that had been taken care of. Her only apparel was a strange assembly strapped that looked at first glance like a very bulky pair of fetish-wear panties with a rod hanging down from it. It was actually a vibrator-cum-dildo, lodged in her vagina and held in place by stout plastic webbing. The dildo protruded between her legs and had a weight on the end. As she turned upside down, it plunged deeper into her, only to withdraw when she was upright. She’d be machine-fucked for at least two hours. ‘Ted’s very fond of her’, remarked Jenny. ‘I wonder what she did?’ Poppy gave her a brief explanation. They watched for a few minutes during which Midnight’s lovely face showed increasing signs of arousal. But they didn’t wait for her climax. The receptionist had a telephone call which confirmed that a cottage was available, and with that good news, Jenny led them out. Poppy and Suzie were once again joined by a coffle chain.
It was a short walk to the auction hall that was on one of the roads that joined the main routes in and out of town. Before they left the car park, however, Jenny stopped and gave them a short talk. ‘You need, girls, to learn the appropriate way to conduct yourself when topless in public. You must on no account try to hide yourselves by turning away from people, nor should you hang your heads as if ashamed or trying not to be recognised. On the other hand, you mustn’t thrust your tits out as if showing them off. You must be natural. Your keeper has decided that your tits will be on public view; you have no opinion on that. They’re my tits, not yours.’
There were quite a few people about, and the girls tried to do what they’d been told, but they didn’t fully understand what Jenny had said. Poppy suspected that they were being too coy, looking sideways at the passers-by who were obviously treating themselves to an eyeful. She also wondered whether she was walking normally. Her butt plug wasn’t actually hurting, but she was conscious of its presence at all times, and it was difficult to believe that it wasn’t obvious to everyone else as well.  But nothing was said, and in a few minutes they reached the long, low building that served as an auction house. Inside there was a stage with rows of seats in front, like a theatre, but it was full, so they watched from a low balcony at the back. They had a perfect view; the hall was not large so they were not too far from the stage, and there was a little shelf in front of them. There were only three or four other spectators near them- it wasn’t permissible to bid from the gallery- and they were soon served coffee, with straws for the girls. They were waited on by a very young man- probably no more than eighteen- who was naked, with a limp penis. He wore cuffs but they were not linked; his only bondage was a bit gag that was held in place by a network of straps with locking buckles. There was a loud hum of conversation from the buyers below, and as they waited for the sales to start, Jenny gave them brief introduction.
‘This is a general livestock auction house’, she explained. ‘The cattle, sheep, pigs etc. are in pens outside, and most will be sold this afternoon. The slaves they get here are not of the very highest quality, but some of the biggest households, like the President’s, send their hand-me-downs here. They’ll be a little past their bloom, or they’ll have been a disappointment in some way. The bigger houses get problems with competitiveness and bullying among slaves, and sometime one or two have to be replaced to keep the peace. There are also work-slaves and cooks, and so on. The less wealthy get a chance to choose from a selection of slaves that they might not normally be able to afford. Some of the rejects will do very well in smaller households. Most families keep only one or two slaves.’ She looked sternly at Poppy. ‘Sit still, girl; stop wriggling like that. I know it’s your first time wearing a butt plug, but show a bit more fortitude.’ Suzie looked at Poppy in surprise. Their brief and whispered conversations about their overnight experiences hadn’t touched on that topic.
Rather to their surprise, the first lot was a dog, or more accurately, a bitch. The very well-turned-out German Shepherd, looking eager and very friendly, was said to be good for many litters, and was also a good hunter and companion; good with children. There were several bids and the auctioneer seemed happy with the outcome, though the girls didn’t understand the currency units. Then came a Shetland pony, which also went quickly. Even Jenny looked frustrated when the third lot was a parrot. But the fourth was more what they’d come to see. The presentation of the girl was interesting. A rail ran along and above the central aisle from behind a curtain at the back of the stage to the balcony parapet, just in front of them. The first human lot emerged hanging by her wrists with her feet wide apart, attached to a spreader bar. A cable, doubtless worked by an electric winch, drew her along the rail, turning slowly to expose her to each side of the hall in turn. She was about thirty, but had a near-perfect figure, and the auctioneer explained that she was from a ‘quality’ home where the young master, new to his inheritance, was replacing some of the older stock. Whether or not the suspension was causing her any discomfort, the girl seemed to be doing her best to look appealing, gazing wide-eyed round the hall as if trying to catch as many eyes as possible. The bidding started as she began the return journey, and continued as she stopped to hang above the stage. When the hammer fell she was drawn back behind the curtain. Apparently the price had been disappointing, and she’d been bought by a dealer who would be hawking her round some of the more remote indigenous tribes. Just as gavel was falling on her, the gagged serving boy brought Jenny a catalogue; a crudely assembled heap of papers that nevertheless offered a mass of detailed information and full frontal and rear photographic views of all the lots, human or animal. She held up the ‘profile’ page for the girls to see. It listed all possible measurements, colours and characteristics, with information, in both Spanish and English. about her origins, training, augmentations and medical treatments, together with allergies and health problems, of which there were none. She was described as a ‘bondage, pleasure and general-purpose slave’, and a number of skills, including cooking and sewing, were listed as ‘secondary’. There was a short paragraph of subjective comments, presumably dictated by the previous owner. It was generally positive, but mentioned ‘occasional mood swings and territorial behaviour’. ‘That’s what brought the price down’, said Jenny. ‘It’s a serious matter to misdescribe a slave or fail to mention problems. This owner sets a lot of store by his reputation, so buyers always have confidence in him.’
The next few lots were work slaves of various kinds; two middle-aged women who were sold mainly as cleaners, a male gardener and groundsman, and an elderly woman who was offered as a bookkeeper. The last was not suspended from the rail but simply stood on the stage, as did a very fat black man who was a chef. His profile praised his cooking skills to the skies, but did suggest that he consumed a remarkable proportion of what he produced. Then came a much more interesting lot. Two almost identical young women- emerged from behind the curtain. A short horizontal bar had been attached to the rail, allowing them to hang separately, but with their bodies nevertheless touching, and facing one another. On the outward journey they looked around them, and the shapes of their bodies and breasts were clearly visible. They were both attractive, with medium-sized busts and bottoms and round, pleasant faces, but they were not beauties. On the return journey they kissed, and until the moment they were sold, as a pair for a good but not outstanding price, their mouths were locked together, their heads twisting against one another and their tongues occasionally visible. When the gavel fell they separated and tossed their heads back, and one of them swung her legs up to grasp the other round the waist. In that position they were wound back behind the curtain. There was a short break declared then, and Jenny decided they’d seen enough. ‘Matched pairs are very popular’, she said, ‘but those two weren’t of the highest quality. They’re rare, because we don’t allow incest in the Republic. They were probably first cousins.’
 

***

 
Instead of leaving straight away they went down to the cellar under the main hall. This was the viewing area, but as most of the stock was on sale, there were only two slaves present; very recent arrivals. Both were pleasure slaves; a black male in his early thirties and a much younger white woman. Both were on display in separate bays,  each chained in an ‘X’ shape between two posts, their feet on the floor. Both clearly had pierced tongues, with thin chains emerging from their mouths to demonstrate that. The male was quite handsome, though a thick ring in his nose that reached to his chin was, in the girls’ opinion, an acquired taste. His genitals were locked in a tight steel chastity cage, and his scrotum was also pierced, and hung unnaturally low under the weight of the ring. He watched them as they examined his profile, which was on a board just to one side. There seemed to be no problem with him, except that his mistresses- two businesswomen who lived together- had acquired three younger slaves as a settlement of an old debt. He was pretty much unmodified except for the piercings, but was said to be capable of five or six orgasms a day without chemical help.
The woman seemed, on the face of it, too good for the venue. She was quite fleshy, with big, firm breasts and wide hips, but her waist was slim and her legs well-shaped. Her face was round and very pretty, with big blue eyes and full, sensuous lips. Apart from her tongue she didn’t appear to be pierced anywhere, not even her ears. The profile was exceptionally full, with several fields filled in that were usually left blank. ‘She’s a local enslavement’, explained Jenny. ‘Has a record of involvement in drugs, shoplifting and minor violence. She’s been OK as a slave, but not everyone wants to take a chance, so she might not fetch the kind of price that her looks might suggest. If I was in the market I’d take a chance, if the price was right.’ She squeezed one of the girl’s breasts. ‘Nice; soft and curvy. I like that.’ The girl was nodding and making little squeaking noises. ‘She’s not supposed to do that’, said Jenny. ‘She’s asking me to buy her. We’ll turn a blind eye, shall we?’ There was no argument from the girls.
They left the viewing area by another door that led to the car park, which was almost full. There were no ‘cars’ as such- they were rare in the Republic- but several Jeeps and Land Rovers, some of them with horse-boxes attached. ‘This is as close as they get to the town centre on Sundays’, said Jenny, ‘and they’re only allowed to come here by one route’. There was also a pony cart, with two girls in the traces but sitting on the ground, bits and harnesses still in place. They didn’t get a close look, but walked quickly between some pens of cattle to reach the road, and made their way back to the brothel to collect their vehicle. A ten-minute drive through the forest brought them to their next objective; Southfork Ranch.
That whimsically-named establishment was a large and sprawling area of huts and bungalows, stables, paddocks and tracks that was dedicated to training, exercising and keeping human ponies. They were admitted through a guarded gate in a high barbed-wire and electrified fence, and they left the car park to walk along a tarmac path through a dense shrubbery. They crossed a dirt track, having to wait as a young man drove past, riding a light two-wheeled carriage pulled by two fully harnesses and bitted ponyboys with hoof-shaped boots and tails in their anuses. Their arms were in square binders behind them, held crossed wrist-to-elbow, and they wore blinkers that must have allowed them only a glimpse of Jenny and the girls. They were running, encouraged by cracks from a long whip that, as far as the watchers could see, was not actually making contact with their flesh. A lot of that was protected by the leather of the binders and harnesses. After they’d passed the visitors walked on to the main buildings, and a very smart young Asian woman, dressed in riding boots and jodhpurs, greeted Jenny warmly. She didn’t address the girls directly, but it seemed that her name was Aysha, and that she was going to show them round.
The ranch had so many different facilities, many of them looking quite alike, that the girls could never remember everything they’d seen there. There were dozens of ponies in various stages of their training, and with a number of different functions or specialisms. Some were being exercised unburdened, made to trot in a tethered circle to improve their fitness and deportment. A few were harnessed to a huge wheel which turned quite quickly as they ran, but as it was pumping water from a nearby well, it was hard work, and the whip was being freely used by two burly overseers. ‘This is purely a strength and stamina building exercise’, they were told. ‘But it serves a useful function as well.’ Much of the complex was stables. The ponies were kept in wooden stalls, chained by their collars to rings in the walls, lying on beds of straw. They were fed a mixture of protein, cereals and vegetables in the form of compressed bars which could be mounted on wall brackets or gags, or held in one pony’s mouth to be bitten by another. One was held up for the girls to try. It didn’t taste of much at all, but apparently treats were given to reward good performance. Some of the ponies in the stables were free except for their retaining chains; other were in armbinders, either square or pointed. Some wore chastity belts, and almost all the males had cock cages. ‘Sex is a major reward here’, they were told. ‘A pony that does really well is allowed to choose another for an hour, or a night in exceptional cases. The employees can use them as well; they have a set allowance that’s part of their remuneration. Some owners who leave their ponies with us put restrictions on their use.’ They went from the stables to a tack room; or rather a suite. On one area the ponies were measured and fitted, with bits, plumed helmets, tails etc. Harnesses were in another room, as was the chastity equipment. Yet another area housed the footwear. Most of the ponies wore hooves that looked realistic but actually had heels to make them easier for humans to use, but there was also a more authentic version. ‘These a quite new’, said Aysha. We’re using them for a short season to see how well they get accustomed to the lack of heels.’ Just outside there was a shed with two sections. It was a blacksmith’s that did branding, piercing and tattooing. They didn’t have to witness another branding- they were glad of that- but a young ponygirl was having her nipples pierced. It wasn’t a punishment, so she was anaesthetised, but the tool looked frighteningly large. ‘Some owners like to direct their ponies by the nipples, instead of the bit’, explained Aysha.
Before touring the outdoor facilities, they all had lunch on a very pleasant terrace overlooking one of the exercise yards, with a view of the forest just across the clearing. It was airy and quite peaceful, except for the occasional crack of a whip and cry of pain. A servant girl- a slave but not a pony- came to feed the girls, who were allowed to choose from a small menu. Both had omelettes- cheese for Poppy and mushroom for Suzie- with salad, and fresh fruit salad to follow. There was a range of fresh fruit juices and coffee afterwards. Aysha, who was obviously fond of talking in a rather pedantic fashion, spent much of the time discoursing on the functions of the stable. Although she and Jenny knew one another, the latter had never been to the ranch before, and in fact seemed not to know much about ponies. For some people they were an obsession, for some a hobby, and for some they were something that other people played with. She came into the last category.
‘You should understand’, said Aysha, ‘that the ponies you see here are quite specialised. We don’t take general-purpose slaves whose owners want add ponyplay to their repertoires. Our ponies have a special diet, a special exercise regime, and we try to spot their talents early and nurture them carefully. A few we train as specialists in dressage, but that’s not the most exciting spectator sport in the world. We do expect all our sports ponies to be competent in it, even those meant for passenger transport. More are trained as racers than anything else, though they won’t all do it as competitive sport. You’ll see that they tend to have bigger thigh and calf muscles, though in other respects they seem quite normal. The taller ones are best for short distances; the shorter for endurance and stamina events. It’s like running in that respect. Then we have a few big, strong horses- we refer to them as “shires” who are purely for draft; for pulling big carriages like old-fashioned stage coaches. They’re mostly for display. People like to see at least one at a gymkhana.’
Jenny was listening with obvious interest; Suzie and Poppy were mesmerised to hear her discoursing in so matter-of-fact a way about such treatment of human beings. They didn’t ask any questions, though Jenny was keen to pick up tips about spotting likely prospects at auctions. When lunch was over it was time for their tour. ‘Your carriage awaits’, said Aysha, and led them down some stairs to ground level, where a groom stood with a lightly-built but comfortable four-seat, four-wheeled carriage. Harnessed and ready were four ponygirls, complete with bits, plumes and tails, but Aysha felt the need to make excuses for them. ‘You’ll notice that their hands are locked to their belts at their sides’, she said. ‘That’s not a look that we favour, but these four are only just starting their serious training, and it exposes more of their backs to the whip. I hope you don’t mind my killing two birds with one stone; it seemed like a good chance for me to try them out.’
Jenny didn’t mind at all, and climbed up into the driving seat with Aysha, who took up the reins and had a long whip in a holder by her side. The girls were helped into the rear seat by the groom. Then they were off at a gentle trot, on a broad track that led between a number of paddocks, all of which were partly shaded (and concealed from above) by forest trees. Many of them had ponies being exercised in them, but to Poppy and Suzie they all looked the same. They were more interested in watching the ponies that were pulling their cart. Most intriguing was the strap that passed between their legs; they couldn’t help giggling at the thought of how it must be making them feel. They passed through an especially dense patch of undergrowth to come to another clearing in which just two ponies were being exercised. They were only just visible behind a row of trees and some lower vegetation at the other side, and looked the same as all the others, but Aysha didn’t seem to realise that. ‘We aren’t exactly keeping these two a secret’, she said, ‘but we don’t want people coming to stare at them, either.’ She’d stopped the carriage, but it was only when the ponies came much closer that they saw what was different about them. Like the first fucktoy they’d seen at Ted’s brothel, they had no arms. As with that girl, there was no sign that arms had ever been present.
‘I know that armless women work as sex slaves’, said Aysha, ‘but we’ve never encountered them as ponies. But equine ponies don’t have arms, and it does make driving easier. There’s nothing to get in the way of the whip. These two belong to us; we put out feelers all over South America, and it took nearly two years to get a well-matched pair. They’ve settled in well and they work hard.’
Poppy and Suzie looked at one another, but neither spoke. They were both thinking that their hard work might well have something to do with their vulnerability to the whip, an instrument about which Aysha seemed very fond of talking. So far she hadn’t touched the one in the carriage’s holder. She shook the reins and drove them on into the forest again. This time it was only a thin screen, and they pulled up in a little car park by a modest group of buildings. There was a pick-up truck present, so there was vehicular access to the road. The two free women helped the girls to the ground and they entered the nearest of the buildings. It wasn’t very obvious, at first, what it was. An empty desk and a stack of opaque plastic jugs were all that was to be seen. Passing through another door, however, made everything clear. They were in a dairy. ‘This is an experimental venture’, said Aysha. ‘We’re trying to diversify our business.’ Unusually for her, she let their surroundings speak for themselves. The barn- for that’s what it was- had a central isle, and five large partitions of varying sizes, all of them open.

 

***

 
The largest area was the living quarters for six huge-breasted women, most of them quite large in other respects as well, who lounged on couches or sat at a table. They had some of the comforts of home, with two televisions and two laptops, with plenty of earphones, music and video players. A couple were reading books. They had a lounge area between them, and small alcoves with beds and simple furniture. They needed no wardrobes or clothes drawers, as they were all naked. To use toilets and showers they had to cross to another partition that housed showers and washbowls as well. The second largest partition was the milking room, which housed a number of machines with several different sizes and types of breast pumps. With most of them, the hucow sat on a stool and attached them herself, pressing the necessary buttons on the machine, controlling the amount of suction and the rhythm with which it waxed and waned. Two machines, however, served frames to which an uncooperative hucow could be locked. One was occupied, the woman looking resigned rather than defiant as her milk flowed through transparent tubes to the receiving tank. Another such subject was in the fourth partition. This had three little cells with barred fronts, and nothing but narrow cots well equipped with rings and chains. She appeared to be asleep.
The fifth partition was an office and lounge for the attendants. One was preparing food in a corner kitchenette, and the other was tapping the keys of a laptop. Both made as if to come over to greet the visitors, but Aysha waved them back to work. ‘As you can see, we have eight cows at the moment. They’ve all been treated to enhance their milk production and improve the quality. We prefer to keep them full-time. We can borrow more from brothels and even get free volunteers, but we find that they rarely produce to our standards. But we can’t meet the demand. Human milk is very popular, both as something different, and as an improvement on formula for babies whose mothers can’t feed them. We also produce yoghurt, cheese, and butter, but we haven’t got the quantity to market them regularly.’
They wandered over to the lounge, and the hucows left what they were doing to kneel to the free women. Some of them were quite good looking, and would have been classed as ‘BBWs’ in a brothel. One less attractive woman had breasts so huge that they touched the floor when she knelt. All wore locked collars and cuffs, and their wrists were joined by chains about a foot apart; their ankles by eighteen inches. There was a kind of door- like an enormous cat flap- in the back of the room. ‘They have a paddock outside that they can use’, said Aysha. ‘We’ve grown lots of edible plants- lettuce, rocket, kale- that sort of thing- so they can graze. It’s not a bad life. We send over a young man every few days for them to use. It’s always a trainee pony; we lock his hands behind him and give him a drug that keeps him erect for twelve hours.’
‘What about the ones who aren’t cooperating?’ asked Jenny.
‘They don’t get the luxuries, but the attendants can use them if they want. I’m not sure they do. If we have any experiments to try out, we use them. At the moment we’re finding that there’s a small benefit from whipping their breasts between milkings, but not enough to make it worth doing it to the others. We’re going to try putting their breasts in a kind of vice while milking is taking place, to drain out every last drop each time. These are not deserving cases, by the way. If they’re not cooperating with us, they probably haven’t done so with anyone else, either.’
Jenny didn’t argue with that, and they briefly inspected the laboratories beyond the hall where the milk products were made by technicians in white coats. Then they went back to their carriage and resumed their drive. As Aysha explained, there was a long track that curved round the perimeter of the ranch, through the forest, that was used to test speed and endurance. As soon as they started she took the whip from its holder and cracked it above the ponies, and she set a faster trot than before. Nevertheless they seemed to keep it up without difficulty. The carriage swayed from side to side on the uneven track, and the seats had very basic steel springs, and Poppy and Suzie, without the use of their hands, had to brace their feet firmly, wide apart on the floor, to maintain stability. The cushion on the seat was thin, and Poppy felt as if her butt plug was being hammered further into her with mallet. Just as they began to think that the ponies must be tiring, they entered a long straight section, probably a kilometre from the main complex. ‘Gallop!’, shouted Aysha, and cracked the whip again. The speed and the swaying increased as the ponies broke into a run. As it was a more natural movement than a trot, they may at first have found it easier, but very soon the effort began to tell. At the moment the pace began to slacken, Aysha began to whip the ponies. She was very skilful at that. With two pairs, the obvious danger was that those at the rear would bear the brunt, pushing the front pair and preventing them from following a straight course. She was able to curl the whip round to them, both left and right, applying approximately two strokes to the front pair for each one to the rear. Thus the carriage remained on a straight course while increasing its speed, though the ponies were swaying in their traces and snorting and gasping round their bits. As they covered the last couple of hundred yards, cohesion began to fail. Considering that they were inexperienced, the ponies had kept well in step with one another, even when galloping under the lash. But at the end it got more and more ragged, and the carriage not only began to slow, but also to jerk sharply from side to side. In the back, the girls were in real danger of being thrown out, and Poppy realised that the only way to avoid disaster was to throw her own body down across Suzie’s knees, which she did. Her weight held her friend in her seat, and as they finally drew up at the spot from which they left, she sat up just in time to see the ponies collapsing onto the ground. The groom was there to help them out, and they could see, as they walked round to the front, the red whipmarks on the flesh of their backs and shoulders. They heard the instructions Aysha gave to the groom. ‘They did well. Give them the ointments, feed them something tasty, and let them choose their partners tonight.’ Clouds, it seemed, even for ponygirls, had silver linings.
Aysha had work to do and Jenny hadn’t yet heard about their next destination, so they went back to the terrace for tea and scones. Jenny fed them this time, and she made sure they all sat very close to one another. ‘That was an eye-opener’, she said first. ‘I’ve known Aysha for years, but I had very little idea of what she does. My brother used to play a long and tedious game called Civilization, and when Peter the Great appeared, he described himself as ‘cruel but fair’. I guess that’ll do for her as well.’
The girls both laughed. ‘I hope the ponies enjoy themselves tonight’, said Poppy. Having put them at their ease, Jenny got more serious.
‘There’s something I want to talk to you two about’, she said quietly, ‘and this is a conversation that never took place. You two are fond of one another, aren’t you? Are you worried about being parted from one another?’
‘We’ve been friends almost all our lives, Miss Jenny, I haven’t thought about us being parted, because I can’t really imagine it.’
‘Neither can I’, said Suzie. ‘But what can we do about it? If different people buy us, that’s it. We’ll have to deal with it.’
‘That’s true’, said Jenny. ‘There’s nothing I can do that will guarantee that you can stay together. But perhaps you can improve the odds. You are two very lovely girls of the same age, the same general build- you could get closer there- and the same breast size, near enough. One black, one white. People like pairs. Sold as a pair, you might make more than the sum of your individual values. If I could show that it’s possible, I could get more time to train you. But so much depends on you. I can’t really order you to do what you’d need to do. At least, I could, but if I did you wouldn’t be convincing.’
Jenny seemed reluctant to go on without prompting, but Poppy had no idea what she was talking about. Suzie, on the other hand, was getting an inkling. Her night of passion with Jenny, the revelation that Poppy was also ‘no slouch in bed’ with a woman, and the two cousins snogging as they were sold together at the auction; it all added up. She looked at Poppy, and back at Jenny, and burst out, too loudly for comfort: ‘You want us to be lovers, don’t you!’ Then she added ‘Miss Jenny’ as an afterthought. The latter was taken aback by the speed with which she’d reached that conclusion. She’d planned to lead them to the truth more gently. Poppy was staring at her open-mouthed, gradually turning bright red. She back-pedalled.
‘It isn’t about me’, she protested. ‘I’m not telling you to do anything. We’re talking about what you want, and I’m just exploring the possibility of improving your chances of getting it.’
‘If you want to give us what we want, why don’t you smuggle us out of here’, snapped Suzie. ‘We want to go home.’
‘“Home” doesn’t exist for you two anymore’, retorted Jenny. ‘Do you want all three of us to end up as fucktoys?’ The conversation was getting out of control. It wasn’t healthy for her, in her role as their trainer and mentor, to be having a face-to-face row with Suzie, as if they were equals, let alone lovers having a tiff. She’d got on so well with them, personally and sexually, that she’d forgotten how close their fear and anger were to the surface; how volatile the situation was. She decided that the only thing she could do was to withdraw with dignity. ‘My name is Miss Jenny, Suzie’, she said, trying to put a hard edge into her voice. ‘Now I’m going to leave you alone for ten minutes, and when I come back, as I said at the beginning, this conversation never took place.’ Without waiting for a response she got up and walked away, not having any idea where she was going. In fact she did have some calls to make, so the time wouldn’t be wasted.
Suzie was breathing heavily, and Poppy was so embarrassed that she didn’t know what to do with herself. Since meeting at Ted’s brothel that morning, they’d had almost no chance to talk privately, just whispering the odd word when Jenny was distracted, which wasn’t often. Surprisingly, it was Poppy who composed herself enough to say something rational. ‘Suzie’, she asked, ‘how did your night with Miss Jenny go?’
Suzie looked at her as if she was asking about something that was totally irrelevant. ‘Brilliantly. It was fantastic. This morning I’d have walked over hot coals for her. Now I could strangle her. What a difference a day makes.’
‘I had a good night with her too. Let’s think about her point of view. She had great sex with me. It sounds as if she had even greater sex with you. She’s concluded from that you could have great sex with me. It’s a bit crude, but remember where we are. The Mills and Boon school of interpersonal relations isn’t the orthodoxy here. She’s doing arithmetic while we’re doing quantum physics.’
Suzie stared at her. ‘I’ve never read a Mills and Boon romance, and neither have you. I do know they aren’t about quantum physics, or even GCSE physics. Are you making excuses for her?’
‘No, Suzie dear. Don’t be annoyed with me. She hasn’t told us to do anything. We can just forget about it. She said that. We can’t have her as an enemy.’
‘Do you really think we can forget about it? She wants us to fuck one another? What do you really think about that?’
Poppy was silent for so long that Suzie prompted her. ‘Well?’
‘I don’t think we should think at all, Suzie’, she answered. We’ve been friends all our lives, and we can’t imagine being anything else. Three days ago, could either of us imagine being lovers with Jenny? Last night I had a great time with Midnight, as well as Ted. We’re in a different world now. Shouldn’t we just let the suggestion rest in the backs of our minds for a day or two?’
Suzie looked at her in amazement. ‘You know, Poppy, I thought I had to shoot her down in flames for your sake. I thought you’d be horrified by what she said.’
Poppy smiled at her ‘You always stand up for your friends. You even tried to stand up for Lizzie. But I’ll be totally honest with you even if it does disgust you. When I look at you sitting next to me here, bare breasted and bound like me, the thought of sex with you is strange, even a bit frightening, but it isn’t unpleasant. I know I’m gambling with our friendship, but I’m willing to try it. Someone- I can’t remember who- once said to me, that if your best friend isn’t your lover, you’ve got either the wrong best friend or the wrong lover, or both.’
Suzie was struggling to come to terms with what she was hearing. ‘Fuck me’, she said. ‘Come to think of it, you probably will. OK. What on earth are we going to say to Jenny?’
‘Not me; you. You’re sorry for having spoken to her like that. We’re grateful to her for trying to help us. Her suggestion is difficult for us, but we’re not rejecting it out of hand.’ Poppy was on the brink of suggesting that they try the briefest of kisses- she was regretting that their bondage prevented them from taking one another’s hands- when Jenny came back in, followed by the serving girl carrying a fresh pot of tea. Cups were poured out, and she applied jam and cream to a scone, cutting it up into bite-sized pieces.
‘We’ve got another twenty minutes before we leave’, said Jenny briskly. ‘Scone anyone?’ She was obviously giving them the chance to reset the clock to before the exchange, but Suzie grasped the nettle and made her little speech.
‘Mistress Jenny; I spoke to you rudely and inappropriately. I apologise, and I ask you to forgive me. I know you have our best interests at heart, and you’ve been very kind to us. We don’t yet know if we can do as you suggested, but we are resolved to think about it.
The atmosphere lightened in an instant. Jenny beamed with relief, got up and kissed Suzie warmly on the mouth. Then she did the same for Poppy. Nothing more was said. For the next quarter of an hour she fed them scone as if she was stuffing dolls. When it was almost time to leave, Jenny remarked that Suzie was flexing and shrugging shoulders, albeit as discreetly as she could. ‘They’re beginning to ache a bit, Miss Jenny’, she replied. ‘I put a lot of strain on them last night.’ The reminder produced a friendly grin and a tube of ointment, which she applied with tender affection, with an entirely unnecessary dab rubbed into each breast. Poppy was studying her cup of tea, but Jenny asked her if her plug was hurting, as she seemed to be sitting slightly lopsided. ‘Just a bit sore, mistress’, she replied. It took a hammering during the gallop home.’ Jenny told her to stand up and spread her legs, and rubbed ointment all around the intrusion. For luck she applied a little to the vaginal opening as well, and during the process a finger slipped in accidentally. Finally readjusting the tiny panties, she asked Suzie if she read tea-leaves.
‘No, miss, but I occasionally find them interesting.’
 









Chapter 11

The Palace

 
It was a happy trio that climbed back into the Land Rover, Jenny telling the girls that they were going to visit the Presidential Palace. ‘He won’t be there, and we can only stay for an hour, but that should be enough. We’ll want to be back at Ted’s early enough to settle in and have something to eat.’
Bloated with scones, jam and cream, the girls couldn’t imagine eating dinner in the foreseeable future, but at least they’d been taken to the loo to lose most of the tea. Jenny had made the most of the opportunity to handle them intimately; there was no concealing her relief that they were all back on good terms. She drove them fairly slowly along a very narrow and poorly-maintained track that was, she said, their only way to get to the palace when the town centre was closed to traffic. On previous drives, the two girls, sitting in the back, had placed themselves by the side windows, both for a better view, and to steady themselves against the rocking of the vehicle, for on the Republic’s roads seatbelts were minor nuisances that sometimes got in the way when doors were closed. Now, by unspoken agreement, they positioned themselves in the middle, leaning forward to watch through the space between the front headrests. It meant they were rubbing shoulders a lot, and laughing as potholes jostled them together or threatened to cause them to fall sideways. Jenny liked having their curious faces just over her shoulder, and they did spot the occasional monkey swinging across the road, and a few colourful birds flitting between branches. They finally emerged onto a better surface, and after a couple of miles turned off again to follow a very well-made but narrower road for a quarter of a mile. It ended in a car park by a river; the first time they’d seen a large body of water in the Republic.
The waterway locally known as the Amazet (pronounced ‘Amazey’) was a tributary of a tributary of the Amazon, as no doubt all rivers were in that region. Although it was not all navigable, the reach near the capital was very broad and slow-flowing and boasted a number of substantial islands. The Presidential Palace and its grounds occupied one such, and access was only by boat or helicopter. The house was very large but, like all such places in the Republic, well camouflaged, and a pattern of lights was installed in the helipad to guide pilots, once they’d established their credentials. Jenny and the girls were, of course, going by boat, and by the jetty was waiting a beautiful polished wooden pinnace with a glass-windowed shelter in the stern. Amidships were four rowing positions, occupied by naked male slaves chained to their oars. The forward pair were limp, but the two men closer to the passenger seats sported rampant erections. A free crewmen helped them all on board, and they settled into the cushioned seats in the shelter. He then moved to the bow and directed the oarsmen, holding a whip that he never needed to use. The crossing took no more than three minutes, so unlike Aysha’s ponies they were unlikely to tire. ‘His Excellency’s Chamberlain has literally pushed the boat out for us’, remarked Jenny. ‘Usually it’s a little dinghy with an outboard motor.’ She pointed out some of the unusual features of the boat, which included a solar-powered cabinet for chilled drinks and a pull-out bed. It also had special safety features. ‘Notice how thick the hull is’, she said. ‘It’s double-skinned and laminated with foam, so even if the boat was broken in pieces it wouldn’t sink. The galley slaves wouldn’t drown, and they’ve also got panic buttons on their oars. Pressing them deploys a gas-filled bladder that would function as a life-preserver.’
Suzie said cynically that ‘It wouldn’t preserve them from whatever lives in the water, miss’, but Jenny just laughed at that. They were arriving now, gliding straight into a large boathouse where the aforementioned dinghy was moored by a wooden platform. They had the benefit of concrete steps, at the top of which the aforementioned official, wearing a smart but plain outfit- a pilot shirt and dark slacks- waited to greet them. Jenny knew him by name; Jason Albright, and he was a handsome man of about forty with a cheerful and friendly disposition. ‘His Excellency has told me to show you anything you want to see’, he said. I know you’ve been here before, so you’ll be mainly wanting to visit the features that your new slaves will find instructive. If you’re in agreement, we’ll walk through some of the public rooms and then visit the slave’s quarters. You’ll be interested particularly in the harem slaves?’
‘That’s perfect, Jason. That’s exactly what we need to do.’
The girls rubbernecked as they were led through gilded halls and a huge dining room with a twenty-place dining table and two huge crystal chandeliers. There was a big conference room that they only glanced at. They saw a mixture of reception rooms that would have graced an English stately home, furnished with priceless antiques and old masters, and smaller but still luxurious spaces with rather more couches and chaise than one normally found in family living rooms. All the rooms had posts that could have been supporting ceilings, lamps, planters, etc., but were obviously for restraining slaves. Several had glassed-in spaces- vivariums for people- like the ones in Ted’s bed chamber, but they were all empty. They passed through an ante-room where they were offered fruit juice and snacks by a topless waitress; they only accepted the former, and she fed it to the girls, trickling into their mouths instead of using straws. From there they went through a hidden door in the panelling, and down a service stairway into the cellars.
The slaves’ workplaces and living quarters were plain, but spacious and comfortable, and the kitchen was very modern and well appointed. A small staff was working there preparing dinner for the slaves and the small establishment of free employees, but with the President absent it all seemed very relaxed. The kitchen maids were all quite pretty and worked topless; the cook was much older and fully dressed. All wore collars but no chains. Doubtless the river was a sufficient barrier to unauthorised wanderings. They passed on down a narrower tunnel and down some more steps, and came to a heavy wooden door with a heavy padlock. This he opened, and waved them through, saying that ‘This is what you really came to see, I think’.
Passing through the narrow doorway, they found themselves in a completely different environment. It was a kind of grotto, though quite well lit. Seemingly carved from the bedrock, or possibly expanded from existing caves, it comprised a large central gallery, irregular and curved in shape, with other passages and spaces opening from it. It was warm but fresh- air conditioned- and offered all the necessities of life, including a kitchen, bathrooms, and entertainment rooms, including a tiny cinema. The only two people visible were two young slaves, male and female. She wore a steel chastity belt, and he had a padlock in a very large piercing in his foreskin. Apart from their collars and cuffs, they were otherwise naked and unrestrained, and were both busy with cooking and cleaning chores, though they fell to their knees as soon as they spotted the visitors. Both were presentable, but nothing special. Jason waved them to their feet and told them to carry on.
The most conspicuous feature of the grotto was its luxury and sheer opulence. Oriental rugs covered most of the floor, and hangings adorned the walls. Soft furnishings were plentiful and luxurious, and the couches had silk or gauze hangings that offered their users- now absent, whoever they were- a degree of privacy. Jason led the way into a side passage, and paused for a moment. ‘I’ve asked one of the residents to keep herself free to meet us’, he said quietly. It’s pot luck with the others.’
The walked on for a few yards and found themselves standing on in a fabulous boudoir; a mass of silks and chiffons, with rococo furnishings and a huge four-poster bed. In front of that, however, was a chaise longue on which reclined the most beautiful human being that Poppy or Suzie had ever met face to face. She was about twenty-five and of mixed race, with almost golden skin and long black hair cascading in waves over her shoulders. She had dark, generous lips and big eyes with long lashes, and a long, smooth neck. Her body looked a hundred percent natural, but her breasts were full, large and shapely, her waist narrow, and her hips exquisitely curved. She was naked, but not unchained, for she wore full set of gold cuffs. A golden chain connected her wrists, but it ran through the front ring of her collar, draping gracefully under her breasts. Her ankles were also joined by a generous length, probably almost three feet. The chains seemed light, so could not have been real gold, and their length made them more decorative than functional.
She was lovely, but there were many lovely women in the Republic, most of them slaves. It was the presentation that made her breath-taking. She was totally relaxed, graceful, confident, and completely visible. She lay on her side on her chaise, reading a little book, but without any conscious effort she was making both her breasts and her vaginal slit open to their gaze. Her exquisite lips, which seemed to be just moist but not wet, bore a very faint smile. When she saw them looking at her, she put down the book and rose to her feet with the fluidity of a ballet dancer, and walked over to them with her arms crossed behind her, keeping her wrist chain snuggly resting over her shoulders. She curtseyed deeply, twice, once to Jason and once to Jenny, and then stepped forward to kiss the former, her lips blending with his, enveloping his mouth until he pushed her back and gently turned her towards Jenny. She got the same treatment, until he pulled her back. ‘I’ve brought two new slaves to see you, Willow’, he told her. Please show them how to kiss.’ She came over to Poppy, smiled warmly at her and nodded slightly as if to reassure her. Poppy was a little shorter, so she inclined her head up, and felt the velvety softness seal her mouth, and Willow’s tongue circling the inside of her lips. The harem slave contrived, while giving her the best French kiss that she’d ever experienced, to brush her nipples slowly and lightly over the upper surfaces of Poppy’s breasts,  It seemed to go on for a long time, though it was probably about a minute, and she felt at that time that she’d spend the rest of her days trying to emulate Willow’s skill and presence. When Jason parted them she felt as if she’d been dropped back to earth from a great height, but she watched carefully while Suzie enjoyed the same treatment, looking forward to comparing notes later on. Afterwards Jason had a brief conversation with Willow. After promising to have her brought to his apartment after dinner, he asked if the other three were available. The voice that followed was soft, mellow and accentless.
‘Mandingo and Fellatia are in the latter’s quarters, Master Jason. Tom isn’t here; he’s been lent to the Foreign Minister for a few days. There’s a delegation from a middle eastern country; we weren’t told the name.’
‘Fine. What were you reading?’
A language textbook, master. I’m learning Swedish. His Excellency told me he’s expecting visitors from there in a couple of weeks. I know they’ll speak English and German, but I thought they’d like to hear their own language.’
‘Good idea. Thanks, Willow; I’ll see you later.’
‘I’ll look forward to it, master.’
They went back to the main gallery, and over to another opening. That led to a rather larger chamber, just as luxurious, with the bed closer to their vantage point and with nothing to obstruct the view. It was occupied by a very pale-skinned blonde girl- younger than Willow- and a gorgeous black man of about thirty. They were making love, but stopped as soon as they saw they had visitors. Jason told them to ignore them and carry on, and that’s just what they did. They had eyes only for one another, and there was no hint that they were playing to a gallery; none of the coy looks that characterise the sex scenes in porn movies. The girl- doubtless Fellatia- was on top, showing off her alabaster skin against that of her very black partner. Her body was slimmer than Willow’s; her breasts smaller but still very well-shaped and with big, hard nipples, one of which could just be seen rubbing against Mandingo’s chest. Her lips, when separated from his for short periods, could be seen to be very wide and full, but pale and shiny, as if she was wearing gloss, which she wasn’t. The male below her was another perfect specimen; a smooth hairless body which was muscular without being sinewy, and his face was finely chiselled and distinguished. Again, with both of them, it was the poise and presentation that marked them out as different. They didn’t just fuck with their hips; their whole bodies undulated gracefully in perfect harmony with one another. When she came it was like surf crashing onto a beach; her waves of passion were massive but mannered, though no-one could doubt that her orgasm was genuine. Then, with effortless elegance, she turned on him to the ‘69’ position, and from the very first contact, the whole length of his big black cock slipped into her mouth. They could see her throat expanding and contracting as she moved up and down on him, faster and faster. Meanwhile, most of his face was hidden between her legs, and his mouth was over her pussy. Doubtless he was tonguing her with sublime skill, but what they could see was his hands against her whiteness, stroking up and down her body, seeming to gather her down to him, with his fingers splayed out in a perfectly symmetrical pattern. There was something deeply sinewy about the way his body writhed under hers, and as he began to pump his seed into her mouth and throat, he undulated along his whole length, with her riding him, matching his curves with her own. Not a drop of cum escaped, though he seemed to pump for ten or fifteen seconds. ‘He’s been enhanced’, said Jason very softly. ‘He produces double the usual amount, twice as often.’
They’d have liked to have gone on watching, but Jenny drew them away, anxious to be on the move again. So they left without being introduced, but once back in the ordinary slave quarters Jason insisted on showing them a couple more rooms. One was a store for a vast collection of iron and steel restraints of many different kinds, including pillories, stocks and fiddles, not all of them having functions that Poppy and Suzie recognised. ‘The President loves metal’, he told them. He likes the security and rigidity that it provides, and he loves the contrast between soft flesh and hard steel.’ Poppy wondered whether he was really talking about the President. The last room they saw was the whipping chamber; a bleak, featureless place with upright posts, a couple of benches, and a cupboard for the equipment.  ‘I’m glad to say we don’t use this much’, he said. ‘Visitors use it more than we do. The President’s a kind, merciful owner and he doesn’t like whipping his slaves. Generally they know they’ve landed in clover and behave themselves, but he has a hard and fast rule. Three whippings in any two year period, and they’re off to the auction house.’ Remembering their visit that morning, Poppy asked whether they lost many that way. ‘About three or four a year; no more. He doesn’t order whippings lightly, and it only applies to proper punishments, not to good-humoured chastisements.’ He laughed and lowered his voice as if parting with a juicy bit of gossip. ‘I say “hard and fast”, but the last case was Her Excellency’s hairdresser, of whom she’s very fond. The girl made difficulties over having sex with one of the gardeners, and it caused some ill-feeling below stairs. When she was finally carted off, Her Excellency was so upset that he sent someone to buy her back at the auction. But she was sent to the clinic and given bigger tits, and so much of the libido drugs that she’s been begging for it ever since. She’s had no more whippings. After life in the Palace, hanging in that hall like a piece of meat really brought home to her how lucky she is. It is inconvenient, sometimes, because we’re obliged to keep her serviced. For those of us with access to the harem slaves, it can be frustrating.’
He seemed to be willing to go on with more anecdotes for as long as required. Doubtless the politician in him understood the value of showing that the Presidential household had a human face. Suzie remembered that British prime ministers occasionally talked about their youthful escapades, but could only bring to mind something about running through a cornfield, which seemed rather less entertaining. Jenny stepped in to insist that the time had come for them to depart, so soon they were back in the pinnace, and then the Land Rover. By a circuitous route she got them to Ted’s brothel just before six o’clock, and their arrival in the car park having been reported to Ted, he came to reception to greet them warmly. He kissed them all, but fondled Poppy’s breasts for good measure. He personally led them through the main building and down a narrow path to reach an isolated chalet, which he called a cottage. Leading them in and handing over the key to Jenny, he invited them to dinner in his quarters in an hour. Jenny accepted, and he promised to send a guide to show them the way. ‘The jungle paths can be confusing, and it’s possible to get quite badly lost’, he said.









Chapter 12

At Fives and Sevens

 
The chalet had cosy rooms and comfortable furniture, though the two beds were only doubles. There was a lounge with a dining area, a little kitchen, and two bedrooms and only one bathroom, but it was a wetroom and had two toilets, two washbowls and a bidet. There were rings and staples in all the necessary places, and several cupboards and drawers that contained bdsm equipment. Jenny’s possessions had been brought over during the day. She wanted to change, so she decreed showers for them all, and they all went in together. She had to wash the girls, whose hands were still locked behind them, but she did so with obvious enjoyment, and they laughed and joked as she cleaned their most private places. Poppy, however, was wishing she’d freed them, thinking it would have been an excellent opportunity for she and Suzie to move towards a greater intimacy. She did her best to stay close to, and touching, her friend. Suzie didn’t seem to mind, even when she came up right behind her under the showerhead, pressing her breasts against her back, but she didn’t respond in kind. Poppy was slightly annoyed with Jenny for not helping in any way, but realised that she might be afraid to take the initiative after the episode at the stables. Her diagnosis was correct. Suzie’s stomach had been slightly disturbed by the amount of cream that she’d eaten, and while she was left sitting on the toilet, Jenny had a quiet word. ‘I noticed what you were trying to do’ she whispered. ‘Good luck with it, but I can’t take the initiative. Today could have ended very badly, and not just for you two.’
‘I know, mistress’, she answered. ‘But we need some time together. These are very busy days.’
‘I’ll see what I can do. But take it slowly. You knocked some sense into her this afternoon, but sense has a way of leaking out again.’
‘I know, Miss Jenny.’
Suzie’s hands had already been freed for her to clean herself, and Jenny now did the same with Poppy, locking them in front after she’d had a few minutes to exercise her arms. Soon Suzie joined them and they all sat together in the living room, talking. ‘It’s nice in here, but I’m not sure how much time we’ll have to enjoy it’, said Jenny. ‘I’d rather have kept our rooms at the Justice Hall. Ted is the kindest and most hospitable of men, but he will organise our lives for us. God knows what we’re in for tonight. We have to remember what this place is.’
Poppy spoke up. ‘I had a good time last night’, she said. ‘But whether I’ve the energy to live like that all the time; that’s another matter.’
‘It’s not one for you to decide’, retorted Jenny. ‘But I know what you mean. The nights are not always the most restful times.’ She reached out and squeezed Suzie’s hand, and got a smile for her pains. They were all still naked, and time was passing, so she fished a little blue halter top and a short white skirt from her case, and put them on, doing a little twirl for them. ‘He obviously likes you topless’, he said to Poppy, ‘so just a loincloth for you, and there’s no point in dressing Suzie differently.’ The ‘loincloths’, like the ones Ted himself wore, were really just lengths of white bandage, and there was a stock of them in a drawer. They were just wound round the waist and under the crotch, two or three times, and secured with a knot, or just by tucking in at the waist.. They were, of course, just as easily torn off. Just as Jenny put the finishing touches to theirs, the boy who’d been in the tank with Midnight rang the doorbell. He also wore a loincloth, but his hands, locked together, were also fixed to his collar at the front. As he led them through the jungle, Poppy asked and received permission to speak to him. ‘How are you?’, she asked. ‘You didn’t seem well this morning.’
‘Thank you, miss, for asking. I wasn’t well; I was severely dehydrated, and after you’d gone the nurse put me on a drip. I’m much better now. I should be back at work tomorrow.’
After what seemed like a longer walk than the one they’d taken to get to the chalet, they arrived at Ted’s quarters. There they found him with Midnight, a cook who was bringing in some starters, and a timid but pretty white girl who was kneeling on the floor by a temporary table that he’d had set up in his living and sleeping space. After the standard greetings he waved apologetically at it. ‘I don’t have a dining room’, he explained. ‘I usually eat in the cafeteria, and entertain guests in one of the cottages, but I liked the idea of eating in here this evening.’
Midnight seemed none the worse for her morning on the wheel; in fact she seemed brimming with happiness despite having her arms in a square armbinder. It emerged that the timid girl- Fanny- was there just to feed her, having eaten earlier. They sat down to old fashioned prawn cocktails which were followed by a baron of lamb that Ted carved himself. With carrots, green vegetables, roast potatoes and mint sauce, it was an archetypal English Sunday dinner, and they all did their very best to do justice to it despite the surfeit of jam and cream scones in which they had indulged a few short hours ago. Poppy even managed a little of the lemon meringue pie, though Suzie refused that. Midnight ate ravenously, keeping Fanny fully occupied, and they all drank plenty of the good red Chilean wine.
At first they talked about what they’d seen during the day. Ted was familiar with Southfork, had visited several times, and knew Aysha. ‘Lovely girl’, he said. ‘Bit heavy-handed with the whip.’
‘She certainly knew how to use it’, said Jenny, ‘but she didn’t actually strike our ponies until we were nearly home and they were flagging.’
‘She’s careful with the ponies; they’re her main raison d’être’. But she also enters whipping competitions; she’s got quite a reputation in that circle. Didn’t you know that?’
‘No. I’ve met her quite a few times but I wouldn’t really call her a friend. I’m not an expert in that area myself. I only have a dozen whips in my own collection, and I’m often torn between the weight and heft of rubber, the feel and smell of real leather, and the textures and variety of marks that artificial fibres can produce. Then there’s always the question of the number of tails . . .
‘OK, OK, that’s enough on that topic for the dinner table’, interrupted Ted. ‘I know we have a whipping shed here, but it’s been a long time since I used the lash to punish one of my slaves.’
‘It’s a pity Midnight can’t tell us how much she enjoyed the wheel’, Jenny replied. ‘A few strokes would have been quicker and less of a public spectacle.’
The lovely black girl was concentrating on her food and had her eyes fixed on Fanny. Poppy and Suzie were looking at Jenny with some amazement. Both were wondering whether the visit to the whip manufacturer had been for their benefit or hers. The ‘Christmas Toy’, and the way she’d tried it out on the bound woman with the huge boobs, began to seem more relevant to their own futures. But now the conversation had drifted on to the President’s harem slaves. Ted wanted to know what the girls thought.
‘It’s difficult to put a finger on what their secret is’, replied Poppy. ‘There isn’t just one thing, though they seem to be good at everything. It’s their poise, their grace, that makes them, and the way they make the people around them feel.’
‘They are wonderful’, added Suzie, ‘but they are very- what’s the word- “mannered”. Every movement is done with style, and over a period of time, that might be wearing.’
Poppy, who was sitting on Midnight’s left, reached over and put her hands on her knee. ‘Midnight doesn’t seem so- systematic’, she said, trying to make it sound like a compliment. ‘She has all the skills but she’s so much more natural.’
‘She knows that’s what I like’, he replied. ‘Remember, her training was never completed, and I encouraged her to keep the sexual skills and, for the rest, to be herself.’
‘She’s just as beautiful as they are’, said Suzie, and Midnight looked suitably bashful.
Suzie then asked permission to ask a question. ‘Isn’t that tautologous’, replied Ted, teasing her. ‘If you’re allowed to ask, you don’t need to ask, presumably.’
‘Don’t tease her’, admonished Jenny. ‘You know damned well that not everyone’s as easy-going as we are. Ask away, Suzie.’
‘It’s a big question, I think, Miss Jenny. Growing up, we all, at home, got the impression that the Amazon basin is a very unhealthy place, with diseases, stinging and biting insects, poisonous snakes, crocodiles, piranhas and heaven knows what else. We’ve heard one or two mentions of snakes, but people walk about half naked and sometimes barefoot. They leave windows and doors open. They sleep without mosquito nets. They drink the water and have sex in flimsy tents. Were we taught wrong?’
‘That is a big question’, began Ted. ‘It doesn’t have just one answer. Our water is properly processed just like it is in England. We’re a little higher here than in the main part of the Amazon basin, so it isn’t quite as hot, humid and generally unhealthy. For the rest, a lot has been done. Crocodiles and most of the deadliest snakes have been hunted almost to extinction in the more developed parts of the Republic. We aren’t so committed to our environment that we’re happy to be eaten alive. But we have defences that are unknown to the general public. The injections we get in the clinic make us repellent to virtually all insects and snakes. We’re immunized against all the diseases. Our towns have ultrasonic defences against some of the wild animals, but there are limitations because many people have dogs and domestic cats. Our buildings, compounds and sometimes whole estates- like Southfork- are ringed with underground wires and detectors, not to mention electric fences. So we live generally untroubled by the hostile aspects of our environment. But don’t go out into the proper jungle unescorted, always wear the sandals we give you, and don’t swim in the rivers. Then you’ll probably be OK. If you see a snake, avoid it, but remember it’s probably more frightened of you than you are of it.’
‘Thank you Master Ted’, Suzie replied. ‘That’s reassuring. I wonder, though, whether we’ll ever know all of what’s been pumped into us by Doctor Smythe.’
‘He’ll tell you, if you ask. He’s not a secretive man and he treats everyone alike, as far as it’s within his power to do that. But you wouldn’t want to be without those drugs.’
‘I don’t understand, master, how he has access to treatments that are unheard of by the National Health Service, or normal people anywhere.’
‘They will filter through, Suzie, eventually. This has nothing much to do with the Republic per se. We import most of the drugs, and techniques, and many of them from the UK, where Doctor Clark is a great pioneer who’s honoured the world over. He’s a synthesist who uses algorithms to predict the effects and side-effects of treatments, and reduces lead times, sometimes by decades. And it works. We haven’t had a single disaster like Thalidomide, or even vaginal mesh. The outcome is a parallel medical science, outside national regulatory procedures and laws, but more effective, very much faster, and less profit-based. Much of what we use is smuggled through the production of the major drug companies; often disguised as batches that are rejected as faulty. A lot of stuff is made in India in the factories that make generic drugs. It does absorb a great deal of the Republic’s revenue. I know the Health Minister is looking into ways of reducing our dependence on foreign sources.’
While Suzie was engaged in the conversation, Poppy and Midnight were getting more and more engaged with one another. When the latter had finished her coffee, Fanny had moved to kneel behind her chair, out of the way, and Poppy had shuffled hers much closer, quietly and inconspicuously. Jenny almost certainly noticed but didn’t say anything, but Ted was too busy mansplaining the world to Suzie. Poppy had managed to get her joined hands into Midnight’s crotch without anyone professing to notice, and by the end of the conversation, they were kissing passionately. Suddenly Ted did notice, and immediately took charge.
‘Events are overtaking us, Jenny’, he said. ‘We need to go with the flow. Let’s leave them to it. Suzie, why don’t you go and sit on Jenny’s lap. Fanny, come here and suck my cock.’
Those arrangements, however hastily improvised, got them through the next half hour. Midnight was satisfied by Poppy’s manual stimulation, Jenny enjoyed a sexual reunion with Suzie that she’d only half expected, and Ted filled Fanny’s young mouth with cum. He wasn’t entirely happy with the arrangements, as he’d hoped for a more radical reshuffling of partners. When he’d finished his orgasm he demanded a break. ‘Everyone back in their places!’, he ordered. Poppy had just clambered onto Midnight’s knee and was making a frontal assault on her mouth. It took a hearty slap on her bottom to gain her attention. Suzie had serviced Jenny by kneeling between her legs, and was just being pulled up to be taken to the bed. ‘I haven’t done her yet’, protested Jenny.
‘The night’s yet young’, answered Ted. Let’s wait an hour, and then make it one to remember.’ It couldn’t be said that he carried the house with him, but he was master and host, so he got his way. The real problem was that he simply didn’t have the facilities for entertaining; despite his wealth and his numerous friends, contacts and slaves, he lived in a studio flat, built as an annex on the side of some storage and utility sheds. He summoned a couple of good strong male slaves to take away the table and dining chairs and bring in a couple of sofas and a blow-up guest bed. It was done efficiently enough, but it did take time, especially as one of the sofas was still in its polythene wrapping and the valve adapter for the compressor was missing. ‘Why don’t you fit one of those fold-down guest beds that comes out of the wall?’ asked Jenny. ‘I don’t want to turn the place upside down to make alterations’, he replied. ‘I’ve got plenty of manpower.’
That was all very well, but during the furniture removals they all had to stand around like spare parts, though some of the time was used for bathroom breaks. They could sit on the edge of the bed and there were a couple of upright chairs near the window, but there was no doubt that the changes removed any sense of spontaneity from the occasion, at least temporarily. Suzie, who still expected to be the main focus of Ted’s attention, wondered how she would have felt if, on her first visit to the home of one of her former boyfriends, he’d interrupted the evening to have a bed carried into the room. It probably just about topped having half-empty boxes of condoms and tampons in the bathroom cabinet. At least she wouldn’t need those again. As Jenny and Ted were talking quietly in a corner, she was at a loose end, She wandered over to where Poppy was standing with Midnight and Fanny; she was trying to strike up a conversation with the latter, but was getting mostly one-word answers. Midnight’s inability to speak made such occasions awkward, and they were obviously supposed to avoid sexual contact, even though Ted  had not said so explicitly. Poppy was relieved by the reinforcement; Suzie was generally the more chatty of the two of them; ‘gobby’ was a less PC word that had occasionally been used.

 

***

 
Suzie, after a day of greater mental turmoil than she’d revealed to her mistress and her friend, had concluded that her only hope of a tolerable life was to please as many as possible of the people around her. Not only was it the best strategy, it was also the least unpleasant one to pursue, as the people around her were personable and even attractive. If the time came when she was used to reward industrious sewage workers or purveyors of natural fertilizers, she might think differently, but being nice to everyone now should, with luck, postpone or even rule out such outcomes. It wasn’t just self-interest, Suzie was naturally gregarious, and she hadn’t been one of those teenagers who cultivated only the glamourous and the popular. For some reason that she couldn’t have articulated she was drawn to Fanny, and introduced herself, picking up her hands in her own. The younger girl looked up at her in surprise, and stammered her pleasure at meeting ‘miss’. Looking down on the round, worried face, Suzie found it quite appealing. Her skin was fresh and clear, her eyes were large and blue, and her mouth was full. Her hair was straight and poorly cut. There was a slight thickening of her lips on their extreme right, but they looked soft and mobile. Her eyebrows were too bushy, especially for her age, and her teeth were not perfectly straight, and she stood with the slight stoop of people who preferred not to be noticed. Even without her recent knowledge about the available treatments, Suzie thought there was nothing wrong that couldn’t be addressed. Fanny’s real problems were her self-image and lack of confidence, and she’d probably received no encouragement or support. ‘Why are you calling me “miss”, Fanny? I’m just a slave like you, but less experienced.’
‘Everyone knows that you’ll be a pleasure slave, and you’ll be serving Master Ted tonight’, she replied, quietly and hesitantly, as if she wasn’t used to answering questions or speaking whole sentences. ‘I’m just a kitchen slut. I’m expected to show you respect.’
‘Master Ted thought you were good enough to suck his cock.’
A trace of a smile appeared. ‘Miss, Master Ted needs relief every couple of hours. Miss Poppy started on Midnight before he expected, and he was too slow to get you before Mistress Jenny did. I don’t think he expected that, either. He used me because there was no-one else. He’s never used me before, and I doubt whether he’ll do so again. I don’t have any special oral skills.’
‘You seemed to manage. Why did they choose you to attend Midnight tonight?’
‘As I said, I’m a kitchen slut and I can wait on table, but I also know Morse Code, as does Midnight, so we can communicate. I volunteered to learn it just after she came to us. I’m gradually moving over to being her personal servant.’
That, and her general grasp of the situation in the room, convinced Suzie that Fanny was not as insignificant as she appeared to be. She had, however, to make herself known to Midnight, and she asked Fanny to introduce her, thus keeping her close by. She did so, to Poppy’s relief, and Midnight smiled delightedly, stuck her head out to kiss Suzie on the lips, and replied, via Fanny, ‘Lovely to meet you’, by chattering her teeth. Suzie gave her a longer, more suggestive kiss, which she hoped would not quite class as sexual contact. ‘You are truly beautiful’, she told her. ‘I could kiss your lips for hours.’ In for a penny, in for a pound, she thought. More prolonged chattering followed. ‘I’d like that. You’re lovely too. Fabulous tits.’ Suzie laughed and gave her an even more dangerous kiss, this time with a bit of tongue added. ‘I hope we’ll see a lot of one another’, she said, and was rewarded by just a smile and a nod. She turned away, catching Poppy’s eye as she did so, hoping she’d get the ‘all yours’ message.
The men had finished setting up the new furniture and inflating the bed now, it having taken, for various reasons, most of the hour allotted for their ‘break’. Suzie was just about to start intensifying her new friendship with Fanny, who seemed astonished that she’d turned back to her, when Ted marched across the room. His hand descended on Fanny’s shoulder.
‘Fanny dear, you’re done your job here, very well I may say. Be so kind as to go to whoever’s on duty and get them to send us a pleasure girl and also John; the boy who was here last night. I’d like them both with their hands locked behind them; have her make sure they’ve been to the loo. You can take the rest of the evening off.’
Well before he’d finished Fanny was looking disappointed, but it obviously didn’t occur to her to question the order. Suzie knew that she couldn’t, either, but she thought she’d get away with a fulsome goodbye. At least it would be a marker for the future. So she stepped forward, put her locked hands over Fanny’s head and literally clutched her to her bosom. ‘I’m so sorry you’ve got to go so soon, Fanny’, she cried. ‘I do hope we’ll see one another again very soon.’ She could see Jenny giving her a very worried look, but Ted’s reaction was a pleasant surprise.
‘Are you two hitting it off?’ he asked, obviously surprised. ‘Fanny; which would you rather do; spend a nice quiet evening in your cubicle, or come back here with your hands locked behind your back? Expect hard use if you choose that option.’
For a moment Suzie thought Fanny might be too frightened to answer, but after a moment she said, very quietly; ‘I’d rather be here, master.’
Ted’s eyebrows shot up and dropped back down, and he said with an air of resignation; ‘OK. Do what I said, but you get to be the pleasure slave. Of you go.’
Suzie kissed her hard on the mouth and let her go. She still couldn’t quite see how the group was going to gel, but her immediate task was to mend fences with Ted. ‘Thank you, Master Ted’, she said with as much feeling as she could muster, and got down on her knees in front of him, repeating the ‘thank you’. His cock- fully erect and pointing upwards- was right in front of her, but she thought that touching it now would be over-egging the pudding. It seemed she had got it right. ‘Dim the lights a bit’, he called to Fanny as she was just leaving the room, and to Midnight and Poppy, ‘go and talk to Jenny, you two.’ The latter was now lounging on one of the brand -new sofas, looking quizzically at the group by the bed. The two moved over there, and Suzie found herself lifted bodily off the floor and onto the mattress, with Ted’s rather larger body dropping down beside her. He was very much in need, it appeared, and foreplay was minimal. His mouth descended, probing tongue first, on hers, and his hand groped between her legs, ripping away the loincloth in a second or two and fingering her snatch to test her wetness. There was plenty of that; for half an hour she’d been planning the seductions of Fanny, Midnight and Poppy, not necessarily in that order, or even sequentially. Ted was the beneficiary of that process, and took instant advantage, flicking her legs open with a knee, moving right over her and entered her, hard and fast, in the missionary position.
Suzie was taken rather by surprise at his haste and lack of refinement. What little Poppy and told her about her own night of passion with him had suggested a considerate and sophisticated lover with an interesting penchant for being watched during sex, preferably by a slave in strict bondage. Now she found herself being used as a tool for his instant gratification. He was kissing her and kneading her breast, but not with any tenderness. She tried to get something out of it; her arms were round him so she reached down for his buttocks, and used her feet on the mattress to push herself onto him, but it had little effect, and in any case it was no more than a minute before she felt him spurt his seed into her. She was nowhere near cumming herself. He rolled off her, panting, and she lay looking up, not knowing quite what to do. She certainly couldn’t show any disappointment or dissatisfaction. She looked over to the sofa, and saw that Poppy was just removing the last of Jenny’s clothing, while Midnight was lying on the floor, sucking her toes. They were all having a better time than she was; the evening wasn’t turning out as she’d hoped.
Soon she thought differently. Looking over to Ted, she realised he was still hard, and remembered something about treatments that Poppy had only half explained. When he turned back to her he was a different man; loving, tender, considerate, unselfish. He lay half covering her, his hand on and in her vagina, slipping over the film of their mixed secretions that lubricated her clitoris. The other hand stroked her breast gently, but as she became more aroused, the thumb and forefinger pinched the nipple. He was kissing her almost continuously, but skilfully, varying the pressure, flicking her tongue with his, twisting his head to keep their lips moving against one another. He carried on until she came, pushing and bucking against his hand, fighting to get her breast further into it, putting her lips at risk of bruising in her desperation for his mouth. Somehow the initial disappointment made her orgasm more fulfilling, and she was very much aware that they hadn’t finished yet. He moved back into the missionary position and entered her again, but this time he moved slowly and deliberately, moving not only in and out, but also twisting his hips a little to introduce variation and uncertainty into the sensations he induced in her. He concentrated most of his energy and attention on the coupling of their sexual organs, holding himself above her with one hand on the mattress, and her locked hands above her head with the other. He took at least ten minutes, gradually increasing the pace, occasionally dipping his head down to peck at her lips or kiss her for longer. He waited until he could feel her quivering and her vaginal walls beginning to pulse, before he went full out and reached his own climax just as hers was at its peak.
Afterwards he held her close, lying side by side facing one another, but he kept his body lower on the bed to keep sucking her breasts and nipples. That left her with a reasonable view of the rest of the room, and she could see Midnight’s black body writhing between Poppy and Jenny. After a few minutes Fanny and John came into the room, both with their hands locked behind their backs. He had a remote control for his regulator hanging on a cord around his neck, and he was already hard. She wondered how they’d got through the door, but realised that there must be someone working in the kitchen, unseen to the rest of them. Seeing everybody occupied, there wasn’t much to do but sit together on one of the vacant sofas and wait to be called. 
Ted decided to call for another short break when the three women had all climaxed, with Midnight the last and longest, filling the room with her wordless cries. There was a loud yelp from Jenny as well, as in the throes of her massive orgasm the helpless girl kneed her in the thigh, and when they finally disentangled themselves she asked for some magic ointment. Ted went to get it himself, and much to Suzie’s surprise he also applied it himself, very thoroughly and tenderly, letting his fingers brush up very close to her pubic mound. Appalled to find that she’d hurt the mistress, Midnight couldn’t beg for forgiveness, but just knelt on the sofa with her head right down, pushing her face into the cushion in an ostrich-like gesture of fear and contrition. Poppy knelt beside her with her arms over her shoulders, trying to reassure her, but obviously not knowing whether she was to be punished or not. Jenny and Ted were ignoring her; she was looking down at him quite affectionately and her hand was on his as he rubbed her thigh, kneeling by her other side. Suzie wandered over to the newcomers, and sat alongside Fanny, their shoulders touching. ‘Do you understand what’s happening?’ she whispered to her. ‘Are Master Ted and Mistress Jenny lovers?’
Fanny smiled at her, and whispered back. ‘The slaves here all know that he wants her, and he’s been courting her for weeks. It looks as if he’s decided that this is the night for him to have his wicked way with her, miss.’
‘Please don’t call me “miss”, Fanny. So he’s decided to make his play in a furniture showroom full of naked slaves, one of which he’s just shagged under her nose? That’s his idea of romance?’
Fanny giggled. ‘Everyone here knows- and I expect that Mistress Jenny knows- that Master Ted likes plenty of company when he has sex. I know, even though I haven’t worked in a brothel for long, that lots of people like to be watched. Master Ted takes that further; he can’t stand not to be watched, Suzie.’
‘I hope Jenny can live with that.’
‘She knows him quite well, Suzie. There’s another thing. Because of the treatments that he had, that are really meant for slaves, if he waits too long before having sex, he can be rough at first. You might have found that out the hard way, and he nearly choked me earlier on. He’s probably timing himself now so he won’t be in such a hurry. He’ll try to arrange things so he can have her in another forty minutes or so.’
‘How do you know all this? You don’t usually see much of him, do you?’
‘No, Suzie. As I said, I’m just a kitchen slut. But the slaves all gossip, and I’ve learnt a lot from Midnight. Sometimes she signals a lot when I’m bathing her. I wish I could go to her now.’
At this point John leaned forward and twisted to face them both, his locked wrists making it awkward for him. ‘Be careful, you two’ he said. ‘You’re getting louder. If he hears you, especially if he thinks Mistress Jenny has heard you, it’s a few shifts in the whipping shed, for you at least, Fanny.’
Neither of them thought they had been overheard, but Suzie leant right across Fanny to give him a kiss by way of thanks, and she briefly stroked his penis, which felt uncomfortably (for him) hard. She turned her attention back to the other sofa, where Poppy was helping the tearful Midnight back to her feet. ‘She’s very sorry, Master, Mistress’, she was saying. ‘She didn’t mean to hurt Mistress Jenny.’ Midnight’s big white teeth started chattering, and Fanny jumped up from between Suzie and John, and went over to stand with her. ‘Please, Mistress, forgive Midnight. She was having a wonderful time, and she’s heartbroken to have spoilt it.’ Ted was looking mildly annoyed; it wasn’t clear whether it was Midnight’s transgression or the delay it was causing that irritated him. Jenny got up and took Midnight into her arms. ‘Nothing to forgive, my dearest’, she said. ‘Sex is never without attendant risk, especially when it’s as good as that was. If Ted hadn’t been here to give me his tender care, I’d have had you kiss it better.’ Then she did kiss Midnight, very long and thoroughly, with lots of tongue, until Ted signalled his impatience with by clearing his throat loudly.
‘Great. We’re all friends. No whippings tonight. But Midnight, you’re going back in the tank with John. Five’s company, seven’s a crowd, I always say. I’ll get what’s her name to take you to the bathroom.’
He went over to the bedside table and pressed a button, and a very severe-looking middle-aged Asian woman came in, wearing a grey ankle-length robe. ‘First bring us all some more wine’, he told her, ‘and then take Midnight to the toilet.’
It was done quickly and efficiently. She appeared to disapprove of Midnight, but then, thought Poppy, she probably disapproved of almost everyone. ‘Forgive me for remarking on it, Master Ted’, she ventured, ‘but that wasn’t the same woman who was looking after you this morning?’
‘I like to rotate them, so they don’t get too settled’, he replied, a little defensively.
‘Where did that idea come from?’ said Jenny, incredulously. ‘Don’t you have anyone to manage your household for you?’
‘Are you volunteering?’ he quipped, smiling broadly.
‘One step at a time’, she replied. Ted’s smile became positively wolfish. At least he knew there was going to be a first step. Poppy couldn’t help smiling too. She’d never seen Jenny blush before.
 

***

 
Ted sat with Jenny then, drinking wine and whispering- presumably sweet nothings- in her ear. She seemed receptive enough and once Suzie saw her turn her head and give him a brief kiss on the lips. Meanwhile Poppy and Fanny had returned to her and John on the other sofa, and they also imbibed, helping one another as necessary. The girls were drinking a bit more quickly than they usually did. If Ted and Jenny were pairing off and Midnight and John were going into the tank, that left them and Fanny. The arithmetic suggested that their time had come before they felt fully prepared, but they both knew there was no escaping it now. John seemed much more nervous, looking, in fact, as if he was waiting for his own execution. Poppy tried to reassure him. ‘It won’t be like last night’, she argued. ‘She has her hands locked behind her too. You’ll be on equal terms; in fact you’ll be a bit less restricted. Just make sure you drink lots of water.’
‘No-one’s on equal terms with Midnight’, he replied, rather plaintively. ‘She’s a sex machine. If she was cast into a block of concrete, she’d find a way to suck me dry. Don’t get me wrong; she’s unbelievably beautiful and in my wildest dreams I never thought I’d be put with a woman like that. But she really needs three or four men; a kind of chain gang-bang, in constant attendance. They won’t give me another day off tomorrow.’
He was getting up as he finished, summoned over by Ted because the nameless one was bringing Midnight back in. She was put straight in the tank. John was taken to the toilet, and then he went in, and the glass doors were locked. Although his regulator made it possible to soften his penis to let him urinate freely, he was rock hard again now, and everyone watched as the pair went straight into the ‘69’ position. ‘This is worth watching’, Poppy murmured to Suzie, nodding at Midnight’s end of the tank. Like the harem slaves at the Presidential Palace, she was taking the whole length of his cock into her mouth, right down to the root. Suzie gazed in awe at the rhythmic pumping in her throat, knowing that John was generously endowed. ‘I guess that’s what years of training does for you’, she replied. ‘Do you think we’ll ever be able to do that?’
Poppy didn’t answer; she’d seen it done before and was more interested in assessing John’s cunnilingual skills. He was concentrating on sucking Midnight’s clitoris, which was bigger than average. Predictably it didn’t take them more than a four of five minutes to cum, and he was struggling to hang on to it then as she jerked and bucked above him, for he had no hands to hold her onto him or steady himself on the mattress. Meanwhile he was pumping semen into her mouth and throat, and as Poppy had noticed before, she didn’t spill a drop. Just beside the two girls, Ted and Jenny were watching, standing side by side, holding hands. Fanny, who’d seen it before, was sitting on the edge of the inflatable bed, waiting to be told how she was going to spend the night.
Ted only had eyes for Jenny, and pulled her back towards the big bed. He glanced at the girls and waved vaguely at the inflatable, so they went to join Fanny. Suzie was still curious about how the pair in the tank were going to manage with their hands bound, for they seemed to be scrambling round into a more conventional position, but other duties obviously required her attention. She took Poppy’s hands in her own and led her round to where Fanny sat, giving her best friend a clear sign, she hoped, that she was willing to accept Jenny’s advice now. Her intention was to use Fanny as a kind of shock-absorber; for the first few minutes they wouldn’t exactly be lovers, but friends enjoying a stranger’s body together in an exciting adventure. She gave Fanny a reassuring kiss and urged her with gentle pushes, but no words, to lie face-up down the centre of the mattress. Another gesture put Poppy, who had realised the advantages of giving Suzie the lead, down alongside her, but lying prone. Suzie took the other side, nearer the proper bed on which Ted and Jenny were now starting to make love in earnest. Because they were so much higher off the floor, not much of them could be seen, although the sighs, groans and sucking noises had already started. Suzie now began to put her plan into effect.
Having their hands locked in front of their bodies left the girls with plenty of scope for movement, but it still made some manoeuvres awkward. She had to pull herself up and over Fanny to give her a long, warm kiss, and then push herself back down to roll onto her side and start playing with her nearer breast, using both hands. She stopped for long enough to reach right over to Poppy, who was watching but slow on the uptake, and lift her hands onto the other breast. The message sank in then, and they lay playing with them, squeezing them with one of their hands, and toying with the nipple with the fingers of the other. The beneficiary of their efforts clearly enjoyed it, and was tilting her head back, breathing deeply and pushing her chest upwards as if asking for firmer treatment. Though small, her breasts were sensitive and her nipples prominent and hard. Poppy wriggled closer to start kissing her shoulder, so Suzie followed suit. Very soon, however, she went on to the next stage, moving down Fanny’s side far enough to replace her hands with her mouth. She saw in the corner of her eye that Poppy was doing the same, and their heads moved against one another as they worked, circling the taut little buds with their tongues.
Next came the part that Suzie thought might be difficult. Unbound, it would have been simplicity itself to keep her mouth on Fanny’s breast while using a hand on her sex, but now she had to move the other hand with it, right under her own body. If she’d been kissing Fanny’s mouth she couldn’t have managed it, but by lying partly on her side she found it quite easy. She had to wriggle about a bit to get her head in the just the right place for her to turn it down onto the breast, but once she’d accomplished that the position worked well enough. She saw that Poppy was watching carefully, and then doing the same. Fanny then had two mouths sucking at her nipples, and two sets of fingers probing into her sex, pulling the labia wide apart and pushing inside. At first their efforts weren’t always entirely complementary, but soon they reached an unspoken accord. Poppy kept plunging two or three fingers in and out as far as she could, while Suzie started gently stimulating the clitoris, gradually increasing the pressure.
In her capacity as a kitchen slut, Fanny had been groped and fondled by middle-aged and overweight cooks, and occasionally made to service them with her hands or mouth. She’d been allowed to sleep with two other sluts, both of whom were much plainer than she was, and much more selfish. She was sometimes used to tip suppliers and delivery men, most of whom were dusty or muddy, and some of whom smelled of vegetables or whatever other produce they brought. In a short period of service she’d had a lot of sex, but she could count her orgasms on her fingers. Now she had two lovely women working on her together, with no thought but for her pleasure. Small wonder that in a very few minutes she was practically convulsing, shaking and screaming with a joy that she’d never dreamt she could experience. She was certainly the loudest partner the girls had ever had, and half-way through the climax Ted’s face suddenly appeared at the edge of the proper bed, staring at them all in amazement. However, he just grinned and went back to the task of trying to get the same reaction from Jenny.
Fanny didn’t really come down from her first orgasm, but begged them to continue. That hadn’t been part of Suzie’s plan, but she could hardly leave the girl hanging, and so she and Poppy continued until she’d cum again, and again, and again, until their hands were aching and the nipples they were sucking had started to look red and sore. By the time the sequence was half-way through, both Ted’s and Jenny’s heads were hanging over the side of their bed, watching wide eyed, but they disappeared as soon as it was over. In the later stages the screams had subsided to loud moans and occasional cries, and the sound level was generally much lower. It seemed to be sheer exhaustion that brought it to an end, and she lay there panting, soaked in perspiration.
What to do next? Suzie had hoped that their lovemaking with Fanny would somehow morph into lovemaking with one another. She remembered that their history teacher had told them that no battle plan ever survives first contact with the enemy. Suzie and Poppy now resembled, she thought, two forces that were supposed to be together, but had actually marched along opposite sides of a steaming, bubbling swamp. But the swamp was not inanimate, or ungrateful. Very soon Fanny recovered enough to try, despite her locked wrists, to move far enough to kiss first Suzie, and then Poppy. Having managed both, still breathing very hard, she whispered, ‘please; both. I want to kiss you both.’ Had she guessed what they were hoping to do? They did as requested, getting their lips to each side of hers, their heads rubbing together, and their tongues in contact as they played with Fanny’s. They were touching at the moment when Fanny’s neck muscles told her that it was time to let her head fall back flat onto the mattress- she didn’t have a pillow supporting her- and the girls, faced with the choice of separating, following her down, or staying where they were, made the same decision, and turned a little towards one another. In a moment they were committed; a full, head twisting, tongue-wrestling French kiss that went on and on.
Meeting over the steamy heat that was still rising from Fanny’s sated body, the circumstances were not every young lover’s dream, but they enjoyed the kiss, and they were both enormously relieved to have broken the ice. Before they parted, Fanny was using her feet to help herself slide up out from between them. They paused for a few seconds to let her complete the task and turn herself sideways, across the top of the mattress and out of their way, and then they resumed, this time holding one another’s bodies tightly. They kissed, moving their lips over one another’s faces and throats above their collars, until all trace of awkwardness or embarrassment had passed. Then they rearranged themselves, moving up the bed far enough to allow them to use Fanny’s stomach and thigh as a pillow, and pulling their hands back over one another’s heads to use stroke their breasts and nipples. Then they started masturbating one another, as was permitted, mysteriously, by the rules. Although their spare hands kept getting in the way, after a few more minutes, and with lots more kissing, they had the first orgasms of their new relationship. Afterwards, with one accord, they assumed the ‘69’ position, their arms once again holding one another’s bodies, using their buttocks to pull one another’s private parts against their mouths. Suzie was on top, but in the throes of their second climax, they rolled right over.
When they’d turned round to face one another again, they had a whispered conversation. They’d been relatively quiet, wanting to share their private moment together. ‘I wonder’, said Suzie, ‘why we never did this before. I always thought you the prettiest girl I knew.’
‘So did I’, said Poppy with a gentle smile. ‘I thought you were pretty, too. I’m going to thank Miss Jenny very nicely for her advice.’
‘That’s really for me to do. I’ll find a muddy spot to grovel in while I do it, and lick her feet clean afterwards.’
They giggled, and kissed one another again, and giggled again as a cacophony of grunts, moans and sighs drifted over them from the big bed. ‘I think’, whispered Suzie very quietly, ‘that we shouldn’t neglect Fanny completely.’ They pushed themselves up to look down on her, and saw that she was fast asleep. Carefully lifting a couple of pillows over her body, they settled down in one another’s arms, and followed suit.
 

***

 

They didn’t sleep for long, because just before midnight Ted roused everyone for their night-time ablutions, coming over to the blow-up bed and slapping bottoms wherever he could find them. The befuddled women were taken by the battle-axe from the kitchen, one at a time, to the bathroom. The facilities were woefully inadequate for the number of people, and they sat around drinking wine while they waited their turns. Obviously Ted and Jenny took care of themselves, but the three slaves got rather perfunctory and none-too-gentle treatment. Poppy couldn’t help contrasting it with the way she’d been handled in the bathhouse. No changes were made to their bondage, except that their collars were all joined by a light coffle chain, with several feet between each to allow a variety of sexual positions. For much of the time they sat watching the pair in the vivarium tank. They too must have rested for part of the time, but they were very active again now, having mastered the ‘goldfish’ with relative ease. Both lay on their sides, John behind Midnight, with their hips bent. With the latter virtually in a sitting position, John was able to thrust up into her, though it took many small adjustments, and deliberate twitching of his penis, to get it pointing in exactly the right direction. The trick then was to stay quite deep inside her to avoid slipping out, and to rely on short, sharp pushes to achieve the desired effect for both of them. Suzie had a couple of questions to ask about John’s regulator, as she did about most topics.
‘Do you mind if I ask, Master Ted, whether John has to spend the whole night with an erection? Isn’t that very uncomfortable?’
‘No, Suzie dear, I don’t mind if you ask. . .’
‘Master Ted, does John have to spent . . .’
‘We have shown her the whipping shed, haven’t we, Jenny dear? But no, he doesn’t. His remote is programmed at the moment to give him an hour up, then two hours down, for tonight. It’s obviously in his interests to make sure she wakes up to use those times, and she almost certainly will anyway. If she misses them, or if she needs more, she can use his mouth.’
Suzie pressed on. ‘I understand, Master Ted, that the regulator must open and close blood vessels to make him erect or limp, but does it also make him want sex, or need sex, more often?’
‘Not really. When a man has an erection he generally wants to use it, of course, but John doesn’t need sex because of his regulator. He has had some mild hormonal treatment. That makes him want more sex, and even feel that he needs more sex, but he could go all night without it. I couldn’t; I had a much stronger dose. Sometimes I regret it, mostly I don’t. Owning a brothel makes it easier for me.’
‘Thank you, Master Ted.’ She wasn’t sure whether Jenny had heard that, or not.
He ordered everyone to drink up, and with the denizens of the tank taking a rest, there was nothing to keep them up. In a moment of romantic passion he picked up Jenny and tossed her, squealing and struggling, onto his bed. The other three had to make their own way to their inflatable mattress. When the lights went down, Fanny was keen to take a more active role despite her useless arms. Notwithstanding her lack of real-world experience, she’d been looking at books and websites, for slaves were often allowed limited access. First she asked Suzie to lie down on her back, and got Poppy to kneel over her mouth, facing her feet. Suzie’s task, obviously, was to perform cunnilingus on her, possibly with analingus thrown in, while she leant forward and used her hands on the exposed vagina below her. Fanny went below them, and used her feet to push Suzie’s legs wide apart to improve Poppy’s access. As the latter was in the centre of the coffle chain, there was enough length for Fanny to scramble up and, standing between the spread legs, to present her pussy to Poppy’s mouth. This was difficult. Without her hands to use for balance or to hold on to Poppy’s shoulders she was unsteady anyway, but with the extra springiness of the inflatable mattress is was almost impossible. She tried to lean harder against Poppy’s mouth, but although that felt nice, it didn’t work for more than half a minute, and she only averted disaster by bending her knees and flopping down on the bed. Poppy told her to lie on her back facing her, with her pubes over Suzie’s but facing the other way, so she could work one with each hand, provided they remained very close together. That was very much better, and all three women quickly became aroused. But Poppy was struggling against her wrist cuffs, and was also finding that the bed tended to roll her out of position unless she used her thigh muscles to the extent of wearing them out, so she dropped into a proper ‘69’, and used both hands, under her upper chest, on Suzie, and her mouth on Fanny, having pulled her a little closer. In that position they all climaxed at different times, Fanny last and longest, though much closer to normal parameters than her earlier experience. Afterwards they came together and took turns to kiss one another for a few minutes. Then the managed to do a ‘daisy chain’, lying in a triangle with each one tonguing her neighbour’s clit. Ironically, Fanny tended to think that she was getting the best of every deal, since her bondage prevented her from returning in full the favours she was receiving. When she and Suzie climaxed but Poppy failed to do so, she begged the latter to sit over her mouth, which she did until she came. There was another fervent kissing session then, and they all spent a few minutes sucking one another’s nipples. More relaxed now about discussing their needs and fantasies, they were planning their next move, with lots of giggles and outright belly laughs, when The Voice From Above told them to settle down. ‘Honest citizens are trying to get some sleep here’, boomed Ted.
They’d probably exhausted themselves anyway, and were all fast asleep within a few minutes, Fanny was lying on her side to keep her weight off her arms, and Poppy was snuggled up behind her, arms around her and holding her breasts. Suzie was in front, mouth almost touching hers and knee against her pubes, with her back to the big bed. They remained in that eminently satisfactory position for about two hours, when Suzie was awakened by a body bumping into her from behind. It’s size and its protruding feature left her in no doubt that it was Ted, and no sooner than she’d ascertained that, than a hand felt between her legs, fingering both her openings. For a moment she thought she was going to experience her first anal penetration, but he stuck a knee between her legs to force them apart, and drove up into her sex. It was long and very hard, and she wasn’t ready, so she gasped and jerked forward, waking up Fanny and Poppy in quick succession. The former grasped what was happening immediately, and wriggled close against her, kissing her face to offer her support. Poppy never really had the chance to react, and Suzie was thankful for that, fearing she might make some kind of protest. The thrusting went on for no more than a minute, so by the time she was getting used to it- beginning to enjoy it- he shot his load into her. After a ten-second pause, he reached up to push her hair aside, kissed her neck, withdrew, and was gone.
The whole episode had lasted no more than four minutes, possibly less. It left Suzie with her veins full of adrenalin and a burning crotch. If he’d tried his hardest, which he certainly hadn’t, his timing- both entry and withdrawal- couldn’t have been worse. Poppy was asking, muzzily, what had just happened, but Fanny was more practical. She worked her way down Suzie’s body, and the latter rolled onto her back and opened her legs wide. Ignoring the seminal fluid oozing out, Fanny licked, sucked and nibbled, completing the task that Ted had started and so callously abandoned. Suzie pulled the still bewildered Poppy to her, hands around the back of her neck, and she was kissing her as she came. They’d all tried to be quiet to avoid waking Jenny, or preventing Ted from going back to sleep, but their effort was wasted. From the big bed came a gradual crescendo of gasps and moans, leading eventually to howls of pleasure. The background of grunting continued for another half-minute, ending with a prolonged groan. The next sound was Poppy giggling, quickly extinguished by Suzie’s hand clamped over her mouth. Then everyone settled down and, one at a time, they fell asleep.
The three girls were not troubled again; Ted needed relief again by five o’clock but Jenny took care of it, and afterwards they watched the bodies in the tank writhing for a few minutes. Then peace returned.
The girls woke up, one at a time, between seven thirty and eight o’clock. Still sleepy, they were mildly amused by the sounds of lovemaking from the main bed which seemed to go on for a remarkable length of time. They didn’t have sex again, though they hugged and kissed, and showered affection on Fanny, who’s presence had made the evening a success for them. All too soon it was time to go their respective ways, for there was no room for them all to eat breakfast and be prepared for the day ahead in Ted’s quarters. Besides, kitchen sluts didn’t use the bathhouse. Fanny was sent away after more hugs and kisses from the girls, and John, released from the tank, was just about able to depart under his own steam. Ted, Jenny, Midnight and the girls were shoehorned into the little dining area for coffee, served by the sullen Asian woman. Ted and Jenny used the bathroom, and the girls were sent to the bathhouse, the usual attendants being summoned to take them there. A brief discussion between Ted and Jenny over whether Poppy’s butt plug should be enlarged was settled with a negative, and Suzie was relieved that no question of her having one was raised. Thus the group that had spent the night together split apart in a rather anticlimactic way. The girls enjoyed their bath- especially Suzie who hadn’t had that experience before- and were delivered back to their chalet, their hands now locked behind their backs. Suzie was determined that their new relationship should not lose momentum; and they settled on a sofa to practice kissing. Soon, however, Jenny came in with boxes, that looked a bit like McDonald’s Happy Meals, containing their breakfasts, and they explored the contents, waiting to hear her plans for the new day.









Chapter 13

Adult Education

 
Jenny looked tired, and she knew that they knew she looked tired. ‘Ted got lively again after you left’, she explained. I need a not-too-strenuous day, but luckily it’s a Monday. I’ve asked him to  find you two some light work this morning while I have a bit of a break.’ She explained that most people in the Republic worked a four-day week, so Monday was dead for shopping and almost everything else, rather like rural France. The brothel was quiet but kept open, offering discounts for OAPs and the disabled.
She showed them how to eat with their hands locked behind them. The coffee came in reusable plastic cups with straws, so she just had  to put them on the table. The food was in the form of several different flavours of cereal bar, and she unwrapped a plentiful number and put them on a plate. One of them had to pick one up and hold it between her teeth while the other nibbled away about two-thirds of it. The holder then chewed up and ate the rest. If a bit fell out onto the table, they could either pick it up or leave it. It was also possible for one to hold a bar in a hand behind her back while the other knelt there to eat it, but that involved an unnecessarily complicated manoeuvre and was best left to slaves who didn’t like one another very much. There were also cups of apple juice with straws, and some mandarin oranges ready-peeled and broken into segments for them to pick up with their teeth. ‘It’s important to get plenty of fruit’, she observed. ‘I’ve arranged for a slave to come and take you to the toilet in about half an hour. If you need to go before then, just sit on the toilet and wait for her to come and clean you.’
Jenny disappeared into the bedroom and shut the door, so they ate their simple meal, enjoying the intimacy of sharing the bars, avoiding waste by nibbling at them until their lips were touching. Since they finished in good time, they spent ten minutes on the sofa sucking one another’s breasts, their lips a little sticky from the caramel and syrup that held the bars in their shape. They were happy to see that the slave who’d been sent to clean them was Fanny, but also embarrassed that she had to do that for them. Poppy said so, after their initial and very affectionate greeting.
‘The overseer who sent me didn’t know any details about last night’, she said. He just knew I’d met you, and thought that would make it easier for you. I’m happy to do it; after all I’m only one step up from slaves who have to do it with their mouths.’ She did it efficiently and thoroughly, and cleaned and disinfected her own hands.  At their request she licked their lips and breasts clean and wiped them with cleansing pads for good measure. She also cleaned their teeth again, and lastly put them in fresh loincloths. With lots of unnecessary touching and rubbing of bodies- for Fanny was naked- it took all the time they had available. Her next job was to take Poppy to her assignment. Another slave- a middle-aged man that they’d never met- came for Suzie.
Fanny put sandals on both of them, kissed Suzie goodbye, and led Poppy along the jungle paths to a building set in the perimeter fence. ‘This is the local rope school’, she said. It isn’t part of Ted’s brothel, but we lend them subjects when they’re short. You’ll spend a couple of hours here, replacing a girl who’s scalded herself spilling coffee. It’s an easy duty; you should enjoy it.’ She opened the door with her fingerprint, but didn’t come inside. She kissed Poppy and left her to go in alone.
She was greeted by a businesslike young lady- free and fully dressed- who removed all her restraints, even the collar. She stripped her of the loincloth and led her along a narrow hallway towards a much larger space from which voices could be heard. ‘You’ll do very nicely; thank you for coming’, were her only words as she urged her through the double doors. There she stood trying to take in the scene for a moment. There were (she counted properly later) fourteen people in the room. Six were naked slaves, three male and three female, including her. Six were masters and mistresses- more of the latter- and they were all younger than Poppy, some much younger. There was a small, elderly man of oriental extraction, with a little pointed beard, who seemed to be the instructor, and a woman in her thirties, who was his assistant. The five slaves who’d arrived before her had been assigned to students, who were all either tying them up, or assembling the lengths of rope they needed to do so. Most were referring to clipboards with sheets of instructions and diagrams. The room was a hive of activity.
The elderly man came over to her as soon as she entered. ‘My dear, it was so good of you to come on such short notice.  My name is Ho Ling, but people know me as Master Roper. I know your name is Poppy, and that’s all. Perhaps we’ll have time for a chat later. You’re new to this, so I’m going to give you to one of the beginners first.’ She was introduced to a very young man named Albert, who looked barely eighteen, and very pale skinned. He seemed slightly overawed by Poppy and embarrassed by her nakedness. ‘You’re both new’, said Master Roper, so we’ll do the simplest exercise of all.’ He held up a length of cord, about the thickness of a clothes line. ‘Albert, you tie her hands behind her back with this, and only this. If she gets loose within twenty minutes, you have to try again, and she gets a reward. I’m not sure what that is yet. If she doesn’t get loose, you’ll go on to the hogtie, and she’ll be given to one of the more advanced pupils. Don’t take more than five minutes. Poppy, when he’s tied you, you can wander round the room and get used to the atmosphere. We like to all be friends here; there’s no need to bow and scrape to people.’
He stood apart from them to watch, and Albert looked a little lost, so Poppy smiled at him encouragingly, turned her back and put her hands there for him. He stretched out the cord to assess its length, and held her hands together, palm to palm. Then he changed his mind and crossed her wrists. Deciding on that, tied them with a couple of horizontal windings, and then two vertical ones. He had enough rope left for one more horizontal loop, knotting it twice and tucking the last, loose bit between the rope and her skin. He didn’t make it too tight, but it was snug and firm when she tugged at it, so she turned to thank him, and went off to explore. A couple of the most advanced pupils were using so much rope that their efforts were incomprehensible at such an early stage. She stopped to watch a young black man having his genitals tied by a white girl of about nineteen. His hands were already tied behind his back, and he was standing with his legs wide apart, while she sat on a stool in front. She was being supervised by the assistant instructor. She introduced herself to Poppy as Madeline Smythe, and mentioned that she was Doctor Smythe’s wife. She was happy to explain the exercise; Poppy very quickly learnt that both the staff were happy to talk about their work.
‘This can be quite difficult, because men tend to start getting hard as soon as their cocks are handled. I’m sure you know that already, my dear. But this is my own slave, and my husband’s fitted him with a regulator.’ She held up the remote control. ‘I expect you know about those.’ Poppy nodded. ‘The idea is to create a kind of decorative chastity cage of rope, and for it to succeed it has to keep its shape and pattern when he tries to come erect.’ The two of them watched carefully. The pupil had already wound the shaft of the man’s penis with a neat criss-cross pattern of very thin rope- string, really- which was tied round the base of the tip. The windings looked snug, sinking just a little into the flesh, but they didn’t look painful. Then she started on the scrotum, pulling it down gently to get the testicles hanging as low as possible. She wasn’t satisfied, so she wrapped his scrotum in a hot flannel that was ready to hand; presumably that was standard practice. When she unwrapped it she pulled them down a little further, and continued the windings round the root of the sac, Once she’d create a kind of tube, she started isolating the two testicles. The outcome was a scrotal sac almost covered with the cord, except the two balls that bulged out, the veins standing out purple and red. As he was tying the last of the knots the slave flinched and gasped, and Madeline reproved the student. ‘Gently, Rosemary, gently. You’re not supposed to be punishing him. He was very good last night.’ The task was completed without further crises. Then Madeline operated the remote control. ‘This needs care’, she said. ‘We’ll start with level four, and on no account go above five.’ To Poppy she added: ‘That’s about the pressure that’s in the average man’s cock when he has a natural erection.’ The testicles seemed to bulge more and turn a slightly darker colour, but that might have been happening anyway. The obvious change was that the dark brown flesh of his penis began to force itself out between the criss-cross windings that enclosed it, the cord seeming to sink in deeper and deeper. Meanwhile the tip swelled and tipped slightly to one side, and the little mouth opened slightly, as if in desperation. ‘That’s good’, said Madeline. It’s worked very well. Now you can try the hardest part of all. Get it off him while he’s still erect, without injuring him.’
Poppy was interested in what she was watching, but she never forgot her own challenge. Once she’d accepted that the rope on her wrist was too tight to slip through and could not be stretched, she began to feel for the knots with her fingertips, and to trace the loose end, hoping to work backwards through the windings. She was standing close to a wall, and all the walls had mirrors, so she could just about see what she was doing. Thanking Madeline for letting her watch, she wandered off looking for something protruding, like a picture hook or nail, or a split in the wood on a piece of furniture. She did actually find a sharp splinter at the corner of an occasional table, but she couldn’t manage to snag any of her knots with it, and resumed work with her fingers. When her time was up she was still securely bound, but she had undone two of the knots, and according to Master Roper’s assessment, another fifteen minutes would have seen her free. ‘Four things, Mr Albert. First, don’t leave an end dangling. It’s like a signpost; “start here”. Second, plan the positions of your knots from the beginning. Keep them away from probing fingers. Three; pay attention to how it looks. Your ropes overlap and twist round one another. Try to lay them neatly, side-by-side. If it doesn’t look good, you might as well use chains. Fourth; her hands are going just a little darker. You couldn’t leave her bound like that all day. Remember, tightness isn’t everything. If you do it right, the rope should just be snug, holding but not crushing the flesh. Having said that, she didn’t get free; you were successful, and that’s good for a beginner. Well done. We’ll get you another model now, and Poppy can work with one of the intermediate students.’
The boy looked relieved when he heard that he hadn’t actually failed. Poppy, now released and rubbing her wrists, smiled at him encouragingly. He was a very polite young man, considering their relative status. ‘Thank you, Poppy’, he said shyly. ‘I’ve learnt a lot.’ ‘I’m happy to serve you any way I can, Master Albert’, she replied, and kissed him on the cheek. He was blushing darker as she was led away.
She was taken to a small, prim-looking woman of about thirty-five, who wore her hair in a bob and was dressed in a grey shirt and skirt that looked like a uniform. Introductions were performed, and she explained herself. ‘Hi Poppy. I’m Mildred Parker. I’m the local librarian, and I’m told I look the part. If you’re wondering why I’m here- I’m ten years older than the next youngest student- it’s because I inherited my first and only slavegirl two months ago, and I haven’t the foggiest idea what to do with her.’
Having given her little speech, she said very little more, but worked slowly and methodically, referring constantly to her instructions. She’d been told to do a ‘box with sideways suspension’, and Poppy was far from sure how much she should be looking forward to finding out what that was. With several false starts, it took nearly half an hour to get her arms bound. They were folded behind her, but there was no rope on her wrists. It was wound around her forearms, and to prevent her from flexing them or pulling them apart, an elaborate network bound her upper arms and shoulders, with a complex- even chaotic- mass of rope between them. More interestingly, ropes came round to her front, framing her breasts, crossing above, below and between them, so they were elongated and bulged outwards. Poppy quite liked the feeling, though she wasn’t sure how long it would remain pleasurable. Mildred was far from finished, but she took a couple of minutes to admire her own work, to take a few sips of coffee that had been brought to her, and to offer some to Poppy. She was not, Poppy thought, unattractive, though she wasn’t page three material. She just made nothing of herself. It was as if she was discouraging admiration; as if she didn’t want to be seen as a desirable woman. She waited for the next stage a little nervously. The ropes that bound her arms were a little tight, and she expected to have marks there afterwards.
Twenty minutes later she was hanging from a pulley, six feet from the floor. There were two suspension ropes, from her right upper arm and her right ankle, the former taking most of her weight. Her other ankle was pulled back, bending her knee, and attached to the network between her arms; a kind of half-hogtie. It wasn’t as painful as it sounds; the ropes spread the tension across her torso, though her breast bondage now felt very tight. Mildred stopped to admire her work again, and added a couple of finishing touches. Rope was wound round Poppy’s face, across her open mouth, gagging her, and then across her eyes, forcing her to close them and thus blindfolding her. Not knowing what kind of effect Mildred was aiming for, she struggled in the ropes, thinking to demonstrate their security. She was only half aware of it, but it started her spinning slowly, just as Master Roper came to inspect. She heard his verdict.
‘This is generally good, Mildred. You’ve got the ropes in the right places, but here and here’ (Poppy felt his fingers pushing under the windings) ‘they’re tighter than the rest, and the marks won’t be as even as, ideally, they should be. And she shouldn’t have been able to spin like that. It suggests an unevenness between the arm and ankle tensions. But you can stop it with a single piece of rope here.’ Poppy felt something being tied to one of the existing ropes. ‘That will keep her still.’
‘Thank you, Master Roper. I’ve learnt a lot from doing this, and she’s a good subject.’
‘We’ll leave her for a few minutes so the others can have a look at your work. I expect you’ll want to take some snapshots.’
Poppy hung there, the ropes feeling tighter and tighter, as other students came and tugged and tested her bonds, a few feeling her breasts and pubes as well. She hoped young Albert had been brave enough to be one of them. Meanwhile, she distracted herself by wondering how Suzie was contributing to the morning’s cultural activities. Perhaps there were classes in plaster casting, or bondage with superglue?
 

***

 
The truth was less interesting. Suzie was modelling a vacbed for a manufacturer who’d set up a little exhibition in the main hall, which was now largely empty, with the wrestling mat once more exposed. There were very few potential customers, it being Monday, but he was hoping to use the day to refine his presentation for the rest of the week. His own slave, however, would not be delivered until the afternoon.  Suzie spent most of the morning pinned down by the latex sheet, helpless, dumb and blind, with a mask through which to breath. There were significant variations. At first he had her chained to the corners, flat out, before the vacuum was applied. Next he demonstrated the power of the vacbed to hold her down, and she had to cooperate by keeping still while the sheet settled around her. The scary time was when she could feel it tightening over every inch of her body, locking her rigidly in position. After that she could relax, for she was not claustrophobic. She had to put up with a whole hour with just the vacuum holding her, with a timer showing how long she’d been there. Because he hadn’t wanted her to suffer he’d given her earphones, and she could hear him extolling the virtues of his rather commonplace machine, including it’s potential to inflict sensory deprivation for many hours. There were even accessories that allowed feeding, watering and urinating. The final demonstration required her to struggle in the vacbed when it had been only partially evacuated. This was supposed to be a conversation piece for a social gathering. Suzie was sceptical, because only the threat of punishment would keep the occupant from simply lying down and waiting it out. But she did her very best for him, and it was hard work shoving and straining at the heavy membrane. She made sure she kept her fingers splayed, and occasionally pushed her face into the latex, trying to suck it into her mouth, and she could tell from the commentary that she was making an impression. By the end of the shift he’d sold three beds; three more than he’d expected on a morning when people normally didn’t go shopping, and he was delighted with her. When the slave came to take her away, her hands locked behind her once more, he was given a bottle of champagne to give to Jenny, and Suzie got a kiss. ‘I’ll have you back any time’, he said, and she hoped that he wouldn’t.
 

***

 
After Poppy had been hanging for twenty minutes, little patches of her skin under the ropes felt as if they were burning. She was also finding that her visitors were finding more excuses to touch her intimately, and she heard some very lewd remarks about her butt plug, which she didn’t like people being able to see so clearly. It was a relief when she was wound down and untied. The class hadn’t quite finished but it wasn’t worth starting another tie, so she was taken to a mirror by Master Roper. Uninitiated as she was, she was slightly shocked. She looked as if someone had been driving a heavy toy tractor over much of her body, round her breasts and over her face, repeatedly. Her arms were also heavily marked, with angry red patches where too much of her weight had been carried by small sections of rope. The Master got some ointment for those. ‘All these marks will have almost disappeared by evening’, he said, ‘but in the meantime, wear them with pride.’ He looked carefully at her breasts, feeling and hefting them with one hand. ‘For breast bondage, you’re a bit betwixt and between’, he said. ‘Let me show you. Keep your hands clasped behind your back.’
She’d never been asked so nicely before, so she complied, and he got a piece of rope, squeezed her left breast, and wound it tightly round the base, then going on to the other. He didn’t tie it in place. ‘You see, my dear; they do bulge nicely and the nipples are nice and hard, but they aren’t really ballooning past the rope. It has to be really tight to hold them like that. If they were fifty percent bigger it would be fine. I expect Smythe will see to that. I’ll get Madeline to talk to him, and he’ll probably clear it with Jenny. Then you wouldn’t have to wait till you’re sold.’
‘Thank you, Master Roper. It’s been an interesting morning.’
I’m so glad you’ve enjoyed it, Poppy. My secretary’s waving to me, so your escort must be here. You’re very welcome here anytime.’
She thought it impolitic to remind him that ‘interesting’ and ‘enjoyable’ are not synonyms, and in any case he was a kind and friendly old man. So she kissed him on the cheek and went out to where Fanny was waiting. Her cuffs were reapplied, her hands locked behind her back, and she left the school. There had been uncomfortable and embarrassing moments, but on the whole she was glad she’d been sent there. When she and Suzie compared notes later, she was more so.
‘I’m glad you were able to come back for me, Fanny’, she said. Have they had you peeling potatoes all morning?’
‘No, Poppy,’ she answered. The cook wanted me to skin chickens and service a man was cleaning the drains, but she got a message from Master Ted before I’d done more than a couple. I got the morning off and I’m to see him this afternoon. I’m very nervous. Do you think he’s going to sell me?’
‘I hope not’, replied Poppy. Besides, if he does, it’ll be for something better than what you’re doing now. He’ll have noticed how good you were last night. Is Mistress Jenny up and about?’
‘Yes. she didn’t sleep long. I saw her at about ten thirty when I left the kitchen. She was very nice to me; asked me about my Morse Code, and what else I could do. I think she went to see Master Ted after that, but I can’t be sure. I went to the library and read for a bit, and then I went to the duty overseer and asked to be the one to come and get you.’
They’d reached the chalet now, and since Jenny wasn’t there, and Fanny was at leisure, there was nothing to stop them sitting and drinking fruit juice together. After five minutes Fanny took Poppy to the toilet and rinsed her afterwards. They sat down again, and Poppy turned to her. ‘I’m helpless’, she said, and you’ve just got that long chain between your wrists. You can use your hands, you know. Kiss me, Fanny.’
They kissed continuously for four or five minutes, with Fanny’s hands roving over Poppy’s body, feeling the shallow ridges and furrows left by the ropes. They were so wrapped up in one another that Jenny and Suzie, who’d met just outside, got right into the lounge without them noticing. A discreet cough brought Fanny scrambling to her knees on the floor, and Poppy, who hadn’t yet been taught proper deportment, to her feet. Jenny was laughing, however, and waved away the attempted apologies. ‘Thank you for serving us, Fanny’, she said. We’re leaving in a couple of minutes, so you can go back to your quarters.’
Fanny seemed to pluck up all her courage. ‘Thank you, Mistress Jenny’, she said, and went on rather hesitantly. ‘Mistress Jenny, I’ve been told to report to Master Ted this afternoon. I think he might be going to sell me. I might not see Poppy and Suzie again, and they’ve been so kind to me, a mere kitchen slut, that I’d like to say goodbye to them properly, with your permission, mistress.’
Jenny laughed again. She seemed to be in a good mood now. ‘Fanny; he’s not going to sell you. If he was, I’d buy you. So no goodbyes; we’ll see you very soon.’
She kissed Fanny, who seemed overcome with relief, and beamed at all of them as she practically ran out. Jenny fitted the girls with tiny latex panties, and in a very few minutes they were all in the Land Rover, on their way to a sports ground that was only a mile away. ‘I’m not really interested in the sports’, Jenny told them. ‘My father has a private box, and we can have lunch there and relax in private. I don’t want us in the brothel all day. You’ve got appointments at the clinic later. Nothing to be frightened of.’
They both wondered why she was so quick to reassure them, but for much of the afternoon they were able to forget about it. Since the sports ground was within walking distance of the town there weren’t many vehicles there, but they were intrigued to see four of what were unmistakably prison vans in the car park. They were quite large; big enough to contain a dozen or more individual compartments, and unusual on the narrow roads they’d so far seen. Noticing their curiosity, Jenny explained their purpose. ‘They serve as team buses. All the teams that play here are made up of slaves. You’ll see how they play.’
Poppy pointed out that they didn’t even know what sport they were going to see. ‘They don’t all have names you’d recognise’, was the reply. ‘Just wait and see.’
 

***

 
They walked through a quite modern stadium, all painted in camouflage colours, to a row of the kind of hospitality boxes that can be found in most sporting facilities. Theirs was a small one, big enough for a table by the window overlooking the playing area, and a space further back with two comfortable chairs and a double bed. They sat at the table, and shortly two slavegirls came in with a trolley laden with food and drink. It was a lavish spread of cold food, much of it- pork pies, sausages, pieces of tomatoes and avocados, quiches, etc.- cut into bite sized pieces that could be put on plates and eaten without hands. There was also wine, which they didn’t usually get at lunchtime, and glasses with straws. They sat together and ate slowly, with Jenny helping as necessary and wiping their mouths when they got messy. They talked throughout, and the girls had the impression, especially at the beginning, that Jenny felt slightly embarrassed; on the defensive.
‘Yesterday evening was interesting, was it not, girls?’ she said, by way of starting the conversation. ‘I’d like to hear your impressions. Ted’s never disguised his admiration for me. When we had to leave the Justice Hall, I had to make a decision, one way or another. Some things became clear, but I suppose on the whole it was a romantic evening . . . and night.’
She waited for responses, but neither Suzie nor Poppy could perceive anything like a clear question in what she’d said. Suzie, always the risk-taker, tried an answer. ‘We girls all dream of romantic nights- nights of passion- and most us do manage to experience a few, nowadays. My experiences are not numerous- not a statistical sample, perhaps- and they’ve sometimes been disappointing. But I don’t remember one during which my lover slipped out of the bed in the small hours, boned another woman, and came back to me for more. Perhaps I just didn’t notice, because I’m such a sound sleeper.’
Poppy was struggling to avoid grinning broadly, while at the same time being afraid that her friend was overstepping the mark. But Jenny was not offended and smiled, still a little bashfully. But her answer put them firmly in their place.
‘You two still don’t understand how a slave-owning culture functions. Although I don’t own you two, in functional terms I’m regarded as your keeper. In that sense your bodies are extensions of my own. When he fucked you, Suzie, he was not being unfaithful to me, because your body is an extension of my own. However, in relations between free persons, sex with slaves, whoever owns them, is not regarded as infidelity. It wouldn’t have made much difference if he’d chosen Fanny.
‘You wouldn’t have preferred him to stick with you, Miss Jenny, on your first night together?’
‘Did you enjoy your nocturnal coupling with him, Suzie?’
‘He just banged me and left me, miss. By the time he came I was starting to feel something, but I had to rely on Poppy and Fanny to finish the job and settle me down, miss.’
‘Exactly. I, however, did enjoy him after that. The treatments that Ted had at the clinic- God alone knows why- tend to mean that he needs two or three orgasms in quick succession. The first tends to be rather fast and brutal. He wanted to spare me that, so he used my slave instead. Then I took his second, and third, and that was wonderful.
Suzie didn’t seem satisfied. ‘So you’re saying, Miss Jenny, that when Master Ted and you get together, one of us will serve as a cumbucket, to take his first load?’
Jenny seemed unflappable now. ‘Exactly, Suzie. But think about it. He used you ruthlessly, but before that he made love to you properly, and the night before he was very good to Poppy. And last night you had Poppy and Fanny, and before that Midnight and John. Can you really say you didn’t enjoy last night?’
No, Suzie couldn’t say that, especially since Jenny emphasised her point by stuffing her mouth with shredded lettuce. But Poppy felt obliged to give her some support. ‘The night before, Mistress Jenny, there weren’t so many of us. Surely you must see there were rather a lot of people in that small apartment; if that’s what you call it. Half the time it was being in IKEA when the displays are being changed. However much customs might be different here, mistress, having your first night with a new lover, with three slaves on a blow-up bed, and two more in a glass tank; I can’t believe that that’s the way everybody does it.’
Jenny was looking defensive again, probably not having expected Poppy assert herself. ‘Ted likes an audience’, she replied. That’s his thing. Everyone had something that turns them on. I like multiple partners, too, and I’m not going to stop using them- and you two- if I become Ted’s mistress. Our understanding would be that we don’t fuck other free persons, at least without telling one another.’
‘So it isn’t a done deal, mistress?’
‘Not quite, but nearly. I’ve made a number of points to him, and I will tell you what they are. But enough of the third degree for now; I’m not used to being interrogated by slaves. Let’s watch the match for a bit.’
They’d been so wrapped up in their meal and their discussion that they’d paid no attention at all to what was going on in the crowded stadium. The soundproof window made watching sport- which none of them did much anyway- a very optional extra. They could see the crowd cheering, and they could also see that a small segment of the stand opposite was occupied by uniformed soldiers. There were probably sixty or seventy of them, some of them female, all particularly enthusiastic about the game. Suzie made a mental note to ask about the Republic’s armed forces. But she turned her attention to the game itself. It was a short football match, only ten minutes each half, played by teams of women who were naked and had their hands locked behind their backs and to steel belts that they all wore. They seemed well trained, running quite naturally without their arms to give them rhythm and balance, and they were skilled with the ball. The game was not without incident; there were collisions and headbutts, usually resulting in free kicks, and frequent falls with their bound hands had covered most of them with dust and dirt. Most of the players were quite busty, but with very well-developed thigh muscles. Most were in their twenties, but a few were up to forty years old.
The game was almost over when they started concentrating on it. One side was leading two-one, and the trailing team were increasing desperate and ruthless in their attempts to equalise. No-one was sent off, however heinous her foul. The male referee and the two linesmen carried whips, and instant justice was dispensed before the free kick or penalty. One of the latter completed the game and score; three-one. There were no final handshakes or shirt exchanges, for obvious reasons. The winners, who looked delighted with the outcome, just ran into the tunnel, and the losers stayed on the pitch looking dejected, some trying to console one another. From the behaviour of the crowd Suzie guessed that a public announcement was being made- a popular one- and various unsavoury objects, mostly rotten tomatoes, were thrown at the losing players. Then virtually all the stewards and other employees of the ground came on, grabbed the women, some of whom were clinging hopelessly to one another, and dragged them over to where the soldiers were waiting. They were handed over, and eagerly accepted.
‘It’s an old custom here’, explained Jenny. Soldiers get a certain number of free passes to the stadium. The first event is always a short one, and the losers are, in the old-fashioned way, “thrown to the troops”. It’s an exacting duty for them, which is why they play hard to avoid it. Most of the men will have taken ‘z’ pills- as we call them- to greatly increase their sexual capacity. The losers will be gang-banged continuously, all afternoon.’
The girls could just about see the process beginning, in a clear space at the back of the soldiers’ enclosure. Several of the women were already had a cock in each of their holes, and to keep them active, female soldiers were standing by with whips at the ready. ‘Surely, mistress, they’ll be out of action for days after this’, remarked Poppy.
‘That’s the problem that team has to deal with, now. The more they lose, the less they can train, and so the more they lose. It’s a vicious circle. But of course one team isn’t always chosen for the first game. Sometimes it’s a pair of male teams, and there are a couple of mixed ones. When they play longer matches in the league competition, the rewards and punishments are a little more . . . measured.’
She was reading messages on her ‘phone as she spoke. ‘I think we’ll spend the rest of the afternoon here’, she said. ‘I’m sure we can find ways of keeping ourselves amused, even if the games don’t appeal. Some of them might be watchable. There’s a mass wrestling match that’s usually a riot, almost literally.’ She paused for a moment and suddenly looked much more serious as she changed the subject. ‘I’m so happy that you two are getting on so well’, she said earnestly. ‘I am sure that it’s in your best interests.’
There was a slightly awkward silence, until Poppy kicked Suzie under the table. ‘I think you have something to say to Miss Jenny, Suzie’, she said to her.
She glared back. ‘I was waiting for a suitable opportunity.’
‘No time like the present.’
Suzie seemed to gather herself. ‘I wanted to apologise again, Mistress Jenny, for the way I spoke to you yesterday. I know it was not right, and I know you were right. I deserve to be punished. I’d feel better about it if you punished me.’
‘Did you have something in mind?’ Jenny asked. ‘I don’t really want to whip you today, since you’re going to be at the clinic later.’
‘I was thinking more of some kind of penance, Mistress’, Suzie replied. ‘Perhaps if Poppy rolled in some horse manure, I could lick her clean. Or if she was made to eat nothing but gruel for a week, I’d be racked with guilt, knowing it was my fault. That would be the ultimate penance for me, as I’m such an unselfish person, miss.’
Jenny was amused and trying to look stern, not with complete success. ‘I’m not sure that you’ve fully internalised the concepts of penitence and humility’, she said. ‘But don’t worry; you’ve got the rest of your life to explore them. We’ll only make a small beginning this afternoon. I’m a bit of a foot person. I like to have them licked clean.’
She kicked off her sandals. Suzie sat gaping at her until she got a harder kick from Poppy. Then she started getting up, but Jenny decided to rearrange them first. She pulled the table, with the remains of their meal, out of the way, and put her chair next to Poppy’s, both facing the window. After a last long look at her to confirm there was going to be no reprieve, Suzie knelt down clumsily, her bottom against the glass, and tried to bend right down to start her task. At the last moment Jenny crossed her legs to bring one foot up to a more reachable height, and Suzie took the big toe into her mouth. Jenny enjoyed that for a minute before putting a hand on Poppy’s knee, and moving it up quickly to her more private parts. Soon they were twisting their bodies to face one another and kissing passionately, while Suzie worked her way down the toes, and started on the top of the foot. As her fingers slipped inside, Jenny breathed in Poppy’s ear: ‘the window’s made of one-way glass, but we won’t tell her that just yet.’ Outside, slaves were running the length of the sports pitch while people with paint guns fired at them from among the spectators; a sport adapted, presumably, from the native version.
Poppy came just as Suzie was starting on the second foot, and Jenny pulled her top up to have her nipples sucked. When she decided her feet were clean enough she pulled up her skirt as well, and opened her legs wide. Suzie took the hint. Already thoroughly aroused, it took her only a few minutes to cum, but instead of letting the penitent up she made her start the whole sequence again with Poppy. ‘She’s been hurt by your wilfulness, Suzie’, she said sternly.
While they were thus passing the time, the staff came in to clear the table and bring fresh drinks for them. Jenny told them not to leave any more alcohol; she had to drive and the slaves needed their levels back to normal by the evening. Her ‘phone buzzed intermittently, but she ignored it until both she and Poppy had cum again. Then she relaxed and looked at it, resting her ankles comfortably on Suzie’s shoulders. It looked as if part of her penance was to be deprived of the orgasms that Poppy had enjoyed. One of the messages puzzled Jenny.
‘Someone called Albert Coroba is in one of the other boxes’, she remarked. ‘He wants to come and pay his respects, he says. The surname is familiar, but I don’t know him. Who the hell is he to interrupt our pleasure?’
Since it was obviously a rhetorical question, she was surprised to get an answer. ‘I met someone called Albert this morning’, said Poppy. ‘I wasn’t told his surname, but it might be him.’
‘Nice to hear that you’re building your own social circle. When were you going to tell us about your new admirer?’
‘I didn’t think he was an admirer, exactly, mistress. He seemed a bit scared of me. It was at the Rope School. He was the first to tie me up. He’s just a callow youth, really. He looks about fourteen, though I’m sure he’s older than that.’
‘Old Roper wouldn’t let him start if he wasn’t at least seventeen. He’s probably eighteen. Shall I tell him he can come? He’s probably got the hots for you.’
‘Surely, Mistress Jenny, that isn’t for me to say.’
‘Good answer. OK, he can come, and he can take you away with him for a couple of hours if he wants. If he’s as green as you say, you can probably keep him happy without him actually shagging you.’
‘Mistress, I want to make as many people as I can as happy as I can. If he takes me for two hours, I’m his for two hours.’
Still kneeling between Poppy’s legs, Suzie piped up. ‘Mistress, Poppy, if he gets really infatuated, won’t that be awkward?’ Teenagers’ hormones aren’t easy to control, for them or anyone else.’
‘But teenagers are also fickle’, replied Jenny. ‘If he gets too serious we can let you and Midnight work your wiles on him, and he’ll learn that variety is the spice of life. Of course, he can always buy the pair of you. If he has a box here, his family must be rich.’
She sent a message, and spent the next few minutes getting Suzie up, wiping her face, and generally composing them to receive a visitor. She smoothed down her own clothes and shook out her hair. She sat between them, having turned the chairs round to face the door. A discreet knock soon followed, and one of the servant-slaves came in. ‘Master Albert Coroba is here to see you, mistress’, she said, and was told to show him in. She withdrew, and a moment later the youth from the Rope School came in. He was more formally dressed now. The heat and humidity imposed a limit on what could be worn, but he had a very smart white silk shirt and pair of black shorts. He still looked very young, and he stammered slightly.
‘Miss Jennifer Jane Lewinsky, I believe. I’m honoured to meet you, miss. I have the box two doors away, and I thought I should make your acquaintance.’ He bowed deeply, and nodded to the two girls with a smile for Poppy.’ Jenny rose and let him kiss her hand.
‘Of course, young man, I’m delighted to meet you. Call me Jenny. Do you prefer “Albert”, “Al” or “Bert”? We don’t come across your name very much nowadays.’
‘“Albert”, Jenny, thank you. My family like old-fashioned names.
‘Am I to understand that you’ve already met slave Poppy? Were you hoping to renew your acquaintance?’
‘I enjoyed tying her up this morning, Jenny. I’d like to get to know her better, but that’s up to you, of course. I’m very pleased to have been able to meet you.’
‘You’re a very polite young man, Albert. Are you on your own in your box?’
‘Yes. I came with my father, but he’s left me here and he’s picking me up at five.’
‘That’s just about perfect. You see, I want to spend some time with Suzie here. I think she’s more in need of my guidance. If you’d take Poppy away for a couple of hours, you’d be doing me a service.’
‘It would be my great pleasure to be of assistance, Jenny.’
He was speaking the right words, being a well brought up young man, but he looked as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His eyes widened further when she rapped out instructions. ‘Don’t give her alcohol; she’s going to the clinic tonight. Don’t whip her; if she needs discipline use a soft strap on her bottom. She only speaks English and a bit of French. Off you go now, I hope we’ll meet again when we both have more time to get to know one another.’
He stammered his agreement, and Poppy jumped up and went over to him. He took her arm and led her out into the corridor. No word was spoken until they’d walked past a couple of other doors and reached his box. It was a bit bigger than Jenny’s, and boasted not only a bed, a dining set and an easy chair, but also a smallish sofa. He asked her to sit down and she chose the latter, but he perched on the edge of the other chair. He looked very young and quite scared.
‘I really didn’t expect this, he said. I wanted to see you again, but I thought I’d just come in and spend a few minutes. I’m sure you wouldn’t choose to spend your time with a boy like me; I’ve never even had a girlfriend. Would you like some orange juice?
She ignored the question. ‘Master Albert; I’m a slave. For the next couple of hours, I’m your slave. It isn’t for me to have a choice, but you seem like a lovely young man, and I’m very happy to be here with you. Please, won’t you come and sit by me. I’m helpless, and I don’t bite; not unless I’m asked to, anyway.’
He came over, and put himself delicately on the edge of the sofa next to her, though she was lounging back. ‘It’s a pity you’re already locked up’, he said, in an attempt at conversation. ‘I could have practiced tying your hands. I suppose I could tie your feet.’
‘Whatever you want, Master Albert. But don’t you want me to be able to part my legs?’
He flushed and bent over almost double. He was trying to conceal an erection, so she persisted. ‘Please, Master Albert, lean back. I know what you’ve got there, and it’s nothing to be ashamed of. I’m flattered.’
‘I’m sorry, Poppy’, he wailed. ‘I’ve never been so near to anyone like you, with your fabulous breasts and your arms locked like that. I can’t control myself. I’m a virgin.’
The last bit almost came out with a sob. She leant forward and put her chin on his shoulder, and gently drew him back. He didn’t resist; if he had she couldn’t have done it. ‘I’m telling you’, she said, ‘I don’t mind at all. Stop worrying. Virginity is a bit like appendicitis. It’s always painful, sometimes dangerous, and easy to get rid of. Two hours is more than enough. Will you kiss my breasts for me, please, master?’
She turned her chest towards him, drawing her elbows together behind her to push them out. He looked at what was on offer, and plunged in. Perhaps not having to look her in the eye made him bolder, because he was actually quite rough, however unintentionally. He sucked hard at her nipples, moving quickly from one to the other and using his hands to squeeze them, as if trying to force them deeper into his mouth. She wondered whether he was expecting milk to come out of them. When she felt she’d taken enough she bent her head down, and asked him to kiss her on the lips. His head came up to hers, but he looked frightened again, so she initiated the kiss, gently at first. When he didn’t retreat from her, she pushed harder and eased her tongue into his mouth, and he began to respond. Once he started there was no stopping him. He was practically climbing onto her to force her head against the back of the sofa, his head twisting, pushing her so hard that she was afraid he’d bruise them against her teeth. ‘Gently, Master Albert’, she murmured as he paused for breath. It’s lovely, but you might mark me.’ ‘Sorry’, he replied, and he was better after that.
She took advantage of the next pause to try for some progress. ‘Master Albert, you must be aching down there. Would you get it out for me, please?’
He was bolder now, and more confident that she wasn’t just teasing him, so he simply pulled his shorts right off. He wasn’t wearing underpants; in that climate, people didn’t add unnecessary layers, so his penis sprang up to attention, and she gave a little gasp of admiration. ‘You must be so proud of that, master’, she said. ‘Listen; you’ll be almost ready to cum, so I’m going to be quick the first time. Then you can take me to bed, and we’ll really enjoy ourselves.’ She moved to kneel in front of him, and took it in her mouth. She tried to let it slip down as far as she could into her throat, remembering Midnight’s performance in the tank with John, but she only managed about half the length, for he was quite well-endowed. He was gasping and groaning from the first contact, and as she’d guessed he was on a hair-trigger. It took less than thirty seconds to have him exploding into her mouth, and she made it her business to swallow every last drop, licking and sucking the tip afterwards to get the very last of it, and smacking her lips with pleasure. When they’d arrived he’d poured her some fresh orange with a straw in the glass, so she quickly went to the table, still on her knees, and used it to wash the taste from her mouth. She wasn’t sure how he’d react to it; young men could be difficult like that. When she faced him again he apologised; something he seemed to do a lot.
‘I’m sorry, Poppy. I’d hoped to make it last longer. It was my first time with a woman, and you’re so lovely I couldn’t control it. But it felt like heaven. Thank you.’
‘Don’t apologise, Master Albert. A man like you needs to cum often, or the pressure builds up out of control. You’ll have recovered in twenty minutes, and then you can really enjoy me. Will you get your shirt off, and take me to bed, please?’
That he did, and it didn’t take quite twenty minutes. At first he just lay by her side, gazing at her as if in awe, and tracing the shapes the various parts of her body with his fingers. She quite liked that. He was very gentle now, and his attention gradually focussed on her breasts as his penis began to stir. She wriggled closer to him and they started kissing again, and she soon felt his hardness against her. ‘It’s up again, Master Albert’; you’re even stronger than I thought. I wish I could hold it.’ she stroked it with her thigh, and when she was sure it was ready, she rolled onto her back and spread her legs. ‘Put it in me, please, Master Albert.’ He assumed the missionary position, and after a few seconds of fumbling, he got it inside. She produced the obligatory sharp intake of breath, and murmured ‘slowly, slowly at first, master. I want to savour it. Then speed up very gradually, master.’
He was obviously in ecstasy, his eyes closed for much of the time. He supported himself on his arms, so his weight- what there was of it- was not pinning her down, and he could use them to control the speed and depth of his thrusts. She pulled her locked hands up to the small of her back to help her push her breasts up towards him, and he found he could bend down and kiss them from time to time. He allowed her to guide him; she kept asking him to slow down, or speed up, and he did exactly what he was told. There was no refinement, no little twists and wriggles, and he didn’t vary the depth of his penetrations much at all, but she was soon thoroughly aroused. The situation- bound helplessly in the hands of this very young, clumsy and socially undeveloped virgin male- was one she found quite exciting, and although she’d wondered whether she’d have to fake an orgasm, that was quite unnecessary. When she’d got him up to only half speed she felt herself cumming, and he was soon overcome with wonder as she shook, writhed and struggled underneath him. He was mesmerised by the movement of her breasts and the way they changed their shape, but he had the sense to keep his cock deep in her and to thrust as hard as he could, until she began to calm down. ‘Don’t stop, master’, she gasped as her first climax came to an end. ‘Carry on as you were, master, please.’
He resumed his slow acceleration, and after another couple of minutes, they both came together, and he collapsed onto her, gasping for breath. She turned herself to one side, sliding his weight back onto the mattress, and they kissed then, for a long time. He was totally relaxed now, as was she, but he said to her, softly, ‘We should keep talking, Poppy. I don’t want to sleep. I want to do it again before you have to go. Would you like that?’
‘I would, Master Albert, very much. But you shouldn’t ask me that. I’m a slave. Do with me as you wish.’
He kissed her again, and then he did take her by surprise. ‘I wonder if my father would give me the money to buy you’, he mused. ‘I wonder when you’ll be up for sale?’
She knew her answer might be very important. ‘Master Albert, I think that if you asked your father that, he’d make sure you never saw me again. There are thousands of slavegirls, and he’d be very worried if you took too much of a liking to the first one you met. Your second question; I think it’ll be some time before that happens. Jenny wants to train us as high-end pleasure slaves. She also wants to sell us as a pair, and we want that, too. I’m sure we can meet again, but Miss Jenny will still be my keeper. I’m very glad I came to the Rope School this morning.’
She hoped she’d sent the right combination of messages, but then he surprised her again. Propping himself up on his elbows he looked down on her, smiling, and suddenly he looked more mature.
‘Poppy, I know you think I’m just an immature teenager, and to be honest, you’re at least partly right. I had no idea what to do with a woman, and you’ve helped me get over that. I’ve lots more to learn. I’m bright enough to know how much I don’t know. I don’t have lots of friends: I’ve always been bookish and solitary, so my social skills aren’t up to much. But I’ve read very widely indeed. I know that teenagers get infatuated with older women. I think you’re fantastic, not because I’m infatuated with you, but because you are fantastic. I think I’ve good a good business head and I’ll be worth millions by the time I’m thirty. If I bought you and Suzie, you’d teach me everything you know, but you’d also earn your keep, and I’d whip you if you didn’t do your absolute best for me. One more thing. I also know that older women humour and flatter very young men. I think you’re orgasm was genuine; I’ve read lots about them. But you were pretty patronising earlier on. That’s fine; I needed it then. If you do it again, you get the strap, as recommended by Jennifer. I hope that’s clear, partly because it’s the longest speech I’ve ever made in my life to a member of the opposite sex.’
She could only gape at him in amazement, and admit that yes, it was clear. Actually it was only clear up to a point. She wasn’t entirely convinced that he understood his teenage hormones and had them under control. He couldn’t possibly be ready for adult relationships, whatever they were in the Republic. His other assertions smacked of youthful bravado, just the other side of the coin from the timid and callow youth of only half an hour ago. Nevertheless, everything he said was logical; she’d no doubt that he was highly intelligent and knowledgeable. Certainly, he’d dispelled her earlier impression that she could twist him round her little finger. He was the master and she was the slave, in every sense.
Once he’d spoken his piece he seemed to regress somehow, and lay down with his head on her breast. She felt an almost maternal affection for him despite his little speech, and wished she could hold him in her arms. For want of anything else to talk about, she asked him about his home and his education, and he talked quite freely. His parents were divorced; he lived with his father who was a landed aristocrat, but who also held shares in hedge funds all over the world. He kept a number of sex slaves, all female for the most part quite a lot older than Poppy. His mother didn’t seem to loom large in his life, but lived in the capital with her lover, who was the owner of the auction hall that they’d visited. Small world. They owned a cook and a housekeeper, but simply borrowed the stock when they needed pleasure slaves. Both parents seemed to be remote figures, honoured rather than loved by their children, and they seemed to have done little to help them develop their social skills.
In due course he was hard again, and they were facing one another, kissing hard, while she tried to encourage him by stroking his cock with her upper leg. When he was ready she asked him to put a pillow half way down the bed, and she rolled onto it, so she was face down with her hips pushed slightly up. ‘Master’, she begged, ‘would you take me from the back, Please. You can do it kneeling between my legs, master.’
He did just that. He seemed startled by her butt plug, and felt round it with his fingers, but then he used them to spread her labia and guided his shaft into her vagina with his other hand. He rocked on his knees, pushing in and out, and at first he just stroked her buttocks with his hands. It was nice, but there was room for improvement, as one of her teachers used to say, albeit about her needlework. She twisted her head and shoulders to look back at him. ‘Master, you could use me harder if you grasped my hips.’ He did so, and she’d never spoken a truer word. At first he was tentative, but he soon got the knack of holding her firmly and dragging her back onto him and jerking himself forwards at the same time. She was used to doing it doggie-style and she liked it, though she missed being able to contribute by pushing herself back with her hands, or upwards to arch her back. He came just a trifle too soon, but she was starting her own orgasm as he finished his. She called out to beg him to carry on, and he did his very best, crying out himself as he struggled to ignore that moment of extreme sensitivity that many men have just after an ejaculation. His willingness to do that did much to endear him to her, and she thanked him profusely when they’d both returned to earth.
After they’d lain together kissing for a few minutes, he turned her back onto her stomach, and she felt his fingers probing at her plug. ‘Does this hurt?’ he asked. ‘Why are you wearing it?’
‘It doesn’t hurt now, Master Albert. It hurt quite a lot while they were putting it in the first time, and less this morning. Once it’s in place I just feel it as a presence. It keeps reminding me of what I am now.’
‘So you’ll get used to it, do you think?’
‘When I’m used to it, master, they’ll replace it with a bigger one.’
He seemed to shiver a little. ‘I can’t imagine it. And the reason for it?’
‘They haven’t said a great deal about that. I know that Mistress Jenny has ordered some stainless steel plugs with valves. When I’m big enough to take one of those, they’ll be able to give me enemas at any time without removing it. They do it each morning now. But I assumed the main reason is to make it easier to bugger me.’
‘It’s a lot to take in, Poppy. I’ve read about enemas, but I thought it was a kind of torture. Why are they doing that to you?’
‘It’s only torture if they pump too much liquid in, Master Albert. They don’t do that. It feels really weird at first, but it doesn’t hurt. I suppose it’s to make sure that, once I’ve done my business and they’ve washed and wiped me, I’m completely clean down there.’
‘Have you been buggered, Poppy?’
‘No, just fingered. I’ve never had anal sex in my life. I don’t think it’ll be long now.’
‘Who do you think will do it?’
‘I’ve no idea, really. If I had to make a guess, master, I’d say Master Ted, at the brothel.’
‘I wish it could be me. Perhaps I’ll ask Jennifer about it.’
‘She prefers “Jenny”, master. I couldn’t possibly advise you on that. I’ve no idea how these things work. I’d welcome you there, Master Albert, and anywhere else. You haven’t used my tits, either. But I’m afraid that Mistress Jenny will be expecting me back soon.’
‘It’s been an unbelievable day, Poppy; and I’ll remember this afternoon all my life.’
At that moment his ‘phone buzzed, and he picked it up. ‘She’s asking for me to send you back’, he said. ‘Send’, means she doesn’t want me to come, I suppose. Can you remember which door it is?’
‘Yes, master.’
‘Let me just wipe your legs’; there’s a lot of semen dripping out of you. Do you need the toilet?’
All the boxes had facilities; just a little closet with a washbowl. She used it and he rinsed her very tenderly, without any sign that he felt the task was beneath him. ‘I’m not going to make a meal of saying goodbye’, he said, ‘because I’m sure we’ll meet again soon’. They kissed again in the doorway, and he thanked her, and she thanked him, and she walked back alone along the deserted corridor, and kicked the door to Jenny’s box to be admitted.
Jenny was naked, and Suzie was lying on the bed, so Poppy didn’t bother with a lot of guesses as to how they’d passed the time. As she was putting her clothes back on she got quite a long message, and looked pleased with the contents. When they were sitting at the table again she looked at Poppy. ‘I called you back promptly because I wanted to keep you both briefed about developments at Ted’s brothel. But first, Poppy; the short version of how you got on with young Albert, please.’
‘Very well, Miss Jenny. It was an interesting couple of hours. He’s quite a complicated young man.’
‘Sometimes, Poppy, people who pretend to be speaking English are actually using a completely different language which has all the same words. I keep a phrase book in my head for when that happens.’ She tapped her forehead to emphasise the point. ‘What you actually said was: ‘He fucked my brains out, and I enjoyed every second’. Am I wide of the mark?’
‘Not very wide, miss, but I was speaking English, and we do need to talk about it.’
‘Tonight, before bedtime.’
‘There wasn’t much conversation last night, mistress.’
‘Drop it, Poppy.’ She did sound a bit irritated now. ‘Sometimes, this is like herding cats. I get Suzie somewhere near the straight and narrow, and now you’re acting up. We need to be off to the clinic in an hour.’
‘So little time, so many feet’, piped up Suzie.
‘And you’- stabbing finger- ‘have found your calling.’
‘Sorry, Mistress Jenny.’ Poppy was anxious now to regain safe ground. ‘Please go on.’
‘Only if you’re sure it’s convenient’, she said, the words dripping with sarcasm. Then she shrugged it off and composed herself. ‘I wanted you to know, though you probably don’t deserve to, something about the discussion I had with Ted this morning. Now that he and I have a more comprehensive relationship- and I don’t need to hear any more about your views on that- he’s invited me to make his place my base in the capital, as my father’s estate is eighty kilometres away.’
‘You’re going to shack up with him’, said Suzie, looking surprisingly pleased about it.
‘Make that your last interruption; both of you. My reply was that his shack- because that’s what it is- is grossly inadequate for him and me, let alone any slaves, guests, and slaves of guests. If I’m to take his offer seriously, I need him to find or build something several times bigger, that has a bit of privacy and isn’t a lean-to behind the storage sheds, and has fittings and furniture that stay in the same place from one day to the next. I also told him that his staffing policy was bobbins, that I wasn’t going to be attended by harridans who weren’t fit for any other duty, and that he needed to get people around him who were genuinely caring, and preferably easy on the eye.’
‘Anyway’, she continued. ‘He was a bit taken aback at first; He just isn’t house-proud; his home is what he needs at any given moment. But he basically agreed, and said he’d think about what he could do. I can’t say I was entirely convinced, but it’s progress of a sort. As for the staffing issue, I made it clear that I wouldn’t spend one more night there if that dreadful woman was still serving him. He was a bit shifty at first and just admitted that she wasn’t the best of his regulars, but I said I want proper servant-slaves who can be trained in the way that I want. He challenged me to name someone, and that put me on the spot, because I’ve never taken much notice of the individuals who work there. I blurted out Fanny’s name; she was all I could think of. I know she got on well with you two; I hope she doesn’t turn out to be as gobby. I know she’s very young and she’s only a kitchen slut at the moment, but she impressed me with the Morse Code, and I thought she was quite sensitive in the way she helped you break the ice with one another. I was keeping an eye on you, believe it or not. Anyway, he surprised me by agreeing, and said he’d talk to her this afternoon. That last message was from him. He’s told her to move into his so-called house tomorrow afternoon. We won’t be there tonight. I wanted to tell you this, because I don’t want to end up looking stupid. You have to help her to look good. She probably is good, but I don’t think she has the self-confidence she needs. Now you can talk; briefly.’
Suzie was so delighted that her instinct was to clap her hands, but frustration caused her to twist her torso back and forth, shaking her breasts rather fetchingly. It was Poppy who actually spoke. ‘We think that’s wonderful news, Mistress Jenny. We’ll do everything we can to help her. May I suggest a trip to the hairdresser for her? A very little work would make her much better looking.’
‘I’ll pass that on. Well, that only took twenty minutes. That leaves forty minutes for you to watch the games and practice keeping your mouths shut.’
Though they looked at the playing field, the game in progress- something that involved nets and lassoos- meant little to them. Their attention was drawn more to the mass gang-bang that was still going on in the soldiers’ enclosure. Quite a few of the occupants, including the players- were taking short rests, but at least four of the losers were still serving. Before they’d watched for more than a minute, a discreet knock on the door announced the arrival of a tea trolley. It was pushed by a woman who looked about forty, but was still a striking presence, strongly resembling a Danish actress who was a firm favourite with both the girls. Seeing that Jenny was looking surprised, the woman said that tea had been ordered for half-past five. When Jenny admitted that she’d forgotten, she continued.
‘Mistress Jenny, my masters wanted to me to say that they were glad to have had the honour of your patronage today, and that they hope that everything was to your satisfaction.’
‘Perfectly, thank you. You’ve all been very attentive, and lunch was perfect for us. What’s your name, by the way?’
‘Sofia. Thank you, mistress,’
The woman turned to leave, but stopped when Suzie piped up. ‘Mistress, may I ask this lady a couple of brief questions?’
Jenny rolled her eyes. ‘You managed three minutes. Rome wasn’t built in a day. Go on. Sofia, you might as well pull up a chair and sit down. Have a cup of tea.’
Sofia pulled up a chair but declined the offer of tea. She did pour it out for the others while Suzie ask her first question. ‘Miss, I was wondering how often a team might find itself on the losing side in the first match of the meeting.’ She gestured at the scene in the soldiers’ enclosure. ‘Obviously, they won’t be training tomorrow, and they might not be up to peak fitness next week.’
‘Good question- Suzie, is it? The custom is that we alternate male and female teams, so it won’t be next week. But it’s also customary that a losing team plays in the first available next match, so they’ve got a fortnight. You’re right, though. While I’ve been here, a team that loses two matches in succession doesn’t get back on track. That’s probably why there’s another custom. A team that loses five times in succession is exempt until the next season. The season lasts twenty weeks, and there are two seasons in a year.’
‘How long is your experience here, Sophia?’, asked Poppy.
‘Eight years, Poppy.’
‘And what did you do before that, may I ask?’
Jenny intervened. ‘You don’t have to answer personal questions if you don’t want to, Sofia.’
‘I’m happy to talk, Mistress Jenny.’
‘Then the shortest version of your biography, please. If you sit here too long you’ll catch verbal diarrhoea from these two.’
Sofia laughed. ‘I was a pleasure slave, mistress. My first master was a rough but generous man who was killed in a hunting accident- animals I mean- after only two years. Then I was owned by a couple in the capital who ran a small hotel. That was an interesting time, and it went on for fifteen years. One of the three owners of this stadium used to stay there when he was in town, and when I was getting a bit too old for that kind of work, he bought me, and I’ve been here ever since. I’ve been very lucky.’
It was Jenny’s turn to ask a question. ‘And do you just do catering and staff management now, Sofia?’
She flushed a little, but was still proud to be able to shake her head. ‘No, mistress, not at all. All the owners are over sixty now, and they all use me regularly. A few of the team owners and trainers like me, too.’
‘Do you live on the site?’
‘Yes, mistress, or wherever they want me to go. I have a little room above the offices, but I’ve only slept there once or twice in the last couple of months. They offered me a bigger apartment, but I said I didn’t need it.’
Suzie spoke next. ‘Do you know what the future holds for you, Sofia? Will you always work here?
‘As long as I’m wanted by my owners, Suzie. I love all my work, but for when I’m a lot older, I’m studying book-keeping and company law, so I can do more for the company. I don’t know how long I’ll be wanted for sex. I’m getting older, but so are my owners.’
‘You aren’t at death’s door just yet’, said Suzie, in her usual diplomatic way. ‘How old are you?’
Jenny seemed about to interrupt, but Sofia said without hesitation that she was just turned fifty. That was a surprise. ‘I’d have taken you for forty at most’, said Poppy.
‘Thank you, Poppy. That’s very kind. My owners have all taken very good care of me.’
At that point Jenny insisted that it was time for them to leave, and with thanks and kisses for Sofia, they filed out. The girls were naked except for their sandals, as Jenny had forgotten to bring extra panties to replace the ones that had been torn off them at different times. Poppy didn’t believe for a moment that the omission was accidental, but this time it didn’t matter much. They saw few people on the way to the Land Rover, and they didn’t stop before reaching the clinic, which was only about two miles away. There wasn’t much conversation. The girls sat in the middle of the seat and shared a kiss, and just before they arrived Jenny said, over her shoulder: ‘Did you two play football at school?’
‘No!’, they answered in unison, and remembered to add ‘mistress’ a couple of seconds later. She was still laughing when she switched off the engine in the car park.
 









Chapter 14

Health and Efficiency

 
Suzie and Poppy had no idea why they were back at the clinic for an overnight stay, so they were all ears when everyone was gathered in Doctor Smythe’s office. Their arms had been freed and all their restraints removed, including Poppy’s plug. They’d been measured and weighed, blood and urine samples and vaginal scrapings taken, and their blood pressure found to be satisfactory. As before, he was polite, clear and concise.
‘Girls; you’re both in excellent health, I’m glad to say, and you haven’t put on any weight since you were here last. I know that wasn’t very long ago. We’re going to do a couple of small procedures this evening. You’re each going to get a piercing with a grommet in your septum; that’s between your nostrils, in case you don’t know.’ He showed them with his fingers on his own. ‘It won’t hurt; you’ll have your noses packed for a few hours afterwards, but we’ll put tubes in so you won’t suffer that awful suffocating feeling. The final result will be almost invisible without anything in it. We’re not going to do anything now that your future owners might not want, so no nipple or vaginal piercings, for instance.’
‘We’re also going to give you standard identification markings. They’ll be between your buttocks, and very inconspicuous. We’ll use a laser but you’ll have a local anaesthetic, so you won’t feel it.’
‘Now for what we’ve found today. There’s almost no sign of your breasts growing. I know it’s only been a couple of days, but we expected a few millimetres. There’s actually nothing that can’t be explained by normal variations; we don’t think there’s any new tissue. So we’ll give you slightly stronger injections this time. The same is true for the libido hormones. Your samples don’t show anything. That isn’t entirely unexpected- the dose was minute- but I’d hoped to be able to detect something.’ He stopped and looked at Jenny. ‘When were they last sexually active, Jenny?’
‘If you mean heterosexual sex, doctor, Suzie had it last night, if you’ll forgive the expression, and Poppy this afternoon. Suzie also had lesbian sex this afternoon.’
‘The samples bear that out. I’m guessing from these that Poppy got a very good rogering indeed. That’s good; I’d try to keep Suzie as active as possible too.’ He laughed- unusually for him- and gestured at the two girls. ‘We could put you on a corner and use you as traffic lights’, he joked. ‘Don’t be embarrassed. The more the merrier in these early stages. We’re going to increase the dose just a little bit. Meanwhile we’ve sent all your measurements off to England, so we’ll soon get recommendations from them.’
Suzie asked a question. ‘With these drugs, what’s the worst that could happen, doctor? You’ve given us the impression that an overdose could be very dangerous.’
‘Not dangerous to life, Suzie, unless the patient doesn’t get what she needs. Then blood pressure could be critical. But if it was you, you’d be climbing all over me by now. Worse things happen at sea’, he added philosophically, ‘but you’re a long way short of that, and we’ll keep you that way. Don’t worry’.
‘Thank you, doctor. I’m a good climber anyway.’ They smiled at one another, and Jenny cleared her throat. He returned to practical matters.
‘We’ll take you down and start right away. You’ll be unconscious for only a few minutes and you’ll recover very quickly from the anaesthetic. It isn’t like the ones the NHS use. This way you won’t be starving before we can give you something to eat, and you’ll have a pleasant, restful evening ahead of you. I’ll see you both in the morning.’
He summoned in a female nurse, and she led them all, including Jenny who was keeping them company, down by a lift to the preparation room. They didn’t pass anyone else, which was a relief, for without their collars and cuffs they felt even more naked than usual. They were encouraged to use the toilet, and taken to the shower together. The nurse stripped and came in with them, and as she was not unattractive, they enjoyed the process. It was downhill after that. She made them lie down on separate gurneys and slathered an ointment over their pubic and underarm areas. ‘We’ll leave that for a few minutes’, she said. It’s a permanent depilatory, though you might need a booster application in a few weeks’. They looked at one another in surprise. The doctor hadn’t said anything about that; perhaps he thought it too trivial to mention. It was trivial in the sense that neither of them intended to grow a full bush in the foreseeable future. It was not trivial in the sense that it was the first permanent and visible change to their bodies, hammering home the message that there was no going back.
The second irrevocable change followed immediately. The nurse made them lie on their fronts, pulled their legs well apart, and strapped them to the edges of the gurneys. It was a well-practiced procedure. She didn’t restrain their hands. Then she gave them both an injection in their left buttocks, quite close to the anus. They felt only the tiniest of pricks. She pressed a button, which summoned a technician with a complex and unrecognisable piece of equipment. It was actually a computer-guided laser enclosed in a little cowling. When that was placed on the skin, it burned on a unique number and a bar code. It was only about two centimetres by one, and it could only be seen easily by parting the buttocks. But it was forever. Jenny held their hands as it was done, and kissed them afterwards. The doctor had been right; they hadn’t felt a thing.
Then they were both given sedatives, and very soon Suzie was unconscious and wheeled off to the theatre. Poppy drifted happily, gazing up at Jenny and thinking how beautiful she was, and somehow failing to articulate the words. Ten minutes later she was put under and followed her friend.
 

***

 

They woke up in a spotless white room, lying on separate beds that had soft mattresses but were devoid of sheets or other coverings. There were televisions, headphones, and all the paraphernalia usually found in hospital rooms, but it was actually more like a suite. There was shower room and toilet, and a dining area with four places that looked rather more homely. Jenny was sitting on a chair between them, holding their hands, and bending down to kiss them as she saw their eyes open. She was careful not to nudge their noses, which felt stuffed, and were completely enclosed in a kind of moulding. As she explained when they were fully conscious, their nostrils were packed individually, and the whole nose then enclosed in a casing that was flooded with a healing compound. Each nostril was fitted, as promised, with a thin tube that emerged to curve round over the mouth to the cheeks, like a pantomime moustache. It was still necessary for them to breathe partly through their mouths, but it avoided that totally blocked feeling that often made recovering patients very anxious. 
Suzie and Poppy actually felt quite well, and very relieved to have no pain and only very slight soreness. Jenny was very cheerful and in a mood to make light of any minor misdemeanours. ‘Doctor Smythe’s very good’, she told Suzie. ‘He couldn’t have done any better if you’d managed a quickie with him on the way down to the theatre.’
Her returning smile looked distinctly odd, as her face wasn’t entirely mobile. ‘He’s a man, and he fancies me, Mistress Jenny. It couldn’t have done any harm.’ By a curious coincidence the door opened then and Madeline Smythe came in to check on them. Jenny introduced them all. ‘I understand you’ve met Poppy’, she said. ‘This is Suzie, who’s trying to seduce your husband.’
If her bed had had sheets, Suzie would have disappeared under them, but Madeline just laughed. ‘Good luck with that’, she said. ‘You’d have a better chance with me.’ She didn’t stay long, and a nursing auxiliary- a big Asian woman- brought Jenny a basket of scampi and chips, and the girls a bowl of mush each. ‘I’m sorry it doesn’t look very appetising, but it tastes OK, she said. You can’t chew at the moment. It might put stress on your noses. We have to suffer to be beautiful.’ With that little quip she left them; they already had plentiful supplies of water and Jenny had a half-bottle of wine she’d brought with her. The slop was really baby-food, but it wasn’t actually unpleasant and they ate enough to stave off the pangs of hunger. They didn’t get coffee, but Jenny gave them each a piece of chocolate to suck. Then they went to sleep for an hour.
When they woke up they were alone, but Jenny soon came in with the nurse from the preparation room. She gave them each a little injection- antibiotics, she said- and left again, promising to change their dressings in the small hours of the morning. Jenny settled in her chair with a glass of wine. ‘If you ladies aren’t expecting visits from admirers, this is Poppy’s chance to treat us to a blow-by-blow account of how she robbed that poor boy of his innocence this afternoon. Spill the beans, Poppy dear, for those of us who have to get our excitement vicariously.’
‘It was an interesting couple of hours, Miss Jenny, but you must know I’d much rather have been with you and Suzie, all reading our Bibles together. I love that verse; first cast the beam out of thine own eye; and then shalt thou see clearly to cast out the mote out of thy brother’s eye.’
‘Father Murphy will have something to say if he hears you quoting from the King James’ version’, she replied. ‘Get on with it. I could hardly get you to shut up about it this afternoon.’
‘Yes miss. I wasn’t really intending to bore you with the details of the sex, even though his dick was very hard in my mouth, and felt good when he thrust it into my hot, wet pussy, over and over again, until I was overwhelmed with wave after wave of ecstasy. It was more what he said- what his attitude was- that was interesting. At first he was very timid and respectful. I don’t know whether you’ve seen any of those scenes in TV dramas where a Victorian father takes his son to a brothel to lose his virginity; it was like that, and he said he was a virgin. He needed my guidance and encouragement at every step, and I knew he’d cum almost as soon as I touched him. That’s why I blew him.’
‘You’d make a good teacher’ said Jenny, sarcastically. Poppy ploughed on with a brief assessment of the sex that followed, quickly getting on to the conversation that came after that. She did her best to get across the strangeness of the blend of confidence and competence, naivete and bravado, with the threat of the whip included. Jenny certainly needed to know about his suggestion that he buy them both. Then there was the seeming reversion to pupil status, followed by the suggestion that he take her anal virginity. Jenny might get some kind of offer at some point. Did she know who the father was?
‘Just a name. He’s rich, powerful and titled, but he stays out of the limelight, You can be sure he knows the President and the PM. It’s difficult to believe that he’d intervene on his son’s behalf in something like this, but one never knows. Your account was interesting, Poppy dear. I shouldn’t have slapped you down earlier. I’m going to put out very careful feelers about Albert. He sounds odd, but not necessarily unpleasant. From your account, it sounds as if he’s somehow both too young and too old for his age, both at the same time. Asperger’s?’
‘I couldn’t possibly say, miss. I’d need to know him much better.’
‘Well, perhaps it’ll happen, perhaps not. Anyway, although it’s still early you two should go back to sleep when you can. You’ll be woken in the night. I’ll get the nurses to come and get you ready.’
Suzie had one of her protests ready. ‘Now Poppy’s been allowed to tell her story, can’t I talk about our bible-reading session, mistress? There were some very little-known but very improving passages that I’m sure she doesn’t know about.’
Jenny ignored her, and in no time two young auxiliaries were tending to their night time needs. Their teeth were just brushed very lightly and they were given mouthwash. Everywhere they went they had a nurse by their sides, for they were still a little unsteady on their feet. They drank some water, and got back on their beds, and Jenny told them she was in the next room. ‘If you’re in pain, or just anxious, come and get me’, she said. ‘Don’t try to leave this corridor.’
‘It’s meant a lot to have you here; thank you, Miss Jenny’, said Poppy, and glared at Suzie until she thanked her too. She kissed them both, and followed the nurses out of the room, dimming the lights somewhat.
As soon as they were alone, Suzie moved onto Poppy’s bed, and they lay holding one another tight, though being careful to avoid bumping noses. The truth was that, behind the barbs and jibes, they were both quite frightened. They were branded now; the fact that it had been done in a clinic, painlessly, rather than at the blacksmith’s, didn’t change that essential fact. And why did anyone want to pierce their septums? Despite their anxiety, exhaustion, the comfort of one another’s bodies, and the residual drugs in their systems, carried them off to sleep.
Two nurses, both women and both strangers, woke them up at about three o’clock, quite apologetically. As they made their preparations, Jenny came in, rubbing her eyes and wearing a babydoll nightie that would have made them laugh out loud in different circumstances. She held their hands, while, very carefully, the nose casts were removed and the packing pulled form their nostrils. It stung a bit and was very uncomfortable, and they were glad she was there. The nurses examined them with magnifiers and torches, and pronounced themselves completely satisfied. They applied ointment, soaked cotton wool in more of the stuff, and repacked the nostrils with it, wrapping it round the tubes. They had a quick look at the brands and applied ointment to those, too. Then, to their great surprise and annoyance, they fitted them with wrist-to-thigh cuffs. ‘I’m very sorry, girls’, one of them said, ‘but we have to do this. You can’t touch your noses for another few hours, and you might so in your sleep. You must stay in your own beds, too.’ They left, and Jenny stayed to hold their hands until they slept again. ‘I preferred last night to this one’, murmured Poppy, and then she was gone.
They were released at about eight o’clock in the morning and served some porridge, and this time they got some lukewarm coffee. Then more inspections, and injections that were scary, but not very painful. They were allowed to see themselves in the mirror; the tips of their noses were reddened and a little swollen. Systematic and prolonged applications of ice packs followed, with further injections of anti-inflammatory drugs. The results astounded them; by eleven o’clock they looked almost normal The grommet was visible but only from certain angles. The hole was surprisingly large, so large in fact that a little bone had had to be removed. At half-past eleven Doctor Smythe came in and made his own examination, and was completely satisfied. ‘You can leave us after lunch’, he said. ‘You’ve been model patients. Just a few injections to go now.’ He personally supervised the injections that were made, with long needles, directly into their breasts. The nurse used something to ‘freeze’ the site, but they were still unpleasant.  He left some pills with Jenny. ‘I’ll see you in a week’, he told the girls. ‘Thank you for using us.’ With that he left them. The nurse who continued with the cold compresses and applications of ointment offered an explanation of what he was doing. ‘You won’t have had this kind of attention back home’, he said. ‘This is an accelerated healing program; we’ll have you back to normal by the time you’ve had your lunch. It’s very labour-intensive, but it’s also very satisfying for us to see the results.’
They got a proper meal; Jenny had left them for a while but came back afterwards. She’d brought two pairs of the little bikini pants for them, and they were put in their collars and cuffs, with their hands locked behind them as usual. As they got ready to leave, Madeline came in with a nurse, carrying two large rings. ‘You need something in your grommets’, she said. ‘It’s so easy to forget them and injure yourselves before they’ve healed properly. A ring is a constant reminder of their presence.’ She fitted the rings to their noses. To their utter dismay, they reached right down below their mouths, halfway to their chins. ‘I’m really sorry’, she said, ‘but we’ve run out of the small ones, but you’ll only need them for the rest of today.’
Chained together by their collars, they were led out of the clinic by Jenny. The Land Rover had gone; she didn’t think it worth using it for the half mile to the brothel. They walked with the rings over their lower faces, feeling utterly ridiculous. Suzie could barely contain herself. ‘“Run out of small ones”’, she mimicked; ‘have you ever heard such a crock of shit? One thing I’ve learnt here; they never run out of bondage gear. She doesn’t like us.’
Poppy gave her the obvious answer. ‘It might have had something to do with your attempt to seduce her husband, Suzie’.
Jenny didn’t think so. ‘She doesn’t care if Suzie has her way with her husband. She just thinks Suzie’s a bit above herself; a bit uppity, to use the politically incorrect term. You’re just collateral damage, Poppy. She’ll probably find a way to make it up to you. And Suzie; last warning. Never question the word of a master or mistress. It’s an automatic whipping. I’ll forget it this time because you weren’t meant to believe it, but you must both learn to control your tongues.’
The rings felt odd, especially when they talked, and in that respect they did serve as a reminder of their need to use their voices carefully. The metal hung over their lips, brushing them, bumping gently if they were walking, causing strangely distorted pronunciations. Passers-by, of which there were few, tended to give them a second glance now, as if they’d never seen slaves decorated in that particular way. At least, Poppy thought, it diverted attention from their breasts. Jenny had a ‘phone call while they walked, and as a result of it they diverted down a footpath that led between streets to bring them out near the auction house. The entered those premises by the lower door, and were met by a smiling girl who showed them into a little waiting room and brought them mugs of coffee. The girls, who had no idea why they were there, had to hold their heads bent very low and to one side of the cup, and then approach it from the side, to keep their rings clear of the straw. Jenny went all serious then, and telling them that they had a few minutes to wait, settled down to give them a lecture.
‘You two need to listen carefully to what I have to tell you now. You’re a lively pair and I like your wit, and I enjoy our little exchanges, so I make a lot of allowances. But I sometimes wonder if you’re really getting the right kind of introduction to our society. I’m very easy-going by nature, and my father taught me to get the best out of slaves by working with their personalities instead of trying to suppress them, as many owners do. As for Ted, he’s the kindest and most lenient of masters. I’m rather afraid that you’re getting the impression that you’re here to take part in an orgy in a theme park. However you behave with Ted and me, you must, must, be careful around other masters and mistresses. You’ve been lucky so far. The doctor, his wife, Master Roper, the chap with the vacbed, they’re all mild and gentle people. Most of those you’ve met travel abroad, some to the UK. That’s true of Ted and me. We can’t get involved in some of the more medieval practices here, or we’d not be welcome there. Will you promise me that you’ll be more discreet?
Poppy tried to answer for both of them: ‘We will, Mistress Jenny, We promise’, but Suzie was treated to an icy stare until she too made the pledge. Only Poppy, leaning back in her chair, could see the crossed fingers, but Jenny looked less than fully satisfied.
‘Tomorrow’, she announced, ‘we’re going to visit the Hall of Punishment. You’ll be spectators, of course, if you behave yourselves until then, but I think you’ll emerge a little wiser than you are now.’ She paused to drink some of her coffee. ‘Now, I suppose you’re wondering; “Why are we here”?’
‘I’ve always wondered’, mused Suzie, adopting an exaggeratedly cerebral expression, ‘whether there’s a collective celestial consciousness, fragments of which manifest themselves as individual . . .’
‘Shut it. Do you remember the girl who was on view here last time we came? She obviously wanted me to buy her, and you know what a soft touch I am. I put in a really low bid just for the hell of it; I didn’t really think I’d get her. I’m sure you’ve done that on eBay now and again, and you never win the item. Anyway, things didn’t turn out as expected. Someone was careless during the evening. She and the black male were chained in adjacent cells separated by bars, and the chap on duty left them enough stack to reach one another. She was caught in the middle of the night, sucking his cock. That didn’t matter very much, but her hands were locked behind her, as were his, so she had nothing with which to steady herself. She’d banged her head against the iron bars, and had slight bruising and a scratch on her face. The auctioneer’s a fastidious man, and he couldn’t put her up for sale in that state. The ointment’s got rid of them now, but I’m told some of the whipmarks are just about visible. Anyway, I suppose you’re wondering where this tale is leading.’
‘We are, mistress.’ Suzie got that in very quickly, but jumped and scowled as Poppy kicked her under the table. Jenny ignored her.
‘There isn’t another slave auction for a fortnight now, and he didn’t want to wait that long. It would cost him money, and his facilities aren’t suitable for keeping stock for more than a day or two. It would tend to deteriorate and lose value through lack of exercise and stimulation. So the upshot is; he accepted my offer, which, he says, is almost exactly what he paid for her. He does buy and sell stock himself, as well as acting for other owners. So she’s mine now, for better or worse.’
‘Congratulations, miss’, said Poppy. ‘She’s a lovely girl. May I ask, miss, why we’re waiting so long for her.?
‘There’s paperwork; they didn’t expect me to show up so quickly, so it isn’t ready. I’ve also asked that she be fitted with heavy irons. They’ll lend me some. The thing is, because she’s managed to persuade me to buy her she’ll start off thinking she can twist me round her little finger. I’ll have to start off being a bit strict with her.’
As if on cue, they heard metallic noises approaching, and a few seconds later the smiling girl led in Jenny’s new acquisition. She was extremely well secured. Her collar and cuffs were thick, wide, heavy and crude, hammered from iron that showed signs of rust. They were secured by big, old-fashioned padlocks. Her hands were locked behind her, and a thick iron chain ran down her back, joining her collar to her wrist cuffs, and going on down to the centre of another two foot chain between her ankles. She walked with short, lumbering steps with constant chinks and rustles from the metalwork. The final touch was an iron panel gag held against her mouth by thick leather straps. One went, as usual, behind her head. Another went over it, dividing to pass her nose and partly obscuring her eyes. The third was under her chin. It made her unrecognisable. There was a hole in the panel for breathing, and from the shape of her jaw, they could tell that a large insert filled her mouth. Jenny gestured for the girls to get up and examine her, which they did.
The smiling girl, who was actually quite pretty, dealt quickly with the formalities. She had a form that Jenny had to sign, and Poppy noticed that the paper was plasticised to protect it from the pervasive dampness. She handed over a bunch of keys. ‘We won’t be needing the restraints for a few days, Mistress Jenny’, she said. ‘You can send them back anytime. My master also suggested that you might like to borrow this for the walk home, as she can be rather wilful.’ She produced a stout switch, rather like a riding crop but a bit stiffer ‘That’s very kind, Sofia’, said Jenny, and hefted the instrument in her hand, and taking a few steps back to swish it in the air. She hadn’t moved at random. Now just behind and to one side of Suzie, she landed two sharp blows on her thinly-clad bottom, using perhaps half her strength. The result was a squeal of pain, a twisting jump, and an outraged look, but, fortunately, no words. ‘Nicely balanced’, was all Jenny said. ‘Time for us to be on our way. Thank you again, Sofia, and thank your master. It’s been a pleasure doing business.’ She took her shoulders and kissed her on both cheeks, and was rewarded with an even broader smile.
 

***

 
They all left, with Jenny using the lead that she still had with her to tug the new slave along behind her. Poppy walked behind Suzie at first, but couldn’t see the marks of the crop because of her panties. She’d recovered her composure very quickly and was looking uncharacteristically meek. As they walked and shuffled across the car park, she asked quite a reasonable question. ’Mistress Jenny, may we ask her name?’
‘She doesn’t have one at the moment. I can’t ask her what her previous owner called her, but I’ve already decided on “Voluptua”. It’s a bit of a mouthful, but it suits those curves, don’t you think?’
‘Yes, mistress. Do you think we’ll be renamed?’
‘No idea. You already have common slave names so you might keep them for a while. It’s up to your owner.’
She paused for a moment before they reached the road, and turned to speak to the girls. ‘I want you to remember Sofia. I mean the one we just met, though the same probably applies to both of them. She’s happy, respectful, helpful, and she’s a great help to her master.’ She waved the switch, causing Suzie to step back sharply. ‘Don’t imagine this was his idea; he’s off enjoying himself somewhere. She’s a kind and thoughtful person. Be like Sofia.’
‘Yes, mistress’, they both said in unison, and Poppy even meant it.
 









Chapter 15

Home and character building

 
Their progress along the public road was necessarily slower than usual, though Voluptua, urged on by quite gentle taps from the switch, did her very best to shuffle along with them. It was hard work for her, and they could soon hear whistling noises from the breathing hole in her gag. With her irons and chains, and the girl’s nose rings, the group received some appreciative remarks from passers-by. They encountered a couple of people who were known to Jenny, and she was happy to let them- one man and one woman- explore her charges with their hands. It was mid-afternoon when they arrived at the brothel, and they went straight through to the cafeteria. There Jenny removed Voluptua’s gag, leaving her working her jaw and panting heavily. She managed a breathless ‘Thank you, mistress. And thank you for buying me.’ The irons and chains remained in place, so she couldn’t sit comfortably on the thinly padded chairs, but was helped to kneel between Poppy and Suzie, whose hands were now relocked in front of their bodies. Jenny had always been treated with respect by the staff at the brothel, but her new status eliminated any need to visit the buffet. Tea, cakes and scones were brought to the table, Jenny just drank some tea and had a few bites, and then left them to attend to various matters of her own. Oddly, perhaps, it was Voluptua who spoke first. Offered another piece of scone, jam and cream, she declined. ‘No, thank you, miss. I had a big lunch, because Miss Sofia didn’t know how far I’d be going this afternoon.’
‘Call me “Poppy”’, said the latter. ‘This is Suzie.’ Suzie wasn’t looking overly friendly, but she bent down to give Voluptua a token kiss on the forehead. Poppy gave her a longer kiss on her very succulent lips, and got a lovely smile in return. After giving her more tea, Poppy, noticing her restlessness, asked whether the chains were very uncomfortable.
‘A little, Poppy. I’ve only been a slave for two months, and most of the time I’ve been kept in cells. I’m not used to being in irons like this. I won’t complain, I’m so relieved that your mistress has bought me.’
‘You’ve no idea what she’s going to do with you’, said Suzie, sceptically.
‘I’m happy to work in the brothel or serve her personally’, she replied. ‘I like sex and I can cook and do various other useful things. She’s bound to be better than the alternative.’
‘What was the alternative?’
‘Although my goalers used me quite a lot, private owners don’t want slaves with my background. They’re afraid to trust us in their homes, with their families and property. I don’t have the body for manual labour, or ponyplay, or sports. At the auction house, the only other buyer who showed any interest was a master whipmaker. My big tits and bottom would have been perfect for him.’
Poppy kissed her again. ‘Well, we’ll help you all we can, Voluptua. This is a good place, but remember, there is a whipping room for customers who like that sort of thing.’
Two slaves from the brothel staff came then, to take her for cleaning, measuring and other minor procedures. Suzie and Poppy were left alone for a few minutes. The former was less positive than the latter about their new friend. ‘We need to think about the implications of this, Poppy’, she said. ‘With those tits waving under his nose, I can’t see Master Ted paying us much attention. I’m not sure about Miss Jenny either. I really enjoyed sex with her, too.’
‘Perhaps you should be a bit nicer to her, then. How’s your bottom?’
‘Only a bit sore. It was more the shock than the pain. But Poppy, you must have realised that we were being treated like the aristocrats of slave society, and I’m not at all sure it just was because we’re newcomers. Now we share the limelight. And although she might have been a bargain, she still cost money, and she’ll take up space. It must reduce the chances that we’ll be bought either by her or by Master Ted. Where does that leave us. Changing Albert’s nappies? He sounds a bit weird to me; a completely unknown quantity. He might be the nicest, gentlest young man in the world, or he might be torturing bunnies even as we speak.’
Poppy couldn’t deny the logic in what she said. ‘I know all that, Suzie, but now the girl’s here with us, we must be nice to her. We’ve got nothing to lose by doing that, and I quite like her tits too. Don’t you? And listen, you must try to behave better. Try to see the lines more clearly and don’t cross them. Miss Jenny only flicked you with that switch. Imagine what she could do.’
‘I try, Poppy, I really do. And I know we’ve had some good times here. But I feel that we’re sinking into an acceptance of the fact that we’ll always be slaves, and we’ll never know what horrors might be lying in wait for us down the line. My instincts are telling me to push back against what’s happening to us. We’ve only been here for what, five days? And yet here we are, referring to those two as “Master” Ted and “Mistress” or “Miss” Jenny, even when they can’t hear us. Why do we do that. Have we accepted our lot?’
‘Possibly it’s because walls, and possibly tables, have ears, Suzie. But I do accept that we’re lucky to have them as our keepers, and life could be much worse for us. I expect we’ll see some bad things tomorrow, at this “Hall of Punishment”.
‘I can’t resist their self-righteousness, either’, Suzie persisted. ‘It’s as if they take it for granted that normal society is wrong about everything, and it’s really quite right and proper to drag naked women in chains along public roads, and buy and sell human beings like cattle. I know I can’t challenge them directly, so poking fun at them from time to time is the best I can do. But you are right, Poppy. I will try to be more careful. Speak of the Devil.’
Jenny and Ted were walking across the room towards them, arm in arm, talking and laughing together. ‘Come with us’, said Jenny when they arrived. ‘We’ll show you where the new accommodation’s going to be.’
They walked out through the French windows and in the general direction of the Rope School, but turned off that path through a screen of jungle to reach a hitherto unvisited clearing, which contained a very new-looking, and quite large wooden structure. It had windows and patio doors, so it was obviously meant for human habitation. They went inside and found a few of the internal walls had been built, but much of it was still wide open. Two men were installing a staircase, and others were putting a ceiling where the lower rooms had been laid out. There were very few two-storey buildings in the compound. This one would have sloping ceilings upstairs, but it was big enough to make a five or six bedroomed house. Jenny, obviously delighted with it, described its origins. ‘This was going to be a kennel where people in the city, going away on holiday or business, could leave their slaves in safe hands’, she told them. ‘The bit with the patio doors was going to be for the staff; the rest would have been divided into little cubicles. There’s another new building already going up that can be used for that. This will be home for Ted and me, and you two, for a while.’
‘Won’t we be sold before it’s finished, Mistress?’ asked Poppy. ‘There’s months of work here.’
‘Actually, about a fortnight’, said Ted. ‘With lots of manpower and prefabricated parts and systems, it’s amazing what can be done. Some of us can sleep here before it’s finished.’
In one of the walls that had been built already, a door opened and out came Fanny, now wearing a thin but smart linen dress, and with her hands lightly chained in front of her. She had a tape measure over her shoulders and was holding a laser version in one hand. She bobbed down in curtseys to Ted and Jenny, but couldn’t contain her delight at seeing Poppy, and especially Suzie. Ted waved his arm towards them, and they were both practically ravished where they stood. He waited indulgently until their greetings were more or less over, and told her to tell them her thoughts about the possible layout of the building. ‘She seemed to have some ideas’, he said to the other three, ‘and I’ve no grasp of spaces and what can go in them. But I didn’t like the plan my builder showed me. He’s only used to designing brothels. He had glory holes in the bathrooms!’
In her- however new- element, Fanny led them round the premises describing her plans for living areas, a dining room, kitchen-diner and family bathroom. She waved her hands in the air to describe the locations of bedrooms and en suites. She narrowed it down to details; she’d planned the locations of the vivarium tanks that Ted liked so much, and had even thought about the air conditioning, the kitchen units, the blinds and curtains, and the flooring and wall coverings. More importantly, perhaps, she had interesting proposals for incorporating extra slave storage. Pens could be installed in the loft space and against the ground floor walls, with access from inside or outside the house. She’d planned for small but adequate bedsitters for the cook and two other servants, and for small but comfortable cubicles for spare pleasure slaves near the bedrooms. She even had ideas for digging out a cellar, but admitted that they might not want to spend the time involved. They all listened, spellbound by her enthusiasm and her command of practicalities. A kitchen slut barely two days earlier, she’d completely vindicated Jenny’s nomination. Ted stopped her when she got down to the electrical sockets.
‘Fanny, my dear, could you put this into the form of some kind of sketch or rough plan? It’s up to you whether you do it on a computer or pieces of paper; we can get you some really big sheets and put a table in here for you to work on. Tomorrow I’ll look them over with a draughtsman, and we can put them into a form that the builders and tradespeople can use. If we can get that done in, say, forty-eight hours, the men can be finishing off the ceilings in the meantime, and they can make another smaller base a few yards from this building for another one, which will be your ‘cellar’. I’m afraid a real cellar would have to be pumped twenty-four seven, or it would flood.’
Fanny stuttered her thanks, obviously not expecting to be taken so seriously. She chose the paper option, and Ted ‘phoned her requirements to the duty overseer.
‘It’s great that we’ve made such progress’, he said. ‘It’s a pity we don’t have any beds in here where we could celebrate. You know what I mean.’ To illustrate his point he walked up quickly behind Suzie and Poppy, who were standing together, and ripped both their bikini bottoms off at once. As a playful gesture it was a success, producing satisfactory squeals and giggles, but it had more serious consequences. He saw the marks on Suzie’s buttocks, fading now but still clearly visible. ‘What’s this?’ he asked Jenny. ‘You had to beat her?’ His tone was neutral, and Jenny made light of it. Walking up behind Poppy from a few yards to one side: ‘She’s been persistently cheeky. I didn’t mind that, but she made an inappropriate mention of the Doctor’s wife, Madeline. I just gave her a couple of taps, little more than a kiss, really. I’m sure she appreciated it, didn’t you, Suzie?’
The answer came like lightening. ‘Of course, mistress. You can kiss my arse anytime.’
Jenny’s response was just as fast. She was still carrying the switch, and before anyone realised what she had in mind, she thrashed it three times across Poppy’s bare bottom. The startled girl didn’t have time to move, even though she was so lightly bound. Not only was she naked, but Jenny hit much harder with a full, round-arm swipe, back and forth. She screamed out loud with shock and pain. Ted and Fanny stared, aghast at her choice of target. Suzie was the quickest, both to guess the reason, and to react. She fell to her knees against Jenny’s legs, begging for forgiveness. She was ignored. Jenny handed the switch to Ted, and took the frightened, shocked, and whimpering Poppy by the shoulders, and led her a little away from the others. She seemed cool as a cucumber; not at all angry. Suzie was trailing after them on her knees, and so heard the ensuing conversation.
‘Poppy, my dearest girl’, said Jenny, stroking her arms; ‘do you understand why I did that?’
Somehow it seemed important to Poppy to think of a reason that wouldn’t alienate her from her mistress. ‘Because you’re a cruel bitch’ wouldn’t cut the mustard. ‘M-Mistress’, she stammered; ‘was it because you think Suzie will be more respectful if she knows I’ll be punished when she does wrong?’ Suzie’s reaction seemed to indicate that such an approach would be successful. She was now licking Jenny’s feet.
‘That’s a clever answer, Poppy dearest, perhaps too clever. I’m not that manipulative. No; it’s you who’s failed me. Do you understand how?’
Poppy racked her brain, still having to somehow screen out the stinging pain in her posterior. ‘Mistress Jenny’, she finally said. ‘You told me to get Suzie to behave better, and I failed. I’m so very sorry, mistress.’
‘Very good. Now, go and lie down on that bench over there, face down, and Suzie will come and kiss your bottom better.’
Once that process had been started and Fanny had calmed down enough to go back to her measurements, Ted and Jenny stood nearby and continued their conversation. ‘Do I have to resign myself to the fact that you’re not coming to visit me until this house is finished?’ asked Ted. ‘Surely there’s some interim solution?’
Jenny made a pantomime out of thinking about it. ‘Perhaps, but no more games of dodge-the-furniture-removal-men. We’re not coming to dinner. If by nine o’clock you’ve managed to locate another proper bed, had a space cleared for it, and put it up next to yours, we’ll come visiting.’
‘Done deal. I know where there’s one going spare.’
‘And no more harridans. Fanny’s obviously too busy to come. You’ll have to find someone nice, or we’re out of there. The girls might have met someone. Alright, Suzie, you can stop now. Fanny, can you find a first aid kit? Bring me the magic ointment from it.’
Soon Poppy was having ointment rubbed on her behind; Fanny volunteered to do it. Suzie identified a couple of slaves who’d helped them with their meals; she could describe but not name them. Ted promised to try to identify them.
‘I’m going to take Poppy back to the chalet now’, said Jenny, ‘and show her that I’m not angry with her any more. Can you take Suzie with you? You can keep her until we come over later, if you want.’
‘I’ll find something to do with her; don’t worry’
‘Oh, I’m sure you will. Don’t forget I’ll have an extra body with me tonight.’
With that she took Poppy by the arm and led her away. She seemed to know the paths to the chalet, and it was only a two or three minute walk, done in silence.
 

***

 
When they entered the chalet, they found Voluptua asleep on the sofa. Her heavy irons were gone, replaced by a cuff and collar set like those worn by the girls. Her hands were locked in front of her and to the collar, and her ankles were also joined. She woke up and started climbing to her feet, or her knees, but got to neither before Jenny pushed her back gently. ‘Go back to sleep, my dear’, she said. ‘You’ll be busy later. Dinner in about two hours.’
She took Poppy into the bedroom, and ascertained that she didn’t need the toilet. She shut the door and led her to the bed, sitting on the edge beside her. Oppressed by her silence, Poppy was starting to cry. ‘My dearest Poppy, please stop crying’, said Jenny. ‘You must know I love you very much.’
‘But you felt you had to beat me, mistress.’
Jenny lifted her face up to hers and licked the tears away. Then she lifted the nose ring and kissed her, very tenderly. ‘It really hurt me to do that’, she said. But we mustn’t have hard feelings towards one another. What would you do to help your friend? I love her too, and I like her wit, but she can’t see the boundaries. You know that’s why you got beaten. Do you want me to release you from your assignment?’
Poppy looked back at her, squaring her shoulders a little. ‘Mistress Jenny, if flogging me raw would prevent something terrible from happening to Suzie, I’d gladly submit to it.’
‘I won’t flog you raw, Poppy. I think that little demonstration will have the necessary effect. I don’t want her to lose her sense of humour, or even her sarcasm. She needs to know, though, that slaves don’t tell their mistresses to kiss their arses; not in front of other free persons. I can’t emphasise this enough; if she did that in the market square, she’d be taken off me, and I’d have no say in what happened to her. You’ll see a few of the possibilities tomorrow.’
‘I must admit I’m a bit frightened about tomorrow, mistress.’
‘I suppose that’s the idea. But if you’re careful, Poppy, you’ll get a lot more pleasure than pain out of life. Let’s start now.’
She kissed Poppy then, holding the ring up out of the way and keeping their lips and tongues together for a long time. Then she gently pushed her down onto the bed, and used a short chain to lock her hands to the iron frame above her head. She pulled her legs straight and separated them widely, and chained them to the bottom frame, and began to toy with her. She oiled her breasts and kneaded them with one hand, fingering her pussy with the other. She sat up most of the time, but occasionally bent down to kiss her lips. She paused very briefly to remove her own clothes, and her nakedness enhanced Poppy’s feeling of utter helplessness. Jenny’s breasts hung free above her, and she so much wanted to get her hands and mouth on them. ‘Making up’ was an erotic experience, but added to now by her bondage and the mild smarting from her bottom, blending with the stimulation that Jenny was inflicting on her clitoris to form an explosive mixture. Her cries of ecstasy, when she came, must have woken Voluptua, but Jenny didn’t stop at one. She kept her simmering for a short time before working her up to another, and another, until she was sodden with sweat and barely able to catch her breath. Then she mounted her face.
While Jenny and Poppy were mending fences, Suzie was, first of all, having an entirely different kind of conversation with Ted. He’d spent a few more minutes talking to Fanny until slaves arrived carrying the drawing materials and table that she needed. He told her to take a dinner break when she needed to, to eat whatever she wanted in the cafeteria, and to sleep in any vacant room in one of the more expensive salons. She was naked, and had been since she’d been promoted, for she didn’t want to wear her kitchen slut’s clothes again. He told her to go to the overseer on duty to collect whatever she thought appropriate. ‘You have the run of the place’, he told her. ‘Anybody questions that, tell them to get in touch with me.’
After they left Fanny they walked to Ted’s quarters, and ‘phoned orders for the new bed to be brought and some of the existing furniture taken away. He thought there was plenty of room for one sofa, but some of the other items would have to be stored. No-one was coming for forty minutes, so he took Suzie to bed. He came quickly the first time, but it was not the slam-bang-thank-you-ma’am that it had been two days before. He was quite gentle, and the second time he was slow and loving, and he made sure that she came before he did.
While the furniture was being changed he took her into the kitchen alcove and closed the door to the living area. He made coffee and they sat together at the little breakfast table, drinking it. ‘Fanny is brilliant’, he said, raising the subject without preliminaries. ‘I fancy myself as a judge of people, but I don’t spend time talking to kitchen sluts. Perhaps I should; I’ve relied too much on others who don’t really have any motive to bring forward possible rivals for the best roles. I’ve got eyes in my head though, and I know it was you who spotted her and encouraged her.’
‘I liked her as soon as I saw her, Master Ted. I thought she had something about her, even though she was shy and scared to talk even to me.’
‘I want you to help me, Suzie. You’ll meet lots of slaves, here and elsewhere. If you spot someone working well below their abilities; someone whose talents haven’t been spotted, let me know. It’s obviously more valuable if you notice anyone here, but otherwise, you never know.’
‘I’ll do that, master.
Now you can come with me on my rounds, and we’ll have dinner in the cafeteria. You said you liked some of the slaves who’d helped you with your meals. Perhaps we’ll be lucky and come across one or two.’
‘I’d like that, master. I wonder if I might ask an irrelevant question? I was wondering where Midnight was, and John too, for that matter. I know I’m being nosey, but I can help you more if I know the routines; how the brothel works from day to day, master.’
‘You can ask me what you like; I don’t have secrets. Midnight’s today’s receptionist. If you didn’t see her when you came in, she was probably getting herself laid. She’ll have been relieved by now, so she’s probably asleep. John’s probably with her, but if he isn’t, he’ll be helping at the forge. I’ve wondered whether he’s worth cultivating; what do you think?’
‘I’ve not spoken to him directly, master. I’ll try to find the chance to do so.’
In the cafeteria, they ate very well. The dish of the day was steak and kidney pie with chips and peas. Suzie had two helpings washed down with Chilean red wine. ‘Master, this is really nice’, she said, ‘but it isn’t the local cuisine’.
‘If you’d rather have strips of boiled crocodile, I’ll order some for you, but it is a bit expensive now we’ve almost wiped them out’, he offered.
‘I’ll stick with this, master.’
The girl who brought them tarte tatin was the one who’d helped Suzie and Poppy when they’d eaten on their own there. Suzie pointed her out, and Ted asked her name, and she was relieved of her duties and told to report to his quarters at nine o’clock. There wasn’t anyone else, but after dinner they did the rounds of several of the brothel’s main facilities. In the bathhouse Suzie identified a plump black woman who’d treated her well and seemed to have some influence over the other workers. ‘I don’t really know anything about her, master, but she is very kind and quite efficient.’
‘We’ll give her a try; I won’t hold you responsible’, he said, and called her over.
As they walked back towards Ted’s quarters she plucked up the courage to ask him a very personal question. ‘Master, I’ve learnt that sex with slaves doesn’t really count, in the sense that when you fuck me or Poppy, or Midnight, you’re not being unfaithful to Mistress Jenny. What I can’t help thinking is, that in Mistress Jenny you’ve got a lovely free mistress who’s your equal, and an unbelievably gorgeous sex slave. Why do you want to bone me, or Poppy, or anyone else? I’m sorry if the question’s out of order, master.’
‘I wouldn’t say the question’s out of order, Suzie, though you do have a certain way with words. Put Jenny into completely different compartment. Midnight is exquisite; sex with her is close to the ultimate. But we men don’t just want the best; we want to strive for the best as well, and that means starting, sometimes, a little below the best.’
‘How far below am I, master?’
‘I’m not going to fall for that, Suzie. I‘m well aware of the reasons why Jenny finds you difficult. Are you trying to get Poppy spanked again?’
‘Oh no, master, please. I’m just trying to understand your needs. Will you let me serve you again?’
By this time they were sitting together on a bench in an arbour near Ted’s quarters, and he graciously allowed her to bend down and take his cock in her mouth. ‘You are good at that’, he said afterwards. ‘You seem to know instinctively which parts of the cock to concentrate on, when. It’ll go on your profile, along with your other speciality.
‘My other speciality, master?’
‘Feet, of course. Jenny told me you were good at those, and she’s arranging for some extra training for you. Of course she wants you and Poppy to be a bicoloured matched pair, so both of you will have to do it.’
Suzie sighed deeply. ‘This is awful. Everything I do gets Poppy into trouble. Perhaps we should be separated.’
‘You need Poppy to save you from yourself. Poppy’s such a sweet, lovely girl. I hope you don’t make us punish her again.’
Suzie detected two hidden messages in those three short sentences. One was that, although he liked her, he wouldn’t put her interests above Poppy’s. The other was in the little word ‘we’. There was no hope of playing Ted off against Jenny, however carefully. She still hoped he’d be a moderating influence. Jenny was thoroughly likeable; in their earlier lives they could have been equals and very good friends. But Suzie believed Poppy’s first explanation for her beating; that (put more bluntly) Jenny was manipulating them by emotional blackmail. She also thought she could deduce, albeit from just a few comments and incidents, an unsettling fondness for whips, crops, and all instruments of corporal punishment. After a long pause she answered him. ‘I’ll do my best, Master Ted. Miss Jenny likes me to push up against the boundaries, and I must learn to do that without crossing them. But sometimes I think with my tongue. I do wish I could take my own punishments.’
To her surprise, Ted took hold of the end of her nose and squeezed where the new grommet accommodated the ring. ‘Is this sore at all?’ he asked.
‘No, master, it’s healed with unbelievable speed. The medicine here is like something out of a science fiction story. It still feels a bit strange, of course; an alien presence in a rather intimate place. I’m not enamoured of this ring.’
‘We’ll cut that off soon. Jenny asked me to put you in the tank with Midnight tonight. It isn’t exactly a punishment, but I don’t suppose it’s unrelated to recent events.’
Suzie was unruffled by the news. ‘I don’t see it as a fate worse than death, master.’
‘Wait till the morning. I don’t think young John’s ever managed to walk away under his own steam. Anyway, time’s passing and we’d better go. It’s nice out here in the evening. I wonder whether I’ll miss my little home?’
‘You’ll soon get used to the new one, Master Ted. I’m sure you’ll be allowed to keep some of your possessions, to make it feel more like home. Some of us have had to move further.’
‘But we’ve all acquired a mistress’, he replied, and they laughed together. He took her arm and they strolled through the trees to the uninviting structure that was soon to be replaced.
 

***

 
Poppy and Jenny woke up just in time for quick showers all round. They attended to Voluptua together, and Jenny then locked both slaves’ hands behind their backs.  Leaving them naked, she walked them over to Ted’s residence, not entirely sure what and who she was going to find there. There was no-one in the living area, but there were two beds now, both four-posters. He’d had them put right up against one another, and the legs and posts had been fixed together with metal brackets. The huge sleeping area that resulted dominated the room. ‘This isn’t quite what I envisaged’, said Jenny. ‘But I suppose I can’t complain. Look at the tank.’
The tanks on each side of the room were such a familiar part of the décor that Poppy hadn’t looked at them properly. As usual, the curtain was drawn over one of them, but the other was occupied. The dark, naked bodies of Midnight and Suzie were writhing gently against one another, their lips twisting and gobbling against one another. Midnight’s hand was between Suzie’s legs, fingers scrabbling just inside the opening. Poppy could see that her friend was on the brink of cumming, and indeed her body soon started undulating and shaking. They’d come in at an untypical moment, for both knew that the traffic was mostly in the other direction. Suzie was in the tank to serve Midnight’s needs, not the other way round. The might-have-been harem slave held all the cards, for although she wore her usual collar and cuffs, she was completely unrestrained, except by the tank itself. Suzie was wearing thigh cuffs and her wrists were locked to them. Her ankles were separated by a three-foot spreader, so she was helpless and at the other’s disposal. ‘Ted’s been kind to her’, commented Jenny. ‘I’m not a fan of wrist-to-thigh bondage; I like to see the body stressed a bit. We’ll have to set endurance targets for the two of you.’
Ted now came into the room from the breakfast alcove, and they all kissed. He spent some time admiring Voluptua, who he hadn’t yet seen. ‘I haven’t used her yet’, Jenny told him. ‘We can try her out tonight, obviously. Perhaps, tomorrow, she could go in the tank with Midnight. We need to be strict with her for the first few weeks at least. Lots of really tight bondage. I gather she can be very wilful.’ Ted made her open her mouth. ‘Nice, big tongue piercing’, he remarked. You need to keep something in that, or it’ll close up. I’ll call the new serving slaves in.’
Poppy was glad to recognise both of the new women. She’d liked the one from the cafeteria very much and thought her intelligent and knowledgeable, as well as very attractive. Her name was now revealed to be Doomie, which she was at pains to spell for them. ‘I thought of that’, said Ted, rather proudly. ‘Customers always ask the girls their names. She has to answer; “do me, master”. Just a bit of fun.’
‘Hilarious.’ The cutting edge was back in Jenny’s voice. ‘Subtle. Classy. Do you really think I’m going to shout ‘do me’ every time I want my hair combed? When I said I wanted better staff, I didn’t mean we had to be surrounded by your favourite whores. What about the income she brings you? What’s she going to do for us, except give you another cunt to fill?’
The poor girl was looking utterly miserable now, and Ted was crestfallen. ‘I think she’s ready to do something besides whoring’, he said, very defensively. ‘She’s good around the place generally; she’s clever and obliging, and she knows a lot about a lot of things. Suzie chose her, and she’s a good judge of character.’
Jenny turned to Poppy, tapping her own head. ‘My phrasebook’s talking to me again, Poppy. “Good judge of character” is Tedspeak for “big tits”. Now I think about it, most of the things he says mean “big tits”. He doesn’t really think about anything else.’ She turned back to him, glowering. ‘I think she goes back to her real trade, possibly with a shift every week in the whipping shed to help her remember her place.’
If Poppy had not realised that she was really annoyed, she might have thought it amusing banter. But her voice was raised, and Ted’s face was dark and defiant. Tears were now streaming down poor Doomie’s face, and her shoulders were slumped in misery and disappointment. Faced the imminent prospect of the evening, and possibly Jenny’s new relationship, going south in the next couple of minutes, she took the risk of intervening. She moved right against her and placed her breast in contact with her arm. ‘Mistress, may I say something please? There must be a compromise possible.’
As she rather expected, Jenny rounded on her. ‘You know better than I do how to handle my boyfriend and his slaves, do you? You’ve certainly handled him, I know that.’ But Poppy could see that her temper was beginning to subside. The resort to old-fashioned jealousy was a sign of that; she was mouthing stock phrases she’d read or heard somewhere. Ted was ready to seize the moment. He came a little closer. ‘Jenny, my dearest, I love you and it’s far too soon for us to be quarrelling. I know it’s not in the rule book, but suppose we agree to let Poppy arbitrate for us? He’d managed, by this time, to get his arms round Jenny’s waist, and he reached up and stroked her hair. ‘I want us to live happily together, my love’, he went on, ‘and I was over the moon when you agreed to give it a try. But we’re both pretty wilful, and perhaps we’ll need a little help sometimes.’
Poppy’s heart was in her mouth. If Jenny was still determined to quarrel, ‘a little help’ left Ted wide open to another acid attack. But the wind had gone out of her sails; her resistance was now formulaic. ‘She turned to stare at Poppy. ‘This had better be good’, was all she said.
Poppy took a very deep breath. How could she be in this position? Five days as a slave, and the fate of the world seemed to rest on her shoulders. The gentle sobbing from Doomie, who’d had such high hopes when she’d been told to report to Ted’s quarters, convinced her that she must get this right. She also had to be quick, before Jenny’s mood swung again. ‘Mistress, Master, this is a brothel, so it’s inevitable that many of the best and most conscientious slaves will be prostitutes. But this little apartment is a bit of a pressure-cooker, and I’m sure master understands that Mistress Jenny thinks there are already enough girls here for you to play with. Both of you need more staff for the new house and you don’t have long to find them, but what works in that large, airy space will not work in this cubbyhole.’ She knew that would probably irritate Ted, but it was Jenny who needed to be appeased. She took another deep breath, and made her pitch.
‘Master, Fanny is all on her own in that big, unfinished building, with a mass of work ahead of her. Why not send Doomie out to her? She can make her drinks, take her food, sharpen her pencils, make measurements for her; be her girl Friday. She can be company for the boring parts of the work; she can be a comfort during breaks, and she can warm her bed, metaphorically speaking, tonight. If you send her with plenty of restraints and make it clear that Fanny’s in full control, she can make sure that Doomie doesn’t get in the way of her work.’
‘Tomorrow, or the day after, if Mistress Jenny feels the need of a servant-slave at the chalet, or anywhere else, she can take over Doomie. That way, she can try her out for a few days before the house is ready, and then her role, if any, can be decided by both of you, master and mistress. Obviously, her name must be changed. If master will forgive me for saying so, I think perhaps he’s overlooked the fact that he knows most of his slaves, but Mistress Jenny doesn’t. Mistress Jenny is moving into your territory, master. She needs to be in control of the way she does that. So she shouldn’t just have a household built round her. She should have the lion’s share of doing the building. That’s all I’ve got to say. Thank you for letting me speak, Master Ted and Mistress Jenny.’
She bowed her head humbly, but she felt that she’d got it right. She hoped that offering Jenny ‘control’ would address her anxieties without her having to insist on Doomie’s return to her previous work, or worse. Lecturing Ted on his lack of understanding of the situation was risky, but she felt that he’d probably understand why she had to do it. She was still very nervous. When Jenny said, ‘OK, I can live with that’, she almost collapsed with relief. ‘What about the name?’ she added.
Poppy suggested a number of neutral-sounding and rather old-fashioned names; Elsie, Gertrude, Hilda, and one or two others of the same ilk. She didn’t want anything that made her sound like a sex-kitten. Ted, seeing that Doomie badly needed something to cheer her up, asked her what she’d like.
‘Master’, she said timidly, ‘I always liked Susan.’
Jenny looked at him and nodded. ‘Susan it is then’, he said. Just as it all seemed settled, Jenny made one more face-saving demand. ‘We shouldn’t just inflict her on Fanny. She won’t have the confidence to chain her up if she’s in the way. We should send her with hands bound, and we can send Poppy to explain why she’s there.’
‘OK’, said Ted. We’ll do it that way.’
‘You’re forgetting something else.’
‘What, my dear?’
She tossed her head towards the kitchen door. ‘The other woman.’
Indeed, they had forgotten the second recruit. When the atmosphere turned sour, the big black woman from the bathhouse hadn’t known what to do with herself. She’d been summoned by Ted, and she knew she shouldn’t leave the room until he’d given her permission, but she eased herself back a few feet, out of the firing line. As the atmosphere deteriorated, she took a few more steps back, turned, and walked into the kitchen. If anyone noticed, they didn’t say anything. ‘I’ll send her away’, said Ted, and started towards the doorway.
Jenny had won on almost every point (she’d never been serious about the whipping shed) and was now feeling exposed, like an army that was marching forward without finding an enemy. She was even feeling a little embarrassed and guilty about making such a fuss. ‘No. What’s her name?’ she asked.
‘Sandrine.’
She walked to the door and called out; ‘Sandrine, you can come back in here. We’re not going to eat you yet.’ It was difficult for her to take exception to the woman who appeared, with a timid smile and a slightly bowed head. Sandrine was big breasted and big bottomed, but only pleasantly plump elsewhere. She looked about forty, but Poppy remembered Sofia at the stadium, who looked at least ten years younger than she actually was. She had a big mouth with big lips, and big, very dark eyes. Somehow, she radiated goodwill and humanity, and she was greater as a woman than the sum of her parts. On the other hand, Jenny couldn’t accuse Ted of recruiting her for her body, not when the likes of Midnight were at his beck and call. It was time for a conciliatory gesture. She took her by the shoulders and kissed her on each cheek. ‘Please bring your master and I some wine, Sandrine’, she said. The woman’s face might not have launched a thousand ships, but the smile she gave her might have.
The hugely relieved Ted locked Susan’s wrists behind her back. Poppy watched, fascinated, as it was done. With her and Suzie it was a commonplace thing; something that Jenny did routinely. Susan made it special with a series of tiny reactions that on their own were barely detectable. There was a little gasp as her hands were drawn together, a slight pout and a discrete licking of the lips. Once he’d snapped the padlock in place, he ran his hands up the outsides of her arms, drawing them together just a little. There was a slight, almost undetectable arching of her back, and her breasts pushed forward. It would have been almost impossible to demonstrate that any of these events was deliberate, or even significant, but the message- ‘Use me master, I’m yours’- was unmistakeable. Poppy wondered if it would have made any difference if Jenny, now on a charm offensive, hadn’t followed Sandrine into the little kitchen. Ted now led the two slavegirls, an arm over each of their shoulders, to the door and showed them out. Rather to their surprise, he came outside with them, and spoke quietly to Poppy. ‘I’ll find a way to reward you for that, Poppy. You’ve just saved a lot of bacon. One more favour. Don’t hurry. I’ll send someone to bring you back, and it’ll probably be about an hour.’
‘I will, Master Ted. You’ll square it with the mistress?’
‘Of course, don’t worry.’ 
He put a ring with a single key on it round Susan’s neck, and went back inside. The two girls started walking. Only then did Poppy realise what a frightening place it was. Dark, with dim lights on the tree trunks to make their path just visible, they were alone and naked in the Amazon forest with their hands locked behind their backs. ‘Do you know the way?’ Poppy asked Susan. ‘I think so, but I thought you would’, she replied. They were confident of the general direction, so they set out. ‘I’m not used to being out here in the dark’, admitted Susan. ‘We stay in our own areas, usually, at night.’ They weren’t really afraid of getting lost, but the deserted compound was very eerie, and far from silent, with mysterious screeches and howls coming from the nearby jungle. They walked with their arms and shoulders touching. There was a short period silence, which Susan broke. 
‘You were brilliant, Poppy. Another few seconds and skin and hair would have been flying, and you can count on it that most of it would have been ours. I was cursing Suzie for getting me involved, but the jury’s out now. I can’t say I’m confident about having Mistress Jenny as a mistress.’
‘Usually she’s much more even tempered’, Poppy replied. ‘I’ve grown to like her a lot in a very short time, and she’s great in bed. She’s been jittery since this afternoon. I think she’s suddenly got anxious about committing to a relationship with Ted. She made all sorts of demands and he’s surprised her by meeting them, even by building a new house for her. I really, really hope she works her way through it. A lot depends on that for us, now.’
‘Indeed it does. Is it through here?
The path through the last thicket was very scary, but they pushed through to the clearing where their new home was under construction. Through a window they could see Fanny bent over a table, pencil in hand, working on a sketch. Before they made their presence known, Poppy stopped and stood close to Susan, speaking quietly. ‘You know when Ted locked your hands, you did something. I couldn’t put a finger on it and say exactly what you did, but a kind of frisson went through your body, and although you barely moved them at all, your breasts seemed to swell and offer themselves somehow. Am I making any sense? Whatever you did, I want to be able to do it.
‘Remember, dearest Poppy, that I’m a prostitute, as your mistress so kindly pointed out in case anyone had forgotten. I know how to behave when a man touches my body; when he puts me in bondage. I know what he expects and wants to see, hear and feel. It’s easy to make the right moves; what takes time is to learn to do it naturally, without thinking, and without it looking contrived. But however good the act is, it’s never perfect when it is an act. A real pleasure slave loves being touched; loves being bound. That’s the secret that you need to learn, and everything else follows. A pleasure slave takes as much as she gives. “It’s as important to receive as it is to give”. Isn’t that in the Bible somewhere?’
‘I don’t think those are the exact words’, replied Poppy, acutely conscious, now, of how close Susan was to her.
‘Don’t nit-pick. You have to understand the message, not fuss over the words. I’ll teach you what I can, Poppy, and Suzie too, if she wants. Now kiss me and we’ll try to get in out of the dark.’
It was dawning on Poppy that, while they talked, she was getting a practical demonstration. They’d started very close together, partly for moral support in the darkness, and party because they didn’t know whether the building had been properly soundproofed yet. Many of the more utilitarian structures in the compound were not double-glazed. It seemed perfectly natural, as they conversed in such hushed tones, that they would move closer and closer. Now their breasts were just touching. Susan was just a trifle taller than Poppy, but hers were heavier, so it was no problem for her to arrange for their nipples to brush lightly against one another. Almost imperceptibly, she was over-breathing to keep them heaving slightly, adding a little to the friction between them. Susan’s face was pretty and her mouth generous, but in a library they’d probably have gone unremarked, even without the recent outbreak of political correctness. But now Poppy found herself mesmerised by the big, wide eyes on hers, the very slight pout, and the tongue darting out to brush the upper lip. She raised her face slightly, and then she was lost. The warmth, the softness, the way they moulded themselves to her own shape, the tongue exploring the inside of her lips, surpassed even what she’d experienced with Midnight. The latter was brilliant, of course, but Poppy now appreciated that harem servitude involved a very wide range of talents and services, while Susan had focussed all her efforts on become the very best sex-slave that she could possibly be. While their mouths merged and time seemed to stand still, their four breasts pillowed gently against one another, and moved slowly from side to side.
‘We’re going to have some very nice times together’, said Susan as she broke off the kiss, leaving Poppy bereft. ‘One also has to accept that one’s feminine whiles don’t always work. It’s me who’s out in the dark, waiting to see if I’m going to be any use to a kitchen slut. But I’ve had a lovely walk with a new friend, who I hope will soon be a very dear friend. Which of us is going bang her head on the window?’
Poppy had just about gathered her wits. ‘We will be Susan. But it’s my turn to give you a bit of advice. Forget that she was a kitchen slut, and ignore the dowdy hair style and the humble posture. Fanny is going to be a good friend to have. She boxes above her weight in bed, though she’s a long way from your league. So is almost everyone.’
‘Thanks, I’ll bear that in mind. I’m not snobbish, anyway. Let’s use your head. Turn your back to the window. That way the bruise won’t show, or the scars, if it breaks.’
‘My head’s a bit too valuable’, Poppy said, smiling. She was casting about for another way. Nearby the builders had left a wheelbarrow full of rubble, so she identified a smallish rock and twisted her arms and body enough to pick it up with one of her hands. Then she stood by the door. Fortunately it was a basic model, not yet replaced by a proper ‘front door’. With her hands to her left side, she started twisting her body as quickly as she could, intending to push her hands forward at the critical moment to hit the wood with her stone. At that critical moment, the door began to open, so what the startled Fanny saw was Poppy staggering across the doorway right in front of her, struggling to regain her balance without her arms to help her. She dropped the stone, and with great presence of mind, Susan turned her back and stepped into her path, stopping her before she fell.
‘Are you two drunk?’, asked the bewildered Fanny. ‘What are you doing here?’
‘Why did you open the door?’
‘Why not? I wanted to look at the elevations. I’m wondering whether to suggest extra windows in the walls, or skylights in the roof.’
‘Perhaps you’d be kind enough to let us in, now we’re here. God knows what lurks in these woods at night.’
They all filed inside. In the centre of the main area, two big trestle tables had been pushed together, and four very large drawings filled their surface. Poppy was amazed at the realism and detail that Fanny had achieved in so short a time. ‘These are brilliant’, she enthused, and Fanny seemed to grow half an inch. She seemed, however, somewhat in awe of Susan, and seemed almost to be avoiding eye contact with her. Poppy had assumed that she’d be doing the talking, but she wasn’t quick enough, Susan getting in first.
‘You ask, “what are we’re doing here?” as if we’re supposed to know, Fanny. You’re supposed to decide that. I’m was to be one of Master Ted’s new household staff, but there was some discussion between him and Mistress Jenny about whether or not I was needed immediately. The upshot is that I’ve been sent to you, and I’m at your disposal. Poppy’s going back to Ted’s in fifty minutes, or a bit more.’
Fanny still looked lost. ‘You’re supposed to do anything I ask? I don’t even know your name.’
‘It’s Susan, unless they’ve changed their minds again. I don’t think they expect you to cook me for your supper, but yes; I’m here to do as you want, work or play.’ She was standing squarely in front of Fanny now, and being much taller, her breasts were only just below her eye level.
‘You mean I can have sex with you?’
‘Which part of “yes” don’t you understand, Fanny?’
Poppy was increasingly concerned. The melting manner that Susan had used on her seemed to have melted away, and she needed for the second time to pour oil on troubled waters. ‘Fanny, my love, Master Ted and Mistress Jenny are counting on you to take care of Susan tonight. Look at the progress you’ve made on these plans. Let’s all look at them until someone comes to take me away. Then you can take an hour’s break with Susan. Then if you want you can do some more work, and back to bed later. If you want Susan to help you with your work, you can unlock her. We brought the key with us. Susan, how long can you last with your hands like that?’
‘All night. I’m rated for twenty-four hours.’
Fanny was looking at Susan more curiously now, perhaps even a little hungrily. ‘It’s just that I’m only a kitchen slut, and Susan’s obviously a pleasure slave. All this is so new to me. Last night was fabulous, but I wasn’t sure that anything like that would happen again.’
‘Fanny’, said Poppy firmly, ‘you must cast off this image of yourself as a kitchen slut. Look around you. Remember how Master Ted treated you this afternoon. You must grow into your role. Why did you think last night wouldn’t happen again? You were great last night.’
‘Poppy, Suzie helped me along from the very start. I don’t know why she did, but it was all her doing. She isn’t here now.’
‘No, she’s in the tank with Midnight. I’m here now, and so is Susan. We both want to help you, don’t we, Susan.’ She gave the latter a very meaningful look, and at last, with a shrug of the shoulders that Fanny couldn’t see, she stepped up to the plate. She kicked off her sandals and managed to make it seem deeply suggestive, and, thus made a fraction shorter, walked right in front of Fanny, trapping her against the edge of her table. ‘Look me in the eyes, Fanny’, she ordered. The apprehensive face tipped up, slowly. The lips came down on hers and stayed there. Poppy could see them flexing, pouting, turning slowly, giving Fanny the full treatment. She couldn’t use her breasts to their best effect, because having to bend down to the shorter woman caused her to stand away a little, but to conquer Fanny she didn’t need all the guns in her armoury. Her arms came up tentatively, and slipped inside Susan’s to hold her closer.
To Poppy the kissing seemed to go on forever, so to feel a bit less like a spare part she started examining the drawings more seriously. Fanny was good, very good. Although they were only meant as rough sketches they were close to scale, and there were no anomalies. There was nothing that wouldn’t fit in the spaces allotted, and no unnecessarily dark corners. She even seemed to have a rough idea of how the plumbing would work, and had managed to get all the toilets close enough to a central downpipe. She had a good look at the kitchen, where Fanny had indicated the positions of most of the cupboards and appliances. Susan’s voice brought her attention back to her friends. The couple had separated, Fanny looking slightly dazed but rather happier.
‘Here’s what I’m proposing, Fanny’, said Susan. ‘Until Poppy’s escort comes to collect her, I’m going to take a good look at your sketches. You two can have a gossip, or whatever you like. When she goes, take me to bed- I presume you’ve got one through that doorway- and do your worst with me for as long as you want. Assuming that you do want to do some more work after that, release my hands and I’ll do what I can to help, or I’ll just stay out of your way. You can leave me tied up in bed if you prefer. But if you don’t, when you want to go to bed for the night, I’ll do you up and show you what a pleasure slave can do for you. How does that sound?’
The still timid Fanny looked at Poppy, who nodded, so she agreed. ‘It sounds wonderful. I’ve done most of what I intended to do tonight, anyway. If you take a good look at the sketches, you can tell me what you think before bedtime.’
Poppy asked her if she had any wine, and she found some in the makeshift bedroom, with a supply of straws, and poured some out for them all. Susan had her put hers on the table and bent to concentrate on the drawings. Fanny and Poppy withdrew to one side, near the door, and chatted softly about the day, and wondered how Suzie was doing in the tank. After a few minutes, Poppy said ‘I want a kiss too, Fanny’. The girl looked pleased and perhaps a bit surprised. It was obvious that she still found it difficult to believe that any one really wanted to be with her. Their remaining time was quite passionate, though it didn’t go beyond kissing. After an indeterminate time there was a knock on the door, and Sandrine was admitted. She was still wearing her dress, and her hands were still locked loosely in front of her. ‘Have you walked here on your own?’ asked Poppy. ‘I’m used to that; I’ve been doing it for years’, she answered. ‘It’s safe to come back now.’ Poppy ran over to Susan and gave her a quick kiss. To Fanny she said; ‘Do her, Fanny, give it your best. She wants it, don’t doubt that. And you might give a moment’s thought to the position of the dishwasher. It might be better reversed with the fridge. And everyone drinks so much wine round here, a dedicated chilled cabinet might be good, in the utility area.’ She was a bit afraid that Fanny might not like criticism of her scheme, but the reverse was true. She beamed, obviously delighted that she was taking such a close interest. ‘Yes, yes, and yes’ she replied, and kissed her again. Poppy followed Sandrine out of the building.
 

***

 
Poppy had never been out of doors so late, and it was noticeably cooler now, but still quite humid. She was still quite comfortable naked, at least when walking and talking. They did the former quite briskly, but before they reached Ted’s accommodation she asked Sandrine to stop and answer a question. ‘I’m not sure I’m understanding this right’, she said, ‘but is it the case that slaves aren’t supposed to have sex together with both partners unbound? Back there, Susan seemed to think that either she or Fanny had to be restrained, but she didn’t say why.’
‘Generally speaking, that’s right’, answered Sandrine. ‘At least, without permission. If two or more slaves are confined together without any restraints, that would normally be taken to imply permission. But Susan was sent out restrained, so she, or Fanny, have to be restrained, unless they’re not having sex.’
‘Sandrine, what did you do before you worked in the bathhouse?’
‘It’s a while ago, Poppy, but I used to be a pleasure slave. I specialised in anal. That’s before Master Ted bought the brothel. I ate a bit too much and I was getting a bit older, but the old master was kind and he’d used me himself quite a lot, so he found me an easy billet in the bathhouse. I’ve always been grateful to him, and he occasionally pays me a visit, even now.’
‘Are you happy to move to Master Ted’s household?’
‘I would be, because I don’t want to be wiping bottoms for the rest of my days, Poppy. To be a housekeeper, or something like that, would be a natural next step for me. The trouble is that it all seems so haphazard. I don’t know what my role would be, or what Susan’s would be. He just walked round with your friend Suzie and picked us out, without having much idea what he wanted us for, or what Mistress Jenny might want. So, right this minute, I don’t know the answer to your question.’
‘I think, Sandrine, that Mistress Jenny will sort out the problems. You were actually quite lucky to escape the storm over Susan and get accepted by her in the aftermath. You’re in a good position, so you shouldn’t feel too anxious. I thought you were one of the kindest and gentlest of the staff in the bathhouse. Suzie obviously thought that too, so we’re both very glad you’re with us.’
They entered Ted’s quarters quietly, since the lights were down very low. In the living area, Ted, Jenny and Voluptua were all asleep on the main bed, their bodies overlapping and intertwined. In the tank, Midnight and Suzie were also resting in a sort of semi-69 position, heads to breasts. Sandrine took Poppy’s arm and urged her into the little kitchen, closing the door behind them. She fetched wine for them both to drink, and they sat in the breakfast alcove. ‘It looks as if you’ve missed the action, Poppy’, she said. ‘And you’, Poppy relied. ‘I’m past that sort of thing’, rejoined Sandrine. ‘They were at it hammer and tongues after you left with Susan, and I suspect they carried on after Master Ted sent me to fetch you. They’ve drunk their fill too, so don’t expect any action soon.’
‘Where do you sleep, Sandrine?’
‘Good question. I’ve never slept here before, of course. There’s a sort of kennel behind the kitchen cupboards with a tiny bed in it, I suppose that’s for me. You’ll take the other double bed next to theirs.’
‘Where did Master Ted tell you to sleep, Sandrine?’
‘He didn’t. He told me to use my common sense and take what was available.’
‘The double bed’s available, Sandrine. Now let’s drink up, and you can take me to the bathroom. I think I can last out the night, but some ointment on my shoulders would be welcome.’
So, after making their preparations very quietly, Poppy and Sandrine tiptoed to the empty double bed. The room was still very quiet. Through the soundproof glass of the tank, they could see Midnight standing up, legs apart, straddling Suzie’s face. The latter was kneeling, and the former’s weight was bending her backwards, so she looked straight up into the vagina into which her mouth was plugged. Against the light background, her chin could be seen moving back and forth, just a fraction of an inch, as she worked with her lips and tongue to complete her task. As she slipped onto the mattress beside Sandrine, taking the side nearer the other bed, she felt quite needy. It was partly because of the scene in the tank, and partly because of the sight of the naked bodies nearby, and the thought of what they’d been doing together. But in the last hour or two she’d been experiencing a very faint but unfamiliar feeling in her breasts- almost but not quite a tingling- and she wondered whether one or more of the treatments she’d had at the clinic were beginning to have some effect.
Sandrine didn’t expect or demand anything from Poppy, but composed herself for sleep, lying on her side facing her, just giving her a friendly kiss on the forehead by way of saying goodnight. Before they’d retired she’d turned the lights down very low, and the main illumination now was the light from the tank, and the movements of its occupants cast shadows that some might have found unsettling. She assumed that Poppy was also settling; she’d arranged the pillows for her, and having anointed and massaged her shoulders and upper arms, she expected her to be comfortable enough to sleep the night through if the master and mistresses allowed it. Her own big breasts rested on top of one another on the mattress between them, almost reaching Poppy’s very lovely protrusions, which she’d insisted in washing for her. Sandrine would have liked to have kissed and sucked them too, but for years now she’d only had sex with her fellow workers in the washhouse and laundry, and it hadn’t occurred to her that this young girl, who was almost certainly destined to be a very expensive pleasure slave, was available to her. It was a complete surprise, therefore, when, after she’d closed her eyes and was on the point of falling asleep, she felt a nibbling and a sucking at one of her nipples.
Since reaching puberty, Poppy had known that she was highly sexed. Nevertheless, on almost all of the nights of the eighteen-and-a-half years of her life she’d slept alone in her bed, and didn’t always masturbate, even in her late teens. Sex was a luxury, a wonderful adventure when it was good- which it wasn’t, always- with teenage boys. She’d never considered it a necessity, at least on a day-to-day basis. Now, as she lay by Sandrine’s side, she began to realise that she wouldn’t sleep without it. She was certainly tired, and slightly befuddled with the wine she’d drunk, and the eerie light had a strange effect on her. With the tank behind her, she could see Sandrine more clearly than she could be seen herself. The great breasts reached out to her invitingly. The upper one was slightly flattened and in turn flattened its neighbour, but not as much as might have been expected. At some point during Sandrene’s career as a pleasure slave, some augmentation and stiffening had been added. Without giving any thought to what she was doing, Poppy wriggled and squirmed, slowly enough not to cause ripples in the mattress, down far enough to look straight at them, but then she could see less, not more. The nipples and the areolae, which were as big as many women’s whole breasts, were very dark indeed, and the closer she got, the more her own head and body shaded them from what light there was. There was nothing to be done but to move even closer, and feel one of them with her tongue. In for a penny, in for a pound: she was soon sucking in as much as she could fit in her mouth.
Startled as she was by this development, Sandrine had no motive to resist. Although reasonably happy with her sex life with her fellow workers, she did have a liking for the younger bodies of the white pleasure slaves that she bathed and cleaned, and relished her opportunities to handle their breasts and genitals. Some of them noticed. Poppy hadn’t, thinking she was being washed very thoroughly, but with almost maternal kindness. After a couple of minutes Sandrine reached down and stroked Poppy’s face, neck and shoulders, her wrist chain rustling quietly and almost caressing her skin as it passed over it. The licking and sucking continued and roamed over a larger area, moving generally upwards towards to tops of the breasts, and then towards he throat. A few minutes later, they were kissing.
Poppy, feeling light-headed and other-worldly, was thinking that it was time for her to invent some kind of classification system for female lips. There were so many, and she felt that she wanted some means of distinguishing them in the dark, or if blindfolded. Though there were many resemblances, the fulsome succulence of Midnight’s was subtly different from the soft, pillowy smoothness of Susan’s. Sandrine’s more mature offerings were firmer and more textured, their surface compartmentalised a little bit like the surface of a segment of grapefruit. She explored them with her tongue, mapping the variations, appreciating the way the texture was finer as she moved from the edges towards the inside of her mouth. As Sandrine’s tongue began to explore her own, Poppy was reflecting that her work would probably last a lifetime. There were so many lips, all different. In the BBW room of the brothel she’d seen a woman whose lips were like shaped balloons, a demonstration of what could be achieved by applying Botox with a stirrup-pump, and no less fascinating for that. Perhaps she’d be given a chance to feel them with her own; it would be difficult to know where to start. And what of Suzie, Fanny, Mistress Jenny, and Fleet? If less exotic, less specialised, they were still founts of endless pleasure. She hadn’t tried Voluptua yet; she was very promising, and she hadn’t even thought about the men, having only experienced two so far. She was lost in her reveries, almost dozing off with her mouth still on Sandrine’s, when she felt the latter’s hand probing down between her legs. She was suddenly conscious of how wet she was, oozing out and probably soaking the mattress underneath. The fingers stroked and scrabbled, rubbed and pinched. They started lightly and built up very slowly, the kisses now becoming gradually more and more passionate. At some point Poppy became conscious of movement on the neighbouring bed, and Sandrine paused for a moment, looking up. Were they in trouble? Then she smiled and whispered, ‘thumbs up from Master Ted’, and carried on. Poppy managed to stay quiet when she was cumming, not knowing whether any of the others were still asleep, but the cost of that was paid in even more violent, muscle-wrenching spasms than usual. When she calmed down she felt an overwhelming need to sleep, but nevertheless tried to start wriggling down to return Sandrine’s favour with her mouth. She was gently pulled back up. ‘Sleep now, little one’, murmured Sandrine. ‘If we wake in the night, then you can do me.’ She stroked her face, kissed her, and let her lick the hand that was wet with her juice. Poppy knew no more then, and was oblivious to the rising tide of lust that was overwhelming the three occupants of Ted’s older bed.
 

***

 
Poppy had expected that she’d be woken at some point for one of the roddings that Suzie had experienced the night before last, but Ted used Voluptua instead. It was probably about six, therefore, when, half awake, she felt something pressing gently against her face. Sandrine was now kneeling over it, facing towards the bottom of the bed, bringing her sex into closer contact, holding open her pussy lips with her lightly chained hands. The chain itself was resting over Poppy’s throat. The latter was in no doubt as to what was expected her, and she was willing and anxious to give satisfaction. Working hard on Sandrine’s clitoris, she felt hands working their way down her body to stroke and caress her breasts and nipples. She was very closely confined by the thickness of the upper legs and thighs that pressed against her cheeks, and had to bob her head up and down occasionally to get room to breathe. She rather wished she could use her hands as well, though she was coming to appreciate the feeling of freedom from responsibility that strict bondage gave her. She was obviously doing what was expected of her, for soon the weight was doubled and the flesh was grinding down so hard onto her mouth that, after she managed to take one quick breath, she had to hold it for almost a minute. Afterwards, with the general ambiance and the work that Sandrine had done on her breasts, it took only two or three minutes of tonguing to bring her off as well. All seemed quiet on the next bed, but dark as it was, she could see that Voluptua was awake and watching them. There were shadows moving together on the wall and ceiling, so the vivarium specimens were active, but she didn’t bother to lever herself up to look at them. She wondered briefly whether she should work her way over to join Voluptua, but then Sandrine’s mouth touched hers, and after a long and languorous kiss, she fell back to sleep.
When Poppy woke again, in daylight, she was alone. Even the tank was empty. She did, however, feel very refreshed and alive. Sandrine must have been keeping an eye on her from the kitchen, for she soon appeared with the key to her cuffs. ‘The others have all left’, she said, unnecessarily. ‘They’ve gone to the canteen for breakfast. They thought you looked so peaceful that they couldn’t bring themselves to wake you. I’ll get ours here. We’ve got lots of time. You’re not leaving here till after eleven. It’s nine o’clock now. Sit up and windmill your arms. I can only give you a few minutes’ freedom. The Mistress was adamant that she wants you in close restraints.
‘How was Suzie?’ asked Poppy, doing as she was told.
‘Let’s put it this way. She walked out on her own legs. She might need a bit of support on the way to the main block. After twelve hours of Midnight’s ministrations that’s good going. But her mouth’s a bit bruised, so Midnight’s going on the wheel again for a couple of hours. She’s probably on it now.’
Slightly apologetic, Sandrine now relocked Poppy’s wrists both in front of her body, and directly to her collar. ‘I don’t mind’, she reassured her. ‘In a strange way there’s some security in being locked up tight.’ Sandrine smiled and Poppy found that she liked the way the little wrinkles developed at the corners of her eyes. She was naked, but neither woman mentioned the night’s encounters until they were in the shower. Sandrine, whose hands were still chained as before, had to wash them both. Now she seemed just a little hesitant, not meeting Poppy’s eyes and acting as if she was washing a doll or a rather large and placid dog. Then her hands reached her sex, and she stopped for a moment. ‘Did we drink too much last night, Poppy?’ she asked. ‘I suppose I should be old enough to know better.’ This was an important moment, Poppy realised. She was being offered an escape route. ‘No’, she said firmly. ‘We drank just the right amount.’ Sandrine’s smile lit up the planet, and the soapy fingers slipped inside.
Although by bending low over the table Poppy could have fed herself, Sandrine forbad it, happy to perform that service. ‘Do you think we’re in trouble’, asked Poppy at one point.
‘No, certainly not. I told you Master Ted saw us the first time and gave me the thumbs-up. I got a few jokes about locking up granddaughters this morning; the old ones are always the best. Suzie hadn’t seen us from inside the tank, of course, so she looked a bit bemused when the others mentioned it. Mistress Jenny looked a bit enigmatic; you might get a word about it from her. If we’ve finished our coffee, I’ll take you to the toilet and do your enema and plug. Then I’d like us to spend the rest of our time together in bed. Any objections?’
‘Of course not, Sandrine. I’ll tell you what I’d like. Whenever you have me at your mercy, I want you to take me, to use me for your pleasure, and never ask my permission again.’ She knew she was taking a bit of a risk, but her instinct told her it was the right move. She needed a friend among the more mature slaves, and she liked her anyway.
Before they started to make love, Sandrine said to her; ‘If either of them comes in, get up quickly and down on your knees on the floor.’ Then her mouth was on hers, and they were conscious of little but one another for nearly an hour. Then Ted marched in, and stopped their attempts to scramble up with an airy wave. ‘Nice to see you two getting on so well’, he remarked. ‘I didn’t see that coming that when I made my battle plans for last evening.’
Poppy was feeling confident. ‘You know, master, what they say about battle plans never surviving first contact with the enemy.’
‘For a while I wasn’t sure who the enemy was’, he replied.
‘Master’, said Sandrine tentatively, ‘I hope it wasn’t wrong of me to sleep in here. I know you probably expected me to sleep in the kennel behind the kitchen.’
She’d timed it well. ‘Sandrine, Poppy saved our bacon last night, and if you made her a bit happier by sleeping in here, I’ll be the last to complain. Make it your business to watch over her, Sandrine. Her welfare is my concern.’
‘Of course, Master. Thank you master.’
‘Poppy, off with you to the chalet. Jenny wants to talk to you and Suzie about today.’









Chapter 16

The Hall of Punishment

 
Poppy was allowed to kiss Sandrine goodbye, and she hurried over to their under-used quarters to find Jenny sitting with Suzie and Voluptua in the living room. There was coffee and a few pastries available. Jenny was eating. Voluptua had one hand locked to her collar, but with the other she was applying ointment to Suzie’s face. An area on and just above the left side of her upper lip was very slightly discoloured and swollen. She looked half asleep, and her hands were restrained in the same way as Poppy’s.
‘It’s good of you to drop in on us’, said Jenny. ‘We all know how demanding the older ladies can be. I don’t have an infinite amount of time, so I need to brief you on the arrangements for your visit to the Hall of Punishment. We’ve had a stroke of luck. Ted and I need to spend some time with Fanny and his architect, and then we need to start thinking about tiles, blinds and so on. Besides, it’ll be good for us to spend some time together, just the two of us . . . with Voluptua, of course, and Midnight when she’s off her wheel, and Fanny, Susan and John, possibly. Your Sandrine’s off to the clinic for her annual check-up. It’s important when they get to that age.’
‘Anyway, darlings, to get to the point; the manager of the Punishment House has a daughter who’s an athlete; a long distance runner who competes abroad a lot. When she’s here, as she is at the moment, she likes to do really thorough conducted tours of her father’s domain. She’s free today, and she’s taking you. Even better, she’s keeping you till late evening. There’s a kind of festival in the square; tomorrow’s the anniversary of the founding of the Republic.’
She paused for a drink of coffee and a mouthful of almond croissant, giving Suzie the chance to interrupt. ‘Mistress, it sounds like a very long day. I’m so exhausted I can hardly stand.’
‘That’ll be taken care of, Suzie. We might as well do it now. Take this pill. You’ll be like new for at about six hours. Then you should get a couple of hours of sleep. There won’t be any side-effects. You’ll just feel fresh and alert, as if you hadn’t spent the whole night ravishing that poor innocent girl.’
‘Please don’t think I’m questioning what you’re saying, mistress, but perhaps a plea in mitigation? My hands were locked behind my back, and Midnight’s weren’t.’
‘You’re forgetting the advantage that you get by coming from the western cultural hegemony, Suzie. Even though you happen to be black, you’re enjoying a form of white privilege. Now let me get on with what I’m trying to tell you. The tour will be really thorough, much more so than mine would have been. Don’t be frightened, though, nothing bad will be done to you. She’ll probably invite you to sample a few of the items of equipment for a short time. You will accept gratefully. She won’t let any men use you, or any other women. Remember that she’s doing this for you out of the goodness of her heart, so you’ll be nice, friendly, and respectful towards her. This is your first long period away from my tender care, and it’s an important test for you, especially Suzie. And why are you looking at me like that? Have you spotted a grey hair?’
Suzie had moved to the edge of her seat and was staring intently at the side of Jenny’s head.  ‘Certainly not, Miss Jenny.’ She seemed to hesitate, as if she wanted to say one thing, and decided to say something else. ‘Your hair has lost none of its lustrous colour. I was looking up “be nice, friendly and respectful” in that phrasebook you keep in your head. It seems to mean “lie still while she fucks your brains out”.
‘You’re not as daft as you look. If you behave really well I won’t beat out of you what you nearly said then. Obviously she’ll feed you, and she’ll be able to adjust your restraints as she wishes. It’s about time to get you ready now. Are you feeling brighter now, Suzie?
Much better already, mistress. I’d like to know what’s in that pill.’
Jenny unlocked their hands and let them use the toilet, and then put them behind their backs. ‘I’m going out for a few minutes now. Don’t talk to Voluptua. She isn’t allowed to communicate with slaves until tomorrow.’
She left them, and Poppy leant over to Suzie and asked her what she’d been intending to say. Suzie glanced at Voluptua, who pursed her lips as if to promise her silence. She decided to trust her. ‘”I didn’t need to lean forward to see those”’, she whispered, and Voluptua giggled. ‘And I nearly finished ‘none of its lustrous colour “as you’ve got older”, but I thought better of that too.’
‘If you’d said that, I wouldn’t have been able to sit down all day.’
‘I know. That’s why I didn’t. I’m getting better, aren’t I?’
‘Stay better, especially today.’
A couple of minutes later Jenny came back in, phone in hand. ‘Ted’s over the moon with Fanny’s drawings’, she told them. ‘He thinks she’s saved us at least a couple of days, and her designs are better than the preliminary sketches he had already. I’ll go over there as soon as your guide arrives. Her name’s Isabella de Porto, by the way. She’s Portuguese, but she speaks native English. You will remember what I said, won’t you?’ They nodded earnestly, but before they could verbalise their promises, there was a knock on the door.
Isabella de Porto was of Latin appearance, and was, as they’d been told, clearly an athlete. Her face was not unattractive but looked a little gaunt and angular, though her smile was warm and friendly as they were all introduced. Her upper arms, thighs and calves were muscular, with the sharp definition typical in her sport. She was about their height, and was wearing a sleeveless blue-grey sweatshirt and a matching short skirt. Her top was streaked with sweat, and she said she’d run from the Hall, assuring them that she wouldn’t expect them to run back with her. Poppy was relieved; she was well aware that Suzie viewed running as being roughly on a par with indecent exposure. The damp state of the sweatshirt made it easy to assess her breasts, which were very modest, but with well-defined nipples showing through as ‘pokies’. Jenny fussed over them like a mother sending her children off on a trip with friends’ parents. ‘Don’t stand for any nonsense from them’, she said, ‘and don’t hesitate to call me if you have any trouble with them.’
 

***

 
When they finally got away, Isabella set a very brisk pace towards the town centre, weaving round the other pedestrians and rarely looking back to make sure they were keeping up. They walked with the characteristic swinging gait of people with bound hands; Poppy often felt that if she went too fast, she’d twist right round and fall down sideways. They were both naked, and felt better for the fact that their pace denied other people the time to get a good look at them. Poppy saw for the first time that Suzie was now plugged, and managed to get close enough to remark on the fact. Suzie grimaced. ‘My bottom’s constantly clenching and unclenching, and this route march isn’t helping’, she answered breathlessly. ‘You’ll get used to it’, was all the comfort Poppy could offer. They were falling behind. ‘If you can’t walk and talk’, Isabella called over her shoulder; ‘just walk’. It was all she said until they reached their destination.
The Hall of Punishment was beyond the square, not far behind the Hall of Justice. Like most of the government buildings it was two storeys high and wooden, with a camouflaged roof and plenty of trees around it. It was sunk into the ground, obviously having cellars that were expensively waterproofed. As they stood in front, recovering their breath, Isabella started her commentary. ‘It’s designed inside to look imposing; intimidating’, she told them. ‘Those who come here must know that they’re in the hands of something big, inexorable, irresistible. Now we go inside.’
She was obviously very proud of the institution run by her father, and walked very erect as she entered the large, ornate doors, carved with reliefs showing persons undergoing painful and sometimes injurious punishments. They didn’t have time to look at those, and were startled to find that, inside, there was no sign of wood. The walls and floors were lined with various kinds and shades of marble. Both thought that it was probably a ceramic imitation, but it would have been impolitic to ask about that. Besides, there were more interesting things to look at. There were installations; punishments used as displays to arrest the attention of people entering and leaving the premises. All were worthy of a second look, and an explanation from Isabella.
The first was a woman of about thirty, naked and crucified a couple of feet from the floor. They were relieved to see that she was not nailed, but bound to the cross with ropes. She was extremely restless. She’d been tied in a way that gave her the choice of pushing herself up with her feet- almost standing- or letting more of her weight hang from her wrists. It didn’t seem to Poppy and Suzie that it would be too difficult to achieve a reasonably stable position supported mainly by her legs, but that didn’t seem to be the case. When she did that, her upper body tended to fall forwards, stretching her arms back and forcing her breasts forward. But hanging by her wrists was obviously painful, and she kept up an endless search for a compromise she could endure. Isabella explained. ‘I don’t suppose you’ve ever been crucified’, she said, as if that was a sign of extreme immaturity. ‘What people don’t realise is that if they hang from their wrists in that position, they can’t breathe properly, and eventually suffocate. Whether the subject is nailed or roped or stapled doesn’t actually make the crucial difference; they tend to take the same time to die, and it’s exhaustion that kills. But of course we don’t take things that far here. She’s only been a bit too quarrelsome with her fellow slaves, and she’ll be there for four hours.’
The over-fractious slave was left to writhe on, and the next was also a woman; rather younger and quite slim, fortunately for her. She stood on a platform with her hands tied behind her back, and another rope led from her wrists to the ceiling. As they approached her it was just pulling her arms up a little behind her, but then the platform, which was in essence a kind of lift, began to descend. Her expression, which they could just about see behind a big panel gag, was increasingly pained, and after about twenty seconds she was hanging in strappado, twisting her body and obviously in great pain. Her ankles were tied together to prevent any kicking that might be unsightly or hazardous to passers-by. After another twenty seconds the platform rose again slowly, until she was standing with her arms snug against her back. Her breast was heaving, but she gradually recovered from the brief ordeal. ‘It’s a programmed cycle’, explained Isabella. The owner- or whoever orders the punishment- decides how often it goes up and down; how long it stays up, the speed, and obviously, how long the session lasts. We have standard programs, of course. This one is quite mild. Each cycle takes three minutes, and she’s there for two hours. There are no special requests. There is a program that jiggles the subject for a few seconds while he or she is hanging, and occasionally a whip is left in that stand there, for watchers to use if they feel like it. This girl is just being punished for careless oral work.’
The next exhibit was a naked man in a Perspex sphere about eight feet in diameter. His hands were tied behind his back and his ankles together. The sphere was on a complex mechanism that allowed it to rotate 360 degrees on any axis, moving in a completely random manner, and at a variable speed. Handicapped as he was, the occupant had to scramble about inside, trying to avoid a situation that would leave him tumbling down an almost vertical surface. ‘This is more serious than it looks’, said Isabella. ‘He could suffer serious back or neck injuries, or tumble over to hit his head quite hard. It’s just a matter of whether his owner wants him left there until he’s too exhausted to help himself. He’s only got another hour to go. He closed his mouth when his master’s wife was urinating into it.’ A moment later, the sphere stopped moving, and the house slaves prepared to remove him. ‘His master’s decided he’s had enough’, she explained. ‘He probably likes him more than he likes his wife.’
The last of the public displays was another male. He was bound to a St. Andrew’s Cross, stretched out quite tightly, and gagged. His genitals were bound with thin rope round the base of both his penis and his testicles, and from them dangled a tank containing water. On his chest, a slightly larger tank was linked to it with a thin tube, with a valve that allowed a very slow trickle of water from one to the other. His cock and balls were already badly stretched and distended, and his eyes were closed as he grimaced in pain. ‘This is a simple one, for minor sexual offences’, said Isabella. ‘He tried it on with a slavegirl that his master had reserved for his own use. Another twenty minutes should do it. More might cause him permanent damage. A lot of owners time the punishments to finish near lunchtime, for convenience. We’ll eat in about an hour, but I’ll pick up some popcorn to put us on.’
They went on through some double doors into a kind of theatre, with banked seats and a number of private boxes round the walls. The public had to pay for admission, but they were waved through with a respectful bow to their escort. About three-quarters of the seats were already taken, but they found a spot where the girls could sit together, with Isabella just behind them. The stage was quite bare, with nothing but two upright posts, and when they took their seats a man was being untied from them and half-carried off to one side. Soon, a girl of no more than twenty was brought on, and bound in a taut ‘X’ between the uprights. She was white, full-breasted and, unusually, had a full bush of public hair. She wasn’t fully gagged, but had a ball mounted on a piercing in her tongue which would prevent her from speaking coherently. When he was fixed in place, a burly and quite oily looking man, in early middle age, came on carrying a long and vicious-looking single-tail whip. ‘That’s my father’, whispered Isabella from just behind them, and they were glad she couldn’t see their expressions. The man, who they later learnt was called Manuel, wasted no time. He stood back, shook the whip, and started flogging her.
The twenty lashes that the girl received seemed to take an eternity, though in fact it was probably about seven minutes. She was screaming throughout, louder, it seemed, with every stroke. A few members of the audience had brought slaves, and men had girls or boys down on their cocks. When Suzie glanced to one side she could see straight into one of the private boxes, where a woman had a man kneeling between her legs as she watched. She thought about their lives with Jenny and Ted; the cheek she’d given them, and the trivial punishments that she and Poppy had been given. Jenny was right; they had to understand that their slavery was no game. She had no doubt that the girl between the posts would be permanently marked by the whipping, so early in her life. This was meant to be a lesson for her and Poppy, and it was having the desired effect. What struck her most was not the agonised screaming from the girl, or the faint sucking and gobbling noises from the audience, but noise of crunching popcorn from Isabella. After the tenth stroke Suzie’s head went down behind the seat in front of her, and their guide reached between them to give her a sharp poke, and to make an upward gesture with her hand. There was a brief pause then; the girl was dowsed with cold water, both to wash the blood away and to keep her alert, and the whip was wiped down with microfibre cloths. Then the flogging resumed.
When it was over, and the victim seemed barely conscious, they expected her to be taken down immediately, but that didn’t happen. She was washed again, but as Isabella pointed out from behind them, it was warm water this time. The floor underneath her was sluiced and she was roughly patted dry, and as her head was still lolling, she was brought round properly with old-fashioned smelling salts. While all this was happening Isabella was telling them the story, though she didn’t finish it until lunchtime. The girl had tried to run away; packing herself into a crate of assorted goods destined for export by truck on the only motor road to the western frontier. Although she’d succeeded in getting there by shielding herself with thick metal foil, the much more sensitive detectors at the border had sniffed her out, and she was dragged from the crate to be returned for punishment. She had so far earned, probably, a flogging with soft suede tails that would have left no permanent marks. However, she’d stolen a kitchen knife, and as there were only two guards on duty, she’d fancied her chances at putting them out of action and running to safety. She’d stabbed one and injured him quite badly, and cut the other’s hand seriously enough to prevent him from using his pistol. Unfortunately for her, she was unaware that the truck driver was not in his cab, but had gone behind a nearby bush to relieve himself. With his arm round her throat, the second guard was able to disarm and restrain her. The real irony of the situation was that, had she managed to escape them, she’d have found herself, not in ‘civilization’, but in a smaller, less developed slave-state where her condition would have been much more onerous. It was the act of serious wounding that earned her a much more severe punishment. Her owner would have to accept that her value was diminished, but he could use her as a kitchen slut, or sell her cheaply to a poorer family who would thus get, at least, a prettier face and better pair of breasts than they could otherwise afford. She was very lucky, thought Isabella, not to have been broken on the wheel, Perhaps it was a sign that the Republican authorities were moving towards a more humane approach to discipline.
‘I suspect that in a few years’ time, the clinic will be able to repair damage like that’, she told them much later. ‘She’ll be on probation for at least that long before anyone will consider spending that kind of money on her.’
What made another strong impression on the Poppy and Suzie was that the punishment did not end with the whipping. When she’d been more or less cleaned up, Manuel dropped his shorts- he was already bare-chested- and came up behind the girl. He buggered her, hard and fast, and got a round of applause from the audience when he came, with his daughter clapping energetically. Then an older woman came in with an electric shearing tool and a razor, and shaved her head. Only after that was she taken down, still whimpering, and carried off the stage, blood dripping from her back.
‘It’s really over for her now’, Isabella reassured them. ‘She’ll get ointment for her back, and the pain will soon be gone. The border guard is still in hospital.’
They stayed to watch a couple of free men- minor sex offenders- flogged and sodomized. Manuel had gone for his lunch break, and the duty was performed by formidable-looking male slaves who were masked to protect them from retribution. As the second was dragged away, Isabella declared it time for lunch. ‘There’s a couple of light whippings still on the programme’, she said. Owners normally do that at home, but they sometimes think a visit here will do their slaves good. We’ll go to the cafeteria before it gets busy.’
They walked along a wide hallway with several doors, all of which had admission kiosks. ‘Different things happen in all these rooms’, explained Isabella. ‘Canings, long-term displays, waterworks, etc. We’ll have a quick look after lunch; then we’ll tour the special areas in the dungeons.’
The cafeteria was at the end of the hallway with a view out over some gardens behind the building. It was rare to see proper planted lawns, flowerbeds and shrubberies in the Republic, as the climate and the forest shade, with the acid soil, made gardening difficult. They didn’t have to visit the counter, but were shown to a semi-private alcove and given a menu. The girls didn’t have much of an appetite when they walked in, but the smells from the kitchen as they passed it, and the hours since their fairly early breakfast, overcame the memory of the scene in the main theatre. They started with potted shrimps- not a local dish- but went on to paella, though Isabella had a large, rare sirloin steak with a great mound of chips. They all shared a large plate of assorted desserts and pastries, with coffee to follow. Foregoing any alcoholic drinks, they had a pitcher of fresh apple juice between them. Their hands remaining locked behind their backs, two young waitresses, both slaves in skimpy latex uniforms, fed Suzie and Poppy, perched on stools by their sides, with their wrists connected by a symbolic three-foot chain. While they ate, Isabella finished her account of the whipped slavegirl’s career of crime, and chattered on, between mouthfuls, about punishment in general.
‘We do provide some very severe punishments here’, she said, ‘but we don’t kill anyone; that’s the responsibility of the Hall of Justice. We do hold a few prisoners who are scheduled for execution, but there are usually special reasons in those cases. Our usual role is instruction and rehabilitation. We believe that punishment should improve the subject. What you saw earlier is an extreme case, but you must realise that she had committed capital offences. We hope that we’ve preserved for her a useful role in society, and salvaged some of her value for her owner. Most of our business comes from lesser offences. Poor performance, insubordination, and bullying among slaves are the backbone of our business. That and freepersons, of course. The Republic doesn’t have much in the way of prisons, so most offenders are fined or do community service. But for serious crimes and most crimes against the person that don’t attract the death penalty, the state calls on us. You’ll see a couple of really nasty cases later on.’
‘Mistress’, asked Poppy; ‘is this a private or a state-run facility?’
‘It belongs to the state and my father and his free staff are civil servants. The slaves are state-owned, but we have a few who occasionally work here. The place is expected to be self-funding. Owners who send their slaves here pay a fee, though a simple whipping is very affordable. We receive the fines paid by free persons who pass through our hands, and the state pays us fees on a fixed scale for acting on its behalf. But much of our revenue is from spectators; we’re more popular than all the cinemas and theatres in the Republic put together, though I must admit that’s not saying all that much. For the more popular exhibitions, the slaveowners can do a deal with us to offset the fees against the revenues generated. That’s quite complicated; not really my area at all.
‘Do most slaves get punished here at some point in their lives, Mistress Isabella?
‘Good Heavens, no. We might seem busy to you, but there are a great many slaves in the Republic. We see no more than about ten per cent at most. The tribes rarely send us theirs. Jenny seems very fond of you two. She’s sent you here to learn to avoid our services, not to see what’s in store for you.’
Suzie, who had in her former life flirted with feminism when between boyfriends, asked whether male or female slaves were more likely to be punished at the Hall.
‘That’s a difficult calculation, Suzie. There are far more female slaves than males, and males tend to be kept in more secure conditions, and get fewer opportunities to offend. My impression is that it’s probably about even, if allowance is made for those factors.’
‘Why are there fewer male slaves, mistress?’
‘That is a good question. Some owners think they’re harder to manage, but that’s probably an urban myth, and an unpleasantly sexist one. The real truth is more practical. Men can cum . . . how often? Four times a day is commonplace, but there are likely to be off periods, and you can’t do much about that. Then there’s motivation. It’s always been difficult to fully enslave a man sexually. It’s his own body that tells him when to have an erection, and no amount of whipping will force him to perform for an old, deformed or really ugly user. So most of the males were always in the mines or being used for other kinds of manual labour, and were no more than part-time sex-slaves. Then the clinic introduced a range of drugs- nicknamed ‘z’ pills- that greatly extended the virility of male sex-slaves and reduced the chances of their failing to perform for less than optimum users. More recently, the introduction of the regulator device is changing the game completely, providing total control of their erections. They’re expensive at the moment, but the cost will come down. So we can expect the proportion of male slaves to increase steadily from now on.’
Isabella’s affection for the sound of her own voice had made for a lengthy lunch break, but eventually they were preparing for the next part of their tour by visiting the toilets, where there were slaves available to help them. The main public conveniences, which were unisex, were spacious and airy, and they used conventional sanitary ware. There was an unusual feature. A handful of the water closets had transparent walls, and the ‘urinaries’ were human beings, kneeling, chained tightly in place with huge plastic posture collars that forced their chins up, and their mouths held wide open with dental braces or ring gags. The conventional toilets were free, but slot machines on the doors of the toilet-slave closets charged a very significant sum. It was expensive, Isabella told them, because the slaves had limited capacity.
‘Why don’t owners use their own slaves for that? Why pay so much?’, asked Suzie on the way out.
‘Don’t forget that only about a quarter of the population own their own slaves. How do you think the brothels make a profit? Also, some owners don’t like to use the same slaves for both toilets and sex. They think it’s dirty. I don’t see that myself. I’m sure you must have experimented with your boyfriends.’
They hadn’t, but didn’t say that. Now they were back in the hallway, but Suzie persisted. ‘Are there shit-eating slaves as well?’
‘Rare. Almost no-one wants a slave for sex after that. Sometimes it’s a preliminary to being relegated to the mines as a punishment.’
They entered the first of the public display rooms. This was the watersports venue, though there wasn’t actually any element of sport or gaming. On one side of the room, six tanks, like aquariums, were about half-full of urine, which was heated to a comfortable, if rather steamy, temperature. Four were occupied by slaves, three female and one male, wallowing in the smelly liquid as one would in a bath. ‘It’s a mixture of animal and human waste’, said Isabelle. ‘We use what we can get, including what you’ve just voided, of course.’ Apparently, a day in one of the tanks was considered a mild but memorable reminder of a slave’s status, or the lack of it, for those who’d begun to give themselves airs. Failing to keel when the master or mistress entered the room, failure to use the title often enough, reluctance to lick dirty feet, wearing unauthorised clothing, are typical offences.’
The other side of the room offered a more elaborate display. Tightly bound slaves of both genders, five of them, were stacked in such a way that they all urinated into one another’s mouths, though a system of pipes, breather gags and funnels. They were arranged in an attractive display, with all their bodies tightly bent or stretched. Once excreted by the bottom slave in the stack, the urine, now very strong indeed, was mixed with fresh water and fed once again to the top layer. ‘Over a whole day’, said Isabella, the salt concentration is quite harmful, so they tend to need treatment and a recovery period afterwards. This is usually for second offenders.’ The smell in the room was almost overwhelming, so they didn’t stay long, but there was a steady flow of sightseers paying their fee to admire the spectacle.
The caning room was upsetting without being interesting. Caning required less space than whipping, and so made for a more intimate experience for the spectators. The effect on the victims didn’t seem very different, though none of the ones they saw were undergoing severe punishments. They moved quickly on to the gloryhole chamber. Here, in the traditional manner, female slaves, hands behind their backs, knelt before small apertures through which, for a reasonable fee, men pushed their penises. The slaves were expected to fellate them quickly and efficiently, overseen by a free male employee with a short whip. They worked on a ‘two hours on, one hour off’ basis throughout the day, but there was always one on duty throughout the night. ‘This is a very mild experience; not really a punishment’, Isabella told them. ‘It’s meant to help sex-slaves to appreciate the interpersonal relationships that they enjoy in their everyday lives. Slaves are sent here when they fail to relate properly to their users.’
 

***

 
Isabella decided, then, that they’d seen enough of the public areas. They went down to the first basement level by a very strange elevator, powered by a naked male turning a geared wheel. It looked like very hard work, and there was a switch provided for passengers who were in a hurry. ‘The lower areas aren’t exactly a secret’, said Isabella, ‘but we don’t show them to visitors to the Republic.’ There was no marble tiling; the corridors were either stone or brick. Chambers opened off them, most of them small cells, but there were some larger ones. ‘This is where state convicts wait for their punishments, including executions’, said their guide. Only a few cells were occupied, and they paused by just one, which was bigger than most. The three occupants were all big men, dirty and unkempt now, sitting in straw and chained by their wrist irons to rings in the wall. They were naked, but their genitals were locked in chastity cages, and they couldn’t have reached them anyway. They were talking, but they saw that they were being watched, they fell silent and stared back sullenly. The cell was separated from the corridor by a glass screen, as is often the case with animal pens in zoos, so Isabella was able to talk to the girls without them overhearing.
‘These men are rapists’, she said, in a tone clearly indicating her disgust. ‘They’ve forced themselves on free women; all of them are multiple offenders and two were already convicted sex offenders. The one in the middle raped a ten year-old boy; the son of a government official. He tried to kill the boy to keep him from reporting it, but the lad managed to run away. They’re all scheduled for execution as part of the festivities this evening. They’ll still be hoping for reprieves. Many death sentences are not carried out.’
‘We know that, mistress’, said Suzie, ‘but the woman who was with us was hanged for a much less serious offence.’
‘Are you sure of that? I’ll look the case up for you. We might talk about it later.’
Another short walk led them to a point at which the path ran alongside a medieval dungeon, complete with a rack, a brazier with branding irons heating, various benches with fearsome-looking iron devices associated with them, and some tiny iron cages. Accessories scattered around included thumbscrews, boots designed to crush feet, and various presses, vices and cages for specific body parts. There were two hooded men handling a very big-breasted woman of about thirty, who was dirty and naked, and in the process of being bound to the rack. Her bosom looked slightly squeezed, and had strange tyre-like marks across the top and bottom. Consulting her mobile phone, by which she seemed to be able to access information on all the Hall’s clients, she gave them another lengthy exposition. While she was doing so, the torturers finished tying the girl down, tightened her up until she was just very slightly stretched, and left her for a while to meditate on her circumstances.
‘It’s possible to feel some sympathy for Penelope here. She hasn’t done anything wrong herself; she’s actually a victim. She’s just a little reluctant to give a full accounting of what happened to her and her fellow slaves. One of the most common offences among slaves is bullying, and this is an all-too familiar story. Her master, who has about a dozen slaves in his household, believed that it was so well regulated that he could go away for a week with his wife and son, leaving his slaves to their own devices with neighbours looking in now and again, rather as if they were feeding the cat. When he came back, some of the younger slaves of both sexes seemed cowed and showed signs of excessive whipping. He had no doubt that one of the older women- he thought the assistant housekeeper- had nominated herself as a kind of ‘top dog’ and was flogging some of the others just for pleasure; not correction. He still suspects that another senior slave was involved as well; they needed to be able to physically dominate the others. But the victims won’t talk freely, probably because they’re afraid of retribution, even if he promises to protect them. A lot of young slaves are indoctrinated by their elders, and told they must never report other slaves to masters or mistresses. Some are told that there’s a network of senior slaves who will ‘get’ them, even if the actual perpetrators are sold out of the household. So, unfortunately, Penelope here has to have some persuasion applied to make her talk. Her master’s a humane man, and the reason she’s been brought to this rather forbidding dungeon is that he hopes she’ll be intimidated by her surroundings, and talk without having to suffer too much pain.’
‘Mistress, is there such a network?’ asked Poppy.
‘Definitely not. It’s a complete myth. Its only in rural areas, where the slaves are quite isolated, that that kind of idea takes hold. Bullying isn’t much of a problem in the towns, or in larger establishments like Ted’s brothel.’
‘Mistress, what are those marks on her breasts?’
‘They tried her with a breast press, but she didn’t crack before they reached the point where there was a risk of actual damage, so they decided to try the rack instead.’
A minute later the men came in, and after making something of a pantomime out of checking and adjusting the machinery, they started winding a huge crank mounted on the far side of the rack. Poor Penelope was obviously terrified, her head rocking violently from side to side, and her fingers clutching and unclutching as if she was trying to reach the thick ropes that bound her wrists. She was in obvious pain when they left her again, just for two or three minutes, though she had no way of knowing how long it would be. When they returned, one of them bent down low and spoke softly to her. He waited a moment, and then stood up, and began to turn the wheel. It was only seconds before the girl screamed and started nodding wildly. He slacked it off just a little and bent down to reassure himself that she’d really given up. Then he spun the wheel to remove slacken it completely, and in another minute or two she was being helped up and taken away. Isabella resumed her commentary.
‘They’ll have told her very clearly that she’ll now be questioned with a lie-detector, and if she doesn’t spill all the beans she’ll be brought back for another session. That’s very unlikely to happen. When she’s finished talking, she’ll be taken upstairs and whipped- no more than half a dozen lashes, possibly fewer- for the unnecessary trouble and expense that she’s caused her owner. That’s just a gesture really. Then she’ll go home, and she’ll probably find her life much pleasanter then. The bully or bullies will be sold, probably to quite distant buyers.’
‘Will her owner lose a lot of money?’ asked Poppy.
‘Probably not. Another owner who’s having discipline problems might welcome the chance to buy a slave who can impose order. Or if the culprit has a skill- such as cooking- she can still be used under stricter conditions. I’ve seen cooks working in cages. It’ll be well worth it to have a happier, more harmonious home. I know him. He doesn’t like tension and discord. Remember what you’ve seen and heard. It’s the kind of service that we’re proud of. It’s amazing to think of the range of problems that can be solved by a short, skilfully administered session on the rack.’
‘Would it cure my split ends?’ asked Suzie in her sweetest, brightest voice.
Isabella glowered briefly and then rose to the occasion. ‘Good question, Suzie. There’s only one way to find out.’
With no further questions forthcoming, she led the way further on, and they reached a very different facility. This was not in use, but it was a very bare, spotlessly white modern room, containing a single apparatus. It was a rack of much more sophisticated, hi-tech design, motorised and computerised. ‘This is where the serious business happens’, she said. ‘The client is strapped to the rack, and after that there’s no-one in the room. Everything’s conducted impersonally from a control booth. The device incorporates very sophisticated lie and pain detectors. The questions are asked via little speakers by the subject’s head, and the pain varies with the truth, completeness or falsehood of the answers given. Silence equals pain, of course. We’ve found it pretty much infallible, though it isn’t as exciting for spectators. All our interrogations are filmed, of course.’
She didn’t wait for questions this time, but led the way on the end of the corridor, where a stairway went down further to a lower basement. ‘Things happen down here that we don’t publicise very much’, she told them. I’m only going to show you one chamber. Be prepared for something that you might find shocking.’
It was indeed shocking. In an iron cage about ten feet square and five feet high, a plump white girl, not more than twenty-one or two, was strapped to a low bench, like a vaulting horse with the bottom halves of the legs sawn off. That was probably what it was. Her upper limbs were strapped to the legs, but her knees and elbows were almost at floor level, so her lower arms and legs were straight out along the floor, to which her wrists and ankles were fixed with iron brackets. These, however, were tiny details that barely registered with the girls. What mattered was that she was being fucked by a very deformed, and very ugly male; a dwarf with a hunched back and, above all, a part-formed face with much of the chin missing. He was going at it with all his might, panting with the effort and slobbering onto her head and shoulders. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open in a silent but unmistakeable sign of acute distress. He was not actually trying to hurt her, but his disabilities were almost certainly mental as well as physical. His skin was rough and scaly, and his long, dirty fingernails were leaving long scratches on her flanks.
‘She pretended to have some kind of ailment that made intercourse painful for her, but was then found to be sneaking off from her owners’ estate to mate with a slaveboy belonging to a neighbour. He’s the next in line for this; probably tomorrow. She was examined and, as expected, there was nothing wrong with her. This is meant to teach her to appreciate masters and mistresses when they honour her with their attention. I suppose the scratching isn’t very pleasant, but it’s really more a reminder than a punishment. It establishes a bottom line in her mind. She hasn’t been too bad with women; now she’ll think, when a man wants her, “is he uglier than Bruno?” I think it’ll probably work, don’t you?’
‘It might with her’, opined Suzie. ‘She probably hasn’t seen my old boyfriends.’
Poppy, who’d always admired Suzie’s talent for attracting gorgeous young men, laughed out loud, depriving Isabella of the chance to come up with some clever retort.
After the Notre Dame parlour, as it was colloquially known among the employees, they sat down at a table in a little alcove with coffee obtained from a machine. It also dispensed straws for those who needed it. Isabella spent a few minutes discoursing about other facilities that they wouldn’t have time to see, and promised them a ride on ‘our new project’. Then she made them an offer they couldn’t refuse.
‘To conclude our tour this afternoon, you each get a free sample go at one of the pieces of equipment you’ve seen today. Don’t worry; it’s only for a few minutes and you won’t suffer any real agony. The choice is yours, but Suzie; you’ve expressed a clear interest in two of them. Would you like the Notre Dame parlour?’
‘Won’t Bruno be overtired, mistress? I wouldn’t want him to suffer on my behalf.’
‘Of course not, silly. He gets a ‘z’ pill every day, and lots of stimulants. But I’ll take that as a “no”. It’s the rack, then.’ Before Suzie could come up with an answer to that, the two torturers appeared from the darkness of the corridor where they’d been lurking unseen, and dragged her away, protesting. She threw an anguished look at Poppy, who could only conclude that she was meant to take the three of them on with her hands literally tied behind her back. But Isabella saw her consternation and patted her on the knee. ‘Don’t worry dear. They’ll be careful with her. You’d be surprised at what nice boys they are behind those masks. Which would you like to try?’
‘I really couldn’t say, mistress. The urine tanks and toilets don’t seem right for a girl who’s going out on the town tonight. Mistress Jenny won’t want my skin broken or my arms pulled out of joint. What’s open to me? I couldn’t just have another helping of dessert in the cafeteria?’
Isabella laughed. ‘The chef’s only a slave, but he’s a big slave. I’m not going to tell him his desserts are a punishment, and I wouldn’t advise you to. I think we’d better just give you a short crucifixion.’
Poppy knew better than to argue; there was nothing to be gained by being dragged backwards to meet her fate. Isabella led her to the very end of the corridor where there was a lift to the ground floor. It was another unusual one; made mainly of lightweight bamboo and wickerwork with a manually closed door and a bell pull instead of push buttons. ‘Don’t worry’, said her guide. ‘It doesn’t look much but it has all the usual safety features.’ She pulled the cord. The lift rose smoothly at first, if not very quickly, and stopped at the upper basement floor to pick up a severe-looking woman with a male slave in tow. Now full, it continued even more slowly, with a couple of faint tremors as it neared the ground floor. The occupants heard a loud curse and a couple of sharp cracks, and they progressed slightly faster to the end of the journey. Emerging into a vestibule that they hadn’t previously visited, Poppy now saw that the elevator was operated by two white male slaves chained to the handles of a capstan, or windlass, watched by a much larger black slave with a short whip. ‘You’ll have to do better than that, Juba’, called Isabella, ‘or you’ll have to help them yourself.’
‘I’m sorry Mistress Isabella’, replied the man. ‘There aren’t really enough slaves to work all our machines. The new project’s making a lot of demands.’ There were actually four handles; he was genuinely under-resourced.
Isabella led Poppy to a rather nondescript room that was obviously store for spare equipment. She’d summoned two helpers; more big male slaves, one white and one black, and they pulled out from the mess a large wooden cross and a stand on castors, with a socket for it. They unlocked her wrists from behind her back and let her exercise her arms for a minute, and then took the cuffs from both her wrists and her ankles. With the cross lying on the floor, working quickly and expertly, they roped her to it. Both wrists and ankles- the latter were tied together and then to the woodwork. With her arms held in a ‘V’ shape rather than horizontally, and her legs bent at the knee, she was left with quite a lot of movement. She had no means of gauging the effect until they lifted the cross vertical and dropped it into the socket. Then they wheeled it out through a folding door into one of the display rooms that they hadn’t previously visited. Many eyes turned to watch as they found a suitable space between the existing exhibits, and then they left her to enjoy the view. She was about two feet higher than the floor, and was looking down over her breasts at the paying public who stopped to watch her struggles.
And struggle she did. Before allowing herself to look round the room she tried to come to terms with her own situation. It was as described earlier. If she wanted to breath properly she couldn’t just hang, which would soon become very painful anyway. But if she pushed herself up with her feet, she naturally fell outwards, putting another kind of strain on her arms and shoulders. Hence she kept struggling to move from one compromise position to another; there was no way to be even half-comfortable for more than a few seconds. Nevertheless, knowing it was only for a few minutes, she wasn’t frightened. She felt terribly exposed and vulnerable, and the element of sacrilege added something that she couldn’t quite identify, but she knew that she was more fortunate than the other installations. Two women and one man were bound or locked in contorted positions. Opposite her was a girl whose wrists were stapled to an upright board, with her legs pulled right back and locked to them, so her bottom, with both apertures, was thrust out grotesquely. The other woman was twisted backwards over a series of horizontal poles, while the man was hanging upside down from one pole, his legs split horizontally, and his wrists also pulled up and attached to it, so his back was bowed and his head faced forward. Presumably, they’d been there for hours. But in the centre of the room was something much worse. A low plinth- no more than a curb- supported what appeared to be a block of concrete. From the top protruded a head, but it was difficult to ascertain its gender. The hair was shaved off, and much of the face was covered by iron bands, for a heavy cage was anchored to the concrete with bolts. The cage held a plug in his or her mouth, and two tubes- probably one for food, one for water- passed through it. There was a plaque, but she couldn’t read it from her cross. The block attracted some attention, but the truth was that, compared to her own naked writhing body, and the obscenely exposed genitals of the others, there wasn’t much to look at. Those who’d devised the installation had hit an almost fiendishly perfect compromise. He or she was an example to everyone who entered the room, but remained, nevertheless, in her own private hell. There was no blindfold. Presumably the subject was intended to be aware of the life going on in the world from which he or she was excluded.
Looking at the concrete block made her almost forget her own situation, and when she became aware of the fatigue in her shoulders and arms, she saw that half an hour had passed. At that moment they came to wheel her out of the room and take her off the cross, letting her exercise her arms for a couple of minutes. Then they were locked, not behind her back again, but in front, attached to a chain round her waist. She was no less helpless, but her breasts were fully exposed, which would not have been the case had they been locked to her collar.
Isabella came in just as she was ready to go, leading Suzie who was similarly chained. The girl looked sullen but didn’t seem to be in any pain. They were led out into the main concourse, through the cafeteria, and out into the gardens beyond. They strolled at quite a leisurely pace, for there were things to look at; flowering plants and shrubs that they’d never seen before. Two of the de Portos’ own slaves were working, hoeing the beds and weeding, loosely chained hand and foot. Isabella stopped to chat with them briefly. Poppy and Suzie managed a short conversation. ‘How was the rack, Suzie?’ Poppy asked quietly. ‘You seem OK to me.’
‘It was lovely, thank you Poppy.’ Suzie was back to her most biting sarcasm. ‘They only stretched me until it was very mildly agonising; none of my joints popped out. So it doesn’t matter at all that you didn’t rush to your best friend’s rescue when those thugs were dragging her off to the torture chamber, or even utter a syllable of protest.’
‘I was a little handicapped’, Poppy protested. ‘And we were outnumbered and outgunned. There are times when one has to bite one’s tongue.’
‘Talking of tongues, there was a woman in the chamber when I got there, who was nailed by her tongue to a bench. They’d done that when we were drinking our coffee. What did they do to you, Miss Goody Two-Shoes? Clip your toe nails for you?’
‘They crucified me. That was no cup of tea. At least you could lie still and relax on the rack. My arms ached something fierce when they got me down. Imagine what it’s like to spend hours that way!’
‘I expect they’ll give us exercises to strengthen them’, Suzie replied gloomily, ‘so we can linger longer when our time comes for real’
‘I think the idea is that we learn how to avoid that.’
‘You two’, interjected Isabella, ‘stop gossiping and keep your minds on what I’m showing you.’
They’d reached the end of the ornamental garden now, and were passing a large dog pen. It was a generous size with four spacious hardwood kennels, and the ground was mostly dry sand with some parts grass and some paved. It housed a St. Bernard called Bruno, and an Irish Wolfhound whose name was, very originally, Fido, and the latter came up to the fence to greet them, tail wagging. But there was another occupant; a dirty and dusty woman in her thirties, who was on her hands and knees by a bowl, lapping up water. She was good looking, with big breasts and a fairly chunky body, and she gave them a quick, expressionless glance before continuing to drink. Leaving them, the happy Fido went over to her and sniffed her bottom. They could just see another woman looking out from one of the kennels.
‘There are two resident bitches’, said Isabella. They do two-day shifts, and their arms and legs are injected to weaken them, so they crawl on all fours. In their off days they exercise and eat special food to ensure they don’t suffer permanent damage. Their voices have been removed. They literally live dogs’ lives.
‘Mistress Isabella, what did they do?’ asked Poppy.
‘Nothing much. They were pleasure slaves but they lost their enthusiasm, probably. Sometimes no drugs, no incentives, no punishments, seem to help, and the owner sells the slave to the highest bidder, in this case the Hall. But they’re not being punished. This is their role; their function. It isn’t too bad. The dogs won’t harm them. The women have learnt sign language in their spare time, so they do have some interaction with people.’
‘Don’t the dogs . . .’ Poppy couldn’t bring herself to spell it out.
‘Don’t ask about things like that. Not until you’ve been here a lot longer.’
Isabella was starting to worry Poppy; she was dangerously exposed to Suzie’s flouts and jibes. Fortunately, the spectacle seemed to have taken the sharp edge from her wit. All she managed was; ‘I’ll never look at dogs in the same way again, mistress’. Effortlessly, the mistress regained
 the upper hand. ‘It’s more about the way they look at you, Suzie dear.’
Poppy hastened to intervene. ‘How long have those women been in there, mistress?’
The one out in the open, a year and a half. The other’s only been living a dog’s life for seven months. I suspect she’ll be out soon; my father fancies her.’









Chapter 17

Sex in Suburbia

 

They walked on, then, through a turnstile that marked the boundary of the Hall’s grounds, and to their astonishment, walked straight into a brand-new railway station. It was a period-piece, designed to look like the touristy facilities on English and Welsh narrow-gauge and miniature railway lines. The line was double track in the station itself, which was a terminus, and a couple of sidings and an engine-shed could be seen on the far side. It became single-track as it ran on through the waste land between the buildings of the town, curving away out of sight. The gauge was about two feet and six inches.
There were a few people waiting on the platform, but so far there was no train in sight. There were no electrical cables, oil tanks, coal bunkers or other indications of motive power, but there was a small water tower. ‘This is a major civic project’, said Isabella. It isn’t open to the general public until tomorrow; Founders Day. Huge resources have been poured into it, at least by the Republic’s standards. We aren’t really committed to public works and big government. But our present leaders are very “green”. They want a totally emission-free means of public transport that’s also inconspicuous from the air or space; ie. with no heat signature. It isn’t a Hall project but we supply some of the manpower. There are three locomotives, all experimental, and as the service is rolled out it’ll become apparent which is the best concept. I hope we’ll see them all.’
‘How long is the line?’ Suzie asked, craning her neck to see into the distance.
‘Only three miles at the moment. There are two stops along the way and the present terminus serves a small suburb on the one side, and our estate on the other. Remember this is a pilot project. There’s a viaduct on the line which was expensive to build. The trackbed is all wide enough to allow it to be doubled, if the traffic warrants it.’
As she was finishing the train came into view. What they saw first was a cab with the driver standing, looking ahead through a large Perspex windscreen. The locomotive was obviously made mainly of wood, with moving parts of very light alloy. As the last part of the line was straight they didn’t see much more until the train, which had three passenger coaches, pulled into the station. Then, as the locomotive was quickly detached and moved through the passing loop to the other end, they were able to see all the details.
The engine itself was largely an open frame, allowing a clear view of the mechanism. Six large male slaves in three pairs were bent over fixed handlebars to which their wrists were securely locked. They sat on individual saddles and their feet were chained to pedals, so they looked just like racing cyclists, except that they were naked. They pedalled simple ungeared cranks that transferred their efforts via cycle-like chains to a more complex mechanism under a shelf by the cab. The driver could change the gears, reverse, and if necessary could sand the track. To adjust the speed he had to rely on verbal instructions, emphasised with a whip, for the backs and bottoms of the slaves were fully exposed to him. The design had an obvious flaw: when reversing he had to look in the opposite direction and turn round to overlook the motive power. On their journey, however, they would be going forwards. By an ingenious mechanism that they couldn’t see properly he could use either one or two driving axles, the second option being used only on inclines.
The passenger coaches were very light indeed, made mainly of bamboo and balsa, with wicker seats. They were comfortable, however, with padded cushions and opening windows. The wheels were finely spoked and looked almost flimsy, and the springs were very basic. The alighting passengers were in many cases heavily chained slaves, several to one escort, arriving to face the consequences of their misdeeds. Others were there to work, for the evening mealtime and just afterwards was a busy time at the Hall of Punishment. Since some of those waiting on the platform were there to meet the arrivals, there were few passengers for the outward journey, which Isabella referred to as ‘the down train’. They sat in the front seats of the front coach, and had most of it to themselves. Isabella was uninhibited, therefore, about continuing with her commentary, even when the noise from the track forced her to raise her voice. They watched while the locomotive backed slowly towards them, and with a slight jolt, was coupled to their coach. Only a couple of minutes later, there was a whistle, and they began to move.
It was a surprisingly enjoyable ride, especially since, for the girls, it was such a novelty. The view was at first just scrub and the backs of wooden buildings, though they did spot something that looked like an outdoor brothel, and a primary school with the children playing in a yard. The speed never rose above about ten miles an hour, and at first the driver didn’t use the whip at all. ‘The slaves have to be allowed to pace themselves, to some extent at least’, explained Isabella, as if excusing an obvious dereliction of duty. ‘They do two return journeys, are rested for the same amount of time, do two more, and then go off duty. It’s not at all clear that the schedule can be as gentle when the full service has started.’
At the edge of the built up area they passed through the first station, but didn’t stop. ‘It’s a request stop’, they were told. ‘Since so much of the power is used up accelerating, the train keeps going as much as possible.’ Passing into forest, the speed increased as they swung to the left and began to descend an incline. The slaves rested and the driver used the brakes, but they were jogging along at about thirty miles an hour as they curved gently onto a viaduct, crossing deep ravine with a torrent visible far below. It was a timber structure, but a more modern design than the trestle bridges seen in wild west movies. On the other side, the train turned a left-hand bend and began a gradual ascent, with the driver changing down gears and the speed falling to three or four miles per hour. Then they stopped at what seemed to be a logging camp, still on the incline, and one free man got off. ‘The driver won’t like that’, said Isabella, ‘having to stop for one person on a hill.’ Indeed, he had to use both sand and the whip to get them started again, and they never seemed to regain their momentum until they reached the top. After that, however, it was a very easy, gentle descent to their final destination. There they saw the replacement locomotive, which was a single railcar. ‘The power-slaves are under the floor’, they were told. ‘The driver communicates with them by small electric shocks.’ There was another engine shed, and some sidings, some of which had goods wagons waiting. Beyond that, they could see a few of the houses that comprised the largish village that justified the railway.
They went the other way, into the station car park where a big male slave waited with, of all things, a rickshaw. Crammed into the little seat, they were taken at a jogging pace along a winding track through thin jungle and very tall trees, to emerge in front of a large, low house with outbuildings to one side. They didn’t get a conducted tour; Isabella hurried them straight to her private wing. That was a relief, for Suzie was now obviously flagging, the effects of her pick-me-up wearing off.
Isabella’s accommodation, or what they saw of it, comprised a small dining room, a modest lounge, a huge bedroom with a bed was big enough to serve as a wrestling ring, and a smaller bedroom with a double bed. There was of course a kitchen and a large bathroom. A very young and slim slavegirl was kneeling, open-kneed- to greet them, and as they sat first at the kitchen table, brought them tea and scones. ‘Eat a reasonable amount’, Isabella ordered. ‘We’re not having dinner till about half-past seven. I don’t want to be in the town centre before ten. The festivities don’t really start till then. You’ll be home about one in the morning. We can’t be out after that time. It’s a tradition- not a law but a custom- that any slave out after that time is fair game for ravishment, with or without the owner’s permission.’
They drank their tea and ate their scones, fed by the girl whose name was Teeny. She seemed eager to please and quite cheerful. Afterwards she withdrew and the trio went to sit or lie on the huge bed, which seemed to be double length as well as well above emperor-size in width. ‘I like to think of it as a surface for recreation and sleeping, rather than a bed’, she explained, sounding slightly embarrassed about it. ‘Suzie, I don’t think you’re going to be awake for much longer, so just give my feet a quick seeing-to. I’ve been on them for hours, and they’re all sweaty.’
Suzie made no protest, to Poppy’s relief, but went straight to work. Isabella pulled some pillows closer, and lay back, obviously enjoying it, and put her hands over Poppy’s. After a minute she said, surprising her with her frankness’; ‘I’m feeling horny now; it’s been a long day and I want a good fuck. I’m predominantly lesbian, and I find it usually takes two to satisfy me properly. I can’t help thinking that Ted and Jenny have pulled a fast one on me, sending Suzie in this condition. You’re going to have to work hard, Poppy, and I’m not going to be happy with either of you if you don’t do a good job.’
‘Mistress Isabella, it will be my pleasure to do my very best.’
‘I’ll just take off your waist chain, to give you a bit more scope.’
She did that, so Poppy could use her hands, though they were still joined together. After a few more minutes Suzie, now barely awake, was sent packing into the other bedroom, and Isabella just reclined back against her pillows, looking expectant. Poppy was not unhappy to be given the responsibility; she’d been feeling that tingling in her breasts again, and a warm feeling between her legs. While they’d been sitting drinking tea she’d noticed moisture leaking from between her labia. Sitting up and looking down on her assignment, she admired the lean, firm body and with the broad but very low mounds of her breasts. She’d been watching all day as the firm, well-defined nipples seemed to strain against the damp fabric of her top. She lowered herself onto the mattress and studied them closer, but instead of addressing them directly, moved up for a kiss. Isabella’s lips were slim and smooth, and she pouted them even before contact was made. Any thoughts of a slow, leisurely seduction were quickly dispelled. Hands came over her head and pulled down hard, and her tongue was met half-way and forced into full retreat. All of a sudden she was spun over onto her back, and Isabella was forcing her mouth down even harder on Poppy’s, grabbing for her breasts and nipples with her hands and fingers. Nothing lasted very long. Seconds later a hand was on her pubes, fingers scrabbling through the wetness of her labia to thrust into her tunnel. Just as she was getting into that, the soaking digits were withdrawn and thrust into her mouth to be licked. Poppy felt that while this was all good fun, it wasn’t going to lead either of them to an orgasmic paradise, and wondered why Isabella had challenged her in the way she did. Obviously, something more was expected of her. Isabella seemed to want to be totally dominant, but she needed more of a struggle.
Poppy therefore bucked and twisted until the other woman fell off to one side, and rolled on top, holding her head down by arching her locked hands on her forehead, and ramming her mouth down almost hard enough to bruise. Wriggling further down without any thought to where she was putting her elbows and knees, she sucked Isabella’s nipples, left first, then right, really hard, as if intending to inflict a Chinese burn. She held her down with hands on her upper chest; she couldn’t part them enough to reach her shoulders. Isabella now seemed, for the time being, to take the passive role, but she was obviously an impatient and impetuous lover, so Poppy suddenly pulled herself up, spun round and knelt on her upper arms, trapping them down on the mattress. Then she dropped down to lie full length with her face level with Isabella’s pussy, and parted the lips with her hands to dive in with her lips and tongue. She kept her legs in a position to hold the wriggling shoulders down, knowing that she couldn’t resist a determined effort from her athletic lover, and ready to be tossed off at any moment. She worked aggressively, not building up gradually but pressing down hard from the beginning, ringing the clitoris with her tongue without avoiding the nub itself, which she even brushed gently with her teeth. Very soon the wriggling and (probably) mock struggling eased and stopped, and instead the vagina started bucking up strongly against her mouth, almost, and hands folded over her legs to grab her buttocks and pull her own sex down for oral attention. Isabella’s legs were now wide apart, and Poppy no longer needed her hands to hold her open, so she used them to reach underneath and finger her anal passage. It was awkward with them locked together but she somehow managed it, and it was the key to instant success. She nearly was tossed off as Isabella came under her, and she flung her legs wide, forcing away the hands that were questing for her own back passage, which was of course plugged. She kept her face down hard on the bucking pubes below, suppressing a yelp when she felt teeth snapping at her own privates. It was a rough ride lasting ten or fifteen seconds, but she was still on top when it ended. Then she raised herself to keel upright on Isabella’s face, and rubbed hard, back and forth, until she orgasmed herself, during which her full weight was bearing down on the mouth below.
Once she’d finished, she was tossed off onto her back, and Isabella face-sat her until she came again. That was difficult as it was a full minute or even more before Poppy could get more than a brief gasp of air through her nose. Meanwhile hands were squashing, rather than squeezing, her breasts, and at the peak of her orgasm Isabella pinched her nipples very hard indeed. When she subsided, she flopped over onto her back, panting, and Poppy stayed on her back, waiting for the pain in her breasts to ease, and wondering whether she was going to be given feedback. Nothing happened for a couple of minutes, and then Isabella rolled over to lie close by, on her front, looking down on her face.
‘For a solo effort, that was very good, Poppy’, she said matter-of-factly. ‘You cottoned on quickly to the fact that I like my sex a little rough. It was the best orgasm I’ve had for a week, at least.’
‘Thank you very much, Mistress Isabella’, replied Poppy. ‘I’m only a beginner- a trainee- so that’s very gratifying. I’d imagined that with all the slaves you must have at your disposal, I wouldn’t have much chance of pleasing you.’
‘My father’s a wonderful, gentle, generous man’, she said, sincerely if implausibly, ‘but he doesn’t spend money on pleasure slaves. I’ve only got Teeny at the moment, and she’s general purpose. She tries her absolute best, so I never whip her, but she’s very small and very delicate. She always has a few bruises after I’ve used her. She’s probably very glad of a break.’
‘Forgive me asking, mistress, but have you ever tried being a bit more . . . passive?’
‘I wouldn’t know how, Poppy. For me sex is like running. I want to do it hard, to exhaustion.’
Poppy decided to risk talking to her in a way in which, probably, a slave should not talk to a new and barely known user. ‘Perhaps, when you are completely relaxed- perhaps just about to sleep- you could indulge yourself in a little fantasy, mistress. Imagine yourself tied down on a bed, probably smaller than this one, with your limbs stretched out to each corner, helplessly bound in an ‘X’ shape, naked and open. Imagine Suzie and I, unbound but each chained by one ankle to a lower corner of the bed, are working on you, massaging oil into your body, concentrating on your breasts and nipples, Then we spend a few minutes sucking one each. We do everything very slowly, gently, so the tension builds up gradually in your body. We stroke you with big, sweeping movements of our hands, and then one of us begins to finger your pussy, while the other kisses your mouth, gently and softly, but constantly moving her lips against yours. It’s probably me working on your pussy, and I just stroke the outer lips first, holding them between fingers and thumbs. I occasionally let a finger stroke down to the bottom, crossing the bridge that separates your vagina from your anus, and just barely touch that opening. Now your whole body is singing with lust, crying out for release. Your natural tendency to respond with rapid and vigorous movement is frustrated, so the feelings are coursing through your body with nowhere to go. If we haven’t gagged you, you start promising us the earth if we’ll only let you cum. We can have Teeny for a week, we can whip a dozen slaves raw in the Hall of Punishment; you’ll use your influence to have us classified as harem slaves. But we don’t believe you; we keep you trembling under our hands and lips, begging and pleading, for nearly an hour. Eventually, you’re almost exhausted from pulling and struggling against your chains, and your body accepts the torment that we’re subjecting it to, your whole world being dominated by your need for sexual release. Then, when you think it’s hopeless, Suzie suddenly concentrates all her efforts on your clit. The first serious pressure is like the trigger of a gun. You cum explosively, massively, almost losing consciousness. You still have no physical outlet for your feelings, and you feel that you’re pulling all your muscles, risking dislocating your joints, pulling against the unyielding steel. But eventually you calm down, and you relax, eyes closed, body covered with sweat, sinking gratefully into the surface of the bed. You think it’s over; that you’ll soon he unchained. We hold your head and let you drink some water. Then we start again.’ My hands are tired, so I change places with Suzie.’
Polly waited, not having the faintest idea what the response would be. When it came it was a relief. ‘Bloody hell, Poppy. Such a sweet, innocent face. So well behaved, so polite. And behind it, a mind so depraved, so utterly lost in thoughts of carnal lust and pleasure. You should be writing novels, or writing scripts for porn films. Your owner might recoup the money he spends buying you. You’ve given me the shivers all over. Could you and Suzie really do all that?’
‘Of course, Mistress Isabella. But we’re only slaves. We wouldn’t be allowed to, would we?’
‘Ever heard of a “sub-master” or “sub-mistress”?
‘No, mistress.’
‘It’s a slave who, under tightly regulated conditions, usually in a specially designed chamber, reverses roles for a specified time with a master or mistress. Not everyone is pure dominant or pure submissive. After all, many of us inherit our roles, we don’t choose them. You never volunteered to be a slave. A few hours, or days, roleplaying the opposite part can relieve pressures and frustrations. Of course only well tried and trusted slaves are allowed to do that.’
‘May I ask, do you have pressures and frustrations, Mistress Isabella?’
‘I’ll think about that, Poppy. Now don’t let’s get distracted from the business at hand. We have a little more time before dinner.’
Her lips came down on Poppy’s, ending the conversation. At first she seemed quieter, more gentle and less rushed, but that began to change quickly as their tongues wrestled for supremacy. Bearing down harder and harder on Poppy’s mouth, she was almost propping up her own body that way, while she kneaded a breast with one hand and, with the slavegirl’s legs splayed wide, scrabbled in her sex with the other. Poppy had managed to arouse herself with her verbal venture into adult authorship, and she was further excited by the revelation of the previously unsuspected ‘submistress’ role. And though by no means subtle in her approach, Isabella certainly knew her way round a female body. She climaxed after about five minutes, crossing her legs to try to trap Isabella’s hand in her crotch. She wasn’t going to get another one, however. Isabella was a demanding lover, and was soon straddling her face again.
When passion was finally spent, and Poppy and Isabella had dozed for a short time, their heads still between one another’s legs, a rather nervous Teeny came in to announce that dinner was served. Because she hadn’t wanted to wake them until the last moment, it was necessarily an undress occasion, even for Isabella, and the slaves’ bonds were not adjusted beforehand. So Poppy could feed herself, while Suzie, who was now as fresh as a daisy, had to be fed by Teeny. The little teenager was also serving the food- which she hadn’t had to prepare - and eating herself, and was therefore in constant, and rather irritating, motion. During the meal, which was plain but wholesome, they learned more about the annual festival of Founders’ Day, including the surprising information that they’d probably be going to church the following afternoon. Suzie affected indignation. ‘Mistress’, she said, ‘surely the service will be Roman Catholic. I’m not a Roman Catholic.’
‘What are you? A Druid?’
‘No mistress. I’m an Anglican.’
‘Does that mean you can’t go to Catholic services?’
‘We’re too young to remember it, mistress, but Ian Paisley, when the Pope addressed the European Parliament, stood at the back shouting ‘Antichrist’.’
Poppy immediately crossed everything. What Suzie knew or cared about religion could be written on the back of a postage stamp, and it didn’t’ include the fact that the great Ulsterman was a Presbyterian. Isabella was smiling across the table at Suzie. ‘We obviously need to know more, Suzie. Perhaps, while Teeny is putting out our dessert, you could recite the Thirty-Nine Articles for us?’
‘I’m afraid they aren’t in very plain language, mistress.’
‘Then let me tell you this in plain language, Suzie. The rule here is; the religion of the master is the religion of the slave. If you get bought by a Whirling Dervish, you spin with the best of them. Is that clear?’
‘Yes, mistress.’
‘Good. And now look at this pie. It’s got one cherry in the middle. Are we going to quarrel over it? Let’s solve it with a question. Suzie, dearest darling, if your master says “jump”, how do you answer?
 
‘How high? Mistress Isabella.’
‘And you, Poppy?’
‘I wouldn’t answer, mistress. I’d just jump.’
‘You get the cherry.’









Chapter 18

Crime and Punishment

 

Since they were going out, they drank only limited amounts of wine with dinner, and after coffee, Teeny took the girls to the bathroom for a wash and general brush-up. When they returned Isabella was wearing a quite modest white dress that came down to below her knees, but they were to remain naked. ‘I suspect that Jenny’s going to put ‘naked’ on your profiles’, she told them, ‘so that you’ll almost never wear clothes. Tits like yours are areas of outstanding natural beauty, and it would be crime to conceal them.’ The girls had their bondage changed. A rather forbidding woman came in to do it; their arms were confined behind them in faux leather armbinders of the square variety, so they were held folded horizontally. The straps criss-crossed their upper bodies, above, below and between their breasts, framing them and forcing them outwards, like tightly-fitting bras.
Once everyone was ready they didn’t waste time but went outside to find the rickshaw ready for them. The ride to the station was strangely eerie in the dark; the jungle was a forbidding place at night, even in this comparatively built-up area. The train was waiting in the station, with a very different locomotive heading it. Isabella, that most unlikely of railway enthusiasts, knew all about it..
‘This looks like a smaller version of a diesel or diesel-electric locomotive. Under the cover, which is actually light plastic, the slaves pedal most of the time. But instead of powering the wheels directly, they generate electricity that charges a lithium battery. The driver can thus control the speed of the train with a lever, and there’s power in reserve for the inclines. He just has to make sure there always is power in reserve. He can stimulate the slaves to greater efforts by shocking them. They have butt plugs for that purpose.’
As the train rattled down the tracks in the dark Suzie asked an obvious question. ‘Why don’t they just electrify the line? Wouldn’t that make it simpler?’
‘And very easy to detect from above, Suzie. Besides, just about everyone prefers the locomotives to be self-sufficient. The slaves- and we do talk to them- prefer the all-mechanical engine that we came with. But there are still a lot of trials to be done before we decide on a standard model.’
However unpopular, the human-electric locomotive pulled them very smoothly, and at a steady pace, back into town. On the way Isabella gave them a warning. ‘Provided we’re back at Ted’s by one o’clock- and I’m hoping to be earlier than that- you won’t be seized and used by any strangers’, she said, reassuringly. ‘But you can expect some good-humoured groping. Make sure you take it in good part.’
‘Boys will be boys’, replied Suzie, in a voice so neutral that her words dripped with sarcasm.
When they arrived they didn’t go through the Hall of Punishment, but walked down the street that led straight to the main square. It looked very different now. It was very well lit, with huge bonfires and portable floodlights. Presumably there was no chance of overflying aircraft at that time.  The crowds were denser than they’d ever seen them, even for their own aborted executions, with many of the free persons having brought naked slaves on leads. The people were pressing round the platform in the centre, which had more people on it this time, and an extra gibbet beside the usual one. As before, there was an area fenced off and kept clear to the left, to allow it to be wheeled back and forth. Just to the right was a temporary stand for spectators, and Isabella led them towards it.
They had to push their way through the crowds of sweaty spectators, and most of the free ones seemed to have more than their fair share of hands. Poppy reckoned that, during that short walk, the number of people who in her adult life had felt her privates and breasts at least doubled. Even slaves in bondage tried to rub them with their own bodies, and one turned his back to grab Suzie’s buttocks with his bound hands. No-one seemed to mind, so they put on fixed smiles and hurried after Isabella as best they could. The stand was virtually full, but three seats had been kept for them on the top row. Willing helpers, most of them with at least four hands each, steadied them as they climbed the steps, while others helpfully pushed them up by their buttocks and below. Their seats were in the middle of a row of similarly gifted persons, and when they were installed Poppy found herself sitting between Suzie and, horror of horrors, Isabella’s father, who had a slave woman of about forty on this other side. The seating was cramped and narrow, and Manuel de Porto was a swarthy man, and although she’d brushed against numerous sweaty people already, his perspiration had a different, more distasteful quality. She tried to ignore his presence and studied the scene below.
 

***

 
It was interesting to see how the hangings were carried out; it had puzzled her before. The platform had a long slot at the right-hand end, and the gibbets were mounted, not on the woodwork, but on the ground beneath. They passed through the slot, so the platform could be wheeled to the left, leaving them where they were, and the unfortunate occupants dangling in the air. Now she could see that the wheels were in metal grooves, minimising the effort involved. There were also three vertical stakes, about six feet tall, emerging from the platform surface, but these seemed to be fixed to the woodwork, and had rings at various heights to which penitents could quickly be attached. Something new had been added this time. Behind the platform, surrounded on three sides by the crowd, was a stoutly-fenced pen, several yards square. Crowded into it, naked and with their hands locked behind their backs, looking terrified and in many cases weeping, were about fifteen boys, aged about sixteen. Poppy looked over Suzie to Isabella, and asked in horror; ‘Surely, Mistress, they’re not going to be hanged?’ The answer, barely heard over the murmuring of the mob, was just ‘wait and see’.
The party on the platform itself was ready to start the proceedings. Three of the men were the ones from the cellar in the Hall of Punishment, but there were several others. It seemed likely that a variety of penalties were about to be inflicted, for there was also a brazier full of hot coals, with a variety of irons heating up. An official stood ready with several whiteboards and a thick marker. It was impossible to make verbal announcements amid the noise of the crowd, so he held each up high when the time came, swivelling round to that everyone could see it clearly. The first case was an ugly, scar faced, middle-aged man who just looked impassively defiant as he was fitted with the noose. He’d murdered a seven-year-old boy, the board announced, in English and Spanish. It was a simple hanging, but he took fifteen minutes to die, kicking and twisting in the air, and Poppy found it very difficult to watch. She knew she’d be spoken to sharply if she looked away. The noise increased with every minute that passed, and after about five minutes a slow handclap started. Conscious of the arm stirring against hers, she glanced to her left. Manuel now had his slavewoman kneeling between his legs, sucking his penis. He was sweating more profusely than ever, and she was glad of the armbinder that protected her upper arm from skin-to-skin contact.
When the child murderer was dead his body was dumped through a trapdoor in the platform, to be disposed of later. It was now the turn of the three rapists. There wasn’t enough room on the boards for detailed announcements, but the crowd seemed to know who they were. A few missiles were aimed at them, but that activity was quickly suppressed for fear the officials would be hit by accident. Poppy braced herself, thinking that this was going to be gruesome.
It was. The worst offender- the child molester and attempted murderer- was brought forward and put in a noose. He obviously didn’t expect mercy. He was another ill-favoured fellow, and Poppy suspected that the chances of a reprieve varied indirectly with the ugliness of the offender. She knew what to expect. The executioner stepped up to him with a large, sharp knife, pulled hard on his genitals and sliced them off with a single stroke. The man, all bravado gone, screamed, and the platform was wheeled aside. The crowd’s cheers were deafening as he hanged and the blood poured out of him, but the sound died away as he lost consciousness after only two or three minutes of wild struggling. Poppy was in two minds about the relative severity of the punishments. Castration was doubtless unpleasant, but it had saved him the long, slow strangulation experienced by his predecessor.
When the body had been disposed of the other two rapists were brought to the two gibbets and nooses put round their necks. One of them was already screaming before the executioner approached him with the knife, but his genitals were still pulled out ready for the cut. At the last moment the official with the boards came over and held up his hand, and he stopped and removed the noose. The miscreants both looked so relieved that they were almost unable to stand, so they were helped over to the upright posts and bound to two of them. Ropes were wound especially round their stomachs and thighs, and this seemed to alert the men to the possibility they still faced something terrible. When they were both securely bound the executioner approached the left-hand post with his knife, and an assistant was pulling small round iron from the brazier. The crowd went silent; Poppy almost laughed from the tension as she heard a cat meow  a few rows below her. There was a sudden shriek as the penis was pulled out hard and sliced off. The testicles remained untouched. The man with the iron stepped quickly over and applied it to cauterize the wound. The screaming rose to an almost impossible pitch, and then the man fainted, to be quickly dowsed with cold water. He was moaning loudly as the same operation was performed on the second man. With them still screaming and struggling as much as they could, each was then branded with an inch-high letter ‘R’ on the right thigh. While the platform party chatted among themselves, the men were left to suffer for about ten minutes, while the crowd chanted in Spanish, sounding to the girls very much like football supporters.
Finally, the men were rendered unconscious with injections and carried away off the platform to a waiting van, which forced its way through the crowd in the direction of the clinic. The girls learnt later on that a team was waiting there to clean up the wounds and nurse them back to health, whereupon their final dispositions would be decided. Poppy’s theory was borne out; both were reasonably attractive men, their charms partly concealed by dirt, sweat and poorly shaved facial hair. One was quite rugged; the other had quite feminine features. Poppy made a mental note to try to follow their fortunes.
There was a slight lull in the proceedings. During the castrations Manuel de Porto had cum in his slave’s mouth, and she was licking him clean while he leant back panting. At least the woman, who was also quite sweaty and plump, had not had to watch the spectacle below. Throughout the proceedings, the boys in the pen had watched, beside themselves with terror, many of them wetting or soiling themselves and having to stand in their excreta afterwards. Although they couldn’t be seen from the stand, there were other miscreants bound to the legs of the platform on that side, their feet off the ground so they didn’t impede its movement. Two youngish men were now brought up from there, and the man with the board indicated that they were the teachers of the boys in the pen. Another board was held up; drug smugglers, and they were brought to the gibbets and their nooses put in place. The crowd was silent again, and surprisingly remained so for some time, as if waiting for a familiar scenario to unfold. The men were shaking their heads wildly and pleading. They weren’t speaking English; it was either Spanish or Portuguese, and the crowd seemed to hang on every word. Nevertheless, rather ponderously this time, the platform moved to one side, and they were left hanging, kicking and writhing as was always the case. This time the nooses had been positioned to be at their least effective, to avoid premature loss of consciousness. For a full five minutes the men struggled, managing to gasp in just enough air to stay alive. Then there was a disturbance in the crowd. A little carriage pulled by two ponygirls pushed its way through to the platform, carrying an official in full regalia; a ‘Venezuelan admiral’ style of uniform with masses of braid and medals. He must have been hot, thought the girls. He mounted the platform briskly and handed a large piece of paper to the official with the boards, who scanned it and handed it to the executioner. He signalled to the men who pushed and pulled the platform, and it was quickly trundled back to support the hanging men’s feet. The nooses were then removed, not without difficulty, and the men, still gasping for breath, were dragged over to the posts. Quickly and efficiently, they were bound between them in the customary ‘X’ shape. They were doused with cold water to ensure their full alertness, and then, while they were still shaking it from their eyes, the whipping started. They had a dozen lashes each, and were then branded with a ‘D’ on their right thighs. After that they were treated with surprising gentleness. One of them had an unusually raw, bleeding area on his throat, which was treated with ointment and bandaged. Their whipmarks and brands were also spread with the soothing and healing cream. Then they were taken down, their hands replaced behind their backs, and they were placed in the pen with the boys, many of whom had fainted during their teachers’ ordeal.
It being relatively quiet now, it was possible for Isabella to lean over and talk to them. ‘There’ll be a short break now while they bring out more convicts from the Hall of Justice’, she told them. ‘Mostly it’s just whippings and brandings, but there’s a young chap- he tried to escape and then attempted suicide- who’s having his feet amputated as the start of the process of turning him into a fucktoy. The rest will be done at one of the clinics, of course. Do you want to stay for that, or would you rather leave now?’
Before Sukie could say something disastrously sarcastic, Poppy jumped in and called across her. ‘Thank you for giving us the choice, mistress. I think we’ve seen enough now, and I am rather tired.’
 

***

 
Poppy had another reason for wanting to leave the stand. The slave woman, having finished with Manuel’s genitals, had bent right down to start on his feet, and her master had begun to show an interest in Poppy. His head was reaching over her shoulder, giving her a whiff of his foetid breath, and a hand came across to cup her left breast. ‘Lovely, my dear. Simply lovely. When you’ve been installed in a suitable cathouse I’ll pay you a visit.’ Following Isabella’s cue she stood up abruptly before he could kiss her, and Suzie followed suit. The woman licking his feet had to return briefly to her seat to let them pass, but went back to her work immediately afterwards. After being thoroughly man (and woman) handled on the way down the steps and through the crowd, they reached the fringes round the edge of the square. Stands had been set up there selling various drinks and foods and were already serving customers, though the peak would obviously come after the events on the platform. They walked along the row, and Isabella bought a few items and gave them samples. Some of the spiced sausages were delicious. Near their exit from the square some rides for children had been set up, but for obvious reasons they were not open for business. Eventually Isabella was satisfied that they’d seen everything. All the time the volume of noise from the crowd rose and fell, and occasionally they could hear screams. As they left the square to head towards Ted’s brothel, there was a period of silence, followed by a dull thud and a piercing shriek, and a huge round of applause.
There weren’t many pedestrians about, so they were free to talk and listen as they walked. The road was very dimly lit for security reasons; they’d never been out at night and found it intimidating. Their guide used the time to fill in details about what they’d seen. Suzie asked what would happen to the two castrated men, and why they’d been left with their testicles intact.
‘It means they can have little tubes installed to milk them for semen, though I can’t see there being a big demand from fertility clinics. It also gives them a keener sense of what they’re missing. No-one’s decided yet what to do with them. I’d guess the craggy-faced one is for the mines. The other one might make a household eunuch, suitably smoothed and groomed. It all depends on his attitude and behaviour.’
With no more questions, Isabella happily returned to one of her favourite topics; her father. ‘I’m glad you had a chance to get to know him a bit better’, she said to Poppy, possibly thinking they’d talked more than they had. ‘He’s such a lovely man; I owe so much to the way he scrimped and saved to get me a good education. He even had to sell some of his favourite slaves. They all love him. Juanita’s been with him for years now, as one of his personal body-servants.’
They gathered that Juanita was the woman attending him at the stadium. ‘How many body-servants does he have, Mistress Isabella?’ asked Poppy.
‘Only three; I told you he doesn’t like to spend money on luxuries like that. Juanita specialises in his genitals and feet, which is why he brought her to the stadium. Manuela is his mouth slave and has fantastic breasts which he keeps in milk. Lola is a masseuse and also serves as his anal slave. Obviously they do swap roles from time to time. They’re very privileged, and I think they all realise that. I’m afraid there won’t be a vacancy for a long time; he’s very fond of them.’
Fortunately they didn’t have to answer that. They’d walked briskly through the darkness, especially as they left the built-up area, and they’d now reached their destination. Isabella was not intending to risk a lone walk back to the town centre, and the last train had long gone anyway, so she was staying the night. In the lobby of Ted’s brothel one of the senior overseers was waiting for them. ‘Welcome, Mistress Isabella’, he said, and smiled warmly at the girls. ‘Master Ted asked me to put our home at your disposal. An apartment has been reserved for you, and male and female slaves await you there. If you have any special requirements, or would like replacements, perhaps you would be kind enough to send one of them with a message. They’ll know how to find someone who can meet your needs.’
‘Isabella thanked the man. ‘What about these two?’ she asked.
Master Ted and Mistress Jenny thought they’d be very tired, mistress. They didn’t know what time you’d be back, and they thought they might be asleep themselves. So unless you require their services specifically, they’d like them to go to the new house.’ He turned to the girls. ‘Master Ted has told Fanny to take charge of you. Someone else will be there as well and there are more beds there now.’ Turning back to Isabella: ‘If you would let me have the key to their armbinders, mistress, I’ll send it over with them.’
Poppy and Suzie, thinking about it later, suspected that Isabella had expected to keep them for the night. Confronted with such detailed arrangements, and curious about the slaves who’d been chosen for her, she let them go. There were fond goodbyes and kisses, and she was led away by the overseer slave, her keys having been put on a string round Suzie’s neck. They walked through the silent building; although in theory clients could make special appointments, it was unlikely during the night of the festival. In the empty cafeteria they found the button with which wheelchair users could open the outer door, and Poppy kicked it. The paths at night were just as spooky as they’d been last time, but they walked as fast as they could, and reached the new house without incident.
This time there was no need for stones or head-banging, for the overseer had signalled their imminent arrival. Fanny was at the door waiting to let them in, and they found that a vestibule was already under construction, shielding the living area from the front door. They were kissed thoroughly before being allowed in, and they found that her only companion was Sandrine, who kissed Suzie on each cheek but Poppy more comprehensively. There was more furniture in the room now, and more partition walls had appeared during the day, even though they were still only chipboard. They sat on two old sofas at right angles to one another. Both Fanny and Sandrine were only chained lightly by their wrists, so they fed the girls from the supplies of wine, water and snacks that they already had in front of them. Neither made a move to undo the armbinders. They were eager for news about their day, but there was so much to tell that they had to give the briefest summary, and Suzie then pleaded exhaustion on both their behalves, and promised to tell all in later instalments. There followed, naturally, a debate on how they were going to spend the night, diverted almost immediately into gossip about how the master and mistress were spending the night. Sandrine seemed to have the latest goss.
‘When I left them, Mistress Jenny, Master Ted, Midnight and Susan were all on the beds. They seemed to be in a bit of a tangle. I couldn’t say who was intending to sleep with whom. The tank was occupied by a black and white pair brought in for the occasion. They aren’t having breakfast there, so I’m not needed in the early morning.’
‘So is Mistress Jenny reconciled to Susan?’ asked Poppy.
‘I saw it happen, Poppy. Mistress Jenny and Susan were together, looking at one of the plans that the draftswoman was drawing up from Fanny’s drawings. Jenny seemed very happy and they were laughing at the same thing; I couldn’t hear what it was. Suddenly Susan took her life in her hands and asked Mistress Jenny if she could kiss her. There was a tense moment, and then she said yes. They haven’t looked back since.’
‘We need our beauty sleep’, grumbled Suzie. ‘I don’t think we really need to discuss who’s going to sleep with whom. We do need these armbinders off, or we’ll be in agony by the morning.’
Fanny asserted herself at that point. ‘I’ve been told to take charge. I don’t want you to suffer but I’m not going to let the master and mistress down. Here’s what we’ll do.’ She hesitated a moment, for she was having to step out of character, but then she continued. ‘I’m going to take Suzie to be washed, etc. Then I’m going to take the armbinder off her. Then I’m going to chain her by the wrists to my bed. Then I’m going to use her body for my pleasure. Then I’m going to let her sleep till morning. Then we’ll see. Sandrine, I think you should do something very similar with Poppy. Any questions?’
They were all rather stunned to be dictated to by the shy, retiring, and humble Fanny,  but her plan was unquestionably sound. Poppy was very tired, but her breasts were tingling again, and Sandrine was looking more irresistible with every passing minute. There was only one half-finished bathroom, so the other two went first, and Poppy let herself fall sideways into Sandrine’s lap. Like Fanny, she was wearing a dress, so it came off there and then, and they lay together kissing deeply, the older woman’s hands on the girl’s bulging breasts. ‘I’m tired, Sandrine’, whispered Fanny, ‘but I’ve never needed anybody more than I need you now.’ If the line was corny it was also true. She felt something from deep inside the bases of her breasts that was almost like something bubbling or fizzing, and her pussy was soaking again, just as it had been when they’d had tea at Isabella’s. She realised that two different things were probably happening. New cells were coming to life; her breasts were beginning to grow. The libido enhancement treatment was working, and sex was rapidly becoming something that was now an absolute need, if she was going to avoid severe discomfort. Sandrine, she suspected, had been briefed by Jenny and/or Ted, and probably knew other women who’d been through the same process. In any case, she didn’t make her wait for her turn in the bathroom, but brought her to orgasm with her hands.
Once they’d had their turn in the primitive facilities, Sandrine locked one of Poppy’s ankles to her bed with a long, light chain, removed the armbinder, locked her wrists together in front, and then over her head to the top of the bed, leaving enough slack for her to lie comfortably and not feel stretched. Then she satisfied herself by kneeling over her face, and gave her another climax with her own mouth. They both drank some water, and talked for a few minutes before going to sleep. ‘Sandrine’, asked Poppy, ‘how did Fanny’s sketches go down? From what Jenny told me this morning, Master Ted was very pleased.’
‘Wonderfully. The draughtswoman offered to buy her within half an hour of seeing her drawings, but Master Ted turned her down, of course. I think she’ll end up as his chief housekeeper, and we’ll all be answering to her. I don’t mind; she’s a lovely person and I don’t think it will change her. Her ideas were accepted lock, stock and barrel, except that she’d forgotten about a hot water tank, and the cellar’s going to one side of the house, so it can be dug out without taking what’s already been built to pieces. He took her to bed this afternoon, once Mistress Jenny had made her connection with Susan. The whole place will know about that now. Two days ago she was a kitchen slut! She’ll never, ever forget what Suzie did for her.’
‘We won’t forget what she did for us, either. Sandrine my love, I’m about ready to sleep now.’
‘Don’t let the bedbugs bite, and I won’t, either. Wake me up if you need me.’
They kissed, and for a few minutes Poppy reflected on what they’d seen and done that day, and what it implied for their future lives. They’d seen death, torture, mutilation, and unimaginable pain and suffering. They’d seen slaves used as toilets, lift motors, and power units for railway locomotives. They’d been groped, fondled, and drooled over. Suzie had been racked; Poppy had been crucified. Suzie’s exhaustion had limited her experience of the day, but Poppy had experienced some quite remarkable sex. That was to be added to the now very long list of couplings that seem to get more orgasmic, more climactic, with every passing day. The strange feelings in her body- especially in her breasts- suggested to her that they were just the beginning. The Republic was a place where one could enjoy almost unlimited pleasure, but also unlimited pain, if one failed in any way to adapt to its ways and customs. With a settled determination to take as much as possible of the pleasure, however and from whomsoever it came, Poppy rolled into Sandrine’s arms, and knew no more until the morning.
 
To be continued . . .
 
 

THE END
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