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Preface

 
This is the second novel in a series that will probably be a trilogy or tetralogy. It is not part of the ‘Organisation’ series, and takes place in a harsher and even 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.
The Introduction is provided for those who have not recently read the first volume. Those who have done so will probably prefer to begin with the first chapter; Devotions and Other Matters.
A brief description of the principal characters- a dramatis personae- is also included. To avoid ‘spoilers’, this includes only persons who appear in the first volume.
 
Thank you for buying and reading this book. Reviews are very welcome, and will always be answered. You are welcome to give me feedback directly, at davidofanjou@gmail.com
 
David Anjou
December 2018







Introduction for New Readers

 
In essence, this is the story of three eighteen-year-old girls- Poppy, Suzie and Lizzie- who in their gap year between school and university, are travelling the world. Running short of money in South America, they are driven to smuggling drugs in their luggage, and are caught when their plane makes a forced landing on a remote airstrip in the western part of the Amazon basin. The emergency is contrived; they have in fact been kidnapped by an unrecognised and in many ways barbaric slave state, known to its citizens simply as ‘The Republic’. It exists in a virtually ungovernable area inhabited by native tribes, prospectors and miners, farmers, fugitives and ne’er-do-wells, and against the odds has succeeded in establishing a reasonably stable political entity.
With a speed that is the more bewildering because the proceedings are conducted in Spanish, the three girls are arrested, charged, tried, and sentenced to death in the space of a couple of hours. Taken out to be hanged immediately, they witness two brutal public executions before being suddenly reprieved, and placed in the custody of an English-speaking ‘mentor’, the rich and sophisticated Jennifer Jane Lewinsky (Jenny). This young, forceful and bisexual woman makes it clear to them that their stay of execution is conditional on their being successfully trained as sex-slaves, after which they will be sold to citizens or institutions of The Republic.
Keeping them bound and introducing them to lesbian sex, Jenny takes them on a tour of the capital and its environs, beginning with two brothels, one of them sordid and cheap, and the other a large, expensive and well-managed establishment belonging to her soon-to-be partner, Edwardo Rossini (Ted). After an afternoon spent with a native tribe, she takes them to an advanced and highly sophisticated clinic for assessment and a range of treatments, but almost immediately, Lizzie is written off as unsuitable for further training. She is not executed, but sold off cheaply to a different tribe, and not encountered again during the first volume.
Poppy and Suzie resolve to survive and make the best of their new lives. They are both used for sex by both Jennifer and Ted, and continue to tour local facilities, including a whipmaker’s workshop, a slave market, and a ranch for keeping, training and using human ponies and hucows. The girls have similar builds and figures, but as Poppy is white and Suzie black, Jenny decides to present them as a bicoloured mating pair, and persuades them to begin a sexual relationship with one another.
Very soon Jenny moves into the brothel with Ted, taking the girls with her, and there Suzie reveals a hidden talent. She has an uncanny ability to spot unused talent in other slaves, helping Ted to overcome a number of staffing problems in the brothel and his own household. Partly due to her efforts, a kitchen slut- Fanny- is revealed as having a talent for draughtsmanship and interior design, and plays a major role in the building of a new house for Ted and Jenny to live in together. 
The two girls adapt well to life in the brothel, and they make lasting friendships with a number of the staff. Poppy’s own hidden talent is for diplomacy- she is able to smooth over some of the inevitable teething troubles and tensions as Ted and Jenny set up house and home while surrounded by a staff of pleasure slaves. Poppy takes a particular liking to Sandrine, a much older, huge-breasted black ex-pleasure slave, now working in the bathhouse, and she also joins Ted’s household staff.
Although both girls are highly intelligent and quick-witted, Poppy is the more biddable and tactful of the pair. By chance, she meets a young aristocrat- Albert Coroba- and takes his virginity, beginning a relationship that lasts into the second volume of the story. Suzie’s brand of sarcasm, and her lack of respect for their new mistresses and masters, threatens to get them both into trouble. Jenny responds by making her cater for foot fetishists. That, and a visit to the ‘Hall of Punishment’, and being taken to witness another round of particularly barbaric executions, impresses on her the need to behave herself. During the spectacle, Poppy is groped and fondled by the plump, greasy and deeply unpleasant Manuel de Porto, the manager of the Hall of Punishment. Their day with his daughter- Isabella de Porto- also includes a ride on the new railway, the locomotives for which are powered by teams of slaves.
The first volume ends when Mistress Isabella brings them back to the brothel. She leaves them, accepting the offer of a night with the establishments’ finest male pleasure slaves. In the new, part-finished house, Poppy is chained up for the night by Sandrine, and Suzie by Fanny. This part of the story begins when they rise the next morning.







Some principal characters continuing from the first volume

 
Note; Free persons are in alphabetical order by their surnames. Slaves do not have surnames, and are therefore listed in alphabetical order by their given names, or the names usually used during this part of the story.
 
Free Persons
 

Albert Coroba A young European man, just turned eighteen, first encountered by Poppy at the Rope school. The son and heir of the Marquess of Fedo Coroba, he does not routinely use the honorific ‘my lord’. Although a courteous, intelligent and in some ways precocious young man, he awkward in company, and sexually naïve. His parents are separated, and he enjoys a relationship with them which is cordial, but not particularly close.

 

Jenny Lou Properly named Jennifer Jane Lewinsky, Jenny is one of the principal characters in the story. The daughter of a landed aristocrat, she takes occasional assignments for the Republican government, and is given the job of mentoring Poppy, Suzie and Lizzie when they are first enslaved. Unlike most people of her status, she does not maintain a residence in the capital. She has agreed to move in with her lover, Ted (see below) provided that he had a proper house built for them, recruits a proper staff of household slaves. She is a generally tolerant an good-humoured person, but given to occasional moments of jealousy and bad-temper.

 

Isabella de Porto  The daughter of the manager of the House of Punishment, an athlete of Latin appearance and Portuguese descent. Lives with her father when not travelling. About 25 years old.

 

Manuel de Porto The manager of the Hall of Punishment; a swarthy and uncouth man of nearly 50, with unusually poor standards of personal cleanliness. He is the father of Isabella, who holds him in the highest esteem despite being aware of his weaknesses. He and his daughter live on a large estate near the far end of the new railway.

 

Edwardo Rossini (Ted, known as Edward Ross in the UK) a wealthy brothel keeper and entrepreneur, part-owner of a very large whorehouse complex on the outskirts of the capital, and many other enterprises. Midnight (see below) is his personal property as are several others, with many other slaves working for his businesses. He is the lover of Jenny Lou, and they are in the process of establishing a home together.

 

Doctor Smythe The leading physician in The Republic, and a specialist in dispensing treatments developed by Dr Clark in the UK, mainly to enhance libido and sexual capacity in both men and women. His central clinic is just outside the Capital. He is the husband of Madeleine Smythe, and the uncle of the Dr Smythe you is encountered in the ‘Daniel’ series of novels.

 
Slaves
 

Fanny A general purpose brothel slave, just turned 19, in Ted’s brothel. A timid girl but with slightly enhanced sexual responses and an affectionate nature. White, only five feet and one inch tall, with a slim figure and small breasts. At the beginning of volume one she is serving as a kitchen slut, but a previously unsuspected talent for interior planning and decoration results in her being incorporated into the new household. (Note that ‘Fanny’ is a common slave name, and a second example is encountered in this volume.)

 

John A young, inexperienced white slaveboy at Ted’s brothel. Fitted with a regulator and used extensively to service Midnight. He also does regular shifts in the brothel.

 

Lizzie Enslaved with Suzie and Poppy, Lizzie had been traveling with them, though she was not a close friend. A slimmer, less curvaceous white girl, she reacts with revulsion to most of what they are shown during their tour of the Capital’s facilities, and is rude to both masters and slaves. As a result, she is sold off cheaply to a tribal chieftain, and plays no further part in the events described in the first volume.

 

Midnight (originally Sucky) in her very early twenties; a black voiceless general purpose slave. Despite her classification, she almost completed her training as a personal harem slave before an unfortunate encounter with a foreign politician forced her ministerial master to deprive her of her ability to speak, and sell her to Ted, who uses her as his personal pleasure slave. Oversexed, due to heavy-handed use of libido-enhancing drugs by Doctor Smythe, she is often punished, by being mounted on a rotating wheel in the brothel’s lobby, for neglecting the welfare of her sexual partners. As the wheel also functions as a fucking machine, it is not an effective deterrent.

 

Poppy One of the principal characters in the story, Poppy is enslaved at the beginning of volume one with Suzie and Lizzie, and is still continuing her training, which will probably lead to her being designated a pleasure slave. She is English, a few months short of her nineteenth birthday, and has always regarded herself as straight. She is white, of medium height, big-breasted, and with a body that is slightly ‘fleshy’. During volume one she has had several lesbian encounters, including with Suzie, and now regards herself as fully bisexual. She has been treated with drugs to enhance her libido and increase her breast-size, but these are only just beginning to take effect at the beginning of this volume. Poppy is generally mild-mannered and very diplomatic, though she does have occasional flashes of sarcastic wit, especially when she feels the need to support Suzie.

 

Pytha An armless and voiceless female sex-slave working in a special annex at Ted’s brothel. She’s about 20, white, slim-bodies and big-breasted, with implants. She has an exceptionally beautiful face and long, dark hair, and is the daughter of a Welsh Patagonian. She is extremely popular with customers, and as a result is much favoured and indulged by Ted.

 

Sandrine An ex-pleasure slave in her forties, Sandrine is a large black woman with big, prominent lips and massive breasts, and a kindly, affectionate manner. She is first encountered in volume one, working in the bathhouse, but is soon incorporated into Ted’s household. Poppy takes an immediate liking to her and they become lovers, but Suzie is at first sceptical about her age and size, and continues to tease her about them. 

 

Susan Originally named Doomie; a white pleasure slave, about 23, working as a prostitute in Ted’s brothel. Picked out by Suzie as a possible recruit for Ted’s household staff, she is the occasion of a quarrel between him and Jenny that is defused by Poppy. A very pretty girl with especially good oral skills.

 

Suzie One of the principal characters; a black girl who is Poppy’s best friend and has shared her fate. The two girls are remarkably similar in build, leading Jenny to hope that they can later be sold as a matched pair. She has also been treated with the same drugs. She has a sharper tongue, and is more impulsive, than Poppy, and she can sometimes be very funny. During the first volume she has revealed a talent for spotting unused abilities and qualities among the slaves in Ted’s brothel, and he has begun to appreciate her contribution to the smooth running of his household and business. Unknown to Poppy, she has some experience of lesbian sex, and has no difficulty adapting to it.

 

Voluptua So named by Jenny after her purchase, she was found on display at the auction house when Poppy and Susan were being shown round. Bought quite cheaply, she is automatically included into Ted and Jenny’s new household as the latter’s personal property. So called because of her full lips, breasts, hips and buttocks, though she is not generally overweight. She has a mildly volatile nature, but settles down well at the brothel, and becomes very friendly with Fanny.









Chapter 1 - Devotions and Other Matters

 
Wednesday morning dawned fine and a little less humid than most days in The Republic, and the girls all felt energetic and cheerful. They’d had sex before getting up, and someone had left a box full of food and a flask of coffee on the doorstep. There was also a message from Master Ted.
 
Don’t forget to be up and out by nine o’clock. You all have the morning off. Use the chalet. Fanny; keep the girls well restrained.
 
As soon as she saw the note Fanny insisted on locking Poppy and Suzie’s hands behind their backs, and they had to be fed their breakfasts. They were almost losing the habit of eating without help. Afterwards they were taken to the toilet one by one by Sandrine, who claimed not to mind cleaning bottoms. By one of the miracles over which Suzie still puzzled, she was able to unlock their butt plugs, let them do their business, clean them, administer enemas with a very basic rubber tube, and close them up again. Suzie wasn’t entirely happy to be processed by Sandrine, who she hardly knew. As they heard workmen unloading equipment outside, Fanny was insisting on fitting the girls with waist chains and locking their wrists to them. They left the house naked, but Fanny and Sandrine wore short dresses. There was a chorus of wolf-whistles and coarse, shouted invitations, but only Fanny blushed.
They were met along the path by Mistress Isabella, on her way to say goodbye. She kissed the girls fondly and hoped to see them again soon. Asked whether she’d had a good night, she sighed. ‘I’m exhausted’, she replied. ‘Why did I ever think that nights were for sleeping? I’ve sent for my rickshaw. It’s a long way for him to run, but I’m not fit to run home and the train will be crammed on the first day of public service.’
‘Thank you for yesterday’, said Poppy. More kisses all round, and Isabella went back the way she’d come. Poppy waited until she was well out of earshot and stopped. ‘A word where no-one can overhear us’, she said. ‘I never know whether they listen in on us or not. I might need a bit of advice. I seem to have made a hit with Mistress Isabella, and that’s fine, but she adores her father, who’s just about the grossest man I’ve ever met. What can I say if she wants me to go with him?’
‘Nothing much’, said Suzie. ‘We’ll run you a bath.’
‘Thank you, Suzie.’
Susan wasn’t much more helpful. ‘You should talk to Mistress Jenny, but word it a little differently. She might shield you for a while, but ultimately we all have to take the rough with the smooth. Perhaps you’ll be more prepared if it comes to that. It might not.’
On that rather ordinary note they walked on to the chalet, where the door was already unlocked, and flasks of coffee waited for them on the living room table. They drank some and paired off again, with Suzie and Fanny using the bedroom. Poppy gave Sandrine analingus, but as she couldn’t cum that way she transferred to her pussy, with explosive results. But at about quarter past ten, a message arrived summoning Fanny to the new house for consultations. She kissed them all goodbye and hurried away. That left Poppy, Suzie and Sandrine to amuse themselves for the rest of the morning. Suzie wandered, disconsolate, back towards the bedroom. Sandrine whispered in Poppy’s ear: ‘Am I playing gooseberry, Poppy? I can leave you two alone if you want.’
‘Sandrine’, she replied, snuggling up against her huge breasts, ‘you’ve got us both at your mercy. Go and get her. Use us.’ Something in the back of Poppy’s mind told her that, only a week ago, she’d have thought what she was saying was outlandish. But her breasts were tingling and her pussy was wet, and she said it anyway. Nor did she regret that she was saying it. Sandrine was a wonderful person. If it took chemicals to make her appreciate that, she was glad of their help.
The big black woman got to her feet and followed Suzie, who was now sitting on the bed looking glum. A minute later she came back, leading her by her collar. ‘I’m going to the bathroom’, she said. ‘You two can talk between yourselves for a couple of minutes.’ She left the room.
Poppy lost no time. ‘Suzie darling, do you feel a strange itch- like a tingling, or bubbling- in your breasts? Is your pussy wet?’
‘You’re chat-up lines were always the best, Poppy. None of that “which church do you go to?” nonsense. But now you mention it, yes. I have felt a bit different for the last day or so. But Fanny gave me a good rogering overnight, so I’m not desperate just yet.’
‘I was a bit too tired; we had good sex before we went to sleep, but not since then. But listen to me Suzie; we only have a short time. What Doctor Smythe said, and what I’ve been feeling, makes me think we’ll be scratching at the walls in a few days’ time. But we won’t be able to do that because our hands will be tied behind our backs. So I’d love to chew the fat with you till lunchtime, Suzie, and I’d love to fuck you, or be fucked by you, preferably both. But there’ll be time for that. We badly need people to fuck both of us, and Sandrine does it very nicely, believe me.’
Suzie thought that over for a frustrating minute, while Poppy watched the door. ‘OK, Poppy; you’ve been right about practically everything so far, so I’ll go with you on this one. I hear you can get into some great positions, bending over a Zimmer frame.’
Poppy sighed with relief and kissed Suzie passionately. Suspecting that Sandrine was waiting in the bathroom for some kind of signal, she called out to her. ‘Sandrine, are you going to be all morning in there? Our pots are starting to simmer.’
Sandrine appeared almost immediately. Poppy still felt nervous; Suzie’s agreement had not been heartfelt, and she would have hated to have seen the older woman’s confidence shattered by some cutting remark about her age or size. To try to hasten things along she rolled away from Suzie onto her back, and opened her legs, hoping that the bubbling moisture that she felt in her slit would be clearly visible. She was relieved to see that Suzie was following her example, and in the event all the witticisms came from Sandrine. ‘My, my’, she said, like a stage character from Alabama. ‘What a pair of brazen hussies. Master Ted will make lots of money bringing tourists to see the Republic’s very own hot springs.’
To their surprise and Poppy’s disappointment, they were not ravished immediately. Instead she told them to sit up ‘like proper young ladies’, and the key to their cuffs emerged from the stygian depths of Sandrine’s cleavage. They hadn’t noticed Fanny handing it over; they assumed they were locked up as they were till lunchtime. They were not, however, going to be released. Sandrine just unlocked Poppy, slipped her right arm through Suzie’s left, and locked it again behind her back. The two girls were thus joined tightly arm-in-arm, side-by-side, and virtually helpless. Practice might, in time, have taught them to work in perfect harmony like that, but as beginners they needed to be helped to their feet- Sandrine was strong- and guided into the bedroom, slipping sideways through the door. Then she helped them to lie on their backs on the bed. She arranged lots of soft pillows to ensure that nothing pressed uncomfortably against the mattress, which in any case was memory foam.
It was remarkable that so simple an adjustment had such a profound effect. Poppy and Suzie were trapped together side-by-side, and although they could, with an effort, have turned to face one another, they would have achieved little by doing so, and Sandrine’s considerable weight was always available to flatten them out again. They were under her control, and she would give to and take from them as she wished. What she did was to remove her dress, sit over them stroking their breasts for a minute or two, and then move right down to lie between Poppy’s legs, her face on her pussy. While she gave her cunnilingus she explored Suzie’s with her fingers, working several deep inside. She had no doubt as to the former’s reaction, and soon felt the mass of wet flesh moving and heaving under her lips and tongue. She was less certain about Suzie, who she barely knew. Her approach was quite impersonal, letting her lie back and enjoy the sensations without having to come to terms with a much older, plumper and bustier woman pinning down her body. She was right in her assumption that Poppy would cum first, allowing her to transfer her mouth to Suzie’s vagina and to use both hands to reach up and stimulate her breasts. The old techniques she’d used as a pleasure slave were coming back to her quickly. She knew well how best to circle, flick and press a clitoris, and how to coordinate that with rhythmic squeezing of the nipples. Suzie’s climax was stronger and longer than Poppy’s, and Sandrine wisely decided to stay where she was to bring about a second one, and a third in quick succession. Only then did she let herself crawl up the bed on Suzie’s side, and cover her mouth with her own more spacious lips. She found the welcome that she’d hoped for.
Poor Poppy had enjoyed her orgasm, but now had to ride out Suzie’s multiple climax and wait for the kissing to subside. It was worth it, of course, to keep Suzie happy and ensure that she accepted Sandrine as one of their best friends and lovers. She was wondering how Sandrine was going to satisfy herself. She soon had the answer. Leaving Suzie, she took a double dildo from one of the cupboards. Did she know it was there, or were the same items kept in similar cupboards in all the establishment’s bedrooms? Going right down the bed, she pushed it into Poppy and then scissored her, inserting the other end into her own sex. They both spent an enjoyable few minutes that way, and when Sandrine started using her fingers on Poppy’s clitoris, the latter came quickly and easily. But it was strictly forbidden for Sandrine to do the same for herself, and Poppy’s fingers were not available. Furthermore, although Suzie had been remarkably patient with the constant jostling, she now started to give vent to exasperated grunts and grumbling noises, without actually articulating any complaints. She therefore gave up on the double dildo, but while he was still at that end of the bed, she pulled Poppy’s legs together and hooked them over Suzie’s, thus swivelling their bodies at the point where their arms crossed.  When she went right round to kneel over Suzie’s face, there was more room to put her knees. She faced the foot of the bed and leant forward with her hands on the breasts that presented themselves so invitingly, kneading them firmly. Realising, however, that Suzie was having to raise her head to reach her pussy with her mouth, she reached back briefly to stuff another pillow under her head.
Suzie now found her face pushed up into Sandrine’s pussy. It was not a position she disliked, so she went to work with a will on the mass of wet, soft flesh pressing down over her mouth. The situation was unfamiliar in two ways. Firstly, there was more of it than she’d encountered before; Sandrine was big in more than her bust and buttocks; her vulva seemed larger than life and her outer labia formed a kind of hood that enclosed Suzie’s cheeks and chin. The whole assembly was held fast between a pair of very substantial thighs, so Suzie had little scope for moving her head, and had to rely mostly on her lips and tongue. Both, however, were strong, and she’d still not confessed to Poppy how experienced they already were. The second unfamiliarity was the wetness. Her secret girlfriend had always moistened after a minute or two’s stimulation, and both Jenny and Midnight had no trouble in that department. But Sandrine, fully aroused by her scissoring with Poppy, was a veritable waterfall. Suzie was having to swallow mouthful after mouthful of the salty pussy juice, and she could feel the surplus running over her chin and throat. She wondered whether the mattress had a waterproof cover, and whether the brothel had its own laundry. She pictured what that would be like in that climate; naked slaves labouring in chains in hot, steam-filled room, their bodies glistening with moisture, rubbing against one another as they toiled, goaded into greater efforts by a fat, sweaty overseer with a whip. Her thoughts on the subject became steadily more erotic as she felt Sandrine’s hands on her breasts, which she’d begun to realise, were becoming more sensitive. Her nipples seemed to be erect more often, and with less provocation. She tried to push her chest up to encourage still firmer contact, and work harder with her mouth in the hope that Sandrine would squeeze them harder.
The extreme wetness of Sandrine’s pussy made it easier for Suzie to make use of what limited mobility she did have. A nodding movement ran her lips and tongue right over the clitoris and below, allowing her to thrust her tongue deep into the tunnel with each stroke. Sandrine was not static; she was not moving rhythmically but shifted forward or back at random intervals. In her most forward position, Suzie’s nose was almost poking into her anus, making the girl thankful for the scrupulous standards of cleanliness that prevailed in the brothel. She experimented with trying to push right in, though the obvious problem with breathing prevented her from staying there. As time went on- and it seemed to her that quite a lot of time was passing- she concentrated when she could on the clitoris, which was big and well-defined, allowing her to lick and suck it as she might do with a very small penis. She realised that Sandrine was cumming when her weight started to descend on her, and she took a very deep breath before her face was moulded into the mass of sodden flesh that ground down onto it. For upwards of a minute she was able to get only little gasps of air, and at last the hands were holding her breasts as firmly as she wanted them to, just short of really hurting. Then it was over, and the big body was flopping down on hers. She felt her legs pulled wide apart, and the big lips starting to work on her own pussy.
When Suzie had cum again, Sandrine went through the whole cycle again with Poppy. She was never hurried, and their oral couplings took up the rest of the morning until lunchtime. Jenny came back to the chalet and walked straight through the living room into the bedroom, finding them flopped together in a sweaty heap on the bed, Sandrine’s bulk almost covering the two girls. She was moving slowly between the two, exchanging long, slow, passionate kisses. When she realised that Jenny was in the room with them she started to scramble to her feet, apologising. ‘At ease’, said Jenny, who seemed in very good humour. ‘I didn’t mean to interrupt.’ Sandrine nevertheless climbed off the bed and knelt on the floor until she was raised gently to her feet. ‘You know’, Jenny said to her; ‘in all my years I’ve never thought of linking slaves’ arms like that. We’ll keep them like that over lunch.’
 

***

 
One of the servant-slaves had come with Jenny, and was putting out a variety of salads, pies and quiches on the dining table. She left, however, as soon as she’d finished, so Sandrine had to do all the work of feeding the two girls. Just getting them to the table required some effort, as they’d had such a pummelling that they were unsteady on their feet at first, and being turned into conjoined twins didn’t help at all. Then they had to cooperate in order to drink, since it involved bending right down to reach the straws provided for them. Nevertheless they soon perked up and there was plenty of talk over lunch. Jenny was keen to share news about the new house. Most of the partition walls were in place and the ceilings were being installed. Ted was confident that there was sufficient labour and materials to finish the structure quickly, but was so far at a loss to find enough plumbers, electricians and above all, interior decorators. Always in limited supply, those he knew about were working on government projects. A new swimming baths, for instance, was occupying every tiler in the capital, which wasn’t saying much, for there were only two. Jenny was resigned to the possibility that they’d have to move into a half-finished building, but she wasn’t happy about it.
Once that topic was exhausted, Suzie ventured to ask whether she knew anything about the boys they’d seen in the pen in the square, and what she called ‘the pantomime hanging’ of their teachers. Poppy was so surprised by the description that she interrupted before Jenny could answer. ‘What do you mean; “pantomime”? There aren’t any hangings in Cinderella or Puss in Boots, unless there are adult versions that I haven’t seen.’
‘I don’t suppose the teachers were in on the joke, but no-one’s going to tell me that those reprieves, arriving so dramatically by pony cart, weren’t staged. They never intended to kill them, or the two rapists, either.’
‘The castrations were a real giggle. And I’ll bet you loved the smell of burning flesh when they were cauterized.’ Actually they’d been much too far away for that. Jenny’s fingers were now drumming on the table. ‘If you’ve a moment to let me answer Suzie’s question, Poppy, I do know something about all this. Usually I don’t take any interest, but Ted had a visit from one of the guards at the Hall of Justice this morning. He was trying to find extra accommodation, but we can’t have them here at the brothel, of course.’
Jenny explained that the boys were all from an orphanage in Venezuela, so no-one would miss them. The staff there, desperate for means of keeping their charges fed in the mounting crisis in the country, had turned to drug-smuggling. They’d also jumped at an apparently charitable offer to take fifteen of them to a youth camp in Chile for a couple of months. The offer was fraudulent; the plane developed the usual mechanical faults and made the usual emergency landing. As always, it was not worth repairing, so the luggage was taken off and searched. Drugs were found, and the trials carried out with their usual expeditiousness. The teachers were sentenced to death and the boys to slavery. Of course, there’d never been any intention to carry out the death sentences. The pair were unfortunate to have landed on Founders’ Day Eve, when the crowd required something more spectacular than the girls had experienced.
‘What will happen to them now, mistress?’ asked Poppy.
‘The teachers aren’t just drug smugglers. They’ve been enjoying themselves with some of the boys in their care. The Republic is very hostile to child abusers. They’ll probably be charged when the evidence has been gathered, and then they’ll be publicly castrated. Then it’s the mines or some kind of harem eunuch’s job. The boys will be assessed individually over the next couple of weeks. The hope is that most of them can be trained as sex slaves. The whole enterprise was for that purpose. Demand for male slaves is rising, and prices are skyrocketing. The government’s launched a series of initiatives to try to increase the numbers quickly. Of course, these boys won’t be touched until their eighteenth birthdays. Their genitals will be sealed in chastity cages and their bottoms will be kept plugged except for a short time each day. They’ll be taught and tended by very old women or by eunuchs, if there are any available. If any show the slightest sign of using their mouths for anything but eating and talking, they’ll wear iron masks whenever they leave their cages.’
‘Mistress, is this the first batch that’s been captured like this?’ asked Suzie.
‘No; it’s the third. The first group is just maturing, and Ted’s thinking of buying one or two for the brothel. There are groups of girls as well, but they don’t attract the same attention. We get more of those in ones and twos, like yourselves.’
‘I begin to think that there wasn’t’ really anything wrong with our ‘plane, mistress. But I wonder why they decided to kill the older woman who was with us? They could have used her for something.’
‘I wondered whether you’d ask about her, so I did find out. She was actually quite notorious. She’d changed her identity and she didn’t actually have drugs with her, so she probably thought herself safe, though she didn’t expect to land here. She was responsible for smuggling countless millions of pounds worth of drugs over many years, and she’d had several rivals done away with. She’s also escaped custody in two different countries, so our people weren’t taking any chances with her. It was straight to the gallows.’
Poppy changed to a related subject. ‘Mistress, in the Hall of Punishment Suzie saw a woman with her tongue nailed to a board, and I saw a person who seemed to have been cast into a block of concrete. We never had a chance to ask Mistress Isabella about them. Do you know anything, mistress?’
‘No. But you might get another chance. Ted thought we weren’t very hospitable, not waiting up for her, so he’s invited her here for dinner tonight. She’s spending the night, and he’ll lend her Midnight and Susan, by way of giving her a special thank-you.’
‘That’ll be nice for her’, said Suzie. ‘We’d better not wait till the morning to ask our questions.’
Jenny chose to ignore that. ‘He thought he should invite her immediately’, she went on, ‘but it’s a very busy night for the brothel, and he won’t be able to spare any more girls. Ted and I will need Voluptua and Fanny to wait on us, so I’m afraid, Sandrine, that you might find yourself having to deal with these two again. I know they can be a handful.’
‘That’s alright, Mistress Jenny. They are a spirited pair, but I find that if I restrain them properly and lie on top of them, they behave surprisingly well.’
‘We’re mesmerised by your flights of coruscating wit’, interjected Suzie, back to her old ways.
‘Feel free to cane them if they misbehave’, said Jenny. ‘Now for something completely different. You know you’re going to church this afternoon?’
‘Mistress Isabella told us, miss’, replied Poppy. ‘May we have an idea what to expect?’
‘Why do you think I’ve brought up the subject? The service lasts about an hour. Every year, on Founders’ Day, Father Murphy preaches on the text; Cursed be Canaan; a servant of servants shall he be unto his brethren. That’s Genesis 9.25, in case you didn’t know. All new slaves are supposed to attend; in practice only those who are fit and can be trusted to behave themselves do so. No rapists or paedophiles. There’ll only be you and possible two or three others. There’ll be more slaves, of course. Ted, for instance, lets his go or not as they please, provided they’re not on duty. You all sit in two reserved pews at the back. You’ll sit at the end of a pew, and just after the bans of marriage, the priest will call you up to the front to be introduced. Just look modest and smile slightly; be demure. Stand up straight but don’t actually thrust your breasts out at the congregation. Then you go back to your seats, and the rest of the time, keep quiet. Sing the hymns if you want.
‘May I ask, Mistress, what we’ll be wearing?’
‘Wearing?’ Jenny managed to look suitably dumbfounded. ‘Do you think you can hide yourself from the Almighty?’
It took Poppy a moment to respond to that. ‘Not from the Almighty, miss. From the rest of the congregation.’
‘Your body is a thing of beauty, created by God to bring joy and love to his other creatures. It would be sacrilege for you to deny them.’
‘Will all the congregation be naked, mistress?’ piped up Suzie.
‘That’s not one of your better ones, Suzie. Another thing. We’ll be walking to church; it’s traditional for those who live close enough. Watch your deportment. Upright, but not brazen. No winking at passers-by, or hiding yourselves from them either. There’ll be lots of people about, given what day it is.’
 

***

 
Lunch was finished, and they had about an hour to spare before setting out. Jenny used the bathroom first to shower, and then the bedroom to ‘find something to slip into’. The girls’ arms were released from behind their backs and locked in front to give them a short respite, and when the bathroom was free Sandrine helped them to shower. That wasn’t really necessary, but she enjoyed it, and they certainly didn’t mind. They emerged to find that Jenny had gone out, but they didn’t dare risk getting all sweaty again, so they sat in separate seats and chatted demurely. Sandrine told them suitably anonymised stories from her past life as a pleasure slave, revealing more of the ready wit of which she’d given them a glimpse at lunch, and a real appetite for the kind of work she’d been doing before her new career in the bathhouse. It was enough to arouse Suzie’s unquenchable curiosity.
‘Sandrine, I know you’re a lot older than we are, but I can’t help thinking you gave up being a pleasure slave before you really needed to. Extrapolating from something someone- I think Mistress Jenny- said to us, for every forty-year-old slave there’s a fifty-year-old master, for every fifty-year-old slave, etc. etc. You get my drift?’
Sandrine looked very sad then, as if old but raw wounds had been reopened. Poppy jumped in to tell her she didn’t have to answer, but she did go on. ‘Things went wrong for me’, she said. ‘I was getting just a bit older than most pleasure slaves; I was thirty-seven. It was before Master Ted bought a controlling share in the brothel and me with it. My then master accepted an offer from one of my regular customers to take me into his home for an indefinite time, on a kind of lease. It wasn’t a bad deal for me; he was a kind and loving man, but not a young one. He died suddenly after we’d spent eighteen happy months together. His heir was a cruel, horrible man who made my life hell. I was beaten and starved, until after over two years of utter misery, Master Ted took over the brothel here and reviewed all the existing rental agreements. He sent an agent to see me, and he found a wreck. Master Ted declared the contract null and void and brought me back to recover. I was in no state to resume my life as a pleasure slave, and he found me an easy billet in the bathhouse. I’ve been there ever since. I’ve been happy there, and my old master has often come to see me. He’s done his best to make up for what happened to me, but your arrival here has opened a window on my past, and it’s as if the pleasure slave in me has been woken up again.’
Poppy went over and embraced Sandrine, and they hugged one another until Suzie decided to join them. They were still in a huddle together when Jenny came back in. ‘Nice to see you all getting on so well’, she said brightly, ‘Ted’s lent us some really smart armbinders for you to go to church in. Your wrist cuffs will have to come off, I’m afraid.’
Sandrine and Jenny worked together to get the girls ready. The new armbinders were faux leather, black, and of the pointed type, holding the arms together and pointing them straight down to a single glove. They were held by straps over the shoulders and round the breasts, and when the zip was fully closed, they drew the arms together at the elbows, pushing out the girls’ chests. ‘They might not be as comfortable as your usual restraints but they look fantastic on you’, said Jenny. ‘You won’t have to wear them for more than three hours, maximum.’
‘I don’t mean to question what you’ve told us, mistress’, said Suzie with an unusual degree of tact; ‘but you told us not to stick our tits out, and these are making us do that.’
‘And very inviting they look’, she replied, caressing them gently so the nipples hardened visibly. ‘If we weren’t in a hurry I’d take you to bed right here and now. In answer to your question: the effects of the bondage in which you’ve been placed don’t concern you. You must not deliberately exaggerate those effects. Is that clear?’
She got no more than a couple of doubtful looks in reply, but she locked their collars together with a light four-foot chain, told Sandrine to kiss them goodbye, and led them out of the chalet. She wore an orange figure-hugging cotton dress with a knee-length skirt and a moderately low scooped neckline, and both girls thought she looked stunning. She carried a little black fabric handbag. As far as they knew it contained the keys to their armbinders and chain, a coil of thin cord as a reserve means of restraint, some moisturiser, and just in case, a tube of the magic ointment. She didn’t carry a whip, switch or goad.
It was about half a mile to the church, which was the first one they’d seen, on one of the main roads that radiated from the town’s central square. Their binders imposed a slightly different walking rhythm than their simple cuffs, and they felt a natural tendency to push their arms back slightly and bend forward a little. Jenny told them sharply, two or three times, to straighten their backs. There were plenty of people about, both free and slave, many of them heading in the same direction. Many looked at them admiringly, and Suzie showed a distinct tendency to turn her body towards the more handsome men, and to shrink from the gaze of the less desirable specimens. Jenny spoke to her once about it, but didn’t seem unduly bothered. Poppy tried to keep looking straight ahead, fixing her eyes on the road about twenty feet away. They were happy to get to the church.  A large wooden notice proclaimed it to be the Cathedral Church of St Pedro Clavier; Patron Saint of Slaves. Underneath were listed the team, headed by Bishop Patrick Murphy. An impressive list of names followed; a Dean, a Rural Dean, two Prebendaries and four Canons, but most had secondary titles indicating that they were actually parish priests elsewhere in the Republic. Father- or Bishop- Murphy was they only one of whom they’d heard mention.
The building was about the size of a Commissioners’ church in England. It was of course a wooden structure, but it was of conventional gothic layout with good-sized windows, some of them of brightly coloured stained glass. In the porch they were greeted by a woman in clerical dress who shook hands with Jenny and kissed the girls on both cheeks before leading them into the nave. Jenny left them then to join the free congregation who already occupied most of the pews. The girls were placed next to the aisle on the left pew second from the back. Slaves of varying ages, colours and genders already filled most of the last two rows. Opposite them sat a naked young man of about their age, his arms crossed behind him in a square binder, and his penis erect. Not surprisingly, he looked nervous and self-conscious. They’d been among the last to arrive, and they only had four or five minutes to wait before the service began.
It didn’t take long to confirm their suspicion that Archiepiscopal visitations were rare events at St Pedro’s. The little procession of clergy was led up the aisle by a large naked woman of about thirty, buxom and brown-skilled, with her arms stretched out wide, her palms upturned and her gaze fixed upwards. When she mounted the couple of marble steps to the choir, she turned with her back to a large cross that was mounted in a socket in front of the high altar. One of the lesser clergy then quickly bound her to it. It was obviously not a punishment- her feet were firmly on the floor and her arms well supported with rope- but a kind of submission to the Almighty; an acknowledgement that all are bound to his service. Once properly begun, the Evensong- so called despite being held in the early afternoon- followed a quite conventional pattern. The girls had been Anglicans- which is to say they weren’t much of anything- but they recognised the basic structure from services they’d been made to attend by their schools. It was all in English except that the Lord’s Prayer was repeated in Spanish, and in a native language by a chieftain who read it from the lectern. They enjoyed the very familiar hymns, and Suzie sang Old 100th so loudly that some of the congregation turned to look, smiling in amusement, but she wasn’t put off by that. For them the big moment came after the announcements. The bans for two marriages were read out, both for the third time of asking. Then Bishop Murphy read out the dates and times of a couple of christenings and a special mass to celebrate the twenty-fifth anniversary of the consecration of the church. Finally he looked up, assuming a cheerful expression. ‘And now we have the joyous duty to welcome three new slaves to our community. Dean, please bring them forward.’
The woman who’d welcomed them to the church had moved inconspicuously to their pew, and she opened the little door- for they were locking box pews- and ushered them out to stand in the aisle. She drew the young man out from his seat, having to guide him quite firmly by the arm, and stood them all in a line. Then she led them forward.
Being now quite used to public exposure, the girls were self-conscious but not frightened, and had no difficulty in walking straight and upright. The boy, on the other hand, squirmed and stuck his head down as he shambled along. It was obviously more difficult for him, as his erection waved like a loose bowsprit in front of him with every step, but he was obviously not properly prepared for the occasion. When they were lined up on the chancel steps facing the congregation, the Dean was having to hold him by the shoulders to prevent him from ducking behind the girls. The Bishop ignored all this and made some fairly anodyne remarks about their usefulness to society, and introduced them not so much by name, as by what they were ‘called at the moment’. Then he made some quasi-philosophical-theological comments about the beauty of nature enshrined by God in the human body, He emphasised his remarks by grasping the parts of their anatomy to which he was referring. Poppy half-expected that, and was proud of Suzie’s forbearance. Both of them knew how humiliated Jenny would be if they were not completely submissive, and how they would suffer in consequence. The boy, who they now knew as Friday, shrank back when his penis was grasped. Afterwards the Dean told the girls to return to their seats, which they did in good order, walking side by side with the chain looping in a graceful arc between them. The boy, however, was taken to one side and out of the chancel by the door to the vestry.
The sermon was mercifully short. The Bishop quoted various biblical verses that could, suitably interpreted, be said to endorse slavery. He exhorted masters and mistresses to be firm, to give their slaves clear boundaries and discipline, but also to be merciful and to forget transgressions when punishment had been inflicted. Slaves were told to be thankful for the opportunity they’d been given to serve the community and their masters and mistresses. They were to be respectful, to be patient in the face of discipline and ill-treatment, and to be inventive in finding ways to serve and please their owners. After these rather unoriginal remarks, there was one more hymn (Cwm Rhondda, again sunk with great enthusiasm by both girls), and the blessing. The Bishop walked back down the aisle on his own, the Dean still mysteriously absent and the woman still bound to the cross. The organist played- very well- a prelude and fugue by Buxtehude.
When Jenny led them out of the building Bishop- or Father- Murphy was shaking hands with the congregation as they filed past. Obviously the girls could only curtsey, but it wasn’t their last chance. Poppy led them to sit on a seat in the churchyard near the gate. ‘He’ll probably want a brief word with us before we go’, she told them. They sat upright, trying to look prim and proper, while they waited. As the last of the faithful left, a man they’d never seen before led out Friday by a chain attached to his collar, jerking him roughly and scolding him as they walked. They didn’t wait for the Bishop, who now wandered over to speak to Jenny and the girls, who stood up and curtseyed deeply. He was a kindly looking man with a squarish face and quite a stocky body. He was probably a little over fifty, and spoke a little gruffly but with no trace of an Irish accent.
‘These girls are a credit to you, Jenny’, he said, smiling warmly. ‘Unlike the young man, they behaved impeccably.’ Jenny thanked him and he turned to them. ‘Your voices are lovely, my dears’, he said. I could hear you clearly from the chancel. It was an example to the rest of the congregation. Sometimes, when there aren’t so many people in church, I feel as if I’m singing a solo. Sukie, you’ve got great volume; you could fill the church on your own.’
Sukie curtseyed again, more so deeply that Poppy was afraid she’d lose her balance. ‘Thank you very much, your excellency’, she replied when she came back up with a little wobble. ‘I’ve always loved singing.’
‘It’s something that should be developed’, he went on, turning to Jenny. ‘I’d like to take a personal interest in her training. I’m sure the organist would help as well. I know he likes to accompany a good voice.’
Jenny seemed delighted by his interest. After a few other pleasantries they curtseyed their goodbyes and left him. They paused, however, as he called after them. ‘Suzie, “Father Murphy” will do nicely.’ She curtseyed yet again, and they walked on.









Chapter 2 - The Best Laid Plans; Dinner for Ten

 
Jenny was so pleased with the impression that Suzie had made that she took her to bed as soon as they got back to the chalet. She was pleased with Poppy too, so Susan was summoned to meet her in Ted’s quarters, which were fortunately deserted. This was something Poppy had looked forward to, and she was not disappointed. Susan’s skill as a pleasure slave was the equal of Midnight’s, but she was generally more personable and less selfish, and unlike the black girl, she still had the use of her voice. She came lightly restrained with nothing but a loose chain between her wrists, so she had complete control over Poppy, who was still in her armbinder. Her lovemaking was a tour de force from which the younger slave learnt a great deal. She seemed to have an uncanny knack of maximising flesh-to-flesh contact in any position, and furthermore of keeping the surfaces in constant, sinewy movement against one another. Her lips, always moist but never wet, were a microcosm of her body, always busy, always kissing, sucking stroking and pinching on sensitive parts of Poppy’s anatomy. The next hour was pure bliss. Susan seemed particularly attracted to her breasts, still that little bit more prominent because of her bondage, but also growing in sensitivity and, she suspected, size. She writhed and struggled as the lips sucked at her nipples, using just an occasional hint of teeth, while hands worked expertly in her sex and bottom. Susan took her own pleasure from Poppy’s mouth, kneeling over her face and rocking gently back and forth while her clitoris was tongued and nibbled. Poppy was gaining confidence steadily in that line of work. When their passion was spent Susan found fresh orange juice in the fridge, and they both drank their fill. Then she taught Poppy some of the tricks of her trade; the little shudder when first touched by lustful hands, how to pout very slightly when receiving a kiss, and how to flick her tongue against the roof of her mouth to enhance its impact on a nipple or clitoris. It was by far the most pleasurable lesson that Poppy had ever had; it was a shame, she thought, that she’d never be able to influence the content of the National Curriculum that she’d experienced so recently. There was still time to talk afterwards. Poppy told Susan about the behaviour of the boy in church. ‘He’s probably writhing under the lash even as we speak’, opined Susan. ‘It’s touch and go whether they’ll take him away from his present mentor. It might be better for him if they do.’ Susan told her what a busy night Founders’ Day was in the brothel. Various special activities were arranged for the evening, and she rather regretted that she probably wouldn’t be taking part. ‘I enjoy being a pleasure slave’, she asserted. ‘If I didn’t I wouldn’t be any good. Being picked out for Master Ted’s household is a big step up for me, but I’m sure I’ll have some regrets.’
‘Why not ask him to let you do occasional shifts?’ asked Poppy. ‘You could keep your hand in that way, if you’ll forgive the expression. It would be good for everyone to have your skills kept in peak condition.’
‘I’ll do that, Poppy. Thanks for the suggestion. I thought it would be one thing or the other.’
‘I don’t know, Susan, but I don’t think he’ll be annoyed if you ask.’
At about six o’clock Jenny came in with Suzie in tow, still wearing her armbinder. Both were obviously in high good humour, and they all kissed one another so passionately that it threatened to turn into a small-scale orgy. Jenny gathered her wits in time to put a stop to it; dinner was in half an hour in the new house, where a trestle table had been set up specially. She’d brought a big bag of cuffs and chains with her to re-arrange the girls. They’d worn the armbinders for longer than the promised three hours, but although both were feeling some pulling on their elbow and shoulder joints, they’d enjoyed themselves too much to mind. Now Jenny allowed them a couple of minutes to exercise their arms before doing them up again. She put their usual wrists cuffs on them and locked their wrists close together in front of their bodies, and joined their ankles with about eighteen inches of chain. Then she connected their wrists to their ankles with a chain long enough to let them stand upright with their hands in their laps. ‘I’m going for helpless but comfortable’, she told them. ‘No need for erotic over dinner. There’s time for that later. We have a guest- Isabella- as you know.’
Having shuffled over to the new house, they found a big table laid for ten, with folding chairs also brought in specially for their Founders’ Day dinner. Isabella was standing with Ted, both holding glasses of sparkling wine, and they came over to greet them. The others began to arrive, with other staff to do the serving. The cafeteria was quiet, apparently, as customers didn’t start arriving in large numbers until after their own festive meals. All the regular members of Ted’s new household had been summoned, including Voluptua, Midnight, Susan (who’d lagged behind Jenny’s group), Fanny and Sandrine. The last was pleasantly surprised to find that she was a diner; she’d expected to be serving. Midnight and Voluptua had their hands behind their backs, and the seating was arranged so that they and the girls could be fed by their neighbours. After lot of kisses and hugs by those capable of giving them, they all took their places.
Dinner started with prawn cocktails, but continued with a magnificent roast baron of beef with all the trimmings; Yorkshire pudding, horseradish sauce, roast potatoes, carrots and peas. Poppy, who was famished and made considerable demands on Susan who was feeding her, thought it wonderful, and made a mental note to learn more about how so much European-style food was obtained in this remote and obscure place. Jenny sat in the centre of one side of the table with Ted on her left and Suzie on her right, with Fanny to feed her. Poppy was exactly opposite Suzie with Sandrine to do that service, and Isabella on her left. She was a little concerned that the table was too wide to allow cautionary kicks, as she knew that trouble could arise should certain topics be raised. She therefore tried to keep Isabella talking. ‘Mistress Isabella’, she asked, as the beef was being carved by a kitchen slut; ‘in the Hall of Punishment Suzie saw a woman who was nailed to a board by her tongue, and I saw someone- I couldn’t determine the gender- who seemed to be cast into a block of concrete. Can you tell us something about them please?’
Isabella was very willing to explain at length, as always. ‘The tongue was for extreme cheek and verbal insubordination. Her owner was intending to have her tongue pierced anyway, so the chance to commit monolithic dual avicide couldn’t be missed.’ She paused there to chew a slice of meat, obviously hoping that someone would ask for a translation. No-one did, and she ploughed on. ‘After a few hours nailed to the board, she was taken to the clinic to have it cleaned up and made permanent. Most pleasure slaves have pierced tongues, but it’s usually a somewhat less violent process.’ That was news to Poppy, since none of those at the table sported that feature. ‘The concrete block is a different thing altogether’, Isabella went on. ‘Although there’s no pain involved, many see it as the worst punishment of all. It’s used for slaves who are almost uncontrollable, who keep wandering about where they’re not allowed, and in this case- it’s a she- using Houdini-like tricks to escape from restraints. The woman who’s there at the moment is a serial offender; if it doesn’t do the trick she’ll be turned into a fucktoy, but that isn’t a great option, as she isn’t really an oil painting, if you get my drift. It isn’t really concrete; it’s a resin that turns back to a liquid on exposure to a unique chemical cocktail. But the feeling of it setting round the body is terrifying; I’ve never seen it done without the subject breaking down and begging for mercy. There are tubes for essential functions, of course, and we pad the chest slightly to make breathing easier. Perhaps the worst thing is that the subject doesn’t know how long it’s going to be. We set a minimum of four weeks, because it’s expensive and labour-intensive to do. After that she stays where she is until someone else does something to warrant taking her place, but the maximum is four months. Obviously we cut their fingernails down to the quick first, but they inevitably grow, and also their muscles atrophy. So four months is reckoned to be the safe maximum.’
‘How long has that one been there, mistress?’ asked Poppy.
 
‘Three weeks now. There isn’t any sign of a replacement, however. Owners don’t inflict that punishment lightly. The average stay is three months.’
Poppy shivered at that, and turned to Sandrine to be fed pieces of roast potato. She couldn’t think of anything else to ask at that moment, and Jenny clearly wanted a more cheerful topic of conversation. ‘This afternoon was very successful’, she announced to no-one in particular. ‘The girls were very well behaved. Father Murphy was very taken with Suzie’s singing. He wants to take a personal interest in training her voice.’ She turned to Suzie. ‘This could make a real difference to your prospects; it would mean, for instance, that there’s very little danger of your being sold far from the capital. It might do the same for Poppy, of course. And all you’ve got to do is sing.’
Fear gripped Poppy when Suzie started answering, and she nearly choked on the beef that she was chewing. ‘Sing, mistress, but not just from a hymn sheet. I’m sure everyone round the table can read the phrase book. He wants me to suck his cock. As to how the organist “accompanies a good voice”- as His Excellency put it- we won’t go into that at the dinner table.’
Poppy was already wondering what she could do to save the situation. Accidentally kick the table over? Have some sort of seizure? She was too closely chained to stage a minor accident. As if in slow motion, she saw Jenny’s face acquire an outraged look and a very pink hue, and her mouth open to issue some stinging retort, but she also saw Ted clamp a hand on her arm. It was he who got in first. ‘Suzie my dear, I’m sure it’s a very good thing that you understand so clearly what’s required of you. But you mustn’t speak like that about a man of the cloth. I want peace, harmony and respect for all at my dinner table. Let’s drop the subject now, shall we?’ The last plea was addressed more to Jenny than to Suzie. The former gave the impression, when she finally spoke, of having swallowed most of what she’d have preferred to say.
‘We will drop the subject, won’t we Suzie? In fact, one more word like that, and I’ll take you into his bathroom and scrub your mouth with his carbolic soap.’
‘I’m very sorry, mistress, and Master Ted.’ She managed to sound quite genuinely contrite. Poppy decided take some of the heat off her. ‘Mistress’, she said; ‘aren’t the clergy here celibate?’
Ted, who obviously didn’t quite trust Jenny’s mood, answered for her. ‘Of course they are, Poppy. What a silly question! Father Murphy would never fuck a free woman, or man either. Slaves don’t count.’
‘We know that, master.’
Ted’s face darkened, but at that moment everything changed. Isabella, who’d remained silent throughout the exchange, could contain herself no longer, and without any warning at all, burst out laughing. One at a time, the other slaves, who’d all become tense and anxious, lost control, and soon the room was rocked with mirth. Ted tried to keep his face straight but crumpled within seconds. Jenny struggled for much longer, but finally turned and buried her face in his chest, her shoulders shaking. Remarkably, only Suzie kept a straight face, keeping up the pretence of contrition till the end.
By the time they’d all recovered much of the food on their plates was going cold, and they either put them in the microwave for a couple of minutes, or threw the food away and started again from the heated trolley. Everyone was happy now, and Jenny was even helping to feed Suzie. Her relief was palpable; she’d been appalled at the breach that had come so suddenly after the passion of their afternoon coupling, and she knew that Ted had saved the day for her, even though she obviously hadn’t made any progress towards solving the problem of Suzie’s acid tongue. She wasn’t even sure that she wanted to solve it, or that it ought to be solved.
Over dessert, when there was a choice of chocolate profiteroles, creme brulee or fresh fruit salad (most had some of each) they talked quietly in twos and threes. Isabella took over the job of feeding Poppy. ‘It’s nice that they’ve invited me here’, she said very quietly, ‘but why do they have to decide who I sleep with? I’d rather go to bed with you tonight.’
‘I’m so pleased to hear you say that, Mistress Isabella’, Poppy replied, thinking fast. ‘I don’t think they think they’re deciding for you. I suppose that if you wanted to treat someone to dinner, and you had a can of baked beans and a pheasant and chestnut casserole, you wouldn’t bother to ask your guest to choose.’
‘You’re not a can of baked beans, Poppy.’
‘Mistress Isabella, Midnight and Susan are unbelievable. I’m sure you’ve had pleasure slaves before, but they are both something very special. You’ll have a wonderful night.’
They had their coffees now, and Isabella picked up both cups and took them to a flimsy little picnic table in a quiet corner. Poppy followed a bit reluctantly, for she wanted to keep an eye on Suzie, and she didn’t know where the conversation with Isabella was leading. She sat down, her chains rustling. ‘Poppy’, began Isabella; ‘Pleasure slaves are- well- very pleasurable. But I’m not a poor woman. I won’t go short. I happen to like you. I was thinking of asking Ted and Jenny to change the arrangements for tonight. Wouldn’t you like to spend more time with me? I won’t ask if you don’t want me to.’
Poppy knew she couldn’t hesitate. ‘Of course I’d love to spend time with you, Mistress Isabella. I really enjoyed our time together at your house; we were lucky that Suzie went to sleep. But I’d hate for Midnight and Susan to feel offended. They’ve both been very kind to me, especially Susan.’
‘They don’t know me from Eve, Poppy. Why would they be offended? Why are you so reluctant?
‘I’m just afraid it’ll look strange, mistress; that it’ll make people feel jealous of me. But believe me, I don’t feel reluctant to spend time with you.’
‘There’s always that little bit of emphasis on “you”, isn’t there, Poppy. You’re happy with me but you’re not happy with someone else. I don’t come with a lot of baggage. You’ve only met one of my slaves and she’s obviously harmless. You don’t like my father, do you?’
‘Mistress, I…I…I’
‘Poppy, my father has been a wonderful dad to me; he’s made all kinds of sacrifices for me; he’s built up the family fortune when we were almost penniless; he plays a vital role in the Republic’s administration. I love him dearly. But I’m not blind. From a physical point of view, he’s gross. If I put myself in your place, the thought of him touching me makes my flesh crawl. What has confused me is the way his so-called body-slaves seem to adore him. He does have a certain charisma that works with some women, so I didn’t realise how you’d react to him. I suppose he gave you a thorough groping at the stadium. Suppose I promise you that he’ll never lay a finger on you. Would that make a difference? Don’t say a word; you must never say anything like that about a master as important as he is. Just kiss me.’
It was with immense relief that Poppy complied, warmly and tenderly. Now wreathed in smiles, Isabella summoned over Midnight, who was passing on her way back from the toilet with Fanny. She took the black girl by the hand and looked hard at her. ‘Midnight’, she said, ‘you’re beautiful. If things don’t turn out tonight the way you expect, don’t be offended. It has nothing to do with you.’ She pulled Midnight’s face down to hers and kissed her. ‘Would you do me a big favour and find a way to let Master Ted know that I need a quiet word with him? It isn’t urgent; when it’s convenient for him.’ The girl looked surprised, but nodded. For the next few minutes, Poppy filled Isabella in on the changes of role in the brothel; particularly on Fanny’s achievements in designing the half-finished house in which they were dining. They got up and wandered round the newly partitioned spaces, and came back to their little corner to find Ted approaching. ‘What can I do for you?’ he asked, smiling broadly. ‘Midnight isn’t the best messenger in the world.’
The matter was settled in a couple of minutes. Ted made it clear that Isabella was to have exactly what she wanted. Poppy was Isabella’s property for the night. He would clear it with Jenny. Midnight and Susan would be redeployed, and if they were disappointed, he’d make it up to them. Poppy saw her opening, and thought it safe to make her play on Susan’s behalf. ‘Master Ted, I know how you could make it up to Susan.’
‘And you want me to beat it out of you?’
‘No, master, a nod would be fine. Susan is delighted to be working in your household. She sees it as a major step forward for her as she gets a little bit older. But she’ll give you the best service if she doesn’t lose her skills as a pleasure slave. I think, master, that if you allowed her to do one or two shifts a week in the brothel, she’d be more fulfilled and confident, and so much more able to do her best for you and Mistress Jenny.’
‘I presume you didn’t work this out by reading her mind?’
‘No, master, she told me this afternoon. I told her she should talk to you, but I wasn’t sure she had the confidence to do so.’
‘But you do. That tells me something. I’ll talk to her as soon as I get the chance.’
‘Thank you, master.’
‘Are you going to tell me what to do with Midnight?’
‘No master. I haven’t talked to her.’
‘Tell me anyway.’
‘It depends on Mistress Jenny, Master Ted. If she doesn’t want Suzie, the tank with Midnight seems to me a good solution.’
‘Consider it done. Isabella, the only accommodation I can offer you with Poppy is my old flat. It’s comfortable but small. There’s a vivarium tank in one of the walls. Actually there are two, but I only ever use one. It might have Midnight and Suzie in it, or someone else. I hope they won’t be too much of a distraction?’
‘It’ll be fine, Ted. Thank you very much for being so understanding.’
‘Not at all. I’ll also give you Sandrine to act as your maid.’
‘Thank you, Ted.’
Ted left them then to clear the new arrangements with Jenny, and Isabella kissed Poppy again. ‘There, that wasn’t so difficult, was it?’ she said. Poppy was actually in two minds about it. She’d looked forward to another night with Sandrine. She found Isabella interesting and quite attractive in her muscular and athletic way. She was different to anyone she’d encountered before, so the prospect of a night with her was not unpleasant. On the other hand, she already had Jenny, Susan, Fanny, Midnight, Suzie, Voluptua and Sandrine to satisfy her newly discovered lesbian appetites, and Ted, and possibly little John and Albert, to supply straight sex, and between them they seemed to be enough to be going on with. She had to accept, however, that her role wasn’t just to have a good time with a small group of selected lovers. She was here to serve; to give pleasure to anyone who had the right to choose her. So far she’d been incredibly lucky; Isabella had even offered her the option of rejecting her. She kissed back, a little harder, and pushed out her tongue.

 

***

 
After a while the existing groups broke up and people circulated more. Poppy took the opportunity to find Sandrine and ask her to take her to the toilet. That she did, leading her with a steadying arm round her waist, and in the privacy of the closet, Poppy expressed her disappointment. In return she was kissed and cuddled, and given a short taste of the massive breasts that she loved so much. ‘It’s lovely of you to say that, Poppy’, Sandrine assured her, ‘but we slaves live like that. There’ll be times for us.’
‘Be alert tonight, just in case’, said Poppy. ‘Don’t just disappear into the kennel. What I dread is the day when I’m sold. I’ve made such wonderful friends, and then I’ll lose them all.’
‘So far, Poppy, you’ve been useful to Master Ted and Mistress Jenny. You need to be indispensable.’
They went back out and kissed before parting. Poppy went in search of Suzie, but found that she was lying on the floor on her back, licking Ted’s feet while he talked earnestly with Jenny. The latter nodded to Poppy. ‘It’s fine, Poppy. Sandrine will have the keys, etc. We’ll do your hands before we part for the night.’
For a few minutes Poppy was at a loose end. She noticed that Isabella had backed Susan into a corner and was sampling her wares, and realised that she didn’t really want her to change her mind. She sought out Fanny, who was also on her own, and they talked about festivals in general. ‘Is Jenny taking you out tomorrow?’ asked the fledgling interior designer. ‘If so you’ll be chained more heavily than usual.’
‘Why, Fanny?’
‘It’s just a custom. On the day after the original Founders’ Day, the first official enslavements were carried out. Slaves who appear in public on the anniversary wear extra chains to mark the occasion. Some are literally festooned. You’ll see.’ She went on to explain that, one would expect, Christmas and Easter were also celebrated, and also involved extra hardships for the long-suffering slave population. Good Friday, for obvious reasons, was the least popular holiday, but there were various saint’s days that were all marked in their own ways, often reflecting the methods by which those honoured had been martyred. No-one was actually skinned alive or eaten by lions, of course, but the simulations could be entertaining. Naturally, as a kitchen slut she hadn’t seen everything, and looked forward to getting out more in future. Before she could expound on that theme, Ted called everyone to order. The time was approaching for the outdoor barbeque, and although they’d all eaten it would be good for them to be seen there. Besides, it was always an amusing spectacle. Before they went out, however, Poppy and Suzie had their chains removed and their hands locked behind their backs, where they would remain for the night. Then they all trooped off along a series of paths previously unexplored by the girls. They still had only the vaguest idea of the full size of the estate, though it wasn’t less than two hundred acres, very irregularly shaped. Finally, away from the sight and sound of the main buildings, they entered what was by Republican standards a very large clearing, about the size of half a football pitch, but oval shaped. There were dozens of people already there, some milling about, others sitting on low raised stands round one end.
The centre of the clearing was dominated by a very large bonfire that provided all the illumination for the area. Apart from that, the most obvious feature was a semi-circle of eight upright posts, round the opposite end from the stands. To each was bound, very firmly with rope, a naked woman, and Poppy was surprised at how varied their ages were, as well as their figures and the extent to which they seemed to be distressed by their situation. Fanny was still with her, arm in arm, and she explained. ‘They’re free women, that’s why they don’t all look resigned to their bondage. They’re the wives of some of the men here. It’s a tradition that they have to submit to being put on show, but almost certainly, they didn’t know it was going to happen to them.’
‘Doesn’t it happen to the men?’
‘Not tonight. That happens on the feast of Saint Germaine. I know you haven’t heard of that; she’s only a saint here. The Bishop is big on equality. He thought there ought to be a famous feminist saint; a role model for the Republic’s female population.’
‘But she isn’t dead yet.’
‘He doesn’t believe in discriminating against the living, either.’
‘How do you know so much about the Bishop?’
‘I used to go to church when I first got here. But got a bit bored in the end. He tends to repeat the same sermons over and over again.’
Poppy’s attention was suddenly elsewhere. She’d spotted the Bishop among the crowd near the bonfire. Although there were many naked and bound slaves of both genders present, he hadn’t yet taken one under his wing, and was helping himself to food from the long skewers that held pieces of meat, potatoes, chestnuts and various other delicacies in the heat round the edges of the fire. There was a trestle table to one side bearing various salads for those who preferred a more balanced diet to that usually offered at such events.  He was listening to a plain girl who Poppy recognised as one of the kitchen sluts who’d waited on their table, but he didn’t seem to have designs on her body. He seemed to have keen antennae, for he sensed that he was being watched, and turned to nod to the two slave women. Both curtseyed, but he showed little interest, looking beyond them to the other new arrivals. In another few moments he’d seen what he was looking for, had said a word or two to the kitchen slut and was making a bee-line for Suzie, who was now with Sandrine, who also had Midnight in tow. They saw the trio curtsey, and the Bishop was talking to them quietly. Very soon he took Suzie by the arm and led her to the other side of the clearing, and Poppy saw no more of her till the following morning, though she thought about her often.
Most of Ted’s group found places in the stands and watched the people circulating below. Gradually they all found slaves that pleased them, and took them away, often to one of the little huts that could be seen in the dim light round the edge of the clearing. The area right in front of the stand was clear for slaves who provided entertainment- and attracted customers- by displaying their dancing skills, which were generally modest, but their nakedness and generous endowments, and their erections in the case of the males, made up for their want of artistry. Poppy was assured by Susan, who was now sitting with her and Fanny, that as the night wore on the display improved. Some of the slave pairs were able to dance and couple at the same time. But she didn’t get to see that. Isabella came over and asked Fanny and Susan to leave them, which they did.
‘This is all good fun’, she said to Poppy, ‘but after the Hall of Punishment, a bit tame, don’t you think? Shall we make our exit soon?’
Poppy kissed her and agreed, making, she felt, a virtue of necessity. But Isabella didn’t want to go straight to Ted’s flat. Instead she led the way into the forest, beyond the huts, until they could barely see one another in the near-darkness. Then she backed Poppy against a tree for a five-minute kissing and groping session, surprising both of them by bringing her to orgasm. Poppy’s libido was increasing rapidly now, and she was beginning to see a visible increase in her breast size. She moved to get down on her knees in order to service Isabella, but was pulled back up. ‘I enjoyed feeling you cum against me, Poppy, but I’ll wait a while. I brought you out here to talk to you on your own.’ There was a bench nearby, and she led her over to sit down. Poppy was feeling apprehensive, not having any idea what it was about, but the preliminaries didn’t suggest any serious threat to her welfare.
‘I’m a stranger in a strange land here, Poppy’, Isabella went on. ‘When we met at the Hall, I was on my own territory. You’d be surprised at how little I’ve ventured beyond that, here in the Republic. I wasn’t paying attention when everyone was introduced. Sandrine; is she the older black woman with the big boobs? If she’s been sent to us as a servant, why was she sitting at the dinner table? And why were you snogging her? She’s twice your age if she’s a day. And does this have any relevance to the fact that we were dining in a building site? Help me out here, Poppy.’
Poppy smiled and took a deep breath before answering. ‘That’s a lot of questions, Mistress Isabella. I’m not sure I can answer them all separately. Yes, the woman to whom you refer is Sandrine. Master Ted and Mistress Jenny are only just beginning to set up their personal household, and both seem very open minded on questions of status. You’ll have to forgive me, Mistress Isabella, because I’m so new here that I don’t know what the usual customs are. But Fanny, who was also at the table, was a kitchen slut a couple of days ago, and is now designing the house for Master Ted and Mistress Jenny. Sandrine was working in the bathhouse, but Suzie and I both thought she would be a good recruit for the new household. You might not realise that Master Ted has never had any dedicated staff before; he just accepted whatever surplus labour was available. Mistress Jenny insisted that she had to be properly attended, especially as, when we first spent the night here, the service was not satisfactory.’
‘And you were snogging her for the following good reasons?’
‘Sandrine was very kind to Suzie and me when she was still working in the bathhouse and we were very new indeed, mistress. It was Suzie who suggested to Master Ted that she be recruited for his household. I think he intends to treat all his and Mistress Jenny’s servants alike. Sandrine used to be a pleasure slave, and still retains all her skills, and she’s also a very warm, loving and generous person. That’s why, mistress, you saw a mild exchange of affection between us earlier.’
‘That’s what you call it? In England it’s called “inappropriate touching” now. But she’s supposed to do what tonight? Bring us our Horlicks? Turn the bed down? Sing us a lullaby?’
‘I see what you’re worried about, mistress. If you want to spend the night completely alone with me, she’ll do whatever you ask of her and sleep in a kennel behind the kitchen. You’ll hardly know she’s there. But if you want to benefit from what she has to offer and invite her into bed with us, I guarantee that you won’t regret it in the morning, mistress.’
‘I’m not sure you’re in any position to guarantee anything, Poppy, but I think I’ll accept anyway. I’ll even take a libido pill, if I’ve got to keep two of you busy all night.’ She did so there and then, pulling a tiny packet out of a pocket and putting one of the contents under her tongue. ‘In for a penny, in for a pound’, she said cheerfully. ‘Now we’ll see if you can make good on your promises.’
‘Do you mind me asking, Mistress Isabella, what that pill is?’
It’ll give me virtually unlimited capacity for orgasms for about four hours, once it’s taken effect, Poppy. That’ll be in about forty minutes. But I won’t just want sex, I’ll need it, so you and your Sandrine will have to earn your keep. After that I’ll just be a bit randy, so we should get some sleep. Tomorrow’s a rest day, apart from the chains, of course.’
They walked back to the clearing, where the revellers were mostly finishing their food and pairing off with the brothel staff. The wives were still struggling vainly at their posts, and no-one was taking any notice of them whatsoever. They found that Jenny was still sitting with Voluptua in one of the little stands. The former was all over the latter’s breasts, but looked up when she saw they had company. ‘Ted’s gone on his rounds’, she told Isabella, ‘but the flat’s ready for you; he won’t expect anyone to wait up for him’.
‘Are the girls in the tank now?’ asked Isabella.
‘Forget the tank. Ted’s plans didn’t survive first contact, as usual. Suzie’s gone off with Father Murphy: I expect he’ll be chanting Hail Marys for the next week or two. Midnight met her ex-owner and we won’t see her till tomorrow. I last saw Fanny serving corn on the cob to the Chief of Police, so I suppose she’s eating his cob by now. The problem with these events is that so many of the people who come have to be given exactly what they want. I’m clinging to Voluptua for dear life; she’s all I’ve got left in the world.’
They looked suitably sympathetic, bad her goodnight and walked to Ted’s so-called flat. The way back to the main complex was lit by extra lanterns, and they passed a few people- clients, guests and staff- on the way. The living area was still configured as a dormitory with the two big beds. ‘When Ted brings a girl here, she knows what’s coming to her’, was Isabella’s assessment. Sandrine came from the kitchen to meet them, armed with wine and two glasses. ‘Bring another glass, Sandrine’, she was told. While she was gone, Poppy asked Isabella if she could have Sandrine take her to the bathroom. ‘Don’t be all night’, was the reply. ‘I’m starting to get tingly.’
‘I know the feeling, mistress. I’ve had Doctor Smythe’s injections.’
Her real object, obviously, was to brief Sandrine, in hurried and hushed whispers. ‘She’s taken some kind of pill; we need to give her the time of her life for about four hours, Sandrine. You know better than I how to do that, but I think she has a submissive streak that you might be able to exploit. I’m not really in a position to do that myself.’ She waggled her locked arms to illustrate the point.
‘We’ll manage’, replied the older woman softly. ‘She seems a bit awkward; almost shy, so she’s probably hoping we’ll give her a lead.’
They found Isabella sitting on the edge of the permanent bed, drinking from her glass, but she went into the bathroom briefly. When she emerged, Poppy was lounging on the mattress, trying to look seductive, and Sandrine had disappeared into the kitchen again. Isabella came over to Poppy as if intending to lie down with her, but before she reached the bed Sandrine came up behind. ‘Mistress, with my hands chained it’s difficult for me to take off my dress. ’Could I ask you to just tear it off me? It’s very warm in here.’
Sandrine had been naked at dinner, but had presumably put on the sack-like garment in anticipation of serving purely as a maid. Poppy knew she could have removed it without help, but it would have been complicated. The special single-use slaves’ dresses had several extra seams and were supplied with them unstitched, with peel-off adhesive strips to close them up. Thus they could be assembled round a woman without unchaining her wrists, and an experienced wearer could do it herself. But the seams were difficult to pull apart once glued. There were weak points at the front and back of the neckline, and the usual method of removal was to simply grasp the fabric to one side or both and pull hard. Isabella turned to face Sandrine, whose big lips were moist and pouting and whose eyes looked wide and innocent despite the laughter lines at the corners. To emphasise her helplessness she was holding up her wrists, chained about fourteen inches apart. Sandrine came a little closer, and Isabella, who looked somewhat mesmerised, reached up to her neckline and tore the material, though only enough to expose a few inches of cleavage. She reached down and tore further, pulling the dress apart to reveal the huge breasts. Sandrine, no stranger to the tricks that Susan had started to teach Poppy, swung them a little and took a sharp intake of breath, and gasped, and pushed them out further, as Isabella weighted them in her hands. ‘My, my’, she breathed. ‘How many of these do I get to the pound?’
‘You don’t need many, mistress. They stand up to a lot of hard use.’
Isabella tore the dress down to the point where Sandrine could easily step out of it, and stood back to admire the statuesque figure. She wasn’t allowed to retreat far, however. Sandrine followed her, breasts and hips both swinging, and said; ‘Now you, mistress?’, and without waiting for permission, stripped her. It was done in a moment, for Isabella’s plain little number zipped right down the left side. Gently, as if ready to stop at any sign of resistance, Sandrine turned her round and put her arms over her head, grasping her little breasts and pressing against her back with her own great mounds. ‘Such a taut, hard body’, she breathed admiringly. What must mistress think of my flab?’ Her head rested on Isabella’s shoulder, and she kissed her throat lightly. The mistress’ hair was swept back out of the way, held in a clip. ‘It’s just a sacrifice I make for my running’, she replied. ‘I’d love a share of yours, frankly.’
‘The colour scheme would be interesting, mistress.’ She tweaked the nipples. ‘I find that with smaller mammaries, the nipples are often very sensitive. Are yours, mistress?’ She squeezed them a little harder, and Isabella squirmed in her grasp. ‘I think they’re pretty much normal, Sandrine, please don’t twist them off.’
Sandrine chuckled. ‘Here we both are, at your disposal, mistress. What are you going to do with us?’
‘I thought, you being the expert, we’d let you take the lead.’
‘Then we’d better make a start, mistress. Poppy tells me we’ve only got four hours. Onto the bed, please, mistress. A kiss first.’ Isabella let herself be turned round, and the whole of her lower face, which was actually quite petite, was enveloped in Sandrine’s great, fleshy lips. Then she was pushed back onto the mattress, where Poppy waited.









Chapter 3 - Suzie and the Bishop

 
Although Suzie had expected to see Father Murphy again soon, she was astonished to see him at the bonfire. She was resigned to providing him with personal services, but she’d put that experience away in a mental compartment; a bridge to be crossed when it presented itself. Now it was looming large and immediate; his hand was grasping her arm and she was hurrying to keep up as he marched purposefully across the clearing. He took her into the trees and sat her on a bench behind the row of private huts. ‘Suzie, dear girl, I’ve been hoping to hear your lovely voice again soon. I’m impressed by how well you understood our conversation earlier. It’s a bit busy here, but I’d like to show you my palace, if I may.’
So he knew about the incident at dinner! Suzie hadn’t seen the kitchen slut; she hadn’t seen the Bishop until he was right in front of her little group, but she took only a moment to resign herself to her fate. There must be no hesitation, no hint of any lack of enthusiasm, in her response. She smiled at him. ‘I’d love that, father. I’ve never been in a palace, except Hampton Court, of course.’
‘I’m afraid mine isn’t quite up to that standard’, he replied wryly. ‘All bishops have palaces, but mine’s more of a bishop’s shed, really.’
‘I expect it has a bedroom, father’, she quipped, giving him the brightest grin she could muster. She was settled in her mind now. He was significantly over twice her age and, assuming the night went the way she imagined, by a huge margin her oldest sexual partner to date, Master Ted being a poor second. But he was quite acceptable, indeed quite handsome in an Irish sort of way, when looked at sympathetically. She was, like Poppy, now feeling the effects of Doctor Smythe’s treatments, and that added a slightly predatory element to the way she viewed him. It wasn’t just about whether she could please him, but whether he would satisfy her. They’d been sitting shoulder to shoulder, but now she snuggled up close against him. He reached across and put a hand on her knee, but then stood up, drawing her to her feet. They walked back along the illuminated path to the main block, with him stopping now and again to exchange friendly words with people they passed. In the foyer of the main building a receptionist was on duty and handed him a small bunch of keys as she bade them goodnight. She was relieved to find they weren’t walking back to the church. He had a little covered jeep which he drove himself. ‘Forgive the rather basic transport, Suzie’, he said. ‘I have to visit some out-of-the-way places.’
The palace was next to the church, though not visible from it because of a dense screen of shrubs. It wasn’t really a ‘shed’, but three linked, rambling, wooden structures, one of them a garage. The biggest building contained Father Murphy’s quarters; three generous-sized bedrooms and a big lounge, dining room, kitchen and ‘family’ bathroom. Two of the bedrooms had en suites. The slightly smaller second building housed three slaves; a cook, a housekeeper, and a laundry maid. When they arrived only the housekeeper was in evidence. She was about fifty; a very plump and plain woman, but with a friendly smile. She fussed over both of them, bringing wine and an assortment of snacks, and took Suzie to the bathroom for a pee and a quick wash down. ‘You’re a lovely girl, Suzie’, she said as she rinsed her privates. ‘The father deserves some pleasure in his life; he does so much good for others. You will do your best for him, won’t you?’
‘Of course, Miss Jones. You can rely on me.’
‘Prudence, Suzie. Prudence.’
They went back, and Prudence bade them goodnight. Suzie was alone with the Bishop, wondering how to break the ice, and wondering whether there was any ice to break. Perhaps he’d just jump on her when he was ready? Suddenly it dawned on her just how bizarre her situation was, naked, helplessly restrained with her hands behind her back, alone with a middle-aged priest. At that moment he was holding a glass of wine, complete with straw, up for her to drink. Since there was no going back, she decided to hurry things along. ‘Aren’t you warm in those clothes, Father Francis?’ She moved closer to him. ‘I wish I could make you more comfortable.’
At that time he was holding two glasses, so he put them on a nearby table and, with without a trace of shyness, removed his shirt and trousers, leaving them on the floor. He was fully erect, and she let her eyes widen, took a deep breath which she hoped would sound like a gasp of admiration, and sank to her knees. That was never without attendant risk with her hands locked behind her, but she managed it quite elegantly, and she looked up at him with her mouth open. A few seconds later, her dinner-table prediction- for which she’d had to eat such humble pie- was triumphantly vindicated. She was sucking clerical cock. She didn’t go for speed, however, but let it out of her mouth to use her tongue to lick up and down its length, curling her tongue as tightly as she could to maintain maximum surface contact. From the noises Father Francis was making, she knew she was on the right track. After a few minutes she switched back to having it in her mouth. The only odd thing about him was that he wasn’t fully shaved, but just trimmed short. It didn’t bother her; none of her old boyfriends had been shaved down there, but it was the first time she’d seen a man with pubic hair in the Republic. The important thing was not to let it distract her. She deployed the few tricks she knew, knowing that there were far more that she didn’t. Having her hands locked behind her concentrated her mind wonderfully on what she could do with her mouth. She knew that she must concentrate above all on stretching and relaxing the little bridge of flesh that connected the tip- the glans- to the rigid shaft, and so she kept to that, while caressing the little lips at the very tip with her tongue. She kept herself alert for his reactions, and in time felt him pushing back, keeping to her rhythm but helping her to stretch the skin of his shaft. She felt the big tube in the base begin to quiver, and suddenly he thrust into the back of her throat and ejaculated. She swallowed quickly, and managed, much to her own surprise, not to spill a drop. When he’d finished she was careful not to over-stimulate him, but waited a minute before, carefully and thoroughly, licking him clean, sucking out the last few drops that were left inside.
It was obvious from the moment he’d finished that Father Francis was delighted with her. He made her drink first water and then wine to wash away the flavour of his semen- she knew that many men were squeamish about that- but then he kissed her fervently, as if she’d given him a unique experience, though she doubted that. He picked her up bodily and carried her to his bed, showing strength and fitness that belied his age, and as she lay there watching him settle down beside her, she had a really good look at his body. Although age had taken its toll there was nothing for her to dislike, even if he wasn’t love’s young dream. She pushed herself suggestively towards him, and was taken into his arms. He just held her for what seemed like a very long time, though she felt relaxed and quite happy, until he stirred again. He took a more dominant role this time, rolling her onto her back, parting her legs with his own, and entering her in- most appropriately- the missionary position. He fucked her very conventionally, starting slowly and accelerating gradually, but with Doctor Smythe’s treatments kicking in she had no difficulty in cumming, and when he also climaxed he was the happiest of men. He was like any man of over fifty who’d just satisfied a girl well under half his age. It meant that he was still virile and ‘young’, and although Suzie was not the first and wouldn’t be the last, the effect was always the same. Furthermore, Suzie’s orgasm had been unmistakably genuine, which was not the case with all the young slaves who were lent to him by devout (or generous) parishioners.
Father Murphy was becoming infatuated with Suzie, and her afterplay did nothing to discourage him. She went on trying to get her body into contact with his, kissing his mouth with little pecking motions, until he held her tight and kissed her long and hard. When he stroked her face she took his fingers into her mouth, and when nothing else was presented to her she was kissing his shoulder or tonguing his ear. That had him laughing out loud, and he demanded a few minutes of calm, pulling her up to sit with him against the headboard and helping her to share some wine with him. She took the opportunity to ask him about the boy who’d been with them during the service. ‘After our presentation we didn’t see him again, Father. Was he taken away to be punished?’
‘Not by us, Suzie, though I expect his mentor wasn’t very pleased with him. His manhood is a gift to our people from the Almighty, and to make sure that the congregation appreciated his bounty the boy had been given what we call a ‘z’ pill, to keep him erect. But if he’d been left like that, he’d have been in terrible pain within half an hour, and faced permanent damage within an hour. The law says that can’t be inflicted as a punishment; it’s a medical treatment and must never been misused. So the Dean took him into the vestry to give him relief. The Lord filled her with love for him, and she kept him until the end of the service. It’s ironic, I suppose, that you and Poppy behaved so well, and your reward was one of my sermons.’
‘It was a fine sermon’, said Suzie. ‘Just what we needed to hear.’
He laughed. ‘Flattery will get you everywhere, Suzie dear. I know that sermons aren’t my strong point.’
‘I’d like to take another look at your strong point, Father.’ She started to squirm down his body, and he closed his eyes.
She managed to squeeze two more ejaculations from him that night, though the last was hard, if rewarding, work for them both. She didn’t learn any new techniques or positions, but she did learn a great deal about the Republic’s very distinctive version of canon law, and how it would affect her. During one lull in the proceeding she was lying on her side facing him, and he was tracing the shapes of her breasts with his fingers. ‘The Lord has endowed you with so much beauty, Suzie’, he murmured.
‘I think, Father Francis, that Doctor Smythe is endowing me with still more.’
He laughed. ‘I’m sure the Lord is working through Doctor Smythe’, he went on. ‘I’ve heard you have a ready wit, if an irreverent one. Looking at you lying naked by my side, I feel the strictness of the rules that constrain me as a priest.’
She reached out a knee and stroked his privates. ‘The constraints don’t seem entirely inflexible, father.’
‘You’d be surprised, Suzie dear. Obviously I can’t have carnal knowledge of any free person. I can’t own any pleasure slave. I couldn’t buy you, or a share of you, since you’re obviously likely to become one. There are rules to prevent me from forming lasting relationships with slaves. After tonight I can’t use you again for another week, and not until I’ve used at least one other slave. Then the part that affects you most. I can’t spend the whole night alone with you; I have to share you with someone else. So early in the morning, the organist will be joining us. He’s a nice chap and not bad looking; you’ve nothing to fear from him.’
Suzie was a little taken aback but absorbed the news quickly. ‘I won’t pretend that I wouldn’t have rather it had just been the two of us, father. But I’ll learn to play his instrument.’
‘Thank you for being so understanding, Suzie. I’ll leave you alone with him before breakfast, and perhaps we can enjoy God’s bounty together afterwards. My predecessor, by the way, used to scourge slaves in the morning. It was a symbol of his rejection of earthly relationships, and a punishment for their having corrupted his sacred flesh. I dropped the practice; it didn’t seem entirely fair. If you feel you’ve sinned badly I can revive it for you.’
‘That’s kind, Father Francis, but I see our coupling as a holy thing; a celebration of the joy with which the Lord rewards the faithful. One more time before we sleep, father?’
‘You learn quickly, Suzie. If you can keep that tongue of yours for what it was meant for, you’ll do well.’
‘It’s a multi-tasking tongue, father.’
 

***

 
The news about the organist disturbed Suzie more than she revealed. It would be the first time she met a complete stranger for sex. Given her situation and what had already passed, it was perhaps a small landmark, but in her perception a significant one. Nevertheless, when Father Francis’ passion was spent, she was exhausted, and she slept the sleep of the just, her head on the Bishop’s shoulder, and his hand on her breast. What amazed her, when she had a moment to think about it, was her capacity to spend long hours, and to relax and sleep, with her hands locked behind her back. She hardly thought about it anymore. She’d heard that slaves routinely spent twenty-four hours in that condition; she could already manage more than twelve.
When Suzie awoke at about seven o’clock, the Bishop was gone. Sitting on the edge of the bed, smiling down at her, was a rather harmless-looking man of about thirty-five. He was average in just about every way; about five-seven in height, neither muscular nor flabby, a round, pleasant face that wouldn’t stand out in a crowd, and a mop of untidy, mousy hair. ‘You must be Suzie’, he said. ‘I’m Jerome McKluskey, and I’m also the one who gets the buttered buns.’
Suzie was acutely aware of just how ‘buttered’ she was. The Bishop’s semen coated the insides of her upper thighs and was still oozing from her slit. Nevertheless, he must be used to that, and she felt very much in need of sex with someone. Jerome would do very nicely. She gathered her wits enough to make what she hoped was a suitable riposte. ‘Master Jerome; you must be the one with the organ. My I see it please?’
He grinned and pulled off first his shirt and then his trousers, revealing a half-erect penis. It looked like something she could work with, though he obviously wasn’t treated, either surgically or chemically. ‘Please master, I need it between my legs, but I’d like it in my mouth first.’
She had him fully erect in no time, and he followed her directions- suitably disguised as requests- to put it straight into her very wet pussy. Unlike the Bishop he preferred to remain on his side, facing her with his legs swung up between hers, and his hands, and sometimes his mouth, on her breasts. She came quickly the first time and during her orgasm he sucked a nipple hard, and afterwards she persuaded him to pause long enough to give her a chance at a second when his climax took place. She was almost there, and he bravely thrust on with his slowly softening organ until she was fully satisfied. Knowing she must take every possible opportunity to make a good impression, she squirmed down his body to lick him clean.
Back on a level with him and sipping the water that he held for her, she went on with her ‘hearts and minds’ offensive. ‘I loved your Buxtehude’, she said to him. ‘I think he’s one of the most under-rated of all composers.’
Jerome was astonished. ‘I think you must be one of two or three people in the congregation who knew that it wasn’t Bach’, he said. ‘Are you an expert on organ music, or all kinds of music?’
‘Some years ago I did a school project on JS Bach, Master Jerome. I read that as a young man, he walked across Germany to hear Buxtehude play the organ in Lubeck, and I got curious about the older man. I don’t think there’s any recorded work of his that I haven’t heard. It got me interested in classical music generally. I’ve never liked pop, folk, jazz, etc. My friends all thought I’d gone mad.’
‘What is it that you like about Buxtehude. How do you recognise his music so easily?’
‘The big, bold intervals, master. The way he hammers his points home by repeating notes and chords. Bach became more sophisticated, as you’d expect. Buxtehude was harder, more thrusting, and if I may say so, master, very suitable for you, as a man.’
‘Do all your topics of conversation end with sex, Suzie?’
‘Not all, master, but you didn’t come here to talk about music, did you?’
He laughed. ‘No, Suzie, but I think I’ve had my sex for now. The housekeeper will be in to get you up for breakfast in twenty minutes.’
‘Then you can enjoy my other speciality, master.’
One of the considerable number of conclusions that Suzie had reached during the past few days concerned her footwork. Jenny had designated her a foot-slave, but had meant it as a light-hearted response to her sarcastic jibes and would have forgotten about it in a short time, at least if she behaved herself. Suzie had decided, however, to make the role her own; a means of making people remember her as different to the dozens of pleasure slaves they might be using from day to day. She wriggled round to face his feet and down far enough to start sucking his toes, one by one, running her tongue between them. He obviously enjoyed the attention, and after the first two or three he started stroking her legs and thighs, and soon moved to finger her pubes, pushing his fingers in to the gooey interior. Those of his other hand brushed over her bottom opening but retreated as soon as they detected the butt plug. She’d almost forgotten it herself, but knew she was due for a size upgrade; perhaps even the new stainless steel one. She struggled to maintain her concentration as he stimulated her, trying to compartmentalise her mind. She was fairly successful until just before her climax began, when she raised her head from his feet to cry out loudly, finding that she was shouting at an open door through which Prudence the housekeeper was just entering.
To give him his due, Jerome continued with what he was doing, letting her twist and thrash on his body, until Suzie had completed her orgasm. Prudence seemed quite content to wait, watching them benevolently from the bedside.  It was obviously not an unprecedented occurrence. Then Suzie was, gently and kindly, helped off the bed and taken to the bathroom. There Prudence hugged her and kissed her warmly on both cheeks. ‘My dear, you’ve been a great hit. I hope this won’t be your only visit to us.’ She didn’t give Suzie a full shower at that point, but let her pee, rinsed her thoroughly between the legs and washed her face. She unlocked her wrists and let her exercise her arms for a minute, and then relocked them in front. She then took a length of chain and put it across Suzie’s back between her elbows, thus trapping her hands close against her waist and her arms to her sides. ‘You don’t need your plug removing yet, do you?’ she asked. ‘Not till after breakfast, miss’, she replied. ‘Call me Prudence’, she was told, again.
The Bishop was at breakfast, back from celebrating early mass and still wearing a long clerical gown. Jerome had put his clothes back on, and Prudence joined them in order to feed Suzie. Much of the time was spent introducing the other two members of the household. The cook appeared; a very large black woman; a larger and older version of Sandrine. Her name was Eliza, and from the way Prudence looked at her, Suzie concluded that they were very close friends. ‘Eliza’s a real Dixielander’, explained Father Francis. ‘If you’re having cooked breakfast, tell her whether or not to “hold the grits”, and if you want your eggs “sunny side up” or “over easy”. She makes a fantastic Key lime pie.’ Suzy never ate a cooked breakfast, but got up to be hugged and kissed. Then came the chambermaid.
The final member of the household was much younger, and laboured under much more onerous conditions. The first thing that Suzie noticed was her gait, which was totally lacking in grace or elegance. She stumped along, because she was literally walking on stumps. She had no feet; her lower legs were set into resin posts that flared slightly as they reached the floor, but in no way resembled what had been lost. Unlike her two colleagues, both of whom wore plain blue dresses, she was naked, revealing a pleasant but unexceptional figure with modest but well-shaped breasts. While the others had their hands chained loosely in front and wore normal steel slave-collars, she sported a broad waistband with four heavy rings attached. She also had a much deeper collar with a cut out for her chin at the front; what Suzie recognised from pornsites as a posture collar, though she hadn’t seen one worn in the Republic before. The girl’s hands were locked close together in front and by quite a heavy eighteen-inch chain to her waist. The most striking feature of her restraints, however, was a chrome-plated chastity belt.
The girl had a pleasant, round face with full lips and wide blue eyes, but she was not smiling and remained silent after the Bishop introduced her as ‘Chastity’. She was expected to stand there, impassive, while he told her appalling story.
‘Chastity’s a very sad case, and we’re doing what we can to salvage some value from her life. She was acquired about three years ago, in circumstances very much like your own. The mentor programme hadn’t been started then; it was begun soon after as a response to her case and one or two others like it. She was sold to a good man who still runs a greengrocery business in town. She was bitter and hostile from the beginning, constantly demanding to see the Danish consul- there’s no such person- and suddenly shouting ‘rapist’ at him in public places. He isn’t the kind of man who can handle that kind of behaviour, and he probably didn’t handle her firmly enough. Then she tried to run away. There are often rumours of groups of escaped slaves living feral in the jungle; she hoped to find and join one. When she was caught she was taken back by the government and he got a rather older, less glamorous but more manageable slave woman in return. Chastity here- she wasn’t called that then- lost both her feet and her voice. Remarkably her ex-owner had enough of a soft spot for her to plead for it to be done painlessly and privately, so she was spared the spectacle in the square. She’s been taken to see that, to learn how lucky she’s been. It’s taking her a while to learn her lesson. She’s been suspected of masturbating while she’s been living here. We haven’t made a formal report; we’ve just put her in a chastity belt, and it only comes off once a day for her to use the toilet and shower.’
‘May I ask, how she’s come to be here, Father Francis?’
‘She isn’t worth much, of course. A wealthy member of our congregation bought her cheap from the government with the intention of turning her into what, I believe, is called a fucktoy, pardon my French. He changed his mind and donated her to the Church, and the Church Council placed her here. Eliza and Prudence are also Church property. Priests aren’t allowed to own slaves. She can do some light work as she is; she’s more of a help than a hindrance to Prudence, and that can only be good.’
Suzie stood up when he’d finished and gave the girl a big hug, kissing her on the cheek. Looking into the big, sad eyes she felt a boundless sympathy for her, and determined, if the chance ever came her way, to do something to improve her lot. Then the introductions were over, and after another minute or two with the coffee, it was time for her visit to the bathroom. Prudence had the key to her butt plug, and gave her the usual enema before replacing it. She obviously didn’t approve. ‘It isn’t right to deny Father Francis the enjoyment of all your holes’, she said. ‘What was your keeper thinking of?’
Suzie was fairly sure that it was wrong of Prudence to criticise Jenny like that, and tried to defend her. ‘My friend Poppy and I are both anal virgins’, she said. ‘She thinks we need to be prepared properly, and then she’ll sell our first times to offset some of what she’s spent on us. There’s already been an expression of interest in Poppy’s virginity. I’ve no personal objection to being buggered by the Bishop.’
‘Of course not, Suzie. I shouldn’t have spoken out of turn.’
Suzie kissed her cheek, and was led back to be turned over to the two men. ‘You don’t need to be back until lunchtime’, said the Bishop, but we’ve arranged for someone to come and get you at eleven. We’ll both be busy after that. It gives us a good hour.’
They took her to the bedroom and used the hour well. For the first time in her short life, Suzie was double-teamed, or ‘spit roasted’, with one cock in her vagina and another in her mouth. When all three of them had cum, and she’d been allowed to wash the Bishop’s seminal fluid down her throat, the latter asked the same question- more tactfully- about her butt plug. He got the same answer. ‘Perhaps you’d mention to Jenny that I’d like to know what arrangements are possible’, he said rather obscurely, and she readily agreed. He seemed, within his peculiar terms of reference, to be a kind man, and as she was certainly going to be sodomised by someone, she was happy for it to be him.
They left her, with multiple expressions of satisfaction and their desire to see her again soon, in plenty of time for her to be showered properly by the entirely unnecessary combination of Prudence and Eliza. Disrobed and packed into the shower stall with Suzie, they virtually buried her in a mass of flesh, with Eliza’s gigantic breasts seeming to have the quality of being everywhere at once. They slipped under arms and over shoulders, sometimes seeming to act quite independently of the person to whom they were attached. Suzie found the behaviour of the two servants puzzling, until she realised that she was being used as a sex toy. They were not making love to her, but to one another, using her as a kind of accessory. In the process, the cook climaxed massively, crushing her so hard against Prudence that she felt that she was disappearing into the folds of flab that were undulating and quivering against her relatively slim young body. She couldn’t tell whether Prudence came as well. Although the feeling of being totally enclosed in wet blubber was not actually unpleasant, neither woman attracted her in the least, so the shower didn’t rank high in her rapidly growing list of erotic experiences.
 

***

 
Afterwards she was brought outside to find one the brothel’s female overseer-slaves waiting, with John to help her, and two labour slaves borrowed from the building work to provide traction. They needed that because they’d brought a strange conveyance for her. It being the custom that, on the day after Founders’, at least some slaves should be displayed in especially stringent bondage, the brothel’s contribution was going to be her, mounted on a St Andrew’s cross, in turn mounted on a four-wheeled cart which was pulled by the two labour slaves. So the wooden cross was dismounted and laid across two benches, and her arms and wrists released for her to be attached to it. It had standard rings for that purpose, but they went much further, winding lengths of gold-plated chain right down her arms and up her legs. More was used to hold her waist to the cross, and her collar was replaced by a broader gold one, which was chained between the two upper arms to hold her head still. The final touch was a gold plated panel gag, though the penis insert and the lining were the usual rubber-like compound. There was a touch of reverence about the way it was all done, supervised by the woman she knew vaguely as Miss Penny. ‘This stuff is kept specially for this occasion’, she said. ‘It hasn’t been used for two years, so It’s good to give it an airing.’
It took about twenty minutes to get Suzie in place to Penny’s satisfaction. Then the two labour slaves, both big men, lifted the cross, which had a vertical post behind it, and dropped it into a socket on the cart. That left Suzie displayed about four feet above ground level, facing forward. The men were then chained by the wrists to the poles of the cart, of which there were, unusually, three; the extra one passing between them. John was chained by the neck to the tailboard and walked behind, and the men pulled the cart at a slow walking pace. Miss Penny walked alongside, whip at the ready, and holding a whistle with which to alert pedestrians to their approach.
The ceremonial progress back to the brothel took nearly an hour. They moved slowly along the street to the main square, with passers-by stopping to look and cheer at the spectacle, and once in the open area, they took a long way round across the centre. A number of slaves of varying ages, sizes and genders were displayed in creative ways, many of which involved crosses, ‘A’ frames or horizontal bars. All wore far more chain than was necessary to hold them in place. Citizens wandered about admiring them, often accompanied by their own slaves, usually restrained a little more strictly than usual. Some had their elbows tied tightly together, others were in iron fiddles or wore steel cages on their heads. Suzie found the trip moderately comfortable. There was so much chain holding her that nothing pressed on her too onerously, and her weight was evenly spread between her limbs. The jolting on the poorer road surfaces did cause a bit of pinching here and there, and the high collar was not very comfortable, leading her to sympathise even more with poor Chastity’s plight. The road back towards the brothel was quite congested, with a few other carts displaying slaves, and progress was slow. Beyond the built-up area the surface was poor, but they were nearly there by then, and there was a small crowd of customers and staff waiting to cheer them as they arrived in the car park. The labour slaves were sweating and struggling from the effort by this time, but Penny hadn’t had to use the whip even once.
Dismounted from the cart, Suzie’s cross was carried round the outside of the main group of buildings to be brought indoors through the French windows of the cafeteria. There it was tied roughly to an upright post among the tables, and she was fed her lunch by Penny, while other diners wandered over to admire her and offer the odd titbit. Finally, when she’d been mounted like that for nearly two hours, Ted came over, admired the way she looked, and ordered her released. She was a little stiff but it only took her a few minutes to get back on her feet. Apart from the few short periods when her bondage was being adjusted, she’d been quite strictly restrained since early the previous evening. Now she was left with a chain that passed from one wrist through the ring at the front of her collar to the other, leaving her relatively free. She could stretch out her arms almost to full length, provided she did it one at a time, with the other held to her throat. He told her to go to the new house, where Jenny was waiting for her.









Chapter 4 - Isabella

 
Long before Suzie had reached the Bishop’s palace, Sandrine was settling Isabella down on the bed in Ted’s old flat, arranging her on back and sitting above her head, her legs holding her shoulders and arms down flat on the mattress. Had Isabella struggled hard she could undoubtedly have freed herself, but she had quite voluntarily surrendered the initiative to the older and larger woman, who told her, firmly but respectfully, to keep her legs wide apart. Poppy, also following Sandrine’s instructions, knelt at the foot of the bed with her legs overhanging the end and resting on an ottoman that was placed there. Letting herself fall to lie prone, she dropped her mouth onto Isabella’s outer labia, and after licking them thoroughly, worked her way inside, shaking her head from side to side to push it open with her lips. As she reached the most sensitive parts, Sandrine was reaching down with her arms to rub her breasts and tweak her nipples, the latter having an immediate and marked effect. Isabella arched her body, her head tilting back until she was looking straight into Sandrine’s open vagina. That seemed to stimulate her more, and she put her feet flat on the mattress to try to push her sex up harder against Poppy’s mouth. The latter had to wriggle and squirm to move forward enough to keep in contact, for her locked wrists were a severe disadvantage. Nevertheless, a stable position was soon achieved, in which Isabella’s up and down movements simply caused Poppy to nod her head, increasing the movement of her lips and tongue round and against the clitoris. At least Isabella had the presence of mind not to roll from side to side, and with the growing effect of the pill that she’d taken, she was soon jerking and thrusting up in the throes of her first climax. Poppy was almost thrown off, and with her lips in danger of severe bruising, resorted to using her chin to grind down on the swollen nub underneath it. By that means she managed to stay in contact until the storm subsided, but it was a close-run thing. It was obvious that the orgasm was the first of several. Knowing that she couldn’t continue in that position, Poppy climbed up to kneel, precariously at first, with one knee on the mattress and the other on Isabella’s pubes. It wasn’t something she’d have placed much confidence in a few weeks earlier, but with the effects of the pill and Sandrine’s work on her nipples, Isabella completed two more tempestuous climaxes.
Sandrine knew that although she seemed utterly spent and exhausted afterwards, Isabella would be ready again within minutes. Several different types of pill were available. Some increased libido by a smaller amount but for longer periods. The one that Isabella had used, which wasn’t normally deemed suitable for the inexperienced, had the shortest lived but most acute effects. The time that was available was used for a whispered conference between the two slaves. Then Poppy mounted Isabella’s mouth, facing the top end of the bed, and Sandrine, who the mistress couldn’t now see, took the role of mouthing her pussy. To ensure that Isabella couldn’t throw her off- for with her hands restrained behind her back she had only her legs and knees to hold her position- Poppy had to bear down quite hard on Isabella’s face, but the latter seemed to find that quite erotic, especially since the slavegirl was almost flowing with wetness. Sandrine, with her weight and her hands relatively free, was much better able to hold her subject down on the bed, and her big, strong lips were devastatingly effective against the nerve-rich membranes of Isabella’s vagina. Soon she was bucking and thrashing again, while Poppy held her head down, cumming herself while the mistress was enjoying her second climax.
After that they all needed a break to take on water and wine. Isabella recovered slowly from what was an almost dreamlike state, and started playing with Sandrine’s body. She’d never been in intimate contact with such massive breasts, and started doing quite naïve, teenager’s tricks, like pouring wine over them and licking it off. Poppy started to feel a bit left out as the other two were locked in a long, passionate kiss, after which Isabella began to work her way down the bulky body. She paused and raised her head. ‘Your turn now, Sandrine’, he said, and went far enough down to return the favours she’d received. Soon she was hard at work with her mouth, leaving Poppy wondering what to do with herself. Isabella was not lying down but was on her hands and knees, reaching down with her head onto Sandrine’s pussy. Poppy therefore worked her way round behind her and, not to put too fine a point on it, started kissing her ass. That wasn’t likely to have a decisive effect on anything, so she pushed her way between the cheeks, trying to reach the anal opening with her tongue. This proved relatively easy, as Isabella’s buttocks were quite small and flat, as befitted a long-distance runner. So while Isabella gave Sandrine cunnilingus, she was receiving analingus from Poppy, who soon felt her bottom pushing back against her. Despite the distraction, Isabella stuck to her self-imposed task until Sandrine came, which was a noisy event that shook the whole mattress. Then she turned over, lying on top of Sandrine’s body, to let Poppy switch to her pussy, until she followed suit. She had two climaxes before dragging Poppy up to be kissed, while one hand went down to her sex and the other to her breasts. Soon Poppy was also in the throes again.
So it continued for the predicted four hours, with all of them taking turns to address all of one another’s openings, all enjoying one climax after another. As time went on, Isabella tired first. Sandrine was the expert; the experienced pleasure slave who knew how to last for hour after hour. Poppy was affected more now by the treatments she’d received at Doctor Smythe’s clinic. Her options were limited by her bondage, but could absorb as much stimulation as Isabella and Sandrine could spare for her. Isabella was less experienced than Sandrine and her chemical enhancement was cruder than Poppy’s. She just came and came until she was drained and exhausted, and came again until she was barely conscious. Sandrine made sure she was properly hydrated, and thus protected from actual harm.
They all finally went to sleep at about three-thirty, but only about two hours after that Poppy, who was in the middle facing Isabella, became conscious of teeth nibbling at her right nipple. It was the mistress telling her that she needed sex again. She eased herself closer and they kissed in the darkness, for Sandrine had switched of all but a dimly glowing nightlight before they’d settled down. After two or three minutes of that, Poppy whispered; ‘Mistress, if you turn round we can do a ‘69’ on the other bed, and we might not wake up Sandrine.’  That they did, both shuffling across the crack where the two mattresses had been joined, and they both revived enough to enjoy quite a long, silent session. They stayed mouths-to-pussies until they’d both cum, and Isabella turned round and fingered Poppy to another climax while kissing her continuously. After that she knelt over her face, looking towards her feet, exposing her rear opening first for licking and probing, before enjoying cunnilingus, at which Poppy was now very accomplished. Sex in near darkness was a novelty for her and she found it exciting to be used that way, trying to imagine that her partner was actually a total stranger, unseen and never to be identified. There was no sign of life from Sandrine, whose breathing remained heavy and regular throughout. Afterwards they found their way to the kitchen for some water, unable to locate the bottles nearer the bed. Then they crept back, giggling like schoolgirls, and slept where they’d made love.
The next thing that Poppy knew was that the mattress underneath her was rocking and shaking. She opened her eyes to the early morning light filtering through the blinds, to see Isabella and Sandrine having vigorous- almost violent- sex on the other side of the bed. Mildly miffed that they hadn’t been considerate enough to use the other one, she watched them tossing and turning together, flinching as they suddenly rolled almost on top of her. It was fascinating to watch the slim and muscular white body almost enveloped in black flesh; at one point Sandrine was using her hands to rub her breasts hard over Isabella’s face, almost as if she was trying to suffocate her, like Chesty Morgan in Deadly Weapons. Poppy was about to slip off the bed to make her way round to the other one, but the pair began to settle down, using their hands in one another’s vaginas to bring themselves towards fulfilment. With no obvious role to play, but with the risk of being crushed having now passed, Poppy just watched them kissing. Sandrine, with her linked hands, had to keep both low down, but Isabella had a spare to hold their heads together, twisting constantly with their lips writhing and pumping. Poppy mentally corrected the ‘their’, for Isabella’s were only occasionally visible, lost in the vastness of Sandrine’s moist membranes. As Poppy well knew, kissing such big lips brought its own problems. It was difficult to ‘plug in’ properly, and in calmer times it was pleasant to explore the larger mouth piecemeal, mapping the creases and dimples in the surfaces. In times of extreme arousal, however, it was easy to let oneself be smothered by them, never feeling able to respond adequately. Sandrine came first, burying half of Isabella’s face in her mouth, but when the latter climaxed she seemed to lose control altogether, biting chunks of Sandrine’s lips with her teeth, hard enough to bring squeaks of pain and surprise from the black slave. Afterwards Sandrine made no complaint and lay holding Isabella in her capacious arms, but Poppy could see that parts of her lips were beginning to swell.

Much to their surprise, a few minutes later Isabella decided to get up. She did so wearily and reluctantly, but was anxious to be home in time to see her father off. He was going on a long journey by road to a small frontier town to view some newly captured slaves and advise on their disposition, and he’d be gone for several days. She found her bag and then her phone, and called for a jeep to come for her from home; it being a weekday it would be able to drive across the centre of town. To help herself she switched the lights on, and was shocked to see what she’d done to Sandrine. She hurried to the bathroom, found some magic ointment, and applied it carefully, kissing her on the forehead by way of an apology. She had a quick wash and brush up and threw her clothes back on, intending to shower and change when got home. She didn’t bother with any breakfast, though she did drink a lot of water. When she’d achieved a semblance of readiness she thanked them both warmly for what she called ‘the night of my life’. Promising to text Ted to ask him to let them lie in for the morning, she kissed them both warmly and was gone. Sandrine gathered Poppy into her arms, and they both went back to sleep.
 

***

 
Isabella was as good as her word. At about nine o’clock Susan appeared with a couple of kitchen maids and a trolley with their breakfast. ‘My’, she said. ‘You two have really made a night of it. What have you done to your mouth, Sandrine?’

‘Just a bit of over-enthusiasm on Mistress Isabella’s part, Susan. The ointment will put me right in no time. Did you have a good night? Who slept with who?’
‘Master Ted and Mistress Jenny spent the night alone with Voluptua. Midnight went off with her ex-owner, and the Chief of Police nabbed Fanny. I was picked up by the Minister of Housing, but he got a guilty conscience at about one o’clock because his wife was still tied to one of the stakes. I was just wondering whether to go to the new house and risk interrupting the ménage a trois when Fanny found herself at a loose end for the same reason. It was a disappointing night from that point of view. There were still at least half a dozen wives still at the stakes and they seemed fine to me. There were no more vacant revellers so we found an empty hut and bedded down together. Fanny’s such a nice girl; I’m very glad that Suzie discovered her. Suzie, of course, ended up at the Bishop’s Palace. Rumour has it that he always shares his girls, so I expect she’ll be learning to play the organ by now.’
The three of them were in the little breakfast kitchen, and Sandrine was eating and feeding Poppy while Susan talked. ‘What are we supposed to do this morning?’ she asked.
Susan tut-tutted. ‘I almost forgot what I was supposed to tell you. Master Ted says you can both stay here and rest- or whatever- until after lunch. He’s given me the keys to Poppy’s cuffs, and told me to move her hands round to her front. He and Mistress Jenny are tired and they’ve a few minor jobs to do, and they need Fanny with them. You’ll be sent something for lunch. You must be over at the new house by two o’clock. Midnight’s still with her previous owner and Voluptua was fast asleep in one of the upstairs cubbyholes when I left them. It’s a nice, relaxing morning for everyone except me.’
‘Why not you, Susan?’ asked Poppy.
‘The minister’s wife was livid with him, and she only forgave him when he promised her a session with me as soon as he could arrange it. He emailed Master Ted in the middle of the night, and as a result I’m meeting her in fifteen minutes, and taking her to one of the vacant chalets. I’m not entirely sanguine about it; I’ve no idea whether she’s going to fuck me raw or beat me black and blue. What would you do if you were her, Poppy?’
‘Probably both, Susan, repeated at hourly intervals for a week.’
‘Thanks for your words of comfort. She’s only got me till four o’clock, so I’m hoping my womanly whiles will get me through. I won’t be at the two o’clock meeting, obviously, so wish me luck. I’m off now. I’ll leave you the keys, Sandrine.’
They both kissed her goodbye and she went to meet whatever doom awaited her. Sandrine finished feeding Poppy her breakfast and they sat drinking coffee for a while longer, comparing notes on their nocturnal encounters with Isabella. Poppy told Sandrine about the promise to keep her father away from her. ‘It sounds good’, she pronounced, ‘but I don’t see how she can keep it, if he’s determined.’
‘I’ll just have to hope for the best’, said Poppy. ‘I certainly wouldn’t want to offend him.’
After they’d finished Sandrine took Poppy to the bathroom to use the toilet, cleaned her up, gave her the usual enema and replaced the butt plug. She also cleaned her teeth. Once back in the living room (or bedroom) she released her wrists from behind her back, a step which, Poppy thought, had been too long delayed. She made a show of windmilling her arms and rubbing her shoulders before she submitted to having them locked in front. ‘Grumble all you like, Poppy dear, but Jenny wants you kept in strict bondage as much as possible.’ She went on to explain that either she must now he more strictly restrained, or they’d have to forswear any sexual contact for the remainder of the morning. ‘It’s one of the rules that Master Ted’s quite strict about. When two slaves are left together, they’re welcome to enjoy themselves, but one of them must be clearly in control of the other. We might get away with changing places, but we weren’t actually given permission to do that.’
‘What about threes and fours, Sandrine?’
‘It’s usually obvious from the way they’re left, but he’d normally give special instructions.’
‘It’s odd that you have the power to free me. Do you have the key to your own wrist chain?
‘No, I don’t. Nor do I have the key to the lock that’s on your wrists now. I switched to a new one when I released your hands from behind your back. I do have keys for the ones I’ll use now. Bondage works in mysterious ways, Poppy. They’ve evolved systems for transferring control that are difficult for newcomers to understand. Now let’s go back to bed.’
Sandrine pulled Poppy by the wrists, though she didn’t really need urging, and made her lie on her back on Ted’s original bed. She pulled her wrists over her head and locked them to a ring that pulled out of a slot in the centre of the headboard. Then she used lengths of rope to tie her legs to the bottom corners, so they were held wide apart, with her sex gaping open. ‘Any more questions?’ she asked. ‘Or shall I ravish you now?’
Poppy tried to lift her body and push her breasts towards her. ‘Ravish me please, Sandrine, and don’t show me any mercy.’
The older woman started with a long series of passionate kisses, and followed by sucking the helplessly presented nipples, going on down to her pussy, which was already oozing moisture onto the bedsheet below. Her hands came up to her breasts, and Poppy was soon struggling in her bonds to force both her erogenous zones into closer contact. It brought back memories of her first- and so far only- night alone with Jenny, but Sandrine’s lips were much, much bigger and stronger, and at times it felt as though her whole vagina was being sucked out and squeezed between them. A kind of short circuit seemed to develop in her nervous system, connecting her nipples directly with her clitoris, and as she came she screamed at the intensity of the sensation as the fingers pinched hard. Her body was thrashing wildly now, and as she was finishing her orgasm Sandrine had to move her hands to her buttocks to hold her groin steady against her mouth. When it was over she took a minute to undo the ropes that held Poppy’s ankles to the bedposts, and retied them much more tightly, to stretch her out flat. Then she started again; an exact repetition of the first time. The results were even more devastating, with Poppy having no effective means of dissipating the waves of feeling that coursed through her body. When her climax should have been subsiding she was still heaving and dragging at her bonds with every muscle she could bring to bear, and the shivering and tingling sensations didn’t go away until Sandrine relented and carried on to give her a third. She almost lost consciousness then, but eventually it was over, and Sandrine was kissing her again, running her fingers lightly over her soaking body; dipping them into her sex and sharing the task of licking them clean. Unselfishly, she gave Poppy ten minutes to recover before she mounted her face, and then she used her ruthlessly, riding her until she came and then turning the other way to face the foot of the bed. She made her lick her anal opening before pushing herself back for a second cunnilingual orgasm. After that she stayed where she was for a few minutes, letting her juice dribble down onto and into Poppy’s mouth. Then she came down for more kissing, and probed the bound girl’s gaping sex with the fingers of one hand while she talked dirty to her, calling her a little whore and a filthy pervert. Her own position was a little awkward as her chain prevented her from propping herself up with her spare hand, but very soon Poppy was bucking and twisting again.
As a break was now inevitable with both women virtually exhausted, Sandrine untied Poppy’s ankles, unlocked her wrists from the headboard, and fixed them to her collar. She suggested a move to the kitchen, and they sat at the tiny table drinking instant coffee. Poppy remarked, still a bit breathlessly, that at least Ted had Nescafe Special Filter. ‘And only Heinz ketchup and Fairly Liquid’, replied Sandrine. ‘Only the best for us.’ But when they were settled, she had something more serious to raise.
‘Poppy dearest; I’m just a little bit worried about you. Sex with you is fantastic, and it’s getting more fantastic all the time. What concerns me is the trajectory. It’s getting more fantastic very quickly. If it goes on like this, where will it end? Also, your bust is growing; probably by an inch while I’ve known you. How do you feel? Are you aware of this?’
‘I am, Sandrine. Both Suzie and I have been treated by Doctor Smythe. He told us that he was giving us very small doses of the drugs; that he was sticking well within the safe limits. He did admit that the treatments were unpredictable and volatile, but he assured us that he was being ultra-cautious. I assumed the effects were what was intended. I can’t say I don’t like the results.’
‘There are rumours, Poppy. Not everyone has complete confidence in Doctor Smythe and his teams. I think you should mention what’s happening to you to Mistress Jenny, and get checked out at the clinic. I don’t want to alarm you. Nobody’s died or even come to serious harm because of these treatments. But if the whispers I’ve heard are accurate, your mistress will have to take certain precautions.’
‘What do you mean by ‘certain precautions’, Sandrine? Speak plainly.’
‘It means you’ll need a lot of fucking, and you’ll have to have someone with you at all times, ready to do it.’
‘I thought it might be something like that. I hope, Sandrine, that you’ll be able to speak to Mistress Jenny as well. I don’t have your experience and knowledge to support me, if I tell her that things aren’t going normally. I’ve no means of knowing what “normal” is.’
‘I’ll see what I can do, Poppy.’
After coffee they went back to bed. Sandrine put Poppy on her front and tied her ankles apart again. This time she relied wholly on manual stimulation, reaching under her body to her pubes with one hand, and stroking her buttocks with the other. As Poppy became aroused she started pushing and twisting the handle of the butt plug, and that brought her off quite suddenly, as if it was a new and unfamiliar feeling. She kept going for a second climax but made no attempt to pleasure herself; it wasn’t easy to see how that could be done with Poppy in that position. That went a long way towards convincing the latter that there was something abnormal happening; something that couldn’t be explained by the neediness of Isabella and the expertise of Sandrine. On the other hand, she couldn’t deny that she was enjoying herself immensely. If being a slave meant having an unlimited supply of unbelievably good sex, she wondered why anyone would choose freedom. Sometimes she had to remind herself of the hangings, the whippings, the mutilations, and the woman in the concrete block.
 

***

 
The lunch trolley came at noon, the kitchen having prepared it in advance of the rush in the cafeteria. It was all cold food; salads, quiches, pork pies, potato and prawn salads; very much the staple diet in Ted’s brothel. They’d both developed voracious appetites and ate almost everything. Sandrine insisted that Poppy must not try to feed herself, and made her sit sideways to the table to prevent her from bending down to pick up foot with her hands. Dessert was lemon cheesecake. Poppy wondered out loud about the number of calories involved, but didn’t pursue that theme for fear of appearing to cast aspersions at Sandrine’s substantial figure. ‘Don’t worry about that’, the latter reassured her. ‘If my surmise is right you’ll be burning as many calories as you can eat. I put on a lot of weight working in the bathhouse; it isn’t heavy work and the atmosphere doesn’t encourage unnecessary exercise. Now I’ll have to face a decision sooner or later. Do I slim down, or stay as I am?’
‘I’m sorry, Sandrine’, said Poppy contritely. ‘I wasn’t referring to you. I wasn’t thinking. But since you mention it, I love you just as you are, and I mean that. If you lose weight, you might also lose some of the firmness in your breasts and bottom.’
‘My feeling exactly, Poppy. But if Master Ted wanted me to lose weight, he’d probably pay for the clinic to address those problems. Ultimately the decision is his, if he ever thinks about it.’
‘I suspect he will, Sandrine. Master Ted can seem rather casual and off-hand, but he doesn’t keep a place like this going without having eyes all round his head and a sharp brain.’
‘You’re learning very fast, Poppy. I do know my own master, though.’
‘Sorry again.’
After coffee there was time for Poppy to kneel between Sandrine’s legs and give her an orgasm using her mouth and fingers. Sandrine eased her conscience by tying a rope between her ankles and the back of her neck; a quick fix to deflect criticism should they be interrupted. Poppy insisted on carrying on as long as Sandrine wanted without any reward for herself, and although she would certainly have enjoyed the same attention she did really need a break. Afterwards they drank the rest of the coffee from the flask, after which they went to the bathroom, Sandrine showering them both thoroughly. Since they had plenty of time, she gave her an extra enema using the nozzle and valve in the new butt plug. For want of anything else to wear she donned the dress from the previous night, but Poppy of course remained naked.
In due course they left the little flat and walked over to the new house. Sandrine insisted on re-purposing a spreader bar, attaching one end to the back of Poppy’s collar and holding the other, pushing her along. In vain did the younger girl protest that she’d been sent to make the ‘journey’ on her own before. ‘What the master and mistress do is their own affair’, Sandrine replied firmly. ‘When they put me in charge of you, I’ll do it properly.’ On their arrival they found that Suzie had preceded them by a few minutes and was already talking with Jenny, recounting her experiences of the night and morning. After the initial greetings they sat down and listened. ‘He can’t have me again for a week, apparently’, she finished. ‘I suspect he’ll want to try Poppy.’
‘Then try her he will’, Jenny answered. ‘His favour’s worth something to Ted and me, and we aren’t running a nunnery here.’
‘No mistress. But he’s running a church.’
‘And he needs all the support he can get.’
‘I don’t mind, Miss Jenny’, broke in Poppy. ‘It doesn’t sound as if either the Bishop or the organist are cruel or unkind men.’
‘They aren’t’, replied Suzie, ‘though they aren’t very imaginative. I’ve very mixed feelings about the blubberfest in the shower, though.’
‘There are worse fates, Suzie, as you’ve seen’, Jenny reproved her.
Poppy hadn’t had a moment to look round yet, and she tried to assess the progress that was being made. It had only been one morning, but several new partitions had been installed. There were now two staircases and the ceilings were complete, so they were able to sit in privacy while occasional hammerings revealed the presence of workpersons above them. Some plasterboard had been fitted but much of it was still missing. The wiring and plumbing, such as it was, were all makeshift; wires and hoses run in from buildings dozens of yards away. Though that was the obvious bottleneck, but Poppy wondered whether they were making too much use of the building, impeding the work on it. The problem was the want of any alternative. None of the chalets were big enough for mealtimes and ‘family’ conferences.
They were, apparently, waiting for Ted to appear, and he’d phoned Jenny to say that he’d be there at about half-past two. In the meantime, Sandrine took it upon herself to raise the question of the girls’ treatments. ‘Mistress, I hope you’ll forgive me for possibly speaking out of turn, but I’m a bit worried about the effects of the treatments that Poppy’s had at the clinic. It isn’t that the effects are excessive at the moment. It’s more that they are increasing at a pace that makes me wonder what the final outcome will be, if you see what I mean, mistress.’
It was a brave intervention from Sandrine, who was usually quite shy in the presence of free persons. Jenny was not in the least annoyed. ‘No forgiveness needed, Sandrine. If I’d known then what I know now neither of the girls would have had those treatments. Isabella sent me a message this morning, thanking me for our hospitality, and describing you both as “animals”. She meant it as a compliment. But are you saying that Poppy’s more beastly than you?’
Sandrine, put at her ease now, smiled broadly. ‘Mistress Isabella had taken a pill, mistress, so we needed to respond to that. We were all animals together. But there’s this morning, too. I have long experience as a pleasure slave, mistress, even though it’s a few years since I’ve warranted that title. Poppy’s capacity for orgasms is greater than mine, mistress, and I think she’s beginning to need them, instead of just wanting them, if you see what I mean.’
Poppy was about to interrupt, perhaps even to protest, but Jenny gestured for her to hold her peace. ‘I’ve made an appointment for both of them tomorrow afternoon’, she said. ‘We’ll find out what’s happening. How about you, Suzie? Are you feeling the same?
‘I’m certainly feeling something, mistress. I can’t say it’s worrying me very much. If we’re going to be kissing frogs and being buried in lard for the rest of our days, I’m not going to complain about something that makes me enjoy it.’
‘It isn’t where you are at the moment that worries me, Suzie. It’s where you’re going. Who did you have in mind, by the way?’
‘Just speaking figuratively, mistress, and frogs are really nice little creatures anyway. They’re often very pretty colours . . . well, the poisonous ones.’ She made a sudden decision to stop digging. ‘The other thing, mistress; my tits are getting bigger. I’ve been thinking that for a few days, but now I’m certain..
Jenny called upstairs and borrowed a tape measure from one of the workslaves. She measured both girls carefully- busts, waists and hips- and consulted the record on her mobile phone. ‘You’ve both gone up an inch’, she told them. ‘Your waists and hips have hardly changed at all.’
‘There’s nothing wrong with big knockers’, said Suzie; ‘but there are limits. As you say, mistress, it isn’t where we are, but where we’re going.’
Sandrine couldn’t resist. ‘The sky’s the limit with tits’, she said. ‘But you should probably get into the habit of facing straight ahead when going through doorways.’
Jenny laughed, and the girls looked daggers.
When Ted came in there were kisses all round, and Sandrine went to make tea in the makeshift kitchen. Jenny got down to business. ‘The reason why I wanted to brief you all’, she said, is that the Marquess of Fedo Coroba is paying us a visit. He’s Albert’s father, of course. Did we tell you about the encounter at the sports stadium, Ted?’ He nodded, so she went on. ‘He isn’t really someone who visits brothels, so he has some proposal to make, I’m sure, and it’ll concern Poppy. She’s very definitely not for sale at the moment, but we might consider a short term loan, in exchange for some consideration. I’ll talk alone with Ted before he comes. It’s important, girls, that you know he’s one of the richest and most powerful men in the Republic. He’s also genuinely aristocratic, though his title’s a recent invention. Don’t, on any account, speak unless you’re spoken to. Address him as “my lord Marquess”. Kneel when you first meet him, curtsey whenever the opportunity arises. He can order you whipped and we won’t be able to protect you. Is that clearly understood?’
‘Yes, mistress’, they chorused.
‘We’re using a round table. You two will sit on each side of the Marquess, and you’ll have Sandrine and Fanny to feed you. Ted and I will sit opposite. Midnight and Voluptua will dine with us, and Susan if she’s fit to be seen. I think that he’ll probably choose one or two of them for overnight comfort.’
‘I don’t think he should be offered Midnight on her own’, Ted interjected. ‘She can’t get through the night without sex. He’s not a young man.’
‘He’ll have to be told that- not the last bit- if he shows an interest in her.’
‘Where’s he going to stay, Mistress Jenny?’ asked Poppy. ‘If Master Ted will forgive me for saying so, neither his flat nor this house are really fit for a Marquess.’
‘The chalet that Midnight’s old master uses is being cleaned up and a few extra luxuries provided’, Ted answered. ‘There aren’t many luxury hotels in the Republic, not even in the capital. He’ll be used to slumming it. He’s been told he’ll be dining in a building site.’
When that topic petered out, Suzie took the opportunity to ask about money in the Republic. ‘We haven’t seen it change hands, Master Ted’, she told him. ‘We don’t even know what a Republic coin or note looks like.’
‘That’s because there aren’t any’, he replied. It’s actually quite difficult to explain. I’ll try to give you the short version and I’ll find you something to read. We use “dollars” and “cents”, but they’re just units of account. Our dollars are an automatically calculated, constantly updated, blend of US dollars, sterling, euros and yen. All transactions are electronic, authorised by voice recognition. We’re the first community in the world to adopt such a system, and it works very well. Occasionally the machines ask for fingerprints and/or retinal photographs to confirm identities. Slaves don’t have accounts, of course, but masters can assign them limited access to their own. That isn’t our only unique financial innovation, however.’ He paused to take a long drink of water, enjoying the attention of his literally captive audience.
‘You might or might not have heard of the concept of a universal basic income, possibly under different names? No? It’s something that has been tried experimentally, but no state has ever adopted it. It’s a very radical idea. Every citizen is given enough to live on, paid for from the revenue. With free education and medical care, we don’t have to worry about pensions, unemployment relief, sickness benefits, etc. It makes government very straightforward, but we have added some complications. Everyone gets a luxury allowance, which is non-transferable, and believe it or not, it includes access to brothels. For most of the facilities here it would be about once a fortnight. For the really cheap places, two or three times a week. Can you think of anything more unique than that?’
‘No, master’, said Suzie. ‘But there couldn’t be, because there are no degrees of uniqueness. Things are either unique, or they aren’t.’
‘You can be really annoying sometimes, Suzie. Don’t say anything like that tonight.’
‘You say it isn’t transferable, master? Can points, or credits, or whatever they’re called, be saved up?’
‘For three months only. And it’s stopped if one goes abroad. It’s paid from seventeen years and nine months but can’t be used till eighteen. Hence every boy or girl reaching that age can afford something really good to start his or her sex life. It’s surprising how many don’t use it. Obviously Albert didn’t, though the credits are his, not his father’s. Some are brought up to abhor the idea of what they think of as state charity; “the dole”.’
‘Albert’s important enough to get it for free’, Jenny pointed out. ‘The citizens’ allowance is meant to address such inequalities, and up to a point, it works.’
Ted wasn’t inclined to argue with that, and Poppy and Suzie were now fidgety and visibly uncomfortable, though the latter was still trying to concentrate on what Ted was telling them.

Sandrine was alert to these signs, and plucked up the courage to intervene.  ‘Forgive me for interrupting, Master Ted, but Poppy and Suzie are showing signs of discomfort. Perhaps, master and mistress, you might be kind enough to consider whether they might need some attention?’

‘Thank you, Sandrine’, answered Ted. ‘You must always feel free to tell us when you notice that, and to do so more concisely. Which of them do you want, Jenny?’
I’ll take Suzie, if you don’t mind. It’s a while since a man used Poppy, and it’ll do her good. Perhaps Sandrine would find Fanny and start supervising the assembly and laying of the table? Would you also find out what the menu is and organise the right wines? Would you also tell Susan to come to the chalet by five-thirty? I presume you’ll be meeting the Marquess when he arrives, Ted. Everyone else can be back here at six-thirty, ready to eat at seven.’
‘May I ask one more thing, Mistress?’ asked Suzie. ‘Will it be another undress occasion?’
Jenny and Ted both laughed. ‘Let’s save time in future’, said Ted. ‘Unless we tell you different, it’s always undress, for you two.’
‘I thought it might be, master. Just checking.’









Chapter 5 - Dining in Style

 
Ted was good for Poppy. She’d taken to lesbian sex like a duck to water, but her desire for straight sex had also grown with the increase in her libido. A couple of hours with Ted would be refreshing and relaxing after days during which she always seemed to be breaking new ground. Of course, she didn’t have much choice about relaxing, since as soon as he got her back to his flat he chained her down on her back in a rigid ‘X’ on his bed. As he did so he was grumbling, half to himself, half to her. ‘Keeping slaves is a thankless task’, he observed, in a very conversational tone. ‘After all I’ve done for Sandrine, she ignores my needs and risks a whipping to interrupt me to call attention to yours. What more can I do for her? Why do you have this power to make friends and influence people? What were you up to with her this morning?’
‘I was tied down very much like this, master, and on this bed. My hands were together though, so I was able to writhe and thrash about when she was making me cum. She did it over and over again. She has a big, strong tongue and big lips, and when she was mouthing my snatch she was playing with my nipples, and she almost drove me insane with pleasure, master. By the time she’d finished with me I was soaked in perspiration and I felt as if I’d strained every muscle in my body straining against the ropes, master.’
He’d finished locking the chains in place by then. ‘Thanks for sharing that with me, Poppy. You’d like to know what I got? A quickie with Jenny between seeing the builders and solving a ridiculous problem with the supply of artichokes, and a blowjob from Midnight after lunch. Would you swap places with me?’ She took it as a rhetorical question, so he went on. ‘I’m bursting at the seams now, so don’t expect subtlety. Another week or two, and you’ll begin to understand.’
He stripped off his clothes and fucked her then, hard and fast, without any refinement or thought of pleasing her. It took him about thirty seconds. Afterwards, though, he didn’t withdraw but stayed on top of her, pecking at her lips and feeling her breasts with his hands. She was already aroused, if frustrated, so as his kisses gradually deepened and lengthened, she began to respond in earnest, wishing he’d start thrusting again. He didn’t show any sign, and eventually she seized the moment during a very short break. ‘Please, master, please fuck me hard again.’ He kissed her again before answering. ‘You’re going to have work on your chat-up lines, Poppy.’ He nevertheless complied, eventually. He started very slowly indeed, tantalising her, and she wriggled in her chains to try to create a little more friction between her pussy and his cock. She was too tightly restrained for it to make any real difference, and she had to wait while he accelerated at his own pace. As he propped himself above her with his arms and watched her intently, she felt that she was being played like a musical instrument and tried to encourage him by moaning and sighing with pleasure, which was not difficult to do under the circumstances. He didn’t let it affect him, however, and he just went on stoking her up, letting her arousal mount steadily without giving her release. He seemed to sense where her tipping point would be, and stopped his acceleration just short of it, edging her for another ten or fifteen minutes. Then he suddenly changed gear, and when he thrust harder and faster she came very suddenly, much faster than he expected. She was screaming into his mouth when he came again himself, and he managed to carry on until she finished.
‘I know both of us could easily cum again’, he said quietly to her afterwards, ‘but I want to hold something back. I’ll have us brought some drinks.’ He went into the kitchen to make a call, and while they lay together waiting he explored her breasts carefully and thoroughly with his hands. She would rather have had another climax than a cup of tea, especially in her position, but he didn’t give her that option. When the trolley bearing the tea and scones appeared it was pushed by a woman she’d never seen before. She had a lovely face with full, pale lips, but her dark hair was tied right back to give her a very businesslike, almost officious air. Her expression was very calm, serene, and open, smiling slightly. She was quite tall, and though she was wearing a black dress, Poppy could tell that her figure was both full and strong; athletic but not in Isabella’s lean, sinewy way. Ted introduced her as Candide, a pleasure slave who also did some wrestling. ‘Lovely to meet you, Candide’, she replied. ‘Which are you here for now?’
An initial look of surprise was followed by a warm smile. ‘I’ve heard so much about you, Poppy, though I thought Suzie was the one with the mouth. You’re just as lovely as I was told you were.’ She sat on the side of the bed and began to feed Poppy, very carefully, as in that position choking was an obvious hazard. She had one of those cups with a mouthpiece at one side, made for toddlers, but soon found that a long straw was a better tool. She fed scones to her a tiny piece at a time. Meanwhile Ted ate his and chatted to her about the brothel’s resources; it appeared they were short of at least two pleasure and three general-purpose slaves, and the head chef needed at least one trained assistant. Ted made it clear that money was no object- the brothel was almost a licence to print money- but that it was very difficult to find slaves who met his standards. He let slip that he’d actually been hoping to buy Voluptua, and felt that the brothel needed her more than Jenny did. His new household was an additional strain, with Susan a serious loss to the most expensive of the pleasure rooms. He was certainly going to take up her offer to do the occasional shift, but he needed a replacement. As they finished their refreshments he told Candide to undress, which she did to reveal a firm and very generously breasted figure. ‘Just keep her warm for me while I send some emails’, he told her, and disappeared, for the time being, into the breakfast room with his iPad.
Candide lay down beside Poppy, over her outstretched right arm and leg, and began to stroke her body all over. ‘I think we’re going to be good friends, Poppy’, she murmured. ‘You’re so soft and smooth, and so helpless. I hope he’ll let me have you to myself soon.’ Poppy couldn’t dissent from that. Candide was extremely attractive and seemed very dominant. It was just a matter of fitting her into her busy schedule. Very soon they were kissing and Candide was feeling inside Poppy’s vagina, which was very wet indeed with both her own and Ted’s juices. She was very careful to not to exceed her instructions, just keeping Poppy simmering without letting her cum. In the course of the next twenty minutes she passed on some useful tips. She told Poppy to open her mouth a little, and teased her by running her tongue round and round her lips, varying the speed and pressure. Her most original move was to place her tongue directly over one of Poppy’s eyelids, and then tell her to slowly open the eye. It wasn’t something that Poppy thought she would take to, but if other’s liked it, it was in her toolbox, to use the fashionable term. She was glad when, with the time almost up, Candide went back to masturbating her, to ensure her readiness to receive Ted on his return. Whether that was strictly necessary was debateable, but she certainly enjoyed it.
When Ted did come back, he told Candide to go to the bottom of the bed and give Poppy cunnilingus while he used her mouth. Unusually, the pleasure slave wasn’t restrained at all, and was able to use her fingers as well as her lips and tongue, and the effect was dynamic. It was the first time that Poppy had climaxed with a penis right up against the back of her throat, and to avoid the slightest chance of biting she held her mouth as wide open as she possibly could. That seemed to disturb Ted’s rhythm, but as soon as she was calmer she closed her lips again and worked on the tip with her tongue, and he was soon flooding her mouth with his cum. Neither of them stopped there, however. She had only the vaguest idea of the effect that Ted’s treatments were having on him. Before the break he’d ejaculated twice and mentioned that he was saving a third. Presumably while working at his laptop he’d built up the capacity for a fourth, or even a fifth. It turned out to be a fourth, and it took him about ten minutes. Candide kept her edged throughout, and didn’t let her cum again until Ted had finished. Eventually he climbed off the bed. ‘Take your pleasure now, Candide. But don’t bruise her mouth; she’s on show tonight.’ She knelt facing the headboard, and though she never put too much weight on Poppy’s mouth she was firm and insistent, and she climaxed twice while Ted was taking a shower.
 

***

 
When Ted came out of the bathroom, spic and span, he told Candide to clean Poppy up and gave her the key to the locks. He rummaged about in his drawers and cupboards for clothes suitable for the evening while the two of them were in the bathroom, Poppy’s hands now locked behind her. She was allowed to pee, rinsed off, her teeth cleaned, given another enema, and showered. ‘I’m surprised you do this kind of thing’, Poppy remarked while still heavy with water. ‘Why didn’t he send me to the bathhouse?’
‘Remember, Poppy; every slave does everything she’s asked to do. No question, no hesitation. I don’t mind anyway. It’s a chance to get to know every square millimetre of your luscious body. Now I’m opening the valve for you to let the water out.’
Once back in the main room, they found that Ted had laid out his clothes on the second bed, but there was still at least half an hour left before it was time to put them on. He’d donned a shirt and slacks in the meantime. ‘I’m going to free Poppy’s arms for a while’, he told Candide. I’m leaving you together, so I’ll do yours up. You can play with one another, but don’t let Poppy get all steamy again. I’ll turn up the air conditioning a bit.’
With the tables now turned, Poppy’s hands were all over Candide’s body, but neither dared risk an orgasm for fear of the sweat and vaginal fluids that would inevitably result. Between kisses Poppy asked her about her work. Candide was usually based in the most expensive of the single-girl salons, and serviced affluent clients. Generally, the best customers were people with no more than three or four slaves of their own, who wanted a change or something for a special occasion. Rather to Poppy’s surprise, she preferred the least well off, and did her best to monopolise those who couldn’t afford the fees, but had saved up their credits for months.
‘I know it’s surprising’, she said, ‘but they’re the most appreciative, the most respectful, and the most willing to let me take the lead. They always wash thoroughly and shave before they come, and they’ve never had too much to drink. Since they can only see me once every two or three months I always give them my very best. I’ve been told off a few times for giving them too much time, but Master Ted’s also good to the ‘universal credit’ clients, so it never amounts to anything. He’s started a convention, that anyone who spends more than two months’ credit at one visit gets a free meal afterwards. If they time it right- just before my breaks- I eat with them. Occasionally I let them take me tied up, so they can feed me.’
Poppy was quite uplifted by the conversation, having always thought that the ‘tart with a heart’ was probably an urban myth. When Ted finally came back he was carrying a brand new squire armbinder, and Candide helped him put it on her before kissing them goodbye. Like all such devices it held her arms crossed behind her back, with straps crossing over her shoulder and across her breasts to push out and define them. It was spotlessly clean and quite shiny, but still felt soft and pliant. It concealed her wrist cuffs, of course, but he nevertheless replaced them with lovely chromium plated ones. ‘I’ve sent another one of everything to Jenny to put on Suzie’, he said, as if he needed to reassure her, or himself, that all necessary arrangements had been made. He put on his own clothes; a fresh white shirt and a very smart pair of light blue chinos, and they walked across to the new house. On the way they passed a coffle of four miserable-looking girls, all heavily chained. ‘This evening’s shift in the whipping shed’, he explained. ‘Fresh from the law court this afternoon.’
Poppy was stunned by the dining table. Sandrine and Fanny had found a white linen cloth, bone china crockery and silver-plated eating irons, and a set of beautiful crystal glasses; three for each place setting. Cloth napkins were provided, and a bunch of azalea flowers in a vase formed a centrepiece. Jenny was already there with Suzie, who was wearing her armbinder, and Susan, who appeared cheerful and unscathed. Poppy greeted her with relief, and got a hug and a kiss in return. ‘I got a spanked bottom’, she said, but it’s better now. She was open to reasoning and lots of hard work on my part. I didn’t want to let Master Ted down this evening.’
Poppy was struck again by how loyal the slaves were to Ted, and wondered how much worse his contemporaries were as masters and mistresses. Sandrine and Fanny were both present, basking in the praise that was being heaped on their efforts. The former was showing no sign now of the damage that Isabella had done to her lips; testimony to the qualities of the magic ointment. Of all the slaves, she was the only one who was clothed, in a plain grey cotton dress with a low top. Poppy was mildly annoyed at that; it seemed to single her out as less attractive than the others. They were all told where to sit when the time came, and what the menu was. They were starting with garlic mushrooms stuffed with Blue Stilton, and the main course was a turkey crown with numerous trimmings, fresh vegetables and sautéed potatoes. The desserts were fruit salad, strawberry shortcake, and/or lemon cheesecake. They were deliberately keeping it simple, foregoing such fripperies as amuses bouche or inter-course sorbets. There were limits to what the kitchen could produce, along with the usual meals for the cafeteria. Everything would be delivered in turn in hostess trolleys. Red, white and rose wines were provided, with port or brandy after the meal.

In due course Ted had a phone call to tell him that the Marquess had left the President’s house, where he’d enjoyed afternoon tea. He went over to the main block to meet him, and soon reappeared with their guest. The Marquess was a dapper man of about sixty, of medium height and with a full head of silver hair. His face was lined but distinguished, with fine features and a mouth that smiled easily, and he was cordial and friendly in his greetings to everyone, including the slaves. He was wearing what appeared to be a two-piece suit, though closer examination revealed that it was made of a very light, mesh-like fabric. A portable air conditioner had been set up temporarily, but he soon took off the jacket to reveal a short-sleeved blue shirt. The overall impression was of a distinguished but unassuming man, at ease in varied company and wearing his status lightly.
Having said a brief hello to everyone, the Marquess sought out Poppy individually, standing in front of her, pulling her up from her knees and lifting her chin with his hand. ‘I’ve heard so much about you, Poppy, and you’re just as lovely as Albert described you.’ He spoke with a slight Spanish accept and his sentence construction was sometimes a trifle clumsy. Poppy curtseyed. ‘Thank you, My Lord Marquess’, she said nervously. ‘Your son is very kind.’ He went on to be introduced to each of the slaves, and was told that Fanny and Sandrine had set the table. In a way it was good that they were giving credit where it was due, but Poppy had the impression that they were making excuses for having two relatively unglamorous slaves at the dinner table. The Marquess went out his way to compliment them on their work, and made suitably admiring remarks about the other three. Then they all sat down and Ted poured wine for everyone. In a few moments the first trolley arrived from the kitchen, brought by slaves from the cafeteria. They served everyone, left extra portions on a side table, and took the trolley away.

The conversation over dinner was virtually all between the Marquess, Jenny and Ted, and most of it was about Poppy. It was a valuable lesson for her, to be discussed as merchandise; it was all too easy to imagine herself on sale, with Jenny making the sales pitch to potential buyers. It wasn’t quite as bad as that, for as it turned out, she wasn’t excluded completely. The Marquess began without beating about any bushes.
‘This is all very pleasant, my dear hosts’, he began, ‘but I’m sure we all know why I’m here. My dear son Albert has taken a fancy to this delightful slave. He asked me to buy her for him. My first thought that was that he was the victim of a boyhood crush; an infatuation. I even wondered whether the lovely Poppy had set her cap at him; seen him as a comfortable billet; a master that she could manipulate.’ He saw how concerned Poppy looked, and went on hastily; ‘I don’t think that now. I’m glad that he encountered her; she’s done wonders for his self-confidence. But I’m looking for a shorter-term solution, and I understand from you, Jenny, that she isn’t for sale anyway. One of the things that made me realise that it isn’t just an infatuation is that he accepted that immediately. He’s presented me with a financial plan to make money out of her in one week. The only thing that’s a sine qua non for him, is that he’s determined to take her anal virginity. It’s as if he thinks it will pay her back for what she’s done for him.’ Suddenly Poppy’s butt plug felt enormous, and the Marquess laughed as he noticed her squirming. ‘I’m sure he’ll be gentle with you, my dear. Jenny, I would like to reach some kind of agreement with you. I know that you labour under constraints, or that you feel that you do.’
Jenny replied. ‘The constraints, My Lord Marquess, are partly that Poppy isn’t properly trained yet, and partly that I intend to sell her as a black-and-white pair with Suzie, who also isn’t trained yet, and hasn’t had the same exposure to his lordship your son. The other problem is that they’ve both had treatments at the clinic, and as a result they have certain needs that have to be met. But obviously, my lord, we’re willing to discuss what you call “some kind of agreement”, if you would be so kind as to expound on that theme.’
‘One week’, he said. ‘Use exclusive to Albert and his nominees. Anal access for Albert only. No severe punishments, no whipping for pleasure, no sadism of any sort. If her treatments require it, she’ll have sex on demand. I’m surprised, incidentally, that you had that done. The drugs we’ve had from the UK have generally been reliable, but the latest treatments are totally unpredictable. I’m sure we could spend many hours thrashing out a huge contract, but I assure you she’ll be well treated and returned to you intact. And it’ll be worth your while.’
Ted broke in then. ‘My Lord Marquess, you’ll think us very common people, but we need to ask you what “worth your while” actually means.’
‘That’s my cue to say, “these tradesmen are so grasping”, but I was coming to that anyway. Obviously I can pay you money, but I suspect that isn’t what you need most. I have a building crew, complete with electricians, plumbers and decorators, that’s just finished a project in one of my villages. They can be here tomorrow. I won’t even insist on a written contract. You can have them for ten days in return for a gentleman’s agreement to let Albert have Poppy for a week, within ten days. If she and Suzie are joined at the hip, she’s welcome to come as well, though I’m not going to offer any more for her.’ He saw Suzie react to that. ‘Don’t be offended, dear. You’re just as lovely and we can certainly make use of you, but we don’t actually need you.’
Jenny and Ted were whispering together. Then Jenny got up from her place and walked round to the Marquess, and offered her hand. ‘We’ll go with that, my lord’, she said. We know that we can reach an agreement now. I’m sure you’ve had enough business for the evening.
By this time the starters were finished and the main course had arrived. Conversation was now more relaxed and discursive, but Poppy and Suzie still provided most of the subject matter. Ted took it upon himself to carve the turkey crown, which smelt delicious and came with three kinds of home-made stuffing. While he was doing that the Marquess had a quiet word in Poppy’s ear. ‘My dear, I’m sure I’m expected to choose one or more of you lovely girls tonight, and I will, but it won’t be you. Until my son has had his time with you, I’ll leave you alone. I’m just telling you this to you won’t think I’m rejecting you, because I will take you aside for a chat later.’
‘Thank you for telling me that, My Lord Marquess.’
‘One more thing before we tuck in. You only have to call me that the first time you speak to me on any particular occasion.
‘I’ll remember that, lord. I hope you’re enjoying your meal.’
‘I do have a weakness for home-made stuffing. Is that one apricot and thyme?’
‘I’m afraid, lord, that I’m even more common than the master. I’m a Paxo girl through and through.’
He laughed loudly enough to attract anxious looks from Ted and Jenny, who were both, obviously, worried that one of the girls would let her sense of humour lead her into trouble. But the Marquess just leant over and kissed Poppy on the forehead. Then they all helped themselves to vegetables and tucked in. ‘Have you thought about their profiles?’ the Marquess asked Jenny between mouthfuls. ‘It’s so important to get those right.’
‘My lord; nothing’s set in stone yet. I think it’s clear that they’ll both be pleasure slaves. The usual four sub-headings in that category are more difficult, but I’m intending to go for “bondage” and “nude”. Suzie will probably be “foot fetish”, and at first I thought that Poppy would have to be trained to match. Now I think that a variety of uses would be more attractive. I’m thinking of “age gap” for her, but I don’t have much to go on there. Perhaps I’ll just wait for ideas to present themselves.’
‘My I ask, why “nude”? I like the “bondage”. It teaches slaves to be vulnerable, to surrender themselves without qualification.’
‘Yes, my lord. Pleasure slaves use clothing as a lure, and the act of undressing them is a kind of foreplay. I’m denying them that to push them harder, to make them learn to use their bodies alone, with no artificial props to help them. And I’m making a statement about their quality. I think they’re beautiful enough to manage without adornments.’
‘Interesting thinking. What about piercings?’
‘They’ve both got grommets in their noses, my lord, but since the first day or two we’ve left them empty. As for others, it should probably be left for their owners. Myself, I think their breasts are too lovely as they are. I really wonder whether anyone who sucks tits like those wants to get a mouthful of metal, my lord. I think it’s probably inevitable they’ll get clit rings at some point.’
‘I do agree with you about their breasts.’ He turned to Suzie and stroked hers briefly, and she drew in her breath and pushed them out a little. ‘I think metalwork down below never hurts; labia rings have some useful functions. I’ve also seen mention of rings inserted in the webbing between the toes, but I’ve never seen a girl with it done.’
There were rather similar exchanges about tattoos and brands. Since none of the slaves round the table had any of either visible, the Marquess didn’t think it worth pressing his views, though he said that all his own slaves were branded on the thigh. They talked a bit about the brothel and its facilities, and the time went quickly. When the main course was cleared away, his lordship made a proposal. ‘It’s very pleasant sitting between these two lovely girls’, he said, ‘but they have to turn their back on me to be fed. Would it be boorish of me to suggest that Ted and I change places for our puddings? That way I can both see them properly, and have the pleasure of Jenny’s company.’
The change took place immediately, but during dessert, Poppy had the feeling that the Marquess’ eyes were not on her, or on Suzie. While being fed a mouthful of fruit salad, she managed to say, before it went in, and very softly, ‘Sandrine, he’s watching you’.
‘He’s probably wondering why I’m here. I bet he thinks I’m a kitchen slut who’s been brought in just to feed you.’
Poppy swallowed. ‘I’m not at all sure about that, Sandrine.’
As the meal drew to a close, the Marquess was deep in conversation with Jenny. His neighbour on the other side was Midnight, and his hand was down deep between her legs. Ted was muttering to Suzie. ‘Who do you think he’ll choose, Suzie? I’ll think of some little treat for anyone who gets it right. But do speak quietly!’
‘I don’t think it’ll be Poppy or me, master. I don’t think it’ll be Midnight either. Looking round the table, he could pick any of us slaves, but I’m guessing Voluptua. She looks just as good as Midnight and Susan, but less professional, more vulnerable, master.’
‘I hope she behaves herself if you’re right. She can be temperamental.’ He turned the other way. ‘What about you, Poppy?’
Poppy had heard enough snatches of the conversation to be able to answer. ‘Sandrine, master’, she said.
‘You’re joking?’
‘Probably wrong, master, but not joking. You didn’t give me permission to joke.’
He laughed out loud, and was very relieved that his lordship just glanced up without asking the cause of his mirth. They made a little game of getting a guess from everyone without the Marquess noticing, though Poppy suspected that he wouldn’t be surprised if he did, and wouldn’t mind. It was difficult with Midnight who, despite the hand probing her own wetness, nominated Jenny. Obviously it wasn’t possible to get an explanation from the mute pleasure slave. Presumably she thought the Marquess was so far above everyone present that the difference between Jenny and the slaves seemed negligible to him. Susan made the surprising choice of no-one; she thought he’d ask for one or more boys. They even managed, while Ted distracted his attention, to get a guess from Jenny: Midnight. No-one else chose Sandrine, and Voluptua led the poll with three votes, one of them Sandrine’s.
 

***

 
For coffee and port (or brandy) the party, again at the Marquess’ suggestion, left the table. There were enough sofas and occasional tables to accommodate them all in groups of two or three. With the grace and tact that comes with breeding, he made it obvious that he wanted to talk to Poppy alone, even helping her with her coffee and feeding her After-Dinner Mints. Ted and Jenny took another little table, Suzie and Fanny went into a huddle together, as did the other four slaves; Sandrine in an armchair and the other three crammed onto a small sofa. The Marquess obviously had something very serious to say to Poppy.
‘My dear, I love my son very much. But as you must realise, I was in my forties when he was born, and I don’t think we were ever quite as close as we should have been. His mother is not a maternal kind of woman, and I think we’ve left him rather vulnerable. He’s also an other-worldly young man- very bookish and serious- and I’ve even wondered whether he’s a short distance along the Asperger’s spectrum. You must be wondering why I’m talking to you like this.’ He took a sip of port, and gave her one by hand, not letting her use a straw. He then seemed, at first, to change the subject. ‘You know that young people, even rich ones, reach the age of eighteen with a hefty allowance of points, and a surprising number of them are still virgins. The ones that aren’t don’t admit it. Albert’s got this idea of using you as a specialist in curing virgins of their unhappy condition, since you performed that service so effectively for him. He says that at least four of his acquaintances- he isn’t really a friendly sort of young chap- have already signed up. The rule is, in case you didn’t know, that once the credits have been traded for sex, they can be converted to cash.’ He paused again, and for want of anything to say, Poppy waited for him to go on.
‘You’re a slavegirl, Poppy, I’m sure you’ll do whatever you’re told to do. But I want to say this to you: if Albert’s little experiment doesn’t go well, he’ll be humiliated and his self-confidence will be badly damaged. So I’m asking you whether or not you think you can made a success of it. If you don’t, I’ll abandon this venture and think none the worse of you. I’ll probably still be able to arrange for him to take your anal virginity.’
Poppy thought for a minute, and he gave her a couple of sips of port. ‘Lord, I’m quite new here, and I’m still very green. I met Master Albert when I’d only been here a few days. I’ve never been rented out, so I don’t come with a track record or any guarantees. What I can say is this. I was honoured that your son chose me for his first partner, and I liked him, and I realised that he’s a complex, intelligent, and ambitious young man. His plan is a surprise to me, but I give you my word that I’ll do everything in my power to make it work. I’ll stick my neck out and say that I think I can make it work, if anyone can.’
‘You seem like someone who’s worth taking a chance on, Poppy’, he replied. ‘He does like you very much, by the way. I’m sure you’ll see a lot of him, when you aren’t at work. Now, let’s change the subject. The slaves are all naked except for the black woman. Jenny and Ted seem keen on keeping the laundry bill down. Tell me, what’s hidden under that dress?’
Poppy laughed. ‘Lord, nothing you can’t imagine. No scars, no whip marks. She’s just not as slim as is generally the fashion nowadays. She has very large breasts indeed, and a big bottom. She’s not as young as the rest of us, by quite a long way. She’s a very kind, caring person, lord, and although I’m sure it won’t interest a man of your refinement, lord, she’s a great lay.’
He laughed. ‘I’m not as young as you, either’, he replied. ‘And I do like a woman to have a bit of meat on her bones.’
‘That’s very post-feminist, my lord.’
‘I’m pretty much post everything, Poppy. Would you call her over, please? Stay with us.’
Poppy got up and went over to the group of four, and Sandrine was astonished to be summoned. She walked over on unsteady legs, conscious of the eyes of the others burning into her back. Poppy resumed her seat and Sandrine dropped to her knees in front of the Marquess, who immediately ordered her up again. ‘My dear Sandrine’, he began, ‘why are you hiding your charms from us?’
For a moment it seemed as though she was paralysed and struck dumb. Then she gathered the presence of mind to answer, and did so very well. ‘I think, my lord , that my master thinks that I’ve so much charm that I might eclipse everyone else.’ She looked relieved when he laughed. Poppy chimed in. ‘Lord, Sandrine’s hands are chained. If my lord wants the dress removed, you’ll have to tear it off her.’
He did just that, standing up behind Sandrine and ripping the dress from the weak spot at the back of the neck, and then doing the same down the front. It was designed to come apart very easily, and in a few seconds she was standing naked, still wondering whether she was the butt of a cruel joke. He kissed Poppy on the forehead, and dismissed her. ‘It’s been nice talking to you, Poppy. Would you be good enough to send Suzie over to join us?’ Obviously she did so, and took her place on the sofa. They were all watching intently, though trying not to appear to do so. They saw Sandrine take Poppy’s place next to the Marquess, who was soon deep in conversation with her. He was sitting with one leg resting on the other, and he’d taken off his shoes. Suzie knelt down and started licking and sucking at the sole and toes.
Suzie was only allowed about five minutes on each foot; she never said whether or not she’d have preferred longer. Then the Marquess called Ted over. They watched him unlock Sandrine’s wrists and confine them behind her back. It was the first time Poppy had seen her properly restrained, and it seemed to make her breasts more prominent than ever. His lordship stood up. ‘I want to thank you all for a splendid dinner and a lovely evening. I know it’s only ten o’clock, but at my age one’s appetite for late nights isn’t what it used to be. Goodnight all of you.’
They all murmured their farewells, and he led Sandrine by the arm across the middle of the room. It wasn’t the shortest route, but he obviously wanted to let her show off. She tried not to look too triumphant, and there was an element of apprehension. She didn’t know what he had in store for her, but it didn’t seem likely that so considerate a man would be a monster of cruelty. On the way he stopped where Fanny was now sitting along, thanked her for her contribution to the evening, and kissed her lightly on the mouth. Then he was gone.
His early departure left them all a little bemused. By their standards the night was yet young. Ted called for the available sofas to be pushed together in a little square, and they all sat down for a post-mortem. Drinks were served, and Fanny was put between the girls to hold their glasses up for them. ‘Poppy won’, he said ‘I haven’t decided how to treat her, but she’s the only one who guessed right.’
A very disgruntled Suzie, whose skills as a podiatrist had not even been acknowledged, promptly accused her of cheating. ‘Not much of a guess’, she asserted. ‘She had his ear for most of dinner time, and practically backed him into a corner afterwards. Hands up anyone who doesn’t think she influenced the result?’
Poppy went into contortions to stick a leg up in the air. ‘Suzie, my dearest love, do you really think I, a mere slavegirl, could tell a Marquess with whom to sleep? You’re the only one who had any physical contact with him. You didn’t drive him wild with your foot-licking skills.’
‘Just try seducing a man when you’re stuck down by his feet, and someone else is shoving tits the size of houses into his face.’ She turned to Jenny. ‘Can’t I switch to being a hairdresser, or possibly an ear, nose and throat specialist, mistress?’
‘We all have to make the best of what God gives us, Suzie’, she said reprovingly. ‘I’m sure your friend the Bishop would tell you that. Poppy foresaw what would happen, and if she helped it along a bit, so be it.’
‘Poppy won, end of’, pronounced Ted. ‘I’ll just double the reward to which she’s already entitled. Incredible though it may seem, you, Suzie, are also due a reward.’
‘That is incredible’, interjected Jenny. ‘How did you come to that conclusion, Ted? We are talking about the same girl?’
‘Let’s refresh everyone’s drinks, and I’ll tell you about my system’, he replied. ‘You can veto my decisions, Jenny: they aren’t my property. But I thought we agreed to treat our slaves alike.’
‘Of course we did, my darling. Do please explain your “system”, though presumably Midnight, Susan and Fanny already know about it.’
‘Not all of it; I introduce refinements from time to time. I have two broad categories of rewards. The first is the sort you’d expect. Although slaves are expected to do their assigned work to the best of their abilities, I do take notice when I hear of exceptional efforts, whether they involve greater skill than can be taken for granted, or more arduous labour, or perseverance in the face of difficulties. If someone comes to my notice as especially deserving, I let them spend some time- say a night and a morning- in the company of a favourite companion. I might think about that for whoever it was that prepared the turkey crown. It was out of this world.’
‘Get on with it, Ted. What’s the other category?
That’s something I’ve only introduced very recently. Sometimes a slave does something that isn’t expected of a slave; something very positive; a real service that his or her owner couldn’t have expected. In Poppy’s case- and I don’t want to open up any old wounds here- she successfully arbitrated a difference of opinion that could have had unfortunate consequences. I’m very grateful for that. What she’s done with Albert, and her role in bringing the Marquess into our establishment, might come under the first category, but I’m rewarding her under the second for now, and doubling the reward because she won the bet tonight.’
‘Suzie played a pivotal role in bringing Sandrine and Susan into our household, and that’s deserving of recognition. But her greatest single service has been to bring Fanny out of the shadows. That alone is deserving of a reward. I should make it clear that these category two rewards are given irrespective of general behaviour. It’s quite possible for a slave to be punished and rewarded on the same day.’
‘It might be tricky of the punishment is the concrete block, master’, interrupted Poppy.
‘That’s still a day or two away for Suzie, I’m glad to say. As for Fanny, I think she might be in a quite different category. We need to wait a week or so to appreciate the sum total of her achievement.’
Jenny burst out laughing. ‘What you mean, Ted my dearest, is that you haven’t made that bit up yet.’ In a fit of slightly tipsy exuberance she reached out and grabbed Fanny, and pulled her, squealing, into her knee. ‘What are these rewards, Ted? Free rides on the new railway? A day at the races?’
‘No, they can have those anyway, sooner or later. This is a brothel.  It’s a night, probably with the evening before or the morning after, with someone of their choice, but for this reward it has to be someone that they haven’t had sex with before. I don’t mind trying to negotiate for someone from outside the brothel, but obviously I can’t guarantee success. The person also has to be available at the time, though I don’t mind if shifts are exchanged. Now here it gets a bit complicated. If Poppy and Suzie want, they can specify that the “prize” can refuse them. So they should really give a second choice. I’m going to say that if both choices refuse, I’ll choose for them and that’ll be the end of it. They don’t have to specify consent, of course, but it’ll probably make for a nicer experience. Normally I’m happy to hold the reward open for a week or two, but with these two, the next two nights are likely to be the best window of opportunity for a little while. How about it? Poppy?’
Poppy looked at Jenny, who nodded grudgingly. ‘This is all news to me, Poppy, but you deserve it, whatever he’s decided to give you.’
‘Master’, said Poppy, ‘I’m grateful that you recognise what I’ve done. But the terms make it difficult, because most of the people I’d like to sleep with are the people I’ve already slept with. The problem is, that I don’t often meet people without sleeping with them.’
‘Humour me, Poppy. It’s easy for slaves to get in a rut; to stick with what they know. I’ve set the terms of this reward to encourage you to branch out, to get new experience, and to enjoy it at the same time.’
Poppy accepted that she didn’t have a choice. Like Jenny she realised that Ted had made up his ‘reward scheme’ for his own amusement. ‘Alright, master. Do I have to choose two different people?’
‘Yes, because when you’ve had your first reward, you’ll have slept with that person, who will therefore be disqualified for the second.’
‘OK, master. For the first night, I choose Pytha. For the second, Voluptua. I haven’t had sex with her yet, surprising though it seems. In case Pytha refuses, Voluptua can be the reserve for the first night, and for the second I’ll choose someone whose name I don’t know. In the BBW salon there’s a woman with huge lips. I can easily identify her if I need to.’
‘That was easy’, Ted replied. ‘Why Pytha?’
‘She’s lovely, master. I thought that the moment I saw her. But she was still a shock; we were very green then. Lizzie was horrible to her and Torsa, and I don’t think we stood up to her as we should have. I’d like to make it up to her if I can.’
‘I hope she’ll agree’, he said, ‘but she is difficult to read. Voluptua, to you agree?’ She nodded enthusiastically. ‘So that’s probably settled. Suzie?
Suzie had already made up her mind. ‘Master, I’m afraid it will mean extra work for you, but I’d like to choose Chastity; the Bishop’s chambermaid. My reasons are rather similar to Poppy’s, though the case is different. For my second choice, little John.’
‘The Bishop’s extremely pleased with you, Suzie, and I expect that he’ll accede to your request. If not I’m sure John will do so. I think that concludes our evening. Jenny, perhaps you should decide who sleeps with who tonight. My plans didn’t last any longer than last night’s.’
‘There’s a bedroom upstairs now’, said Jenny. ‘Since Voluptua has to be kept away from Poppy now, she, Ted and I will use that. Fanny, Suzie and Midnight can stay down here. Poppy and Susan can use Ted’s flat. I’d like my girls up and ready by ten o’clock in the morning.’









Chapter 6 - An Instructive Day

 
So it was done. Poppy was delighted to have a whole night to herself with Susan. Since making a friend of her she hadn’t had as much contact as she’d hoped for, and she made the very best of it, while still managing five or six hours of sleep. In the morning she was stiff from wearing the square armbinder for so long, but she’d learnt a lot and she enjoyed her ablutions in the bathhouse. She and Suzie were both ready, and in the chalet, at the appointed time. Neither had seen Sandrine. Jenny soon joined them, and since they’d all had breakfast, there was nothing in the way of an immediate departure. Both had had an hour to exercise their arms, so Jenny locked their hands behind them. She also joined them by their collars with a four-foot chain, and they walked through the complex to find the Land Rover in the car park. ‘Just like old times’, said Suzie ironically, as they climbed in. ‘It’s been ages since we went out like this, just the three of us girls together.’ Jenny ignored her; it had actually been four days. The girls sat close together on the back seat, peering ahead over Jenny’s shoulder with exaggerated interest, like youngsters out on a trip to the seaside. It was enough to make Jenny feel uneasy. ‘Relax, you two’, she said. It’ll take us forty minutes to get where we’re going.’
‘Everything’s so interesting, mistress’, Poppy replied, being in an unusually mischievous mood. ‘Every turn in the road reveals something we haven’t noticed before. And I had such a great night, I’m a new person this morning.’
‘I quite liked the old one. Don’t you always have great nights?’
‘Generally speaking. But Susan is something special. She told me she had a course of special tongue exercises when she first became a pleasure slave, mistress. She has a way of curling round a clitoris that makes me scream every time. And when she runs it round my lips, I just want to lose myself in her mouth. And the way she drums her fingers in my . . . ‘
‘That’s enough to give us the picture, Poppy dear. It’ll be an anti-climax for you, having to make do with our poor efforts.’
‘Not really, mistress. Everyone has his or her own special thing. Sandrine, for instance, has a unique way of using those big lips of her on my labia. Size does matter sometimes; she can plug my whole pussy with her mouth, and her tongue is big enough to plunge right inside me while she’s still kissing my outer lips, mistress. And I’ll never forget, mistress, the way you tied me down on our first and only night together, and flicked my nipples . . .’
‘One more word, Poppy, and you get the ball gag.’
‘But mistress, interposed Suzie; ‘it was just getting interesting. I remember it too, and the way you . . .’
‘I brought two gags.’
‘Are we nearly there yet, mistress?’
As it happened, the monotonous jungle track had just given way to something much more interesting, at least by local standards. After descending a fairly steep incline they came suddenly on a crossroads with a prominent ‘Stop and Wait’ sign. The other road was quite different, metalled and in a first-class state of repair. Since they had to wait, they all got out and looked up and down it. It was single track, but with a long passing place where they were, and it and the whole stretch of road was overlooked by cameras. The passing place was equipped with red and green lights, much bigger than standard traffic signals. Within a few seconds, a convoy of seven articulated trucks appeared, heading towards the capital. They drove quite fast- probably about fifty miles per hour- but were already beginning to slow down as they came into view. They stopped in the passing place, and soon another six trucks came in the opposite direction, without stopping or slowing down at all. Within seconds of their passing the stationary convoy, receiving a green light, started moving again, and in another half minute all was quiet.
‘This is one of the two proper motor-roads leading in and out of the Republic’s territory’, explained Jenny. ‘If you wondered how all those delicacies you’ve been scoffing got here, now you know. It’s an automatic traffic-control system based on the traditional methods of single-track working on railways. It’s quite sophisticated but we’ve never had an accident, and just a couple of occasions when trucks came face-to-face and one had to back up. Our transport costs aren’t much more than in the more developed parts of the world. Notice that this passing place is in quite a deep hollow. The trees almost meet overhead, and the tarmac’s been dyed to make it inconspicuous. Now we’d better get going while we’ve got a green light. The convoys aren’t usually more than a few minutes apart.’
When they were going again, Suzie asked what happened when the trucks reached the capital. ‘We haven’t seen any depots or distribution centres that could handle that kind of traffic, Miss Jenny.’
‘They’re in a valley just to the south’, she replied. ‘Making them invisible from the air was difficult, and to some extent they’re disguised as natural features. I’ll try to fit in a visit for you some time.’
‘Do some of those trucks carry slaves, mistress?’ she asked.
‘Yes, but not many, and they obviously don’t look any different.’
‘Do buses and private cars use the road, mistress?’
‘A few, but most long-distance travel is by air.’
Both the girls were a little tired, so the conversation lapsed, and they sat back and dozed for the remaining twenty minutes of the journey, which ended in a car park next to a featureless wooden structure that was obviously on a steep hillside. From the bottom of the bank they could hear machinery; possibly some kind of conveyor belt, and the sound of trucks starting and moving off in low gear. ‘In case you two hadn’t realised what this place is’, said Jenny as they clambered out of the vehicle; ‘it’s a mine.’ It produces various chemicals including cobalt, but it also turns out clay in bulk, for mixing with stone to make various building materials that we use for foundations and the frameworks for wooden structures. I can’t see either of you ending up anywhere like this, except perhaps as comfort girls for the free employees or, as you get much older, clerical staff. But I want you to see as many roles as possible. It’ll give you a better idea of your place in our world, and how lucky you are. Why are you pulling that face, Poppy?’
Poppy had her lips pursed together in a thin line. ‘You told her not to speak, Mistress Jenny’, said Suzie helpfully. ‘She’s just showing you how obedient she is.’
‘It’s possible to be too obedient’, she snapped back. ‘Poppy, you can speak now, so long as you keep it decent. We’ll go in now; we didn’t come all this way to stand in the car park.’
The office on the car park level was modest and functional. They were met by the manager- a middle-aged man wearing a very light shirt and shorts- and led through to a small lounge where a slavegirl brought them coffee. She was dressed in a mock waitress uniform, made of thin vinyl and concealing very little, and her hands were lightly chained in front. It was difficult to assess her looks, as she wore a large panel gag. The manager- his name was Dominic Henriquez- outlined his plan for their visit, which included lunch in a room attached to the staff canteen. Before then they’d visit the chemical sorting rooms, and after lunch they’d see the deeper clay mining. He led them through a thick metal door, and after that they had difficulty hearing themselves think, let alone talk. He took four headsets from a line of hooks on the wall and put them on them all, and after that they were connected by short-range radio.
The hall in which they stood was basically a series of conveyor belts. Much of it was automatic, but at various points naked slaves were chained, watching the belts for nuggets of particular value. One of the lines was sediment from the valley floor, containing occasional bits of gold. The slaves wore ear protectors but nothing else, and were by and large older and less attractive than the ones they’d previously encountered. They walked through the area with Dominic commenting on the various products, their uses and the revenues they produced. Two other free employees wandered round keeping an eye on the workers and seeing that the various containers were replaced when full. It was their job also to pick out the most industrious and productive slaves, which was difficult when they worked on different commodities. At one side of the room, a very buxom and lovely girl was bound to an upright post. ‘The best worker in the hall gets her for the evening and night’, he said. We keep a dozen presentable girls just for that purpose. We need three on duty at any one time, and there are three shifts per day. In the residential block, six worker slaves are enjoying their rewards even as we speak. The others can use one another, of course. The balance of genders is about even.’
The passed through more doors into a smaller hall where solid product was being sorted. ‘We do a bit of quarrying’, Dominic said. ‘There’s a stratum of good-quality building stone in the hillside opposite, but the demand is limited. I don’t suppose you’ve seen many stone buildings while you’ve been here.’ There was another bound girl there; apparently shared with the next room, which was especially noisy. A series of conveyor belts brought various products into the building and were routed to their destinations, and some slaves were positioned in gantries over the belts, shovelling off some of the lumps and piles that didn’t belong where they were. It was hard and unpleasant work; the atmosphere was thick with dust. Through another series of doors they reached an actual mine. Driven into the hillside under the car park, it produced small quantities of valuable minerals, with some of the sorting done on the spot. It was very hard work for the slaves, who laboured with pick-axes and shovels, eschewing power tools as too imprecise for the purpose. ‘These slaves change places every week with those in the sheds’, said Dominic. You should understand that those you’ve seen so far are not here as a punishment. It’s simply the work they’re best suited for.’ There was another slavegirl quite near the cutting face, but she was bound back to back with a boy, whose penis was erect. ‘Most of the workers are straight’, they were told, ‘but we have a couple of boys for the others, or in case they want a change.’
Suzie asked a question. ‘Master, by my reckoning you have more of the “reward” slaves than you need from day to day. Do you need to keep some in reserve?’
‘They do get the occasional rest day, and there is some wear and tear’, he replied. ‘But the free staff and those in the offices also use them from time to time. It’s quite a full life for them. Keeping them tied up like this for eight hours a day is a bit of an extravagance, but we do feel it’s good for the workers to have something to see and aspire to.’
‘I don’t see any whipping posts, or stocks, or any means of punishing the slaves’, said Poppy. How is that done, master?’
‘Not much, actually. We prefer carrots to sticks. If we do need to punish, we do it in private. Remember, working here isn’t a punishment in itself. Anyone who‘s determined not to cooperate can always do a spell in the clay mine. That is a punishment.’
‘How to you get the women that you use for rewards, master?’
‘Most of them are bought on the open market. Generally we choose girls who are good-looking enough to be pleasure slaves, but lack the intelligence or the social skills. I think you two would find the life a bit monotonous. We keep a couple of vacancies for temporary placings. Some owners who travel abroad and don’t want to leave their slaves with friends or in kennels send them here. It’s often instructive for them; not many pleasure slaves spend all day bound to a post with no-one touching or speaking to them.’
When they’d seen enough they were taken to a canteen on a level about half-way up the hillside. The lifts were powered by electricity generated by waterwheels in the river below. Lunch was wholesome and plain; a mushroom risotto followed by apple pie, and they ate in a private alcove. The could, however, see slaves, quite lightly chained, eating in the main room. ‘They eat before and after their shifts’, they were told. Many of them never see daylight, so it makes no difference to them.’ Jenny fed the girls. She was offered a slave to help, but preferred not to be a drain on the facilities’ quite stretched resources. Afterwards they went into the clay mine.
The deeper mines in the bottom of the valley were a very different place. A complex of galleries, narrow passages and workfaces, all connected by narrow-gauge wagons pulled by naked slaves; they were hot, damp and thoroughly unpleasant. The actual mining was done with picks, shovels and buckets, usually by men working knee deep in mud and dirty water. Water dripped constantly from the roofs and ran down the walls. It seemed safe enough; there were plenty of concrete pit props in use, and it was dimly lit by LED bulbs. Overseers, some free and some slaves, wandered about with whips, but the passages were often too narrow to deploy them. Most of the workers wore shock collars or, it was explained to them, ‘experimental shocking butt plugs.’
They didn’t spend long in the mine itself, but also toured the associated facilities. There was another canteen that dispensed much plainer food. Today’s special was potato pie. The bunk rooms were just that, with no privacy or comforts. There were no reward slaves on display, apparently the best workers just got first choice form among their colleagues. Occasionally of the girls was sent down to reward someone for a special service, such as helping injured slaves or warning of potential hazards. ‘Remember’, said Dominic, ‘these people are being punished. Some of them are free convicts, and some will be released in time, but we treat all alike. He opened a door and they stood in the entrance to a bunk room where the workers were off-duty. Some were sleeping, but others were humping one another in their bunks. For that reason there were more workers than bunks in all three dormitories. They also looked at a facility where the raw clay was partly refined and formed into blocks for transport. Also a punishment; that work was also gruelling, dirty and very, very wet. 
In due course it was time to leave. Both the girls had quite enjoyed the visit, for they’d seen something completely different; quite unlike the environments they’d visited in and around the city. Both were agreed that they had no desire to go back, and certainly not in a professional capacity. On the journey back they both slept, leaving Jenny bored and rather regretting having discouraged their conversation before. She was actually quite keen to acquire some of the more difficult skills usually encountered in the more experienced pleasure slaves, for like most free women, she couldn’t avoid feeling, sometimes, that she had to compete with them. Some free women affected a prudishness, almost a frigidity, that set themselves apart from ‘the kind of girls’ with which their husbands or partners took their pleasure, but Jenny had no intention of falling into that category.
 

***

 
The girls woke up in the clinic’s car park, and Jenny wiped the sleep from their eyes before leading them into the building. There they underwent the usual battery of tests and samplings. Something new, however, was added. They were taken into individual rooms- small but with comfortable beds and pleasant décor and furnishings- and visited by male pleasure slaves. At first it seemed very odd to be caressed and aroused by these total strangers, both of whom were tall, dark and handsome, but both girls were feeling thoroughly sex-starved after going without since before breakfast. The men did not penetrate them, but masturbated them to orgasm, whereupon female nurses immediately came in to take samples of their vaginal fluid, and made measurements of their blood pressure, body temperature, etc. Told to wait forty minutes, when more samples would be taken and tests made, they both independently asked to keep their men until then, but were refused. After half an hour, the males exchanged places and tried to arouse the girls again. Their efforts were much more successful with Poppy than with Suzie, and this time, once the tests were finished they were allowed to keep the men for half an hour, which they enjoyed, even though they were never told their names.
An hour later they were sitting in Doctor Smythe’s office with Jenny, and Ted, who’d been there for the same purpose and decided to sit in on the consultation. The doctor looked quite grave, so they knew that there was a problem of some kind. His explanation was quite long, and they had to make an effort to concentrate. They also felt a little embarrassed at the frankness of his presentation.
‘Girls, we’ve tracked, very carefully, the development of your libido from the time of your first injections. I have to tell you that it’s increasing far more quickly than we intended, as is your production of vaginal fluid. We have no idea at all why this is happening. We thought we’d given you doses so small that we wondered whether they’d have any effect, let alone this kind of effect. Either the compounds we’re getting are so unpredictable that they simply aren’t fit for medical applications, or the doses are being wrongly calculated. I can only apologise and assure you we’ll do our utmost to manage the effects that you’ll experience. Doctor Clark is coming over from England to investigate the problem from a medical point of view, and he’s bringing with him one Gillian Taylor, who’ll be looking for possible procedural problems, and even possible misconduct by medical staff. Apparently there has been a serious instance of that in the UK, but there was no suspicion until the present time that anything of the sort was happening here. They’ll want to see you, of course, so we’ve pencilled you in for two days from now, first thing in the afternoon.’
Poppy spoke then. ‘Doctor, we are mostly interested in how this error- if that’s what it is- will affect our health and our everyday lives.’
‘Of course, Poppy. Your libido will increase considerably; it isn’t possible to say how quickly yet. It will reach a point at which it will be dangerous for your mental and physical health to go without sexual release, for a period of time that is also difficult to predict, but might be as little as two hours. We think that you are somewhat in advance of Suzie in this respect. You probably have about a week before it gets serious. You will then experience, I’m afraid, quite a difficult time- about a month. Because the symptoms will affect you twenty-four seven, your rest periods will have to be carefully timed. Eventually the symptoms will begin to recede, but it will be some months before you’re back to where you are now, if that’s what your keeper wants.’
Jenny was looking more and more perturbed. ‘Doctor, this makes it difficult to use them as normal sex-slaves. You’re virtually telling us they need constant care. This is going to be demanding.’
‘It’s true that they’ll have needs that have to be seen as medical, as well as sexual. Those needs must be met, as an absolute right. They must not be deprived of sex as a punishment, for instance, or because it’s inconvenient for someone to get up in the night. But for all that, sex is sex. If you can find the demand for it, you’ll have a virtually inexhaustible supply.’
‘But we’ve agreed to send them off for a week’s hire before the end of the week!’
‘May I make a suggestion, Jenny? If you assign them a permanent assistant who can service them when there’s no alternative available, whose absolute responsibility is their care, you can still do quite a lot else with them. So you can rent them out. You just have to specify that they must always have access to the assistant. Actually, it sounds as if they’ll be back before the crisis really begins for them. Rather more serious for you, probably, is that you won’t be able to contemplate putting them up for sale for some months. You might consider whether there’s any alternative arrangement you can make, but that’s not my business. The government won’t put pressure on you to sell them.’
Jenny wasn’t’ entirely sure that it wasn’t his business, and there was some legalistic argument that the girls didn’t really follow. They were finding it difficult to absorb what they were hearing. Apparently they were being transformed into insatiable sex maniacs; vampires who needed sex instead of blood. They couldn’t possibly imagine how that would feel. They didn’t say another word between them until they were back at the new house, being encouraged to lie down and relax before their early dinner. In fact they were so exhausted, both physically and emotionally, that they did sleep together in a half-finished bedroom. Just before they were summoned to dinner they managed to make love in the ’69’ position despite their wrists still being locked behind them. Presumably they could expect such expedients to be more and more necessary as time went on. There were just six for dinner; Ted and Jenny, the girls, and Sandrine and Fanny to feed them. Poppy immediately asked the former about her night with the Marquess. ‘Very pleasant’, she said, ‘but not too demanding. Nothing like the night before. He did say he hoped for a repeat performance.’
The meal was quite simple; no starter and a big paella for the main course. Obviously the kitchen couldn’t have guessed that they’d had risotto for lunch. Ted and Jenny had obviously spent the last hour in deep discussion with one another, but first he made a couple of brief announcements. ‘Poppy and Suzie’, he said, ‘you’ve both got your first choices. Tonight Poppy will be with Pytha and Suzie with Chastity. I have to say that while both have consented, both were surprised, and Chastity would never dream of refusing a suggestion put to her by the Bishop. Pytha always gives good value, but Poppy, you’ll have to work to win her heart and mind. I’ve never been able to bring myself to punish a girl with no arms, so she had been spoilt rather. And Suzie, I’ve no idea how you’ll fare with your choice.’
‘We’ll manage, master. Thank you for arranging it’, Suzie replied.
‘My pleasure. Now for a more important subject. Jenny and I have been discussing what Doctor Smythe told us this afternoon, and while you were asleep we gave Sandrine and Fanny a summary account. Before we make any firm decisions about the future we want to hear from Doctor Clark and this Gillian person. But you must be apprehensive about what’s happening to you, and we feel responsible for it to some extent. So we want to reassure you, that your medical needs- which in this case means your sexual needs- will be given absolute priority. When you go to the Marquess’ estate it will be on condition that you are constantly attended. Sandrine has volunteered to go with you. Fanny is also willing, but Sandrine has the Marquess’ favour, it seems, and that makes her the right person. Anyone who has charge of you will be briefed appropriately. You will never be denied sexual release, even if you are deserving of punishment. Does this help you? It’s difficult for us to read your minds; to know how you really feel about all this.’
Suzie answered. ‘At the moment I don’t think we know how we feel, master, but we are grateful for your assurances. May I ask, will you be able to keep us until the symptoms have passed, however long that may be?’
‘The doctor can forbid your sale on medical grounds, and on his say-so the state will have to pay our costs, so yes, we can keep you. We may be able to make some kind of claim against whoever caused this problem, if negligence or malice is involved. Of course, when you say, “the symptoms have passed”, that’s not necessarily a point that’s easily defined. Jenny obviously wanted a result from these treatments. I’ll be up to her to decide when that result has been achieved.’
Poppy intervened. ‘Master, mistress, like most patients receiving bad news from their doctors, I forgot to ask an important question. Our breasts are growing. It’s slow but visible now, as I’m sure you’ve noticed. I meant to ask him whether that’s proceeding according to plan, or whether that’s out of control as well. Will we need someone to carry them for us?’
Jenny smiled and Ted laughed. ‘I suspect not, Poppy’, said the former. ‘But I’ll make a note that we mustn’t forget to ask next time we go.’
That part of the conversation lapsed then. Over coffee they discussed progress on the house. The team sent by the Marquess had arrived and set up a camp just outside the grounds- near the rope school- and would start work tomorrow morning. Fanny, who almost never spoke in company, obviously wanted to say something, and was invited to speak her mind. ‘Master Ted’, she said nervously, ‘the plans we agreed upon include a vivarium tank in the main bedroom, but I’m wondering whether, now we have more labour available, we should consider adding one for the main living room, with one side showing from there, and the other in the kitchen diner. When there’s just two or four at dinner, I think you’ll often eat in there. If you remember, Master Ted and Mistress Jenny, the table in the kitchen is going to be a semi-circle with the straight side against the wall, though it will be capable of being pulled out into the room. But the straight side could be up against the bottom edge of the tank.’
‘That’s brilliant, Fanny, if you can fit it into the design’, Ted answered. Sketch it into the plan tomorrow morning.’
I could do it this evening, master, if you don’t have any other plans for me.’
‘Fanny, who would you like to sleep with tonight, of the available options?’
She looked startled at being given a choice. ‘I wonder, Mistress Jenny, if Voluptua is free tonight?’
‘She’ll be made free’, said Jenny. You can stay here and we’ll send her over from wherever she is. At the moment she’s helping with an evening class at the Rope School, as is Susan. Ted and I will use the chalet tonight, and we’ll just take Sandrine with us.’ She smiled at the latter. ‘You seem to be so popular, Sandrine my dear, that it we want to find out what all the fuss is about.’ She decided to finish the arrangements for the night. ‘Poppy, we’ve arranged for Pytha to be taken to Ted’s flat, and Midnight and Susan will be in the tank there. They won’t disturb you, but might supply a little extra stimulation, should you need it. We’ve set aside another chalet for Suzie and Chastity; it’s the only one vacant at the moment. Won’t it be nice to have our own bedroom here, Ted? When this place is finished there’ll be much less need to play musical beds every night. I trust that’s satisfactory for everyone?’
Poppy took it upon herself to respond. ‘Thank you so much for what you’ve done, master and mistress. It’s always great to watch Susan in action. One thing I was intending to say this morning, Mistress Jenny, before we were distracted by that strange crossroads; did you know that Susan can bring a woman to orgasm using nothing but one big toe? Then she’s got this technique with her fingers that she calls “differential nipple play”, when she squeezes them alternately, very rapidly indeed. It’s difficult to describe the effect it has, especially when she combines it with . . .’
‘Thank you, Poppy dear, we’ve got the picture’, interrupted Jenny. ‘I’ve still got my bar of carbolic soap. Those drugs seem to have loosened your tongue as well as your morals.’
‘I didn’t think we were allowed morals, mistress’, said Suzie, innocently.
‘You aren’t. Not that kind, anyway. It was just a figure of speech.’ She turned to Ted. ‘Wipe that grin off your face, it encourages them. I think it’s time to get them ready.’
The bathroom facilities in the new house still being very primitive, Sandrine offered to revert to her old role and take the girls to the bathhouse. Their wrists were released, and they were washed, moisturised and oiled. Their plugs were removed and they were given enemas, and their bottoms then left open. It felt strange after wearing the plugs for so long, but Ted, they were told, had decreed unrestricted access. Then their wrists were chained in front of their bodies, about eighteen inches apart, leaving them much freer than usual. They were obviously expected to take charge of their ‘rewards’. The bathhouse being close to Ted’s flat, Sandrine left Suzie to wait while she walked Poppy over. They stood outside the door for a moment to kiss one another goodnight, and Poppy took a deep breath, and went in. 









Chapter 7 - A Night to Remember

 
On entering the main room in Ted’s flat, it was easy to be distracted by the illuminated tank on the far wall, in which the naked bodies of Midnight and Susan writhed gently on the soft mattress that comprised the floor. The latter’s hands were confined behind her; it seemed to be the usual custom to leave Midnight dominant. Soon, reflected Poppy, she’d be in that situation, needing constant sex from anyone who was available to provide it. She looked for Pytha, and found that she was on the original bed, watching her with a slight, uncertain smile on her lovely face. Unusually, for in the warm climate bedding was usually confined to a mattress covering, her body was hidden under a white cotton sheet, though the outline of her generous bust was clearly visible. Poppy immediately climbed onto the bed beside her, but didn’t pull the sheet aside just yet. She spoke softly to her, looking straight into her anxious eyes.
‘Pytha; when we first met, I thought you were so lovely, you took my breath away. I think my friend Suzie felt the same way. We were very new then, very shy, and very frightened. You probably thought us rather rude. Our other friend Lizzie was very rude; she’s been sold now. I’ve really been looking forward to meeting you again. May I kiss you?’
The eyes widened just a little more, the smile broadened, and she nodded. Poppy leant down and put her mouth to hers, and their friendship was sealed. She was careful not to rush things, but continued just to kiss Pytha for some minutes, until they’d thoroughly explored one another’s lips and mouths. Then she pulled aside the sheet, and put her hands on the big, augmented breasts, and then on her sex. She noticed only then that the girl’s legs had been spread; her feet were tied to the bottom corners of the bed. Poppy decided to leave them there for the time being. She continued stroking her pubic mound gently, trying to get her interested rather than aroused, and continued kissing her and nuzzling her throat. She was acutely conscious of the fact that she was dealing with an experienced sex-slave, even though their ages were probably only months apart. But Pytha was enjoying the touching, twisting her upper body as if trying to get into closer contact. Poppy didn’t want to lie right on top of her, but pushed her own breasts against her body, and began to probe between the outer labia with her fingers. Pytha was wet, very wet, and she whimpered and groaned and Poppy pushed deeper. She tried to keep their lips locked together as she worked on the clitoris, frustrated that her chain prevented her from using the other arm to hold their bodies together. Nevertheless, as soon as she began to touch the bud directly, Pytha came all of a sudden, and the reason for her name became immediately apparent. She was able to use her bound ankles as anchor points to help her rear up against Poppy, twisting and turning her armless torso as she did so. Feeling the big, firm breasts against her own inflamed Poppy’s arousal and as soon as Pytha had finished her orgasm she mounted her mouth, facing down her body, and rode her till she came herself. It didn’t take long; with no hands to help her, the fucktoy had developed her oral skills until they were the equal of Susan’s, or even Midnight’s.
Afterwards Poppy held Pytha’s head in her hands, kissing her and saying ‘thank you’ several times, being rewarded by beaming smiles. After a few minutes she broke off to undo the ropes that held her ankles, and she held her close after that, rolling her on top and running her hands all over her upper body, including her narrow shoulders, where the bones were smooth and round, with no sign of scarring where vestigial arms had been removed. Like many people, Poppy had felt a certain squeamishness when she’d first seen both Pytha and Torsa, but she found no difficulty in overcoming it now. The lines of Pytha’s body were utterly bewitching- perfect- making Poppy feel that her arms were, from an aesthetic point of view, no more than an excrescence. She badly wanted to have a proper conversation with her, but as Pytha could not speak, it might be difficult to communicate at all. First Poppy got them both drinks of water and wine, holding it up to her lips instead of using a straw. Then she settled them down facing her, arranging plenty of pillows to help prop them up. Pytha really needed to be ‘cradled’ when sitting upright, having no means of steadying herself.
‘Pytha, you know you’re one of the most beautiful human beings I’ve ever seen in my life’, she began, and meant every word of it. Pytha seemed to understand that she did, and rewarded her with a beaming smile. ‘You make a great sacrifice, but you must bring so much pleasure to everyone who meets you.’ Pytha made a kissing motion. ‘Tell me, Pytha, do all your clients satisfy you sexually?’
Pytha pursed her lips and waggled her head. ‘Some do, some don’t?’ A firm nod. ‘Do you get clients you don’t’ like? Clients who are cruel? The response was difficult to interpret; a curious slant to her head, a couple of quick nods with a twisting of the mouth and a furrowing of the forehead. ‘Just a few? Are you saying that you don’t lump the ones you don’t like together with the cruel ones?’ A smile and a nod. Poppy considered that. She’d assumed that Pytha’s total vulnerability must make her quite frightened of anyone who wanted rough sex, or bdsm in any shape or form. She abandoned her detached position and hugged the armless girl close against her, kissing her as she did so. The she looked her in the eye. ‘I wonder if you can tell me, is there anything you’d really, really, like me to do, or help you to do? Anything at all, whether you think I’d like it or not?’
What followed was one of the most interesting times of Poppy’s time in the Republic so far. It started with Pytha looking back at her quizzically, as if not entirely convinced that the offer was genuine. Then, when she saw that Poppy was waiting for an answer, she nodded, and produced quite a wicked-looking smile. She wriggled out of Poppy’s arms like a puppy wanting to be let down, and glanced down at the drinks with raised eyebrows. Taking that as an indication that it would be the last chance for a while, Poppy gave her some wine and took a drink herself, following it up with some water. Should she to go to the toilet as well? She didn’t need to, and was beginning now to realise that her need to urinate was declining steadily.
Pytha stood up with a single, lithe swing of her legs, and stood looking at the bedside cabinet. Poppy squirmed over to that side to look herself, and saw three drawers which, when opened, contained the usual assortment of lengths of rope and chain, padlocks, gags and blindfolds. In the space between the cabinet and the wall hung or stood a number of canes and whips, but she also noticed that a long, thin whip was coiled on the top, where Ted usually kept drinks. They were now on a fold-out shelf just over the second bed. With a foot, Pytha indicated the drawer with the ropes, and Poppy pulled some lengths out, until she got a two-note hum that seemed to say ‘enough’. Then she was directed, in the same way, to take out a panel gag, with penis insert and breather hole. When she made as if to put it on Pytha she got a vigorous shake of the head, but an equally emphatic nod when she applied it to her own mouth.
It was now obvious that Poppy was expected to restrain herself. This made her somewhat nervous, because unless she was expected to stay that way all night, she had to take it on trust that Pytha would be able to undo her. But she felt committed, so she put the insert right into her mouth and tightened up all the straps. At least she wasn’t told to padlock them. Next she was told to rope her ankles to the lower corners of the bed, which she also did with Pytha watching carefully and shaking her head when she thought that she was leaving herself too much slack. The next step was very revealing; Ted had prepared the bed carefully for this scenario, assuming that somehow, Pytha would persuade Poppy to agree to it. Perhaps there were back-up plans in case she didn’t. Using her feet to push and prod her, Pytha got her to put her hands well over her head, onto the headboard itself. She’d never seen it in the raw before; on previous visits it had been concealed under a padded cover, as befitted a traditional four-poster. Now she saw that the wooden board was actually a set of stocks, with several scalloped circles of varying size. Poppy’s wrists rested in one of the depressions, and as she was wearing cuffs, the exact fit didn’t matter. The stocks were of course open, but all Pytha had to do was push down a lever at the side, which she did with one foot. A mechanism hidden behind locked the top bar down onto the bottom, and Poppy was held fast.
Poppy assumed that the lever could just as easily be pulled back up, and so was no longer worried about Pytha’s ability to free her. She was now completely under the control of someone who was almost helpless herself. She expected, therefore, to get her breasts sucked and her pussy eaten, and to be made to reciprocate, but apart from that, what could possibly go wrong? Quite a lot, it seemed, though that took a while to become apparent. At first Pytha just lay on top of Poppy, kissing and licking her, and, as expected, sucking her nipples. That was as far down as she got at that point. She worked her way up- watching her change positions was instructive in itself- and reached out with a foot to hook and grasp the little whip on the bedside cabinet. That was Poppy’s first inkling that the session was going to involve pain, but she still felt unconcerned. A whipping by an armless girl was, surely, like a dog walking on its hind legs. It is not done well; but you are surprised to find it done at all, had been Doctor Johnson’s verdict. But with a remarkably graceful and quite complex series of movements, Pytha got her right foot through the loop that formed the handle of the whip and twirled it to wrap round her ankle. She let herself fall back onto the second bed, raised her leg vertically above her and brought it down with a sudden, smooth and rounded movement. With hardly a moment to prepare herself, Poppy gasped as a line of fire flashed across her exposed breasts. She watched, shocked, as the leg pulled the whip back up, threw it back behind the contorted body, and flung it back, like a fisherman casting a line. Poppy shrieked into her gag as the stroke crossed her breasts again, touching both her nipples. How could Pytha be so precise, with such a handicap? The answer must be years of practice, she’d been whipping people since she’d reached the age of consent, if not before. Glancing to her left, Poppy could see that Midnight and Susan were watching from the tank, their noses almost pressed against the glass. Was she, Poppy, the only person in the brothel who didn’t know that Pytha was a sadist? She screamed, or tried to, as the third lash tore across her soft mounds, followed quickly by a fourth. It was function of Pytha’s technique that she couldn’t vary the pace, as it depended on maintaining a rhythm. On the other hand, complacency about the lightness of the whip or her lack of arms to wield it was very much misplaced. By scissoring her legs to keep her balance, she was able to achieve a much longer swing than was usual with an arm, and her timing was a thing of beauty. Poppy’s breasts had to take three more lashes before there was a pause. She was frantic now, trying hard to twist her body away from the incredibly accurate blows, but that only concentrated the impacts on her right breast. After delivering six lashes Pytha paused to move a little closer to Poppy, and started another series. The move brought the left breast more into play, and after the first three or four, Poppy was shrieking continuously into the leather panel that covered her mouth. It was the first time in her life that she’d ever been whipped, and of all places, it was on her breasts. Her whole chest was an inferno of fire and pain, and she knew she’d brought it on herself.
After she’d given Poppy a dozen lashes, Pytha dropped the whip and squirmed back onto the main bed, kissing the licking the flesh that she’d just been scourging. Feeling the relative coolness of her saliva, Poppy welcomed her and pushed her breasts upwards, wanting the whole area wetted and soothed. She couldn’t imagine what they looked like; peering down as much as she could, she could see a reddening of the skin, but couldn’t assess its extent. As soon as she’d licked all the area that she’d flogged with such cold-blooded precision, Pytha moved down to her open sex, and burrowed in deep with her lips and tongue. The effect was dramatic. Poppy felt the pain in her chest suddenly into something completely different; an orgasm that, instead of originating from her vagina, somehow consumed her entire body. Her bondage left her with no outlet for the energies that were flowing through her. She was pulling hard on the ropes that bound her ankles and bruising her wrists in the stocks in the headboard. When the climax passed Pytha didn’t stop, but kept on, sucking her clitoris into her mouth, until Poppy had a second and a third massive orgasm. Only then did she allow herself to turn round and sit back on Poppy’s face, until she too was satisfied. Throughout this process, the occupants of the tank sat watching them, like spectators who’d bought tickets and expected to get maximum value for money.
 

***

 
Afterwards Poppy expected to be released immediately, but Pytha, obviously very proud of her technique, gave her a couple of demonstration lashes on her thighs and the soles of her feet. There was no erotic intent, however, and afterwards she hooked her foot under the lever that released the stocks. Poppy was then able to take off the gag and untie the ropes that held her legs apart. The magnificence of her orgasms- beyond anything she’d previously experienced- had convinced her to forgive the crippled girl, and she took her in her arms to hug and kiss her. Her breasts were still burning, so after that reassuring gesture she went into the bathroom to get some of the magic ointment. She brought the tube back, holding it up to ask for permission, and when Pytha nodded, she applied it to the affected area. She’d seen in the bathroom mirror the dark stripes that marked her breasts and wondered what Jenny would have to say about them in the morning. Would she be made to show them in public if they were still visible? She could feel that the skin was slightly ridged. The ointment was soothing the pain almost as soon as it was applied, but she doubted whether it could work the miracle of returning her to normal overnight. She glowered at the tank, where the occupants were still watching her intently. After a few moments they returned to their own business, Midnight pushing Susan back onto the mattress.
It was only eleven o’clock; the night was yet young. She drank some water, then some wine, and gave some of each to Pytha, who was looking at her very expectantly. ‘Half an hour’s rest’, she said firmly, and got a slightly disappointed nod in return. She lay down and held the armless body against hers, ignoring the slight discomfort in her breasts. In fact she found that the pain, dulled by the ointment, had turned into a kind of warmth that suffused her upper body when she pressed Pytha’s mounds against hers. It was a feeling more of profound contentment than of lust, and she just, for the moment, let her lips rest lightly on those of her new lover. She was almost dozing off when she was brought back to alertness by teeth closing on her lower lip, and a knee pushing its way up into her groin. But what should she do now? Ordinary sex must seem tame to Pytha, perhaps she should ask for ideas again. But although she knew that she’d certainly sacrifice herself again, it wouldn’t be tonight. She might be asked to hang herself by her big toes, or submit to having needles stuck through her nipples. Then she realised that Pytha was mouthing something, and looked hard at her. ‘Are you saying, “Whip me”?’ she asked. A vigorous nod. ‘Anywhere in particular?’ An equally vigorous shake, and Pytha rolled away and spread her legs, and then turned over, as if to say that her entire body was at Poppy’s disposal. To postpone the decision, Poppy gave her what she hoped was a wolfish grin. ‘I’ll have to consider which part of you is most deserving of chastisement’, she said, and started examining Pytha’s body minutely, all over, starting with her mouth and moving down to kiss and lick every square millimetre of her torso, front and back, turning her over like a sack of potatoes every time she wanted to change sides. Before she reached her sex, however, she suddenly turned her attention to her feet, sucking every toe in turn, and then the soles. Working quickly up her legs, she kept Pytha on her tummy and parted her legs. Lying down the length of her back, she pulled open her buttocks to reveal her rear opening, and pushed a finger inside. She heard a faint squeal from above, and followed it up with her tongue, rimming it first, and then pushing as far in as she could. There was considerable wriggling and squealing going on now, and she had to take into account the possibility that anal/oral wasn’t a great favourite with Pytha. She didn’t let it worry her, though, because, after all, tit-whipping was an acquired taste, especially for the one at the receiving end.
After a few minutes Poppy began to reach under Pytha’s body to use her fingers in her pussy, though she continued the anal mouthwork. That got a much better reception, and a climax followed a couple of minutes later. She didn’t allow a second, but turned Pytha over and knelt over her face until she’d had her own. After that, she felt she couldn’t prevaricate any longer. She turned Pytha onto her front again, and found the ropes that had been used to tie her legs earlier. She used them for the same purpose, but pulled her victim further down the bed and spread her legs wider apart. She also put a pillow under her hips to make her bottom stick up a little. Then she took her time checking through what was available and assembling a little collection of whips, switches and straps, and finally bent down to murmur in Pytha’s ear. ‘I’m not going to bother gagging you, darling, because you can’t beg for mercy anyway. Yell all you like. It won’t make any difference. I’m going to start off very gently, and make it last a long time.’
She started with a little multi-stranded whip- quite light and soft- that was little more than a toy. But she swung it with a will at Pytha’s back, keeping to one side and working her way down; then moving to the other and moving back up. She was aiming to strike just hard enough to sting, but not so hard that she wouldn’t be able to keep it up indefinitely. She was totally lacking in experience, but she seemed to have it about right. Pytha was wriggling and squeaking loudly, but didn’t seem in real distress. She bent down again. ‘That was twenty’, she said. Shall we start with a hundred, and see how we get on?’ Pytha, whose head was sideways on the mattress, gave her a bright smile and a nod, and a little shiver went down her body. Poppy found a broad leather strap and began to beat the upturned buttocks with it. The resulting slapping sound was very satisfactory, as was the gradual reddening of the skin. Since Poppy was now kneeling astride Pytha’s waist, the latter could no longer wriggle and twist her body, and meaningless shrieks were her only response. Poppy almost forgot to count, but after another twenty strokes she paused, and felt under Pytha’s crotch to assess her wetness. Finding her soaking, she continued to plunge her fingers into her pussy, hearing her breathing increase so rapidly that she barely managed to get her fingers squarely on her clitoris before the climax began. The she just pressed hard, feeling the blood pulsing through it, and listening to the long, ululating wail from behind her.
Again she allowed Pytha only one orgasm, and then took a short break, refreshing herself with both water and wine. She made a mental note to ask for some kind of fruit juice as an alternative. Then she took a short rubber rod, the purpose of which was not entirely clear. She wondered whether it as designed for beating men’s penises, but she’d guessed that it was ideal for use on Pytha’s inner thighs. She used it by bending it back and flirting it against the soft flesh, with a very pronounced ‘thwack’. She worked her way down one thigh and up the other, again administering twenty blows, with Pytha struggling vainly in the ropes that held her open and vulnerable. Poppy didn’t allow her any respite at all after that, but took a light switch, stood by the foot of the bed, and administered ten strokes to the soles of each foot. That made a hundred, but she felt there was scope for far more than that. After another twenty on her buttocks- a little more severe than before- she brought Pytha to another orgasm, but this time she persisted until she came a second time. After another short break she went for the grand finale. With a much longer, thinner whip, similar to the one used on her own breasts, she gave Pytha twenty quite full-blooded lashes on her back, and went down again to use her tongue in her asshole and her hands in her pussy, to start a series of shuddering climaxes. With that she felt she’d done her duty, and she quickly undid the ropes and turned the girl over, hugging and kissing her. Pytha was panting and exhausted, but the slackness of her lips and the readiness of her tongue to enter Poppy’s mouth indicated that she was happy with the session. In fact she was soon trying to worm her way down Poppy’s body to get to her pubes, but she wasn’t allowed to do that. Instead she was given a drink and inspected for signs of damage. Poppy had used her tools carefully, but there were some light marks on Pytha’s bottom and back, and they were treated with ointment.
Poppy brought some snacks from the kitchen, and arranged lots of pillows against the headboard. For a while the two reclined amongst them, Pytha held steady with Poppy’s left arm round her shoulders. With her right she fed her snacks and sips of wine, having put a tray on the mattress to hold everything within reach. She suspected that spillages were common and taken for granted. They spent a few minutes watching the tank. It was an unfailing source of entertainment, for Midnight was both insatiable and inventive. At that point she’d put Susan on her knees and tied her arms up in strappado to a ring in the roof of the tank, which was about five feet tall. She was burrowing from behind underneath her victim, getting her mouth into her crotch, and Susan was trying to sway back and forth, and pull herself up and down, struggling in her strict bondage to get some control over the feelings that were being inflicted on her. The bodies of both women were drenched with sweat, and Poppy, who had never been in the tank, tried to imagine how that must feel. If it had air conditioning it must be set so low as to be almost ineffective, and sooner or later, surely it would become almost suffocating in there. When she wasn’t feeding herself or Pytha wine or food, Poppy was brushing the big breasts with her fingers, occasionally toying with the nipples. She gave a squeeze, trying assess how much of the flesh she was holding was original. ‘Pytha’, she asked softly, ‘have these been enlarged?’ A smile and a nod. ‘Silicon?’ A frown and a shake of the head. ‘Sorry, they don’t feel artificial. Hormones and/or drugs?’ A smile and a nod. ‘I’ve had that too. Perhaps mine will be as big as yours soon.’ A more emphatic smile and a lick of the lips. Pytha obviously liked big boobs. Her knees were now wide open, her soles together, as if to say that touching was welcome. ‘Are you hurting anywhere?’ A mischievous smile and a shake of the head. ‘Did I beat you too hard, or too much?’ A pantomime look of astonishment, and another shake of the head. ‘I gave you a hundred and forty lashes.’ A wrinkling of the nose and a shrug, as if to say, ‘that’s nothing.’ She turned a little and thrust her breasts out, as if to say, ‘Why don’t you whip these?’ Poppy said firmly; ‘No more whipping tonight, Pytha. I do wish we could talk’. Pytha faced her directly, and made an exaggerated movement with her mouth. ‘Lip read?’ asked Poppy? ‘Is there anyone in the brothel who can do that?’ Two slow nods of the head. ‘I’ll find out who they are.’
Poppy took the tray back to the kitchen and rearranged the pillows again. Stretched out next to Pytha, she kissed her and stroked her breasts and body to get her aroused again, though she doubted whether the girl had been in a ‘fully unaroused’ condition at any time during the evening. She also suspected that her breasts were unusually sensitive; the slightest touch brought shudders, gasps or heavy breathing, depending on the circumstances. It seemed amazing that she wanted them whipped. Quite tired now, she kept it simple and used her fingers to bring Pytha to another two orgasms, and then took cunnilingus from her. She decreed that it was time, then, for sleep. She took Pytha to the bathroom, let her pee and rinsed her, and did the same for herself. She washed her own hands, both their faces and anointed both with moisturiser. She cleaned their teeth, and then it was back to bed. Turning the lights down more, she noticed that even the tank was quiet for the moment. After a few minutes of fond, gentle kissing, they both fell asleep within a couple of minutes of one another.
 

***

 
Poppy came to at about four o’clock feeling quite horny, and woke up Pytha, pushing her down between her legs to satisfy her with her mouth. She allowed herself two orgasms, gave Pytha one with her fingers, and went back to sleep.  At eight o’clock she in turn was awoken by her bedmate, who obviously wanted satisfaction, which she duly received, with Poppy using her fingers from behind. Before they could go any further, Fanny and Voluptua appeared with a breakfast trolley and enough food for six.  They unlocked the tank and brought out Midnight, who could walk, and Susan, who couldn’t, and they a few folding chairs in a cupboard so they could all sit, or be propped up, round the little table in the kitchenette. The newcomers clucked disapprovingly over Susan, who had blotches over much of her body where Midnight had sucked at her skin, a red mouth and swollen lips, and seemed generally exhausted and dehydrated. The stripes on Poppy’s breasts were examined and felt; the welts were clearly visible at a glance and still slightly ridged. They didn’t seem surprised to see them; even the person who’d recently been the meanest scullion in the kitchens knew of Pytha’s tastes and abilities. They all ate their fill, feeding Susan and Pytha by hand and letting them drink through straws. Neither of the newcomers showed any signs of wear and tear, and both seemed in good spirits despite having obviously risen early. They were clearly on affectionate terms with one another, and were feeding one another titbits despite both having their hands only loosely chained. Their errand was to deal with Pytha and Poppy’s visits to the toilet, not forgetting their enemas, and then to take Midnight and Susan to the bathhouse. After that Fanny would  be needed at the new house, and Susan would attend Jenny, who’d decided that she needed a haircut. The slavegirl had that skill as a side-line. Suzie was still closeted with Chastity; no-one knew how they’d got on. Neither Poppy nor Suzie would be needed until lunch, which would be at the new house at twelve-thirty.









Chapter 8 The Appeal of Chastity

 
Suzie approached her night with Chastity with greater apprehension than Poppy had felt about Pytha. The truth was that she’d asked for her largely on impulse, feeling compelled to match Poppy’s gesture of choosing the armless girl. It had been such a shallow, childish gesture; she deserved, and could have asked for, the most handsome stud, or the most beautiful female sex slave from the brothel’s pleasure salons. Still, she’d made her bed and would have to lie in it, albeit with someone who probably didn’t want to be in it with her. Since she was already feeling randy, she’d have to hope that the footless girl hadn’t been too aptly named.
Their chalet was in a remote corner of the brothel’s estate, on the opposite side to the Rope School and up against the virgin forest. Sandrine guided her through the maze of ever less visible tracks to get there, and left her at the door, kissing her briefly, giving her a small key and wishing her good luck. Going in, she found the little house to be more luxurious and a bit larger than the one used by Jenny. It had a separate hallway, for instance, from which the very large bedsitting room opened, along with the kitchen-diner, bathroom and another little bedroom. She braced herself and went straight into the living area, which boasted a king-sized bed, several armchairs, a daybed, a computer station and various items of occasional furniture. Chastity was not on the bed, but was sitting on a big sofa, her hands locked behind her back. and her legs slightly apart, revealing the chastity belt still in place. She still had the strange wood or resin stumps on her legs, but her collar was an ordinary one like Suzie’s; not the posture version that she’d worn at the Bishop’s Palace. She was watching Suzie suspiciously, so the latter took the bull by the horns and sat down right next to her. ‘Hello, Chastity’, she began. ‘I wonder if you know why you’re here?’
Chastity frowned, which didn’t seem to mean very much. Suzie refrained from glowering back, but mentally cursed whoever had decided to lock the girl’s wrists behind her, preventing her from writing. She tried again. ‘Chastity, did the Bishop tell you to come here to meet me?’ It was probably not quite the right question, since she’d have been brought by someone else, but she did get a cautious nod in return.
‘Did he tell you that you didn’t have to come if you didn’t want to?’ A doubtful shake; the girl was obviously nervous about any potential criticism of her keeper. ‘He could have refused to send you, of course, but he probably didn’t realise that you were supposed to have a choice as well. I’m afraid it’s too late now; we’re here together, for good or ill.’ She reached over and put a hand on Chastity’s thigh. ‘Shall I tell you why I asked you to come here tonight?’ She got a suspicious nod, and drew a deep breath.
‘I’ve no idea what you already know about me. I was enslaved about three weeks ago, and Mistress Jenny is my keeper. I was taken with my best friend, Poppy, and she’s been wonderful, and kept me from making stupid mistakes that would have got me into real trouble. We’re trying to forge the best lives for ourselves that we possibly can, in this very strange place. We’ve both been given overdoses of a series of drugs that are supposed to make us want sex more, and because they got the doses wrong, I’m afraid that I might seem a little bit . . . predatory . . . to you.’ She gave the thigh a little squeeze as if to illustrate that, and Charity shifted a little uneasily. ‘Anyway, over the last week or so I had occasion to do the owner of this brothel- and Mistress Jenny’s lover- a service that he deemed beyond the call of duty. I helped him staff his private household, and quite by luck, found him a girl who designed a new house for him. So he told me that, as a special reward, I could spend tonight and tomorrow morning with any slave that I chose, provided that he or she was available. I chose you, though I did specify that you could turn me down if you wanted to. I even gave a second choice, just in case. Perhaps His Excellency the Bishop just couldn’t conceive of a slave being able to accept or refuse an offer. Would you have refused?’
She’d probably popped that question too soon; she got a faint shrug, followed by a sad-looking shake of the head. It wasn’t ‘No, I jumped at the chance’, but ‘No, I didn’t have anything better to do’. Suzie plunged on. ‘Do you want to know why I chose you, Chastity?’ A half-hearted nod.
‘Several reasons. Master Ted’s other condition was that I chose someone I hadn’t had sex with. I’ve been had by quite a few of the people here, and the others will probably have me quite soon. On the other hand, I thought I might never get another chance to really get to know you. I heard your story at the palace, and I thought what a terrible time you’d had. I’ve thought of you alone with those other two slaves. They bathed me that morning, the three of us in a shower cubicle. I got a lot of woman for my money.’
At last, a smile and a giggle from the sullen-looking girl. Suzie was emboldened to go on. ‘Anyway, I also thought you looked nice. You’ve got lovely lips and eyes, and your breasts are just right.’ She stroked Chastity’s cheek gently. ‘Chastity’; she went on, ‘do the others use you for sex?’ A nod, slightly ashamed. ‘There’s nothing to be ashamed of. What about the Bishop?’ Chastity managed quite a full answer to that. She opened her mouth wide, closed it again, and looked over her shoulder. ‘He just uses you for anal/oral? What about the organist?’ The same gesture. ‘So you never get cock in your pussy?’ A resigned expression and a shrug of the shoulders.
Never having had to sing half as much for her supper before, Suzie was getting thirsty, so she paused to get some wine and a couple of bottles of water. Chastity seemed surprised to be offered the former. ‘Don’t you get wine at the palace? What do they give you?’ A nod towards the water. ‘You can make up for that now. Tell me, do you prefer straight or lesbian sex? You won’t be able to answer. Straight?’ An indifferent shrug. ‘Lesbian?’ another shrug, with a little pout; a mild preference, presumably. She liked both or neither, and she either liked lesbian sex a little more, or she disliked it a little less. That was a mercy, if a small one, so Suzie gave the appropriate thanks. It was time to take the plunge. ‘We’re not going to spend the night having a “yes-no interlude”, Chastity. I’m going to do my very, very best to give you a good time. You’ll have to decide whether or not to go along with me.’
Suzie had left the key on a little table by the sofa, and she picked it up and looked for the hole. Chastity seemed to think for a moment, and then suddenly twist towards her and widen her thighs, making the task much easier. A few seconds later the big steel contraption was off her, but she’d closed her legs again. Suzie changed tack again. ‘These resin things on your legs, do they come off?’ A very doubtful nod, this time. Suzie bent down and grasped a knee in one hand, and the corresponding stump with the other, and pulled gently. It did in fact slide off, and she quickly removed the other. Chastity’s feet had been amputated just above the ankle bone, and the wounds had been repaired invisibly. It was as if she’d never had feet. Suzie was not squeamish about such things, she’d known two amputees in her previous life, one of whom has lost an arm in Northern Ireland. She stroked the lower legs. ‘That’s more comfortable, isn’t it?’ She got a nod in return. She ran her hands up the legs to her thighs and sat facing her again. She gave her more wine to drink; she seemed to like it, and it did seem better than the usual ‘easy drinking’ plonk. After a couple of minutes she put the glasses down, took Charity by the shoulders and eased her down onto the sofa, arranging some cushions to act as pillows for them. The cushion was quite wide, there was plenty of room for them to lie side by side, whether on their backs or facing one another. She put Chastity against the back, effectively trapping her in place.
It was time for the first kiss, though she prepared the ground with some gentle stroking of her short hair and soft, round cheeks. Then she leant in towards her and placed her mouth on her plump, full lips, which were possibly her best feature. She increased the pressure very gradually, and eventually they opened and turned slightly. That signalled Chastity’s decision to surrender, and seconds later they were in a full French kiss, tongues writhing together in their open mouths. Suzie was still careful, running her hands up and down her sides for some time before letting them stray onto the breasts, but Chastity had made her decision and was sticking to it. Her chest was heaving and her nipples were hard, and her mouth had progressed from accepting to demanding. There was no point in delaying further. Suzie moved her hand between her legs and felt moisture leaking even through the outer labia. Inside it was a morass, and she found the clitoris quickly, ringing it with a finger before rubbing it directly. Weeks, if not months of frustration broke through the dam with a rush, and she came convulsively, banging her knees against Suzie’s and squashing their breasts together. Their teeth clashed as they tried in vain to keep the kiss going through it. When she finished, Suzie had a decision to make. He was almost literally gagging for it herself, but she could cement the new friendship by denying herself for a few more minutes. Suzie’s first instincts were usually selfish, her second the opposite. She eased off the pressure for a couple of minutes, and started again.
Three more mountainous climaxes later, it was more a question of whether Chastity still had the strength to do anything for Suzie. There was also the question of how she was going to do it. Lesbians with their hands locked behind their backs had limited options. In Suzie’s view tribbing- or scissoring- with no hands, was strictly for porn movies. Had Chastity ever eaten pussy? How would she feel about it? Now was the time to find out. Suzie detached her lips from hers and pushed herself up, easing Chastity’s body down flat on the seat. She got up onto her knees, straddled her, and, facing over her head, lowered her sex onto her mouth. Chastity showed no sign that she hadn’t expected it, and went to work with a will on Suzie’s pussy. She’d quite obviously not done it before, and Suzie wondered whether her earlier answers to questions had been entirely truthful. Naïve as they were, the gobbling movements of her lips, the random licking and the thrusting tongue, however uncoordinated, had the desired effect. Suzie, who’d been near the brink for the last half hour, had no problem cumming, and as she did so she tried to spare Chastity her full weight as she ground down on her, feeling herself squirting fluid into her mouth. After her first she pirouetted to face the other way, and while she recovered she presented her back hole for rimming and exploration. Then she moved back a bit, and as Chastity worked to bring her to her second climax, she leant forward to knead and squeeze the modest-sized breasts beneath her, pinching the nipples hard as she came.
 

***

 
Side by side again, they kissed for a long time. Chastity’s lips were now softer and slack, and she was murmuring contentedly as their bodies were held together by Suzie’s arms around her. The latter wanted to boost her confidence. ‘That was very, very nice’, she said, sincerely enough. ‘You have the most wonderful, beautiful, succulent lips. I can’t get enough of you.’ If that was laying it on with a trowel, it had the desired effect, for she wondered when anyone had last said anything nice to the girl. Besides, it was all true. She’d been desperately unlucky not to find a master who could have brought out the best in her. Now, dumb and crippled, she was a suitable case for Suzie’s treatment, though she had no idea whatever how she could influence events outside the brothel. After more drinks, she decided that the time had come to move to the bed. That presented a logistical problem, as Suzie didn’t want to subject Chastity to the indignity of crawling across the floor on her bottom, and she didn’t want to put the ridiculous resin peg-legs back on her either. She was, however, a little shorter (even allowing for the feet) and more slightly built than Suzie, who was strong for her size, so she was able to put her over her shoulder, carry her across the room, and dump her onto the mattress. They managed to laugh over it, but Suzie knew she’d have to think of something else when the time came to go to the bathroom.
Suzie put drinks and snacks where she could easily reach them on the bedside cabinets, and had a quick rummage through the drawers to check out the provision of bondage equipment. Her needs were small; one result of removing extremities is that there’s nothing to tie up. Suzie wondered whether there was any point in using gags on a slave with no voice. She arranged pillows that would allow them to recline against the headboard, half facing one another. She didn’t want to force the pace, so she tried to have a conversation with Chastity, whose responses, well supplemented with shrugs, pouts, wrinkling of the nose and other gestures, were not entirely binary. Life at the palace for a crippled girl in heavy chains was hard; just changing a bedsheet was a major undertaking. She often helped the cook with menial tasks, but was rarely allowed to sample the resulting dishes, being fed mainly on a meat, vegetable and potato stew that resembled Lancashire hot pot. It took creativity to get that from her; Suzie even found a cookery book in the kitchenette to help them out. Chastity was rarely whipped or caned, but her life was dull and repetitive. The attentions of the Bishop, the organist and their guests were better than nothing, but she seemed to have scant regard or affection for her master.
They had sex again after a ninety-minute break. Suzie felt she’d learnt a lot, but conversation with Chastity was very hard work indeed. Now she decreed a ‘69’ position, hugging her tight, side by side, and then rolling the bound girl on top of her. She pushed her own wrists up between Chastity’s legs to hold them apart, and that enabled her to get her fingers onto and into her anus while applying her mouth and tongue to her pussy. Gravity helped Charity to attend to Suzie’s, but her inability to use her hands made it harder for her. Any deficit was compensated for by Suzie’s enhanced sensitivity and general libido, and they came at almost exactly the same time. Charity’s orgasm was so powerful that her struggles threw her over to one side. Suzie didn’t think it worth hauling her back on top again, and turned round to meet her face to face, putting their mouths together and using her hands to bring her off again. Then she sat up, positioning herself to let Charity’s face fall onto her sex. She sipped wine while she enjoyed the tongue in her vagina, and just spilled a little onto the sheet as she had her own second climax. Afterwards she spent a few minutes lying on Charity’s back. She’d read somewhere that some women derived particular pleasure from that, but she didn’t know why that was. Charity did seem to relax completely, and certainly looked content.
Once they were facing one another again, Suzie resumed the improvised conversation. ‘How often you have your hands locked behind you, Charity? It can’t be conducive to your duties as a housemaid.’ Charity closed her eyes and inclined her head. ‘At night? Every night? Most nights?’ A nod. 
‘Whenever you’re alone?’ A nod. ‘How many hours can you go without it being uncomfortable? Eight? Ten?’ Charity looked up. ‘More? Twelve, Fourteen? Sixteen?’ A shrug. ‘I know, you’ve never been uncomfortable, but you’ve never been restrained like that for more than sixteen hours?’ A nod. ‘And other people know that?’ Another nod. ‘So that’s why they sent you here in the evening, expecting you to stay like that till tomorrow lunchtime. I thought it odd. I suppose we’ll be trained to accept longer and longer periods.’
After that Suzie, finding it easier to do the talking herself, recounted some of their experiences since arriving in the Republic. She concentrated on sex, thinking it tactless to talk to the crippled girl about ponies or the running and shooting games played by the tribes. She also wanted to impress on Chastity that it was possible to enjoy life as a sex-slave, without actually spelling that out. When it was time to think about sleeping, she found a small armchair with castors, and used it to wheel Chastity to the bathroom, sitting her on the toilet. She fussed over her, washing her carefully after she urinated and cleaning her teeth for her. Back in bed, they drank a little more wine, and Suzie drank more water, before they settled down. Suzie told Charity what to expect. ‘Because they tried to give me an insignificant injection of drugs to make me more randy, and absent-mindedly used a bicycle-pump instead of a syringe, I’ll probably wake you up in the middle of the night and use your body for my pleasure. I hope you won’t mind.’ She got a big smile, and Chastity leant over and kissed her. Suzie put her arms over her head to hold her close, and, with their bodies thus held against tight against one another, they went to sleep.
Suzie did wake Chastity up at about four o’clock, and she made her use her mouth to bring her relief. Afterwards she satisfied her by hand, so they both went happily back to sleep. In the morning they were making love again when there was a discreet knock on the living room door, and Sandrine appeared with their breakfast trolley. They got up reluctantly, and because Sandrine was supposed to see to their toilette she ate with them. ‘The master and mistress were up early, and went into town’, she told them. ‘The rest of us are supposed to exercise this morning, and help sort out some of Master Ted’s clothes that are kept in the shed next to his flat at the moment.’
When they’d both been taken to the toilet, had their enemas, and their teeth cleaned, Sandrine was ready to leave. She’d carried Chastity about like a bag of potatoes from the supermarket, and hadn’t made any attempt to communicate with her. On impulse, Suzie asked her to switch their bondage. Chastity looked taken aback, Sandrine saw no reason to refuse, so in not more than three or four minutes the former’s hands were just loosely chained in front of her body, and Suzie’s were locked close behind her back. Then the big woman had a quick look through the drawers by the bedside to make sure that Chastity could reach anything she needed without having to get up, and she brought a number of bottles of water. Then she kissed them both, told them they had until noon, and left. That gave them about two and a half hours. Suzie lay relaxed against the headboard, looking expectantly at the girl who now controlled her, and was looking at her impassively. ‘I thought I’d like to find out what you’d really like to do to me’, she said. ‘People always control you, now you control me. Do you want to tie me tighter? Gag me? Blindfold me? Whip me? Cane me?’ Chastity placed a finger over her lips. Obviously she wanted her to keep quiet. She put the finger back there, and then wagged it back and forth. There was to be no talking, she was saying, so Suzie nodded. Chastity reached into one of the cupboards and brought out a number of lengths of rope.
 

***

 

Ten minutes later, Suzie was hogtied, her ankles bound together and pulled up behind her to be attached directly to her wrists. Rolled on to her front, she was made to eat Chastity out until she came, her face pushed right up into her snatch so she couldn’t have disengaged if she’d wanted to. She obviously did a good job, for Chastity kept her there for a second go, this time holding her head to pull it harder against her. She didn’t cum quickly, and by the time she did Suzie’s tongue and lips were so tired that she felt on the point of having to give up and face the other girl’s anger and disappointment. Afterwards they felt swollen and slack, and Chastity, rolling her onto her side, lay alongside kissing and licking her mouth and face in a way that fully exploited her temporary weakness. Her face had never felt so ravished, so completely, ruthlessly used, and she wouldn’t have changed a thing. Chastity’s hand now burrowed between her legs, having to force its way through, for the bondage held them together. Though she could only get two, fingers past her labia, it felt as though she was being forced to hold them hard against her clitoris, and that waves of energy were surging up and down her hips and legs without her having any means of dissipating them. Her whole body, held rigid and helpless, seemed to tense and relax rhythmically, defying all her attempts to stop her muscles contracting. When she came she wasn’t sure whether it was her best or her worst orgasm; it never seemed to stop because it never really reached its peak. Furthermore, Charity kept it going, and it wasn’t at all clear whether it was one long orgasm or a rather subdued multiple. Suzie didn’t want Chastity to stop, but she did so anyway, pausing for a drinks break.
Afterwards, Chastity undid the hogtie and the ankle rope, and blindfolded Suzie with a black leather mask that covered her entire upper face, hooking just under her nose. It was totally effective, and she felt Chastity lie down alongside her, and begin what turned out to be the most intensive snog that she’d ever experienced in her life. Each lip was dealt with separately, sucked into her mouth and examined with her tongue. Having trapped Suzie’s upper lip between both of hers, Chastity slid them from side to side, running her tongue over and inside it. Then she did the same for the lower one, and then sucked Suzie’s tongue deep into her own mouth. Then a long period of slack-mouthed French kissing followed, after which she put her own upper lip between Suzie’s to start her doing the same for her. Though Suzie had had some very steamy make-outs in the past, when both free and slave, the blindfold and bondage made a crucial difference. The former removed all distractions, immersing her totally in the experience, so Chastity’s mouth became her world. The restraint removed all possibility of her moving on. Chastity’s mouth was not only her world, it would remain her only world for as long as the mute girl decreed it. She lost all track of time, but she doubted whether less than half an hour passed. Chastity kept her hands to herself, but when she finally ended the kissing, she moved down Suzie’s body to take a breast in her mouth, the other in one hand, and her pussy in the other, until her bound subject started shuddering in a huge but much more conventional orgasm. She went on to bring about a second before allowing another drinks break, and the blindfold stayed where it was.
After giving Suzie some water, Chastity just held her for a few minutes. Then she made her eat pussy for a while, until she’d had one more climax. It was time, after that, for more rope. She bound Suzie’s chest and arms pulling her elbows almost together behind her, and winding cord over, under and between her breasts to frame them and bulge them out. She played for a little while with her hand in Suzie’s very wet vagina, and then, to her great surprise, lashed her breasts lightly with a single-strand leather whip. It was enough to sting and frighten her a little, but not to inflict serious pain or to leave more than very faint marks. Suzie knew it was over when she felt Chastity’s lips on them, kissing them softly and sucking the nipples, and the hand went back into her vagina to finish what it had started. But she was allowed only one climax. Then she was turned over, and her legs pulled well apart; her ankles tied to the lower corners of the bed. Still blind, she was acutely conscious of her breasts, pushed out by the elbow bondage, forced into the memory-foam mattress. Chastity put oil on her hands and massaged her shoulders to give her time to recover from her climax, and then she did the same for her buttocks. Suzie enjoyed that very much indeed, and Chastity had strong but gentle, sensitive hands. She moved to position herself at the bottom of the bed, crouching between Suzie’s spread-out legs, and worked her way slowly, first down the backs of her thighs, and then back up, addressing front and rear openings simultaneously. Suzie began to get seriously aroused. Her mind, tending towards introspection with nothing to see, was wondering why it was so easy for her to move from one sex act to another, seemingly with no limit to the number of climaxes she could enjoy in a given, quite short, period of time. It occurred to her that the treatments with which she’d been overdosed probably had a cumulative effect, so each orgasm caused her body to create the hormones which prepared it for the next.
When Chastity had worked several fingers into Suzie’s sex, she abandoned work on the anal opening to pick up the whip again. She was left-handed, so she kept her right hand on and in the vagina and flogged the buttocks with the left. Suzie wondered how she was keeping her balance, not understanding that she was reasonably stable on her knees, provided that no external forces were applied. She was much harsher this time; the whip was a short and light one, but she plied it with gusto and for quite some time, administering between twenty and thirty lashes. To Suzie it seemed as if her entire bottom was a mass of fire, touched at regular intervals by something white hot. She couldn’t quite keep silent, but she kept her teeth clenched as much as she could to avoid making any noise that would sound like begging, as she was still under orders not to speak. When the flogging stopped there was a smooth, but quite rapid transformation. The stinging in her bottom spread out and diffused into a warm, tingling sensation that somehow took over all her nether regions. She felt the fingers slipping back into her anus, while those in her vagina started moving again. Now every scrap of her attention was focussed on those two sets of fingers and what they were doing. She was gasping for breath and making gurgling noises, while retaining just enough consciousness to understand that she’d been changed into a being that was capable only of purely animal responses. When the orgasm came it overwhelmed her, and she struggled and twisted so strongly that Chastity, whose position was less stable because of her shortened legs, fell over to one side, unable to extract her hand quickly enough from between the tightly bound legs. She didn’t really try; she lost contact with Suzie’s bottom but managed to keep her fingers against her clitoris, so the climax went on and on. Afterwards Suzie reflected, not for the first time, that she kept having ‘her best ever orgasm’ over and over again. It was possible because there were so many ways, so many variations. Chastity was a win-win situation for her: more orgasms, but no more feet.
Somehow, the morning had gone. Before Chastity had released Suzie, Sandrine had reappeared to do that for her and attend to their showers. It wasn’t necessary for the lovers to say goodbye, for Charity was invited to ‘family’ lunch at the new house. Their bondage, however, had to be reversed, for guests, Sandrine explained, should not have to feed themselves. So she led the two of them- Chastity walking awkwardly on her resin stumps- across the estate to where Ted and Jenny’s love nest was being prepared. Men and women seemed to be swarming everywhere, but the embryonic living area was more or less quiet, and the table was set for their meal. 









Chapter 9 - Pytha, Pleasure and Pain

 
Suzie as shocked to see Poppy’s condition. Her best friend had, it turned out volunteered for an extremely strenuous morning without being fully aware of what she was letting herself in for. When Fanny and Voluptua were ready to leave Ted’s flat, she surprised them- and herself- by asking them to lock her hands behind her back. They seemed reluctant, as if they knew something that she didn’t, but they finally agreed, and the deed was done. That wasn’t the end of it, however. Since her aim was obviously to put Pytha in charge of her, Fanny and Voluptua established, by a series of yes-no interludes, what the dumb and armless girl actually wanted. Poppy’s feet were tied together with rope, with big knots that Pytha would be able to undo with her teeth if she wished to do so. The rope was then attached to another that hung from an electric pulley in the ceiling above the bed It could be operated easily with one foot. Ted had, when he’d furnished his little apartment, equipped it with many facilities that had rarely if ever, been used. 
For the time being Poppy was left lying on the bed while the others said their goodbyes. A folding wheelchair was brought round from one of the storage sheds just outside, for Susan. The brothel prided itself on its disabled access, so they were kept handy in most parts of the estate. Then, with two hours to go until lunch, Poppy was left alone and at Pytha’s mercy.
Nothing happened at first to make her regret her decision. Pytha lay down beside her for a long and totally uninhibited snogging session; a lesson in lip-sucking and rubbing that Suzie would be getting later on from Chastity. The action then moved lower down, and Poppy still quite enjoyed having her breasts attended to at first. They were still quite sore, however, and when the sucking became more aggressive, and mouthfuls of flesh were sucked in to be chewed, she moaned with the pain. It was a relief when Pytha moved further down. The rope was tied in such a way as to enable Poppy to open her thighs by crossing her ankles, so her moans of pain turned to moans of pleasure as the busy mouth and tongue burrowed inside. There was nothing unusual about what followed until the very end. Pytha brought her first to a high state of arousal and edged her for a few minutes, expertly keeping her on the brink of orgasm without allowing her release. Then she suddenly tongued the clitoris directly, and within a few seconds Poppy was cumming. She tried her best not to buck and twist too much, knowing that it might throw Pytha off her, so she just gritted her teeth and arched her back. Just as she reached her absolute peak- and it was a big orgasm- Pytha bit her clitoris, quite hard.
Poppy shrieked. It was as if she’d been electrocuted, though afterwards she found it impossible describe the shafts of half-pain, half-pleasure that impaled her body, radiating out from the tortured nub of sensitive flesh. After a second or two Pytha was thrown off by her convulsions, but soon scrambled back to address the same spot more tenderly, with just her tongue. Although the initial storm subsided, Poppy felt her touch as a kind of crackling, stinging sensation that, again, she would never be able to describe adequately. Nor did she ever find anyone else who, having had the same treatment, could put the feeling into words. Three more climaxes followed, and to her great relief there was no more biting.
When she’d just about been wrung dry, she was made to service Pytha, who first knelt, and then sat, over her face, switching direction from time to time. Then they both needed a break, and Pytha fed Poppy water by sucking it up into her mouth and then kissing her, trying to seal their lips together. It was messy, but Poppy had already realised that no-one minded when the beds got wet, no matter what fluids were involved.
They rested together for about twenty minutes. Poppy’s pussy felt sore and her breasts were aching, but she was very tired indeed and she probably dropped off for a few minutes. She was still feeling slightly disorientated when Pytha started another intense kissing session. With no hands or arms to stroke her lovers’ bodies, her mouth was the fount of all expression for her, and she used it with subtlety, and skill, never afraid to use her teeth to follow on from what her lips achieved. Though she was careful to avoid visible damage to Poppy’s lips, they soon joined the other parts of her body that were feeling quite tenderized. Pytha was strict in demanding silence- or at least no talking- from her, and just breathing her name brought a deep frown and a sharp hiss. Then came the part to which she hadn’t been looking forward much. Pytha swung herself off the bed, found the remote control for the winch, and pressed the ‘up’ button with her big toe. Slowly and smoothly, Poppy’s legs rose from the bed, up and up, until she was hanging by her ankles, her head about a foot above the mattress.
Apart from the fact that Pytha was now holding her little whip in her right foot, things didn’t seem too bad at first. She got back onto the bed and dropped down to Poppy’s level to kiss her upside-down mouth, which was a harmless enough novelty. She worked her way up her body, feeling with her mouth the way the breasts were affected by the reversal of gravity. She licked and nuzzled at her buttocks and tried to push her tongue between them to reach the anal opening, but all this was just foreplay. As Poppy expected, the whipping was the main event. Pytha did that funny little twist to coil the loop round her ankle, and a moment later, the first blow fell across her buttocks.
Pytha was an artist at inflicting pain in measured quantities. As she whipped Poppy all over her bottom and repeatedly up and down the backs of her legs, her blows all stung enough to make her grunt, groan or squeal, but only the odd one slashed her hard enough to make her scream. Although she wasn’t gagged this time, she was determined not to beg for mercy, and was convinced in any case that doing so would only provoke Pytha to hurt her more. Nevertheless, although the sting of the lash was variable and intermittent, the soreness was cumulative, and her entire lower half was smarting before Pytha, whose peculiar mode of delivery was physically demanding, needed to take a break. She dropped onto the bed again for more kissing, expecting an enthusiastic response despite the treatment she’d been meting out. Then she amused herself for a few minutes by swinging Poppy round and spinning her. That gave her an idea. She lowered her until her head was touching the mattress and wound her up, and then spun her with her face in Pytha’s crotch. It was an amusing game but not quite as erotic as she’d hoped, for the angles and general set-up needed extensive refinement. Eventually she gave up and squatted with her open legs each side of Poppy’s face, and the latter used her tongue as best she could, knowing that she wouldn’t be allowed down until she’d done what was expected of her.
When she was satisfied, Pytha winched Poppy back to her original height. Disappointed not to be released, the hanging girl was becoming increasingly disoriented from the blood pooling in her head and upper body and the swinging and spinning to which she’d been subjected. Her ordeal was far from over; there was still over half an hour to spare and Pytha had no intention of wasting it. The whipping began again, this time at a much lower level, with the lash falling over Poppy’s upper back, arms and shoulders. Her arms, with her wrists still locked behind her, prevented Pytha from whipping her back properly; she was probably wishing she’d done that during the previous night’s session. Occasionally Poppy allowed gravity to pull her arms down in a natural strappado, and Pytha managed to aim a stroke at the centre of her back, but each time they snapped back into position.
The final piece de resistance was the second whipping of Poppy’s breasts. The original stripes were still clearly visible, and Pytha tried to fill in the gaps. She was now very tired, however, and the result looked fairly chaotic, and would mature in time to make them look almost tie-dyed. After the first half-dozen lashes Poppy was screaming continuously, but knowing that she must be stopping soon, she still managed to avoid begging for mercy. If truth were told, she would have preferred to have been gagged, but that would have limited their activities, and probably meant still more flogging.
Eventually it was over, and Pytha wound her down and untied her ankles, having left herself at least ten minutes to bring Poppy to the final orgasm of their time together. It didn’t take half that long, for as usual, the stinging, burning feeling over most of her skin was transformed by the first touch in the right place into an all-suffusing warmth, and it was probably no more than two or three minutes before she was bucking and writhing in the first of two climaxes, pulling at her wrist cuffs with strength that she didn’t know she had left. Even then there was time for Pytha to kneel over her face, and she was recovering her own equilibrium when the door opened, and Voluptua and Fanny appeared. There was some clucking over the marks that now covered much of Poppy’s body, and her exhaustion that forced them to help her to the shower. Pytha was also very tired but was at least fully ambulatory. To her obvious surprise and mild concern she was invited to lunch at the new house. Perhaps she feared Jenny and Ted’s reaction to the damage they’d done to the slave to whom she’d been lent as a ‘reward’.
 

***

 
There was some discussion between the two escorts as to how Poppy and Pytha should be restrained. They’d told Jenny earlier about the first breast whipping, and had now just been told to ‘show her off as best you can’. They rooted through a couple of drawers and finally came up with a blue leather armbinder; the pointed type that would draw Poppy’s elbows in and shoulders back, forcing her to thrust her breasts forward. Straps around them framed and helped to push them further out. The combination of lines drawn by the flat and the edges of the whip, the bruising caused by its impact and by Pytha’s teeth, all combined to form what were almost works of abstract art. Fanny and Voluptua thought it very unfair that Pytha couldn’t be bound, and they didn’t want to prevent her from walking over to the new house under her own steam. They settled for chaining her ankles about eighteen inches apart, and putting her in a two inch chrome choker, that almost worked as a posture collar.
They’d brought the wheelchair back, and used it to carry Poppy, with Pytha shuffling along behind. They didn’t pass anyone along the way, but the workmen and women on and around the new house took a good look at the multi-coloured breasts. It was a relief to get inside, and although she still had to endure inspection by all those present, at least their faces were familiar.
Lunch seemed a more formal affair than usual. They all sat round the circular dining table, with Ted and Jenny together at one side. Ted had Suzie to his left and Jenny had Poppy to her right; they were determined to feed them this time, like two proud parents with their toddlers. The others, Midnight, Fanny, Susan, Voluptua, Sandrine, Chastity and Pytha, were crowded quite close together and kept changing places, for a great fuss was made of the last two and everyone wanted to take a turn at feeding them. Midnight also needed feeding, as her hands were locked behind, and she’d been sentenced to a couple of hours on the wheel in the afternoon, for neglecting Susan’s welfare. The chatter was surprisingly continuous, given that there were three voiceless persons present. Voluptua had been released from her ‘vow of silence’ a few days previously. It became increasingly obvious that Susan adored Pytha, and that Fanny and Voluptua were forging a very close relationship. When they’d all drunk some of the fresh fruit juice and had a few bites to eat- the food was all cold- Ted tapped a glass to call for silence.
‘Welcome everyone’, he began cheerfully. ‘We’ve made this lunch a little more formal than usual, because it’s the last we’ll all have together for about a week. Jenny and I are dining out together tonight, and first thing tomorrow I’m off to spend a few days in the UK. I wanted us all to get together, partly to thank you for the way you’ve all helped to make this building site into what will surely be the happiest of homes for Jenny and me. I’m glad to see that our guests, Pytha and Charity, are being made welcome. I’d like to thank Charity for agreeing to come here on such short notice, probably not having much idea what was in store for her. I hope she wasn’t disappointed.’
Charity beamed back at him, and they all resumed their meals, the ones who could drumming the table with their utensils by way of applause. Almost every scrap of food was consumed, and Ted and Jenny made certain that Suzie and Poppy got their share. Ted was taking a particular interest in his charge, discussing particular titbits with her and popping them into her mouth with his fingers, and resting his left hand on her thigh, very close to her sex, which she kept wide open by holding her legs apart. He got from her a short account of her night and morning with Charity, and formed the impression that, on balance, she’d thoroughly enjoyed it. She was shifting about in her seat because of her sore bottom, and early in the meal he sent Fanny to find cushions for her and Poppy. ‘I’ll have a word about her afterwards’, he told her quietly. ‘She obviously has hidden depths, but most people’s depths seem to be hidden from me. I live in a state of perpetual astonishment.’
‘That sounds like something Clive of India might have said, master’, she replied. ‘But I feel the same way, and I suspect that Poppy feels it about Pytha, only more so.’
‘Pytha is well known for certain inclinations that she has’, he said. ‘Perhaps I was remiss in assuming that Poppy knew what everyone else here knows.’
‘Perhaps, master’, she replied, and got stage glower in return.
 









Chapter 10 The Calm after the Storms

 
When the meal was over the gathering dispersed quickly. Fanny and Voluptua took out Midnight and Charity, the former to be mounted on the wheel in the foyer, and the latter to be taken somewhere to rest before being collected at four o’clock. Suzie went over to kiss her thoroughly as she left. Susan and Pytha had disappeared under the table, so Ted called to the former to make sure she took her back to work in time to honour a three o’clock appointment. Jenny took Poppy off to the chalet, though the latter was disappointed not to be able to say goodbye to Pytha. Sandrine went to the brothel’s offices, for in Ted’s absence she was expected to help with the administration. Ted took Suzie into a small bed-sitting room; just big enough for a sofa and a double bed, on the ground floor. It was the only room in the house that was almost finished and reasonably soundproof, so they could talk with only quite distant thuds to provide background noise.
First, however, Ted had other things on his mind. When he told Suzie that he’d taken her aside to have a talk, she simply asked ‘which part of your anatomy would you like me to address first, master?’ Instead of answering he just smiled, stripped, and lay down on the bed. She decided to talk to his penis, which was obviously ready to respond. After a couple of minutes of fellatio, however, he pulled her up for a kiss, rolled onto her, missionary-style, and penetrated her vagina. They had a very conventional but highly satisfactory lovemaking, and afterwards lay side by side, panting. When they turned to face one another, he traced the shapes of her breasts with his fingers, loving the way they were exposed and made vulnerable by her bondage. ‘You must think me very dull, after what you’ve been experiencing’, he said. ‘Heterosexual intercourse in the missionary position’, I’m not the most entertaining of partners.’
She laughed and kissed him. ‘Master, round here it’s perverted to be that normal’, she teased him. ‘I’m surprised it’s legal.’
He laughed back, but then looked more reflective. ‘You might not think it quite so normal, but I do think whipmarks suit Poppy. She looked a bit tired when we started lunch, but she was radiant later on. Did she really not know what Pytha would do to her?’
‘If she did, Master, she never said anything to me. But Pytha has no voice and no arms. I don’t think she could have done that to Poppy without some kind of cooperation. Those drugs we were given are making us submit to all sorts of things that we’d never have dreamt of before. Have you had a good look at my bottom?’
‘That’s the best offer I’ve had since lunchtime.’ He looked closely and felt the scourged buttocks with his fingertips, while she wiggled them at him provocatively. ‘Charity isn’t all charity’, he remarked. ‘I thought she was going to have her hands locked behind her.’
Suzie told him of the change she’d requested after breakfast. ‘I suspect that Poppy also fell into that sort of trap’, he said. ‘But I think her breasts were whipped twice, though I’ll have to check on that. I’m beginning to think that, sooner or later, she’ll be designated a whipping slave on her profile.’
‘Does that make a big difference, master?’
‘It would mean that she’d always bear the marks of the whip, and she’d be flogged routinely, not just for punishment or sex games. It’s a hard life, but whipping slaves are usually treated very well in all other respects. Some become quite famous and attract audiences to watch their sufferings. They’re pretty much guaranteed a comfortable retirement, but they can enjoy long careers. Imagine thirty years of being whipped almost daily.’
‘I don’t think, master, that that’s the summit of Poppy’s ambition. It certainly isn’t mine.’
‘Luckily for you, most whipping slaves are white, or at most light brown. The marks don’t show up well on dark skin. There are a few who like to recreate the old south, and like to see negroes flogged, but there aren’t many of them, and they don’t include me.’
‘I’m glad, master. It’s good to be owned by someone so liberal and enlightened.’
‘I don’t own you, so it isn’t my responsibility to deal with your sarcasm.’ All this talk of whipping’s making me hard again, along with the drugs. I’ll take you from the back this time.
She rolled over and he swung his legs up between hers to enter her vagina again, and held her hard against his body with his hands on her breasts. He was a little slower this time, and they both managed to cum together, despite the rubbing against her sore bottom. He didn’t go soft afterwards because he’d used his regulator, which unusually had the most often-used controls built into his smartwatch. She’d wondered why he never took it off in bed. When he pulled out his cock was coated with the outcomes of two ejaculations, and she offered to lick him clean. He accepted, but before she’d finished he was excited again, and eventually came a third time in her mouth. ‘We’ll have to leave it at that for this afternoon’, he said regretfully. ‘l want to do justice to Jenny before we go out. Besides, I didn’t bring you here for this, or to talk about Poppy, or whipping.’
She squirmed up beside him, and asked for a drink of water, which he gave her. ‘What did you want to talk about, Master Ted?’

‘You, mainly. When you come back from the Marquess’ residence, you’ll be getting more and more needy, and within a week or so from then you’ll need someone in attendance almost full time. Sandrine will do as much as she can and the others will all chip in, and John should be available. But they all have other duties as well, and we can’t keep taking more and more of our best money-earners away from their work. I’d like to find at least one, preferably two, inexpensive slaves who don’t have vital roles here, and dedicate them to your care, and Poppy’s, of course, for as long as necessary. I’ve had an offer. The Bishop doesn’t like Charity. He thinks she’s surly, unresponsive and inefficient. He can easily persuade the Church Council to sell her cheap, and buy him someone with her faculties intact, even if she’s quite a lot older. He suggested that we offer to buy her as a laundry maid or generally workslave. I was non-committal, because of her record and her lack of voice and feet. I don’t need her as a workslave, though I can always use them. I couldn’t understand why you’d chosen her for your reward. Now I see another example of your talent-spotting abilities. She seemed lively at lunch and got on well with the other slaves. I might buy her anyway, but I’ll not do anything, and certainly not install her as your personal attendant, without hearing your views on the subject.’

Suzie thought carefully about her answer. ‘Master, I have to confess that I didn’t expect much from my reward. The truth is that I don’t know many slaves that I haven’t slept with, so your conditions were rather restricting. When I first got together with her last night she was difficult to get close to, suspicious and distant, but when I did get through to her, it was like opening Pandora’s box. Her story, as told to me by His Excellency, suggests lack of experience and little interest in sex, but the reverse seems to be the case. She must have been a real minx while she was still free. I certainly didn’t expect to end up with a sore bottom.’
‘Of course, I’d make sure she’s told not to beat you. She’ll be here to help you.’
‘Please don’t tell her that, master. If it’s going to work, she needs to be happy and confident. I can live with a sore backside now and again, and anyway she can take it as well as dole it out.’
‘I’ll ring Father Murphy now, to make sure he doesn’t sell her to someone else.’
Ted was gone a few minutes and came back to report that he’d sealed the bargain. Chastity would be moved to the brothel a couple of days before Suzie and Poppy came back from their visit to Albert and the Marquess. Suzie thanked him profusely.
‘May I suggest something else, Master Ted? She hates her life at the palace, and with good reason. She’ll hate it more now she knows what life’s like here. There’s a slight risk that her mistreatment might goad her into something that’ll be used as an excuse inflict more damage on her. If she could be told of this arrangement before she leaves here, it would make life so much easier for her in the meantime.’
‘Let’s go and find her, then.’
He put on his clothes and they went across to the main part of the complex, where the receptionist directed them to a small rest area behind the mixed pairs’ saloon. There they found Chastity, sitting alone and disconsolate. Ted told her the news, and she was a new person, kissing and rubbing her breasts against them both. She tried to get down to kiss Ted’s feet, but he pulled her back up. ‘We don’t really do that sort of thing here’, he said, sounding very English.
‘I do’, said Suzie, cheekily.
Ted walked Suzie to Jenny’s chalet, chatting all the way. ‘If this works out well, you’ll be up for another reward, Suzie’, he told her. ‘Any thoughts on who you’d pick?’
‘Possibly, master, a night with Pytha. Or if it doesn’t work out and you’re very angry, two nights with Pytha.’
He laughed at that. ‘You need to get to know more people. But now Pytha’s more aware of you both, you’ll probably see more of her anyway. She gets a lot of the old-style rewards; usually one every week. Is there anything small enough to go in my luggage that I can bring you back from England?’
‘Some English mustard, master, please. I haven’t seen any of that here.’
Outside the chalet they kissed and he left her to go in alone. Inside she found the living room empty, but Jenny’s voice called her into the bedroom. Poppy was cradled in her arms, her body glistening with ointment, but the marks still very clearly visible. Suzie bent down and kissed them both. ‘May I ask Poppy, mistress, if she’s in much pain?’
‘It doesn’t really hurt, Suzie’, her friend answered. ‘I’m just tender to the touch. The mistress has been very kind. My clit’s very sore indeed, but she still managed to bring me off.’
‘Delicately put’, said Jenny. ‘You two have a lesson this afternoon, but we’ll have some tea first.’
 

***

 
Over tea and scones in the living room, Poppy and Suzie filled one another in on their experiences, while Jenny answered messages on her laptop. Suzie was relieved to find that Ted had suggested the arrangement with Chastity to Jenny over lunch, so there wouldn’t be any repetition of the ‘Doomee incident’. Poppy was quite pleased; she quite liked the look of Charity even though they hadn’t had more than the briefest of introductions. She didn’t even seem concerned when Suzie displayed her bottom. ‘If I can survive Pytha we can survive that, she snorted, leaving Suzie feeling a bit put out. ‘Don’t forget’, she said, thankful for a line supplied by Ted, ‘that whipmarks don’t show up as well on black skin. They hurt just the same.’
When Jenny re-joined the conversation Suzie asked her about whipslaves, without revealing what Ted had told her about Poppy’s candidature for that unenviable status. Jenny clearly didn’t approve of them. ‘It’s not just the cruelty’, she said. ‘Over years of flogging, their skins become ridged, with thicker parts where most of the lashes fall. I don’t like the feel of it.’ Suzie was relieved to hear that. Then it was time for their lesson. Like many events, it seemed, it was going to happen in the Rope School. They were the only pupils, and the peripatetic teacher was a young free man of about thirty, who wore a light shirt and shorts. So they’d be able to take notes, put their hands up, and do all the things that good pupils are supposed to do, their hands were moved to their fronts, but locked close together. Jenny warned them that naughty schoolgirls were strapped in the Republic, but the teacher didn’t show any sign of wanting to do that.
They had two forty-minute periods with a ten-minute break between them; playtime, presumably. The first was on law, and particularly the law on slavery. He spent quite a long time in telling them that, essentially, there wasn’t very much. Most of what did exist was about property rights when contested between free persons. Owners weren’t supposed to kill their slaves out of hand, but there was very little chance of bringing offenders to justice. The small section on international law was much more interesting. Different countries had different ways of recognising slavery, and different kinds of governing bodies- mostly secret and illegal- for regulating that condition. The general rule was ‘once a slave, always a slave’. In no country did there exist a means of freeing a slave, so as long as the enslavement was recognised as valid, it was permanent anywhere in the world. ‘You girls might be labouring under the misapprehension that if you get yourselves back to the UK somehow, you can resume your old lives. I have to disabuse you of that. Slavery in the UK is regulated by a body known as ‘the Organisation’ (with a small ‘t’ and a big ‘O’) and it recognises our enslavements. So you’d just become a slave there. The UK is unusual in that it doesn’t export slaves unless they become totally unmanageable or commit what would here be capital offences, but escaping counts as the latter, so they’d probably send you back.’
Both girls were shocked to hear this. ‘But master’, protested Suzie; ‘surely we’d just disappear into the population. Slavery is illegal in the UK. This ‘Organisation would have no power over us’.
‘I’m afraid its influence is more extensive than you can imagine. Use a cash machine, go to a doctor, have any contact with the police, the press, broadcasters etc., pay taxes, hire a car; they’ll find you. Nobody escapes for long in the UK. They even release slaves to be hunted. The record is about six months. If you could stay in the UK, however, you’d have much better protection against abuse and body modification. British slaves work hard but they are relatively safe from harm.’
After their break, with coffee provided, they’d recovered somewhat. The truth was that neither could really imagine resuming their old lives, even though they’d rather not have faced the risk of death or mutilation. The second lesson was geography. There were obvious risks in teaching that subject to slaves, but it was thought best that they learn how difficult it really was to get safely out of the Republic, even if that would help them. They were surprised to learn that the state did not occupy the whole of the ‘ungovernable’ part of the region, though it was the largest single entity. It had frontiers with three recognised states and the principal metalled roads joined the capital to two of them. Three other neighbours, however, were unrecognised slave states. None were as well developed politically or economically, and all were perceived as security risks. Two of them mounted occasional raids, mainly for the purpose of stealing slaves or even kidnapping free persons to enslave them. Most of the Republic’s armed forces were guarding these borders, which were, however, very porous, running through areas of dense jungle. Most of the remainder guarded the airport and two other aerodromes; obvious targets for surprise attackers. The teacher, who didn’t tell them his name, showed them the principal rivers and geographical features on a large map. There was, apparently, an area of high ground to the west of the capital where the climate was much more temperate and the countryside more open, much used by the wealthier citizens for short breaks, walking and other country pursuits. It was generally referred to simply as ‘The Uplands’. He also showed them a large-scale map showing the new railway and its proposed extensions, which seemed very ambitious to the girls, given the means of propulsion. With that their lessons were over, though the teacher intimated that he’d probably have more to contribute in future. There were other teachers, apparently, for subjects like cookery, deportment, and sexual techniques. Since they’d been excellent pupils, they parted on the best of terms, and he surprised them by suggesting that he’d probably see them later in the day, for ‘homework’, and to get a better impression of their overall needs.
‘I think it’s probably his needs we’ll be addressing’, muttered Suzie as they walked away. ‘One gets a sense about these things.’
‘I don’t think it needs much sense’, Poppy replied. ‘Two and two are always four.’
 

***

 
They found the chalet occupied only by Susan, still resting to recover from her experience with Midnight. Her hands were, however, locked behind her back, which made her fair game for the two friends who were feeling decidedly horny again. They used her one at a time, while the other made fresh tea in the kitchen, and she didn’t seem inclined to object or resist. She’d been thoroughly rehydrated since the morning and was perfectly capable of giving and receiving satisfaction. Both girls agreed that no kiss was quite like Susan’s; it was something about the way she could alter the texture and firmness of her lips at will. She didn’t seem able to put the secret into words; perhaps she’d been born with it. She did, however, seem happy with Suzie and Poppy’s amateurish efforts. The latter was about to start her second turn when Sandrine arrived, not entirely happy to find her ‘patient’ being so ruthlessly exploited, as she put it. ‘You two were supposed to go to the gym’, she said sternly. ‘There’s still time for a short session before dinner.’
They followed her meekly to another as-yet-unvisited building; this one close to the heart of the complex. There a muscular male trainer- a slave- presided over an assortment of exercise machines. They submitted to being chained to a rowing machine in Suzie’s case, and a static bicycle in Poppy’s. They weren’t set a target, but were told to do their best, and hooked up to various monitoring devices. These, apparently, would assess their needs and their potential, and targets would be established for future sessions. They rode and pulled conscientiously for half an hour and were then duly released. Sandrine appeared then to lead them to the cafeteria, although they already knew the way, and they had dinner there, for once able to feed themselves. They took their time over it, and Sandrine ate with them. She seemed to know what they’d been taught that afternoon, but she didn’t know the teacher. She had, however, been told to make sure that both girls appeared at the new house by eight o’clock. Until then they were free to wander as they pleased. It was rare for them to be able to spend free time together, and they walked at random on the maze of paths and track that criss-crossed the estate. They compared notes, exchanged impressions and gave one another advice, but Poppy felt that they were much more in tune than they had been a week ago; that Suzie was much less likely to say something disastrous to someone. The next week would be a challenge, and Poppy left her friend in no doubt that she wanted her to be on her best behaviour.
With nearly an hour still to spare, Poppy and Suzie decided to see whether Pytha was free of clients, and they found the special quarters that housed her and her colleagues. Of the residents of that block, she was the only one who was unoccupied, and they invited themselves in to find her reclining on her sofa, watching the TV. She was delighted to see Poppy again, and a long, passionate embrace followed with lots of kissing followed. Pytha had been disappointed that Poppy hadn’t said goodbye after lunch, but the latter was also disappointed not to have had the chance to do so, Pytha having been under the table with Susan at the time. They were both relieved to have a second chance. Poppy formally introduced Suzie, who also hugged and kissed Pytha warmly. For a few minutes Pytha and Poppy compared whipmarks like teenagers admiring one another’s lipsticks, and the former led them over to a cupboard, which she opened with her teeth, that contained her collection of whips. They admired them one by one, the leather, the suede, the rubber, the one and the multi-stranded, trying them out against the mattress of the king-sized bed that occupied much of the space in the little apartment. All had in common the loop at the handle end; they’d all, almost certainly, been made specially for her. She didn’t suggest any serious trials then- Suzie was a little worried that she might- but when Poppy had put them all back in the cupboard for her, she led the way back to the lounge area of her quarters. There was a big screen there in addition to the TV, but it was blank at first. Pytha put her head down to her coffee table, and picked up with her teeth what appeared to be a very strange gag. A rubberised piece went into her mouth for her to grip, but the main part looked like a false pair of lips, like something that might be put on as a party joke. It was, however, no joke but a sophisticated gadget the existence of which neither Poppy nor Suzie had suspected; an electronic lip reader.
 
Words now appeared on the blank screen. Hello, Poppy and Suzie. This is my new miracle device, and it’s only in the last couple of days I’ve learnt to use it properly. There is sound, but the default voice is ghastly, and I prefer to use the screen at the moment. It’s going to change my life.
 
‘That’s wonderful, Pytha’, exclaimed Poppy. ‘Why didn’t we have this last night?’
 
It takes more equipment than you can see. It isn’t portable. Besides, Master Ted thinks it might detract from my appeal if I use it during sex. I’m not supposed to use it with clients at all at the moment. I’m glad to be able to talk to you, Poppy. I want to apologise. I got carried away this morning and whipped you far two [sic] much. I thought you’d hate me afterwards, and that you’d never want to see me again.
 
‘Nonsense, Pytha. You’re adorable, and it’s wonderful that you can do so much. It was one of the most exciting times I’ve ever had. Of course I want to see you again.’
 
I promise not to whip you so much next time.
 
‘Pytha, next time, and every other time. Do what you want. I can take it and it feels great to be able to give you that pleasure. The only thing is, if it’s at all possible, I’d rather be gagged when you whip me. I know that might be difficult.’
 
It can be arranged. You’d be surprised what the technicians here can produce, and very quickly too.
 
‘Unhappily it isn’t up to us to decide when and if we see one another. It won’t be soon anyway. We’re going away for a week.’
 
Master Ted is very kind. He often let’s [sic] me choose someone for the night. You have to agree, of course.
 
‘I’ll agree.’
Poppy was half-hoping that Suzie would volunteer her services as well, but she remained silent. She did, however, give Pytha a very warm and lingering kiss when they left. In the corridor outside, a young black man was emerging from Torsa’s quarters, looking very pleased with himself. Poppy would have liked to have visited the limbless girl, but they’d run out of time. The man smiled at them but looked askance at the marks on Poppy’s body. In accordance with instructions she was making no attempt to conceal her breasts, even though she had the use of her hands. He looked at Suzie, as if she were somehow in charge. ‘What did she do to deserve that? he asked. ‘She’s a very wicked girl, master’, replied Suzie mischievously. ‘Needs a lot of correction.’ 
Poppy had to field some critical comments on the way over to the new house. ‘You’re going a bit weird, Poppy’, Suzie observed. ‘She flogged you raw, and you’ve just gone out of your way to tell her she can do it whenever she likes. What next? Perhaps Mistress Isabella might let you have a go in her iron maiden? Perhaps a little roasting over a slow fire?’
‘There’s something about being whipped that I just can’t describe, Suzie. You’ll just have to find out for yourself. You should have followed my lead in there.’
Suzie softened a little. ‘It isn’t completely alien territory, Poppy. Charity gave me a good hiding, and my bottom’s still sore now. Afterwards you feel as if your whole body is crackling with energy; that every square inch of flesh is an erogenous zone. However, I can’t help thinking that Pytha could get out of control. We don’t want anything to happen that might damage our retail value. And I can’t believe I just said that!’
‘I think she knows what she’s doing’, replied Poppy. ‘I like her too much to disappoint her, anyway. It might never happen, unless Master Ted invents a new reward. Pytha and I can’t have one another again under that system.’
‘Nonsense. She gets lots of the older, internal rewards, so she can choose you anytime. Besides, Master Ted might seem benevolently affable for much of the time, but he didn’t get to be a billionaire by being benevolent to everyone. Pytha brings in shedloads of cash to the brothel. He’ll make sure she gets what she wants, believe me.’
‘OK, so I’ll have to resign myself to being flogged now and again. Pytha takes what she gets, mind you. I have her a hundred and forty lashes yesterday evening.’
‘I’ve seen her body, and I’ve seen yours, Poppy dear. There are lashes and lashes. You might at least make sure she pays in kind.’
‘Things might escalate then. And anyway, what were you up to with Torsa’s client? He’ll be oiling his whips tonight, after the hint you dropped him back there.’
Suzie seemed to gather herself ‘Poppy, dearest, do you ever think about how we’re going to get through the next few weeks, or months? We’re a nuisance; a burden on Ted’s resources and Jenny’s time. They’ll put up with that patiently enough, because they’re nice people, for slave traders. But when we’re more or less normal again, will they want to keep us around?’
‘What can we do about that? It’s obvious that our fate isn’t in our hands. That’s why I try to enjoy as much of our time here as I can.’
‘Think indispensable, Poppy. Think how we can make them need us. It doesn’t matter how, but making lots and lots of money would be a good start. Some special service, like Fanny’s suddenly unveiled expertise in home décor, would work. Being really, really popular with everyone, especially the ones who, like Pytha, make pots of money, would be better than nothing. If you don’t mind being flogged, that might be what you can contribute. I didn’t say this afternoon why I wanted to know about whipping slaves. It was because Master Ted mentioned them to me. He doesn’t intend to make you one any time soon, but he is wondering whether you’re a suitable case. I’m just warning you, so you can explore other possibilities, if that’s what you want to do.’
‘And what about you, Suzie? What’s your contribution going to be? I’m not sure that licking feet will cut the mustard.’
‘Human relations, Poppy. I discover people.’
By this time they were standing in front of the house, and Sandrine appeared to summon them inside. She was very business-like in the way she made the arrangements for the night. ‘Poppy; off to Ted’s flat. You know the way by now. Voluptua will be brought to you in a few minutes. I’ll hang on to Suzie. The teacher took one look at Midnight and Susan and forgot that he’s here to work, so he’s in Mistress Jenny’s chalet with them. Fanny’s with young John in the new tank in here, testing both it and his equipment. Off you go, now, and remember you only have until breakfast tomorrow. You need to rest before going to the clinic later on.’
Poppy did as she was told, walking nervously through the darkness to the flat and settling on the bed to wait. In due course a male slave that she’d never met brought in Voluptua and left quickly, as if to be about his business. Poppy’s ‘reward’ was of course naked, and had, as expected, her wrists were locked behind her back. She looked a little uncertain but came over to the bed when Poppy beckoned to her. 
 

***

 
Although Voluptua and Poppy had sat together round the dinner table and were often in the same places, they’d had no opportunity so far to really get to know one another. Poppy had admired the larger girl’s luxurious curves but understood that she was quite strong-willed and slightly remote, though she and Fanny were now very friendly indeed with one another. Poppy was determined to use this opportunity to make friends with her and didn’t intend the night to turn into another symphony of pain. So she sat her down with her against the headboard and helped her drink some wine, following the sips up with light, fleeting kisses. There wasn’t any need to seduce her in the conventional sense. She’d been given the right to refuse to spend the night with Poppy, and she knew what was coming, more or less. But Voluptua did seem awkward sometimes, as if she wasn’t entirely comfortable with the image that her body inevitably conferred on her. She tried her best to please everyone, of course, because she knew that she’d been extremely lucky to have been bought by Jenny. She liked almost all the people she’d met at the brothel. Voluptua herself could not have defined her problem precisely. Having sex with multiple and diverse partners was not a problem; she liked it. But somehow she had difficulty taking a holistic view of her own sexuality. She knew that her mouth, her breasts, her pussy and her asshole were sex objects. Her difficulty was in seeing herself, as a whole individual, as a sex object. Jenny had tried to explain it to her shortly after her purchase. ‘A pleasure slave is like a federal state; he or she is both a single entity and a series of sovereign components. Which aspect is paramount depends on the point of view, the function being performed, the kind of response that’s called for. But the two aspects need to be in compete harmony with one another. You could also think of the pleasure slave’s body as similar to a hydraulic system, in which the pressure is smoothly and automatically concentrated in a particular component, or distributed around the system, according to need.’ Voluptua had understood what she was being told, but she hadn’t felt it in the core of her being.
When Poppy started making love to her, Voluptua responded well enough. She kissed beautifully with her full, smooth lips. She gasped when a hand touched her breasts and bucked her body up against it. Her pussy had big, fleshy labia and was moist inside, and after an average amount of stimulation, she climaxed. She ate Poppy out skilfully and willingly. If they’d been an old-fashioned honeymooning couple with little or no experience of sex, they’d have been in seventh heaven. But they weren’t, and Poppy knew that something wasn’t quite right. Voluptua seemed to want her to concentrate on one thing at a time, and found it distracting if she played with, say, her clitoris and a nipple simultaneously, which was at the limit of the reach that her wrist chain allowed her. When Poppy, or Susan, or most of the others experienced multiple stimulations when aroused, little short-circuits seemed to crackle through their bodies, suffusing their whole beings with sexual pleasure. Those connections had never developed in Voluptua.
Poppy understood the problem but didn’t know how to address it. After they’d made love they sat on the bed and chatted quite happily, swapping stories of their experiences before and after their enslavements. Now that she’d found a good mistress Voluptua was quite happy to be a slave; as a free woman she’d been conflicted and chaotic, alienated from her family and seeming doomed to what her mother had described as ‘a bad end’. Once they’d talked enough to feel completely relaxed with one another, she became more confiding.
‘I know I’ve been very lucky, and I love Mistress Jenny’, she said. ‘The only problem is that I don’t think I’m cut out to be a pleasure slave. It isn’t that I don’t enjoy sex; it’s just that I’m not very good at it. Nobody actually complains, but I can tell they aren’t really happy with me. I was surprised that you chose me for a reward, when you could have had any of the real pleasure slaves in the brothel. I’m thinking of asking Miss Jenny if it wouldn’t be better to give up on me and put me in the bathhouse, or the office, or possibly make me a receptionist.’
Poppy gave her a hug and a kiss, understanding what she was saying but sad to hear her talk of giving up. It also gave her time to think about her answer. ‘Voluptua’, she began; ‘you’re too lovely not to be a pleasure slave. Your body cries out to be used for sex. You’ve definitely got it in you, I can tell that. I enjoyed your body, and I will again very soon. Somehow, you’ve got to get into the way of using all your body at once; as if it’s a single organ, not just the naughty bits with connecting tissues.’
Voluptua laughed at the way she’d put it. ‘It’s difficult to put it into words, isn’t it? More difficult still to solve the problem.
‘I wish we were together for a week. I don’t know how to help you, but in time I’d learn. I’m sure of that.’ She put the drinks aside. ‘Lie down flat on your back and spread your legs. I’ll see what I can do.’
She used two lengths of rope to tie Voluptua’s ankles to the lower bedposts, and brought some Ylang-Ylang and Almond oil from the bathroom. She turned the lights down a bit more, and began to massage Voluptua’s generous breasts. They felt wonderful in her hands; the flesh was firm but malleable and they kept much of their shape even with their wearer lying supine, though their size and weight did cause them to sag slightly to opposite sides. The nipples were large and proud, and the areolas stippled and well-defined. Lost in admiration for them, she almost forgot what she was trying to do. Voluptua had certainly forgotten, if she’d ever known, and was rocking from side to side and moaning with pleasure. Poppy made an unobtrusive adjustment to her position, putting her right knee lightly on Voluptua’s pubes. As she continued she gradually increased the pressure, and began to grind down gently. She felt the bound girl trying to push back up, and told her not to concentrate on one or the other, but to try to feel a link between her sex and her breasts. How much she heard, she couldn’t guess, but the eventual orgasm was promising. She let herself rest for a few minutes, lying by Voluptua’s side and just stroking her breasts gently. She did occasionally touch her sex as well, but it was a stretch, with her wrist chain, to reach both at once. When she judged her ‘patient’ ready to start again, she moved right down between her legs, using her mouth on her vagina and her hands on her breasts.
For the rest of the evening until they went to sleep, and in the early morning, Poppy repeatedly stimulated Voluptua in two ways at once, not always aiming to bring on an orgasm. She turned her over and worked on her vagina and anus, and turned her back to kiss her lips while rubbing her breasts. She even sucked her toes while fingering her clitoris. Whether it did any good or not she had no idea, but Voluptua seemed to be trying to cooperate, and she certainly enjoyed their time together. Poppy didn’t try whipping her, although she wondered whether the resulting flood of adrenalin would help to bring about a whole-body arousal.  She also satisfied herself several times on her mouth, including once in the small hours of the morning. When Sandrine appeared with their breakfast in the morning they were on the very best of terms with one another, and eager to meet again if the opportunity arose. As the three of them ate together Poppy asked after Suzie’s welfare, and she admitted to having had an ‘interesting’ evening and night with her. ‘She’s fine’, she reassured them. ‘I was careful not to squash or suffocate her, and I kept the lights low so she couldn’t see my wrinkles. I gave her an early breakfast and let her go back to sleep. You both need to be well rested, sexually charged, and at the clinic before eleven o’clock. Mistress Jenny will be back from the airport by ten o’clock, and she wants to see you both at the chalet within a few minutes after that.’
After breakfast Sandrine showered Voluptua first, and sent her off to the new house to fetch and carry for the builders, plumbers, etc. of whom there was now a growing army, with the Marquess’ contingent now hard at work. Then she cleaned Poppy very thoroughly indeed, inside and out. She’d worn her butt plug all night, but it wasn’t replaced now. ‘They’ll be examining you very thoroughly indeed’, said the older woman. ‘You might even enjoy it.’
‘It’s never been too bad before’, Poppy replied. It’s cleaner than an NHS clinic, and the nurses provide a more comprehensive service.’
They chatted and drank coffee until it was time to go, and Sandrine walked her over to the chalet, where Jenny was also having a second breakfast. She looked a little tired, but not unhappy. ‘Yes, Poppy dear, we had an excellent dinner and a very pleasant night at the Airport Hotel’, she said in answer to the obvious question. Suzie came in then; Sandrine took her leave, and she got down to business.
‘You two need to be on your best behaviour today. Most of it you’ll spend at the clinic. Two visitors have come from England to help out with our little problem. Doctor Clark is the fons et origo of the whole group of treatments that’s been giving trouble, and he’s here to look for medical explanations, prescribe ameliorative measures, and give us prognostic advice to get us through the next few weeks or months. You won’t see him till this afternoon, probably. The other is a woman- Gillian Taylor, who you should address as “Mistress Gill”. She’s a kind of observer, investigator and enforcer for the body called “the Organisation” that regulates slavery in the UK. It’s her job to find out whether the problems are the result of negligence or malice, and whether they’re connected to similar problems caused by sabotage in a clinic in Cheshire, which exports drugs and equipment to us. She’s already in the brothel having a conducted tour, and she’ll come here to collect you when that’s finished. There’s no point in me spending the day at the clinic; I’ll come for the meeting with the two doctors later in the afternoon.’
 

***

 
They didn’t have to wait long, but in the meantime Jenny locked their hands behind their backs. Their visitor arrived with a woman who often worked as the receptionist, and who left them immediately. Gillian Taylor was a black woman of medium height, about or just over thirty years old, with a figure that was good but not remarkable. Her face was not beautiful- her forehead was rather high and her jawline quite round- but it was expressive and attractive when she smiled. Her mouth was medium-sized, with an upper lip that slightly overlapped the lower in the middle. She had a presence- a charisma- that was difficult to explain, despite an unassuming and friendly manner. She was wearing a very light but opaque blue cotton dress, probably acquired since her arrival. She spoke accentless English and expressed herself very clearly and precisely. Jenny did the introductions, and Suzie and Poppy both curtseyed nicely. Gill asked them a few questions about their origins, and the way they’d come to be enslaved. She felt their breasts and asked how much they’d expanded, but was satisfied with little more than a guess, as she assumed the clinic would have the precise measurements. She told them what they knew already: that they’d be undergoing several hours of tests and samples, followed by a meeting with the doctors and Jenny. There was a slightly embarrassing moment. Poppy’s breasts had almost returned to their normal colour and most of her whipmarks had faded, but as she moved into the light from the window, Gill spotted the slight abnormalities that remained. She ran her fingers over much of the affected skin. ‘She’s been whipped, and quite badly, and over all her body’, she exclaimed. ‘What did she do?’ There was almost an element of accusation in the way she addressed Jenny, who looked confused.
‘She didn’t do anything’, she protested. ‘She’s very well behaved. She was just playing with another slave.’
‘That’s a strange game.’
Poppy detected the note of scepticism and decided to intervene before relations between Jenny and the newcomer deteriorated. ‘Mistress Gill, my I explain? I spent the night before last with a fellow slavegirl who has no arms. She’s developed the ability to do things with her feet and legs for which most of us use our hands and arms. She’s very good with whips, mistress, and she enjoys using them. I was happy to submit to her.’
‘I’ve a friend you’d like to meet you’, was the enigmatic reply. ‘Let’s be on our way.’
She walked behind the girls, for the simple reason that they knew the way to the car park, where a Land Rover belonging to the clinic waited with a male slave at the wheel, the first time they’d seen an unfree person driving a vehicle. They were very soon at the clinic where Gill left them to the nurses, who conducted every test, and took every sample, imaginable. Then they separated them, got them aroused, and took more samples. The last of that group were taken just after they’d climaxed, two of the prettier female nurses doing it for them by hand, to avoid mixing their fluids with saliva or male sperm. Together again, they were given a very nice lunch, for which Gill joined them. She seemed happy to talk freely about herself. Suzie asked her if she owned any slaves.
‘I do own one outright’, she said, ‘but he’s such a surly brute that I’ve leased him out, and his new keeper is sub-letting him now. I’d like to sell him now, but I wouldn’t get much for him. With my partner, Chrissie-Marie, I own another young man called Daniel, and he’s wonderful. Everyone loves him, and he’s good at everything, and nice looking with it. He’s been overdosed with Doctor Clark’s treatments, just like you, and we’re having to have a reservoir installed in him to hold his seminal fluid. He’s just gone home from the clinic, still recovering from the operation. Without it he couldn’t go for more than two hours without sex, and it was less when he was at his worst. I was the same. It wasn’t without advantages’- she grinned- ‘but it was very tiring. I’m about half-way back to normal now, which is where I’ll try to stay, and your keepers will probably aim for the something like that.’
‘Do you have a big house in England, mistress?’ Poppy asked her. ‘We’ve wondered a lot how slaves can be kept there, in such a crowded country, without anyone knowing about it. Are they kept in secret dungeons?’’
Gill laughed. ‘Sometimes, but not usually. You’d be surprised at how many people do know. We work by having command of every possible source of information and having friends in all walks of life, including the police, the press, the banks, etc. etc. In answer to your question, I have quite a small house, but I don’t keep slaves there now. Chrissie-Marie and I are developing a big estate on behalf of a very wealthy woman who’s moved abroad. We have a couple of dozen slaves there at the moment, including Daniel, but not many of them belong to either of us. We have ponygirls there, and facilities for galley slaves. We’re moving a futa girl in next week, the first, we hope of a small stable of body-modified slaves who’ll be big money-earners and help to finance the development of the estate. Much of it is rather run down.’

Gill seemed to like talking about home, but it never seemed to occur to her that there was anything odd about meeting two English slavegirls in the Amazon forest, or the fact that they were naked and had their hands confined behind their backs. An auxiliary nurse had been provided to feed them, but once the main course- chicken and chips with salad- was over, she sent her away and fed them herself. She was becoming steadily more familiar with them, leaning over to lick little smears of lemon pie from their mouths and chins, and they cooperated willingly, for they both liked her. Over coffee they talked of their visit to the House of Punishment, the kennels behind it, and the new railway. Gill had been promised a ride on that and she was looking forward to it. She was also intending to visit the hucow facility at the stables that the girls had visited. Something similar was, apparently, being developed somewhere near Edinburgh, and she herself was in milk. To illustrate that point she exposed her breasts and used her own for their second cups. It was quite strong coffee, so they couldn’t honestly say that they noticed the difference. Then they noticed, all of a sudden, that the auxiliary nurse had left them a little bowl of chocolate eggs. ‘It’s Easter Sunday today! exclaimed Suzie. ‘Of course it is’, replied Gill. ‘Extra staff had to come in to deal with you, partly because it’s urgent, and partly because you need to be off on your visit to the Marquess. Jenny told me that the bishop was disappointed not to see you both in church. I think you’ll find, in future, that your Easters are more . . . eventful.’

After lunch it was time for them to be masturbated again, this time with a sensor held in their nose piercings and wired to a laptop on a nearby table. Not unexpectedly, Gill decided to do one of them herself, and a toss of a coin won that privilege for Poppy. They kissed enthusiastically while the work was in progress, and Poppy managed a multiple orgasm with three climaxes. Afterwards she begged to be allowed to please Gill, who graciously consented, and knelt over her mouth. They were then given a recovery period of ninety minutes, after which Gill took Suzie, and a nurse replaced her with Poppy. The girls were then reunited for another battery of samples and tests, and then they were left alone to rest, chained to individual beds in a double room. In the late afternoon they were showered and given tea and cakes, and finally ushered into Doctor Smythe’s office for their promised meeting.
The room had been arranged to ensure that all those present could take an equal part in the discussion. Chairs were arranged roughly in a circle, with the two doctors sitting together, Jenny with Gill, and Suzi and Poppy. The slaves were still bound and naked, with a little table in front of them holding glasses of water with straws. Doctor Clark was introduced to the girls and seemed to them a mild man if somewhat lacking in personal warmth. He made quite a detailed presentation to start things off, and they listened attentively.

‘Thank you all very much for coming’, he began. ‘I have to say that we’ve been treated with impeccable hospitality since the moment we arrived in this very interesting country. It might help you if I tell you something about the kind of medical technology on which many of our treatments are based, including those given to these two lovely girls here, and our absent friend, Edward Ross. We’ve looked at his samples as well.’ He took a glass of water, and seemed to gather himself for the main part of his talk.
‘I’ll try to put it in layperson’s terms, which is easy for me because the technological aspect of it isn’t my speciality. The delivery system was developed by laboratories in Singapore. Basically, Suzie and Poppy’s bodies- and Edward’s- now contain countless millions of nano-particles which are actually slow-release compounds; a mixture of organic and man-made chemicals and hormones. The outcome depends on three things being right; the choice of compounds, the total quantity administered, and the correct mixture of the release rates. I should have said that the rate at which the particles become active is almost infinitely variable, but the treatment is designed to last about a year. So the compounds should be released in even amounts from the day they’re administered until the year is over.’ He paused for a drink of water. No-one interrupted, and he continued.
‘Something is not right. These young ladies are experiencing the effects of the treatments too quickly and too intensely. Their symptoms are similar to those suffered- if suffering is the right word- by Gill and a few slaves in the United Kingdom. In those cases it was discovered that the quantity administered was too large. In one case the owner of the slave in question had misinformed the clinic as to her weight, but in all cases, a nurse at our clinic had used quite crude means to ensure that clients were overdosed. She was finally caught when CCTV showed her resting a foot on a scale on which a client was being weighed. At the time that seemed to explain everything. There was nothing wrong with the compounds or the delivery system; the clients were simply being given too much.’
‘I assume, doctor, that this person was dealt with appropriately?’ asked Jenny.
‘Yes. I’ll talk to you about that later, if you’re interested. Our problem here is that although my clinic exported to you pre-measured doses which could have been tampered with, they’ve been destroyed, and yet we’re still getting these problems. It’s largely Gill’s function to get to the bottom of this. To be honest I don’t really believe that you have another saboteur here in your clinic, Doctor Smythe, though the possibility can’t be ruled out.’
Gill interrupted. ‘Doctor, I’m looking into a number of possible ways in which these incidents could be the outcome of the original sabotage. We need to wait before reaching any conclusions.’
‘Quite. Anyway, we need to look to the future. We can give you more treatments, developed in the last few weeks, to moderate the effects a little, but you will still go through a difficult period, girls. We’ve tried to extrapolate from the position you’re in now. Over the next couple of weeks, your need for sexual stimulation will continue to grow, until even with our ameliorative treatments, you’ll be in serious distress in under three hours, if your needs are not met. I must emphasise to you, Jenny, that their needs must be met. That absolute requirement must take precedence over any property rights that you or anyone else holds over them as slaves. Delaying or withholding sexual stimulation must not be used as a punishment. You might think I don’t have the right to be so prescriptive, since I’m not in my own country, but we wouldn’t be able to continue working with you at all if that principle isn’t adhered to.’
Jenny spoke up. ‘Doctor Clark, you have no need to worry on that score. We will do as you say. I’ve no desire to see these slaves damaged.’
‘I knew that really, Jenny, but I had to say it, as a doctor. The girls can expect a gradual reduction in their symptoms after a few weeks. At some point you, Jenny, will need to decide when to step in and have them stabilised at that level. Since the sabotage was detected we have worked out ways to cope with the intrinsic volatility of these treatments- minute changes in the doses can have remarkably big effects- and to keep the clients stable at a chosen level afterwards. We don’t know yet why things are going wrong at the first stage, and we may yet have to discard all our existing stocks. Are there any questions so far?
Poppy had one. ‘Doctor Clark, thank you for explaining everything to us so clearly. We were also given injections that were supposed to increase the size of our breasts, and we are beginning to feel the effects of those. Perhaps I should say that we see the effects, others feel them. Were those injections also overdoses? Will we need special trolleys to carry them on?’
Doctor Clark was almost laughing, a feat that he didn’t often manage. ‘Excellent question, very well put, Poppy. No, I don’t think you were overdosed. I think you’ll gain another two inches, approximately, then stick at that. Of course, your owners might decide on a bigger increase. But there is another dimension that you didn’t know about. You seem to have been whipped quite badly, including your breasts. That might have had two effects. The adrenalin flooding your body could well have increased the release rate for the nano-particles that I’ve already discussed. The whipping of your breasts is probably responsible for triggering a side-effect that’s quite common. We think you’ll probably start lactating within the next week. That’s also something that your Mistress Jenny will have to handle, if it happens. We can’t be sure. If it does, you’ll have to be milked regularly for up to three months. After that, your keeper can decide whether to keep you in milk or not.’
He didn’t wait for a response or any questions, but handed over to Doctor Smythe, on the grounds that the latter was more qualified to speak about the legal consequences of the overdoses. He was very direct in his approach.
‘I think you can forget about putting these girls up for sale for at least six months, and I very much doubt whether it’ll be much less than a year’, he said. ‘Once they’ve been stabilised it’ll take time to get the booster doses just right, even if all these problems have been solved by then. It isn’t for me to tell you what to do, Jenny, but you might consider an alternative solution. There’ll be substantial compensation due both from the English clinic’s insurance, and from ours. Some of it will go to the Republic’s government, but since they’re untrained and of uncertain value, it needn’t be very much. We can make sure most of it goes to you, and to Ted, to compensate you for the time and trouble of keeping them for so long and coping with their very substantial needs. Ted has told me that he’s going to buy at least one slave just to take care of them. Why don’t you and Ted use that money to buy them from the State? You might have to contribute something yourselves, but if you don’t want to do that, perhaps a syndicate could be formed. I’d be happy to be part of it myself. We know their potential value; we couldn’t lose in the long run, and it would take all the pressure off you to get them ready for sale. I’ll bet you’ve already had expressions of interest.’
Jenny seemed startled by the proposal, but not uninterested. Poppy and Suzie tried hard to catch her eye and nod to her, but failed to do so. ‘I’ll think about that, doctor; thank you for the suggestion. Ted’s away for the week, and the girls will be off tomorrow for the same length of time, so we’ll discuss it when everybody’s back home.’
Gill gave her opinion. ‘I think it’s an excellent idea’, she said firmly. ‘It would certainly suit us; we’ll need access to them for as long as their showing any abnormal symptoms. I’ll be off in a couple of days, but I’m expecting to pay another visit within a fortnight. I’ll be interested to know what develops.’
The conversation soon petered out, since with Ted absent nothing could be decided. From the way the meeting ended it seemed to the girls that there was going to be a formal dinner that night, and they were going to be present. It was a surprise to them, therefore, when they were fed in their suite by auxiliary nurses. When they’d finished Jenny came in.
‘You two must be wondering what your role is in tonight’s proceedings’, she said. ‘You’re going to be the centrepiece on the dining table. It’s a good opportunity for you; your first chance to entertain relative strangers outside the comfort and security of the brothel. Basically, you’ll be in armbinders on a kind of sunken bed in the centre of a big dining table. You’ll have been given something to make you really, really horny for a short time; just the couple of hours we’ll be at the table. Don’t worry about that; the pills are harmless and we all take them from time to time. They’re nothing to do with your other treatments, and won’t interact with them. Your job is to put on an elegant, pleasing display, while having as many orgasms as possible You’ll have sensors in your nostrils that will detect them, and you should aim for at least eight each. If you manage that I’ll arrange one of Ted’s old-style rewards for you when you get back. If you don’t try hard enough, some of the diners will have cattle prods to spur you on to greater efforts. I don’t anticipate any problems, knowing the two of you. There’ll be spigots for you to drink water, and it’s important that you use them.’
‘Won’t we be exhausted tomorrow, mistress?’ asked Poppy.
‘No. You’ll sleep alone together tonight and you’ll be able to rest on the journey. No more chatting now. You’ve only just got time to get ready. Remember; go for variety. Don’t be afraid to kneel or stand. Stay in the designated area; it’s called the “pleasure pit”. Don’t speak, but you can whisper discreetly to one another. Don’t look directly at the diners. I’ll see you briefly after dinner.’
The girls were showered and cleaned inside and out but were not fitted with plugs. Tiny and very simple transmitters were fitted inside each of their left nostrils- almost invisibly- and they were given the pills. They were put in patent black armbinders that held their arms folded behind them, pushing out the breasts that were already emphasised by the straps that crossed between them. Their bodies were then oiled, both to make their skin shine in the candlelight in the dining room, and to make it slippery; a small handicap to make their task more interesting, at least to their audience. Then they were led into the dining room which was still empty of people. The centre of the round dining table- about a seven foot circle with a slightly raised, padded rim, was lowered to floor level, and the girls were encouraged to crawl under to get onto it. Then it was raised, and they were lying on a very soft, springy mattress, a few inches below the level of the place settings round the edge of the table.
They were told to start, and the dinner gong sounded. Very soon the two doctors, Gill, Jenny, a man they identified from the conversation later as the Minister of Health, a woman who they similarly learnt was the Vice President, and Aysha Amin from the stables filed in and took their seats. They found Suzie and Poppy lying face-to-face, kissing deeply. They kept that up, writhing gently against one another, until the first wines had been poured and the starters served by slaves who’d obviously been chosen for their looks and supplied by the caterers. The girls started getting more serious, Poppy working her way down to Suzie’s breasts, and then curling up between her legs to get at her pussy.
The pills made it easy. Poppy and Suzie were constantly aroused and climaxed easily, they there was never any doubt that they’d reach their target. They were able to devote their efforts, therefore, to putting on a show, adopting every position that their bondage allowed, licking mouths, breasts, pussies and anuses, even sucking one another’s toes. They ensured that their bodies were always touching, and tried, as best they could, special little tricks like using their nipples on their clitorises. Though hardly original, one move that seemed to please the diners was to rear up on their knees face to face, rubbing their nipples against one another. When alternated with kissing, it was very pleasant as well. Another popular move was having one of the them standing up- unsteadily, given the softness of the mattress- while the other knelt in front. The standing girl then fell over backwards when climaxing.
They tried to keep half an eye on what was going on around them, but it was very difficult. They were genuinely enjoying one another, and it was easy to treat the people around them almost as wallpaper. Nevertheless there were a few gleanings. The minister was obviously cultivating Gill and Doctor Clark, for reasons that went beyond the current quality control problems. It seemed to have something to do with research into new organic compounds that were extracted from the regional flora; a growing source of employment and export revenues for the Republic. Aysha was interesting in any available treatments for improving milk production, and spent some time hobnobbing with Gill, being allowed to sample a few drops straight from her teats. As the meal progressed it became obvious that the two would probably spend the night together, while Doctor Clark was showing interest in a plump black serving wench who spent more and more time on his knee. Towards the end Poppy and Suzie were tiring, though they did their best to keep their bodies moving together against one another. Once the diners left the table and dispersed to sit in armchairs and on sofas scattered about the rest of the large room, they were discreetly wound down to the floor, pulled out from under, and helped out of the room.
Back in their double room, they were soon visited by Jenny, who seemed just a little bit tipsy but very pleased indeed. She kissed them almost to the point of snogging, and congratulated them on their performance. ‘Thirteen for Suzie, fourteen for Poppy’, she crowed. ‘The minister said it was the best show of that sort he’d ever seen. Start thinking about who you want for your rewards!’
‘What about you, mistress?’ asked Poppy. ‘Are you all alone tonight?’
‘One of the serving wenches is a pleasure slave the minister brought for Gill. She’s attached herself to Aysha, so I’ll take her. I’m afraid you two will be chained to your separate beds, but there is a nurse ready to service you if you wake up in the night. I’ll see you in the morning, probably for breakfast.’
She left them then, and they partook of some of the wine that had been left for them. They were, however, very tired, and they soon rang for auxiliaries to get them ready for bed. The double bed in the suite pulled apart to make two singles, and after they’d been taken to the bathroom, their hands were moved in front and chained to the separated headframes. They each had water to drink and a bell button to push, and when the lights were dimmed, they went straight to sleep. Despite their treatments, the prodigious outpouring of both physical and sexual energy during the evening ensured them a full night’s uninterrupted sleep, the last they’d have for some time.
In the early morning, the girls were allowed to spend forty minutes together. Suzie’s hands were locked behind her, and Poppy, with hers chained loosely in front, joined her in bed. Then they were showered, breakfasted, and toileted. Their rather faceless attendants- both female- were very thorough as usual, and this time their butt plugs were installed after their enemas. The latter were more voluminous than the ones they usually got at the brothel. Sandrine and the others had no professional expertise to guide them, and so were cautious and conservative about the quantity of water they pumped in. At the clinic, the staff knew what the safe maximums were, and the girls felt their bellies getting swollen and hard before they stopped the flow. Poppy’s hands were also locked behind her, and the orderlies gave them a rather formal kiss goodbye and left them. A few minutes later, Jenny came to take them away.









Chapter 11 - Rural Rides

 
The Land Rover was in the car park, and they went first to the brothel to pick up Sandrine. Assigned a supervisory role over them while they were away from home, her hands were loosely chained in front and she wore a thin purple dress. The other household staff, with the exception of Fanny who was busy supervising work at the new house, were there to see them off, and Jenny had to cut their goodbyes short to get them on their way. Slaves were never completely sure of what the future held, and when parting from friends the possibility that the separation might be permanent was always in the backs of their minds. Sandrine sat in the front as they drove along a series of minor tracks to by-pass the town centre, it being a public holiday, when motor traffic was banned. Jenny spent much of the time giving Sandrine instructions about their care, though she’d also sent them by email to the Marquess’ residence. Then, speaking loudly over her shoulder, she lectured the girls on appropriate behaviour. ‘Remember I won’t be there to protect you; be respectful at all times. Think before you speak, especially you, Suzie. Be polite and respectful to the Marquess’ slaves, especially those who’ve been in his service for many years. Try to get a sense of who matters most and make a special effort with them. If you’re allowed to wander about, be careful not to poke your noses into private places. Don’t make demands, but you are entitled to ask for food and, especially, water, if you need it. It don’t suppose your sexual needs will be neglected, and Sandrine should make doubly sure of that, but if you are anxious on that account, you should speak up. Any questions?’
‘Are we available for use to anyone we meet, mistress?’
‘That’s up to the Marquess, but he might delegate that decision to Albert. Your default position should be “yes”, provided there’s a clear differential in the degree of bondage. The servant-slaves will know what they are and aren’t allowed to do, so be guided by them.’
‘We’ll miss you, mistress’, said Poppy. ‘You’ll find it quiet here next week, with Master Ted being away as well.’

‘I’ll miss the three of you too. At least we won’t be in the workpeople’s way all the time. The house should be virtually finished when you come back. I’ll be able to make lots of choices without you-know-who interfering. That’s my compensation for a few lonely nights.’
‘ “Lonely” in this context means having only Susan, Midnight, Voluptua and Fanny to offer you comfort in your hour of need, mistress. Perhaps mistress should have a teddy bear as well?’

Jenny just turned to Sandrine. ‘If Suzie talks like that in front of the Marquess, try to head him off by immediately offering to whip her yourself. I might just work, especially as he’s taken a liking to you.’
‘Of course, mistress.’
There was no more time for talk- perhaps fortunately- because they’d arrived at one of the capital’s two distribution centres, where one of the branches of the south-eastern metalled road reached its terminus. Very large wooden sheds, with camouflaged roofs, served as warehouses, and the incoming trucks drove straight inside. Smaller vehicles, a few of them human powered, emerged from other portals. It was very much like the distribution centres they’d seen back home, but smaller, and with all the operations taking place under cover. It did occupy a larger area, so the buildings could be at least partly hidden by the forest trees. Jenny drove the Land Rover into one of the buildings and they sat in an office for a few minutes until their transport was ready for them. They hadn’t had the opportunity to ask about how they’d be travelling, but it turned out to be in the base of a standard articulated truck, carrying mainly bricks and compost on the return journey to the outside world. A kind of ‘people carrying module’ was slung under the trailer and connected by a cable to the truck’s electrical system, to run the air conditioning, the entirely superfluous heating, and its interior lights. The inside was surprisingly adaptable. Folding seats along the sides could accommodate as many as fourteen slaves, chained to bars running the length of the module. For this journey, however, three comfortable couches had been ‘popped up’ from under the floor. They were fitted with seat belts that only Sandrine could undo, and the outer door was locked, but they were told that, in an accident or fire, they would be freed automatically. No such thing had ever happened on the Republic’s few well-regulated roads.
The module had no windows, so they slept through most of the trip. The soundproofing kept out most of the engine and road noise, and the road surface was smooth enough to leave only gentle undulations, like a ferry in a gentle swell. They had drinks with straws by their sides, and the ninety-minute journey passed quickly. They were ushered out at an insignificant crossroads very much like the one at which they’d waited a few days previously. Waiting for them was, not a motor vehicle, but a little trap pulled by two ponyboys, with a slight, cheerful-looking blonde woman as the driver. She was very pretty, but also very slim and small of breast and hip, and wore a kind of bikini made of thin faux suede. Poppy guessed her age at twenty-five. ‘You must be Poppy, Suzie and Sandrine’, she shouted to them as the truck roared away. ‘Welcome to Fedo Coroba, all of you. I’m here to take you on to Fedo Hall. It’s not much more than a mile. My name is Alice Rodriguez.’ They all curtseyed, assuming from the lack of restraints that she was free, which she was.
They were helped into the trap, which was very narrow and designed for use on tracks that were little more than footpaths. The driver’s seat only accommodated one person, so the three slaves sat in the back facing sideways, with Sandrine on the left side and the girls on the right. Alice urged the ponies into motion and they proceeded at no more than about six or seven miles per hour, and the bumpy track made the girls, without their hands to steady them, sway about alarmingly. The hard surface of the bench made them acutely conscious of their butt plugs. ‘There are better roads leading to the Hall’, explained Alice apologetically, ‘but this is the shortest way from the truck stop.’ It was hard work for the ponyboys with four passengers, one of them quite substantial, and after a few minutes they needed a few flicks of the whip to drive them up a gentle incline. Fortunately the last few hundred yards were downhill, and soon they rumbled onto a cobbled surface as they joined a proper road. It led them through an imposing gateway with a lodge, and along a well-made gravel track that wound through the forest to reach an open courtyard at the front of a large wooden house. They would soon find out that the modest frontage concealed a complex of residential buildings, stables, barns, garages and workers’ cottages. Although mostly forested, the estate was securely fenced and alarmed, making undetected ingress or egress almost impossible for either people or animals. As they arrived Alice gave them the usual warning against walking outdoors without sandals and steering clear of the denser patches of jungle.
An elderly female slave waited at the door to let them in, and as was often the case in The Republic, the interior was much more imposing and richly appointed, and in many respects resembled that of a French chateau. They were led into a splendid parlour where both the Marquess and Albert sat together playing chess. Both rose to greet the newcomers, and as might be expected Poppy got a very warm greeting from the son, while Sandrine was made a great fuss of by the father. Suzie felt like a spare part, and indeed she wasn’t entirely sure why she’d been sent at all. They were introduced to the elderly slave, whose name was Harmony, the assistant housekeeper. Albert came to show them their quarters, which were downstairs and at the back of the house, which was built on a slope. They were therefore close to ground level, all the rooms having French windows opening on a gravel terrace overlooking a small but well-kept garden. Their quarters were all in a line, with both connecting doors and a corridor running on the interior side.
All the rooms were well appointed and comfortable. Suzie’s was quite spacious with its own en suite and a king-sized bed, with plenty of room for a sofa, a couple of comfortable chairs, a little dining table, and a kitchen alcove. ‘You’re welcome to use the terrace outside’, said Albert, ‘but don’t go further without making sure that you won’t been needed for a while.’ Sandrine had a similar room in the middle, and it had marginally the best view, down an avenue of flowering shrubs that led to the edge of the forest a hundred yards away. Poppy’s apartment was the largest, with a separate lounge-dining room and a larger bathroom. All were beautifully decorated, with paintings, wall hangings, wall-to-wall carpets and opulent curtains and blinds. They also had comprehensive audio-visual equipment, and everything, including the lights, doors and blinds, could be operated without hands. ‘The fabrics don’t look washable’, said Albert, ‘but they are, so don’t worry about stains and spillages.’
The only luggage they had was a little bag carried by Sandrine, containing pills and medicines and food supplements, the keys to their restraints, and a couple of spare dresses for herself. Since there wasn’t any point in leaving them to ‘settle in’, Albert told Harmony to give them a tour of the parts of the house that they could access. The servants’ facilities and rooms were less elaborate but still very comfortable, though there were a couple of cells and a punishment room for miscreants. Other rooms on the ground floor were magnificent in their splendour, but there were some living areas at the back of the house which were plainer and more practical. All in all it was a stately home that was for living in, not for display, and the necessary compromises had been made.
They took lunch in the servants’ hall and were introduced to the dozen or so slaves who were present. They didn’t remember most of the names, the bearers of which were of both genders and ages from under twenty to Harmony’s seventy-odd. The food was a huge dish of paella, and very enjoyable, and the questions they were asked were generally about the capital and the brothel, not about them personally. They were the kinds of questions asked the world over by provincials who rarely if ever left their home districts, and to whom the outside world was a mysterious and possibly dangerous place. Poppy and Suzie were in no position to dissent from that world view, of course. They were friendly with everyone and complimented the cook, and generally did their best to give a good impression. They were able to feed themselves, for Harmony released their hands completely, and ironically, Sandrine was left as the only one wearing a chain. Afterwards, however, their hands went back behind them, and she left them in their rooms to await anyone who cared to pay them a call.
It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that Sandrine received the first visitor. Only a few minutes after they’d been left in their rooms, Suzie went out onto the terrace, pushing the door open with her shoulder, and immediately noticed that her neighbour’s blinds were closed. The Marquess had finished his lunch and decided to have her for dessert. From his point of view things had worked out wonderfully. Albert had asked him for Poppy and he’d paid generously in skilled labour, thinking to generate goodwill rather than revenue. But Jenny had thrown in Suzie for nothing, presumably because the trip would be good for her education. Then the medical problems were a godsend, causing her to send Sandrine as well, and to him she was worth more than the other two put together. He’d been a BBW man since his twenties, and unlike many of his male associates he’d lost his taste for very young women as he’d grown older. This big, busty black woman in her forties, with her kind face, big soft lips and loving manner, was a dream come true for him, for he didn’t visit the capital that often, and the local markets didn’t offer much between nubile girls and elderly house servants. Sandrine even seemed quite intelligent and, from what he’d observed at Ted’s brothel, capable of replacing Harmony as assistant housekeeper when age forced her to reduce her workload. He stayed with her until the early evening, when she told him, with every sign of genuine reluctance, that it was time for her to check on ‘my girls’.
 









Chapter 12 - Among a Rich Man’s Flowering Lawns

 
Sandrine’s girls both had interesting afternoons. Unlike Poppy, Suzie had no idea what to expect, but she didn’t have to wait long for her first visitor. The girl was Albert’s age or very close, so unless they were twins she wasn’t his sister. She walked in confidently and sat in one of the armchairs. ‘Hi, Suzie. I’m Janet. I’m Albert’s cousin; three days older than him.’
Suzie got hurriedly to her feet and curtsied. ‘I’m honoured to meet you, mistress. Forgive me for not knowing; Master Albert didn’t tell us about you.’
‘That’s OK. All my father’s wives have dropped so many he probably doesn’t remember all our names. Sit down again, please. Uncle Christian is wonderful with us all though. You’d think he was our father if you saw us with him.’
‘What do you do here, mistress? Are you still at school?’
‘You’re tactful, Suzie, we were told you weren’t. Yes I do look young, but I’ve turned eighteen. I’m learning to train ponies. I want to make it my career, but I’ve had no chance to travel and see the world. I’m off to the UK for two months in a couple of weeks.’
‘Will you be staying with relatives, mistress?’
‘Tactful again, Suzie. You mean I’m too young to travel. I admit I’m nervous about plunging into civilisation like a desert Arab jumping into a lake. You know how things work around here? We go to school, we learn about everything, and we experience nothing. We’re kept under wraps and watched like hawks till our eighteenth birthdays. Even snogging is discouraged. Have sex and you risk being sold into slavery. Then, at eighteen, we’re given an allowance and turned loose. How can that work?’
‘I can’t imagine, mistress. Are you working your way round to telling me, mistress, that you’re a virgin?’
‘That’s a bit more like what we expected, Suzie. Every hole, both genders. I’ve been kissed by one boy and one girl. She was better. I suppose I’m a lesbian.’
‘You don’t have to one thing or the other, Mistress Janet. I’m certainly not, but then I wouldn’t be allowed to be.’
Janet suddenly jumped up, filled a glass with fresh orange juice, and brought it to the sofa where Suzie was sitting. She held the glass up for her to drink and then took some herself. ‘You’re lovely, Suzie. Fantastic tits. Nice shaped lips. Dark skin. I’ve been wanking myself to sleep thinking about someone like you. You’re going to teach me a lot.’
‘Shall we start with chat-up lines, mistress? I’m afraid I’m often told that it isn’t my strong point.’
‘Don’t be silly. I know I came down with the last shower, but I also know I don’t have to chat slaves up. Start by kissing me.’
She leant back on the sofa and closed her eyes, turning her head towards Suzie. The latter leant over and touched their lips together, and then pressed a little bit harder. ‘It would help if you opened your eyes, mistress,’ she murmured. A little hesitantly, they did open, and Suzie tried again, using her own lips to tease Janet’s open. She pressed harder, moving her mouth and rotating her face to create friction. She got acceptance, but not much response. The girl didn’t seem to have watched many films or TV romances, or perhaps she was just very uncertain of herself. Suzie didn’t rush her , therefore, but waited for her to become accustomed to the intimacy of their mouths touching. The problem was that she didn’t feel very stable. Sitting up and leaning to one side with her body twisted, without hands to help her she was in danger of toppling over Janet’s lap, which she thought might spoil the mood of the moment. She paused, therefore, and said; ‘Mistress Janet, please hold me. I don’t have my hands free.’ Janet’s hands came up and took her by the shoulders, and she began, tentatively, to push back against Suzie’s mouth. Thus encouraged, Suzie began slowly to introduce her tongue, and a couple of minutes later, the kiss had become fully French. One of Janet’s hands strayed from her shoulder to her breast. After another couple of minutes, Suzie broke off. ‘Wouldn’t we be more comfortable on the bed, Mistress Janet?’
They moved, as she suggested, but before Janet lay down, Suzie took a chance to move things forward more quickly. He own body was tingling now and she needed to see where her next orgasm was going to come from. ‘Mistress Janet, it’s warm in here. You’d be more comfortable without that dress.’
After a moment’s hesitation, Janet gathered her resolve and removed the garment with one smooth, decisive movement. The outcome left Suzie gaping in astonishment; in her admittedly short time in the Republic she’d never seen anyone, male or female, free or slave, sporting underwear. The frilly bra explained why her breasts were so high and proud, and the little panties were moist at the front. Suzie took another risk. ‘And the smalls, mistress’, she said. When Janet looked dubious, she added, ‘Trust your teacher, mistress’, and slowly, hesitantly, the offending articles were removed. The large breasts retained most of their shape, and she had a little triangle of short pubic hair just above her slit. She seemed to be resisting a temptation to cover herself with her hands, so Suzie spoke again. ‘You’ll feel more at ease, mistress, if you lie down and put your lovely body against mine.’ Again, her orders were obeyed.
They spent a good ten minutes getting back to where they were on the sofa, relaxing together with their mouths slack and their tongues exploring one another’s lips. In their more relaxed position, it was easy for Janet to explore Suzie’s breasts with her hands. They soon wandered further down, and Suzie held her legs wide by way of encouragement. One of Janet’s hands touched her sex, and she gasped; a reflex that she exaggerated a little for effect. She also jerked her groin slightly against the probing hand, to give it further encouragement.  Janet whispered to her. ‘I’ve never had an orgasm. I’ve never seen an orgasm. Will you have one for me, Suzie?’
‘I will if you’ll let me guide you, mistress.’ She didn’t expect it to be easy, but she encouraged her to push her fingers inside, and told her how to find the clitoris. To a certain extent the rest had to be left to chance. Suzie didn’t think she could climax by talking her through the process, any more than she thought that painting by numbers produced real art. No-one could teach Janet empathy, or help her to judge Suzie’s responses. Fortunately the girl was a reasonably quick learner, and although she’d never masturbated herself to orgasm, she had some grasp of her own anatomy and the way it worked. Suzie would never had made it without the effects of her treatments, but after a few minutes of Janet’s clumsy fumbling, she came quite suddenly, and she abandoned herself completely to her feelings, twisting and bucking, and in the final stages turning right over, losing contact altogether, just twitching against the bed. When he finally rolled back over to look at Janet, the girl was staring down at her in wonder. ‘Could you make me do that?’ she asked, ‘if I undid your hands?’
Suzie answered breathlessly. ‘You don’t need to undo my hands, mistress. I can use my mouth.’ She rolled further to bring herself up against Janet, breast to breast, offering her mouth for kissing. That offer was accepted, but not the first, just yet. ‘This evening, Suzie. It isn’t far off dinner time, and I need to process what I’ve seen so far.’
Suzie was surprised. ‘How long do we have together, Mistress Janet?’
‘Didn’t anyone tell you? You’re mine for the week. It’s a coming of age present from my uncle. Unlike Albert’s my head isn’t full of money-making schemes, so I thought I’d keep you for two or three days to learn what I can from you. Then I’ll decide whether to keep you myself, or to rent you out to a few of my school chums. Like Albert’s their credits are burning holes in their pockets. Three of them have asked me so far, but I’ve told them I’m going to try you out myself, first.’
‘That’s good to know, mistress. I thought maybe there was a queue waiting outside the door.’
She laughed. ‘Not yet, Suzie.’ She’d put her clothes back on while they were talking. She sniffed her masturbating hand. ‘I like your smell on me. I’m not going to wash it before dinner. I won’t catch anything, will I?’
‘I don’t think so, mistress.’
I’ll come again at about eight o’clock, and you can do what you said. Perhaps you can show me how to do it too.’
‘I’ll be looking forward to it, mistress.’

Suzie was left alone then for nearly an hour. It couldn’t have been necessary for Janet to leave so soon, and the more she thought about it, the more she thought that she, like her cousin, was just a little bit ‘different’. But she wasn’t too concerned. It didn’t appear that she was going to be overworked, at least for the first few days. Poppy was, doubtless, going to have a harder time, in more ways than one.
 

***

 
Poppy was the last of the three to receive her visitor, and it was, as she expected, Albert. He came in looking very pleased with himself, with some reason, since his plan, as they say, had come together. Poppy was sitting on one of her sofas, reclining against the arm, and he sat at the other end, his eyes raking her body. ‘You’re just as beautiful as I remembered’, he said.

‘You’re very kind, master, but it hasn’t been long enough for me to grow old and wrinkly. Shouldn’t I be addressing you as ‘my lord’, or ‘my lord Viscount’?
‘Let’s keep things as they are, Poppy. I’ve taken a ‘z’ pill, by the way, so I’m not going to sit here and admire you for much longer.’
‘I wouldn’t have thought you needed one, master, but I’m ready when you are. May I go and lie on the bed and wait for you?’
‘You may indeed.’ He started removing his clothes, and when he was naked, he came and lay beside her. His penis was rampant now, and she’d heard how they ached before the first ‘”z” pill orgasm’. ‘How should we do this, Poppy?’
‘You forget, master, that it’s as new to me as it is to you. We need to learn from one another. Perhaps if you pile lots of cushions on the bed, I’ll kneel with my tummy on them and my bottom sticking up, and you can kneel behind me, driving down into me from above. It’ll help, master, if you stick a couple of fingers in my sex and use them to lubricate my rectum.’
He prepared the cushions exactly as she directed, adding an extra one here and there until the pile was just right.  He was waiting for her to get down on them when she hesitated. ‘Master, wouldn’t it be best if you kissed me first?’
‘I’m so sorry, Poppy. I’m nervous. I thought I’d like to do what we intended first and have the romantic bit afterwards. But come here to me.’
He did kiss her then, running his hands up and down her body, stroking her breasts and feeling her sex, from which moisture was oozing. ‘Have you been looking forward to seeing me, Poppy?’ he asked. ‘Of course, master. You can feel how much.’ 
‘You know me, Poppy. I never really know what other people are feeling. But I’m glad you’re here, and I’m glad your glad you’re here. Now please get down on the pillows, before I burst.’
She did so, pushing her bottom right up towards him. ‘Hold my hips, master, so I don’t roll off. I can’t use my hands, remember.’ He put one hand on her back to start with, and pushed two fingers into her vagina, transferring them immediately into her back passage. Then he pulled her buttocks slightly apart so he could see her hole clearly, put his penis against it, held it straight with his right hand, and pushed, slowly but remorselessly, inside. It stretched her and she groaned. It was no more painful than having the largest butt plug fitted, except that there was no relief, no narrow waist for her to pop into and rest. On the other hand, the feeling of the warm flesh moving steadily inside her was pleasurable, and in time she began to enjoy it. ‘That’s nice, master’, she called over her shoulder. ‘Please carry on like that.’ He did, closing his eyes, loving her tightness on his shaft. He’d never taken one of the pills before, so he had difficulty distinguishing its effects from those of the situation in which he had the good fortune to find himself. The uniform pressure of the tubular passage on his stiffness felt quite different from the pulsing caress of her vagina. He kept going slowly as she’d asked, but as he felt her try to wriggle her impaled bottom, be gradually thrust harder and faster. She moaned louder and louder, for she was really enjoying it now, and the motion in her back passage was beginning to make itself felt in her clit, though she entertained no expectations of an orgasm, however long it went on. He didn’t hold out much longer; the first climax from a ‘z’ pill never took long. She was aware of a sudden extra swelling, but wasn’t sure whether or not she felt the semen spurting into her bottom. She heard a long, drawn-out groan from him, and his erection began to wane, and he pulled out. She struggled up and worked her way round to face him. ‘You’ve done it, Master Albert. You’ve lost your virginity, and taken mine, and I enjoyed every second of it.’
‘It was better than I thought it would be, Poppy’, he replied. ‘I’m glad it didn’t hurt you. Is there a way I can make you cum while I’m doing it?’
‘You’d have to reach round my body and use a hand in my cunt, master.’ Your cock in my ass feels nice, and I hope we’ll do it again. But the connection with my vagina isn’t strong enough to bring me off.’
‘I’ll be ready again in five or ten minutes.’
‘Perhaps a drink of orange juice, while we wait, master?’
While they sipped their drinks, he told her that Suzie’s week at the Hall had been given to his cousin Janet. ‘She’s very like me in some ways’, he told her. ‘She’s probably cleverer than me, and she’s certainly prettier, and I think my father likes her more, but she’s shy and awkward with people. Have you ever heard of Asperger’s Syndrome?’
‘Yes, master. But if you think you’ve got it, I’d have to say I don’t think I agree. What you describe are simply traits; a part of a personality, and in some degree present in most young people. I don’t know what an amateur psychologist would have made of me two or three years ago.’
‘We’ve both read a lot about it. As children we used to fly into tantrums at the least disturbance to your routine. I still get tense when things to which I’ve been looking forward don’t happen.’
‘A stickler for grammar too, master. But surely the key point is that you ‘used to’. You’re growing out of it, though you’ll probably always be a bit formal, a bit bookish, if you understand me, master. I don’t see any point in trying to put a label on yourself or your cousin. I don’t know whether Asperger’s, or autism for that matter, are things that you have or don’t have, or scales, or spectrums that run from nought to a hundred per cent. If it’s the latter, everyone is somewhere on the spectrum. Perhaps I’m three per cent, Suzie’s five, you’re ten, you’re cousin’s eight, etc etc. What does it matter? If we can function well in society, there’s nothing wrong with us, and we’re just slightly different personalities. Talking of functioning, master, you seem to be about ready to function again.’
In fact, with the ‘z’ pills, there wasn’t much of a gap between the first and second arousals, and Albert had been rock-hard during most of their discussion. ‘How shall we do it this time, Poppy?’
‘She gave him a kiss. You’ll have made real progress, Master Albert, when you don’t ask me that anymore. Are you going to bugger me again?’
‘Of course, Poppy. I’m going to do that most of the time.’
‘Perhaps if you lie behind me, with us on our sides, you can fuck me in the ass and keep your arms around me. You can frig my cunt with one hand and knead my tits with the other.’
‘You should be a romantic novelist, Poppy. You don’t usually talk like that.
‘Only when I’m desperate, Master Albert. Please do me now.’
He did as she asked, and it was much better for her this time. Although he wasn’t particularly skilled with his hands, the combination of the manual stimulation with the anal intrusion, given the state of arousal brought about partly by her treatments, ensured that she came very quickly, and she came again when he ejaculated. This time he was delighted with the results.
‘That was better than I ever dreamt it would be, Poppy. I know I made the right decision now. This week, I’m only going to use your asshole. I’ve told my friends that they can’t have you there, and they don’t mind, since they still have your vagina, mouth and breasts and there’s a limit to what they can do in a couple of hours. I do feel clumsy with my hands, though, and I’ve hardly begun to learn what to do with my mouth. Will you be able to teach me?’
‘If we have time together, Master Albert. How many of your friends am I going to meet?’
‘Six so far, Poppy. But more might sign up if the first few are happy with you, and I’m sure they will be. I’m aiming at one each morning, one each afternoon, and the evenings free for you and me. I’m going to supervise your bondage personally, and I’m going to be quite strict with you.’
‘That sounds very efficient, master. If I may say so, you’re imposing a severe restriction on yourself, if it’s going to be anal only for us.’
‘I know, but I feel I need to impose that discipline on myself; to learn everything I possibly can about one skill before progressing onto another. It’s the way my mind works. We’ve already discussed that.’
Poppy didn’t see any point in arguing further. It was obvious to her that sex was an activity that encompassed a large number of skills used together or in succession, and one needed instinct and empathy to achieve the right blend at any one time. Albert probably did have some kind of personality disorder, and if he needed a particular approach to make sense of it, she’d have to do her best cope with that. She felt some uncertainty about her own needs, and decided to speak up about them.
‘Master Albert, the orgasms I just had were very satisfying, but they were also the first I’d had since before breakfast. That’s about the longest interval I can possibly manage at the moment, without really suffering. Of course you’ll keep me in bondage as strict as you want, master, but will I be able to access Sandrine or Suzie during the nights? Are you going to stay with me?’
‘I’m sorry if I made you wait too long this time, Poppy. I don’t want you to suffer, and we do have quite detailed instructions from your clinic in the capital. There won’t be any problem during the daytime in future. All your clients will be told to make you cum, and to call for help if for any reason they can’t do that. At night I won’t be with you- my father wouldn’t like that- and I can’t guarantee that your friends will be available. I’ve arranged for a slave to be chained in your bed during the night, and you’ll be in a position to use him or her. It’ll be someone young and decent-looking. I presume you don’t mind which gender?’
‘No, master. If it’s a girl, I just have to be able to get my pubes on her face.’
‘It’ll probably be a popular duty, Poppy, you having such a romantic view of it.’
‘”Needs must when the Devil drives”, master. I’ll be nice to them, don’t worry. I trust Suzie will have the same? She seems to be just a few days behind me, at most.’
‘If Janet doesn’t stay with her, she will. You can trust Harmony. About once every ten years she forgets something important. The last time was three years ago, when she let the quadruple-ply toilet paper run out. For a few hours the Marquess had to use paper borrowed from the servants’ loos.’
‘Was she punished, master?’
‘No. she had conjunctivitis at the time, and she’d ticked the wrong box on the order form. Besides, father thought it very funny. To this day he occasionally jokes, in private, about the toughness of slaves’ backsides. He lets the mask slip sometimes.’
‘In a different life, he might have been a comedian, master. Are you ready again yet?’
The next time she felt only fleeting discomfort as he forced her open, and she kept up a rapid-fire commentary, asking him to push fingers into her vagina at the beginning, use them vigorously until she was thoroughly aroused, and then retreat a little to press on her clitoris just as she was cumming. She also managed to get him to pinch her nipple at just about the right time. She was happy with her orgasm, but he didn’t cum at the same time, as he had difficulty concentrating on what she was asking him to do, and his own motion in her bottom, at the same time. Even his two hands weren’t entirely coordinated. That, in a sense, wrote the agenda for the next few evenings. She was happy to wait for him to finish after her own climax had subsided. She asked him, then, for permission to clean his penis with her mouth. ‘Is that allowed under your rules, master?’
‘Isn’t that dirty, Poppy? You know where it’s been.’
‘I’m very regular, master, every morning after breakfast. Then I’m given enemas until the water runs clear, and a final one with a mild, perfumed disinfectant. ‘
‘It’s been a long time since breakfast. I’ll have you cleaned out again before the evening sessions. I’ll wash it myself now.’
Because of the pill he’d taken, he’d arranged for dinner to be brought for both of them. It was a simplified form of the meal made for the Marquess’ dining room, and very enjoyable. Little scallop casseroles were followed by game pie with sautéed potatoes and asparagus, and the wine was noticeably better than the usual fare at the brothel. Dessert was tarte citron, but before they enjoyed it he needed to use her again. Another short session followed after coffee and port, but then he felt he could manage an hour or two’s rest. The woman who came for the trolley also revised her bondage, releasing her hands from behind her back, putting a chain round her waist, and locking her wrists to it in front of her body. To emphasise the fact that she wasn’t being let off too lightly, she also locked her ankles together. She rubbed some magic ointment into Poppy’s anus; it wasn’t actually sore but was beginning to feel a little worn, and it had plenty of fair wear and tear ahead of it. Then she was left alone, to join the others if she wished to do so.
Though she would have quite liked to relax for an hour, Poppy worked her way across the floor on her backside and pushed her way through the door into Sandrine’s quarters. She and Suzie were just finishing their own meals, and both got up to help Poppy to the table. They were much less strictly chained, with just their hands connected about a foot apart. In the next hour they exchanged their stories.
Sandrine had probably had the easiest afternoon. The Marquess was a virile man for his age, but he hadn’t taken anything to help him, and only used her twice, both times vaginally. Strict about bondage but not wanting to spend much time over it, he’d left her hands connected by the chain, but bound her elbows behind her with rope. That held her bent arms tight against her sides, and forced her huge breasts further out in front, lifting them clear of her body. A kindness that left her quite touched was to remove the rope between the two sessions, so she was tightly restrained for no more than about ninety minutes. In the free time between he asked her lots of questions about the girls and their care, which she answered freely. He also told her, rather apologetically, about the arrangements for meals.
‘I’m afraid you’ll all be eating here or in the servants’ quarters’, he said. ‘I know that, at the brothel, you all eat together with any free persons who happen to be there, and I really enjoyed that informality. But here there’s a standard to maintain. My slaves will welcome you and give you their best service, but I can’t expect them to wait on you at my high table; it would demoralise them. I hope you understand.’
‘I quite understand, my lord. You’ve been more than generous in giving us this accommodation. May I ask, my lord, will we spend all our time here?’
‘For Poppy; that’s up to Albert. I’m guessing she won’t have much time for sightseeing. For Suzie, it’s up to my niece Janet. She’s got her for the week. For you, it’s up to me, and I don’t intend to share you. I’ll try to find the time to show you round a bit, and I might well decide to bring you up to my bedroom at night.’
In answer to another question he explained the arrangements for looking after the girls at night. ‘But I’ll see that you get the chance to talk to them often, to make sure they’re OK.’ Since he seemed to be willing to talk freely to her, she asked him how many other free persons lived in the house. The answer was; his other son, two daughters of twenty and twenty-one who were rarely in the house during the day, two other nieces and a nephew. His brother and sister-in-law, the Rodriquez family, and half a dozen other managers and agents, lived on the estate and occasionally dined with the family.
‘I know I shouldn’t ask you personal questions, my lord, but it might help me to know if I’m going to meet the Marchioness.’
‘I’ve no idea, Sandrine, though I don’t mind you asking. As a married couple, we’re estranged, but otherwise the best of friends. She lives in a dower house about a mile away, and she does often visit. But if you’re really asking whether she’ll mind you being here and me using you, the answer is, definitely not. She might ask to borrow you. I’m not sure what I’d say to that.’
‘In matters of this kind, my lord, the path of least resistance is usually the right one.’
‘I’m sure you’re right.’
Sandrine and the girls spent a pleasant few minutes out on the terrace, though they had to leave Poppy in a lounger while they explored it’s considerable length and breadth. There were some lovely ornamental and flowering shrubs in huge containers, and even a fishpond with a little fountain. From the edge they could look over the garden, which also served as an orchard. Alice was walking along one of the paths, leading a bound male slave on a leash, and she spotted them and waved cheerfully. They raised their hands in reply. There was a flight of stone steps leading down from the terrace, but they decided not to stray further, as their free time was probably up. They helped Poppy back inside and to her own room, and separated to wait for their masters and mistress.
 

***

 
In due course Poppy was visited by Harmony, who had in tow a short and very curvy white girl of about eighteen, who was dressed in a vinyl maid’s uniform. While the assistant housekeeper tidied the room and changed the bedsheet, the girl took Poppy to the bathroom and gave her a thorough enema, followed by a quick shower. She also got soaking wet, but given the nature of her clothing that didn’t matter much. Poppy liked the girl from the start, and snatched a couple of stolen kisses during the process, getting mostly giggles in return. When the young, full-lipped face was at the right level, she pushed her breasts against it, and was rewarded by a sharp reprimand from Harmony, who had suddenly appeared in the doorway. ‘This isn’t another brothel, Poppy. Please don’t treat it as one. Fanny is a chambermaid; not a pleasure slave, and she’s allowed sex once a fortnight.’
‘I’m sorry, Miss Harmony. ‘I’ll try to bear that in mind.’
‘Do that.’
Nothing more was said. Harmony unlocked Poppy’s feet and hands and locked the latter behind her back. Then they left her alone.
The other two were similarly treated. Sandrine was used to administering her own enemas and squirmed a little in the hands of a stranger, but she submitted to the treatment. Her hands were also locked behind her. But she had to wait a few minutes for the Marquess. Much to Poppy’s surprise, he visited her room first. Seeing who her visitor was, the girl slid off the bed onto her knees and tried to put her forehead right down onto the floor. He pulled her up gently. ‘Let’s not be too formal, Poppy. I just came to see how you are.’
‘That’s kind of your lordship. I’m fine, and I’ve been very well cared for, my lord Marquess.’
‘I have to say, my dear, that young Albert was in a very good mood when I saw him after dinner. You must be doing something right.’
‘Thank you, my lord. I’m in a good mood too.’
He laughed. ‘Carry on the good work. Ask for anything you need. I’ll bid you good evening now.’
‘Good evening to you, my lord Marquess.’
It wasn’t a complete surprise when, instead of leaving by the door to the corridor, he went through into Sandrine’s quarters. Two or three minutes later, Albert came in, smiling cheerfully and waving aside another attempt to kneel. ‘Was my father in here just now?’ he asked her.
‘Yes, Master Albert. He asked me how I was, then he went through to Sandrine’s room.’
‘I’m not surprised at that. I saw him after he finished his dinner. I haven’t seen him in such a good mood for months.’
‘Interestingly, master, he said something very much like that about you.’
‘With good reason, Poppy. Now I’m bursting, so turn the other way, and I’ll sodomise you first. Then we’ll see about you.’
‘And a very good evening to you, master’, she replied, but she smiled sweetly at him as she turned over.
He was indeed in a hurry; he’d probably left it too long, underestimating the continuing effects of his ‘z’ pill. He took only a moment to lubricate her with his fingers, and then thrust hard into her, pumping vigorously for two or three minutes before cumming, and this time she thought she could feel the strength of the jet as it spurted into her. He relaxed for a while then, and she turned and cuddled against him, seeking his kiss. He responded and apologised. ‘I’m sorry, Poppy. I didn’t understand how powerful those pills are.’
‘You don’t have anything to apologise for, master. You used me like a master should use a slave. Anything I get out of it is an act of your grace and favour. But master, this is an excellent opportunity for me to start helping you to use your hands to best effect. But I’d like it if you held me and kissed me for a few minutes first, please, master.’
He accepted her request, and they lay together for ten minutes or so. She did her best to keep their lips locked together. He was quite a good kisser already, but in the short breaks she coached him on special techniques; running his tongue round the inside of her lips, sucking parts of one lip between both of his, taking her tongue deep into his mouth and pulling away slowly, relinquishing it a millimetre at a time. While she coached him he was running his hands up and down her body almost without thinking, and he often brushed her breasts and her pubic mound. They moved on quite naturally to the intended subject of the lesson, therefore, and she directed his fingers inside her labia. For as long as she could keep her frustrations at bay she got him to move them very slowly indeed, directing him up, down, in, out, more pressure, less pressure, make little circles, push another finger in, turn them, commenting on the way every movement made her feel. Despite the clinical way in which it was being done, or perhaps even because of it, she began to feel very aroused, and struggled to keep still enough for him to follow her instructions precisely. She was lying on her back, legs bent and wide apart, and he was lying to one side, propped up on one elbow. Eventually she just said to him; ‘Master Albert, just use what you’ve learnt now. Please work on my clit.’ She found he’d been an attentive pupil, and all she had to do, just before she came, was to call ‘harder please, master. Harder still!’ She writhed and twisted as she came, turning through ninety degrees and throwing her legs over his shoulders. ‘Now your mouth, master!’ she called, and he bent down to service her with his tongue. She kept up a running commentary then, calling for him sometimes to push it deep into her tunnel, and at others to flick and circle her clitoris. She asked him to hold her open with his hands, and then to put them on her breasts. Her second orgasm was the biggest she’d had with him up to then, and he was boyishly pleased with himself afterwards. ‘I’m getting better, aren’t I, Poppy?’ he asked gleefully.
‘You’re getting much better, Master Albert. ‘You’ve given me one of my best orgasms ever.’
‘Are there other things for us to try? We’ve got six more evenings after this.’
‘This evening isn’t over yet, master. But this is supposed to be anal week, remember? We can try you with one hand in my cunt and the other in my ass, a hand for my cunt and your mouth on my ass, and vice versa, and there’s no limit to what we can achieve with your cock in my bottom and your hands round my front, master, and don’t forget that I can use my mouth on yours. We don’t have to do everything just once. Practice makes perfect, they say.’
He got them some wine and water, and fed her both, and then he was ready to penetrate her again. ‘Don’t try to please me this time, master. Just fuck me’, she told him, and he did that. The next time, after another drinks break and a long kissing session, he did it using his hands as well, and he seemed much better coordinated, with a better understanding of what she needed. Afterwards they lay cooling off, and he asked her whether she’s spotted a slave that she’d like in her bed that night. ‘I haven’t got to know anyone yet, master’, she replied. ‘It was all a bit of a blur when we arrived. But there was a nice, slightly plump girl with Harmony just after dinner, called Fanny. She seemed nice, but I’m afraid that Harmony might not approve. I was a bit affectionate with her in the shower and got told off.’
‘Don’t worry about Harmony. She can be a bit forbidding but she has a heart of gold.’
‘Gold’s quite hard, master’, she said doubtfully, but he just smiled, picked up the telephone, and gave the necessary instructions. Then he gave her more wine. ‘I’ve probably got a couple of shots left in me this evening, Poppy. You’re not getting sore?’
‘No, master. If you’d just make sure I get some ointment there when you’ve finished, I’ll be fine. I do really like the feel of you in there, master. Are you going to take a pill every day?’
‘I’ll take one of the short lived ones after dinner, probably. Then I’ll be erect all the time for about three hours.’
‘Please wait till you come here, master, so I won’t miss a minute of it.’
He used his hands on her pussy then, getting her close to cumming before he turned her over and entered her bottom. The feel of his shaft inside her was enough to maintain her level of arousal, and just before he came, he started using his hands again. They were thus able to cum together, and he could feel her vaginal muscles pulsing through the wall of tissue that separated it from her back passage. Afterwards she licked him clean, doing it so slowly and sensuously that he had to warn her that he wasn’t going to let her give him oral sex. She just lay by him, therefore, running her tongue up and down his penis, caressing it until he was ready, and he used her bottom yet again. After that he felt his ‘z’ pill had probably worn off, and he was exhausted anyway. It was still relatively early- about ten o’clock- but he called Harmony to tell her to start making the arrangements for the night. ‘You’ve got a really busy day tomorrow’, he said. ‘Try to be asleep by midnight.’
‘Yes, master’, she said meekly, and went back to cleaning his penis. He didn’t seem to mind that she was still doing that when Harmony and Fanny came in, but he got up and started putting his clothes back on. He didn’t leave, however, but stayed to provide supervision that Harmony, rather obviously, didn’t need.
 

***

 
Meanwhile, the others were also having an eventful night. Sandrine greeted the Marquess with enthusiasm and found him a more demanding partner than he had been in the afternoon. He’d taken a pill that kept him erect for three hours, though he only ejaculated four times. For that he always used her vagina, but he spent long periods with his penis in her mouth, for he adored the feel of her big, textured lips against its surface. He also tried intermammary but not, on this occasion, anal. After the first hour he asked her if she wanted a break from having her hands locked behind her, and she responded with a firm negative. ‘Keep me bound, my lord, as tightly and as long as you want me.’ It was many minutes before their mouths separated after that, and he was inside her immediately. He was, of course, no spring chicken, and he needed occasional breaks for drinks and rest. During one of those times he enthused about the effect Poppy was having on Albert. ‘Suzie’s doing well too’, he added. ‘Janet’s often pretty sullen around her elders, but at dinner she was all sweetness and light. She’ll be in there now, of course.’
At about ten o’clock the Marquess was definitely a spent force, and he hauled himself off the bed. ‘I’m going to take care of a few things now, Sandrine. Someone will come and unlock your hands in a minute. I usually retire about midnight. You’ll be brought up to my room, and you’ll spend the night chained to my bed. I’m afraid it’ll be mostly sleep, though I can be quite hard in the mornings still.’
‘I’ve got two very comfortable pillows, my lord’, she replied, and kissed his bottom just before his trousers covered it. He bent to kiss her on the mouth, and then he was gone.
Janet was indeed next door with Suzie, though the two girls were spending a more leisurely evening, not being short of time to spend together. Offered a kissing lesson at the beginning, Janet protested that she needed nothing of the sort, but relented when given a long, expressionless look. ‘So you do think I need one?’ she asked indignantly.
‘I thought we could learn from one another’, was the tactful reply. ‘Would you choose a piece of music, about forty minutes long, mistress, and get it ready to start? Something like Mahler’s fourth symphony, with lots of different moods, but accessible?’
‘I don’t know Mahler from Morrissey’, she grumbled, but I’ve found the symphony’.
‘Thanks, mistress. This is what we do. We lie side by side, face to face. While the music lasts, we keep our mouths together, trying not to lose contact. We respond to the tempo and mood of the music. If I seem to need it, you can stimulate me with your hands, mistress. Unfortunately I can’t do the same for you. I think you can set the player to start in a number of seconds. Shall we say fifteen, mistress?’
‘I hear and obey’, said Janet sarcastically. She was obviously sceptical about the exercise, but pressed a few buttons, stripped her clothes off, and lay beside Suzie, placing her lips tentatively against hers. ‘You can roll me over whenever you want, mistress’, murmured Suzie into her mouth. The music started; one of her favourite pieces, and she pressed their mouths into closer contact. Over the next few minutes Janet gradually got into the spirit of the exercise, twisting her head and pushing hard in the louder, more rhythmic passages and stroking their lips together gently when the music was softer and more romantic. The piece was long enough for them both to explore every detail, every nook and corner of one another’s mouths, with Suzie, still committed to her catalogue of lips, making mental notes about the compressibility, smoothness and succulence of Janet’s. As Mahler’s most popular symphony reached its conclusion with the exquisite mezzo-soprano solo, they adopted a gentler touch, relishing the contact between their softened, sensitised flesh.
When the music finally ended, Janet had to admit that she’d learnt a lot. To her, a kiss was a kiss, and the range of things that could be done with a mouth was a revelation to her. She’d enjoyed the afternoon hugely, but the ‘Mahler kiss’- as she’d refer to it for the rest of her life- convinced her, there and then, that Suzie had earned her keep. The latter was happy to take the credit, even though she knew that most of her skills were recently acquired, particularly from Susan, Midnight and Sandrine. At her suggestion, they went straight from there into a ‘69’, and she came first, having to work for another five minutes to satisfy Janet.
They had a lengthy break then, drinking wine and water, and chatting happily together Janet had plans for their day tomorrow. She was taking Suzie sightseeing; a tour of the area by pony and trap. They would see the local village, the family estate and it’s mines, and pay a brief visit to an indigenous tribal settlement nearby. They’d make a day of it; there were plenty of places to rest and refresh themselves and the ponies, and to have sex. She was anxious not to neglect Suzie’s needs. That subject brought them back to the reason for their presence there together. Suzie began to instruct her pupil in the art of cunnilingus. She seemed to have shed most of her shyness about sex, and took to it quite readily, reacting as best she could to the instructions she was given. Although she had a lot to learn, Suzie was an easy subject, highly sensitised by her treatments, and Janet had her hands to help her. The decision to have Janet go first was intended to break down the inhibitions that had been so apparent in the afternoon. Helpless and vulnerable, Suzie was unthreatening, and the more intimately Janet could be brought to touch her, the more she would accept from Suzie. Suzie tried to delay her orgasm for long enough to give Janet plenty of practice, but not long enough to feel inadequate, and she let herself go completely when the time came. ‘Now let me do it for you’, she said, and immediately worked her way down to Janet’s groin to begin work on her pussy. There was some hesitation. She had to ask her to open her legs wider and raise her knees; without the use of her hands she had nothing but her power to reassure and persuade. That, presumably, was the idea. She also urged Janet to lie back and rest her head on the pillow, not to watch her every move, but just to feel the sensations, closing her eyes if she found that it helped. With these interruptions it took time to get properly started, but once she did Janet gradually relaxed and accepted her ministrations. Suzie had enough experience to be able to virtually guarantee the outcome, but she had to take it very carefully, working her way in slowly from the outer labia, avoiding the clitoris at first to avoid scaring her partner with sensations that were too powerful for her. Janet’s responses seemed jerky and uncertain, as if she didn’t really know what she was trying to achieve. Suzie called to her to lie still, and started almost from scratch, pushing her tongue in deep but holding it stationary before moving it in and out very, very slowly.
This time it was more successful. Janet closed her eyes and surrendered to the pleasure that Suzie was giving her, and it got steadily more and more intense, until she could remain still no more. But she managed to react with Suzie’s rhythm, working with her to build up her arousal, until the tongue began drift over the clitoris, almost incidentally at first, and then more positively. By this time Janet was twisting her upper body from side to side, shaking her big breasts, and almost instinctively, she grasped them with her hands and began pinching the nipples. Her pubic mound began to heave, lifting Suzie’s head up and down, and with no hands to help her keep her in place, so she increased her efforts, hoping to finish quickly. It took another minute or so, and Janet suddenly froze and began to shudder, and Suzie held her tongue on her clit as hard as she could. The climax lasted ten or fifteen seconds, and she managed to stay in place until it finished. She her lips and tongue ached with exhaustion afterwards; she couldn’t possibly have continued for a second one.
Fortunately, Janet didn’t seem to know about multiple orgasms, or if she did, she knew she was some way from achieving one. She also seemed to understand that she wasn’t the easiest of pupils, and when they were both sitting back against the headboard, she was all affection and gratitude. ‘I’ll never forget that for the rest of my life, Suzie’, she promised, ‘however many more I have. How can it ever be better than that?’
‘Mistress Janet, it always feels that way, but somehow, it does get better. Not every time, or with everyone, but always there’s another peak to conquer, somewhere ahead. And when it happens, then you know there’s yet another, and another, and you never tire of trying for that ultimate orgasm that can never be improved upon.’
Janet turned and kissed her. ‘You’re so poetic’, she said, ‘and quite inspiring, really. I’ll never forget this evening, and what you said.’ They drank wine, they revelled in one another’s company, and they speculated on what they might do on the next evening and the one after that. ‘I’m not going to spend the nights with you, Suzie’, said Janet. ‘I want there to be just a few, very special times. You’ll have one of the servant-slaves with you tonight.’ She didn’t even wait for another session that evening, but after a few minutes, kissed Suzie and left her. ‘See you at nine-thirty’, was her parting shot.
 

***

 
Half an hour later, Harmony came in with a nervous-looking girl who looked like a very young eighteen, carrying fresh towels and other bathroom supplies, with bottled water and a decanter of red wine. Suzie had to stand to one side while they changed the bedsheet, and was then taken to the bathroom to pee, have her teeth cleaned and her face washed. The girl did most of the work; she was white and slim with dark hair, with an unusually tapering face ending in a quite pointed chin. It made her mouth look wider than it was, and her lips were pale but well-shaped. The overall effect was pleasing, but she still looked ill at ease. Harmony looked impatient with her. ‘She’s called Kit, Suzie, and she’s supposed to be your bedmate tonight. She doesn’t think you’ll want her. There are limits to my indulgence, but I’ll find you another one if you want.’
Suzie smiled. ‘I think she’s very attractive, Miss Harmony. You made a very good choice for me.’
‘So be it. You’re going to be in charge, so make sure you put her through her paces. She’s a favourite of the estate manager, and he’ll appreciate anything she learns from you.’
Kit was already wearing cuffs, so Harmony quickly locked them together behind her back. She released Suzie’s and let her exercise her arms while she tidied up and washed the used glasses. Finally she locked her hands in front of her body, but put a short chain between them, so she was relatively free. ‘I ought to tell you that you’re wearing a tracking collar’, she told her.
‘I’m not going anywhere, Miss Harmony.’
‘She’ll need to wee and have her teeth cleaned before you settle down. You’re OK to do that?’
‘Of course, Miss Harmony.’
‘Goodnight, then.’ And with that she left. Suzie went over to Kit, who looked, if anything, even more frightened, now that she was helpless. ‘Don’t look so terrified, Kit. I’m going to eat you, of course, but not just yet.’ She took her by the shoulders- she could just about separate her hands enough to do that- and drew her in for a hug. ‘Come and sit by me and share a glass of wine, when I’ve unwrapped you.’ Kit was wearing a black garment made of a kind of fibre webbing, similar to that used in some countries for the shawls given to female tourists who visit cathedrals while improperly dressed. It was obviously disposable, so Suzie just tore it down the front and the sleeves, and stripped the remnants off her. The act revealed a slim. Almost boyish figure, with breasts that were small but came to a point at the prominent nipples. Her hips were quite narrow but not bony, and the overall effect was, Suzie thought, very pleasing. Less so was her nervousness; having just overcome Janet’s, it appeared that she was starting all over again. She needed some way to break the ice.
After getting Kit to sit on the bed next to her, and helping her to drink some wine, she asked her a direct question. ‘Kit, you’re a pretty girl and you should be more confident. What’s making you nervous? Are you afraid of me?’
There was a pause, long enough for Suzie to wonder whether she was going to answer at all. Then Kit seemed to gather her courage. ‘Miss Suzie, I’m just a country girl. I’ve been with the estate manager, who’s a man, and a couple of my fellow servant girls. We know about you and Miss Poppy; you’re from the capital and you’ve been with pleasure slaves. How can I be any use to you? If you’re not satisfied with me I’ll be punished.’
Suzie took her by the shoulders again. ‘Kit, my dear, it just doesn’t work like that. Just do your best and everything will be fine. I’m not expecting a harem slave’s performance. You’re young, and fresh, and that’s exciting. Let’s agree here and now that I’m not going to complain about you. You won’t be punished. I’m a stranger here; I need friends. I want you to be one of them. OK?’
She got a tentative nod and a little smile, and she gave her more wine to drink. Then she moved to sit cross-legged right in front of the girl, resting a hand on each of her knees. ‘Start by telling me your story. How did you come to be where you are now? Then I’ll tell you mine.’
It turned out that Kit had been enslaved as a teenager when her parents had gone bankrupt. That was an uncommon route, because it was generally easy to make a living in the Republic, but it happened from time to time. As her parents had been tenants of the Marquess, he’d bought her as a favour to them, and after a spell in the kitchens she’d been ‘spotted’ as a potential lady’s maid. Hence she was presently working as a chambermaid to become accustomed to being ‘upstairs’. The estate manager- Brian Maidment- had recently taken a fancy to her, and she now spent some of her nights in his bed. He’d expressed the intention of making the Marquess an offer for her, and she wasn’t entirely sure that she wanted that. As they talked about the pros and cons, she talked more and more freely, and Suzie leant closer and closer. ‘I’ll see what I think of him, if I meet him’, promised Suzie, and leant forward to kiss her briefly on the mouth. Kit flushed, but kissed her back. Suzie kept her own story short, and by the time she’d finished, and they’d drunk some more wine. They were kissing freely, and that soon led to other things.
Suzie spent a very satisfactory night, but she felt in the morning, when she kissed Kit goodbye, that she’d worked hard for it. Poppy had an easier time. Fanny was a delight from the word go; affectionate, uninhibited and natural, busty and fleshy. There was no technique, no guile, no sophistication about her, just an unqualified acceptance of Poppy and what she was doing with her. She was basically a sex toy, and Poppy made full use of her. But she was also kind and considerate, and they spent a very happy hour together before settling down to sleep. Two very lively couplings were interspersed with conversation, during which they exchanged potted versions of their stories. Fanny had been bred as a slave, but not in the Republic. She’d been brought up in one of the neighbouring states and captured during a brief border skirmish. The Marquess had received her as partial payment of a loan to the government. Like virtually all of his slaves, she felt she’d been lucky, but Harmony was hard on her and some of the others were jealous of her popularity with the males. It was because of that that her availability for sex had been restricted, much to her annoyance.
Poppy and Fanny woke up once in the night and had a ‘69’, and they made love again first thing in the morning. When Harmony appeared with breakfast, she reversed their bondage, so Poppy had her hands locked behind her, and Fanny had to toilet her, clean her teeth, and administer the daily enema and shower. It was all done with affection; the two had quickly become friends. They kissed warmly when the time came to part, and Poppy was then able to spend a few minutes with Sandrine. The latter was happy to have made such an impression on the Marquess, but she was worried about the girls. She was there to ensure that they were being taken care of, but was actually seeing very little of them. Poppy reassured her. ‘Harmony’s a dragon, but she’ll make sure we’re getting everything we need’, she said. Albert’s also very solicitous. You might pop in to see Suzie. I haven’t met Janet, so I can’t vouch for her, but I doubt whether there’s anything to worry about. Take care of yourself. Did you spend the night with the Marquess?’
‘Yes; I was chained to his bed, but really comfortable. His bedroom is out of this world. I wonder what we’ll think of the brothel when we go back; this house makes everything there seem cheap and tacky. His lordship is not the most demanding of men, but he was very virile this morning. I’m going to bathe him when he’s had his breakfast; he knows I’m supposed to be good at that.
Just then Albert dropped in, and he let Sandrine stay while he briefed Poppy on her first client. Jim was only a week past his eighteenth birthday, a little overweight and quite shy generally, though he was thought to be more at ease with girls than other boys. He was white, dark haired, and reasonably good looking, though nothing to write home about. Albert was quite certain that he was a virgin, that he’d exchanged no more than the briefest of kisses with girls, and that he was predominantly heterosexual. ‘He shouldn’t be difficult’, he concluded. ‘He has two hours with you, and you’ll have complete privacy. But just before time’s up, we’ll have a quick peek at the video feed, and if you seem to be needing a bit more time, we won’t interrupt. He’ll be here in ten minutes, so we’ll just get you ready.’
Poppy was to be left with her hands locked behind her back. Sandrine helped to dress her in a simple cotton gown with no arms, a slit at the neckline and a weak seam from there down the whole front. Albert tied her ankles together with soft cord, using a knot that could be undone with a single pull on a loose end. He blindfolded her with a long strip of folded white cloth, tying it behind her head. ‘Obviously this doesn’t have to last all morning’, he said. ‘The idea is to make you completely non-threatening. Your job is, basically, to talk him into you, like an air traffic controller talking a novice pilot down onto a difficult runway.’
‘Nice image, master. I hope he doesn’t catch fire when he crashes.’
Albert chuckled. ‘Good luck’, he said, and taking Sandrine by the arm, led her into her own quarters. Poppy heard the door close, and then there was nothing to do but listen to her heart beating.
 

***

 
Suzie was having a less stressful beginning to her day. After her post-breakfast ablutions had been completed, she’d expected Janet to come for her immediately. Harmony appeared, however, told her she’d have to wait half an hour, and released her hands to let her exercise them, since ‘you’ve a long day ahead’. Unaccustomed to such freedom, she wandered out onto the terrace, noting that her friends’ blinds were closed. Since she couldn’t visit them, she went to look out over the garden. By Republican standards it was quite open and light, with a passable lawn and some flower beds still with spring planting, and some small fruit trees; probably apple, cherry and pear. With the daffodils and tulips having gone over, a couple of workslaves were planting summer bedding, with a number of trays of what looked to Suzie like dahlias. She realised that it was probably necessary to import fresh stock every year; the seasons, as far as she knew, were quite unlike those that Gertrude Jekyll had planned for. A couple of slavegirls were wandering across the lawn, enjoying their free time in the fresh air. They wore thin shifts; nudity wasn’t the usual practice in the Hall and its grounds, though there didn’t seem to be any intention make the visitors cover up. One of the slavegirls, a short, slightly chubby girl, waved to Suzie, smiling brightly, and she waved back. She left her companion and came closer. ‘You must be Suzie’, she said, calling up from the gravel path just below the parapet. ‘I’m very pleased to meet you. I’m Fanny.’
‘I’m pleased to meet you too, Fanny. Thanks for coming over. Have you met Poppy?’
‘I spent the night with her, Suzie. She’s a lovely person. That’s why I was anxious to meet you.’
‘I’m not sure that I’m quite as lovely, Fanny.’
The girl had an infectious laugh, but before she could reply Harmony called Suzie back from the French window. She said goodbye and went over to submit, meekly, to having her hands locked behind her back, and a lead chain attached to her collar. Then she was led through the house, which was deserted, to the front courtyard, where Janet was waiting for her. She was standing by a very lightly-built phaeton; a small four-wheeled carriage with a single seat for two. She’d need help to get up to the seat throughout the day, but this time a special mounting stair had been placed alongside. Janet kissed her and told her to climb up, walking round to the other side. Once they were both on board, Harmony pulled the steps out of the way, and they drove off. Power was provided by two ponygirls, beautifully turned out in leather harnesses, armbinders and bits, plumes on their heads and tails anchored in their butts. Unlike the ponyboys who’d brought them to the Hall the day before, they wore proper hooves, not the type with extra heels. They trotted out through the main gate and, instead of taking the rougher track towards the metalled road, turned to the right to follow a gravel track that led, after about a quarter-mile, to a pair of elaborate wrought-iron gates by a small lodge. They were open, but the elderly gatekeeper stood to one side and bowed to Janet as they passed him, and she waved and smiled. As soon as they passed the gate they were in the town; the estate began at one end of the high street.
Coroba was no more than a fifth or a sixth the size of the Capital. One busy street of shops and businesses opened onto a square, where the town hall, the church and the government offices were all located. Janet made a couple of brief stops on the high street, getting down to pick up some small packages from shops and putting them in a pannier behind the seat. She had a couple of brief conversations with people she met, and Suzie could see that she was being pointed out and her assets discussed. She felt very conspicuous, because no-one else, slave or free, was naked, or even immodestly dressed. Many passers-by stood for a minute or two to stare openly at her, and she tried to look impassive, but not brazen. Finally they reached the square, which was quite crowded, but they were able to drive through a cleared lane to get close to the centre, with a good view over the front ranks of spectators from their elevated seat on the phaeton.
The centre of attention was a platform, much smaller than its counterpart in the Capital, with a gallows and a couple of whipping posts. It seemed that today, no-one was scheduled for execution, but a young woman in a drab grey shift hung in a taut ‘X’ between the posts. Her face was partly covered by a large black panel gag, but her eyes looked frightened, darting about the crowd as though hoping to see a friendly face who might rescue her. A middle aged man stood by her, wearing kind of judge’s robe and a black cap, and soon he rang a large bell to call for attention.
‘This woman, previously called Cicely Anderson, has been convicted of soliciting, street-walking, and contributing to the delinquency of a minor’, he called in a loud, clear voice. As she has three previous convictions for offences relating to prostitution, she has reached the end of our patience. The penalty awarded by the court is enslavement after a dozen lashes. Her appeal has been heard and denied. We are here to carry out the sentence.’
He stepped up to the unfortunate Cicely, and stripped her of her garment, revealing a full figure with large breasts and a surprisingly narrow waist. As a cheer went up from the crowd, she threw her head back and then shook it vigorously, causing her breasts to quiver, adding to their appreciation. The business was done quickly and efficiently. A large man, his chest bare, moved up behind her with a single-strand whip, and administered twelve strokes to her back; six from each side. The crowd counted them out loud, so any noise coming through the gag was lost, but Suzie could see the woman’s body shaking and her fingers opening and closing convulsively. The whipping was done quite quickly, with none of the showmanship that had characterised the similar event at the Hall of Punishment. Then the man went over to a brazier mounted at one side of the platform, took out an almost white hot branding iron, and without further delay applied it to the woman’s thigh until it steamed and crackled. This time the scream was audible, despite the gag and the ambient noise. At the end she slumped unconscious, mercifully. The iron was withdrawn, leaving a clear, livid and part-blackened ‘W’ behind, for ‘whore’, presumably.
The official had disappeared in the meantime, but when Janet drove the phaeton to a quieter corner of the square, he was there to meet them, addressing her respectfully as ‘my lady Janet’. It soon emerged that she was buying the new slave, and as they drove off again, passing between a school and a covered market, she explained. ‘Uncle’s letting me buy her to train as a personal maid. She doesn’t have parents, but her ex-guardian is one of our managers. We look after our own; that’s one reason why so many of the locals are loyal to us.’
‘One of her crimes was prostitution, my lady. I live in a brothel. I’d be grateful if you’d not go out of your way to publicise that.’
Janet laughed. ‘It wasn’t prostitution as such’, she explained, ‘but street walking and soliciting independently, instead of taking up residence in the library. What really did for her was selling to seventeen-year-olds, stealing the windfall of credits that should go to the library when they turn eighteen.’
‘Isn’t that what Master Albert’s doing, mistress?’
‘He’s only dealing with the wealthier lads and lasses. They’d very likely save their credits for a trip to the Capital, or not use them at all. Some parents buy their children a pleasure slave as an eighteenth birthday present, or at least hire one for a month or two.’
By this time they’d reached their next stop. ‘This is the library’, she announced, ‘but I’m going to give the ponies a drink before we go in.’
That was accomplished with bottles that had spouts that fitted into holes in their bits. Five minutes after arriving they climbed a couple of steps to enter the two-storey wooden building, which was surprisingly large for the town. Suzie hadn’t understood Janet’s references to the library, but hadn’t wanted to interrupt, and at first she wasn’t enlightened. They went straight to the upper floor, where spacious and airy rooms housed the collection of books and periodicals. A few people, some of school age, sat at tables and desks reading, or making notes on tablet or laptops. ‘This is as good a collection as the Capital’s’, boasted Janet. ‘It has more money to spend.’
The source of the revenue was soon apparent, found on the ground floor and in the basement. Most of those areas was taken up by rows of comfortable cells with soft bunks and carpeted floors, with en suite facilities and audio-visual equipment. Two cells in the basement, both empty, were very different; bare stone with hard pallets and lots of chains and rings. Of the others, about a third were occupied by naked men and women, and were labelled with their names, vital statistics, chief characteristics, and price per week.
‘I’ll need to explain this to you’, said Janet. ‘We don’t allow brothels here. Instead we have this library. Citizens borrow slaves for a week, and can renew for up to a month but no longer. The slaves get a day off between loans; you can see that a couple of the cells are curtained off. Borrowers can pay wholly or partly with the credits they get from the state, and with money when they’ve run out. It’s a great facility for those who don’t have slaves of their own, or who want a change. Most of the stock is owned by the library, but people can lend slaves as well as borrow them, and keep a share of the fees. Free persons can offer themselves this way, instead of resorting to prostitution. There’s a minimum period of six months. We might have to extend soon, or build smaller facilities in outlying parts of the district.’
Two or three individuals and two couples were browsing, and one of the latter noted their choice by number. Soon a librarian came and opened the cell, cuffed the occupant’s hands behind his back, and led him out. Approximately two-thirds of the stock was female. It wasn’t a life that Suzie envied, because they seemed to be almost in solitary confinement when in the library, so they didn’t experience the social life of a brothel. They obviously got a varied diet of company and sex when out on loan, and all the stock looked healthy and well cared for. She didn’t need to ask about the two dungeon-cells; obviously they were for slaves who didn’t please their borrowers, or who deterred them by presenting themselves poorly. ‘There are rules about the treatment of stock’, said Janet. ‘Whippings, and other punishments, and drug treatments, are covered in the regulations, and they can’t be worked to the extent of impairing their health. It isn’t a bad existence, though the only volunteers are down on their luck.’
Suzie could well understand that, and they left the library to resume their seats on the phaeton. The ponies, having covered no more than a mile and a half, were still fresh as they turned onto the public road and Janet urged them to a brisk trot. ‘It’s always tempting to gallop when the road’s nice and clear’, she said to Suzie, ‘but we’ve got some way to go now.’ They drove for about four miles, Suzie thought, for it took them nearly half an hour. In the later stages they climbed a number of short, gentle inclines, and it took a few flicks with the whip to keep the pace uniform. There wasn’t very much traffic, but a couple of Land Rover pick-ups passed them going in both directions. Those headed for town were loaded with barrels. On the way Janet explained where they were going.
‘We’re visiting the winery and brewery; we’ll have lunch there. The complex is one of the family’s main sources of income, and we ship all over South America. We make more wine than beer; the vineyards can be made less conspicuous. There’s a proper motor road that joins with the truck route to the capital; it by-passes the town and connects with the quarries as well. We’re thinking of putting a railway alongside it, but we’re waiting to see how the new slave-driven one works out.’
As they neared their destination, Suzie thought of a completely irrelevant question. ‘Lady Janet, it’s occurred to me that Harmony is always referred to as the “assistant housekeeper”. Who, may I ask, is the housekeeper, mistress?’
‘An aunt of Uncle Christian’s. It’s a sinecure. She lives in Paris. Actually, Harmony’s officially the deputy assistant. The actual assistant is over ninety and lives in one of the estate cottages. She’s a slave, but she doesn’t do any work now. She’s been with the family since long before the Republic was dreamt of. We’re a very conservative lot, and loyal to our people.’
 

***

 
They pulled into a yard, passing under and between rambling wooden sheds and warehouses to reach a substantial house with a small stable block. A groom was exercising a single ponyboy in the yard, but when they arrived he immediately took charge of theirs, unhitching them and taking them to be sponged down and fed. ‘We’ll be here for an hour or two, Yorick’, Janet told him. ‘You can take their bits out and their hooves off but leave the binders on.’ As the pair were led away, a cheerful-looking moustachioed man came across to greet them, and he immediately grabbed Janet in a bear-hug, swinging her round. Finally released, she made the introduction. ‘Uncle Fred, this is one of our visiting slaves from Edwardo’s brothel, with which I’m sure you’re familiar. Suzie, this is my uncle, Fredericko da Silva, Viscount Souvigny. I know the title sounds French, but it’s appropriate, as he manages the complex here.’
Suzie made a deep curtsey. ‘I’m honoured, my lord Viscount’, she said, and he reached down and pulled her up. ‘Just “lord”, or “master”, will do’, he said. ‘We’re very informal here. We don’t have time to bow and scrape to one another. You’re a lovely creature.’ He reached out and squeezed Suzie’s right breast. ‘These are amazing, and they feel quite real.’
Despite his post-feminist manners, Suzie took an instant liking to this genial, broad shouldered man who was over twice her age. He seemed full of life and enthusiasm, and the impression was only strengthened as they began the tour of selected parts of the premises. It wasn’t harvest time, but he showed them the grape-treading vats, where rows of naked girls, their hands chained above their heads, would crush the fruit with their bare feet. ‘It’s all hands to the pumps when he grapes are harvested’, he said. ‘There aren’t many slavegirls in a twenty-mile radius who haven’t done a few days’ work here. For the finest wine, we only use virgins. It’s good publicity, but it doesn’t really make any difference.’
‘I’m afraid I’ve missed my turn at that job, lord’, said Suzie, and enjoyed the sound of his carefree laughter. As they went on to inspect the fermenting tanks, she kept close to him, occasionally brushing his arm with her breasts. The few workers present were all slaves, and they all looked relaxed and happy as they bowed or curtseyed to Fred and Janet. Their only restraints were light chains connecting their wrists. It was the same in the bottling plant, though it was so noisy there that the workers wore headphones. There was a free woman stationed there as a supervisor, but she carried no whip or goad. Instead of inspecting all the industrial facilities, they went right through to emerge into the open air. On that side, the buildings overlooked a long escarpment; the other side of the inclines that they’d climbed on their way from the town. It was rocky and quite barren in places, so the absence of forest must have looked quite normal from the air, and the vines had been planted in ragged shapes and rows to make them inconspicuous. Monorails, like those used in West German vineyards, criss-crossed the area, the rails being dull gunmetal coloured to prevent them being obvious to casual observers above. Though it wasn’t the busiest season, a few workers trimmed and tended the vines, while another free supervisor went round looking for work that needed doing. Hops were grown in a strip at the top of the escarpment, but most of the raw materials for beer brewing, they were told, were brought from elsewhere. Then local products were added to give their beers a distinctive quality.
They walked round the buildings to reach a terrace with tables set for lunch. Near the railing a table for thee was reserved for them; a few of the others were occupied by the free members of staff who greeted Fred by his first name. Their lunch was mostly salads, little pork pies, sausages and cheeses, with lots of fresh bread, made on the spot. Dessert was an array of little puddings and pastries; a café gourmand. Fred spent most of the time questioning Suzie about her experiences, and Janet listened, but didn’t say much. She’d assumed that it was her job to feed Suzie, whose hands were still locked behind her, but Fred increasingly took over that duty. As they were finishing their coffee, one of Fred’s assistant managers asked him for a private word, and he left them for a few minutes. Janet leant close to speak to Suzie. ‘You do realise he’s intending to fuck you, Suzie? I suppose you do, since you’ve been waving your tits at him like flags since we got here. Last chance. I’ll get us out of here now, if you want me to.’
‘Mistress, I like him, and if he wants me, I’m happy for him to have me. To be honest, though, I’d pictured you and I together at some point during the day. I hope it isn’t an either/or choice? What will you do, while he’s using me, mistress?’
‘I’ll manage, thank you. Perhaps I’ll go and hose the ponies down. And no, it isn’t either/or.’
When Fred came back he found Suzie alone. She knew that if Janet had been older, she’d have found a slave to pleasure her for an hour, but she hadn’t yet gained that experience and confidence. Suzie therefore felt a little guilty as Fred led her through to his private house, and to his bedroom, which was surprisingly plain, and almost entirely white. He sat her on his bed and spent at least five minutes just kissing and nuzzling her breasts and nipples, and another five kissing her mouth. It was the first time in her life that she’d encountered facial hair, but it didn’t seem to make much difference. She was more than ready for him when pushed her down and lay on her body, pushing it into the soft mattress, and she could feel his erection nudging her labia. She wished he’d let her suck it first, but his desire had been mounting since he’d first seen her and he was eager to get on with it. He pushed her legs further apart with his own and propped himself up with one hand, using the other to guide himself into her. It was basic sex in the missionary position, but as she’d reflected in the past, there were good reasons for its popularity. She used her feet against the mattress to push herself up towards him and to twist a little. She gasped and moaned and shook her breasts; while she knew it was what men liked, she didn’t have to pretend, only to let her feelings take her over. He managed to last until after she’d cum the first time, and his own orgasm was long and vigorous as he pounded himself into her. Afterwards he dropped at her side and gave her a second climax with his fingers, making her lick them afterwards. Wanting to be of further service to him, she squirmed down to lick his penis clean. She curled up to rest right there, lying with her mouth against his soft manhood, and he stroked her head and shoulders, murmuring compliments and sweet nothings. It was no more than five minutes before, encouraged by a series of soft, gentle kisses, he began to grow again, and she let it expand into her mouth until she was fellating him, using all her newly learnt skills with her tongue and lips. He let her go on until he was thoroughly aroused, stroking her sex with his hand but not offering a ‘69’, because then he got to his knees, turned her over, and entered her vagina from the rear. He rode her hard then, encouraging her to buck and struggle with a few sharp slaps to her right thigh.  That got her very thoroughly enflamed, and although it took about ten very enjoyable minutes, they came together.
After she’d cleaned him off again he lay with her in his arms. ‘I don’t think we’ll get another chance this week’, he told her, ‘but I hope we’ll meet again. That was really great sex.’
She agreed entirely and told him so. Though it had been very conventional- even old-fashioned- she thought it one of her best ever short encounters with a man, and she’d have liked to have dropped off to sleep in his embrace. ‘If fear we must get up, Suzie’, he said disappointingly. ‘I like to be seen at work; I lead by example, and Janet will want you back.’
As they climbed off the bed she expressed the hope that Janet hadn’t been bored. ‘It didn’t feel right, just leaving her’, she said. ‘She’s very young, lord.’
‘Oh, don’t worry about her. On the quiet, over lunch, I arranged for my personal pleasure slave, Lippa, to attend her. She’ll have kept her entertained.’
‘Do you live here, lord?’
‘I have the house out on the courtyard, or most of it, and I often stay here for four or five days in a week. But I do have a proper country house. I am a viscount, after all. I keep Lippa here, and I’ve two pleasure slaves there. Lippa serves as a reward for outstanding workers here in my absence.’
They were walking, by this time, across the courtyard, but towards a dormitory block set slightly apart from the industrial buildings. The slaves all had separate rooms- small but comfortable- but there were also a couple of guest suites for visitors, and for slaves who’d earned special rewards. Janet and Lippa had commandeered one of those and were cuddled up together on a sofa. It was evident that they’d been kissing, but probably not much more, for both were still dressed, though their clothes were in some disarray. They got up to greet Fred and Suzie, Lippa looking rather crestfallen. Fred seemed mildly displeased. ‘Haven’t you been entertaining our guest properly, Lippa?’
Janet intervened hastily. ‘Lippa is wonderful, Uncle, and you mustn’t be cross with her. She’s been teaching me how to kiss, but I’m only just of age and I’m still very shy. I’ve accepted that Suzie’s going to teach me what she knows, and I won’t be ready, till then, to let anyone else that close to me.’
Fred looked bemused but mollified. ‘Come to my office and I’ll give you some papers for Christian. We’ll only be five minutes. Lippa and Suzie can introduce themselves to one another.’
They left, and Lippa came right over to Suzie. She was beautiful, like most pleasure slaves; black, buxom and of above average height. It was easy to see how she’d acquired her name; her lips were full and slightly pouting; soft, smooth and inviting. Suzie was mesmerised by them. ‘I think we’ve already been introduced, Lippa’, she got in first. ‘I’m very happy to meet you. Will you spend these few minutes teaching me what you’ve been teaching Lady Janet?’
Lippa didn’t answer verbally. She was unrestrained, so she put a hand on each of Suzie’s shoulders, pulled her in, and kissed her. Suzie’s shoulders and drew her close.  Their lips met, and the younger girl was lost. The experience was very like that of kissing Susan, but somehow more all-encompassing, for Lippa’s mouth was fuller, more pouting. Her lips that same ability to mould themselves to Suzie’s, to vary their texture and firmness almost rhythmically, as if reacting to her heartbeat. It was a technique that Suzie was practicing in private, but so far without much success. Susan had tried to coach both her and Poppy, but they hadn’t had enough time together. Since Fred and Janet didn’t take more than the promised five minutes, she didn’t learn much this time either, but as they came back in, she told Lippa that she’d love to see her again. ‘I’d love that’, was the reply, ‘but I don’t know how or when.’
A few minutes later, after a round of polite goodbyes, Janet and Suzie were driving out onto the road again, the ponies having been hitched to the phaeton in good time to be ready for them. This time they took a track that led down the escarpment, the brake having to be used to prevent the carriage from running away. The surface was rough, and Janet kept her arm through Suzie’s to keep her upright and safely in the bouncing seat. There was no conversation, and after a few minutes had passed, Suzie ventured to ask, whether something was bothering Janet. ‘I’m aware, my lady, that perhaps the visit didn’t go according to your plan. Did I do something wrong, my lady?’
The reply was not encouraging. ‘I wouldn’t say it was actually “wrong” to start stuffing your knockers down Uncle Fred’s throat the moment you met him, Suzie, because after all, he’s a viscount and you’re a slave. But you could, perhaps, have been just a little less eager to get his cock into your snatch, since after all, you’re supposed to be mine for the week.’
Finding the conversation difficult with the jolting and swaying of the carriage, Suzie suggested they stop for a little while to talk. Janet found a spot where the trees had been cut down and not replanted, forming a clearing by the roadside, and pulled in there. Suzie had, by that time, gathered her thoughts.
‘Lady, his lordship made it clear from the moment we met that he wanted me. He was going to have me, and in his mind you will have got some of the credit for that; for bringing me to him. It was better for both of us that I was willing, and I did enjoy it, mistress.’ She turned her body more towards Janet to add emphasis to what she was saying. ‘My lady, I’ve only been a slave for a few weeks, but I know that if a rich and influential man or woman takes a fancy to me, he or she will have me, one way or the other. If you want me all to yourself, you must make that clear. Put me in a chastity belt, or just keep me locked away. But the fact that someone else has me doesn’t mean I’m any less yours. Please, my lady; put your hand on my sex. Feel my breasts. Kiss my lips. Do whatever you want with me.’
Janet looked at Suzie, her expression softening, and finally leant forward and kissed, her, putting her arms round her as she did so and hugging her close. ‘I’m just eighteen, Suzie. They let me out and promptly gave me you for a week. The hormones kicked in again. I know you haven’t done anything wrong.’
Suzie wanted to cement the bond as securely as she could. ‘My lady, if I do anything wrong, please don’t be cold with me. Just whip me.’ She felt a shudder go through Janet’s body.
‘I’ve never whipped anyone in my life, Suzie, except ponies, of course. That doesn’t count, I suppose.’
‘I’m sure that’s a great comfort to them, mistress.’
Janet laughed, straightened up in her seat, and called to them to ‘walk on’, quickly bringing them back up to a gentle trot. During the brief stop the two ponygirls had been nuzzling their faces together, severely hampered by their bits. ‘Do you let them mate in their stables?’ Suzie asked.
‘If they work hard, they get almost unlimited sex’, answered Janet. ‘They have access to one another’s stalls, and the grooms and stable boys often cover them. Our family homes all have stables, and we shift them around a lot, so they live quite varies lives. Some drivers like to use the ponies for sex, often stopping for a picnic on the longer runs.’
‘May I ask, my lady, what happens to the ponies when they get older?’
‘Anything at all. A few will become draft animals pulling goods carts or working on farms. Some work in the stables or the gardens. Some become household servants or work in the winery or other industrial plants. It’s a principle in our family, as I’ve said, that there’s always a place for everybody. We hardly ever sell a slave, unless we’re certain that it’s to his or her advantage.’
 

***

 
By this time they’d reached an inconspicuous turn-off, and proceeded more slowly down a rough and narrow track through dense forest, There was a brief climb to a level area just above the valley floor which was the home of a native tribe that maintained particularly friendly relations with the Marquess and his family. Drawing up among a cluster of huts of varying sizes, they were greeted warmly by naked men and women who helped them down and took the ponies away to be fed and watered. Chattering amongst themselves in language that was neither English nor Spanish, most of the crowd ushered them over to one of the largest huts, where the chief and his wives waited to receive them. To be on the safe side Suzie knelt in front of the plump, middle-aged man, and bent right over as if to touch her forehead to the floor. Janet merely curtseyed. Both were pulled up and hugged, and Suzie felt his hands exploring her buttocks. All four wives then came and inspected her, smiling and kissing her cheeks. The youngest was about her age, the others varied up to the chief’s. They all settled down to sit in an arc on the veranda at the front of the hut- which was actually more like a pavilion- to watch events in the open space that it overlooked. Janet and Suzie had obviously arrived just before the entertainment was due to start; it certainly wasn’t being organised in their honour. The two visitors sat together, so Janet, who could speak the language, was able to keep Suzie briefed on what they were seeing. The tribespeople didn’t spend their lives enjoying salacious spectacles; there was a break in the working day, about ninety-minutes long, in the middle of every afternoon. At weekends work stopped at lunchtime and longer, more elaborate entertainments were provided, though some of the people preferred to visit the town.
Most tribespeople owned slaves or shared the ownership of one or more, but the majority were work or general-purpose slaves. Many, of course, were suitable for use as sex slaves, but the tribe owned, jointly, six pleasure slaves, four female and two male. One of each gender were rejects from harem slave training, like Midnight, and possessed all or most of the appropriate skills, and the others were all very able, and treated by the local branch of the clinic to increase their libidos. Two of the women were experiencing the effects of overdoses. One was enjoying a day’s rest; something that happened once a fortnight when their performance was held to be flawless. The remaining five were bound naked to posts to one side of the open space, waiting to be taken away by the winners of the various competitions. The matches themselves weren’t very interesting, at least to Suzie. They were just young men, and in one case young women, wrestling in a way that was so stylised that she could barely distinguish the winners from the losers. One by one the prizes were untied and taken away, and in two cases a draw was declared, so the wrestlers shared the slave of their choice. The whole thing took no more than forty minutes, as the bouts were very short.
What followed was more interesting. Janet explained that privately owned slaves had to be made available to the community for several evenings and nights a month, and more occasionally for longer periods. They were pitched against one another in various kinds of contest, and the winners were able to choose almost anyone for the night from among the slaves owned by tribespeople. The losers were sent to the group of huts inhabited by the old and infirm, which was not a popular duty, and a surprisingly exacting one. Suzie particularly enjoyed a match between two girls, one right and one left handed. Their weaker hands were cuffed together, while the stronger ones held whips with which they proceeded to thrash one another. Though they squealed and yelped impressively, by twisting their bodies and pulling one another close, and jerking their attached hands at the critical moments, they were able to blunt the force of most of the blows, and neither showed any sign of giving up. At one point the larger of the two, a big-breasted blonde, managed to grab her brunette opponent and drag her to the ground, but it was difficult for her to convert that into a winning position. A proper pin would do, Janet explained, but she couldn’t get both knees onto the smaller girl’s shoulders, and while she was manoeuvring she was badly exposed to the whip slicing across her back. While trying to evade that, she gave the other girl the opportunity to jump to her knees, and a series of vicious strokes in rapid succession forced her to submit. Surprisingly, perhaps, the winner chose her opponent, and was allowed to bind her hands behind her back and lead her away, still holding her whip. As a result, the next bout was cancelled and both contestants sent to the old folks. A similar contest took place between two boys, both right-handed, and this time the winner chose a black girl from among the onlookers. A man and a woman then fought blindfolded and without whips, followed by another mixed pair whose hands were bound behind them. They had to achieve full vaginal intercourse within five minutes or both go to oldies. That really interested Suzie; she’d never watched the ‘goldfish’ done before, and she took mental notes for future use. The pair succeeded in meeting the challenge with the man lying behind the woman, her hips bent at a right-angle and his legs up behind hers. He had to try several times, wriggling his body to adjust the way his penis was poking against her, but eventually he pushed his way in, and they were left to enjoy their coupling, both achieving orgasm within another ten minutes. There being no loser, the next pair up were both condemned.
As the woman was licking the man clean, Janet spoke quietly to Suzie. ‘If they invite me to enter you for a contest, I’ll have to accept’, she said. ‘It would insult their hospitality of I didn’t. Since we’re not staying the night, it’ll be deemed a “friendly”. Sure enough, the chief leant over and spoke to her, and there was a brief discussion about the kind of contest that would suit Suzie best. While she was still talking to the chief, Janet unlocked Suzie’s hands to give her a few minutes to exercise her arms. Then she explained to her what they’d agreed. One of the young male slaves was going to tie her up with two short pieces of cord, one for her wrists and one for her ankles, though it was up to him how he actually used them. She had half an hour- the remainder of the rest period- to get loose. If she succeeded, he’d receive a dozen lashes there and then. If she didn’t, he’d be allowed to use her body for his pleasure, immediately and in front of everyone. That didn’t sound too bad to Suzie, but she was worried about Janet’s feelings. ‘Are you sure you won’t mind that?’ she asked.
‘No. forget my mood earlier. It was really because it was Uncle Fred. He’s just so confident; so good at everything. He makes me jealous.’
The ‘goldfish’ had been on an inflatable mattress, and the same was used this time. Suzie’s wrist and ankle cuffs were removed, and a fairly ordinary-looking man of about thirty came forward, holding two lengths of chord, each about three feet long and the thickness of washing line. He motioned her to lie on her tummy with her hands behind her back, crossed them, and used the whole of one length to bind them, winding it both vertically and horizontally. He tied them firmly, but not tightly enough to cut off her circulation. Next he bound her ankles together, but he reserved enough cord to pull them up to her wrists and join them in a full, strict hogtie. He did it all quickly and efficiently- it obviously wasn’t his first time- and he stood up and bowed to the chief with nearly a minute to spare. Though the tribe did not lack for modern clocks and watches, a big egg-timer was placed by the mattress, where she could clearly see it.
Suzie did her best. She didn’t really want to, because it was probably her last chance to be fucked by a man that day, but she wanted to put on a good show to make Janet proud of her. At first she thought the task was hopeless, because as her wrists were crossed her fingers pointed to each side, making it almost impossible to reach any of the knots. Only after at least ten minutes had passed did she manage to cross her ankles. Her body was a little less tightly bowed then, and she could just about reach the hogtie knots. She could only pick at them for a few seconds at a time before she had to stop straining and rest, and at first it seemed that each time they tightened up again. Then she managed to get one undone, and it was easier to work on the second. After about twenty minutes, the hogtie came loose and she was able to stretch out her body. But what had she achieved? She had to double her ankles up behind her again to reach the knots that bound them together. She realised too late that she should have ignored the hogtie and gone straight for her ankles, but she doubted whether she could have got them undone. At least she’d given the crowd something to watch. She was just beginning to get one of the knots loose when the sand ran out.
The man who’d won her was not one to stand on ceremony. He quickly untied her ankles, rolled her onto her back, and took her, like Fred, in the missionary position. He wasn’t an unpleasant-looking man, but his squarish face and thin mouth didn’t really appeal to her, and he was heavy on the mattress that wasn’t really made for that kind of activity. He knew what he was doing, however, and he had staying power. After about five minutes he rolled her over to one side and continued until she had her first climax, and she realised that he was displaying her, and his penetration of her, to the spectators on all sides. He rolled her on top of him, holding her in place by her buttocks, and continued for another five minutes, and then turned her to face the other way. A few minutes after that she came again, and at the peak of her climax he spurted into her. When he’d finished he rolled to one side and she turned onto her back, listening to the cheers and clapping from the tribespeople, Janet and the other slaves who’d been allowed to watch. Keen to add something to the impression she’d made, she twisted down to his midriff and licked his penis clean. That brought another cheer.
She was allowed a few minutes to exercise again before her cuffs were replaced and her arms locked behind her. In the meantime Janet chatted with the chief. The reason for that became apparent as they drove away, and they talked about their visit. ‘The wrestling was boring’, pronounced Suzie, ‘but the other bits were OK. It was a bit embarrassing being fucked in front of a horde of strangers, but we aren’t really into privacy in the brothel, so it didn’t feel like a punishment, mistress’
‘Remember, you weren’t playing for real. If you’d been a tribal slave, half a dozen men would have had you.’
‘The way I’ve been feeling lately, I wouldn’t have minded that, mistress.’
‘I think I saw enough. You made a great impression, incidentally. You’d be welcome back anytime.’
‘They won’t want to buy me, will they, mistress?’
‘They couldn’t afford you. The tribe has a good standard of living, but they barter a lot, and they’re relatively cash-poor. Much of what they have comes from slave trading, but they buy cheap, looking for those who’ve been rejected by masters for insolence, intransigence, or just not trying hard enough. They brand them- you might have noticed the mark on their thighs- train them up, and often sell them again for a higher price. Their brand is highly respected and they make a good profit on resales. You probably noticed that very few of their slaves are natives.’
‘How can they make good slaves out of bad ones, mistress?’
‘The simple fact of being sold to a native tribe has a salutary effect on many. They don’t really know what’s going to happen to them, and they don’t usually understand the language. Suddenly, they lose touch with everything and everyone they know. Then this tribe has a special way of welcoming new slaves that puts the fear of God into them. After that it’s a blend of hard sticks and sweet carrots, and total consistency. We’re invited back on Friday evening to watch an induction ceremony. They’re getting three new slaves. I think we’ll come. You’ll find it interesting. It isn’t really a ceremony, as such. It’s more a series of much more interesting games.’
‘I’m sure I will, my lady.’
It seemed a long way back to town, especially as they had to cross the ridge, and the ponies laboured on the climb up the long incline. Janet used the whip with a light hand. ‘We need them in good shape for tomorrow’, she said. She let them run freely down the other side, putting her arm through Suzie’s to hold her in her seat as the carriage swayed and jolted. Their trotting was ragged as they passed through the town and onto the estate, and they drooped, panting, as the two girls climbed down. Suzie realised that she hadn’t had any chance at all to inspect, let alone get to know, the ponies, but a groom had come to lead them away, and Janet was marching purposefully towards the door. She scuttled after her.
Janet walked Suzie back to her quarters but left her there, promising to come and see her at about eight-thirty. Alice Rodriguez expressed an interest in getting to know you’, she said, as if as an afterthought. ‘I thought tomorrow. Tonight you can have Kit again.’
After she’d gone, Suzie went in search of Poppy and Sandrine, anxious to exchange their day’s experiences. They were all very different.









Chapter 13 - Teaching and Learning

 
When Albert left Poppy, she had only two or three minutes to wait before she heard the main door open and close, and footsteps approach the bed. A voice, quite deep for a very young man, said ‘Hello, Poppy. I’m Jim.’ Her heart was thumping now, but she kept her voice steady. ‘I’ve been waiting to meet you, Master Jim. Please sit down here with me.’
She felt the mattress sink at one side, and turned her body that way. ‘Master, do you want to see me properly? I’d like to see you.’ Hands fumbled with her blindfold, and she blinked a little in the light, though the blinds kept it subdued. Albert’s description had been accurate, and the boy was gazing at her as if he couldn’t quite believe his eyes. ‘You’re beautiful, Poppy, just as Albert told us.’
‘Thank you, master. I’m yours, for now, so would you please take me? If you’d start by taking my dress off? It tears from the neck down.’
She knew she was forcing the pace, but the two-hour period seemed very short to her. She’d usually had all night, or all afternoon. Working for money was obviously different. He responded, however. He put both hands to her throat, grasped the flimsy material, and pulled, moving down progressively until she was fully exposed. His breathing got more and more ragged as he saw her breasts, and he gasped as he uncovered her most intimate part. She wriggled. ‘You can touch, master. You can do anything you like.’
He put out a hand, tentatively, and touched her face, and then her breast. She responded with a sharp intake of breath, and pushed her chest up against his hand. He began to stroke her, touching her nipples, and she moaned softly. ‘Kiss me please, master.’ She was fully aware that she sounded like a character in a badly written novel, but the awful truth was that she was quite sincere. She wanted to be touched. To an extent that seemed to increase by the day, she needed sex. She was also genuinely anxious to make Albert’s project work. Something of her sincerity- her need- seemed to come across, and Jim began to knead her breasts more confidently, and bent right down to kiss her on the lips. She did her very best to raise her head to meet him, and open and soften her mouth to receive his. ‘Please master, she breathed, ‘take off your clothes. Untie my ankles. Use me.’ It went without a hitch; it almost seemed too easy. After he’d lost his virginity, and they’d both cum the first time, he told her that he’d taken a pill with a two-hour duration. He seemed almost apologetic about it, explaining that he’d been nervous about being able to perform. ‘Don’t worry about me, master’, she assured him. ‘Whatever you’ve got, I can take it.’
In the two hours allotted, he came three times in her vagina and once in her mouth, and she came twice. She pulled out all the stops, licking his penis clean, sucking his balls, pushing her breasts into his mouth, and talking up his performance, which was, actually, above average for a total beginner. They parted with mutual expressions of gratitude and affection, but he didn’t show any sign of wanting to see her again. Over lunch with Albert, she assessed her own performance. ‘My dialogue was unbelievably tacky, master; I was playing a stage pornstar. It did seem to work with him, but I do need to polish it.’
He dismissed her doubts. ‘I spoke to him briefly afterwards, and he was delighted. You exceeded his expectations; I can’t ask for more than that.’
‘It seemed too easy, master.’
‘It was easy because you’re beautiful and you’re good at it. Don’t go looking for difficulties.’
When’s my next appointment, master?’
‘Two-thirty. It’s a girl; she isn’t sure but she thinks she’ll prefer women. I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve slotted in another boy this evening.’
‘I’m yours to command, master. I’m sorry I won’t be able to spend the time with you, that’s all. Perhaps you could use me now? There’s plenty of time.’
‘I’ll have to unlock your plug, I think I’ve got the key somewhere.’
They spent nearly an hour on the bed together, and he hurried to get her ready for her possibly-lesbian client. He wanted her to be able to use her hands, so her wrists were released and refastened in front of her body with a foot-long chain between them. ‘She can ask you to step over your chain if she wants them behind your back’, he explained. ‘She’s white, by the way, and about three months past her birthday. That suggests she’s quite nervous and shy about sex; she’s waited longer than most to use her credits. She’s slim, about your height, and quite athletic; she was the school’s best at running, long-jumping and the javelin. She has a pleasant face, but I never found it sexy. And I almost forgot to tell you; her name’s Jackie.’
He put one of the disposable shifts on Poppy- he’d obviously bought a consignment, for it was difficult to see what other use the house had for them- and got her to lie down on the bed, having fitted a fresh sheet. He’d chosen a dark blue one to contrast with her pale skin, and she was surprised to find him attending to such details in person. He tied her wrists to the headboard with cord, and her ankles together and to the foot, leaving her stretched out but comfortably so. The blindfold came last. Poppy was far from convinced about his approach. She understood that Albert wanted to make her as non-threatening as possible, and to make her clients feel that they were fully in control. On the other hand, she had a job to do and she was helpless; her bondage a mountain that she had to climb before she could even start. It hadn’t been a problem with Jim, but with a client who was really frightened, it might prove an insurmountable obstacle.
 

***

 
Within a minute of Albert leaving, the door opened and closed again, and Poppy heard a pair of flip-flops approach the bed. She heard them kicked off onto the floor, and felt the effect of a body sitting down on the mattress. It was a lighter person than Jim. She turned her head to where she thought her client was sitting. ‘Hello, Mistress Jackie’, she said. ‘You have the advantage of me, I think.’
‘I suppose that’s the idea’, came the reply. ‘But I’m going to remove your blindfold. Close your eyes so the light won’t hurt your eyes.’
That made a good impression on Poppy, who was soon smiling back at a face which, as Albert had told her, was pleasant but rather sexless. The features were symmetrical and well-formed, the lips a little thin and pale, the hair short and neat, and the ears unpierced. She wore a thin cotton dress which revealed little of her figure. She reached down and stroked Poppy’s cheek. ‘My classmates always thought I was completely sexless’, she said. ‘I’m sure Albert was surprised when I put myself forward. They were right in thinking that I don’t really know what to do. I’ve read novels, I’ve watched the TV, and I’ve searched the net, and I think I’m probably a lesbian.’
‘You don’t have to be one or the other, mistress. That’s something I’ve learnt very quickly.’
‘I do know that you look ravishingly beautiful, Poppy, and I fancy you like mad. But I’m scared. I don’t know what to do. It would be better if it was me that was tied up.’
‘That’s up to you, mistress. If you undo my ropes I can do that. Otherwise, if you’ll just let me talk you through it, I expect we’ll do fine.’
‘Would it be alright for you to tie me up? I could relax then, and not have to worry about doing the right or the wrong thing.’
‘You can have me do anything you want, Mistress Jackie. If it’s what you want, just untie me from the bed and tear off my shift. and I’ll take care of everything.’
Poppy detected a tremor in Jackie’s hands as she undid the knots, and then she was free except for her chained wrists. When her shift was torn down the centre and removed, he saw the girl’s eyes widen as the size of her breasts was revealed. She was about to ask her client to remove her own dress when she saw the Velcro seams down the back and across the shoulders; she’d come prepared for this development. So she took her hands and gently pulled them behind her back. Picking the rope that had bound her wrists to the bedhead, she crossed and bound them securely, but not uncomfortably tight. She didn’t have much experience of doing it herself, but she knew the basics; particularly the need to double up the chord before starting, threading the two loose ends through the loop. She heard Jackie shudder, and her breath quicken, as she reached the point of no return. She felt a little frisson of excitement herself, knowing that she was going to succeed with this challenging client.
They were standing together by the bedside, and Poppy took Jackie by the shoulders and gently turned her round to face her. She drew her close and kissed her on each cheek, and then on the lips. Then she smiled at her and moved one hand behind her head and drew her into a longer kiss. She gave her as long as she needed, just staying in contact until the mouth began to open a little, then she rotated her own head, still pressing only very gently, and offered just the tip of her tongue. It was a slow process, but eventually it turned into a proper French kiss, and Jackie’s thin lips seemed to swell as they softened and slackened. Poppy broke it off. ‘OK?’ she asked quietly. A nod. She reached for the fastenings of the dress, starting with the shoulder. She was relieved to find that it wasn’t real Velcro, but something that stripped apart with only fraction of the usual noise and force. Half a minute later, she was gazing at a slim figure with muscular thighs and small, pointed breasts. She ran her hands up and down each side, having to do it twice because of her chain. She kissed her again and stooped to kiss each nipple, and urged her down onto the bed. ‘Now Mistress Jackie, I’m going to make you mine.’ She stroked her body all over, and took up the rope that had held her ankles together, and another piece that Albert had left handy. She gently pulled the left leg to one side and tied the ankle to one corner of the bed, and then tied the other to the centre. Being over king-size, Janet’s legs were wide apart, but if she’d used both corners they’d have been uncomfortably so.  She was surprised at how meekly Jackie submitted to being bound so helplessly, and suspected she’d prepared herself mentally in advance for it. She did look mildly apprehensive as Poppy lay down beside her. The latter grinned mischievously, to lighten the mood. ‘Don’t look at me like that, Mistress Jackie’, she admonished her. ‘I’m not the dentist. The one promise I can make you, is that this isn’t going to hurt.’
Jackie smiled weakly, and Poppy began to kiss her again, stroking her breasts first, and then letting her hands roam lower down. The chain was a slight handicap, making it difficult for her to prop herself up with one while using the other. Nevertheless she didn’t want to move down between Jackie’s legs yet, but went on rubbing her outer labia for some time, until she felt moisture bubbling up between them. She moved down to kiss her breasts as she penetrated further, and her client began to move restlessly in response to the double stimulation. She decided to stay where she was, though by the time her efforts paid off with the first climax, her wrist was aching. She softened her touch just slightly, managing to get down between the parted legs without losing contact, and then she replaced her fingers with her tongue. The second orgasm was much stronger, with Jackie tugging on the ropes to pull herself harder against Poppy’s mouth, and twisting her upper body, struggling to free her wrists. Poppy wondered whether she’d tied her securely enough. It turned out that she had, though she checked the knots before making her next move. Jackie was gasping for breath as her orgasm finished, but she was exceptionally fit and soon recovered, so Poppy went quickly on to the next part of her plan. She knelt  over her face, lowering her sex onto Jackie’s mouth.
Jackie, as she admitted later, had never had an orgasm before, and had never seen anyone else have one, except in mainstream films, which lacked essential detail. The crotch descending remorselessly onto her face, with her head locked between two knees, must have been a daunting sight, especially as Poppy’s hands were free to hold herself open. The girl did her best, pushing her tongue in and out, and obeying instructions called down respectfully from above. Most were intended to help her find and address her clitoris. Whether she’d have succeeded under normal circumstances was debateable, but Poppy was becoming easier to arouse, and needier by the day. There couldn’t have been a better confidence builder for the younger girl, than to have her mentor climaxing right on her face, bearing down hard and, for the usual ten or fifteen seconds, making it difficult for her to breathe.
Afterwards Poppy spent a few minutes lying along the length of Jackie’s body, kissing her gently. She thanked her for her orgasm, and for trusting her. Jackie barely knew what to say, since everything had been so new to her, and so blissfully pleasurable. ‘I could almost wish I was your slave, Poppy, she murmured.’
‘No Mistress Jackie; you must learn to use me now. We’ve still got an hour left. I’m going to release you, and you must do to me what I’ve just done to you.’
She did so, and when her client was free she doubled up to get her ankles through the chain, confining her hands behind her back. Rather than challenge Jackie to tie her with rope, she rotated her wrists to wind the links round them, in effect binding herself. Obviously she could unwind them just as easily, but that put less pressure on her pupil, emphasising that it was an exercise, rather than the real thing. Poppy had to lie at least partly on her side, as the wound-up chain was bulky on her wrists, but she asked Jackie to lie facing her, and talked to her continuously. She got her to everything that she’d just experienced herself, kissing first, then masturbating her, and finally using her mouth. The ease with which she climaxed- the genuineness of her arousal- made it easy for her to build Jackie’s confidence. It was a huge step for the beginner to kneel over her teacher’s face, and when she came they were exceeding their two hours, but Albert refrained from interrupting them, as he’d promised. When they did part Jackie was very affectionate and grateful, and Poppy was reasonably sure that she’d manage another lesbian coupling well enough. She’d have preferred to think that she’d try it with a man, before finally making up her mind.
 

***

 
The girls and Sandrine were able to eat dinner together in the latter’s apartment, and to recount their stories, having to abridge them significantly, given the time available. Sandrine had spent part of the day with Harmony, who’d been told to show her all the workings of the house and gardens, taking several days if necessary. After lunch she’d spent a good hour with the Marquess, with more sex, and she already knew he’d be with her again for the evening and the night. When they’d finished their meal she produced a laptop, and they read a message from Jenny. It was chatty, telling them about progress on the house, and her embryonic but promising friendship with Gill, who was being feted by the President and a number of senior ministers. Then it was time for them to resume their duties. Poppy had no difficulty with her evening assignment; a young black man only two days past his eighteenth birthday, but reasonably competent and quite considerate. According to Albert he was a virgin, but Poppy didn’t believe that for a second. She chose Fanny again for the night, and intimated to Harmony that she’d be happy to keep her for the rest of her stay. As for Suzie, she and Janet spent over an hour practicing cunnilingus, and then the latter made another of her rather surprising exits. She suddenly announced that she was going to check on Cicely, who was in a kind of sick-bay adjacent to the slaves’ quarters, recovering from her whipping and branding. Suzie would have liked to have gone with her, but that was never suggested. She still wasn’t quite sure what kind of relationship she had with Janet. They were, in one sense, lovers, and in another, teacher and pupil. Janet could be jealous at one moment, and in the next hand her over to be bound and used in front of a crowd of cheering natives. Sometimes they seemed to be friends and confidants, and then Suzie was discarded like a slave who’d served her mistress’ purpose. It was a relationship that she could never take for granted, but she knew that their stations in society were so far apart that it would never be completely relaxed; completely natural.
 

***

 
During Wednesday and most of Thursday, Poppy seemed to be establishing a kind of routine. She had five pupils, two of whom came on the recommendations of those who went before. She used the same kinds of techniques on all of them, and with only one did she feel that she’d failed. A plump girl who was very unattractive, with a spotty complexion and a dour personality, failed to cum at all, and failed to make Poppy cum. She seemed to have booked the appointment with no real intention of learning anything; just as a means of getting rid of her credits. Apparently, if eighteen-year-olds failed to use them in their first year, questions were asked, and if they hadn’t lost their virginity in some other way, it was taken as a possible sign of mental illnesses or personality disorder. They didn’t part on hostile terms, and Albert didn’t hold it against Poppy. He had so many applications, some of them from classmates who’d barely acknowledged him at school, that he accounted his venture a total success. Word was spreading, apparently, and he was getting enquiries from older men and women, but he turned them all down. He’d assigned a particular role to Poppy, and refused to make her go beyond it. The only concession he made was to book a joint appointment, for Saturday afternoon, for two girls who were known among their friends to be already lesbian lovers. Again, it was a way of using their credits, and they thought they might learn something, never having used a slave for sex.
Sandrine seemed to be gradually embedding herself in the household. She was relieved of virtually all responsibility for the girl’s care, as Harmony, as Kit and Fanny did everything that was necessary. She wandered freely through the house, just staying out of rooms that were in current use by members of the family, noting areas that needed attention of one kind or another. In the kitchen she discussed recipes and menus with the cook, and explored the store rooms and wine cellars below. In a way she was surprised to find so friendly a reception, for the house had an established hierarchy and routine, with slaves having spheres of influence into which she was nosing and even interfering. Her cheerful and affectionate disposition no doubt helped, but she didn’t realise at first how much Harmony’s unpopularity was clearing the way for her. The deputy assistant housekeeper was generally fair, but maintained what was by Republican standards a severe and puritanical regime, regulating to a quite unnecessary extent the sex-lives of the other slaves. She had no idea that much was hoped for from her developing relationship with the Marquess, with whom she spent every night, and at least an hour during each day. Some of the servants were hoping for an encounter with Poppy or Suzie, and hoped that Sandrine could arrange it for them, but in that respect she was a disappointment. The girls had found suitable attendants and preferred to stick with them.
Suzie should probably have made herself more available, as she had plenty of spare time, but neither Janet nor anyone else put pressure on her to do so. Her young and temporary mistress took her for a short drive to a logging camp and a sawmill on Wednesday afternoon, and the managers of both had their way with her. She didn’t like the man from the sawmill much; he still had pubic hair and he was overweight and not at all handsome, but at least there was no more jealousy from Janet. The latter continued to leave her early each evening, and Suzie now suspected that she was preparing Cicely to become her long-term pleasure slave and companion. She was right; on Friday, having recovered from her punishment, the new acquisition was moved to her private quarters. The proposed Wednesday visit from Alice Rodriguez didn’t happen, and Suzie wasn’t told why.
With several hours to spare on Wednesday and Thursday, Suzie preferred not to seek company, but to read, watch the television, stroll round the garden, and explore all the opportunities that her very luxurious quarters had to offer. She played a lot of music, for as well as the recordings she had to hand, she could access countless MP3 files on the house’s main server. While listening she watched servants and slaves wandering about the garden, for some seemed to spend much of their spare time there. Most of the summer planting had now been done, in the case of the dahlias, begonias, etc., rather earlier than would have been possible in Great Britain. She found that her room had a couple of cameras on swivelling mounts, but because of the status of her principal user she was not being monitored. They did have manual controls, so the occupants of the room could record their own activities, and she found she could tune the television to them. She was curious enough to ask Harmony how much they recorded, and was told that, without intervention, they kept forty-eight hours, and then overwrote it, assuming they were switched on, of course. ‘Don’t, whatever you do, record Mistress Janet’, admonished the housekeeper. ‘You can film yourself with Kit, if that sort of thing amuses you.’
It didn’t, but she did train both cameras on the garden, and leave the television tuned to one of them. It provided a pleasant scene to accompany her music, and she was curious to know how much spare time the slaves had, and how many of them took their leisure in pairs or threes and fours. Not usually a people-watcher, she thought that a grasp of how an aristocratic household functioned from day to day might help her in the future. She left the cameras on all the time. An editing program was available that would enable her to show Kit just the clips that showed people moving about, and the girl could identify them for her, and describe their relationships, if she was aware of them. It seemed very slightly voyeuristic- enough to make it interesting- because the cameras, in the darker parts of the room, were not clearly visible from outside, when the light was good enough to draw people into the garden.

Suzie was on the terrace watching when, after breakfasting with Poppy on Thursday morning, Fanny came out to take the air, however sultry it was. Suzie just waved and retired back inside, where there was some air-conditioning, and she didn’t realise that Fanny not only stayed for nearly an hour, but also that she was alone for all that time. A little later on, Suzie closed her curtains to keep out the sun, but left the cameras peeping through gaps. Half an hour after that, Janet came to take her shopping. That was interesting mainly because, not intending to bring anything home with her, she used a very light, two-wheeled cart. With less mass and less friction, it was faster than the phaeton, but being inherently unstable, it imposed a different kind of stress on the ponygirls. They were using the same pair as before. They drove fast, the distance being short, but apart from that it was an uneventful trip. The shops were of no great interest, as they only visited a grocer, a butcher, and a haberdashery. They represented between them most of the town’s opportunities for retail therapy. The day’s other events were infinitely more interesting, and ultimately frightening, though it was some time before Suzie understood what had happened.
 

***

 
What happened on that Thursday could not have been planned in advance, but to those who were thoroughly familiar with the habits and routines of the household, the opportunity was there to be seized by the quick-witted. Thursday was wash-day, and the few servants who were not on duty were waiting to be attended to by the doctor from the town, who came every other month to check their contraceptive and other implants, and to do general check-ups. Many of the family were absent, and virtually all the outside staff had been lent to the native tribe to help to prepare for the Friday evening festivities. Suzie was seen leaving with Janet, Sandrine was known to be with the Marquess, and the blinds were almost always down in Poppy’s room, to give privacy to her clients. The free staff, who were not resident, almost never used the garden, which was mostly visited by slaves in their spare time. That morning there was no spare time for most of them, though a couple slipped out for long enough to notice Fanny’s presence there. Interestingly, there were no cameras. The Marquess, who in matters sexual was more liberal than his deputy assistant housekeeper, thought that even slaves deserved a place where they would not be routinely watched and recorded.

The dahlias were the pride and joy of one of the younger gardening staff; a slave who’d once made advances to Fanny, and having been rejected, had complained to Harmony. That had resulted in a switching for her, which although not severe, was the only corporal punishment that she’d received while in the Marquess’ household. Not one to bear grudges, she was now an admirer of his work, though she’d never spoken directly to the man since the incident.
The cheerful and well-meaning girl could never have guessed that these events and circumstances could be used against her, or that anyone would have a motive to do so. There were, however, two servants, a chambermaid and a bath attendant, who had set their hearts on attaching themselves to one or other of the visitors. Not appreciating the kindness of their master, they hated the drudgery and monotony of their work, and being good-looking women in their early twenties, fancied their chances of being ‘spotted’ and bought by Ted’s chain of brothels. After a few days had passed, it was obvious that they could only gain access to the visiting girls by removing either Fanny or Kit from the picture, and it was the former who presented the first opportunity.
At lunchtime, the nonagenarian assistant housekeeper took a stroll, on her Zimmer frame, in the now completely deserted garden. Horrified to find that all the newly-planted dahlias were wilted and dying and knowing that it could only be the work of deliberate sabotage, she went straight to the Marquess, who came to see for himself before launching an enquiry. The head gardener returned to the house with his heartbroken assistant, and together they concluded that the damage had been done with a spray containing vinegar and salt. Not only were the plants beyond saving, but the soil itself might well be poisoned.
The culprits had placed themselves well to be the first to give evidence, and the enquiry was short. They could testify, quite truthfully, that Fanny had been in the garden alone, and for at least an hour. Ironically, Fanny provided them with their alibi, for she’d spotted them and hadn’t seen them doing anything unusual. Harmony and other senior members of staff believed that they could discount the possibility of anyone else visiting the garden, and for the few minutes that couldn’t be accounted for, the two culprits, who were not known associates, were one another’s alibis.
As soon as poor Fanny realised that she was under suspicion, she protested her innocence with vigour and conviction. But there were no other suspects, and the gardener testified that there was bad blood between them. With a heavy heart, the Marquess pronounced Fanny guilty. Despite her good record in the house she could not expect much leniency. Her crime was pre-meditated, deeply malicious, and would affect all the slaves who normally enjoyed the garden. The fact that she wouldn’t confess only made matters worse. The sobbing girl was dragged away to be locked in a rarely-used cell while he considered what to do with her, and the whole household was called to a meeting early in the evening. Whatever Fanny’s punishment was to be, it would be an example to the others.
 
No-one mentioned these events to Suzie or Poppy. The latter was busy with clients; one in the morning and two in the afternoon, and although she missed Fanny she thought little of it. Sandrine knew, but with only the slightest acquaintance with the accused, she believed the evidence against her, and being away from her quarters all day, never spoke to the girls. Poppy didn’t have an evening appointment, and Janet was attending the meeting, so the first that they knew of it was when, half an hour after dinner, Harmony came to take them, hands locked behind their backs, to the great hall. Virtually all the slaves and free staff were already there, but places had been saved for them, and Sandrine, near the front. A very large screen, often used to show feature films, was showing a series of pictures of dead and dying dahlias, piped from a laptop worked by a young man who they knew to be one of the free servants. It took Suzie a few moments to realise that they were from the garden outside, and by then her attention was elsewhere.
On the low platform at the front, two whipping posts had been erected, and Fanny was hanging, naked, between them. She looked utterly desperate, was shaking her head repeatedly, and making sounds of protest, but as she wore a panel gag, that was all she could do. While the girls watched, horrified, the Marquess came onto the stage and there was immediate silence. He gave a clear and concise explanation of what had happened, and of the process by which Fanny had been found guilty of the vandalism. Then came his devastating conclusion.
‘Everyone here knows that I’m not a harsh man’, he said, ‘but this is a very unusual and disturbing kind of offence. Although it resulted in the destruction of a few dozen plants, it was intended to inflict extreme distress, and to take revenge for what was at most a trivial grievance. Fanny now refuses to take responsibility for what she’s done. I cannot imagine her returning to her duties as a trusted servant of this house. She will therefore be given two dozen lashes, immediately, and removed to the sick room in the library afterwards. As soon as is practical, she’ll be taken to the Capital and auctioned. Buyers will know what she’s done, she will be marked, and she’s unlikely to find a comfortable place. She will pay for this, probably, for the rest of her days. You will all know how sorry I am to have to do this. No-one has had to be punished this severely while I’ve been Marquess.’
A large, bare-chested man that they’d never seen before came onto the stage, carrying a formidable looking whip. It was very like the one they’d seen used in the Hall of Punishment, and the effects would have on the young girl’s tender flesh didn’t bear thinking about. But there were murmurs of approval from the other slaves, and a couple even clapped. The Marquess waved the man forward, and Poppy could contain herself no longer. ‘My Lord! Can’t we testify for her character? I just don’t believe she could have done this.’
The Marquess looked angry first, and then patient. ‘Poppy; this isn’t a trial. That’s over. We don’t need your testimony. You weren’t watching the garden.’
‘But . . .’
He held up both his hands, palms towards her. ‘Poppy, you are questioning my justice and my judgement. When you all came to this house as our guests, I decided that you would all have one chance to misbehave, then a warning, and then no more chances. You’ve just used up your chance. Be quiet.’
Sandrine practically pounced on Poppy, who looked defiant but did fall silent. That left it up to Suzie, who was not as unselfish as her friend, but now stepped up the plate. ‘Then I’ll use up my chance, my lord Marquess. The camera’s in my room are trained on the garden, Please at least look at the footage.’
There were murmurs of indignation from the audience, and Suzie was appalled by the reply. ‘We have plenty of evidence already, Suzie, and you can go home tomorrow. You were never needed here. Now let’s get started with this.’
He stepped aside, and the man with the whip came forward and began to position himself. Poppy was now hyperventilating, Fanny was still now; her eyes tight shut as she waited for the pain that would change her life. Suzie was probably the only person in the hall who noticed that the screen had gone blank, and the young man’s hands were flying over the keyboard. Fanny was fortunate, ironically, that the brute wielding the whip was both a showman and a sadist, taking an entirely unnecessary length of time to adjust his stance, test his balance, and shake out his whip. Just as he was about to swing it, and the hall went silent, the young man suddenly stood up. ‘My lord!’, he exclaimed. ‘You must see this!’.
The Marquess was furious. ‘Is it worth your job?’ he asked sharply, but he did hold up his hand to the man with the whip, and bent to watch the screen. A minute later, he stood up again, appearing to be apoplectic with rage. He gestured at Fanny, and almost spat out his words. ‘Take her down. Let those three take her to their quarters. Harmony is suspended from duty. Lock those two up.’ He gestured vaguely at the screen, and marched off the back of the stage. They all heard a door slam.
The big man, who’d discarded his whip, took Fanny’s gag off and started to take her down. She looked totally bewildered and in shock. Harmony had got to her feet and was heading for the exit. Two other slaves were about to follow her when the young man with the laptop called for them to be stopped. He clearly had no authority to take over, but Albert, who’d been sitting to one side almost unnoticed, rushed forward to stand with him, backing him up. The audience was brought under control, and the scene recorded by one of Suzie’s room cameras was shown on the big screen. It showed the garden completely deserted, until the two culprits came into the shot, looking back at the house to ensure that they weren’t being watched. Although Suzie’s French windows were open, they knew she was absent with Janet. Armed with the kind of sprays that usually contained things like kitchen cleaners, they quickly worked their way along the rows of dahlias. It only took them a few minutes, and then the garden was empty again. The screen showed the time; about ten-thirty. Having seen Fanny in the garden, they’d prepared their salt-and-vinegar spays, and gone out soon after she’d left. The effect on the plants was thus consistent with Fanny’s having poisoned them just before she left. The materials- salt, vinegar and spray containers- were so universally available that no-one enquired how she’d come by them. While the clip was playing the Marquess’ free servants, backed by Albert’s presence on the stage, took charge, quietly and firmly. Poor Fanny was helped off the stage and delivered to the visitors and clutched to Sandrine’s ample bosom, since the girls’ hands were still locked behind their backs. The two culprits, now terrified, were dragged away to be locked in the cell that had earlier housed their victim. Harmony, who was more indignant than frightened, was told to go to her quarters and stay there. Assuming that she wasn’t a willing participant in the crime, she’d failed to notice that two of her charges were absent from duty, and covered up her negligence by giving them alibis. Albert came down from the stage, and Jenny appeared as if from nowhere, to help the three guests, with Fanny, to return to their quarters.









Chapter 14 - The Calm After the Storm

 
The girls and Sandrine, with Fanny, Albert and Janet, all gathered in Sandrine’s room to wait on events. The young lord already had a master key with which he released Poppy’s wrists and locked them in front, and on Janet’s prompting he did the same for Suzie. Sandrine’s were already just connected by a foot of chain. They sat on sofas facing one another, with Fanny, utterly traumatised, sobbing continuously, held tightly in Poppy’s arms. No-one had very much to say. Janet got them all some wine and they sipped at it, but were afraid to drink enough to drown their sorrows. Although they’d saved Fanny from a whipping that would probably have scarred her for life, the three visitors knew their future was now uncertain. Sandrine’s relationship with the Marquess might now be jeopardised, and they might all be packed off home tomorrow, to face the wrath of Jenny and Ted. Over the next hour they did their best to help one another, and Janet and Albert were very supportive, reassuring them that they’d done the right thing, and that the Marquess would get over his anger. Most of all, everyone tried to help Fanny to recover from her ordeal, and Albert, given his position in the family, played a crucial role, growing considerably in Poppy’s estimation. Janet was also quite self-possessed and resourceful. She went to the sick room and returned with a sedative for Fanny; ‘She’ll be drowsy for an hour, but she’ll be much calmer when she wakes up’, she told them. The mood gradually improved, and a few minutes later Sandrine took the sleepy girl to bed, hugging her against her own warm, soft body for comfort. Janet and Suzie, and Poppy and Albert, retired to their respective quarters for the time being. It was an awkward time; the two young aristocrats were anxious to be supportive, but reluctant to talk about the only subject that mattered, as doing so would inevitably involve criticism of the Marquess. Brought up to regard him as almost infallible- the fount of justice and wisdom (not to mention the wealth that supported their luxurious lifestyles) the near-miscarriage of justice left them shocked and bewildered. Not surprisingly, perhaps, both pairs took refuge in physical comforts. Suzie began by massaging Janet’s feet, almost absent-mindedly, as if fidgeting, but after a few minutes the mistress pulled her dress off and pulled her slave up to hold her body against her own. Soon they were making love. The situation was more equal than usual, with their hands in one another’s pussies, and their lips sealed together. For a short time they were able to forget that one was a noblewoman and the other a slavegirl. Janet had already learnt a lot from Suzie and, the latter suspected, from Cicely, and they were able to co-ordinate their efforts and cum together, both feeling, as Janet held them together with her spare hand, that their bodies were merging into one.
As they relaxed afterwards, Janet confided some of her worries to Suzie. ‘Will we ever be back to normal after this?’ she asked rhetorically. ‘Nothing like it has happened in living memory, though admittedly I’m only eighteen. What can Uncle Christian do now?’
Suzie couldn’t be much comfort, but she did her best. ‘People are very resilient, mistress. I expect he’ll get rid of the troublemakers, and things will get back to normal. I only hope he doesn’t send Poppy and me away before our week’s up. I enjoy being here with you.’
There was a little bit of calculation in what she was saying. She’d been feeling that Janet was slipping away from her, increasingly influenced by the unseen rival, Cicely. If this crisis didn’t bring about the end of her stay at Fedo Coroba, perhaps it could be used to put the clock back a day or two. A she snuggled closer to Janet, it was the latter’s turn to be reassuring. ‘I can see that my uncle might think it a “quick fix” to send you away, but I don’t think he will. At heart he’s a just man, and he won’t want to lose Sandrine as well. But if I am going to lose, you, I’m going to make the best of you now. Lick me out.’
 

***

 
In Poppy’s quarters a somewhat different road was being travelled, but that only served to demonstrate that, in the Republic, virtually all roads led to sex. As they were lying down on the bed, Poppy was expressing her anxiety, that the Marquess would send them away, as the origin, however innocent, of his troubles. ‘Poppy’, replied Albert, ‘if that happens I’ll come with you to the Capital, to make sure that Jenny and Ted don’t think for one second that the fault was yours. But if there’s any question of that, Poppy, I’ll do my absolute best to persuade him to let you stay. You’ve played your part to perfection. Now I don’t think we ought to talk about it. I can’t say anything against my father.’
‘Of course not, Master Albert. There isn’t much else to talk about, though, with all this on our minds.’
You’ve got four appointments tomorrow. I could brief you on those.’
‘I don’t even know whether I’ll be here to keep them, master. Please, please just use me. I want to feel something, not to think about anything.’
He was undressing while she was speaking, and he was intending to use her, but in his accustomed manner. His father’s routine might have been disturbed, but his would not be. He found the key to her butt plug and pulled it out with an audible ‘plop’. Dropping it onto the floor, he pushed himself into her back passage. For Poppy it was better than nothing, and after he’d cum her let her lie on her back while he used his hand in her pussy. That did her much more good.
At about ten o’clock, Sandrine interrupted both couples to tell them that the Marquess was coming to talk to them all. ‘He’s ordered that the girls be gagged, with their hands behind their backs’, she told them. They drank plenty of water and some wine, and everyone was ready in good time in Sandrine’s quarters, where there was plenty of seating on sofas and easy chairs, pulled roughly into a circle. Poppy and Suzie wore panel gags with penis inserts and breather holes, Fanny’s hands were also behind her back, but she wasn’t gagged. Her eyes were very red still, but she was calm and composed now, though she kept close to Sandrine, keeping their bodies touching. Janet and Albert had hastily replaced their clothing; everyone else was still naked. The two young nobles had discussed briefly whether or not to clothe the slaves, but Albert was adamant that they should not. ‘It would look as if we’re excluding him, denying him the sight of their bodies. We must make sure that he knows that we all, free or slave, submit to his authority.’ After another brief exchange, the four slaves knelt on the floor in a presentation position, knees well apart, chests well displayed. The Marquess entered direct from the corridor, looking thoughtful, dressed in slacks and a plain white shirt. Without a word he gestured for the slaves to sit on the chairs or sofas, and took a vacant place- a small but comfortable armchair. Janet hasted to get him a glass of wine, and after taking a small sip and grimacing slightly, he took a very deep breath, and started speaking. He went on for quite some time, but he was a man of presence, and they all listened to every word.
‘Thank you all for coming. I wanted to talk to you all directly. A person of my rank and station has privileges, but also responsibilities. If I fall short of meeting those responsibilities, it is my view that I should explain and apologise to anyone who I’ve harmed or misjudged, and do my best to put things right.’ He took a slightly longer drink before he went on.
‘Today I made four mistakes, all of which could have had serious or tragic consequences. My first was to rush to judgement. Horrified by an act of pure malice, I thought it vital to act immediately to cauterise the wound; to remove the source as quickly as possible. With my trusted housekeeper presenting the evidence that condemned Fanny, I was too easily convinced of her guilt. I should certainly have consulted more people- looked for more witnesses- and taken more account of Fanny’s previous character. I’m very sorry that you suffered as you did, Fanny, and were humiliated as you were, and I will do my utmost to make it up to you.’ Fanny seemed to be about to speak then, but he held up a hand and went on.
‘My second mistake was to silence Poppy. That was the least of my mistakes, because I don’t think she had any real evidence, but she should have had the chance to speak for Fanny, and if I’d given her that chance, Suzie’s evidence would have come to light more easily.’
‘My third mistake was to ignore the courage and conviction behind Suzie’s intervention, and to threaten her with being sent away. She had the evidence that solved the case and prevented a miscarriage of judgement. But underpinning all my mistakes was an unwillingness face the possibility that I might have been wrong. So I blundered on to my fourth mistake, and threatened the technician who worked with great speed and skill to save Fanny in the nick of time. I have already apologised to him, and he’ll be rewarded for his courage. I am now apologising to Poppy and Suzie, and I thank you both for your bravery. I’m also sorry that you, Sandrine, suffered unnecessary distress.’ He took another sip, and looked hard at Poppy. ‘I asked for you two girls to be gagged, to protect you from any impulse that might lead you to say something that I’d have difficulty in overlooking. What happened today doesn’t change our relative positions. But you don’t look very comfortable, Poppy. Do you think, Sandrine, that it would be safe to remove their gags?’
Both girls looked pleadingly at the older slave, and nodded gravely. ‘I’m sure it is, lord. I think everyone here is calm and level-headed now.’
So the gags were removed. In the haste to get the girls ready, they’d only been able to find one for Poppy that was really too big for her, possibly having been left against the remote event that Sandrine would need one. They were given wine to drink, and the Marquess went on.
‘What are we going to do with the real culprits? They are doubly guilty; they played a vicious trick on the gardener in order to play an even more vicious trick on Fanny. I don’t have the stomach for another spectacle in the hall; I didn’t like the reaction of the other slaves. They’ll be sent to the Hall of Punishment and each get the whipping that was meant for Fanny. As malicious and cold-blooded liars, they will then be deprived of the power of speech. I don’t really think I should inflict them on anyone else, so I’ll either send them on loan to the new railway, or I’ll see if Cousin Fred can use them on his project. There are so many of these new-fangled changes taking place, I’m sure we’ll find something for them. You find this amusing, Albert?’
The young man was indeed smiling, if not actually laughing. ‘Sorry, father. It was just the idea that railways are new-fangled.’
‘I’m a marquess, Albert. If I was up to date I’d have had my own head chopped off before now.’
‘That was out before railways were in, father.’
‘You know my favourite Churchill quote? “Enough of this foolery”.’
Suzie piped up immediately. ‘Sorry, my lord, but that was Campbell-Bannerman.’ After getting The Look, she added; ‘I’ll take that gag again, Sandrine.’
The Marquess managed a smile. ‘You’re not quite at the end of your rope yet. I don’t know where this wine came from.’ He pulled out a pager button of obvious post-railway vintage, and pressed it before going on. ‘The most difficult decision was what to do about Harmony. I’ve had a meeting of my free staff, and we’re convinced that she has to be retired. She wasn’t in league with the other two, but she covered up for them, giving them an alibi by testifying that they were she thought they were. It was stupid; no-one expects her to be watching everybody all the time. She can’t be trusted again, but she’ll keep her title, be given a little flat above the garages, and in time she’ll succeed to the assistant housekeeper’s cottage. Who’ll replace her; that’s a more difficult question. Her predecessor worked until she was eighty-five; we don’t have anyone trained and lined up to do that job.’
His point was underlined when the door opened and a truly ancient woman came in, walking stiffly with two canes, and stooping. ‘Agnes’, he said to her, ‘It’s really good that you can step into your old job for a few days, but no-one expects you to answer calls yourself. We need some much better wine. Then keep supplying it to these rooms until Sunday. But send it, don’t bring it.’
The old woman curtseyed as best she could. ‘It’s my privilege to serve you again, my lord’, she said, and left. More wine did arrive, only five minutes later, in younger hands.
 

***

 
The Marquess was more relaxed now, as they all were, but he was nowhere near finished.
‘I don’t know whether any of you will have guessed what I’m leading up to’, he went on. ‘When I sat down with my staff to discuss all this, we did wonder whether we ought to send you all away; Poppy, Suzie and Sandrine, I mean.’ It was possible to argue that you were the grit in the oyster, so to speak, and nothing would have gone wrong without you, even though you were in no way at fault. Then we decided that, if we had people like that working for us, sooner or later the poison would have risen to the surface, and possibly done even more damage. We don’t need to go back to square one, we need a breath of fresh air. What I would like to do, Sandrine, is to buy you from Ted, and make you my under-deputy assistant housekeeper. Everyone knows what I think of you. You would also be my concubine. It would be a different, more personal way of running the house, but I’m sure you could make it work. I don’t need your consent, but it wouldn’t work without it, so I’m not going to do anything until you’ve had a day or two to think about it.’
‘Lord, I’m overwhelmed by your confidence in me. You know I’d accept in an instant, except that the girls need me and rely on me so much, and Mistress Jenny relies on me to look after them.’
‘They’ve managed here, Sandrine. I’m happy to send Kit back with the girls, if that would help. I wouldn’t sell her without her consent; I never do that to good slaves, but the girls won’t need all that support for ever. Talk it through with them.’ He took a sip of the better wine, and turned to Fanny. ‘Fanny; if you feel you don’t want to stay here now, I’ll find you a kind master. I would rather you did stay, and you can have as much time off as you need to recover from your ordeal. If you’d rather stay away from here for a while, I’ll arrange that. I’ll also arrange for you to go the Capital to watch the punishments. Then we’ll think about your role in this house, and if there’s something, within reason, that you’d like to do- some role in which you’ve always imagined yourself- we’ll see to it.’
Fanny seemed to gather herself then, and spoke with surprising clarity and confidence. ‘My Lord, the last thing I want to do is to leave this house. I’d like a day or two to get over the shock of what’s happened, but I’m basically OK, lord. As to what I might want to do; if Sandrine accepts your offer, lord, perhaps I could become her personal attendant. I know that Harmony’s predecessor had one, and Sandrine’s position with you will justify it. If she doesn’t accept, I’ll think again, if I may, lord.’
‘That’s a good idea, Fanny, if Sandrine agrees on both points.’ He was about to go on, when Fanny continued. ‘Lord, I’ve been thinking things over since I’ve been properly awake. I don’t think I was responsible in any way for what happened, But when I first came here, I was younger and more foolish. I know now that the gardener I fell out with was a good man, and I was unkind and ungrateful in the way I treated him. I’d like him to be told that, if he could bring himself to see me again, I would like to start again with him at square one.’
‘I’ll talk to him myself, Fanny. But you’re right; you are in no way responsible, no way at all, for what happened. We should be moving towards a close now; it’s getting past my bedtime. Suzie and Poppy, do you have any requests? Anything that would make your remaining few days here more pleasant?
Suzie spoke first. ‘Lord, the young master who was at the laptop: I’ve no idea what his personal position is, but if it was possible for me to thank him personally for what he did, I’d very much like that.’
‘We’ll have to see, Suzie. He hasn’t expressed any interest; he might respond to yours. I’ll see him tomorrow morning, and mention it to him. Poppy?’
‘I’m not sure I have time for anything else, lord. Lord Albert keeps me busy, and I’m enjoying the work and learning a lot from it. The better wine will help, lord, but I have a favour to ask. When Fanny comes to the Capital, could she stay with us for a few days? She’s been so kind to me, I’d be sad to have to leave, not knowing whether I’ll ever see her again.’
‘Consider it done. I know I feel much better for our talk. I hope you all do.’ There were murmurs of assent all round, and he bid them goodnight. ‘Sandrine’, he said to her, ‘I’m so exhausted, I’ll sleep like a log, and you might be better employed staying here to comfort Fanny. She can stay in this room until she wants to move back to her old one, and by then we’ll probably have found something better for her.’ With that he finally did leave them, and for a while they all sat looking at one another, not quite knowing what to say. Then Albert got up and, with a meaningful look at Janet, took his leave. She followed almost immediately. Fanny was the first to speak then. ‘Poppy, I’d love to come and stay with you, but I don’t want to watch people being whipped. I know they ought to be whipped, and I’m happy for them to be whipped, but I don’t want to see it.’
‘You probably ought to see it, Fanny, but I don’t suppose anyone will know if you don’t actually attend. Don’t say no to a free ride, especially if it’s to come and see us.’
‘Of course I won’t, Poppy. It’s our bedtime now, isn’t it? I wonder what’s happened to Kit?
‘Speak of the devil’, said Suzie, and the door was opened tentatively, and the girl in question came in. It being well after midnight, they broke up immediately, Poppy having an appointment in the morning. It was a day that they wouldn’t quickly forget.









Chapter 15 - Festival

 
Life seemed good on Friday morning. A night with Poppy did wonders for Fanny, and when the former had to work, she took refuge in Sandrine’s ample bosom for a couple of hours. Then, steeling herself to face the household slaves again, she took her new friend- soon to be her boss, she hoped- on her own personal tour of the premises, telling her much more about the intimate workings of the hall than Harmony had ever revealed. Everywhere they went, slaves came to apologise and promise lifelong support and friendship, and she invariably hugged and kissed them warmly.
In Suzie’s room, fences were also being, not so much mended, as demolished. Janet came immediately after breakfast, and confessed what her mentor already knew. ‘You saw me buy Cicely on Tuesday’, she said. ‘I decided there and then that she’d be my personal pleasure slave and body servant. What wasn’t fair to you is that I’ve been neglecting you to spend time with her. I’ve only got you for three more days, so I’ve resolved to spend them all with you. She’ll be here for the rest of my life.’
‘I hope it works out that way for you, Mistress’, Suzie replied. ‘As your teacher, though, I have to tell you that you’re making a quite unnecessary sacrifice.’
‘You don’t want me with you, Suzie?’
‘Mistress, I’ve grown very fond of you and certainly want to spend these days with you. How could you think otherwise? What I mean, mistress, is that you don’t have to choose between me and Cicely. You can have both of us at once. We’re both just slaves at your disposal. If you learn to accept that, I won’t have wasted today, even if you learn nothing more.’
‘My uncle might be annoyed. You were meant to be just for me.’
‘And four men, up to now, Mistress Janet. What difference would one more woman make? If he questions it, I’ll swear that I begged you to let me meet Cicely. I think that’ll be enough.’
A few minutes later, Janet led Cicely into the room. She was naked, on a lead, and with her hands locked behind her back. ‘Time for you two to be introduced formally’, she declared, with mock pomposity. ‘Cicely; Suzie. Suzie’ Cicely. In my capacity as the honourable high panjandrum, I hereby order you to become friends.’
It was the perfect note to strike. If Janet was sexually naïve she was socially adept, and in any case the girls were neither blushing virgins nor shrinking violets. It took them half a minute to get into bed together, all three of them, and after a lot of kissing, it was Cicely who took the lead in setting the pace and giving them advice and guidance. She was, after all, a seasoned, experienced prostitute, and Suzie thought it spoke volumes about Republican society that, having been duly punished for her excesses, she was now accepted as part of a great nobleman’s household. They didn’t talk much until coffee time, when Cicely was very complimentary about Suzie’s kissing, while the latter was enthralled by the newcomer’s analingus. Years of systematic exercise had strengthened her tongue, enabling here to force it further into the relatively tight back passage than anyone she’d encountered before, in her admittedly limited experience. After their break they just resumed where they’d left off, and kept it up until lunch.
Poppy’s client that morning was a black girl who, like the previous girl had convinced herself that she was a lesbian. They had some of the same conversations, though very differently phrased. ‘Don’t rush to judgement, mistress’, Poppy told her. ‘You can have both, and both at once if you so desire.’
‘You’re not much of an advertisement for men, Poppy’, was the reply. This girl- Beatrice- was a better conversationalist, and could be quite sharp and witty. ‘Your tits turn me on, your bum turns me on, your mouth and tongue turn me wild, and your cunt is like a magnet; I can’t get enough of me into it. What is a man compared to you? Lots of bone and muscle, and a thing sticking out in front.’
‘Had mistress thought of becoming a romantic novelist? You might have a point, but to many of us the thing sticking out in front is a significant asset. We ladies have soft, pliable bodies, and sometimes it’s good to feel something hard against them, and pushing into our most intimate spaces. I’ve come from the opposite direction to you, mistress. Before I was enslaved I never thought I was anything but straight as a die. Now I’m fully bisexual, and I find women better company, generally. But I’m still looking forward to my first gang-bang. You might be right about being a lesbian, but what I’m saying is, mistress, don’t reach your nineteenth birthday still wondering. It’s easy for you. You can rent a male from the library, and return him next morning if you want.’
‘You’re right. I haven’t really come to terms with being an adult yet. I must spread my wings.’
‘Would you like to put a strap-on on me, mistress? Or put one on yourself and take me with it?’
‘I think the former. If I was wearing it, I wouldn’t feel anything, would I?’
Unlike Jackie, Beatrice never untied Poppy, much less reversed their positions. For most of the rest of her time, she bounced energetically on the strap-on penis, fingering her clitoris and enjoying two quite shattering orgasms. After the first she flopped onto her instructor’s body, dripping with sweat, and kissed her continuously until she’d recovered enough to start again. After the second she flopped again, but with only a few minutes left she wanted to talk a little more. ‘I’ll tell you what I’ve really learnt, Poppy. I really, really love having you helpless under me. I’ve fantasised about bondage, and I’ve seen slaves in chains and ropes; everyone does, of course. I never really understood, though, how it felt to have a helpless slave to serve me sexually. That’s something I’ll go on to develop. Anyone I use for my pleasure will be in strict bondage.’
‘They’ll love and respect you the more for it, mistress.’ 
Poppy found Beatrice her most interesting pupil to date. She felt that she’d managed to teach her something, even though- or because- she was intelligent, funny and open-minded. She was in a good mood when they gathered for lunch in Sandrine’s room; Sandrine herself, Fanny, Poppy, Suzie, Cicely, and Kit. They tried to persuade Janet to join them, but she didn’t want to be the odd one out. Cicely was introduced and kissed everyone, and they chatted briefly about their mornings. As they were finishing their desserts, Poppy turned serious. ‘There’s an elephant in this room’, she said. ‘We didn’t even mention it at breakfast. Sandrine, I love you dearly, and I’ll miss you like crazy, but you’ve been offered security for the rest of your life, and a very comfortable life at that. If you like the Marquess, it goes without saying that you have to accept his offer. Kit, would you go to him now, and tell him she accepts?’
Kit started to get up, but Sandrine grabbed her and pushed her back down. ‘Don’t I get a say? When we came here on Monday, I was happy with everything I was doing. Why should I tear myself away from the work I love? I’ve grown so fond of you both.’
Suzie backed Poppy. ‘I’ve come to love you too, Sandrine, and I’ll miss you as much as Poppy. But where will she and I be in a year’s time, or two, or five? It seems like yesterday that you were in the bathhouse, and now you can be a housekeeper in a great hall, keeping a Marquess’ bed warm for him. You do know where you’ll be in five years’ time.’
Sandrine was quiet then. Poppy gestured Kit back to her feet, but she didn’t just send her on her way. The slim girl was wearing the standard thin white dress of the household staff, and now found herself stripped naked. Poppy then found a piece of cord and tied her hands firmly behind her back. She had no right to do that, but Kit submitted meekly. ‘Find the Marquess, wherever his is’, Poppy ordered. ‘Kneel in front of him, and say these words. “My Lord Marquess, Miss Sandrine begs for permission to humbly accept the offer that you so generously made to her yesterday”. Repeat it back to me.’
Kit had it word perfect, so, looking rather nervous, she was shown out through the door. She was gone for at least twenty minutes, though they all knew that his lordship was in his dining room. While she was gone they decided to accept the offer to let them take Kit home with them, though as Suzie had Chastity as her attendant, it was Poppy who would need her. In practice they’d be able to swap and share as they wished. They were about to break up and go their separate ways when there was a bumping noise at the door. When opened, it admitted Kit, though she looked very different. Her hands were still bound, but this time, not with her wrists crossed, but palm-to-palm. Her elbows were also roped together, pushing out her modest but sharp-nippled breasts. Her ankles were tied about a foot apart, forcing her to shuffle along slowly. Most obviously, she wore a ball gag with a ring on the outside. From the ring dangled a single key, which Fanny picked up. ‘It’s the key to the main front door’, she announced. ‘You’re in, Sandrine.’
‘He still has to get Master Ted to sell me.’
‘Trust me, he’s already done that. He already owns you.’
By that time Suzie had removed the gag, and Kit confirmed what she’d said. ‘He got Master Ted’s agreement in principle this morning’, she told them. He transferred some money while I was there with him and his staff. I didn’t see how much, I’m afraid. He owns you now, Sandrine.’
Sandrine shuddered briefly; they could all see the movement in her huge breasts. ‘Why did he do you up like that?’
‘Why did Poppy tie me up? He was just responding to what he saw as her little joke. I was so nervous at having to interrupt his meal with his free servants that I stammered when delivering the message. He wanted to spare me the ordeal of replying, he said. Hence the gag. Are you going to untie me now, Suzie?’ She turned to give access to her wrists and elbows.
‘No.’
‘I hoped you wouldn’t.’ She was smiling broadly as she allowed herself to be led, still shuffling awkwardly, through the door to Suzie’s room.’
 

***

 
Suzie and Kit had a good hour together, while Cicely, left stranded, spent the time getting to know Sandrine, who was obviously worth cultivating now. Janet came back eventually, untied Kit and shooed her away, and left taking Cicely with her. ‘You’ve a visitor’, she said to Suzie, unlocking her wrists and handing her a dress. ‘Forgive me for asking, mistress, said the girl, ‘but is it worth my putting clothes on?’
‘Just do as you’re told. You’re hands are going behind your back too. Don’t take it for granted that you’re irresistible.’
Suzie was left in suspense, but as she half-expected, it was the young man with the laptop, though he didn’t have that with him. She looked at him expectantly, for he was quite good-looking, but he dashed her hoped immediately. ‘The Marquess told me you’d asked to see me, Suzie, and it was kind of you to do so. You should know right away that I’m gay- unambiguously so- so I can’t use your body. I can see that it’s a lovely one, even with that dress on. Miss Janet obviously thought I wouldn’t want to look at you. She knew; the Marquess didn’t, but he doesn’t mind.’
‘You risked your job for a girl, master. The fact that you’re gay makes me think much more of you, and what you did.’
‘I suspected that she’d been framed. She’s always been lovely to me.’
‘You can take my dress off if you like, master, if you just want to look.’
‘I’ll probably see you naked at the tribal compound tonight. I’ve a lot to do now. You’ve probably forced the Marquess’ hand, actually. He hadn’t decided how to reward me, but when I told him I couldn’t use you, he made up his mind immediately. He’s promoted me to a rank that gives me access to all the slaves in the house, including the males, of course.’
He left her almost immediately, leaving her to reflect on what it meant to be a slave. The young man- if she’d been told his name she didn’t remember it- was gay, and had no use for a woman. Such preferences weren’t permitted to slaves. The males were open to him now, whether they wanted him or not. She hadn’t learnt anything new, but to hear it taken completely for granted, as unquestionable truth, and by such a good man, made a distinct impression on her.
She waited for Janet to return, but the next arrival was her ‘real’ visitor; Alice Rodriguez. Janet had mentioned her interest, but not that the visit had been arranged. She hadn’t come for instruction, counselling, or even practice; she‘d come to take her pleasure. ‘I’m a bit tired of ponies’, she said by way of an introduction. ‘Janet gave you a good reference, but she’s really only just been weaned. I’m going to give you a test drive. We’ll start by getting that dress off you.’
She didn’t bother with the fastenings at the back, but just ripped it away. Such garments always had weak seams for that purpose; Suzie had heard of slaves catching their clothes on doorknobs and stripping themselves naked at quite inopportune moments. She could see that Alice was impressed by her breasts, which she fancied had put on half an inch since she’d arrived at Fedo Caroba. Soon she was handling them, kneading them, and bending down to lick them. Then she brought their faces together for a long, French kiss, and then Suzie was pushed down onto the bed. ‘I’ve a simple schedule in mind’, said Alice. ‘I’m going to use you first. I want to see what you can do with that mouth. Then we’ll have a cup of tea and some scones, and a nice chat. Then I’ll tie you down very tight, and see how easily you orgasm. Then I’ll probably facesit you. How does that sound?’
‘Wonderful, mistress. May I say one thing, please?’
‘The question was meant to be rhetorical, but go on.’
I need to drink a lot of water, mistress. Perhaps, whenever you feel like a pause, you could let me drink?’
‘Duly noted. Now lie back and I’ll stuff a couple of pillows under your head.’
 

***

 
Alice seemed only slightly breathless, mainly from the long kiss, which she repeated when Suzie was settled on her back. She didn’t seem particularly aroused, and when she took off her own clothes she used her fingers to test her own wetness. Instead of starting right away she lay on the mattress to one side, and played for longer with Suzie’s breasts and nipples. When the latter were very hard, she squatted half-over her body, and started rubbing the nearer one into her pussy, very deliberately, up and down, with long strokes. It wasn’t the first time that Suzie had had one of her breasts used that way, but it had never been done so firmly, so impersonally, as if using her nipple as a tool. After three or four minutes Alice swung herself over, facing Suzie’s feet, to use the other nipple for the same purpose. She seemed quite slow to arouse, but eventually, when Suzie’s left teat was beginning to smart, she was breathing heavily, mouth wide open, and ready to move back over her mouth.
Suzie felt relieved then; further progress depended on her skill and application, and she had plenty of both. She thrust her tongue in hard and kept pushing it in and out, doing her utmost to simulate a man’s penis. Alice was on her knees now, moving gently up and down, and Suzie tried to keep to her rhythm, but at intervals, to do a quick circuit of the inner labia instead of pushing inside. She could feel Alice’s hands on her breasts, steadying herself, but as the bouncing movement intensified one was removed, and she could feel it against her tongue as the older woman began to masturbate. After that she just concentrated on getting as deep as possible, though she was beginning to feel the effort. Fortunately it didn’t take much longer. The hand, previously making little round rubbing motions on the clitoris, suddenly went still and pressed hard. The rhythm broke up, more weight bore down on her mouth, and she snatched a deep breath and pushed her tongue as far out as she possibly could, and kept it there. Alice rocked back a little, sealing her mouth and nose, moaning loudly and wriggling her bottom; a climax that lasted no longer than average, but seemed to leave her drained and sated. Suzie was relieved to be able to breathe again, but could have held out twice as long, and wondered whether Alice was one of the few women she’d met in the Republic whose responses had no enhancement at all. Soon she was being given her requested water, and then Alice was lying alongside, fondling her breasts more gently now, and kissing her. Her verdict was concise. ‘Lovely, Suzie. You’ve a great tongue. Next time, I won’t use my hands.’
‘Thank you, Mistress Alice. I’ll do my very best.’
Her tongue had about fifteen minute’s rest, while Alice explored her body, examining her thighs and calves, and turning her over to examine her back and buttocks. She seemed restless, and turned her onto her back again, pulling her right knee between her own legs. Suzie pushed it up firmly into her crotch, rubbing with it, knowing that anything she could do with her leg would not have to be done with her mouth. She liked using her mouth and was happy to please the mistress, but wasn’t entirely confident about her staying power. Finally she had to start, but this time Alice faced the other way, pulling Suzie some way down the bed to give herself the space to lean well forward. That was a great help. Often people doing the forward cowgirl on the face were restricted by the closeness of the bedhead or the wall. Suzie found the going a little easier this time, for Alice seemed to have positioned herself to be able to rub her clitoris directly against her mouth, using her hands to hold herself wide open. She didn’t feel the need, therefore, to push her tongue far inside, and just rubbed it against the hard, swollen bud of sensitive flesh, leaving her rider to do the hard work. Alice was using her as a sex toy, and it was a holiday from having to be the guide and mentor, dictating the agenda, and taking responsibility for the outcomes. Her face, and especially her lips, did take a battering when Alice climaxed, but she was able to absorb more of that than she could when she was first enslaved.
It was a very contented Alice who called for tea and cakes. Suzie was disappointed that she hadn’t had an orgasm herself, and she was feeling overdue. She knew she was entitled to ask for relief, but decided to hold out for the time being. They moved to her little table for their refreshments, and she had to do most of the talking. Alice knew Jenny slightly, and wanted to know everything about the developments in her life, especially Ted and his brothel. Not surprisingly, she also knew Aysha, but hadn’t visited her for over a year. She was eager to learn about the hucow project at the stables. ‘Were experimenting with a couple ourselves’, she explained; ‘but I don’t think we’re really getting the best from them, either quantity or quality. The Marquess doesn’t like milk in anything, but Uncle Fred absolutely adores the human stuff.’
Suzie already knew about the hucows, and was getting impatient. Fortunately, she didn’t have to wait long after they’d finished their afternoon tea. Alice tied her down on the bed in a rigid, very symmetrical ‘X’, and started to work on her, very methodically, concentrating hard. She kneaded the helpless body rather as if she was making dough for bread, or washing clothes in an Indian river. It worked with Suzie, who was thoroughly enjoying her helplessness; the opportunity to relax, lie still, and be played with. It was still better when Alice started kissing her in earnest, and when her fingers started pushing into her pussy. She wasn’t doing anything creative or original, and Suzie was by no means certain, now, whether there was anything she hadn’t experienced except a full heterosexual gang-bang. Much of what she was getting from Alice, before and after tea, was similar to what she’d had from Jenny on her third night in the Republic. But her experiences had a cumulative effect, training and refining her reactions. They worked in tandem with her treatments, which inflamed her need, enhanced her responses, sensitised her tissues, and greatly increased her production of vaginal fluid. The last of those effects certainly impressed Alice, who found liquid spurting back past her fingers as she probed inside. Nevertheless she followed them with her mouth and tongue, pushing her hand underneath to the anal opening, and then she was rewarded by Suzie’s first orgasm; the first of a long, multiple series. Alice moved while it was still going on, putting one hand back in her vagina, the other on a breast, and her lips sealing Suzie’s mouth. While the kiss was erotic in itself, it also stopped the shouting and screaming, and bottled up the sensations in the convulsing and struggling body.
When it was over and Suzie was breathing normally again, she left her tied down and trickled water into her mouth, playing idly with her breasts with her other hand. Then, when both were free, she started squeezing them harder, and pinching the nipples. Her intent didn’t seem to be entirely sexual, and Suzie was puzzled until she explained why she was doing it. She held up a finger, the end of which was definitely wet. That still wasn’t remarkable, soaked as they both were with sweat and pussy juice, but her next words were startling. ‘Suzie, darling, this moisture came from your nipple. I know it’s not much, and it’s too soon to be sure, but I really think you’re coming into milk.’
Suzie had put that possibility to the back of her mind, thinking that if it happened at all it would be days in the future. She had no idea how or whether being a hucow would change her daily life in the brothel, but on top of her need for frequent sex- which she thought far from its peak- it was bound to make her higher-maintenance. Would Charity have to drink it all, or would she be used like a spigot at breakfast and dinner, providing milk for everyone’s coffee? ‘It’s quite possible, Mistress Alice’, she replied. ‘I didn’t think it would happen so quickly, and I didn’t know it would happen at all. It’s a bit of a shock, I suppose, like finding out that I’m pregnant.’
‘It misses out a few of the uncomfortable stages’, replied Alice. ‘It’s a bit like eating without having to cook.’
Suzie stared at her. ‘Mistress, that is a bit more common, what with ready-meals, restaurants, servants, and so on. Not to say cows, and goats, for that matter.’
‘Around here, things might be different soon. Our ranchers hardly have enough land for beef cattle; we have to import most of our milk. Production from slave women is gradually increasing. You’re part of a trend, and a very healthy one.’
‘You know best, mistress. I’ll try to be a good hucow. What I’m thinking is, mistress, that Poppy’s reaction to the treatments has so far been a day or two ahead of mine. She hasn’t said anything about it, but I’m wondering if she’s started too.’
‘She might not have noticed. Tits do weep a little now and again. If she has she might not be sure, as the first few days only produce almost clear liquid. It’ll help if you- and Poppy if she has started- to get someone, probably Kit, Fanny or Sandrine, to drain you thoroughly several times a day. It might help if your breasts are stimulated from time to time. I’ll do that now for you.’
‘I feel as though you’ve stimulated them quite a lot already, mistress.’
‘I didn’t mean that. I’m afraid it’s a bit more rigorous.’
Suzie suspected that the next few minutes might be unpleasant, when Alice pulled a panel gag, complete with penis insert, from one of the drawers, and put it on her, lifting her head up to enable her to tighten the strap. It was thus too late for pointless pleading when a light, multi-tailed whip was found, after a minute or two of searching, in one of the cupboards. ‘This might sting a bit’, warned Alice, and brought it down hard across the bound girl’s upturned breasts. For one so comprehensively gagged, Suzie managed a remarkably loud squealing noise, which only got louder as three more lashes tore across the soft fleshy mounds. Alice had a knack of twisting her wrist at exactly the right moment, and Suzie could hardly believe that such a flimsy instrument could inflict so much pain. Of course, she hadn’t know what to expect; it wasn’t as if she’d ever been tit-whipped before. She should have interrogated Poppy more closely on her experience with Pytha. When her chest felt as if all the surface skin had been torn off it, she felt enormous relief as her tormentor walked away, only to realise that she was only changing sides. The remaining four strokes hurt more, because the tails not only struck the part less affected by the first group, but also curled round to bite the flesh that had already been tenderised. After the first couple of lashes Suzie thought that she just couldn’t stand any more, but realised immediately that it simply didn’t matter. Alice would do with her as she pleased.
 

***

 
Afterwards she got an immediate massage with the magic ointment, which stung even more at first but soon began to soothe her. ‘You made such a fuss!’ remarked Alice, as if she’d been feeding vegetables to an unwilling toddler. ‘Never mind, it’s over now and it doesn’t need to be done more than once a day. I know some do it twice, just to be sure, but I expect your mistress is a busy woman. I used the multi-tailed whip to get them nicely striped all over. They’ll be popular at the camp tonight, and if you’re lucky they’ll be used for target practice.’ With that she undid Suzie’s hands and sat her up, locking them behind her back before releasing her ankles. ‘I’ll be off now. It’s been a very pleasant afternoon, and I’ll see you when the time comes to drive you to the main road. We’ll all be sorry to see you go.’ With that she was gone, leaving Suzie wishing she’d stayed longer, to exploit the heat that was washing through her body, leaving her thoroughly aroused. Fortunately Kit, worried by the noises she’d been hearing, came in as soon as she was sure that the coast was clear, and, once Suzie had told her rather peremptorily to forget about her criss-crossed breasts, relieved her with her mouth.
At dinner, Poppy was vaguely sympathetic, but she wasn’t a happy bunny herself.  Although she had no clients for the evening, Albert had been adamant in his refusal to take her to the Festival, or to let her go with the others. It would probably mean sexual contact, and there’d be no guarantee that his monopoly of her bottom would be respected. Plugging her would be very bad form, and having pointed that out, he allowed no more argument. Sandrine, now sporting a new collar of the type worn by the Marquess’ personal slaves, was by far the happiest of them all. She wasn’t going to the festival either, but her new master had promised that, as the house would be quiet and peaceful, he’d take a ‘z’ pill, and keep her in strict bondage for the evening. Her joy at that prospect wasn’t dented by Suzie’s expression of deep concern; that she hoped that their hearts would stand the strain. Poppy had a more serious concern- that Sandrine would have to be branded- but she didn’t voice it.
Suzie, Kit and Fanny weren’t leaving until after eight, so with a late night in prospect, they were left to take an after-dinner nap. Albert intended to spend the evening with Poppy; he was taking a pill that would ensure several hours of almost continuous anal sex. When the time came to go, the three who were going out were collected by Janet, who’d equipped herself with a four-wheeled trap in which she sat on the driving seat, while the others, including Cicely and a girl they’d never met before, sat on benches along the sides, behind her. They all had their hands locked behind them. It was dark by then, and their way was lit by two powerful LED spotlights mounted high up, their beams directed over the ponies’ heads. Because of the extra load there were four of them; two ponyboys at the rear, and two girls leading. Much time had been spent on their harnesses, plumes, tails and other accoutrements, so Suzie concluded that they had some part to play in the evening’s proceedings. With the extra motive power, progress was good, though the slaves sometimes struggled to stay upright as the cart bounced along the uneven tracks. They often passed other slaves, both from the hall and the town, who were walking to the event. When they arrived, they found that four ponycarts were there already, their girls and boys sitting or sprawling on the ground near their traces, with their bits still in place. Two were smaller four-wheeled carts pulled by pairs, and one was virtually an omnibus, drawn by no fewer than six big, busty blonde ponygirls. ‘That’s Uncle Fred’s’, said Janet dryly. ‘He knows what he likes, and he likes what he knows. He’s brought half his household staff in that thing.’ Suzie thought the remark unkind, or more likely, jealous, as the vehicle was beautifully designed and built. They were helped out by a couple of friendly and very tactile tribesmen. A generous space had been reserved for them in a small grandstand, with a perfect view over the large arena where the events were to take place. It was lit by a number of bonfires round the edge, but for good measure, there were some modern spotlights as well. Someone brought them liberal supplies of water, wine and a local moonshine that Janet forbad them to touch until it was almost time to go home. At various times other guests, the chief, visiting chiefs, and other important persons came to pay their respects, admiring Suzie’s breasts, and in some cases giving them a sympathetic squeeze. The marks were developing into broader stripes of darker colour, with a suggestion of purple down the centres, and those with sensitive fingers and the patience to use them thought they could feel a slight undulation in the surface of the skin. Uncle Fred ‘kissed them better’ for her, but didn’t take things any further than that.
 

***

 
There were some running and shooting competitions that bore a passing resemblance to the ones they’d watched nearer the Capital, though no instant prizes were awarded. One of the most exciting events was a kind of rodeo, during which young tribesmen on equine ponies were tasked with lassoing and binding slavegirls, who ran and dodged for all they were worth. There were six competitors, having ten minutes to achieve their goal. Not surprisingly, all the girls were caught, bound with their hands behind their backs and their ankles crossed, draped over the saddles, and dumped on the ground in front of the chief. One was only delivered with seconds to spare, and she was declared the winner. Allowed to choose her prize, she made the politically correct choice of an hour chained in bed with the chief’s first and second wives, and those two ladies carried her away immediately. The first to be caught, already in tears, was dragged off to be tied, her wrists pulled high up behind her in strappado, to one of the upright posts. She was then caned; a dozen strokes to her very shapely bottom. She yelled and struggled throughout, but Suzie suspected that the man with the cane wasn’t really putting his back into it. It was an evening for fun,  after all. She felt a delicious tingling in her breasts as she tried to compare it with her own whipping. The girl was marked, but not badly so, when she was taken down and led away to be ravished, by the same man, on the ground beside their stand. All the girls had been white, though in the more traditional events, native women predominated.
The last event before the half-time break was a kind of blind persons’ bluff. Remarkably quickly, a large part of the arena was surrounded by an electric fence, the posts just stuck into the ground by hand. Janet had seen the event before, and explained that the current was enough to give a jolt, but not to do any harm. Five girls had their hands tied behind them, were blindfolded, and led to the centre of the fenced area. Five of the darkest-skinned tribesmen were blindfolded, and the girls were allowed a couple of minutes to scatter, moving very cautiously, before the game began. It was exciting to watch. Most of the girls chose to crouch down and remain still, trying to listen for approaching footsteps. As everyone was bare-footed that took sharp ears, and a certain amount of ambient noise didn’t help. Inevitably, most of them were found and contact made, but they were allowed to break free and run if they could, and the blind hunters often failed to hold on. Soon the scene was one of complete chaos, with girls escaping from one man only to collide with another, with occasional screams as both hunters and hunted occasionally blundered into the electric fence. Gradually it all settled down, as girls were finally pinned down to be used for the hunters’ pleasure. Mostly they were taken from the front, lying on their sides, but one was buggered, and another made to fellate her captor. Forty minutes was allowed for the competition, and used girls were set free to continue. The outcome was that one was used three times, four twice, and the other not at all. The males had obviously taken a mild stimulant, and all except one managed two couplings. The loser was deemed to be the girl who’d been ravished three times, which seemed strangely at odds the usual Republican ethos. When stripped of her blindfold, Suzie was flabbergasted to recognise her as Lizzie, of whom they’d heard not a word since her purchase by a native chieftain who, she knew, was not their present host. At that moment Lizzie recognised her, and made to run towards her, but was seized from behind, and quickly strung up to be caned. Her shrieks of pain and protest were incoherent, wordless, and it dawned on Suzie that her old travelling companion could no longer speak. She mentioned her to Janet, who promised to make enquiries. Meanwhile the winning slave- the unsullied one- went over to a young warrior who’d won one of the earlier competitions, and he took her away, her hands still bound.
During the interval, which lasted about an hour, there were drinks, lots of delicious finger-food, and a display of carriage-driving. Janet drove their cart with style and precision, but the ‘best in show’ was clearly Viscount Fred. She didn’t seem to mind, and was still in a good mood when she returned. ‘You’re on for the first event when they resume’, she said, stuffing a large object resembling a samosa into her mouth. She went on talking, but in the surrounding hubbub her mumblings were incomprehensible, and she never got the chance to repeat them. At that point Uncle Fred appeared to gloat over his carriage-driving performance, and to pay his respects to Suzie’s breasts again. He was still addressing them when two tribesmen came to take her to play her part in the proceedings.
Her role was much less strenuous than those of the lassoed or blindfolded girls, but she’d have happily taken their places. She was taken to a small wheeled cart, not unlike those made as go-carts for children. It differed, however, in having a large post at its centre of gravity, to which she was now bound tightly with rope, in such a way as to outline her breasts and make them protrude. There were three other carts, to all of which were tied busty white girls. To each cart was harnessed a naked native girl whose hands were bound behind her back. She towed the cart by means to a rope tied round her waist. They were led out onto the arena to the starting line of an oval track that had been marked during the break. It wasn’t until the starting gun was fired that Suzie, who’d now been fitted with a clear visor to protect her eyes, began to understand the nature of the challenge. After that, the better she understood it, the less she liked it.
In the centre of the oval were gathered four warriors- all over thirty years old- with blowpipes. They weren’t allowed to move from their marked area, so they always fired at long range, at least for the kind of darts they were using. Those were all identical except in colour, and had bulky feathers for their size, and a stubby nose that was smeared with sticky stuff. To help anchor them in place when they hit a target, , each was tipped by a very sharp pin, about a quarter of an inch long.
The darts flew relatively slowly and had a high trajectory, so with the native girls pulling the carts as quickly as they dared, aiming was very difficult. The speed was limited by the unevenness of the ground, for with their high centres of gravity, the carts would overturn if pulled too quickly. That happened in two cases- not Suzie’s- but they was quickly pulled upright again and sent on their way, incurring a five-second penalty.
The scoring was complicated. The dart blowers incurred a penalty if they hit the face or neck, or one of the girls pulling the carts. Afterwards, Suzie found out that they won one point for the arms or legs, two for the stomach, thighs, upper chest and shoulders, four for the buttocks, and six for the breasts, with the jackpot- ten points- for the nipples or areolae. The targets, obviously, were awarded minus points for hits, but could gain by going fast. Points were awarded for speed against the clock; it wasn’t a race in which the runners were placed.
In terms of pace, Suzie’s puller was in the middle of the field. Her cart was never in danger of toppling over, but she swayed enough to add to the difficulties of accurate aiming. Most darts missed altogether, or hit the woodwork, or went astray and struck another girl or a puller. The ‘race’ was over five laps, and during the first Suzie felt only a sting in her left thigh. It smarted a little as the bumping of the cart shook the dart, literally twisting it in the wound, but there were more ‘yelps’ from other girls. Being in the middle of the field was an advantage; the leading girl was more exposed. The same was true of being last, except that the darts were being fired at a receding target for much of the time. On the second circuit, Suze took another hit in her upper arm, and on the third, one hit her right upper breast. That hurt, but she was soon distracted by another hit to her left cheek. At least that gained them a couple of points. A couple more lodged in the ropes that bound her, and they wouldn’t count. Then, at the end of the fourth circuit, disaster struck. The leading cart toppled over, and the one immediately in front of Suzie’s tried to swerve around it, but snagged a wheel and blocked the way altogether. Taking their chance, all four men fired at Suzie, and all the darts struck home. Three hit her breasts, and she let out a short, sharp scream as one of them pierced her left nipple. When they got started again, the motion really hurt, and she was glad that the race was reaching its final stages. Her puller speeded up for the last lap, taking the lead. She’d mentally mapped the worst of the bumps by that time, and was able to finish safely, though Suzie took another hit in her right areole, and cried out all the way round from the pain of the darts already in her flesh. She had to admit that, after the finish, the ‘targets’ were very well cared for. The darts were quickly pulled out- that wasn’t pleasant- but any bleeding was staunched, and the wounds disinfected and treated with ointment. By the time the results were announced, she was almost pain free, though she had little dots on her already sensitised breasts. She would have suffered much less without Alice’s attentions, which she now doubted were purely coincidental.
The dart blowers were rewarded with points that they could exchange in the future for time with the tribe’s pleasure slaves. For the targets it was much more complicated. Each pair was awarded a score but that had then to be converted by the target girl in each. By means of a complex formula, she could either give her puller a number of lashes with a whip, or she could take her to bed for a period of time. Suzie was bewildered by it, but she chose the latter option, and was told that she could keep her girl until Janet decided it was time to leave. She therefore missed the remaining events, but wasn’t aggrieved at that. Her ‘prize’ was very grateful, for she’d expected to be whipped for exposing Suzie to so many hits. Her hands were left locked behind her, but Suzie’s were freed. It was the latter’s first sexual encounter with a native girl, and she liked her broad, smiling face and her full, flat lips. She didn’t seem to speak English, so it wasn’t a meeting of the minds, but they enjoyed one another’s bodies for upwards of an hour and a half. They were left to take their pleasure on a mattress just behind the stand, so it was easy for Janet to call Suzie back to her side. They weren’t ready to leave immediately; Janet was waiting for a native groom to hitch the ponies, so Suzie decided to seize the moment and be a little cheeky. She knelt by the mistress’ side and bowed her head. ‘Mistress’, she said humbly, ‘this slave begs forgiveness for her wicked thoughts.’
Janet looked mystified. ‘Get up, Suzie. I haven’t the slightest idea what you’re talking about.’
‘Mistress, a very sinful thought flashed through my mind a while ago, just for an instant, before I realised that it was ridiculous, in the light of your goodness and benevolence. I thought, for just an instant, that you might have put Mistress Alice up to whipping my breasts, knowing that they’d be used for target practice tonight, mistress. I know you’ll want to punish me for thinking that, and I’ll submit willingly, with patience and fortitude.’
Janet laughed, and pulled Suzie close to kiss her. ‘You’ll never know, Suzie, which of us has the more devious mind. But it isn’t a night for punishments. Our carriage awaits.’









Chapter 16 - Homeward Bound

 
They didn’t get back to the Hall until about two in the morning, so it was quick drinks all round and then to bed. Suzie was left with her hands locked behind her, and put with Cicely, enjoying an orgasm from her strong tongue before they went to sleep. In the night they serviced one another, and again in the morning. She liked the ex-prostitute very much, and was sorry that she’d made her acquaintance so late in their stay at the Hall. They were allowed to sleep late, so they didn’t see Poppy that morning. She had two back-to-back appointments, both with rather callow youths, starting at nine o’clock sharp. After three hours of almost continuous buggery the evening before, she was quite tender there, and wore a smaller locking butt plug than usual.
All the women gathered for lunch exchanged their stories. Sandrine was radiantly happy but didn’t go into details. As soon as she could, Suzie took Poppy aside and told her of her sighting of Lizzie. She still hadn’t heard anything from Janet, so there wasn’t very much she could say, though Poppy seemed unsurprised to hear that she’d lost her power of speech. On impulse, Suzie, whose hands were now loosely chained in front of her, took one of her friends’ breasts and kneaded it for a few seconds before bending forward to suck at the nipple. There was definitely something there, and she continued until she’d drained out a good couple of tablespoons of almost tasteless liquid. Poppy didn’t object, and didn’t seem surprised. ‘I guess you’ve started too’, she said. ‘That’s what the whipping was about. You might as well empty the other one for me.’
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’ asked Suzie as she bent to her task.
‘Too much going on, and I wasn’t absolutely certain until last night. I’ll do yours when you’ve finished.’
‘Does Albert know?’
‘Yes, he’s going to talk to Alice about it.’
Suzie knew what that lady would prescribe, and so, probably, did Poppy, but neither mentioned it.
In the afternoon Poppy met the two suspected lesbian lovers, and young though they were, they proved to be more teachers than pupils. She was able to give them some tips on working with nipples and curling their tongues, but she also advised them not to show their expertise off too much with other partners. No-one could actually prove they’d been at it like rabbits for at least a year before their birthdays. After they’d gone, with Albert’s permission of course, Alice came and whipped her breasts. It was agony for her, for it was done in cold blood, with no preparation and no sex afterwards. With Pytha the pain had been worse, but the atmosphere romantic, loving and playful.
 

***

 
Suzie’s afternoon was more interesting and varied. Janet came for her soon after lunch, and took her out to board the two-seater carriage, pulled now by the two ponygirls. ‘This isn’t how I really wanted to spend the afternoon’, she grumbled, ‘but I had to seize the moment. If we go to the camp now, you’ll be allowed a short visit with your friend Lizzie.’
Suzie thanked her profusely. They drove quite sedately, as the ponies had been exercising in the morning, and their night’s sleep had been shorter than usual. Janet told her as much of the story as she’d so far found out. Lizzie’s first buyer had a liking for fresh slavegirls who still had spirit and some anger or indignation over their change of fortunes. It took him precisely twenty-four hours to realise that Lizzie was not spirited, but sullen, and not indignant, but spiteful. In that short time his acquisition managed to say a great many things that should never be said by a slave to her master, and which could never be unsaid. It was a very simple matter to have a nurse from the clinic come and destroy her power of speech. He was kind enough to let her have it done under anaesthetic, with accelerated healing of the tiny incisions, so she suffered no more than a sore throat for a day or two. By the time she’d fully recovered he’d already negotiated her sale to the tribe that now owned her, and was well known for salvaging difficult slaves. So far they’d had little success with her, but hadn’t yet given up.
When they arrived, the arena was being cleared. Some of the Marquess’ slaves were still there, helping to dismantle the stands. A hut had been set aside for their use, but Janet needed to confer with the chief, and so had to leave Suzie there for a while. Her hands were chained in front of her body, and she was left with them attached to the centre post, locked above her head. ‘I’ll get them to send someone to entertain you’, said Janet.
‘Mistress, would it be very forward to ask if I could see the girl I was with last night?’ asked Suzie.
‘Probably, but I’ll see what I can do.’
She left, and five minutes later the girl was brought in by a tribesman, and left with her. She was naked, with her hands locked behind her back, and she immediately started kissing Suzie warmly and energetically. After a few minutes of that, she knelt down and started work on her pussy. Suzie had enough slack in her chain to enable her to spread her legs, though the native girl had to bend low and twist her head to get the angle right. She was quite good with her tongue, though, and with the atmosphere still seeming quite exotic and unusual, Suzie came quickly and hard. Then she got another barrage of salty kisses, with a knee pressed up against her sex to keep her simmering. Then she was tongued to orgasm again, and that was followed by the prolonged licking and sucking of her breasts, which were now much less tender then they had been the night before. The girl’s work was unsophisticated, but it was sincerely meant and enthusiastic, and she managed as much, probably, as was possible between two women who were bound as they were. 
Although Suzie was delighted with her choice, it was only much later that she understood how much good she’d done for the native girl, whose name, unoriginally, was Maya. Very much a dogsbody, she’d attracted very little attention from the tribesmen and women, and had only occasional encounters with her fellow slaves. She was obedient and hard-working, and seemed so cheerful that no-one ever suspected that she was lonely and frustrated at times. After the cart-pulling and shooting event, everyone had assumed that, having been hit by numerous darts, and having been exposed and almost stationary for so many seconds during the event, Suzie would choose to whip her, and do it with gusto. To many of them, a visiting black pleasure slave was an exotic creature, and when Maya was not only spared a whipping, but was used for an hour and a half of passionate and mutually orgasmic lovemaking, they looked at her rather differently. Many of the tribal slaves had sneaked round the stand for a quick look at the pair on the mattress. Now the same pleasure slave had asked for Maya, when she must have known that one of the most handsome males had been reserved for her. The girl was much in demand from then on, and would never forget what she owed to Suzie.
 

***

 
After about forty minutes May was allowed to kiss Suzie goodbye, and the latter was unhooked from the post. The hut was furnished, and fruit juice and snacks were placed on a little table by the bed. It seemed they were making a fuss of her, and Janet explained why.
‘The tribal elders make quick decisions about difficult slaves. They are close to giving up on Lizzie; to cutting their losses and sending her to the mines. It won’t be the kind of establishment you’ve probably visited with Jenny; here it would dangerous, grinding labour for the rest of her life. The chief, however, likes her looks, and might intervene to have her turned into his personal fucktoy, which would mean, at least, removing her arms, and greatly enlarging her breasts and lips. She still has a few days left before they decide what to do with her. They’re hoping you can talk some sense into her, so they’ll give you an hour with her. You’re probably her last chance. There’s no pressure on you; no-one will blame you if you fail.’
‘Except me, mistress.’
‘If she’d determined to self-destruct, no-one’s to blame but her. Don’t be shocked by her appearance; she’s been thoroughly whipped this morning. The men who played blind man’s buff with her last night reported her for being- translating roughly- as stiff as a board. They’ve put her in a square armbinder, but you can touch her as much as you like.’
Janet left then, and Lizzie was ushered into the hut. Her body was a mass of dark lines and must have been sore all over, but she seemed not to notice as she rushed over to Suzie, who quickly hooked her chain over her head to hug her close. They embraced for several minutes, and Suzie could hear her sobbing, and feel her tears falling onto her back. A few weeks ago it would have seemed bizarre to think of them pressing their naked breasts against one another; they didn’t even kiss one another’s cheeks when meeting after a separation. Not wanting to use up too much of their time together, Suzie eased her down to sit next to her on the bed, pulled away, and kissed her forehead, and then her cheeks, tasting the saltiness of her tears. Lizzie was blinking at her, and mouthing something, seeming not to fully understand that she couldn’t speak, and never would again. From watching her lips, Suzie thought she was begging for help, though she could see her chain, and couldn’t possibly have expected to be rescued from her situation. For the moment, she contented herself with saying, ‘What have they done to you, Lizzie?’ and kissing her face over and over again, and even, very chastely, her lips. Finally, the mute girl seemed to calm down, sighed in frustration, and rested her head on Suzie’s shoulder.
There was a lot to be said, but Suzie waited as long as she dared, and when she embarked on what had to be a monologue, she kept stopping to stroke Lizzie’s face, or put their cheeks together. She couldn’t hold her hands, confined as they were in the square armbinder behind her back. ‘Lizzie, my friend, it’s so lucky that we’ve found one another again. There’s a lot I must say to you, and I know you won’t like any of it. I’ve only got an hour and we’ve already used up twenty minutes. Will you promise to listen to me?’
She got a sad, resigned look in return, and a nod of acquiescence, so she continued. ‘Lizzie, I know you hate what’s happened to you, and you long for your old life. It’s as if we were carefree girls straight out of school at one moment, and in a terrible nightmare the next. But look at me, Lizzie. I know I’ve got bigger boobs now and they look a bit stripey, but I’m in good health, I’m having lots of great sex, I’m meeting some really nice people, and on balance I’m not unhappy. The same is true of Poppy. She sends her love, by the way.’ She’d made that up, but she managed to sound sincere. Lizzie was looking at her with big, round eyes, and beginning to shake her head. Suzie took it between her hands and kissed her again. ‘Lizzie, you don’t think you can be happy here. You think you’re in hell. But I must try to convince you; you’re making a self-fulfilling prophesy. You expect the worst, and the worst happens.’
She could see that Lizzie was closing down on her, beginning to shrink away, and all she could do, given the limited time, was to sharpen her tone. ‘Lizzie, stay with me. Listen. Your life depends on it. No British consul is coming to rescue you. There’s no escape from here. If you go on like this, they can do anything to you. Most likely, they’ll send you down a mine, and your life will he hard, painful and short. Either that, or they’ll turn you into a sex toy. They’ll cut off your arms, and probably your feet, at least. They might blind you. They’ll give you huge tits and bimbo’s lips, and you’ll just be used, day in, day out, for twenty or thirty years. Listen to what I’m saying, Lizzie. You’re resisting sex, but you can’t do that. Even in the mines, you’ll be used by the other slaves and the overseers.’
The sobbing started again then, shaking, racking, and uncontrolled, so Suzie had to waste precious minutes holding her close again, stroking her back, and kissing her face. Eventually, she was able to go on. ‘Lizzie, think hard. Poppy and I are not just surviving; we’re doing everything we can to find happiness in our new lives.’ At this point she thought it best not to mention the sodomy. ‘I’m struggling to understand why you can’t do the same; why you are throwing your life away. Is it this?’ She held up Lizzie’s chin, and kissed her gently on the lips. ‘Poppy and I both like men, but women are so soft, so gentle, so understanding of our needs.’ She kissed her a little more insistently, and broke off, smiling. Lizzie looked uncertain, suspicious. ‘Lizzie, I’m your only friend at the moment. If you won’t kiss me, how will you manage with anyone?’ She kissed her again, beginning to push her lips open with her own. She inclined her head further to one side, and made much fuller contact, pushing her tongue into Lizzie’s mouth. ‘It’s not too bad, is it? You don’t really have to do anything except relax, Lizzie. If you let them, there are so many people willing to help you. Pleasure’s like a snowball, once you have a little, it gathers more, and more. She kissed her yet again, and this time, she heard and felt Lizzie give a big sigh of resignation, and suddenly she was being kissed back. They kept it up for a long time then, and Suzie, no longer having to hold Lizzie’s head, ran her hands over her sides, and then her breasts, noting that the nipples had hardened. Then all control seemed to be lost, and the helpless girl was bending down to kiss and suck her breasts, and coming back to nuzzle and lick her throat. It occurred to Suzie to wonder whether Lizzie had always been inclined to lesbianism, had never admitted it to herself, and was probably ashamed of it. She knew that their time was up, but was hoping that the tribesmen would have the sense to let nature take its course, now she’d started it on its way. ‘You’re doing wonderfully well, Lizzie’, she said. ‘It’s a pity to try to rush things, but I think we need to take our chance while it’s there.’
She eased her friend down onto her back on the bed, and worked her way gradually down her body to start easing her tongue into her sex, and there was no objection. She moved into a position close to that of a ‘69’, giving Lizzie the opportunity to access her own pubic area, and was rewarded by some soft, tentative kisses. She debated whether or not to use her hands, open the labia wide, and aim for an orgasm, but in the end decided that it might be a bridge too far. If she could just persuade Lizzie that it was pleasant to have her pussy touched, she would be ready for other hands and mouths. That would be better than risking her associating sex specifically with Suzie. She therefore turned round again, and resumed kissing her lips, though keeping her hands close to and on her sex. When they separated, Lizzie gave her a little smile, and she smiled back, trying to think of what to say next. ‘You see how nice it can be, Lizzie? Can you imagine doing that with someone else?’ She got a very tentative nod in reply, and tried to reinforce the message with another very French kiss.
After that, Janet came in. ‘Suzie, darling, the chief would like to talk to you. You can come back and say goodbye to Lizzie afterwards.’
Suzie gave Lizzie another quick peck on the lips, and followed Janet out of the hut. ‘We’ve been watching, Suzie; there’s a camera in the central post and another to one side. You’ve done fantastically well. He wants your advice.’
 

***

 

The chief’s hut was opulent with hangings, carpets and displays of weapons and trophies, but he was sitting very informally in a small easy chair by a small table. Suzie immediately knelt in front of him, lowering her head, and Janet curtseyed deeply. There were two of the younger wives present, and a slave brought more chairs for the newcomers. The great man spoke perfect, accentless English and had a deep, resonant voice. ‘My dear Suzie’, he began, smiling at her, ‘you’ve been working wonders. All I want from you is your advice on where we go from here. Now you’ve made such a good start with her, I want to give Lizzie every chance to avoid a bad ending.’
She noted that the softening of his position was wholly provisional. ‘My Lord Chief, I’m honoured that you’ve asked me, and given me this chance to help my friend. I beg to suggest, lord, that the next step is to put her for an unlimited time with an understanding girl or young woman; one who will take it slowly and carefully. The girl I was with earlier- Maya- might be suitable. She’s a very loving and unselfish person. Lizzie might find a proper pleasure slave intimidating. Then, when she’s used to orgasming with a woman, another woman, and another. When she’s succeeded with a few partners, then would be the time to introduce a male, perhaps with a female still present, lord. I’m afraid there are no guarantees, lord, but I think the chances would be best if you started quite soon; possibly this evening.’

‘I know there are no guarantees, but your advice makes sense, Suzie. I wonder about the girl, Maya. She’s very raw, surely. Wouldn’t one of my wives be better?’
Suzie looked at the two present. Dressed in sari-like robes that owed precisely nothing to the local traditions, both had bare breasts, lush, generous figures, and huge, succulent lips. Suzie fancied both of them, but it was a challenge to answer the chief honestly and tactfully. ‘Lord Chief’, she said, speaking slowly to give herself time to think; ‘your wives are lovely. Between their breasts is my image of heaven. I just wonder if Lizzie would find their beauty and their femininity overwhelming at first. Perhaps if she started with someone of more humble charms, if she does well she might become worthy of your wives for her second or third partners, lord. Also, lord, Maya can’t speak English, and it might help if the two of them have only sex in common, to communicate with one another.’
She felt it was a clumsy, unstylish and even rather silly argument, but it served its purpose. Maya was sent for to be briefed personally by the elder of the two wives, and Suzie and Janet were thanked again, and politely dismissed. The former was allowed to see Lizzie again briefly. She kissed her, hugged her, and tried to reinforce her message both kindly and firmly. She promised to come again if and when she could, but admitted that it wouldn’t be soon. Then they had to part, and Janet set a plodding pace on the way home, to spare the horses, so to speak. ‘You’ve done something good and kind today, Suzie’, she said after they’d been going for a few minutes. ‘Two good things, actually, and quite the diplomat, too. Did you and Poppy ever think of becoming teachers?’
‘Thank you, mistress. Most girls in England do at one time or another. I think Poppy thought about English Literature. I might have chosen politics, so I suppose it was only a short step to debauchery. Now you mention it, mistress, there was something I was intending to ask. I’ve seen so few children around here. There weren’t many in the Capital, now I think about it, but it seems more marked in this area.’
‘Most children go to boarding schools here’, replied Janet. ‘When they’re at home, the wealthy keep them in separate wings, or even in nursery-houses, a bit like dower-houses. Obviously, they’re aware of slavery. They’re attended by slaves, and some teachers are slaves. But the aim- almost the obsession- is to keep them away from the sexual side of slavery.’
‘That’s quite a big side, in my experience, mistress.’
‘Quite. Anyway, it tends to lead to the kind of naivete that Poppy’s been coping with. They reach the age of eighteen with widely varying ideas about the kinds of sex lives they’ll have, and Albert’s idea was to find a means of bringing them up to speed quickly.’
She seemed inclined to concentrate more on her driving then, ‘Let’s arrive in a bit of style’, she said as they passed through the town. ‘This’ll be our last drive together for a while.’ She called to the ponies, who picked up speed, and as they passed through the Hall gate, she brought them to a gallop, and whipped them for the rest of the way to the main building. It was an exciting few minutes, and Suzie made a point of going round to kiss them when she dismounted. They’d provided a form of transport that she thoroughly enjoyed, though from a passenger’s perspective, of course.
 

***

 
They’d been gone longer than Janet had expected, so after a quick cup of tea Janet made haste to get Suzie stretched out on the bed. ‘I don’t like having to do this, after you’ve been so good this afternoon’, she said, getting the whip out of its drawer. ‘But if I don’t, Alice will insist on giving you a double dose after dinner. She’s very fussy about things like that.’
‘Mistress, I know you have to do it. I’d just like to beg you; please use me afterwards.’
And so it turned out. The whipping was the same screaming, howling ordeal that it had been the day before; possibly more so as her breasts were still a little tender from both that and the darts. Afterwards, however, with her body hot and crackling with desire, she screamed for a different reason, racked with a succession of massive, multiple orgasms. Using both mouth and hands, Janet was staggered by the reaction, and almost forgot her own needs, until Suzie, panting and gasping for air, begged to be allowed to tongue her clitoris. It was two very happy girls who came to the farewell dinner, with Alice, Sandrine, Fanny, Kit, Poppy and Cicely, in the middle room. The kitchen had laid on a comprehensive salad buffet, with real Melton Mowbray pork pies and Cumberland sausages in rolls. Suzie recounted the events of the afternoon, and Poppy could barely conceal her surprise, for neither of them had ever considered the possibility of intimacy with the girl with whom they’d travelled, but never really liked.
At the end of their meal, the Marquess appeared, and thanked the two girls warmly for their services. He didn’t stay long, but he’d brought a padlock with him. When he left he fixed Sandrine’s wrists behind her back, and led her out; a clear demonstration of her status and value that had the woman seemingly walking on air; a difficult feat for one with her figure. Fanny, whose confidence was also growing by the hour, asked Janet for an hour with Suzie after dinner, and that was granted. Poor Poppy had to work again. She had a client at eight o’clock, after which she could expect another thorough anal reaming before bedtime. Fanny would be available again by then.
There was a celebratory atmosphere in Suzie’s room that evening. She spent most of it spread out on the bed, but she was fed plenty of wine and tasty snacks, and after Fanny had taken her turn, Janet, Kit and Cicely all used her in ones, twos and threes. They all gave as well as received, so at bedtime she was wrung out, barely able to get to the bathroom under her own steam. Kit spent the night with her, but first thing in the morning, Sandrine appeared for a last ‘69’, and sucked her breasts dry. From her room she went straight to Poppy’s. The time went quickly. Both their ablutions included enemas and the fitting of locking butt plugs, but Poppy, because of her stretched condition, got an especially long and thick example. Many of the household staff came to say goodbye to the girls and Kit, some going out of their way to thank them for saving Fanny. Opinion had swung dramatically in the latter’s favour, and Sandrine was a hugely popular appointment, following the rigidity of the previous regime. Albert was nowhere to be seen; he’d said farewell to Poppy in private, and had never shown much interest in Suzie.
Alice made the gesture of providing and driving the four-pony cart, so Sandrine, Fanny, Cicely and Janet could all come to the main road to see them off. It was a longer ride, for the larger vehicle couldn’t negotiate the short-cut through the forest, but they were glad of the chance to be cuddled and kissed, especially by Sandrine. They were fair game for any of their companions, for their own hands were locked behind them, as they had been for the outward journey. At the truckstop there were more tears and cuddles, and Janet gave them quick-acting sedatives for the journey. They slept almost all the way, so it seemed to them only minutes before they were blinking in the open air at the distribution centre outside the Capital, being hugged and kissed again, but this time by Jenny. She made Kit very welcome, and showed them, almost apologetically, to their transport, which was not the usual Land Rover, but a smaller covered jeep. ‘It’s being serviced’, she told them. ‘This is the best I could do. What’s more, we have to get to the brothel by a very circuitous route. They’ve got the road up in town; they’ve already started putting in tramlines across the centre. The usual diversion’s been blocked by a fallen tree.’
 

***

 
It was a thoroughly enjoyable ride. They regaled their mistress with snippets and anecdotes from their stay with the Marquess. They had different perspectives on it; Poppy was satisfied that she’d done her job well, and she’d generally enjoyed it, but she’d hardly set foot outside her little suite. Suzie, on the other hand, had found the trip stimulating and invigorating, with lots of new sights to see, people to meet and have sex with, and a certain amount of physical pain. Her account of the race during which she’d so distinguished herself had Jenny in stitches, and she had to slow down to a walking speed while she recovered. Jenny already knew they were coming into milk, so she hadn’t commented on the stripes on their breasts, but she asked them how much they were producing. ‘Only a few tablespoons, so far’, said Suzie, ‘but at least we know now how whipping cream is made.’
‘Surely, you’ll be producing chocolate milk shakes’, quipped Poppy.
‘Most amusing. Jersey cows are brown, you know. With your complexion, we’ll get semi-skimmed from you.’
They all laughed again and they were quiet for a minute or two. Whether in the mirror or the corner of her eye, Jenny noticed something odd about Suzie. ‘Why are you pulling those faces, Suzie darling?’ she asked.
‘I’m exercising my tongue, mistress, trying to strengthen it. While I was there, Mistress Janet bought a slave called Cicely. She had a tremendously strong tongue, mistress; she could push it into a bottom as easily as into a pussy. I’d like to be like her, mistress.’
Jenny seemed to be speechless for the moment, so Poppy answered. ‘I stand in awe, Suzie my love, of the nobility of your ambition. Some young people of our generation want to end world poverty, or gender inequality, or save the environment. Some are more modest, aiming, perhaps, to stop sexual harassment in the House of Commons, or reverse Brexit. But your vision, your calling, to leave no asshole unpenetrated, no sphincter too strong to resist your probing, is truly breath-taking.’
Jenny had found her voice. ‘Poppy’s right, Suzie. It’s an admirable goal. But is it wise to set yourself another goal before you’ve fully mastered feet? Here’s a thought for you; there are nearly twice as many feet as assholes. Perhaps your relationship with Chastity had clouded your judgement?’
‘Mistress, at Fedo Coroba I was only once asked to address a pair of feet. My tongue was always in demand. I mentioned bottoms because they’re the most difficult, but there’s no part of the body that won’t respond to a strong tongue, mistress, including feet. You’ve taken me too literally, mistress and Poppy. You’ve failed to grasp the breadth and scope of my vision. Forgive me for pointing that out, mistress.’
‘Ok, I’ll forgive you for highlighting my failings, Suzie. But I’ll talk to Doctor Smythe. You can stop pulling funny faces. You won’t get to use your tongue if you frighten everyone away.’

They laughed again, all relaxed in one another’s company. There couldn’t have been a happier homecoming for them, and Kit, who’d hardly travelled at all, was looking curiously around her. The scene would have been a wonderful publicity snapshot for life in the Republic; the happy, healthy-looking, laughing slavegirls all lined up on the back seat, and the kindly, indulgent mistress driving, The camera would probably have focussed on the rounded, blotchy breasts of the two developing hucows, and the pert, firm nipples of their companion. Watchers would have noticed how the undulating surface of the road caused them to huddle together, their arms locked behind them, for stability. Poppy was in the middle, on a firmer ridge of upholstery, and the keen observer would have noticed an occasional slight grimace, as the jeep hit a tree root or protruding rock, and her plug was driven deeper into her bottom.
 

To be continued . . .
 

THE END
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