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One

Sam followed the old butler along what felt like the longest hallway he had ever walked through. He'd expected Rathbone to be big and impressive, it was a manor after all, but hadn't expected anything quite like this. So many rooms, so much grandeur, so much lustre. He almost came to a stop glancing up a curving wooden staircase to a huge sparkling chandelier, hanging high above.

"Do hurry up now," said the butler, prompting him impatiently.

Sam lowered his gaze from the chandelier, and repositioning the strap of the sports bag slung over his shoulder, quickened his step.

"Lady Maria is currently away on business," said the butler walking on. "But every things been left in the more than capable hands of her daughter."

He stopped outside a closed door. Sam stopped with him.

"Her name's Isabel. That's lady Isabel to you and I."

"Okay," said Sam, responding to the butler’s bushy eyebrows raised expectantly.

The butler rolled his eyes, with a weary sigh turned to the door, straightened his bow tie, and knocked.

"Come in." The female voice was bright and clear.

The butler took one last look at Sam – without smiling – and pushed open the door. Sam followed him in staring unblinkingly at the young woman sat at the desk. She sat side on to him typing on a laptop and, as Sam stepped slowly closer, his eyes didn't leave her. He'd like to think he'd known a few lookers in his nineteen years, but even in that first instant he knew this girl was beyond any beauty he'd ever seen.

Dark wavy hair tumbled down her back; she had full delicate features, a freshness to her that made it hard to look away. Her tight red sweater and black denim mini showed off a slender pert figure. Sam's gaze drifted over nylon tights, all the way down to black ankle boots and the puppy that lay near by.

"Ahem." The butler cleared his throat with a gravelly cough. "Mr Clifford. Mr Samuel Clifford. He's here about the kitchen trainee position, I believe."

Isabel ignored him and kept on typing. Sam glanced at the butler and then back   to Isabel, back to that puppy. He stepped forward a little and reached down to stroke it. The dog jumped to its feet, growling aggressively. Sam quickly backed away.

"He's not so fond of strangers." Isabel pressed one last button on the keyboard and swivelled her chair round to face Sam.

No shit! He looked down at the snarling puppy still advancing.

A second or two passed before Isabel finally clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor by her boots. "Sit!" she ordered.

The dog instantly returned to her side, dropping to its haunches obediently.

"Bad doggy," said Isabel. She reached for a collar on the desk, attached it around the puppy's neck, and leash in hand turned her attention to Sam. "So, you're the new kitchen trainee…"

Her voice was velvety smooth, her ice blue eyes nothing less than bewitching.

"Yeah," said Sam, his soft Welsh accent sounding almost primitive in comparison.

Four of Isabel's varnished nails tapped the desk rhythmically – one at a time – tap, tap, tap, tap, tap. Sam couldn't read her expression. Nor imagine what she was thinking. Indeed if he could, he may very well have run for the door.

"I take it your committed to this opportunity," said Isabel.

"One hundred percent," replied Sam, rather untruthfully. Up until a minute ago he'd been more than happy to treat the chance as any other gig, one he'd more than likely be moved on from in a couple of weeks. But having laid eyes on Isabel, there was no chance of that.

"Anything less would be a waste of time for both us." She looked at him probingly. Sam met her gaze, back and shoulders straightening in his leather jacket, jaw rising ever slightly as if open to the challenge. The hint of a smirk played at one side of Isabel's mouth. "We'll see."

She spun back to the computer, tugging the leash and dropping the pup – which was on its feet facing Sam – back on to its haunches.

"Staff at Rathbone meet exacting standards," she said typing again. "You don't measure up, we'll soon know."

Sam glanced at the butler with a smirk. "Can I just say," he said looking to Isabel, "that those are a mighty fine pair of legs."

She turned from the computer. "Excuse me?"

"On that table over there," he grinned.

The idiotic comment, or joke, or whatever it was meant to be, was completely inappropriate. And it was just the type of cheeky chappy comment that had landed Sam in trouble so many times before. The type of thing that would continue to land him in trouble.

Isabel, however, merely turned back to the screen, though that little smirk of hers played again at her lips. She was going to enjoy this.

"Giles, I want the quest quarters all in order for Charlottes arrival. Show Sam here to the servants wing."

"Yes, my lady," said the butler, dropping his head with a slight bow.

Sam followed him out, eyes still glued on Isabel typing just as he'd entered.

The servant's quarters were below the East wing of the house – a warren of narrow corridors and smaller rooms, basic fittings and fixtures, in essence, none of the razzle-dazzle above. Sam dropped his sports bag on the bed in the small room with a sigh. Besides the bed, there was a small table, a wardrobe, and not much else.

"Well this is rather cosy ain't it?" he said sarcastically. Though, in truth, it wasn't the worst place he'd ever stayed.

"I'm sure you will find it so," said Giles from the doorway. "Now if you'll follow on, the kitchen are expecting you."

"The kitchen are expecting you," murmured Sam mockingly as he left the room and followed Giles upstairs.

The kitchen was huge; all white tiled walls and red terracotta tiled flooring and big old cookers and hobs, and one giant black aga. Graham, who stood by it directing two junior chefs, was a burly man with a bristly beard and a no nonsense demeanour. If Sam had any deep knowledge of the foodie world he'd have recognised him as someone who was a big deal a decade back. But he didn't, and instead saw only the type of authority figure he'd never gotten along well with.

"So this is the new one is he?" asked Graham.

"He is…A Mr Sam Clifford at your service," said Giles.

Graham quickly sliced some onions and dropped them into a big pan. Butler Giles took his leave.

"You can get that jacket off for a start," said Graham to Sam. "This isn't a fashion show. There's an apron over there."

Sam took off his jacket, retrieved the apron. Graham already had the tap running on his return.

"Get your hands washed. There's some potatoes over there that aren't gonna peel themselves."

Sam glanced over at the huge pile - doubts already creeping into his mind, until he recalled Isabel, and her fineness.

"Let's go," said Graham, giving him a slight nudge as he passed.

Sam got moving.

The next few days went pretty much like this. Graham had high standards and you either listened or shipped on out. And believe me the latter didn't half cross Sam's mind. But the sight of Isabel walking that pup of hers each morning along the gravel path that surrounded the manor was enough of an incentive to make him reconsider. She was a stunner that was for sure. He was there each morning in pride of place, leaning from the doorway that led from the kitchen.

Isabel regarded him with an ever so slight smile and he'd watch as she passed, eyes zeroing in on that peachy behind of hers straining the thin material of her jodhpurs. Fist at mouth, he'd lightly bite a knuckle. His gaze didn't leave her until she turned a corner and was gone from sight. Damn would he kill for a piece of that.

He wasn't the only one. She was on more that a few minds it seemed.

Every evening Sam was tasked with taking a hot dish to the groundsman trainees out at the lodge – about four hundred yards from the main house. They were decent lads, and Sam would stay a while joining in their banter.

"You see her highness today?" asked a round faced boy named Brendon.

"Here we go," said Chris dishing out the stew. "I'd say that was all of two minutes without mention of her. A record for you."

"That's rich coming from gooey eyes. I've seen that look of yours every time she rides by." Brendon turned his round face upwards and batted his eyelashes.

"Whatever," said Chris.

"Come on Rob, you've seen him," said Brendon.

Rob remained silent.

"I saw her today," said Sam, who was leaning against the back of the sofa. "She coulda cracked walnuts with that ass of hers."

"Jodhpurs?" asked Brendon.

"Hm-mm," nodded Sam. There was a brief silence as all four boys contemplated the wonder that was Isabel's behind. "I see her walking that damn pup everyday. I'm almost jealous of the little bugger."

"She can take me for walkies any day of week," chuckled Brendon.

Rob coughed and cleared his throat as something went down the wrong way.

"All right Rob?" asked Chris.

"Fine," he said reaching for some water.

"Rob's the lucky sod," said Brendon returning to his theme. "Seen more of her than all of us."

"Why so?" asked Sam.

"Feedback," replied Rob.

"That's what he calls it," said Brendon. "But I swear there's something he's not telling us...sly old dog."

Rob almost spat out his food as broke into another coughing fit.

"See," said Brendon flicking his head to Rob, "hasn't been the same since his…" He curved his fingers into inverted commas. "…Summoning."

Sam looked to Rob as he downed some more water. If Brendon was implying Rob and Isabel had hooked up, Sam couldn't believe it. As strapping as Rob was, a girl like Isabel and a guy like him, no chance. Sam pushed off from the back of the sofa and lifted the now empty glass serving dish from the table.

"Take it easy guys," he said walking to the door.

"Chance would be a fine thing," called out Chris.

I know what you mean pal, I know what you mean.

Wispy clouds washed over a slender moon as Sam made his way back along the path towards the manor, glass ramekin held in one hand at his hip. He'd reached the kitchen door when the cats "meow," startled him and he almost dropped it. The cat – a reddish brown – looked up imploringly.

"Where'd you come from? You almost gave me a heart attack," said Sam crouching as he gave the cat a stroke. It nuzzled itself against the inside of his knee – looked to him with a smile, or was that his imagination? "Sorry puss, got things to do."

He stood and pushed open the door, only for the cat to slink in ahead. Great, thought Sam, knowing necks would roll if Graham ever found out there'd been a cat in his kitchen. Sam put the ramekin in the sink.

"Now where are you?" he said turning, only to see the cat sat on its haunches staring right up at him. "Huh." He looked down at its mischievous little face. "You didn't come in here just to look at me did you?" The cat licked its lips. "I know what you want."

Sam opened the fridge, poured some fresh milk into a saucer. "That's what you want, ain't it," he said, giving the cat a stroke as it lapped up the milk.

He returned to the sink – washed and then dried the ramekin. When he turned the milk in the saucer was gone, the cat too.


Two

It was the start of a new week when Sam got his first summoning.

"What does she want?" asked Sam following the old butler up the grand wooden staircase.

"I couldn't possibly speak for her ladyship," said Giles.

"Come on…how long have you been working here. You must have some idea."

Reaching the landing Giles stopped abruptly. "A piece of advice: staff never presume to know what their superiors want. They follow orders. Keep their lips sealed. Understand?"

"Huh," nodded Sam. "So she didn't say anything about me to you."

Giles rolled his eyes and with a weary sigh walked on. Sam smiled to himself. At the door to Isabel's quarter, Giles raised his fist about to knock, when a loud bark came from inside – there was something strange about it, though Sam couldn't quite put his finger on what.

"It seems her ladyship is still occupied," said Giles, lowering his white-gloved hand. "We'll wait."

It was another five minutes before a sheepish and flushed looking Rob emerged from the room. He gave the two waiting men a startled look.

"All right Rob?" asked Sam.

"Yep," replied Rob faintly, before hurrying off down the corridor.

Sam watched him go. "He seemed a bit off, didn't he?"

"I wouldn't concern yourself with other people's business," said Giles. "Now are you ready."

"For what?"

Giles gave a little knock on the door and pushed it open.

Isabel sat on a big cream sofa. Smooth nylon legs crossed, the hem of a navy blue dress with a white collar reaching mid thigh. She took Sam's breath away – seemed more beautiful each time he saw her, some doing given he'd thought her the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen the first time he'd met her. So transfixed was he that the sound of the door closing behind him gave him a jolt as he came back to himself.

"You can come a little closer, I don't bite you know," said Isabel.

"No, but he might." Sam glanced at the puppy by Isabel's black heels.

"Oh, he'll behave…won’t you Tommy." She reached down and stroked the dog’s head. "There's a good boy."

Her infantilising affectionate tone, almost made Sam feel like he was intruding on something private. Isabel only seemed too happy to make him wait.

"Yes you are," she said stroking the dog some more. "Who's a good boy…a good, good boy." The puppy was rolling around now, on cloud nine, loving her tickling touch.

Lucky bugger.

"Erm, you want me for something?" asked Sam.

Isabel finally turned her attention from the dog to Sam as she leant back on the sofa. "Graham tells me you're a willing worker. A little slow perhaps…but we can work on that. Any problems from your end?"

"No, um yeah, everything's fine," he said lightly pounding a fist into his palm.

Isabel viewed him with a smile. It was time to do a little prodding, test Sammy's boundaries here.

"Good," she said, standing and walking to a cupboard, taking a thin blonde wood cane from atop it. "You know you're going to be doing a lot more than just prepping food here at Rathbone. Your duties are to include serving food also. And that requires certain standards." She swished the cane through the air. "This is where this comes in."

Isabel walked back to the sofa and sat, knees together, cane resting across her lap. She glanced beyond Sam to a side table back by the door he'd entered through. "That serving tray over there. Bring it to me."

Sam looked to it, glanced back at Isabel, and then doing as asked wandered all the way over to the table, picked up the tray – upon which were a saucer, some biscuits, and pot of tea – and carried the whole lot back.

"What was that?" asked Isabel, who'd been studying him intently the whole time.

"What?" said Sam, genuinely not knowing what she meant.

"I said we had standards did I not? That did not meet the required standard." Isabel tutted as she stood. She gently tapped the underside of Sam's chin with the cane. "Chin up…shoulders back…bum tucked in."

She tapped each body part with the cane as she said this and Sam reacted accordingly – straightening and raising his posture.

"I don't want any slouching or stumbling or nodding of that head. Now try again," ordered Isabel.

Sam could've said screw this – most often would have – but some part of him that he wasn't even aware of, genuinely wanted to please her. And so he carried the tray back to the table, picked it up and started over. And each and every time Isabel found fault. Tapping the cane more forcefully now against one body part or another.

"It's a start," she said after the tenth attempt. "But you still need lots of work. I want you here the same time tomorrow. We'll continue your training then."

"All right," said Sam. "If you think I need—"

"Oh, you need it," said Isabel cutting in. "I've seen donkeys with more elegance." She reached down, fed the pup a biscuit, then looked back to Sam. "Well, get back to work."

Sam nodded, head spinning a little walked to the door. He'd never been talked to or commanded in such a way, certainly not by a girl barely older than himself. It made the thought of laying one on a piece of hot totty like that all the more salivating.

"Good doggy," said Isabel, stroking that pup of hers.

Sam glanced back, with a smile shut the door behind him.

Sam's meeting with Isabel the following day started very much like the last. Him carrying that silver tray back and forth, Isabel tapping the cane against one body part or another. Sam thought it all a little ridiculous, truthfully. But if it kept him away from the kitchen and all the peeling, grating and running around under Graham's orders, it was fine by him.

After about five minutes there was a knock at the door.

"Yes," called out Isabel.

Sam stopped midstride as Giles stepped into the room.

"Ma'am there's a Mr Fallowfield here...something about drapes."

"That man and his bloody drapes." Isabel got to her feet, and lead in hand, the little pup at her side – strode towards the door. "You can keeping practicing," she said looking at Sam. "I want that bum tucked in."

He watched her leave, waited till the door was shut before he relieved his aching arms from the silver tray. Alone, it took him all of thirty seconds before he was nosing around; passing through an adjoining changing room with a full length silver mirror stand and then on into Isabel's sleeping quarters. Hands in pockets he nodded at the elegance and grandeur, tested the firmness of the mattress on the big four-poster bed, generally poked and prodded and snooped around.

It didn't once cross his mind that he was invading someone's space, and that he had no right or privilege to do so. A dresser drawer was open a little, just a little, but Sam being Sam it was all the incentive needed.

"Just a peek," he murmured pulling the drawer open a little further, eyes widening as the panties came into view.

They were folded neatly. With one finger Sam picked up a pair of lacy pink briefs trimmed with a cut away floral pattern. Still dangling them from that finger – he imagined them encasing that pert derrière of Isabel's. If he felt any wrongness it wasn't enough to stop him lifting them to his nose and breathing in the sweet subtle fragrance. Filling his lungs.

The "meow" at his side almost made him jump out of his skin. He looked to see the reddish brown cat staring up at him.

"You ain't half good at putting the frighteners up someone." Crouching he gave the cat now brushing its face against his inner thigh, a good stroke. "I won't tell if you don't tell," he said pocketing the panties in the waistband of his jeans.

Within seconds the sound of heels could be heard two rooms over. Sam quickly closed the underwear drawer, shut the bedroom door, and high tailed it back through the adjoining room and into the lounge space. Isabel was upon him in a flash.

"What do you think you're doing?"

"I er…thought I heard something."

The slap was hard and stinging, and came as such a shock that Sam literally froze.

"Do you take me for a complete idiot," said Isabel. "I know snooping when I see it."

The pup at her side gave a frosty growl. Sam clutched his cheek still feeling that sting.

"I'm done with you today," said Isabel sternly. "Get out of my sight."

"Look if I—"

The second slap on the opposite cheek was harder than the first. "If you think the terms of your employment permit you to go snooping around, you are sorely mistaken. As I said, get…out."

Both cheeks stinging and reddening, Sam left the room – there was certainly no glimpse back and smile today.

Over the next few minutes, the next few hours, the next few days, Sam thought about those slaps. He returned to his tasks in the kitchen with no fresh call from Isabel. As he viewed her each morning on her walk, he couldn't believe such a slender thing could have delivered such a stinging hit. She was feisty all right, that was for sure he thought rubbing his cheek as she turned a corner. On reflection, he saw he'd been out of order, though the truth was she didn't know the half of it.

Every night he'd lift those panties to his nose – envisage Isabel's fine form straining those jodhpurs. God he wanted her. He'd squirrel the panties back under his mattress, turn in for the night, one thing on his mind. He had no idea how much trouble he was in.


Three

There she sat, just like the day he'd been first summoned. Her slender stockinged legs crossed. Her glittery black dress, thigh skimmingly short. Her puppy leashed and collared lying by her shiny leather ankle boots.

"That's close enough," said Isabel.

Sam stopped and stood where he was. About ten steps too far away for his liking.

"I want to tell you a little tale," she said drawing those glossy locks over one shoulder, then stretching both arms along the wooden frame of the sofa.

Two long black satin gloves beside her didn't go unnoticed by Sam.

"It's about a man named Riccardo, who was a servant to a very rich and powerful and beautiful woman who lived in a vast gothic castle. This Riccardo had been selected above many others to wait on this very rich and powerful and beautiful woman in her private quarters. And he did so faultlessly, obeying his mistress’s strict rules to the letter." Isabel reached down and stroked the pup beside her. "But one day this Riccardo, for whatever stupid reason men so often get, decided to help himself to something that wasn't his. What would it matter to a rich and powerful and beautiful woman like his mistress anyhow, silly Riccardo told himself."

The hairs on the back of Sam's neck, prickled.

"But this theft was just the start, the more he took, the more emboldened he became, the more convinced he was that his very rich and powerful and beautiful mistress didn't notice anything amiss." Isabel's piercing eyes were unblinking as she looked at Sam. He felt a bead of sweat trickle down his back. "Silly, silly, Riccardo. His mistress knew everything. His thoughts. His secrets. His innermost desires. She knew what he was, really was…a sly fox. And she wasn't just any woman; she had powers, magical powers. So one day she turned Riccardo into the little beastie he was and released him out onto her vast estate. And oh how the fox ran, oh how it ran. She gave him an hour before she mounted her horse and set off on the hunt, her hounds on the scent. It didn't take long to track him down. Whatever was left of the fox after the hounds had finished with it, she had stuffed and mounted and placed in the entrance hall of the gothic castle – as warning to staff in disobeying this rich and powerful and beautiful woman."

Isabel fell silent. Sam could hear the pounding pulse of his heartbeat in his ear.

"Are you a sly fox?" asked Isabel.

"Me, a fox? No, a cheeky chap maybe, but nothing…" Malicious, conniving, sneaky. Whatever the word he was searching for it didn't come to Sam.

"So you've got nothing to tell me?"

Sam clapped his hands in front of him. "Errrm nope, nothing I can think of."

"My, my, you don't sound certain."

"I'm confused is all. I don't know what you're getting at."

"Confused? Really?"

"Yeah."

"Allow me to enlighten you." Isabel reached behind her back, dangled the pair of lacy pink briefs from a finger before her. "Recognise these by any chance?"

Sam's cheeks became a pink of their own. He shook his head from side to side. "No…I…"

"Don't bother lying," Isabel cut him short. "We found them in your room. Besides, your face gives you away anyway."

All fell silent again, though the panties remained dangling from Isabel's finger. Sam dropped his gaze to the floor.

"You like women's underwear do you?"

"Come on Isabel, I made a mistake."

"Damn right you did. Now answer the question."

Hands on hips, Sam pursed his lips. "What do you want me to say? Yes, I like women's underwear."

Isabel thrust out that finger. "How about you try them on then."

"What?"

"You heard me."

"You want me to put them on." Sam covered his mouth with a fist as he broke into a chuckle. When he stopped laughing he looked at Isabel who remained straight faced. "You're serious?"

"Deadly. Either you put them on or your contracts terminated as of this minute. And I want you off the estate within the hour."

"Isabel please, give me another chance."

"This is your chance," she said dangling the panties.

Sam looked at her weighing his slim options.

"You think you'll get work anywhere like this once they hear of your snooping, stealing and lying."

"You'd do that, tell everyone."

"Why wouldn't I?"

"Fucking hell," said Sam rubbing his face. "Fine." He strode over and grabbed the underwear. "Where can I change?"

"Here's just fine."

Sam half smiled, half grimaced as he looked away. As the realisation that he was about to do this sunk in. He gave Isabel one last look of puckered defiance then kicked off his shoes, slid off his socks, and then his short white sleeved chef shirt. The trousers came next. Reduced to just his boxers, he paused and glanced at Isabel. Her gaze was direct and pointed and said 'what are you waiting for.' Sam turned away, only then lowered his boxers revealing a firm backside to her. Isabel couldn't help but titter as, with some difficulty, the pink panties were pulled on. "Tight are they?"

Sam didn't answer. He took a moment to rearrange himself, and only then did he turn, hands held in front of his crotch. He didn't blush easy but he was positively pink now.

"Hands by your sides," said Isabel in that stern posh voice of hers that would not be denied.

Sam rolled his eyes, but did as asked, just like she knew he would.

"How very fetching," said Isabel tapping the top of the wood framed sofa – eyes drifting over Sam's lightly muscled physique, lingering on those pink panties and the outline of his curled cock within. "Though I must say you don't half look ridiculous."

"You've had your fun," said Sam. "We done."

"We're done when I say we're done." And Isabel's look said so. "You just don't get it…snooping Sam. Insubordinates will not be tolerated. Going around snooping, stealing and lying will not be tolerated. When you work for me, you do as I say. Is that clear?"

"Yes," said Sam, flatly.

"Yes what?"

"Yes lady Isabel."

She reached down and stroked her pup. "Good boy," she said in that commanding yet playful tone – eye still on Sam.

He didn't know if she was talking to him or the dog. Though it wouldn't be long before he longed to hear that tone, those words as he sought her approval.

She leant back and slowly and elegantly slid on the long satin gloves. Sam felt a stirring below.

"Your tray's waiting for you over there." Sam glanced behind to the silver tray on the side table by the door. "Well, go fetch."

With obvious reluctance he walked over to the table and picked up the tray – pink panties rubbing between his butt cheeks as he walked.

"What was that?" asked Isabel, tapping gloved fingers on one nylon knee on his return; another hand was slung casually over the back of the sofa.

Sam could barely look at her, though, despite his discomfort, or maybe because of it, his cock had thickened and was visibly pointing left.

"Again. Better this time," commanded Isabel.

Sam walked back to the table, put the tray down, picked it up again and trudged back.

Isabel rose with a sigh, bleach blonde wicker cane in one hand. "Chin up, shoulders back, posture straight," she said tapping him on the aforementioned body parts in quick succession, then landing one more forceful hit on that constrained backside of his. "And I want that bum tucked in." Sam's cock stiffened some more. "Come on, let's see you."

Sam repeated the routine – this time with chin high, shoulders back, torso straight.

"Better." Isabel ran the cane down his abs, all the way down to his stiff cock now forcing the waistband of the panties from his body. She gave it a tap. "You do like these panties don't you?"

Sam was rarely lost for words, but he didn't speak now, flushed of face he clenched his jaw and stared straight ahead.

"Don't be rude," said Isabel smacking the cane against his ass, hard. "Answer me."

"Yes…My lady," Sam croaked.

Isabel smiled a closed smile and placed the cane on a side table. "I think that's enough training for today." She sat back down on the sofa, swishing her long locks behind her back, as she looked to Sam. “Take them off I think you've had enough fun in them for now."

Sam somehow squeezed the tight fabric over his erection, down over his thighs. Isabel observed him with a smirk. She reached out a hand. Sam passed the panties to her. He was about to step back when Isabel grasped his balls.

"Learn something today?" she asked, holding him in place with thumb and forefinger of her satin-gloved hand.

Sam had never been taken hold of in such a way, and he was momentarily breathless.

"Never…" prompted Isabel.

Sam's first thought was piss you off.

Isabel dangled the panties from her other hand.

"Steal," said Sam.

"Or…" smiled Isabel tightening her grip a little.

"Snoop."

"Or?" she asked gripping even tighter.

"Lie, lie," said Sam, bouncing from one foot to the other.

Isabel released him and Sam quickly stepped back.

"Remember," she said rising. "Nobody likes a sly fox." She gave Sam one last glance as she told him to get back to work, then leash in hand, pup at her side, sauntered from the room.


Four

Just what was it about her? Sam returned to his kitchen duties with one thing on his mind. Why had he let her talk to him like that? Treat him like that. Why had he obeyed? Was it her elegance and poise? Her utter command and authority? Her captivating beauty?

Who are you kidding thought Sam in a moment of self realisation, you're head over heels for the girl. And he was. But it went deeper than that. Every thought, every action she was there. He lay awake at night thinking of her, he'd dream of her. When he went over to the lads at the lodge, he wanted to spill everything, talk of her and her only, but he didn't – he remembered his humiliation, those panties, and kept shtum.

And so the days passed and he followed Graham's orders in the kitchen with renewed meaning and purpose – he waited her call.

It came one afternoon on a day like any other.

"Madam requests your service in the drawing room," said Giles.

Sam put down the knife he'd been using to chop vegetables for that nights meal, looked over to Graham.

"Go," he said gruffly knowing not to interfere with the Rathbone women's requests.

Sam rinsed and dried his hands, followed Giles both eagerly and apprehensively through one of those long corridors. There was a knock. A door opened. That same door closed. And suddenly Sam was walking over to Isabel sat on one of those old fashioned wood framed, wooden legged, pastel upholstered sofas on the other side of the room.

Isabel wasn't alone. She was with a woman – a girl about her own age. The girl had shiny light blonde hair – long and straight, a slim, slender figure, and in her delicate features, dewy soft skin and pale blue eyes, bore more than a passing resemblance to Isabel.

"Here he comes." The sound of Isabel's voice made those hairs on the back of Sam's neck tingle.

As he approached, Isabel whispered something to the girl seated beside her – she immediately broke into a fit of giggles, as she looked Sam's way. They looked like they'd just come back from a ride – wore frilly white blouses, cream jodhpurs, knee high black boots.

Both were still laughing as Sam came to a stop standing before them. "You wanted me."

Isabel suddenly stood and strode towards him, without warning landed a firm slap on his cheek. "You do not speak unless spoken to," she said giving his cheek a couple more soft pats. "Is that clear?"

Sam looked over at the bright eyed blonde, then said: "Yes…my lady," swallowing some more of that pride.

"I want to introduce you to my cousin, Charlotte," said Isabel sitting back down. "Lady Charlotte to you."

"Hey." Sam flicked his head in hello.

"I do apologise," said Isabel dismissively. "This one's still very much in training."

"He is, is he," smiled Charlotte knowingly. "Any ideas for him?"

"A few." Isabel reached down and stroked the pup lying by her boots. "But we'll see. He's a long long way from proving himself worthy. What with the snooping, stealing and lying."

Sam who'd been looking at them both lowered his head.

"He stole something did he?" asked Charlotte in that crisp upper crust accent every bit clear as Isabel's.

"Didn't I tell you?" Isabel shook her head, looked to Sam. "Go on snoopy, tell Charlotte here what you stole."

"I'd prefer not to," said Sam, glumly.

Isabel turned from Sam to Charlotte and mouth wide open broke into a throaty laugh. "The cheek, can you believe it? Go on," she said, "tell her…if you won't, I will."

"Fine," said Sam looking pointedly at the two girls. "I took some panties – big deal."

"Excuse me," said Isabel fixing him with those eyes. "Snooping around someone's private space, stealing something personal, lying about it. Men have been hung drawn and quartered for less."

Sam looked away.

"Words fail me," said Isabel.

"This one does need some training," said Charlotte, a flicker of a smile at her lips.

Behind Sam, on the other side of the room, the door opened and Giles appeared, silver tray in hand – piled high with buttered jam scones and a silver jug of steaming tea.

"Over there's fine, thank you Giles," called out Isabel.

Giles put the tray down on a table near the door where he'd entered – and promptly made his exit.

Isabel tapped a knee. "Why if only we had someone to serve us." She waited until Sam finally met her gaze. "A chance to show Charlotte here what you've learned from me this past week."

"Oh, I'd like to see that very much," said Charlotte in that superior 'head girl' manner that both girls shared.

Sam turned and only now out of sight, rolled his eyes as he set off towards the table and tray. He'd made it all of five steps when Isabel stopped him. "Not so fast, I believe you've forgotten something."

The lacy pair of pink panties dangled from a finger. Sam's eyes flicked to hers and he knew instantly what she was suggesting, and he was having none of it.

"No way," he said hands on hips. "You're having a laugh."

"No, but we will be," Isabel assured him. She thrust her finger and the dangling panties forward. "Come on now, stop wasting our time and put them on."

Sam threw back his head. "And if I don't?" It was a stupid question; he very much knew the answer.

"Your time at Rathbone's over," said Isabel spelling it out nonetheless.

Was Sam prepared to walk away and never see her again? He'd reached out and taken the panties before he'd even realised he'd come to a decision.

"Good boy," said Isabel as he set off for the far side of the room.

There, with his back to the girls he undressed – and if he couldn't make out what they were saying he could most definitely hear their giggles as he stepped into the panties. The elastic was looser after his last wearing and there was a little stain of pre-cum. What are you doing, Sam couldn't help but wonder as he headed for the tray. Go back to your clothes, take off these ridiculous things and…

"We're waiting," called out Isabel jangling a little bell on the table beside her.

Sam took a deep breath, picked up the tray, and headed over – head straight, shoulders back – just as he'd been taught.

"Well, well, well, looks like somebody's actually been listening," said Isabel as he placed the tray on the table beside her.

"The panties certainly suit him," said Charlotte, jodhpur legs crossed, one arm draped over the back of the sofa as she observed him.

Sam glanced over, meeting her sparkling eyes, seeing the half smile at her lips – instantly he felt a breathless weight within as he realised how they saw him, realised he was just a plaything to them. Something shrunk within. He'd grown up believing boys were stronger, smarter, better – girls weak and stupid and inferior – oh did he have so much to learn.

"Boy, don't just stand there," said Isabel clicking her fingers. "Get pouring."

Sam poured the tea into two cups of fine blue and white porcelain, carried them across one at a time to both Isabel and Charlotte, then dished out the scones.

"This looks very scrumptious," said Charlotte eyes dropping to Sam's crotch as she took a scone.

"All right that's enough of you," said Isabel. "Go stand by the window."

Sam walked to it, hoping and praying that nobody could see him right now – reaching it he turned back to the girls.

"Facing the other way," commanded Isabel.

He turned and faced the large window – looking out onto the lawns – baring muscular panty clad buttocks to the girls, who broke into silent giggles at the sight.

"Gosh," said Charlotte wiping a tear of laughter from her eye, "these visits are always such a hoot."

"Do you remember last time you were here," said Isabel. "What was his name?"

"Alistair," said Charlotte recalling his name with a gasp.

"Oh, how could I forget." Isabel chuckled at the lost memory. "The disobedient creature."

"He so very was," said Charlotte. "Almost like he wanted to be punished. Like he couldn't get enough."

"Well, he got enough in the end didn't he?" The two girls laughter filled the large room.

Over by the window Sam felt a lump in his throat as he swallowed. Part of him was still computing that this was really happening. His sessions with Isabel had been one thing, but this, in front of Charlotte, and stood here if front of this big window, was quite another.

"Panty sniffer," called out Isabel, jangling that little bell of hers. "More tea please."

Sam walked back over, with that lump in his throat poured out some more tea.

"Your pup is sooo adorable," said Charlotte reaching down and giving the collared pup a good stroke. "And so very obedient."

"He's very well trained," said Isabel, then adding with a glance at Sam. "Not like some."

Sam tried not to spill the tea as he refilled her cup.

"I'm actually on the look out for a new doggy myself."

"Maybe I can help you," said Isabel. "I've got a few young pups I'm looking to train up."

Sam placed the silver jug back on the tray with a clang. Isabel looked to him then turned dismissively back to Charlotte as he returned to his spot by the window. "I think it's a fine idea. Such loyal, devoted creatures…once you've ironed out their kinks."

Isabel's voice, her toying teasing words, designed to discomfort, humiliate, arouse – were working. Sam's cock twitched, then hardened a little. He imagined she did this to all the boys and yet, like them, he was utterly powerless. When something caught his eye outside his heartbeat quickened. "Please, no…Please no…"

Rob came into view raking the gravel back and forth. Sam bit his lip, frozen to the spot urged him not to look his way. But of course he did. And both stood staring motionless. Panty wearing Sam, mouth agape, trainee groundsman Rob. The moment was only a second, but may well have been a lifetime for Sam. It ended with Rob dropping his head and hurrying on, Sam staring straight ahead – suppressing the mountain of humiliation welling inside. He felt a sense of shame not just for himself, but the male sex, that he was letting his gender down, and the worst part: he couldn't resist.

The jangle of that bell. "Panty sniffer," Isabel called out.

Sam walked over, his semi hard cock visibly pointing sideways. Isabel held out her empty cup. Sam placed it on the side table then looked to Charlotte whose gaze drifted down to his crotch, and the small stain of pre-cum. She held her cup and saucer and smiled. Sam walked back to the window.

"Remember, head straight, shoulders back," said Isabel. "No drooping now."

As if at her command, Sam's cock stiffened some more. He stood a little dazed, the girl’s conversation drifting over him. When something brushed his leg he almost jumped back in shock. It was the cat, the reddish brown cat looking up at him imploringly.

"Here pussy, pussy," came Isabel's call.

The cat took one last look at Sam with that mischievous smile and softly padded over to the sofa. It wasn't long before Isabel was jangling that little bell of hers again.

By now Sam's cock was rock hard, tenting the panties, threatening to break free – the original stain of pre-cum double its original size. The girls remained straight faced.

"Seeing as you've destroyed them anyhow, you may as well take them off," said Isabel.

Sam, momentarily flummoxed as to whether it was more humiliating taking them off or keeping them on, paused.

"Panties," said Isabel clicking her fingers and holding out a hand.

Whether it was her authority or something more, Sam just couldn't disobey, no matter how much he may have wanted to. He dragged the panties off, completely nude handed them over. Isabel took them with a smirk. The cat on the sofa next to her lifted its head, eyes glinting. Charlotte held out her cup. Sam took it from her, stiff cock bobbing before him he placed it on the side table. When he returned to where he'd stood Isabel already had on the pair of black leather gloves.

Sam gulped nervously.

"This isn't going to be a problem?" she said grabbing hold of his slick shaft, pulling him towards her.

Whatever Sam mumbled, he wouldn't remember it.

Isabel's leather fingers fondled his balls then gripped them more firmly. "You're an animal."

"A horny, horny doggy," said Charlotte.

Sam looked to her. She was grinning with the leashed puppy at her boots.

Isabel's grip tightened tugging him lower. "Kneel."

"What?" said Sam, finding his voice.

Isabel pulled him to the ground. "Kneel."

Sam's knees hit the cool varnished floor.

"Now on all fours," she commanded.

"Like the doggy you are," grinned Charlotte.

Dazed and horny, swallowing the last of his pride, Sam placed his palms flat on the floor.

Isabel stood. "Ass up," she said giving it a good slap.

Sam raised it and she caressed it with a gloved hand, traced a finger along his back as she retook her seat.

"Eyes up," said Isabel.

Sam looked up at the two girls, at the cat, at the collared pup.

"That's what you are," said Isabel. "Hard, horny, and utterly obedient. Am I right?"

Sam could barely speak, but it didn't matter, his face, his eyes, said enough.

"Good," said Isabel, her voice almost trancelike to him now. "I want one last thing from you today. Proof to me, to us, of what you are. A big…loud…bark."

Sam shook his head, fighting a swelling in his lungs.

"You can do it," coaxed Isabel.

The swelling became a rising wave, unstoppable, undeniable. Sam's eyes clenched shut, his drooling cock throbbed. "Ruff!"

The doggy bark echoed through the vast room.

Sam felt a hand at his head. "Good doggy," said Isabel trailing a finger down his back.

He felt a different hand ruffle his hair. Listened to the click-clack of Isabel and Charlotte's boots and the rattle of the pups leash as they passed. A door shut. Only then did Sam open his eyes. What he saw was the cat right in front of him – staring straight back. It nuzzled its head against his arm. Let out a friendly, "Meow."


Five

"You know, I always thought I was a brunette guy, but geesh," said Chris.

"She's a stunner all right," nodded Brendon stuffing a forkful of stew into his big gob. "What is it about those Rathbone's."

"Get a look at her yet Sam?" asked Chris.

Sam who half stood, half leaned against the back of the sofa, glanced at Rob. It had been a week since they'd both froze, though the image, the moment, remained seared on both their retinas.

"No," lied Sam as he recalled how she and Isabel had toyed with him that day. "Can't say I have."

"You're losing out mate," said Brendon another forkful going into that big gob. "She is fuck-a-ble."

"Her names Charlotte," said Rob, sounding a little pissed off. "And she wouldn't give a pig like you the time of day."

All three boys looked his way a little taken aback by his tone. Brendon gave Chris a nudge and a wink. "But she'd fuck you wouldn't she – on one of your summons – while we're slogging our guts out."

"Drop it," said Rob.

"She must get pretty lonely in that big manor, just her and Isabel. I can think of a few things I'd…"

"I said drop it!"

"Come on, leave it," said Chris.

The atmosphere in the room now had a distinct chill, though it didn't deter Brendon. "No, why should he have all the fun…sly old dog."

The loud bang came from Rob's fist slamming onto the table's surface – he forced his chair back, strode to the stairs.

"Come on mate," said Brendon. "We're just mucking about."

Rob's loud footsteps ascended the stairs and he was gone.

"God," said Brendon. "He really has got on a hard on for her."

Sam looked away, knowing exactly how Rob felt.

The very next day, head chef Graham, along with his two sous chefs and trainee Sam, was summoned to a dining room not far from the kitchen. Apparently head of the household Maria Rathbone had returned, and she wanted to check all was in order. And so they waited – five minutes then another five – stood in line like they were meeting the Queen herself.

Sam was growing fidgety when the door was finally pushed open by butler Giles and Maria walked into the room. And what a walk it was; graceful and elegant and purposeful.

Except for killer black heels she was entirely in white; silky white trousers – tight at the hip – a silky white blazer with a plunging neckline revealing plenty of smooth white skin. Rouge red lips, tousled dark collar length hair. She was speaking, talking to head chef Graham, but Sam didn't hear a damn thing she was saying, and the fidgeting had stopped, oh yes it had stopped.

His eyes didn't leave her as she walked along the line of staff.

"So this is the new boy?" She pinched Sam's chin and he came back to himself, snapping out of his trance like focus.

"A Mr Sam Clifford," said butler Giles slightly behind Maria.

"Broad shoulders, strong jaw…handsome." Still pinching his chin she turned his head slightly to the left then right, then straightened it. "I can see why Isabel likes you."

Her very name made Sam's cock twitch, that well of desire ache within. A week since that bark and his need to be with her had grown stronger by the day. He'd known lust, but this was something else.

"I hear she's been training you," said Maria.

"Yes…ma'am," said Sam, mimicking the others.

The shadow of a smile crossed those rouge red lips and she lifted his chin as if studying him, peering into his eyes and very soul. "A few serving lessons, hmm."

Sam nodded a little, even though she still held his chin.

"Are you ready to put those skills into practice?"

"Yes ma'am."

She smiled and stepped back, addressed the whole group in that crisp and authoritative voice of hers. "I'm having a few friends over this weekend. Some rather rich and powerful friends, and the highest quality food and service will be expected. And I've every confidence these standards will be met. Don't we agree?"

"Yes ma'am," the men replied together.

"Very good. Now one rule that must be obeyed." Maria turned to two French double doors that led through to another room. "These doors will be closed on the night and under no circumstances is anybody here bar myself permitted to pass beyond them." She paused and glanced across the line. "Have I made myself perfectly clear?"

"Yes ma'am," came a second chorus of male voices.

Maria smiled. "…Now seeing as you boys have so very much to be busying yourselves with, I won't keep you further." With one last glance at Sam she left the room, Giles following in her wake like the loyal servant he was.

Evening of that same day Sam made his way back along the path that led to the lodge, empty serving dish held at his side. A light drizzle fell and a half moon could be glimpsed between patchy clouds blown onwards by a blustery breeze. Sam turned his face from it – the wet air moist and cloying against his skin. Somewhere in the darkness an owl hooted, over by the clanging stable doors a horse whinnied. The breeze swirled, the rain came down more incessantly. Sam quickened his pace.

He reached the manor with some relief – securely closed the kitchen door to the foul night. The kitchen was empty and semi dark. Sam put the serving dish down on a counter and wiped his wet forehead against his sleeve. The "meow" almost caused him to jump back in fright – again. The reddish brown cat looked up at him imploringly.

"Bloody hell," said Sam, already moving to the fridge. "You sure pick your moments." The cat meowed again. "Yeah yeah, you'll get your milk."

Sam took out a carton, poured the milk into a saucer, and stroked a finger under the chin of the purring kitten. "Happy, your highness."

The cat was already licking up the milk when he headed back to the fridge.

"You'll be the death of me, I swear it," said Sam lifting the glass serving dish into the sink.

When he'd finished cleaning and drying it, he turned around. "That'd be right. A thank you would've been nice," he called out to the semi darkness.

Sam picked up the saucer, washed and dried that too, then headed back to the servant’s quarters.

After over two weeks at the manor Sam's routine was becoming a familiar one. A quick shower in the shared bathroom, teeth brushed, he'd head back to his room scampering over the cold stone floor. He'd hang his damp towel on a hook, get into bed done with boxers – preferring nudity and the unrestrained feel of growing hard thinking of her. He'd reach over and turn off the bedside lamp, lie back, pull his duvet over himself, close his eyes and, for a moment, a second or two, try to resist the thoughts that without fail would creep into his mind; the luscious dark hair, those pale blue eyes and succulent lips, that pert slender body.

Stiff, yet tired, he'd lose himself to sleep.

The wind still howled when he awoke some time in the night. The room was pitch black. A noise, a pitter-patter had pulled him from sleep. He listened. Raised his head from the pillow slightly. There it was again.

"Hello," he called out sleepily.

The wind howled, nothing but the wind. Sam fell back to the pillow. Closed his eyes. A finger at his lips opened them. "Shhh," the female voice purred reassuringly.

Automatically Sam reached for the lamp, but sharp nailed fingers gripped his wrist pulling it back. The hand was strong. Stronger than him.

"Don't be afraid," purred the voice as soft skin nuzzled his neck. "I mean you no harm. The opposite in fact." The cover was drawn back and the figure climbed atop him, nimble and quick. "Be a good boy now," she purred, releasing her grip from his wrist.

Sam reached out dozily, felt taut smooth skin, small pert breasts – was he dreaming? The girl slid down on him, a tight wet pussy lubricating her way. Sam gasped. His eyes more adjusted to the light made out a snub nose, a pretty face – a petite body. A body that belied such strength. Sam's hands were pushed back above his head as she danced on his tip, as she enveloped him, as she rode him. The girl had her eyes closed now, she was groaning, moaning, digging her fingernails into his chest, purring with pleasure.

In a dreamy haze, Sam sunk into that bed and let whatever this was, this nirvana, wash over him – until the girl released him and, with a few licks, brought him in one big burst of pleasure to climax. She licked up the streams of cum from his abs. Gently kissed his still engorged cock, then crawled over him feline like. She rubbed that little nose of hers playfully against his, and purred in an ear, "thank you."


Six

Had last night really happened? At first light Sam had been convinced it was all a dream, then he looked down and saw the deep scratch marks across his chest. Jesus, it had been real!

In the kitchen he considered confiding with the other junior chefs, but preparations were being made, Graham was on the warpath. And there was no time to stand around talking.

Most likely they wouldn't believe me anyway, hell, I hardly believe it.

And so Sam kept his thoughts to himself and got on with the job of getting things ready for Maria and her important gathering.

The finest wines were brought up from the cellar; the various appetisers cooked and tasted, cooked again and improved. When the Saturday rolled around, all was spick and span – everyone and everything was ready to run with military precision.

The women began arriving at seven – women in cocktail dresses and sparkling jewellery, women with the kind of polished gloss that could only come with wealth and privilege. Sam served them; silver tray with dainty canapés balanced on his white-gloved fingers. He was in the whole butler garb; black suit, white shirt, bow tie – a first. He wandered around the dining room; posture straight, shoulders back, head high, just as Isabel had trained him. More women arrived, then more, each as glamorous as the last.

Soon the ladies were beginning to filter through the French double doors that Maria had made clear the serving staff were not to pass beyond. Sam wasn't going to test that order. He stayed within his boundary serving until his tray was almost empty, at which point he'd dash to the kitchen for a top up. He'd just been on one such trip, when he returned and saw Isabel for the first time – and stopped breathless.

My God. 

She had on a crimson red cocktail dress – slash at the hip – exposing plenty of leg. Her dark hair was neatly swept up, the nape of her neck and slender smooth curves exposed. She was delicate and beautiful, and Sam couldn't take his eyes off her.

"See something you like?" asked Charlotte, who in an off the shoulder silver number, long blonde hair flowing, looked no less exquisite.

Sam's throat felt clogged. "I er…" he stammered, only to be interrupted by Isabel.

"Well, well," she said wandering over. "Somebody scrubs up well."

She picked one of the dainty canapés from Sam's tray and devoured it whole, never taking her eyes off him.

"Sam here seems a little lost for words," said Charlotte.

"What's wrong? Doggy lost his bark," smiled Isabel.

Sam swallowed, pushing through that lump in his throat. "I was just…" He looked again at that face, those eyes, that figure. "Admiring how good you look…both of you."

Charlotte smiled an all too innocent smile.

"I'm sure you were," said Isabel. "But you're not here to gawp. You're here to serve."

"Yes my lady," he said, words flowing without thought.

"You know," said Isabel, "we could have you fetch those panties of yours and have you do this in them."

Charlotte pursed her lips and glanced away, amusement evident in her bright eyes.

"That's not necessary…my lady," said Sam.

"Then less gawping," said Isabel, that stern voice of hers cutting him no slack.

Sam bowed a slight bow – a move copied from Giles – and made to move on, but Isabel stopped him.

"Ah, ah." She picked up another dainty canapé. "Now," she said patting Sam on the cheek. "Don't forget your place." The pat got a little harder, then Isabel trailed her thumb over Sam's bottom lip, looked him directly in the eye, and walked on, Charlotte at her side.

Sam watched them head towards the French doors, his eye on them and only them.

The dining room was silent and empty. Sam picked up a couple of empty bottles of wine. A throaty laugh rang out from behind the closed French doors. He looked towards them, hearing the steady din of female voices, imagining the women in their finery, imagining Isabel and Charlotte.

He put down the bottles, looked towards the corridor that led to the kitchen. He heard nothing, saw no one; the hired help had been happy to clock off as soon as they could, they wouldn't be returning. He glanced back to the French doors, was walking now, drawn almost magnetically towards them. Another cackle beyond. Crouching, level with the keyhole, Sam leant forward, shut one eye and peered through the small hole.

A pair of women walked towards the door giggling. Sam almost pulled away, but held his gaze and they veered off out of sight, revealing a fraction of the huge room to his widening eye. The first thing he spotted was a trio of women, elegant in their fancy frocks, standing, chatting, champagne flutes in hand. Nothing particularly unusual about that. But between them, arms and legs splayed and cuffed to some kind of metal frame, was a man - young and athletic – naked from head to toe. They chatted like he wasn't even there; one woman lay against the stand, a hand on his abs.

Sam's eye drifted from them to toned legs and a dangling stiletto – a man licking, kissing, taking the heel in his mouth. Sam's eye roamed further to another man being lightly flogged. And wherever he looked he saw similar sights. Men even leashed and collared. Always nude. Women, more in number, teasing them, playing with them, or simply ignoring them entirely. Their actions assured and confident. All revealing little in their flowing frocks. Not like the men.

Sam looked away for a moment and caught his breath. When he looked back he spied Isabel just within view over by the far wall. She sat laughing and smiling, leather loop of the leash around her wrist, though it wasn't attached to any dog. That personal assistant, or servant Sam had seen at her side this past week – knelt at her side – naked of course. Isabel was talking to Charlotte on a red leather armchair beside her. She too had a leash. Sam's eye drifted along the silver chain and, just within his vision, he saw the figure leashed and collared without a stich of clothing. "Rob," he murmured.

"What on earth do you think you're doing?" boomed the voice – lady Maria's voice to be precise.

Sam almost fell sideways – steadying himself with a hand he quickly rose. "I erm…" The cheeky chappy normally so full of words was lost for them yet again.

"Did I not make it perfectly clear that what went on behind those doors was none of your business."

"No…Yes…I mean…"

Lady Maria had on a close fitting calf length black dress with a thin strap that curved over one shoulder. She wore sheer black nylons. Stiletto heels. And with those rouge red lips, that creamy soft skin – looked fantastic. And tongue tied Sam had just noticed how fantastic.

"I mean…" he said, searching for the words. "You did. I was wrong. Out of order."

"You're right about that. Prying, snooping—disobeying orders will not be tolerated in this household. And don't think I don't know about that theft of yours." Isabel had told her. Sam felt a sudden hotness at his cheeks. "You have a problem with prying, snooping, taking things that aren't yours?"

"No, I, I," Again words failed him.

"Go and pack your things, you can leave in the morning." Maria turned on her heels and headed for the door.

"Please…Wait!" Sam called after her, guts turning at the very thought of leaving and never seeing Isabel again. "It won't happen again."

One side of Maria's mouth curved into a smile. "I'm sorry, did you say something?"

"It won't happen again. None of it," said Sam ardently.

"None of what?"

He closed his eyes, shook his head, looked to Maria. "The snooping, prying, stealing."

"And why should I trust you?"

"Because…because…I'll do whatever you say," he blurted out. "Give me a second chance. Please ma'am." The desperation with which he said those words startled even himself.

Maria placed a hand on the table beside her and looked at Sam, red fingernails tapping the varnished tabletop in quick succession. "Anything?"

"Anything if it means not leaving Rathbone…Isabel," he whispered unable to conceal his need for her.

Maria stopped tapping. "Take off your clothes. All of them."

"What?" said Sam.

"Clothes, off," said Maria. "I've issued an order. Now I expect you to follow it." She folded her arms, stuck out a nylon leg and stiletto heel. "You want me to trust you don't you?"

"Yes, but…"

"Mr Clifford I have guests to attend to," said Maria sternly. "If you're going to waste my time."

Sam untied his bow tie, began unbuttoning.

"Good boy," smiled Maria revealing those perfect white teeth of hers. "Now hurry up."

Tap, tap, tap, went those nails on the table. Off came the shirt, socks, shoes and trousers. Tap, tap, tap. A gulp and a glance at Maria. Down came the boxers. Maria looked him over, wry smile still at her lips as she took from the table drawer the necessary items. She strode towards him, her stride smooth and elegant.

"Down on your knees," she said with such command and authority that Sam didn't question it. Maria quickly fastened the collar around his neck – like she'd done it a thousand times – tugged at the chain leash raising his eyes to hers. "You're going to prove to me that you can resist prying, snooping, looking at things you shouldn't." She snapped the elastic over his head, resting the blindfold on his forehead. "This stays on. Understand?"

Sam nodded. Maria smiled. The blindfold came down.

Cold, hard floorboards beneath hands and knees, the clicking of Maria's heels, the tug of the leash at his neck, a sweet fragrant scent in the air, the sound of female voices growing louder. She led him through the French double doors, across the room and all the way to her throne like chair.

"Vito," said Maria, with a smooch of her lips and flick of her head. The kneeling man – all muscle and brawn – crawled over to the other side of the chair, joining his no less muscular twin. Sam was tugged into position in the spot vacated as Maria sat.

He had no idea how many pairs of eyes had just watched him crawl leashed and naked across the floor. How many eyes were on him now. Two particular pairs of eyes.

Breathe, breathe, breathe.

"Oh, this one's been misbehaving," said Maria, already chatting away to another woman. A tug of the leash pulled him forward.

"Yes, very handsome," came another voice.

A breathy laugh. Sam saw in his mind that wide smile. Those teeth. His cock twitched. There was more chatter, more laughter, more clicking of heels, more stiffening. Sam felt like Maria's prized pooch. That everyone in the room was looking his way. He imagined Charlotte and Isabel. They must have seen him by now, as if his cock wasn't hard enough, it hardened some more as it flexed involuntarily.

"Any accidents down there and you'll be licking your mess up," said Maria.

Sam dropped his head, gritted his teeth, tried to imagine this wasn't happening. Maria's voice zoned in and out of his consciousness. He had no idea how long it had been when she told him to "sit and stay." He heard the click-clack of her heels – and was alone, but not for long.

"Mama(r) tells me somebody's been a very, very bad boy." Isabel's voice cut through his very being like a knife through butter. There was shame, dread, intense desire, and deep humiliation all swirling inside. "Hm?" Isabel gripped his jaw. "Nothing to say?"

"Oh, he's saying something all right," said Charlotte. "Just look how he drips."

Isabel traced a single finger along the length of his shaft. Sam felt like he could burst at the seams. She drew some of his sticky fluid onto a finger, told him to stick out his tongue. He did so, slowly.

"Doggy's need to clean up their mess," she said trailing his juices onto his tongue.

"Such messy things," said Charlotte looking down at Rob leashed at her feet. "Aren't you?"

There was a whimper that made Sam's stomach roll.

"And what are these," said Isabel inspecting the faint scratches on his chest. "Kitty get her paws on you did she?"

Sam made a sound of his own not far off a whimper.

"Well, I'll be doing something about that. Mark my words." She traced a finger over his shaft again. "Snooping, stealing, doing things behind my back. Maybe you aren't a doggy after all, maybe you're a sly fox. Tongue out."

"You know what we do to foxes?" said Charlotte. "We hunt them."

"Oh, he knows," said Isabel, scooping up some more of his juices with a fingertip and depositing it on that tongue one last time, "he knows exactly what happens to sly foxes." She held out a hand without turning. "Clips."

Obedient assistant Tom – quickly placed them on her palm. She clamped the clips onto Sam's nipples – held out her palm again for the small studded ring that was soon squeezed onto his bulbous cock head. Finally, a silver chain connected nipples to cock, cock to nipples.

"Something for you to think about," said Isabel, lightly kissing his cheek. Her soft, soft lips, sent a pulse of pleasure through his body, his cock left oozing more of that pre-cum as to the click-clack of heels and the rattle of leads, Isabel and Charlotte walked away.

Maria shortly returned to his side with an amused glance at his new accessory. She was soon talking away again, breaking off briefly only to tell Sam to stop his moaning. "You were so eager to be here after all."

He shut up. Or quieted as best he could. Stewing in his own private world of pain and pleasure. When his cock softened a little the chain pulled at his nipples. This pain in turn made him think of Isabel and what she had inflicted on him. And with those thoughts he stiffened again. A painful cycle in which body controlled mind, mind controlled body. He was helpless. Unless of course he could walk away from Rathbone, from Isabel. Which he couldn’t.

Gradually the din of female voices in the room grew stronger, the chatter louder. An excited murmur impossible to ignore. Something was happening, even Sam in his stricken state could sense it. He wondered how many women were in the room right now. It sounded a lot.

A tug at his collar. Maria at his ear, "The blindfold stays on. No matter what." Said with such certainty that it would be so, that it sounded more like a statement than an order. Either way, Sam nodded. A finger lightly stroked his chin. "Good boy," she whispered down. The leash at his neck slackened.

A moment later there was the sound of heels and the rattle of chains. There was a muffled groan, a manly groan. There was what sounded like the buckling of straps, the sound of heels coming closer. And an abrupt end to the chatter as the room fell eerily silent.

Sam turned his head to the left spooked, his stiff cock twitching forward yanking at his nipples. He imagined Maria, all satin and smooth nylons and creamy white flesh. And how pathetic he must look beside her so utterly exposed and so clearly viscerally enjoying the privilege. He thought of Isabel and Charlotte, and felt his stomach roll again.

"A sacrifice my lady," spoke a female voice. "To vixen Mahutra and the Goddess of night and her daughter of light."

The roomful of women chanted these words in one voice. Sam felt a shiver run down his spine. Maria nodded, "Proceed."

Heels over the wood floor again, followed by a slap. A loud meaty slap. The slap of a buttock? Maybe. There was that groan again, then something else; a long deep moan. The chanting started again, just a whisper at first, but steadily rising.

The groans and moans of the man, the rattle of chains, the rising chant – Sam who'd momentarily forgotten about the soreness at his nipples and sharp discomfort at his cock, didn't know what to make of any of it. But the blindfold stayed on. No matter what.

If it had been raised he'd have seen a voluptuous redhead in an emerald green dress, her big black strap on thrusting, thrusting into the helpless male bound on all fours to the metal frame. He'd have seen the look of defiance in the man's eye. The look of delight in Maria as she stared directly back. He'd have seen the man lose this mini battle as the thrusts became too much and he closed his eyes. He'd have seen Maria rise and grab him by the hair and force him to look at her.

Instead Sam only heard the chanting, the man's groans and the rattling. A rattling that before long sounded like a runaway train. A rattling that shook the very floor he kneeled on. Sam made to edge back, but the leash at his neck drew tight. A voice, Isabel's voice, "Stay," she instructed.

And he did. Not moving when the rattling reached a crescendo and the metal bench sounded like it was about to carve in two. Not moving when the buckles burst at the seams and the leather straps ripped free. Not moving when all fell deathly silent. Nor when the silence was broken, much to his bafflement by the "cock-a-doodle-doo" of a cockerel in full cry. There was laughter and chatter, and the din of voices quickly resumed.

"I think that's enough fun for you," said Isabel releasing Sam's nipples from the pinch of the clamps, then sliding the studded ring free from his member.

Fun, thought Sam, wincing as the burning after affect took hold.

Isabel tugged at the leash. "Come on."

He was led on all fours back through the double doors, back into the smaller dining room where it had all started. The tight collar was removed, the blindfold lifted. Sam blinked in the light and Isabel of course; mesmerisingly beautiful in that slinky red dress that parted just below the hip, baring enough to tease, without showing much at all.

"You're a slow learner," she said. "Or do you just like being punished?"

Sam was still kneeling, why? The thought to stand had never entered his head. Her up there, him down here, simply felt natural, right. "I…" What could he say, his cock spoke for him. Isabel smiled knowing it so.

"What was that in there? That noise? That…?"

A finger was pressed to his lips. "No questions," said Isabel. She held that finger there a further second or two and then strode towards the French doors. "No more snooping," she said without turning. "I don't expect to have to tell you again."

The doors were firmly shut and the room concealed from prying eyes once more. Sam stayed kneeling, looking at them for a moment longer, before snapping out of whatever spell he was under and scrambling for his clothes.

Sam had a bubbling urge to speak about what had happened. But did he want to explain how he'd found himself at the centre of the party, kneeling by Maria's side. No. And so he said nothing. Not to Graham, not to the junior chefs, not to Chris or Brendon, or even Rob.

Instead he returned to his kitchen duties unable to shake the memory of her soft lips at his cheek, her single finger sending him into meltdown. As much as he tried to resist, she flooded his mind – all thoughts led to her. He waited, waited for one thing and one thing only.


Seven

Sam stood under the cold spray of the shower. Normally it would be intolerable, but these past few days it was the only thing that cooled him, calmed him, brought his body and his arousal under control.

What was happening?

He stepped from the shower, dried himself, wrapped the towel around his waist and walked the corridor back to his room. He was lost in his own little world, eyes on the floor, thinking of you know who, when he shut his room door and turned.

"Somebody need to cool down?" Isabel sat on the bed; palms flat behind her, bare legged in a thin-strapped little black dress. How Sam had dreamt of her, on, in, this very bed, and here she was – and god she looked good. "Well?"

"I um…" Sam paused still trying to process the fact she was here. "Just needed a wash."

"Don't lie to me," she said. "Come here." Sam hesitated. "Come here," she repeated firmly. "I don't bite and I don't scratch."

So that was why she was here.

With a few strides Sam crossed the short distance from door to bed.

"I've brought you a gift," said Isabel, flicking that glossy hair of hers over one shoulder. "You like gifts don't you?"

"Yes my lady," murmured Sam, warily. If he'd learnt anything about Isabel it was that little was as it appeared.

"Sorry, I didn't hear that."

"Yes my lady," he spoke up.

"Something that keeps you in check," she continued. "Something that keeps Kitty out of bounds."

Not a blowjob then, thought Sam. He hadn't spoken a word, but Isabel seemed to read his mind.

"Don't be so vulgar," she said. "Haven't those urges of yours got you in enough trouble already, hm…?" Isabel reached out and tugged at the waistband of the towel. Sam's hands snapped onto it holding it in place.

"Ah, ah." She looked into his eyes with an expression that said you know better than that. Sam released his grip, and with a little tug from Isabel, the towel dropped to the floor. "This attitude of yours is growing increasingly tiresome," she said slapping Sam's hands from his crotch. "I don't expect disobedience from my staff."

"Apologies my lady." He hung his head to Isabel's strappy heels.

"Yes, as you've said before. After the snooping, the stealing, the snooping again. It's not words it's actions I'm interested in. And your actions so far have been atrocious."

Sam opened his mouth about to apologise, quickly shut it.

"Well, I suspect my little present should help change that." Isabel reached out, wrapping thumb and forefinger around Sam's balls, pulled him to her. She retrieved the chastity from behind her back, dangled it from a finger.

Sam attempted to back away.

"Pull away and you'll regret," said Isabel coolly.

He didn't move a second time, her firm grip kept him rooted to the spot. "You've been enjoying your punishments far too much. No more."

In no time his balls were squeezed between the loop of plastic, his penis squeezed into the clear tube, all pushed and clipped together, and finally secured by a mini padlock.

"Nice and snug," said Isabel wiggling the whole sorry device. The gold key dangling from a gold necklace she leant back, palms flat behind her. "Well aren't you going to thank me for your gift?"

Sam looked from it to her, and swallowed. "Thank you my lady."

Isabel smiled and stood. "I want you in the study upstairs in ten minutes. And don't bother putting any clothes on."

A stunned Sam barely had time to draw breath before she'd crossed the room, shut the door behind her.

Why oh why? He tiptoed ever so quietly along the corridor, towel held at his waist. At its end he stopped and peeked out. Footsteps shrunk him back. Butler Giles's footsteps. Sam waited a moment, until the footsteps receded, then crept on, under the huge chandelier, up the stairs, along another corridor. Laughter drifted from behind the closed study door, faint, but obvious to Sam who it belonged to. With a gulp he ditched the towel, pushed open the door.

The large study (more like a mini library) was bathed in natural light by tall sash windows along one wall. Isabel sat on a chair on the far side of the large room, that assistant Tom of hers, naked and collared and on hands and knees at her side. Charlotte perched on the desk beside her in a sleeveless white dress – short and skimpy – showcasing those legs, that lithe body. Her long blonde hair was drawn back into a ponytail accentuating those high Rathbone cheekbones. Both girls had more than a dewy freshness to them, they had a glow, an aura of something…something divine.

They were laughing, laughing at Rob, who knelt, hands out like paws, head reaching to Charlotte's teasing hand. "You want? You want?" She threw the small sponge ball and Rob darted after it, across the study, past Sam to one of the wall of books where the ball rolled to a stop. The girls’ laughter filled the room.

"Less dilly dallying," Isabel called out to Sam, who'd stopped and turned at Rob's pursuit.

He walked on, forcing himself not to cover his crotch, reached the girls just as Rob returned and deposited the ball back in Charlotte's hand. She rewarded him with a little biscuit. "Good puppy," she cooed, stroking his head.

Rob whimpered.

Sam looked to Isabel who glanced at his crotch with a grin. Was it his imagination or did Tom at her side just growl?

"Another doggy here to play?" said Charlotte teasing Rob with that ball again.

"I'm not really sure about this one yet." Isabel fixed her eyes on Sam's. "Still something of the sly fox, but we'll see."

"His chastity certainly suits him."

"It does indeed. Let's hope it teaches him some restraint. Go on," said Isabel flicking her head to the side. "Give Charlotte a better look."

Sam's face was a picture – and yet he walked over, stood while she inspected him, tapping a varnished nail on the plastic cover. She looked to Rob, clicked her fingers. "Up."

He sprang to his feet and for the first time Sam noticed the matching chastity as they stood side by side.

"How hilarious," said Charlotte, rolling between fingers the gold key that dangled from her necklace. "Chastity brothers."

Rob blushed fiercely, neither boy met the others eye.

"Bring back memories," said Isabel stroking Tom's hair. He answered with a bark. Isabel looked to her new trainees – clicked her fingers – pointed to the ground. "Down."

Both Sam and Rob dropped to hands and knees at her command. She walked the two paces to Charlotte, leashed Tom following at her heels. "We're going to play a game of chase and fetch. See if either one of you really is worthy."

What? Sam wasn't chasing after some bloody ball. Was he?

"First to three," said Charlotte. "And no biting."

Biting?

Isabel raised Sam's chin with a finger. "And the winner gets a reward, a very, very satisfactory reward." Sam gulped.

Charlotte tossed the ball up and caught it again. Rob watched it eagerly.

"Three, two…one." The ball was thrown to the other end of the study and, much to his own surprise, Sam took after it like a shot. So much for not chasing after some bloody ball. First sight of it spinning over his head and he was overridden by some primal urge. Just like Rob.

The two were young and fit, athletic and energetic – they collided into each other scrambling to get ahead. Rob reached the ball first, clamping it securely between teeth. And Sam couldn't get it back.

"Good doggy," said Charlotte, giving Rob a good stroke.

Panting, Sam looked up at Isabel. "There's no use looking at me."

The ball was thrown again. And Sam still unable to resist, scrambled after it – determined now. He reached it first this time and brushing off Rob's attempt to claim it back, returned to Isabel who took it from his mouth with a slim smile. "Maybe you are a doggy. Maybe?"

The ball was tossed again and Sam and Rob fought more competitively than ever to claim it. Sam, certain he was about to reach it first, could only watch as Tom scrambled past. (Isabel had unclipped his leash, thrown him into the action). He was fast, real fast, moving with and unnerving dog like gait. Ball deposited back in Isabel's hand he received a pat and stroke. A stab of envy hit Sam right in the solar plexus. Just like it did the second and then third time he and Rob had been beaten in the chase.

"Who's a good, good puppy," said Isabel giving Tom a long stroke that irked Sam no end. "Go wait for me in my quarters for your reward. There's a good boy."

Tom gave a bouncy upbeat bark and crawled on all fours to the door.

Sam couldn't look at him as he passed. What was wrong with him, this was ridiculous – chasing balls, barking. And yet his insides burned to be the one going to that room, waiting for Isabel, claiming the reward that his mind could only guess at.

"Now, what to do about these two losers," said Isabel.

"Excited losers," said Charlotte, flicking the point of her shoe between Rob's legs.

The clear chastity showed his stiff, stuffed and constrained cock, bulging for freedom. And Sam was no different. All that movement and competition had got the blood flowing. Isabel lifted Sam's chin with a finger, again forced him to look at her. "No control," she tutted.

"I know what we can do with them," grinned Charlotte. She whispered something to Isabel's ear and a wide grin spread across her face also.

The two chairs were placed directly opposite each other about ten paces apart. A thin piece of black rope was taken from the desk drawer. Sam gulped nervously as Isabel reached for his balls. He knew better than try and move this time. She expertly looped the rope around them, tied it off and passed the thread on to Charlotte.

"This should be very interesting," said her cousin clasping Rob's balls and repeating what Isabel had just done, "given how desperate you've been to get your paws on me these past two weeks."

The boys were soon kneeling back to back, the thin rope slack on the floor between them. The girls took their seats – crossed their legs.

"You want us," grinned Isabel. "Come get us."

Sam placed his hands on the ground, set off, crawling tentatively. Rob behind did the same. Sam to Isabel. Rob to Charlotte. Within a matter of seconds the rope had lifted off the floor, within a handful more was taut. Each of the boys came to a standstill – teeth gritted – scrotums stretched.

"My, my, would you look at that face," said Charlotte. "Sore? Don't be such a baby."

Rob pushed forward, pulling Sam back a little.

"I did say there's a reward, didn't I?" said Isabel glancing down at her nails. "First to reach us gets it."

Sam looked forward at those heels, those legs, and dragged Rob forward until they were back where they'd started. Isabel looked at that strained face of his. "Well, don't you want it?" She uncrossed her legs, parted smooth thighs, ran a finger over pink panties, over her clit. "Don't you want me?"

Sam heaved forward, but barely moved an inch, though the rope at his balls pulled tighter. Behind him Rob stared between creamy thighs, at lilac panties sunken at swollen lips that were almost visible – almost, but not quite.

"So close, so very, very close," said Charlotte mirroring Isabel's pose, legs spread.

"Maybe I'll let you out of that chastity," said Isabel. "You don't want that?"

"Oh, he wants it. They both want it," said Charlotte.

And that was the problem right there. No matter how hard Sam pulled, Rob pulled just as hard – and so rope stretched, scrotums stretched, neither was going any further.

"You really are testing our patience," said Isabel. She picked up a crop by her chair – tapped the taut rope – forcing both boys to wince, retreat a little.

"I just don't think they want us enough," sighed Charlotte.

Her words couldn't have been further from the truth. But equally matched in desire, the contest was a stalemate. Isabel tapped the rope a couple more times then snapped her legs closed and stood, tutting. "What a pair of losers."

Charlotte pushed back her chair also standing. Hands on hips looked down at the boys, who contest over, scooted back and sunk to the ground.

"All fours," said Isabel to Sam having none of it. She unlooped the rope, slapped him on the ass as she set off towards the door. Sam instinctively followed the click of her heels.

At the door she reached down grabbing him by his cheeks, forcing him to pout. "You're running out of chances to impress me. Now get out of my sight, playtimes over." Her heels clicked away behind him – and stiff cock sore from all the constraining, metal padlock clinking against plastic, Sam crawled on out.


Eight

"What's up with you, ants in your pants?" asked Graham for the fifth time that week. Sam couldn't keep still – he was alert, energised. Any sluggishness, any tardiness had disappeared entirely. Without reply, he continued his chopping or cleaning or stirring. "Well, whatever it is, keep at it," said Graham having noticed the about turn in his character.

To all outward appearances he went about his duties with renewed vigour. Inside he was a wreck. It had been seven days. Seven long full days. And still the call hadn't come. There was still no sign of getting out of this damn chastity. He'd yet to see Isabel since the study, except briefly one night when he'd been on his way to the lodge – hot glass ramekin in his hands. The first flakes of snow had been falling as he'd made his way along the path – halfway had heard giggling, then saw her up ahead. Charlotte on one side, a petite snub nosed girl with a reddish brown bob on the other.

So she was real.

They wore padded jackets, black leggings, sneakers. Isabel hadn't said a word, just swept by him with a twinkle in her eye. Unlike the brown bobbed girl who almost came to a stop as she stared salaciously – like she wanted to pounce on him there and then.

"Come on now Kitty," Isabel had spoken without turning.

Kitty had given him one last hungry smile and followed.

When he'd gotten to the lodge, he'd found Chris flat on his back on the sofa, wrist at his forehead, flushed look on his face. He was in just his boxers – an empty bottle of vodka sat on the coffee table. There was no sign of Rob or Brendon, though the sound of the shower could be heard running. Sam didn't have to see much more to see Isabel's hand in this, whatever this was.

"Everything all right?" he'd asked Chris.

Chris had removed the wrist at his head, glanced at Sam as if he'd been disturbed from deep thought. "Yeah, fine," he'd said croakily. "Just put the stew on the table."

Sam had done so, then looked back to Chris about to speak but had thought better of it. With the distinct impression he wanted to be alone, Sam had headed straight back to the manor.

The snow had fallen heavily over the proceeding days and now lay thick, a white blanket covering the lawns and surrounding grounds. Another night of tossing and turning, dreaming of her, and Sam awoke early to a commotion – something about a trespass, a break in, goods stolen. A pair of footprints led through the deep snow.

Maria's horse was saddled, Isabel's and Charlotte's too. Sam watched from the window as they set off; the pair of big Alsatian's leading the way, picking up the scent. Maria in fur coat atop her big black stallion, crop in one leather gloved hand, Isabel and Charlotte on their mounts flanking her. Sam watched them move on until the whole group was nothing but a dot on the horizon.

"Hm-mm," Butler Giles made his presence known.

Sam turned from the window.

"If I'm not mistaken the kitchen remains operational at weekends. The ladies will be hungry after their hunt."

"Don't you think someone should have gone with them," said Sam.

"A man you mean?"

Sam mightn't have said it, but was definitely thinking it.

"I can assure you the Rathbone women can more than handle themselves. In fact, I rather pity the fools who've had cause to cross them."

Sam nodded and walked on to the kitchen – after his experience at the manor he had no reason to doubt Giles and yet, there was an itch, a deep desire to be out there with them, protecting Isabel should need be.

As a hot roast was prepared, he awaited news of their return. Minutes became an hour, an hour became two. Sam ducked out the kitchen, peered out one of the big sash windows that looked out onto the snowy lawns. After a moment, he glanced those small dots reappearing on the horizon, growing slowly bigger and bigger until he could see them quite clearly.

Maria at the front in her fur coat, cream jodhpurs, knee high boots, looked like some kind of warrior queen successfully returning from battle, daughter and niece at her side. The two ropes trailing from her saddle bound the men's wrists. Except for boxer shorts they were naked.

What had happened to their clothes?

Sam had no idea. Though he suspected the Alsatians barking at their heels might have had something to do with it.

The two men must have been in their thirties, were rough looking with short beards and hairy chests and arms. Maria led them to three wooden poles – no doubt erected at her behest – no more than twenty yards from the manor. There the women dismounted. And as stable boy Nile led the horses away, the men's bounds were transferred to the poles where they were tied in an x position, arms and legs spread eagle – both facing away from the manor, like they didn't deserve the privilege of looking at it.

Maria dusted leather gloved hands, uttered some words to the men, then with Isabel and Charlotte at her side – bags of retrieved items in their grip – strode back towards the manor, loyal dogs following close behind. As they neared Isabel glanced up at a window and Sam ducked away as he scampered back to the kitchen.

The women ate their meal warm and comfortable. The two thieves remained strung up in the cold, their loud shouts and threats gradually becoming quieter before petering out altogether as the hours passed.

It was late afternoon when the Rathbone women crunched purposefully back over the snow. The girls Isabel and Charlotte in their riding boots, black leggings and padded jackets. The collar of Maria's navy blue coat was turned up; it was close fitting and stylish, reached mid thigh. From there down an inch or two of dark skirt, then nylons – those boots – crunch, crunch, crunch. She had retained the gloves from this morning, but had exchanged the crop for something with rather more snap.

"Now," she said keeping it out of sight as she stepped in front of the splayed men. "I believe we have something to say do we not…come on now, speak up." Except for the men's chattering teeth there was silence. "You two really are as dumb as you look. I want an apology and I want one now. And don't think you're getting down until I get one."

"Go fuck yourself," said the slightly stouter of the two men.

Maria let out an amused snort, looked to the second man. "And you?"

"Bitch you get us down right now or I'll, I'll…" He paused searching for the words, face seething red with anger. "I'll, I'll…fuck you over so hard you won't know what day of the week it is."

Maria shook her from side to side, tutting. "Such vocabulary…such potty mouths. Well, we can do something about that. Girls."

Isabel and Charlotte crunched over to the men, were soon behind them with hands on the waistbands of their boxer shorts.

"What? What the fuck?" the men cried out trying to turn, trying to kick out, all to no avail.

Underwear was lowered. The girls returned to Maria's side.

"This is bang out of order," glowered one of the men.

"No, out of order was you two meatheads breaking entry, stealing private property."

"You're dead, fucking dead," spat the other man.

"I thought I was getting fucked," said Maria. "Not that either one of you two twerps could fuck anyone with those things." She glanced down at the men's privates shrunken by the cold. The men glared at her, nostrils flaring, faces even redder with rage.

Maria stepped forward. "Either way I don't respond to threats. Now let's see if we can get another tune out of you boys. Unless of course you want to apologise."

"Fuck you…bitch," snarled one of the men.

"Go to hell," growled the other.

Maria smiled – circled around to the men's rears.

"Hey, get back hear bitch," said the darker haired man trying to turn again, which he couldn't, fully.

If he had been able to he'd have seen Maria remove from behind her back the long leather whip – forked at the tip for maximum pain. He'd have seen her slide it through her leather fingers as she unfurled it, then arc back an arm and with minimal effort draw the whip forward with a snap and then crack as it glanced the darker haired man's exposed behind – a taster.

"Fuuuck!" he cried out nonetheless, pulling, struggling at his binds, though the ropes were tied expertly, the poles securely planted in the ground. He was going nowhere. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"

"Teaching you some manners, evidently."

The wrist was arced back – the whip sent flying – with that same snap and crack landed flush on the second mans rear. A howl of rage, more abuse. Isabel and Charlotte looked at one another and smiled.

Sam peered out of the window with a lump in his throat – wincing at every hit – watching as the men's behinds turned pink, then red, then a raw looking purple. Jesus he thought, reminding himself never to enrage Maria Rathbone.

She ran the whip through her leather hands, looked at the raw bottoms of the men. "All you have to do is say the golden words." The men were quiet. "A simple apology and this ends."

"Fuck you," cursed the darker haired man.

The other man looked at him, threw back his head.

Maria held out the whip. "Not what I was looking for." She flipped the whip back, then, in one quick movement that came from her very shoulder, the whip snapped forward in a flash, hitting its target with a resounding boom of a crack – like thunder.

The dark haired man lowered his head, gasping, every inch of his body shaking. A second passed. Then another snap and stinging crack. This time the second man howled in pain – his cries heard by Sam all the way back in the manor. When the howls finally came to an end, the man dropped his head. "I can't take any more…please, anything…whatever you want…I aplologise…I'm sorry. Just no more."

Maria folded her arms. "So just to be completely clear, you're saying you were wrong to trespass, wrong to steal, wrong to call me a bitch?"

"Yes, yes, yes," he cried out. "All of it."

"And it won't happen again?"

"No!"

"And what about you?"

The other man remained silent.

"Apologise, for fucks sake," said his friend.

With an underarm swing Maria snapped the fork tip of the whip – just a lick against his raw buttocks. Such a little movement, such a big reaction. The howl, the struggle at the ropes, the panting. "Okay, okay, I apologise."

"What was that? Did you say something?"

"I said I apologise."

"Louder, speak up now."

The man gritted his teeth. "I'm sorry for the trespassing and the stealing."

"And the threatening foul language."

"Yes."

"I don't know if I believe you. What do you think girls?"

Isabel looked into the darker haired mans eyes. "I think a few more lashes so they don't forget how sorry they are."

"And just how naughty they've been," added Charlotte.

"What? No!" the man cried out. "You're all fucking crazy."

"There's that potty mouth again," said Maria. "Want to shut it up?"

"With pleasure," said Isabel, taking the whip from her mother. She weighed it in her hand, flicked it back, looked to the raw flesh and leading from the shoulder snapped it forward – hard – with a natural flourish all her own.

The man's cries were the loudest yet – they waited for all to go quiet. Isabel smiled, passed the whip on to Charlotte. She turned to the second man; he was lurching forward trying to get his backside out of range. Charlotte flicked the whip back and with the same natural flair as her cousin – snapped it forward with a crack and boom.

The men sagged in their bounds as the Rathbone ladies boots crunched back over the snow towards the manor.

The crooks were released within the half hour – escorted off site by head groundsman Brian and some of the more burly staff. The two men wouldn't be returning to Rathbone Manor, not if they had any sense.


Nine

Sam lay awake, tossing and turning, hoping tomorrow would be the day of his release. It wasn't.  On his trip to the lodge he found Chris and Rob, but no Brendon. Either he'd packed it in – or hadn't been up to scratch. Nobody seemed entirely sure which it was. And so Sam returned to his room for another sleepless night, his body, his mind, taken over by that built up urge inside – that need – that desperation for her.

The summoning came the very next day. He was given strict instruction to be freshly showered and outside Isabel's quarters at six on the dot. And so that's where he stood, exactly on time, no trace of a days cooking on his freshly scrubbed skin.

Isabel sat at a make up table applying red lipstick. A white shirt rolled at the wrists skimmed upper thighs of bare legs. There were no socks or shoes. Nothing. Sam wondered whether she even had panties on. Maybe that pink pair. Isabel pursed her lips, looked at him in the mirror stand on the table. "Have you washed?"

"Yes, my lady."

Isabel picked up a small brush, dabbed blusher on a cheek – not that she needed any. "Take off your clothes," she ordered.

Sam didn't hesitate. Off came his sweater, t-shirt and then everything else. Truth be told, he was beginning to feel more natural this way. Away from the cloying fabric of his clothes.

Strange.

"Sit," commanded Isabel looking at him again in the mirror. Again there was no hesitation. It was all so instinctive.

Isabel moved on to applying some eyeliner. All the while Sam knelt – in the room where all this started: with the big four-poster bed and the drawers, the panties. How long ago that seemed.

"I bet you want out of that chastity," said Isabel, closing one eye as she applied the eyeliner.

Sam's reply was instant. "Yes ma'am," he said with the same urgency that had crept into his every thought, every action.

Isabel smiled. "From what I understand it's certainly improved your attitude and work rate. And there's been no snooping or stealing or general misbehaving either.

"No ma'am," said Sam. He was breathing heavily now; saw an end to this enforced torture.

Isabel put down the mascara and walked to the end of the big bed – and with every one of those soft steps of her bare feet, Sam felt a pounding desire throb within. Let me out! he could have screamed. She sat down – crossed her legs – three buttons of that thigh skimming shirt were undone, and the chain, the gold key, hung between the curve of smooth breasts.

"Do you think you've learnt your lesson?" she asked playing with the key between thumb and forefinger.

"Yes ma'am," said Sam in a heartbeat.

"Are you going to be a good boy from now on?"

"Yes ma'am."

"A good puppy?"

He looked up at her, knew, somehow just knew what she wanted.

"Ruff!" Sam barked.

Isabel smiled, then took of the necklace. "Come," she said tapping her knee.

Sam scooted to her side in a flash, arms behind his back, crotch presented to her. She reached down and placed the metal key in the mini padlock, with a turn and a click, set him free. Sam breathed in a lungful of Isabel's sweet scent, felt a sudden unrestricted freeness like no other as his semi hard cock was squeezed out from its plastic prison.

"Let's go you," said Isabel striding to the en-suite. Sam followed, crawling on all fours. She already had the bidet running when he came to a stop behind her. "Go on, get yourself cleaned up." Sam looked up at her, like he wanted some privacy. "In you go," she repeated folding her arms.

He scooted forward, lining his cock up with the bidets flowing arc of water. Any hesitation immediately gave way to the heavenly sensation of the waters touch. Foreskin was pulled back. Glands thickened. Sam shut his eyes.

"Clean enough," said Isabel turning off the water with a smirk.

Cock throbbing, Sam followed her back into the main bedroom. Barely had she retaken her seat at the make up table than there was a knock at the door. "Come in," called out Isabel.

Charlotte shimmered in a gold mini dress, long straight blonde hair loose. She strode into the room tugging the leather strap of the leash in her hand; forcing the red faced crawling Rob to follow those open toed heels of hers.

"Darling you look divine," said Isabel as the girls exchanged kisses on the cheek.

"Hello Sammy," said Charlotte patting Sam's head with a smile, before gasping as her attention was drawn to the black sequined dress that hung from the closet. "Oh, I like this. Prada? Versace?"

"Versace," said Isabel casually, like it was just one of hundreds of designer dresses in that closet of hers. She reached up and took down the dress. "Kitty, watch the puppy's whilst I change. And no funny business."

"Moi?"

Sam turned to see Kitty in the doorway; sexy and sleek in a shiny silver vest top, black leather mini, strappy heels. Isabel gave a little snort of amusement, before she and Charlotte disappeared into the adjoining changing room next door.

Kitty's heels crossed the varnished floor. Neither Sam nor Rob looked up; the last thing they wanted to do was encourage her in their somewhat delicate states. "What's the matter puppies?" she said dropping that petite bum of hers onto the edge of the bed. "Nervous?"

The boys looked up – saw that mischievous smile – looked straight back down. Both their cocks hung with a ripe thickness. After all those days in chastity, they were aching, throbbing for release.

Kitty dangled a heel playfully. "I wouldn't be too worried. They're just going to play with you. Isabel and Charlotte, and Zara and Penny, oh, and Felicity."

Sam gulped, his cock twitched. Kitty smiled again, then sunk to her knees in one quick motion and crawled nimbly over to the boys, slowly, agilely, feline like. "And me too of course."

She was almost purring as she sought out Sam. Moving that face – that little nose of hers – from one side of his head to the other.

He felt warm breath; thought she was going to kiss him, but she pulled away within a whisker and nestled her head against his neck, whispered, "You like to be played with don't you?" Sam had a flashback of that petite pert body riding him, biting him, scratching him, licking him. His cock stiffened up. "Thought so," she smiled.

Rob got similar treatment, until satisfied she returned to the bed. She was sat there innocently enough, the two boys on all fours, cocks rock hard when Isabel and Charlotte returned.

"Kitty, what did I tell you," said Isabel.

"What? I didn't touch them."

Charlotte pulled Rob's head upwards by his hair. "That true doggy?" He let out a bouncy bark. "Seems she's telling the truth for once."

"And what about you?" said Isabel placing a single finger beneath Sam's chin, forcing him to meet her eyes, not that she'd have needed to – he couldn't take his eyes off her in that sequined mini dress. "Well?"

He felt an expansion in his chest, a tickle at his throat. "Ruff," he barked uncontrollably.

"I told you," smiled Kitty.

Isabel ignored her and took hold of the leash at Sam's neck. "Come," she said, giving the lead a tug. "My guests are waiting."

Sam followed her shiny heels, her slender legs. And with red faced Rob, crawling to Charlotte's step on one side, Kitty's slinky tread on the other, the group made their way to the dining room.

The girls were waiting with a relaxed nonchalance, drinks in hand. Sam heard gossipy, spirited voices, then a gasp, a titter, and suddenly they were crowded all around – in their mini dresses, with their glossy hair and moneyed glow, with their smooth skinned arms and legs, high heels and perfumed scent. It was all so much, so tantalisingly arousing, and out of bounds.

Not like them.

The boys were petted and stroked, laughed at and commented upon. All in that infantilising doggy speak: "Aww, isn't he cute," said waifish Felicity, all smiles.

"Snooping Sam and Randy Rob," commented Penny, the tallest girl.

"You definitely got the randy part right," added Zara.

Cue another gaggle of laughter.

Throughout, Sam felt a hotness at his cheeks, a relentless throb between his legs.

Finally, the girls dispersed and headed over to the round table with its pristine white tablecloth and sparkling cutlery. Sam and Rob remained on the floor, Isabel and Charlotte keeping hold of their leashes as they sat. Within mere seconds the seven girls were giggling away like it was the most natural thing in the world having two naked males – leashed and collared – on the floor around them.

Not that they got much attention.

A starter was served and then a main, and not once did the clipped accents, the bright spirited voices dull. The smell of the food had Sam drooling, his belly rumbling. Isabel clicked her fingers, had one of the middle aged waiters, "fetch the doggy's their dinner."

The waiter returned and laid two bowls – two doggy bowls – on the floor before Sam and Rob. The food had a meaty jellied look; like real dog food.

"There, there," said Isabel stroking Sam's head. "I wouldn't want you puppy's going hungry." She pushed his head to the bowl and despite its look – not to mention a nagging voice within – he couldn't resist. He flicked out a tongue; found himself enjoying the taste, the flavour, and was soon munching away – just like Rob.

"Good doggy's," said Isabel, returning to her main. The girls exchanged smiles, went back to their conversation.

In no time the boys had licked the bowls clean – returned their gaze back to Isabel and Charlotte. Sam looked at those slender legs, those shiny heels, the conversation at the table but a background noise – he was horny and hard with a pounding need – he couldn't take this any more. He moved forward – not really thinking – inflamed with desire. Before he knew it, he was thrusting, humping those legs.

Isabel slapped him back, "Bad doggy!" She tugged the lead hard as she stood and led him to the corner of the room – tutting, yanked his head up to meet her eye. "No puppy, no…not acceptable."

Sam heard a high whimpering sound and realised it was him.

"You sit right there and think about what you've done." Isabel click clacked away back to the laughing table.

Sam remained facing the wall, beetroot red – cock pulsing.

And he stayed right there for the next five, ten, fifteen minutes. While the main was polished off, while the desert was served and eaten, while the table was cleared of plates and cutlery and the white tablecloth removed. Only then did Isabel look over to him, tap her leg. "Snoopy," she called out.

Sam scrambled to her side in an instant. Naturally. Instinctively. Like a dog would rush to its master. Which Isabel was. She circled a heel, pulled him up onto his knees by the leash. "Has puppy learnt his lesson?"

He glanced down at the heel, at those smooth legs – so close – so irresistibly close; then up at the smiling beaming faces around the table, despite himself, let out a full throated bark. A doggy 'yes.'

Isabel smiled. "Good boy. Now get up here." She yanked at the leash forcing Sam up onto the varnished tabletop. He clambered onto it bemused, confused, still horny as hell.

Kitty giggled observing his thick ripe cock, his plump ball sack. Penny too. And Felicity. And Zara.

"Don't worry puppy," said Charlotte, patting Rob's head, still holding his leash. "You'll get your turn."

If Sam had felt exposed on the floor it was nothing, nothing compared with being up there on that tabletop – all six girls looking his way. Not a single part of him hidden. Isabel clipped off his leash, lay a palm on the table; arched slightly as if something was beneath it. She looked him in the eye, then down at her arched hand – lifted it to reveal a spongy pink ball.

Oh no, thought Sam, already anticipating the chase.

"Oh yes," said Isabel with obvious relish. "We're going to play a little game of fetch. Only we're not going to make it so easy for you." She rolled the ball quickly across the table – so fast it was nothing but a pink blur.

Charlotte trapped it under her hand. Smiled. "Does doggy want his ball?"

That expansion at his chest, "Ruff! Ruff!" Sam barked eagerly.

The ball was slid across the table – Sam gave chase but that pink blur was too fast. Penny had it now. "How much does puppy want his ball?"

"Ruff, ruff, ruff." Three barks this time.

She slung it across to Felicity and Sam careered after it – too slow – again.

Felicity rolled it between her fingers, tapped it against his nose. "Looks like somebody's getting turned on," she said glancing down at his bulging cock below.

Sam followed her eye line to it – could only watch as the pink ball rolled between his legs. Before he could react, Zara held it in her hand.

"You're not very good at this are you puppy," said Zara looking at hot, flushed and horny Sam. "Aww." She gave his chin a good stroke, at the same time sent the ball across to Kitty. Sam glanced at the ball, then at Zara, who simply smiled.

He was dripping now, drooling pre-cum, his cock bone rigid. He wanted that ball.

"Puppy, puppy, puppy," purred Kitty. "What are we going to do with you?"

Sam looked down at the ball in those little fingers – was crouched ready – this was it, he was getting that ball!

"Go get," she purred, pretending to send it one way, but sending it another.

Flummoxed, Sam looked around the table not sure who had it. All the girls were laughing now, laughing at his stupidity, laughing that he'd been so easily tricked.

"Has puppy lost his ball," said Isabel. He sought her out. "I haven't got it." She held her palms open.

Humiliating, Sam moved around the table whimpering for his ball – until finally it flashed before his eyes and he once more gave chase.

And so the game resumed.

Only now Sam was slipping and sliding over his pre-cum, leaking ever more while the girls gleefully teased and tormented him. He just couldn't get that ball.

"Seems you need some more training in fetching," said Isabel looking him in the eye, ball trapped under her palm where it had started. She removed it from the table, lifted in its place a white rectangular box with a neat red ribbon. "I'm not sure you deserve it given your bad behaviour tonight, but the girls have got you a gift."

Zara exchanged a smile with Felicity. Penny leaned forward.

"Who's a lucky boy," said Isabel as Sam sniffed the box warily. Mere mention of the word 'gift' had alarm bells ringing.

She untied the ribbon, lifted off the lid – let him see was his gift was, let him see just what a lucky boy he was.

Motionless, Sam looked down at the butt plug and the long thin swish of rubber connected to it.

"Every doggy needs a tail," said Charlotte. She looked down at Rob, "Don't worry, you'll get yours."

"What's the matter, don't you like it?" asked Felicity.

"Oh, he likes it," said Isabel. "Don't you puppy."

Another tickle at his chest, another, "Ruff."

"Come on," said Isabel. She turned him by his collar. "Ass up." Sam arched his back, buried his face in his arm as he presented that behind of his.

What was happening?

Isabel removed the rubber plug from the box, lubed it with some of his own juices, gave the girls one last wicked smile before easing it into Sam's anus. If he thought he was going to burst before, he definitely could now. His head shot up, mouth open as he tried to breathe. Kitty across from him clapped her hands in delight. Isabel behind gave one last push and it was in.

"There we are, doggy's got his tail." She gave him a pat on his rear and he sunk back to his arm on the table. "Don't be so rude," said Isabel giving his bum a harder slap. "Go and show my guests how thankful you are."

Sam turned and looked back at her. Don't make me do this, his look said.

Isabel was having none of it. "Go on, show us all how much you appreciate your gift."

He swallowed any lingering pride and wiggling that bum of his, wiggled that tail. And the table, the girls, the room – rang out with laughter.

"I think they deserve a better look," said Isabel yanking him forward by his collar.

Sam was soon circling the table that tail of his wiggling back and forth, that cock of his dripping all the more.

"What a good fit," said Penny as he passed.

"I think he makes a fine doggy," said Zara.

He came to a stop in front of Isabel, unable to look at her, a tangled knot of desperate desire pounding within – rippling out to that stiffy of his. She clicked her fingers above his head, brought him on to two knees – arms out, wrists dangling like paws. She had him completely under her control. He knew it, she knew it, the whole table knew it.

"Somebody likes their gift." A single finger lightly brushed up his stiff shaft – over the tip of his now purple helmet. Sam shook and shivered and tensed, the sensation all too much – way too much.

"What's the matter doggy? Oh no, no, no, no." Isabel's voice was playful, chiding, like she was talking to a child, a child unable to control himself.

Provoked, Sam's cock pulsed and spasmed and sent a big load of cum onto the tabletop with a splatter.

There was laughter, giggles. If he hadn't have had his eyes clenched shut, he'd have seen smirking, smiling faces. But he wasn't done there. His cock pulsed and and spasmed some more, uncontrollably blew its top a second time, then a third.

Only once his ejaculation had dribbled to a finish did he open his eyes.

Isabel who had arms folded looked at him with an expression of stern amusement. "Did I say you could cum?"

Sam looked away, a high-pitched whimper coming from somewhere. A yank at the lead and he was forced down.

"Dirty, dirty doggy." Sam tried to pull up – but Isabel scragged his head, pushed him down to the table’s surface. "Eat. Go on."

Sam stuck out a tongue – tasted his salty spunk – winced.

"Aww, puppy doesn't like it," frowned Zara.

"Tough," said Isabel, forcing his head back down, determined he get every last drop.

“Messy puppies clean up their own muck," said Charlotte, pulling Rob's lead towards her. "You're not going to be a messy puppy are you?"

A nervous inhibited bark had the girls giggling again.

"All right, good enough," said Isabel. She clicked her fingers, pointed to the ground. Sam clambered from the table, humiliated. "Kitty, get this messy dog cleaned up and locked back in chastity."

"My pleasure," said Kitty, smiling that mischievous smile.

The last thing Sam heard as he was led from the room, crawling behind Kitty, was the ringing of Isabel's little bell and ordering of one of the waiters to wipe the table clean, before Rob's game of fetch began.


Ten

What can you say after that? What was there to say? Sam returned to his kitchen duties chastened – scarcely believing what had happened. He was Isabel's plaything now, her pet all but in name. And if part of him was desperate to escape, a bigger part of him couldn't resist her. And as the days dropped away that aching need to be at her side only grew stronger than ever.

While Sam struggled with this 'need,' things elsewhere were changing. Chris over at the lodge went the same way as Brendon. Gone. No explanation. That meant only Sam and Rob now remained.

More days passed.

More torturous days.

Then one afternoon, Lady Maria summoned him upstairs.

She sat behind a wide desk – those big Alsatians in the alcove behind her – a piece of white paper laid out on the smooth surface before her. A contract. She said she had business to see to, would be away for several days. That she wanted to have things sorted, that Sam had proved himself a hard worker, that Isabel had taken fondly to him, that all he had to do to make his stay at Rathbone permanent was sign on the dotted line.

Sam looked down at what appeared to be a jumbled swirl of letters and words – could make head nor tail of any of it. His mind was muddled by a full week in chastity, by his need and desire for her.

"On the dotted line," repeated Maria, tapping the paper.

He didn't hesitate, beneath her swirling signature he signed.

"Very good," said Maria, placing the paper in a drawer. "I suspect you're going to be a very welcome addition to the Rathbone household. I know Isabel will be pleased."

"Thank you ma'am," said Sam, cock twitching at the very thought of her.

Maria's rouge red lips curved into a closed smile.

Maria left that afternoon – kissing Isabel and Charlotte goodbye on the gravel forecourt. Burly Vito and Tino in their tight fitting suits were already seated in the Rolls Royce when Maria, elegant as ever in black dress suit, placed her nylon knees together, slipped inside to join them. Butler Giles shut the door and with waves from the girls, the car headed on down the tree-lined avenue.

As Isabel strode back to the manor, Sam ducked from the window he'd been watching from, but not before she'd seen him. She smiled to herself. It wouldn't be long now, not long at all.

Sam got into bed, his breathing heavy, a pounding at his chest, a sense, a feeling…of something on its way. He closed his eyes, slowed his breathing, tried to calm a racing pulse – but thoughts of her crept into his mind, brought another rush of adrenaline. He shook his head, turned over, gradually, only very gradually, drifted off to sleep.

At midnight the steady click of heeled boots jerked him awake. "Hello," he called out into the cold darkness.

Nothing.

He lay back down. Closed his eyes. Only then did he feel her touch.

"Come," said Isabel. "It's time."

The hood of her silk cloak was up – in the semi dark he could just make out the outline of the pert breasts it clung to. She gently pulled him from the bed, placed the collar around his neck, clipped on the leash. It all happened so fast.

Before he knew it he was on all fours, leashed and collared and naked of course. He'd been sleeping naked for weeks now, feeling so hot – just as he did now.

Isabel didn't say anything further, simply tugged at the leash and strode on, heels of those knee high boots clicking once more over the hard stone floor. Sam crawled following – naturally – like it was and would be and had always been so.

Out the servant’s quarters they went, along one of the manors long hallways. In the dining room the large doors out onto the veranda were swung open. Isabel didn't break stride as she stepped out onto the gravel pathway. Sam, hot and horny, didn't slow.

Midway between the manor and the lodge they met Charlotte approaching from the opposite direction; Rob leashed and collared and crawling like Sam. They stopped and turned and under a twinkling night sky, a glistening full moon, looked to a torch lit pathway stretching out into the darkness. Without looking at each other, without saying a word, the girls set off together.

The heat of the torches had melted the snow forming a path – and the carpet of short grass was springy and soft and framed by unmelt whiteness on each side. Sam looked ahead at Isabel's shiny boots, at that long silky cloak – this couldn't be real, surely he was back in bed dreaming all this. The wind whipped the flickering torches but he didn't feel the cold one bit, instead felt a contented warmth from his tippy toes all the way to the hair on his head.

The low rhythmic chant came on the wind like a faint murmur at first. But louder and louder it got – until he and Rob were crawling between the cloaked women; their fiery torches held out before them like offerings to the goddess of light. Single voiced words, fast and excited (impossible to discern) interspersed with the rhythmic chanting as they passed. Sam felt the power of their unseen gazes, the overwhelming power of their words and concentrated on Isabel's boots.

The tunnel of cloaked women funneled them into a grassy green space, which, but for the gap they entered through was encircled by flames. As soon as they'd entered it one of the cloaked women swiped her torch over the ground, completing the fiery ring.

Isabel and Charlotte came to a stop. The boys came to a stop with them. The girls turned, lowered their hoods. Isabel spoke. "Goddess Mahutra, the daughter of light calls on you this dark night."

The cloaked women who had now encircled the fire, talked in hushed animated tones, "She calls! She calls!"

"Volva von tortra celeste," said Isabel. "Come, come…"

Whipped by the wind the circle of flames crackled – the cloaked women fell silent. Isabel flicked back her head, closed her eyes, parted her lips, moaned slightly. A shiver. A warmth. Her eyes opened and momentarily they were bluer than ever. She reached out a hand to Charlotte. The two girls brushed close, then kissed passionately. The boys, still on all fours, watched transfixed, cocks beginning to swell in their chastity’s.

Isabel and Charlotte finally separated, looked to the boys, their pets all but in name. Silk cloaks were parted – creamy white skin, nubile bodies, neat, beautiful labia revealed. Leashes were yanked, the boys brought forward.

Isabel ran a finger up her boot, up a smooth leg, along an inner thigh – all the way to those pink perfect lips. "Lick," she commanded.

Sam didn't need a second invitation. Neither did Rob in regards to Charlotte. Both boys licked and licked, in long fast strokes tasted the honey dewed sweetness of their mistresses, their wet juices that soon dripped freely down their chins and onto their chests – onto those straining cocks.

Isabel and Charlotte glanced over at one another, smiled.

"Enough." The boys were pushed back onto their haunches – tongues hanging loose they were drooling, panting, slobbering messes.

"Roll over, on your back," said Isabel.

"You too," said Charlotte to Rob.

Sam felt the bouncy lawn beneath him, became aware of the low hum of the encircled women. Isabel's sweet touch was soon at his crotch. Chastity's were unlocked and squeezed off with a sticky squelch. Both the boys’ erections sprung free, eager to please. Sam looked forward to Isabel, who standing between his splayed legs let her silk cloak fall to the ground. Only the gold necklace and key, and black boots remained.

She was mesmeric. Divine.

She reached down – took hold of Sam's shaft – and crouching slid him inside her. Ohhh…the feeling! He tossed his head back, dug his fingers into the grass for grip to hold on.

She clenched around him, tight, so tight. Then slid up and down his slick cock, slowly at first, but gradually increasing the tempo. She rode him just like Charlotte rode Rob – in sync – like they were connected by some invisible thread. By now the hooded women were circling and chanting…faster and faster, louder and louder. Above Sam, the starry night sky seemed to spin – the flames around him became nothing but a white-hot streak of light.

Back in the manor, Tom watched and remembered. Kitty watched also. And stable boy Nile. And a few others too.

Sam looked to Isabel. She and Charlotte had reached out to one another and were kissing, kissing! Pert breasts and creamy white skin glinting in the firelight. The girls parted and moaned, and at one downward thrust the damn broke.

Sam's vision blurred as he teetered over the edge of ecstasy, as the world fell off its axis. As everything, everything was consumed by a rushing darkness…

The golden haired dog blinked back at him. For a moment he had the strangest feeling he was looking at his reflection. But how could that be?

The dog let out a loud bark – and Sam responded in turn. An expansion inside and then, "Ruff," louder and more realistic than ever. The sound confused him, just like it seemed to have confused the dog opposite.

A hand at his side and Isabel crouching. "Good boy," she said stroking him. (It felt good, really good). Just like the smell of her flowery scent at his nostrils.

She fastened the collar around his neck, clipped on the lead. By now he'd seen Charlotte doing the exact same thing to the dog beside him. He felt like he should remember something – know something – but the thought evaporated as quickly as it had come.

"Come on, puppy," said Isabel, tugging on the leash, "back to the manor for dinner." He followed on over a circle of singed ashen grass, following Isabel's black boots and flapping cloak. Just like the other doggy followed Charlottes – tails wagging behind them contentedly.


Eleven

"All right, that's quite enough," said Isabel, pulling apart the two dogs nipping playfully at one another.

"Looks like someone's pleased to have a companion," said Charlotte.

"I don't know about that, I think Tommy got rather used to getting all my attention."

He looked up at her with a whimper, just as the boot door slammed shut and Giles loaded the last of Charlotte’s belongings into the BMW.

"It's been a pleasure," said Charlotte embracing her cousin. "And thank you for the puppy. He'll come in very handy."

"If he proves troublesome don't hesitate to send him back for more training."

The two girls looked down at Rob, who stared back up, wide-eyed and whimpering.

"I think I'll manage to keep him check."

I'm sure you will, thought Isabel smirking.

"Goodbye Sammy. Goodbye Tommy," said Charlotte, giving the two dogs a good stroke.

"Say goodbye to auntie Charlotte," said Isabel.

The two dogs barked bouncy upbeat barks. Charlotte and Isabel exchanged a meaningful glance, before they embraced one last time with kisses on each cheek and Charlotte slid into the back of the BMW – her leashed and collared puppy Rob, clambering onto the leather seat beside her. Giles closed the door with a slight bow, and the chauffeur driven car drove out the gravel forecourt – onwards along the avenue of trees.

Isabel had already set off striding over the gravel, tugging a leash in each hand when Giles spoke. "Ma'am the workmen for the hunting lodge are expected at eleven, I expect you'll want them sent to you for appraisal."

A smile played at the edge of Isabel's lips. "Indeed. But first I'm taking my puppies for walkies." The two dogs hurried on at her side, beside her boots, beside their mistress, beside their owner.
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