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 The Story

 



She peered around the gate into the courtyard as the coach drew up. Unless ordered, she wasn’t supposed to be seen at the front of the house, she risked a whipping if she was. She watched him climb out and turn to hand down a girl. Like Daphne, the girl was a peasant. She had dark, almost black hair where hers was auburn, Daphne caught sight of eyes that were brown, lustrous and languorous, whereas hers were green and sparkling. The new girl’s waist like any respectable girl’s, though respectable was a word she herself most certainly couldn’t use any longer, was tight corseted. If her waist was not as small as hers or her breasts as big, that was understandable. They were full and well rounded, though, just how the master liked his women. She was very pretty, would this mean she’d get less of the master? She felt a surge of jealousy. No he would make sure all his maids were well-serviced one way or another. It was part of his power and his pleasure. No, he would ensure she was content and anyway, she was special. She looked down at her own breasts and smiled with satisfaction.

“Daphne! Daphne! Where the devil are you, girl?” Training made her want to run quickly to him but if she did he would suspect that she had been spying on him and if he thought she had, she would feel the switch. Carefully she counted slowly to ten, un-tucked her skirts and let them fall so her petticoats were covered then ran through the door and into the courtyard. As she had been summoned, it was allowed.

“Ah! There you are, Daphne. This is Juliet. She is going to become a maid and I want you to look after her and teach her.” The girl called Juliet looked at Daphne and saw someone in clean serviceable clothes not dissimilar to those she wore although hers were considerably more worn and rather grubby. Daphne in turn saw a girl slightly shorter than her, with a heavily corseted waist that made her feel envious and with breasts under her fine lace and linen that mounded in her corset like large fat doves in a nest. 

“Yes, Master.”

“Sort out some better clothes for her as well.” 

“Yes, Master. Master forgive me but I will need help shortly.” She raised her bowed head and flashed her green eyes at him and saw that he understood. 

“Whilst she’s bathing, come to my room and we’ll sort you out.”

“Yes, Master!” Joy filled her head, he might have referred her to the housekeeper but he hadn’t and she felt smug and happy.

Juliet’s big brown eyes went even bigger when she was taken into the wash house that all the servant girls used. In the cottage she had shared with her parents and three younger brothers, water was drawn from the river and when it was wanted hot it was boiled in a large kettle on the fire. This tiled room had three baths in a row and each had as much hot and cold water as you wanted for the turn of a knob over a spout. In addition, at the far end of the room there were cubicles with nozzles overhead with water that sprayed down at the turn of another tap. 

“We bathe every day here, sometimes twice if we’re serving the master specially.” If anything Juliet’s eyes went wider still. She said nothing, what could she say? It was all so different! She wondered though if all this washing was good for a person. After all, didn’t too much washing wear out the linen? She looked down at her shabby, grubby white linen and for the first time in her life felt shamed. It didn’t help that every scrap of clothing she wore was thrown into a basket for burning later. By this time, though, the bath was full of water.

“Get in and soak. If it’s too hot or too cold, just add more hot or cold water as you like. I have to go to the master. There’s soap and a scrubbing brush. I want to see you as clean as a new-born baby when I get back. Don’t get out of the bath, I’ll have to check you.”

Daphne looked in the mirror and pushed some stray hairs back in place. She was eager for her master and ran through the house and up the servants’ stairs to his bedroom. He sat reading, jacketless, shirt sleeved and breeched alone, his muscular form still managed to look elegant and her pulse beat hard in her neck as it always did in anticipation. 

“Are you full, girl?” 

“Yes Master, achingly full.”

“You should have spoken to Madam Dedoigne.”

“I was hoping you would want to ease me yourself, Master.”

“Is it worth the discomfort?”

“Oh yes, sir!”

“Then we had better be at it, didn’t we, girl?” She knelt before him and reached for his breeches. She looked into his eyes and saw consent there and undid them and folded back the flap. His cock was thick and tumescent. Daphne’s mouth watered and she lifted it in and allowed her tongue to stroke its length and watched it stiffen to full erection. She wanted to eat it but the ache was almost painful now. Quickly she gathered her skirts and petticoats, exposing her gartered stocking tops and bare crotch. His maids were peasant girls and knew nothing of the under garments that whores and ladies wore. She was wet and loose lipped with arousal and he sank into her like a hot knife into butter but it was she that was hot and as soon as she had taken his thick rigid length, her well-trained muscles went into spasm and gripped it hard. 

Her tight cinched waist was hard under his hands and his fingers could almost close around it as he held her firmly to still her movements. Removing the blue scarf she wore around her neck, he untied her bodice. Daphne’s white breasts with their big purple teats almost exploded. They were swollen hard and the rings that prevented her leaking bit hard into her fat teats. Carefully he released the first, ensuring he caught the first jet of milk in his mouth before removing it completely. How he suckled and how she came! 

Daphne wanted to pump up and down on him but felt his strong, iron hard grip on her tiny waist stopping her, all unconscious of how her own inner muscles gripped and worked him. 

“Now your other breast.”

“Would master like my other hole!”

“Would you like it there, girl?”

“Oww yes sir!” His cock was drenched with her cream and, hiking her gathered skirts and petticoats even higher, she used her other hand to guide his cock to her butt. She was tight but not so tight as to make it difficult for him to enter there, she had long learnt accept his cock though she groaned as she took his full fat length. It was with pleasure, though, and when his fingers released her other teat and he began to suckle, she thought she would die with the pleasure of it. 

When at last he had stripped her breast he saw with pleasure how her pussy, so long depilated with the sugar solution that it scarcely grew at all now, still gaped and fluttered as she squirmed her bottom down harder yet on his shaft. “How long have you been with me now, Daphne?”

“In a month it will be three years, master.” 

“And how old are you now?”

“N-nineteen, I think, sir.”

“ Mmmm! I have grown extremely fond of you, Daphne.” She could feel his cock still hard and deep in her bowels and she leaned back to take it deeper still. His fingers began to stroke her and she trembled. “But I think that I need to find you a husband.” 

“I would have starved if you hadn’t taken me in, master, I think it unlikely that any other man would be as generous as you and want me as a wife.”

“With the dowry I can give you I don’t think you will have a problem.” Her petticoats were high enough so that their joining was fully exposed to his view and he could see as well as feel her squirm. 

“I would rather not be sold into marriage so, master, knowing that I was only wanted for the money. I would rather stay with you.”

“What and wear my mark and take the metal like Madam Dedoigne?”

“Oh yes sir! Oh yes!” She was working him harder than ever and coming as she did so, her cunny giving cream as she did so, there was no doubt in his mind that she found the idea pleasing.

“Well, perhaps then I should dry you up. Three years in milk is a long time.”

“My Aunt was in milk with my cousin for five years and it did her no harm. Are my breasts so displeasing to you, master?” He looked down at her big breasts, though drained of milk they were still full and shapely. The skin was seemingly made whiter by the contrast with the dark purple of her teats and the fine dusting of blue veins under the skin.

“No indeed, Daphne. All right. I will consider what is best to do. In the mean time you must think on what you are saying. Once marked as mine there is no going back.”

“Oh yes, master. Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh yeeees!”

 

Juliet was still in the bath, just on the point of falling asleep when a dishevelled looking Daphne came back. “Stand up and let me examine you.” Her long thick dark hair was wet and when she was ordered to stand it came down to the top of her bottom. Juliet felt Daphne’s hands checking her in the most intimate manner and she jerked and blushed but was too afraid of this new world she found herself in to object. “All right for a start but we’ll check you again when we’ve done your hair.” Daphne pulled the plug from the bath, allowing the now grey water to flow away. She gave Juliet a large white towel, to Juliet it felt amazingly soft, then with it wrapped around her, went from the wash house into a room that seemed filled with femininity.

“Lay down on that couch with your arms above your head.” Juliet complied. The depilation involved a lot of squealing, writhing and fighting. Daphne had the experience, confidence and cane to overcome all resistance. Obedience or corporal punishment was lesson Juliet had learnt at an early age from her father. Her mother had not been immune from his heavy leather belt either and all had taken his authority as being natural and correct. Afterwards, her bottom now criss-crossed by half a dozen red lines, she was made to take a quick shower to remove any loose hair and sugar residue. Dry again, she was led to the guard-robe and given clean linen, a nearly new corset, clean overskirt and silk stockings. She had never had such new clothes but it was the light blue silk stockings that had her round eyed. Silk stockings were the prerogative of ladies and whores, as were bloomers but as Juliet nor any of the other maids were considered either of these, she wasn’t issued with any.

“I am Madam Dedoigne and you will call me madam or mistress.” Madam had possibly the largest breasts Juliet had ever seen. She had green eyes to go with her vibrant red hair and the whitest of skins. “I hope, girl, that I am going to find you hard working, obedient and cheerful in the execution of your duties.” Juliet gave an awkward bob of a curtsey. Daphne had brought her to the large main kitchen to be inspected by the cook housekeeper.

“Y-y-yes, Madam. I am not afraid of hard work and I will try to behave.” 

“Good. The red corset and the beige skirt suit her well, Daphne.” She turned back to Juliet “Now lift your skirts and show me that you are now clean and tidy as we demand.” Reluctantly Juliet lifted her skirts high enough to show her garter tops. The blond heavily corseted woman in her tight bodiced black dress, one that displayed the fact that her breasts were large, high and thrusting, walked slowly around Juliet, noting legs that had been made firm and shapely by hard peasant labour. “Higher, girl, all the way! I must see everything!” Blushing but feeling that half a dozen stripes was enough, even for a girl as inured the switch or belt as she was, she raised her skirts and petticoats until the very edge of her corset showed. Madam viewed the firm bottom cheeks and gently rounded belly. “I hope the stripes your bottom bears does not indicate you are both untruthful and disobedient, Juliet.” 

“It was all so strange, mistress, I was frightened.” A slim cool hand checked the smoothness of mound and labia. Juliet stiffened as it lightly brushed the hard button that gave her pleasure when alone in bed at night and blushed deeper still. 

“Good, very good. Acceptable.” 

“Thank you, mistress.”



“Not what I might say of you, Daphne. Have you a reason for your disarray? I would not like to switch you without due cause.” 

“I had to go for service to the master, madam. I would have tidied myself but thought it better to wait until you had spoken to me.” Daphne’s green eyes challenged the cool grey one that sat wide and calm above high cheekbones and full red lips. 

“I see. I suppose it is understandable, however, you really should tidy yourself as soon as the opportunity presents itself.”

“In the light of past practice, I thought it better to come to you first, Madam.”

“Ah yes, I see. Juliet, collect a hairbrush from the annex and go into the kitchen garden and brush your hair until it’s dry. I will assign you duties when it is. Wait there until I call you.” Both waited until Juliet had gone then Madam spoke again. “Sit on the table, Daphne.” The kitchen table was large and well-scrubbed. Daphne obeyed and, without being asked, drew up her skirts and petticoats as high as moments before Juliet had. Her legs dangled down and she rested back on her hands and looked with hot eyes at Madam Dedoigne, who kicked a stool in front of her and sat upon it. Daphne’s eyes were hot and eager as that cool controlled face was pushed into her cunny and her head went back as a tongue hit her clit. In short order she began to moan with pleasure. Madam supped rather than gorged on the ripe cunny laden with seed and arousal juice but at last she paused, her pointed tongue licking cat-like her full strawberry red lips, savouring the last of the dish she had lapped. “So you want to remain here?” 

“Yes, madam.”

“His mark is for life, Daphne, you know that?”

“Yes mistress. Uh! Uh! Uh!” Fingers were spreading her wide and the tongue delving deep even as the mouth suckled.

“And when you take his metal it hurts so much!”

“But you took it, Madam.”

“It was what I wanted and needed, to be owned completely.”





“It’s what I need too –o-o-ooo!” Fresh spurts of arousal were washing out the last of master’s seed and the taste of Daphne was pure on Madam’s tongue now. She continued for a minute or so longer, revelling in the power that she had over the girl.

“If that’s true, Daphne, you will find the pain sweet and fulfilling.” Her tongue flicked out a last time and sweet Daphne moaned a last time.

“I think there is still some milk in my breasts, mistress, would you like to sup from me?” She had opened her linen in anticipation. When Madam Dedoigne stood and took each fat teat in her mouth in turn and suckled gently for a few moments, it was deeply satisfying for them both. For Madam it was part of the build up to that which she would give unstintingly to her master at some time in the, hopefully near future, and for Daphne it was like the pat or caress that said she had done well. 




Juliet sat on a stool, her long hair hanging thick, lustrous and shiny. As she brushed, it rippled like liquid silk. A feeling of well-being filled her. When the coach had stopped, she had thought it was for her oranges even though she knew her looks were often the honey that attracted the customers, as her father had realised they would. Out of the corner of her eye she had seen her father move in to serve, he was of a type never to trust women to so anything other than look pretty and, after marriage, act as cook and housekeeper whilst bearing children. She knew that he often put off the customers that stopped and she could have sold more but to tell him so would earn her a sound whipping with his belt.

He hadn’t put the customer off this time, for it had been she that was seen as the commodity. It had taken all of fifteen minutes for him to sell her in to service. She might have been Ignorant, naïve in the ways of the world but Juliet wasn’t stupid. She knew that she had been sold into virtual slavery and accordingly was frightened. She sat in the coach across from the man who was now her master and took in his strong well-groomed form. Was he likely to be kind or cruel? She was like a little mouse trapped in a beam of light, afraid to say anything or even move. 

Daphne of the fair face and light auburn hair had reassured her. Of course the bathing, the depilation and the showering had been new and amazing, in parts frightening. Being switched when she made too much of a fuss hadn’t been pleasant but she had received far worse from her father. Now as she brushed her thick hair again and again she was conscious of herself as never before. The style of dress was no different from that she had worn all her life: linen shift, corset, petticoats, skirt and stockings. Like most peasant women, she only wore a bodice over her corset on special occasion. No, it was that she felt so clean and the fine linen of her petticoats slid over her depilated legs like silk and the silk of her stockings was sensual to a degree she had never experienced before. Of course the corset was very tight but that made her feel grown up and the awareness of both her freshly denuded cunny and, strangely enough, her switched bottom made her feel womanly. 

Her hair wasn’t properly dry but she was getting restless so she took the comb and pins from the pocket in her dress and began to twist it up into a large fat bun on her head. She couldn’t see what she was doing but then she only had a cracked mottled glass to see in at home and rarely used it. Juliet wasn’t confident enough to go back in the kitchen after being told wait until she was called but she was getting bored. There was a large window that lit the kitchen but it was quite high and awkward to get at because of shrubbery. She eased herself past them and by standing one footed on a convenient bole was able lean to the side and peek into the kitchen. 

Daphne and Madam were bosom to bosom and kissing! Their tongues were licking out and touching too and she could clearly see that both had their hands through slits in their skirts and were touching and gently stroking each other! They stopped and she could clearly see their hands withdrawing. She saw Daphne turn towards the door and in an effort to get down almost fell off the bole and out of the bushes. She had just straightened and brushed away a few stray leaves when Daphne came out of the kitchen door. 



“You’re to work in the kitchen with Madam today. She’s waiting for you. Better get in there.” With this she walked away. 

It was a strange to clean, peel and chop vegetables as she imagined what it would feel like to kiss another woman. What it would it be like to be bust to bust with Madam and be kissed by her? Juliet had never even kissed a boy yet. Well, there had been Mario who had kissed her but before she even had time to consider returning the peck father had caught her and beat her. Vin, her youngest brother, had once tried to investigate her bottom as she had bent to weed the field but she had slapped him hard and he had lost interest in finding the precise differences between man and woman as against bull and cow. What was it going to be like working in this strange luxurious house? Was she going to become a whore? She remembered her father taking the purse. “It is for the family, Juliet. Be a good girl and do anything the gentleman asks you.” He had repeated the, “Anything!” and she had known he knew exactly what he was selling her in to and suddenly she hadn’t cared. She supposed he loved her in his way but it had been her brothers that were the important ones for him, they could work hard on the farm. There had been no real love on the farm since her mother died, only casual brutality if she had not done exactly as he commanded at all times. 

Madam stood with a hand resting on Juliet’s hard corseted waist. Over her black dress Madam now wore a gleaming white apron tight around her small waist, cap, and protectors on her sleeves. The light bouncing from the brilliant white apron covering her jutting breasts seemed to reflect light upwards, showing her high cheekbones off to advantage and making her green eyes gleam. With her lush red hair dressed in black and white, this woman looked vibrant. 

“Cut the beans into finer strips,” she said, gripping the hand in which Juliet held the knife. She showed her the size she meant. The hand lingered and for a moment Juliet contemplated that same hand sliding into her skirt pocket, through the slits in her own petticoats and on to her bare flesh, She trembled but it wasn’t an unpleasant fear, she wasn’t quite sure what the feeling was.

 

Marina sat on the wall, the heat from the stones percolating through the thickness of skirt and petticoats. The warmth was comforting to her cunny, it made it feel fat and fruity, the padded hardness giving her a delicious sensation as she shifted against it. She looked around. The path by the lake was empty. She could see the village in the distance and the spire of the church she was half-heartedly making her way to but not a soul was in sight. The thought of what was in her apron pocket made her rock a little harder on the wall. She had borrowed it from one of the bedrooms and had used it before but only when playing games or entertaining one of the master’s guests. Today, though, on her day off, it was all for her own pleasure. After a quick look around to ensure she was still alone, she slipped her hand in the capacious apron pocket. The phallus was wrapped in a napkin to disguise its shape; she disentangled it and pulled it out. She quickly slipped it into her pocket, through her petticoats and nuzzled it up against her damp, heated love lips. It slid in easily and she gripped its hard length and began to rock with renewed vigour.

Tight and snug in her corset as though it were a giant powerful male fist that held her body, Marina rocked a long time, enjoying the heat of the day as well as the heat of arousal. She reached a plateau in her motion and arousal and made no attempt to speed up. She had the whole day and wanted the sensations to go on for a long time. She thought of Joseph the coachman who had indicated that he wanted to make her his wife. Joseph was a fine looking man and a vigorous and considerate lover but she wasn’t sure she wanted to marry him. Marina liked the life, the fine house, the fine food and with all the maids striving to please the master, the work was light compared with her father’s farm. Joseph was a vigorous lover though and she gently increased her rocking, unaware of the low melodious moaning she was making. Unbidden, the picture of Daphne came into her mind, her white creamy skin, her lush laden breasts with their big suck-able purple teats. How Daphne loved to be suckled and to be fucked! It was a secret that all the girls knew, except perhaps the new maid Juliet, that Daphne wanted the metal and the mark, just like Madam Dedoigne. She wondered if, after another year or two and she hadn’t given in to Joseph’s entreaties, she could ever consider the final step and become irreversibly the property of the master. Her squeezing and rocking increased slightly. She could understand Daphne’s choice, though she wondered at the acceptance of the inevitable pain involved. Not that she hadn’t experienced pain in loving herself but a whipping or a spanking or even the discomfort of being tied in some joint straining position was nothing to this. She thought of being strung from the beam, her legs spread wide and two friends of the master using her back and front. Her joints had been in agony but she had come and come again!

Marina contemplated the pleasures and the duties of her role. The fine linens, the clothes, the comfort of the house, the good food, the other girls, and especially the men! Her hands went to her tight corseted waist to confirm its hard stricture and then squeezed her full breasts that were stretching the clean white linen taut. She wriggled and squeezed the phallus inside her deliberately now and milked the pleasure. She felt wonderfully hot and not just from the sun. “Haaah!” She hadn’t come yet but the phallus that she was milking and squeezing as she sat, squirmed and rocked was a slow and constant pleasure. She ought to continue her walk to the village. She had been brought up to go to church regularly though in truth it was now habit rather than any feeling of need. The church was moral but boring and its morals were no longer hers. No, she decided, she wouldn’t marry Joseph. Their relationship was physical, it could continue, he had a fine body, but she didn’t want him alone above any other. 

In the distance she saw a figure come into view. She couldn’t quite see who it was yet but it was clearly no servant or peasant and from that direction it was clearly a guest of the master’s. Quickly she removed the phallus from her juice filled cunny and re-wrapped it in the napkin before he got close enough to see or guess what she was doing.

 



He had seen her sat on the wall to the side of the lake as soon as he came around the curve in the path. He couldn’t see which of the maids it was at this distant but guessed she was one from the house. As he neared his guess was confirmed. Her linens were spotless white, her skirts and apron clean, her corset extremely snug and tight and her bosom full to overflowing. Closer still he recognised her as Marina, a maid he had noted but yet to speak to. 

“Good day, miss. A fine day!” He was stocky, just above middle height and with curling dark hair, a leather satchel over one shoulder which he put down by the base of the wall.

“Yes sir, fine indeed.”

“It’s Marina, isn’t it?”

“Yes sir, and you are Master Charles.”

“Ahh! We have noted each other. A fine way to start a friendship.”
“Can a friendship start between maid and master, sir?” She was above middle height for a girl and seated on the wall was on a good level for him to observe. She had a face that was fine of complexion and refined of cast, the slight curve too her nose saving her from being too trite a beauty by adding character to it.

“Well, as you are away from the house and it is a Sunday, I would guess that you are on your day off. On days off there should be neither master nor maid but only friends.” 

“Friends?” she said, feeling and sounding coquettish. 

His hand went to one ankle. One sandal had slipped off and her ankle was slim in his grasp. “Friends - and perhaps more on such a fine day - if willing and wanting.” He could see her neck was flushed and her pupils dilated. 

Marina felt her pulse quicken. It was indeed her day off and she did feel hot and ready. So few words and already she wanted this man or rather wanted this man to use her. In the house she was expected to please any of the guests that required her service. She had the right to say no or make an excuse if she found a person too repugnant. Too many no’s, though, and she would be asked to leave as not being suitable for the master’s service. It was also a fact that on her day off no girl could be expected to service a guest. 

“Friendship is always pleasant,” she said. He looked her in the eyes and they both smiled. His hands lifted her skirts and petticoats and folded them neatly and deliberately back as far as they would go, exposing her legs in their white silk stockings. Automatically she had uncrossed her ankles as he did so, revealing shapely calves clad in silk stockings held up by ribbons tied just above the knee, leaving her equally shapely thighs bare. In the shadow of the folded material he could see her sex, plump, succulent and slightly agape, her lower belly gently curving because of the stricture of her corset. He knelt on the satchel he had placed by the wall, which made his head at just the right height, His nose was filled with the smell of clean fresh linen and scented soap but even more the smell of woman. Her thighs were silken on the sides of his head and when his tongue licked out he found her clit already erect and hard as a fresh bean. 

“Oh! - Oh! Ooohh!” Her hands went to his dark head to hold him into her as well as to steady herself on the wall. He took a long time enjoying her cunny, teasing her lips and nipping them with his teeth, gnawing gently at her tiny bud. She welled with juices and he sucked and lapped them all as she came again and again. “Oh! - Oh! - Oh! - Oh!” At last he kissed her inner thighs and stood. The height was perfect for them and his cock, freed from his breeches, slid in easily. She colluded with his actions by wriggling a little nearer the edge of the wall and spreading her thighs in welcome. He went hard home and her clit was ground between their pubic bones, his cock finding that special place within her. “Oh! - Oh! - Oh! - Oh!” She felt incapable of saying anything else. He started to move in her but she found her voice at last. “No! Don’t move!” He stilled and she began to squeeze and work him with her inner muscles. It was sensation like no other, it was the reason Joseph wanted her as his wife, the looks of a lady, the body a houri, the inclinations of a whore and those muscles of a sexual athlete of the first order. She seemed to ripple down his cock, wring it and work it with only the slightest movement of her body evident. His hands were at her bodice now and he undid the ribbon holding it closed. Seated as she was, the corset put upward pressure on her breasts and they burst free of her corse,t exposing her well-developed teats. Her hands were back on his head to steady herself as he suckled hard. At that moment, it was as though the pleasure were an electric current that passed between clit and tit, lost in a haze of fulfilment she wished that her breasts were laden with milk for him to suck as Daphne’s were. Suddenly the control he prided himself on deserted him and he shook violently as he came, triggering a massive orgasm in Marina as his seed scorched her and she too came.

Slowly at last he withdrew. Her sex remained agape and their mingled juices trickled from her. The napkin was the only thing she had to wipe herself with, forgetting the phallus wrapped inside.

 “What’s this?” 

She giggled. The place she worked, their lifestyle and their recent congress made shyness ridiculous.

“A girl needs comfort on her day off and the service at the church promised to be boring. It mostly is.” 

He took the phallus. It was ivory, heavy and beautifully carved. 

“Well, I can’t have you bored. You will spend the rest of the day with me. I have a picnic in my satchel, bread, wine cheese, chicken and fruit. More than enough for two. But it seems to me that you have been naughty in borrowing your master’s belonging.” He eased the ivory phallus into her cunny and she gasped because of her heightened sensitivity and her continuing arousal. “You must keep that in place until we reach our picnic spot. If you drop it you will be whipped.” He smiled as he lifted her from the wall, setting her gently on her feet so as not to jolt the phallus from her; that would have been cheating. Freshly fucked and, so far as he was concerned, temporarily satiated, she hadn’t said that she was willing to go with him but he was masterful and she was a girl who liked being mastered. 

“Yes sir.” Her skirts and petticoats had dropped down and now she knelt on the path, took his still semi-erect penis into her mouth and sucked and cleaned him to a new rigidity. “And I must ensure you’re ready for me when we arrive.” 



It was twenty minutes later that they passed another guest of the house walking from the village. He tipped his hat to Marina and the men exchanged nods. The man watched as they sauntered arm in arm towards the trees, admiring the slow roll of her hips as she disappeared into the greenery. God, what a piece! She even moved as though she had a cock in her! His cock went rigid and he increased his pace towards the house. Some little maid was going to benefit from his arousal this morning. 

 

It had been two weeks since she had been brought to the house. No attempt had been made to conceal the games the other maids were regularly involved in. They seemed to enjoy it but, like a soldier yet to fight a battle, she had yet to find the confidence to exchange gossip and stories with the veterans, as it were. Up to now no one had had made any move to involve her in the activities of the house other than the normal work of a maid, cleaning dusting, helping Madam in the kitchen. From the beginning she had realised her father had hired her into service knowing that she would be used. That had hurt but was the way of the world where some were rich and many were poor. This seeming indifference to her as a woman whilst all around her were being used and pleasured, for she had yet to see a maid who didn’t apparently enjoy being mounted by a man, seemed almost insulting and she was both fearful and annoyed. Juliet had yet to come to terms with the words used by the other maids and so reverted to those of the farm with which she was comfortable. She was confused. The house was beautiful, the female staff equally so, The work relatively light, often pleasant, her clothes were finer than she had ever worn before and she had begun to find it delicious to be so clean and fresh.

Today it was her turn, with a couple of the other girls, to have a day off. At first she had been at a loss to know how to fill a whole day with nothing to do. One had disappeared with a groom and the girl named Marina had said she was going to walk to church in the village. A peasant, used to hard work and brought up to go to church, the walk by her terms was not a long one but to Juliet it seemed an unnecessary exercise. As yet she had done nothing that demanded confession and to her mind she wasn’t sure she was pleased with God for allowing her father to hire her out. Worse, in fact, the reality was that he had sold her as a whore. There she said to herself, I’ve it, I’ve faced the truth! It didn’t help her confusion in that so far she was enjoying her new life.

The day itself drove her from her room and she wandered from the grounds, still at a loss what to do. The morning was rapidly getting hotter. She saw the wood; it looked cool and inviting in the greenery and shade. Dappled paths led her deeper, listening to the song of the birds as she quietly passed through. The giggle broke in to relaxing calm the woods engendered. “Oh I’ve dropped it!”

“You’re a bad girl!” From the tone of their voices neither the man nor the girl seemed too put out by whatever it was she had done. “Well I did warn you!” The girl just giggled again. “Take you skirt and petticoats off.” There were more suppressed giggles. Juliet had worked her way through the thick foliage surrounding the little clearing the couple occupied and eventually she could see into it. There was a blanket spread on the grass and a girl was bent over in its centre. All she could see was a round white bottom, the girl had shed skirt and petticoats as ordered and now stood bent, leaning forward away from Juliet, awaiting the man’s next act or orders. The thighs and bottom were displayed beautifully between the red ribbons that held up her white silk stockings and the short shift that ruffled out from under her tight laced corset. Firm full and shapely, the plump full lips of the girl’s cunny pouted gently between the two globes. There was slithering sound as the man she now recognised as Mister Charles, one of the master’s guests, pulled his belt from the loops on his breeches. The round bottom in front of him wriggled a little, indicating that the girl had heard the sound and guessed what was to come.

Juliet felt as though she ought to back away, to go but fascination held her, she guessed, in part at least, what was to come. She herself had felt her father’s belt on numerous occasions, though less once she had learnt not to show any independence of thought or action. This belt though was much lighter than her father’s but guessed it would sting still. 

“Now as you have been so careless as to drop it, I must make you practice. If you drop this whilst I whip you, I will repeat the dose and again and again until you don’t - or my arm get tired!” Juliet had seen a penis, her brothers were less than careful about displaying their parts. This, though, was of ivory, thick and long. She watched amazed as all but a few inches of the shaft was taken home with ease by the girl, her pussy spread and pouting around it because of its intrusion. The girl sighed and Juliet felt a satisfaction radiating from the girl. 

“Thwip!” The belt came hard and fast and it curled around the white cheeks. Suddenly the phallus jerked an inch or so out of her body and she squealed but she made no attempt to straighten. Fascinated, Juliet watched as the girl, by cunny muscles alone, drew the phallus back inside her. 

“Count, girl! You know how.” The girl’s voice was strained and any chance of recognising her by her voice went. 

“One! Thank you, master, may I have another?”

“Thwip!” 

“Two! Thank you, master, may I have another?”

“Thwip!” 

“Three! Thank you, master, may I have another?” The girl lost the phallus completely when, after a particularly hard swipe, it shot from her like a shot from a shell. It was replaced and she had to start the count again. 

“One! Thank you, master, may I have another?”

“Thwip!” 

“Two! Thank you, master, may I have another?”

“Thwip!” 

“Three! Thank you, master, may I have another?” This time she made no mistake and, although her voice became strained, she didn’t make the mistake of losing control again. At each stroke Juliet saw a red band spring to life across the tops of the girl’s thighs or across the round white globes. It had been the belt catching the end of the phallus that had started the girl shaking and moaning. It was on the fourth that she started and then on the sixth of the second set she actually broke into a moaning scream as shivered and trembled in a way that seemed to indicate pleasure rather than pain. Or if it was pain, she found it sweet. 

“Enough!” At this the girl dropped to her hands and knees as though it had been the word that released her, the phallus dropping from her cunny. Juliet could see clearly that she dripped and gaped. Even as Juliet watched the man shed his clothes and dropped to his knees directly behind the girl, she caught a glimpse of a penis thrusting, seeking her sex.

“Yes! Yes!” A girl’s face turned back towards the man. “There! There!” The copulation took a long time. Moans of delight filled the wood as he thrust, slow, fast, slow again. Little thrusts, slow deep pistoning, immobility and flexing. The girl was down on her elbows now, her big breasts free of bodice and corset, nipples abraded against the course blanket on which she knelt as she moved in response to his thrusts. At first Juliet had been mesmerised by the hard buttocks of the man but then she had moved around so that she could see them better. Any thought of going was long gone, her hand was under her skirts feeling and caressing her own denuded vagina. She stood straddle legged, her skirts hiked up, before a bough that marked how close she could get without risking discovery, working herself. She would have sat on it but that would have exposed herself to the copulating couple. When Mister Charles picked up the phallus discarded on the blanket and seemed to be stroking Marina’s pussy with it, her own cunny gave a little spurt at the thought of two penises and she had to bite her lip to restrain a sound and fought to stop her knees giving way. Hands joined hers under her skirts and she gave a gasp that, had the two in the clearing not been so engrossed in each other, would have definitely alerted them. 

“You are hot and wet, aren’t you, girl!” It was the master. Strict discipline in a matriarchal home, the indoctrination that two weeks of being with the submissive maids of the master, curiosity and arousal kept her silent and unresisting as his hands explored her. “Would you like it like that, Juliet?” he whispered in her ear. Since first he had carried her away from her family to his house, she had not spoken with him. Now his hard body seemed to burn her where it touched and she wanted to be like the other girls, a woman. She nodded and he saw her head bob in the shadow of the shrubs and trees. He pushed her towards the bough and made her support herself on it with her hands. Her skirts went right up over her back exposing her own firm rear. “You must be silent or our show will end,” he whispered again. His cock ran along the length of her slit, collecting her oily secretions and she shivered with pleasure as her clit was caressed by his shaft. Suddenly she was panicking. His cock should not go there! It was too late, her very unawareness had made his entry past her tight sphincter easy and his pussy oiled length now plunged inexorably into her bowels. As her eyes went wide she tried to control her whimpering, fear of making a fuss held her as rigidly as true fear. Skilful fingers played with her pouted pussy and where there had been discomfort and aching, now pleasure took her and she was making whimpers and moans that echoed Marina’s. Suddenly, as the couple in the clearing reached a climax, she too began to come. She reared back, pumping herself on his erection, all cramping and aching gone as she relaxed completely to his anal ravishment. His hand went over her mouth to stifle the moans and screams that she had started to emit. It added to her helpless arousal and her climax deepened as she pumped and squirmed. If the two in the clearing hadn’t been so involved with their own pleasure they would surely have heard Juliet’s muffled moans but instead the Master withdrew his cock from her butt and, letting her skirts fall, led her away from the clearing to follow him on legs that trembled as she did so.

Juliet, following meekly, was too overwhelmed to think, let alone refuse. The master led her to a spring that fed into a natural pool before disgorging down into the lake. There, without hesitation, he shed his clothes and then began to strip Juliet of hers, skirts, corset, linens and stockings. At first she had watched him with surprise then fascination and as he began to strip her she made to cover herself. “No false modesty, girl! It is pointless after I have experienced your body so!” He led her into the cool pool and began to bathe her, acting as her ladies’ maid. She saw his hard white body through the clear water and was conscious that she still desired him. The sensation of arousal and coolness heightened her awareness of her own body. The way in which, at first, the water invaded her butt until the chill made her tighten and her belly warm, the manner in which her breasts floated high and proud in the water, her nipples going hard. Eventually he drew her from the pool and laid her on the lush grass by its side. She knew that was more to come and she wanted it. His mouth found her cunny and she gasped, clamping her spread thigh on the side of his head but it didn’t stop him and eventually she relaxed and accepted his attention. He slid up her body, nuzzling her big white tits, she could feel his penis between her thighs and suddenly she wanted the loss of her virginity to be complete. 

“You have a decision to make. I can stop now and you can leave my house. I will even help you find another place as a maid. If we go forward, you will be involved in the life of the house in all ways, giving freely of yourself. The choice is yours.”

“But you gave my father money for me. You bought me.”

“That was just money and nothing. I didn’t buy you, I hired you. You can only own someone who wants to be owned. What you have to do now, if you are willing, is give of yourself freely and without restraint. If you do you will stay in my employ for three years, after which I will give you a dowry and find you a husband.”

“Or like Madam and Daphne, owned by you, permanently?”
“Ah I see the rumour mill is working well! Yes, as they want, there is that alternative too.” Juliet’s strong peasant arms pulled him further up her body, his penis found her cunny and she gladly impaled herself on him. Her hymen popped like a soap puddle with the merest smear of blood. The sensations had her screaming just as she had wanted to when he had taken her bottom but this time without restraint and the other two, a hundred or so yards away, heard her and smiled at each other. 

Later, after they had bathed and dried again, he had helped her into her corset and pulled it tighter than ever before. Afterwards, as she knelt in front of him to learn how to satisfy a man orally, he said. “I like a women well corseted. You must do your best to ensure you always are.” His penis was nudging the back of her throat as she tried to swallow it, following his instructions, so any comment was impossible. Inside her head, though, she vowed she would do anything to please him.

Later, back at the house, it was as if the other maids recognised that she was at last one of them. A new member but on the way to full acceptance. 

 

It was the second day after her virginity had been taken by the master that a new guest arrived. A jolly young man, overweight but always smiling and laughing with both the maids and the other, ever changing, pool of guests. He stopped her in the corridor between library and dinning room. “You’re Juliet, I believe, a new girl.” 

“Yes sir. I started just over two weeks ago.” 

“I am Jonas.” His hand rested naturally on her tight corseted waist.”You’re a fine looking girl. Show me your legs.” It was a command but not an aggressive one. It gave her the feeling that she could refuse but somehow she also felt it was another test. Her hands trembled but she lifted her skirts so that her ribboned stocking tops were displayed. “Fine, beautiful in fact, so far as I can see. Lift your skirts as high as you can.” The trembling didn’t get any better yet she knew that this was going to be part of her life in this house if she were to stay here. The other girls did what she was doing and didn’t seem to mind at all. She’d seen Marina actually squeeze Master Charles’ member when she thought no one was watching! Her skirts went as high as they would go, revealing her plump sex and lower belly curving from under her corset. His hands went to her labial lips and caressed her with smooth soft hands. They were knowing hands and soon she had to bite her lip to stop herself gasping with pleasure. Without thought she spread her thighs a little more to allow easier access to her parts. She watched as he undid his breech flap and a respectable penis jutted forth hard and ready. His knees dipped, his hands shifted to her backside and he lifted and lowered her onto his penis. Now wet and wanting to experience more of the sensations the Master had shown her, his entry was well lubricated. He was pumping gently and she found it exciting to be used so. One of the other girls scurried past on some errand or other, saw them and gave a stifled giggle. Juliet was enjoying herself too much to care. Her bodice was open and his mouth had fastened on her fat teat. He was overweight but under the fat was strong muscle and his cock was hard and full of vigour. It was as the sensations of his pleasuring filled her that she began to moan and scream, all unaware that she was doing so, it was a habit that she was to continue ever after unless she was muffled or gagged and earned her the name of the ‘Singer!’ 

After she was used by him, it was like finding she had sisters she never knew she had. She was fully one with them now and though they would have spats, fight and argue, they were family. Only over the master did they ever get jealous and then Madam and Daphne were excluded from the envy. They belonged to him, or Daphne shortly would.

 

Time passed and Juliet was used regularly and often. She had the looks, the body and the enthusiasm. She loved all that men and women could do together, a fact heightened because it was part of the credo of the Master and his guests that they strove to pleasure women as much as they were pleasured. The girls were not just receivers of seed but partners in pleasure. Now it was she that Joseph the coachman entertained her on their days off, Marina now seemingly involved with Master Charles at every opportunity. It was clear though from the start, even to Joseph, that she was not wife material. Not yet at least, all was too new and enjoyable for her to want one lover, unless perhaps the Master himself. He above all others was special. 



Madam Dedoigne had taken Juliet in hand, as she did all new girls, from the start, telling her how to please a man, making her practice techniques so that they were becoming second nature to her. Showing her how she was to keep herself clean and prepared both back, front and orally. Now she too had visited under Madam’s skirts and licked and suckled and stared wide eyed at the marks and metal that were the signs of her ownership by the master. It thrilled her to see such and wondered if one day it would be the path she would take. So far, other than the stripes she had received on her first day, she had only been spanked in play. Playing games with the guests, she had come to realise, was part of her and the other maids’ duties and though still ignorant and naive to a degree, begun to revel in them. 

Monetary reward or expensive gifts from guests to maid were frowned upon, the Master didn’t want prostitutes but willing girls and none save Madam knew that money was paid into a fund against her name by guests whenever a girl particularly pleased them. All the girls who had been there any length of time were accruing nice nest eggs. Nonetheless, guests could give small tokens, fine linens, stockings, corsets etcetera and soon Juliet was clad as fine as any of the other maids.

It was late afternoon and guests had ground dirt into the steps and porch leading to one of the garden walks. Juliet was scrubbing it white and clean again. All the maids worked hard, it was their background and expected of them. Madam Dedoigne would not allow slackers and anyway it was seen as a labour of love by the girls to keep the house they all thought of as home, perfect. Madam would have thrashed them had they not, but worse would have been a look of disappointment from the Master had they let him down.

He came from behind and to one side and looked down at her. Her pretty face was flushed with the effort of scrubbing and she was biting her tongue with concentration. Dark curls had escaped her snood and framed her face. Fascinated, he watched as her big breasts swung to and fro with each sweep of the scrubbing brush, her teats evident through the fine linen now translucent with perspiration. Such a neat tight corseted waist! The flare of her hips was exaggerated by the volume of skirt and petticoats and he was consumed with curiosity to see if her bottom was as fine as the rest of her.

Juliet had retreated to the top of the steps, the porch itself scrubbed white and clean. When her skirts and petticoats were lifted and folded back to her shoulders she froze with surprise, more so when smooth fingers began to explore her.

“Such a ripe bottom and fine thighs!” He looked with pleasure on her firm ripe cheeks, full and round and womanly but not too large or broad. The tendons in her white thighs showed her tone and it was pleasing, the whiteness of her thighs made to seem whiter still by the blackness of her silk stockings held up by white ribbons. “And what a plump fig of a sweet and succulent cunny!” His hands were exploring her now; they were skilled and knowing and had she wanted to pull away, the pleasure those fingers promised held her chained by nature and inclination. A tongue flicked out and lapped the length of her protuberant lips and she moaned with pleasure. She was lost completely now. 

He took his time, orchestrating her moans and screams of pleasure, making her sing loud and long, making the other maids within hearing smile. More than one slipped their hands under their skirts and rubbed their own little men and felt a thrill of anticipation. Guests were always arriving and leaving. None had told her just how noisy she was, it was their fun, the secret they kept from her. Her knees had already been parted on the pad on which she knelt for stability and now Juliet dropped down on her elbows and gave herself over to pleasure. Twice those fingers made her sex spurt before she felt his cock nudge her swollen and gently gaping labia making her moan long and loud. Avid for more, she moved back and took the first couple of inches inside her, taking him by surprise. A hand slapped down on her right cheek, leaving red finger marks and she stilled. Juliet found the pain and the implicit dominance arousing and fresh juices oozed from her. Suddenly he thrust full home, stretching and battering her cervix, her eyes flew wide and she gasped with pain and pleasure. He pounded her mercilessly for what seemed an age and she sang long and loud until his hot sperm filled her and she gave a wail that in any other house would have led others to think she was dying.

Slowly he eased from her and just as slowly she straightened and her skirts slid down to cover herself. His arms enfolded her and cupped her breasts, his fingers playing with her big erect nipples through the fine linen. “Ohhhh!” Her teats felt so sensitive. Already she had learned that she was rarely fully satiated and she could feel the kernel of arousal start again.

“The master of the house has said that I could choose any of his girls to act as my wife’s maid. She is in the green room. Go straight there now. Another girl will finish your chore. “ He gave her full breasts under her damp translucent linen another squeeze and let her go, helping her to stand on legs that still trembled. Juliet could feel their mingled juices running down her thighs. Wife? It was the first time she had ever heard wives referred to in the house 

“I need to go to the wash house first, sir.”

“No! Go straight to my wife.” She turned and saw him for the first time. A big, middle-aged man in waistcoat and breeches with a muscular, broad shouldered form. His dark hair was receding from a high forehead and his nose had the curve of hawk. It was a strong face, not handsome but all man and attractive. She saw the natural stamp of authority in his face and knew not to argue. 

The green room was in fact a suite of rooms. As Juliet knocked on its polished mahogany door she could feel her inner thighs awash with their mingling. “Come!” The voice was soft and gentle. Juliet pushed down on the handle and entered the room. The figure that greeted her was a blond woman of middle height. Through the veil of the small hat she still wore and no doubt arrived in, Juliet could just discern she was slim of face with high cheekbones and full red lips. The woman stood ram-rod straight, mannequin-like in the centre of the small drawing room. Gloved hands were clasped at her waist in front of her. The brown outfit she wore at first glance seemed modest, with trim white lace at cuffs and high collar but its incredible tightness belied its modesty. Her waist was incredibly small below a large jutting bosom. The tightness of her skirt with its bustle emphasised the curve of hip and thigh, exaggerating the thrust back of her bottom and balancing the mass of her breasts. Large bosoms, or rather over large bosoms, Juliet had realised from the start ,were definitely de rigour in the house. 

“You are?” The woman didn’t move an inch. Her voice was interrogative. 

“Juliet, Madam. Your husband sent me to act as your maid.” Automatically she bobbed a curtsey. 

“Has he fucked you?” Juliet blushed at this blunt question from the man’s wife. 

“Y-ees Madam.” The woman’s voice was still soft and gentle and she did not seem put out by the possibility. 

“Then we had better get you cleaned up before you help me prepare for the evening. Release me, Juliet.”

“Release you, Madam?” 

A rueful smile showed. “Look closer and then release me. The keys are on the table over there.” Juliet moved closer and realised that the gold bracelets she thought the woman was wearing were in fact permanent cuffs and that they were locked together with a small padlock fitted to a chain hidden under a ruffle of material that led from them through her skirt. 

Amazement filled Juliet that such a perfect looking lady could be treated like this and even more that this lady’s husband had used her and filled her cunny recently, so that even now their mingled juices drenched her sex and thighs. Yet this lady seemed not a whit disturbed by what was happening to her or going on around her. Quickly Juliet gathered the keys and undid the cuffs. But even as her hands were freed and they dropped to her sides, Madam still didn’t relax and now Juliet saw that her elbows too were pinned back by more cuffs. As in turn she undid these, Madam gave a little moan and her shoulders relaxed. Madam eased her arms and squirmed her shoulders before reaching up and taking off her hat and veil. Juliet took it from her and placed it on the table from which she had taken the keys. For the first time she could see clearly that the woman had big grey eyes that went with her clear skin and reddish tinged light brown hair. There was the hint of a blush as she looked straight at Juliet and said, “It gets a little more complicated now.” Her blush deepened but her soft voice was still steady. “Under the flounce at the top of my bustle is a small lock that you need to undo. When you have done that, you need to, carefully and slowly, very slowly, pull my bustle downwards.”

Juliet found the lock concealed as she had been told and released it with another small key. Carefully she pulled down as directed and Madam began to moan and gasp, wriggling, shifting and ever so gently shaking her hips. The sounds were the sound that she had become so familiar with when passing another maid being used and fucked to a pleasurable conclusion. Madam was experiencing an orgasm! As the bustle came away and the moans grew louder she could see that the bustle was fixed to a turnip shaped plug that filled Madam’s bowels. As she looked it became clear it was at the widest point before narrowing and soft screams were now escaping Madam’s full lips. Suddenly it was past the widest point and Madam’s own tightness shot the butt plug free. Juliet watched, fascinated, as slowly but visibly, Madam’s bottom closed shut. Her cheeks in the exposed circular hole in the tight skirt and petticoats still trembled in the aftershock of its removal. 

“Now undo my top, Juliet.” Carefully Juliet undid the dozens of tiny buttons that held her bodice closed tight over Madam’s corset. As she worked down from Madam’s neck to the small of her back, Madam was removing her gloves and undoing the buttons that held the sleeves tight shut, Once all were undone Juliet slid the top off Madam’s shoulders then moved around her and pulled her tight sleeves off her arms. With Madam’s skirt still snug and tight around the exposed corset, her waist looked smaller than ever and her very seeming fragility of that tiny rigid waist made her seem so vulnerable that Juliet’s heart went out to her. It was Madam who took the next step, releasing her skirt and pushing it down, feeding the chain to which her wrist had been chained so that the padlock permanently fixed to the chain’s end didn’t just drop. Juliet undid the ribbons that held up Madam’s petticoats and Madam let them fall. 

In the time Juliet had been freeing and disrobing her, Madam had not moved an inch from the spot where Juliet had first seen her standing in the room. The reason for her immobility was now revealed. Madam, clad now only in her short chemise, corset, stockings and high heeled bootees, was stood with her ankles clamped to the base of a pole which speared up between her thighs until its clearly phallus capped end disappeared into her wide stretched cunny. A cunny as hairless as Juliet’s own, distorted in such a manner by the ring piercing her mound being up rather than down, as to display the vivid pink depths of her sex even as the phallus speared her, and made her fat clit pop out from under its hood. This was the anchor then to which her wrist cuffs had ultimately been hobbled. 

Madam too shared the other sign of servitude as Madam Dedoigne. In addition to the large fat gold ring that pierced its fleshy plumpness she wore a bright, sharply delineated tattooed brand on her mound. It was nothing like that of her master’s that she had seem on Madam Dedoinge and was clearly specific to her husband. 

As Juliet watched, Madam took hold of the short chain that hung from her ring and closed the padlock around her mound ring, so doubling the chain and reducing its length by half so that it would not catch her. Then she released it so that now the ring resumed its neutral position, hanging down from her belly, so her distorted cunny lips resumed their normal tight clasp of the phallus that stretched her. 

With the ring lifted up, Juliet had been fascinated to see the way Madam’s little man had been lifted, her bud exposed and her labia stretched and spread. Now she wanted to reach her and caress the plump cunny lip that stretched tight around the impaling phallus. Madam showed no discomfort, the piercing was clearly done long ago and she was well used to the ring and chain’s permanent presence. 

“Release my ankles and lower the pole.” Juliet knelt to obey, pushing aside the pooled skirts and petticoats as she did, so as not to kneel upon and crease them. Madam’s bootees had tall heels and it put her cunny at approximately head height for Juliet. She could see clearly the juices that flowed from Madam and the manner in which the fat pip she had only recently learnt was called a clitoris, was swollen and exposed. She couldn’t control herself but let her tongue lick out and flick it just as she had done to Madam Dedoigne. “Ee-ee-ee-ee-ee-eeeeeee!” More juices flowed as Madam went into a paroxysm of infinitesimal pumping and shaking on the shaft that impaled her and Juliet lapped even more of the juice she had come to savour. “Stop! Stop! Release me! Release me!” There was command and desperation in Madam’s voice. “I must be ready for my husband or we will both be whipped!” She pushed Juliet away and reluctantly Juliet unsnapped the cuffs and collapsed the pole so that the phallus slid from her. Juliet had seen its girth and was now amazed at the length that had filled Madam. Completely free at last she gripped Juliet’s ear and with consummate skill, led her as though Juliet were a naughty school girl, over to a stool where, after seating herself, pulled her across her knees, acquiring a hairbrush as she did so and flipping up Juliet’s skirts to expose her bare bottom. A round dozen brought Juliet’s globes to a satisfying scarlet hue and all thought of resistance driven from her when she was pushed to the carpet and Madam held her face in Juliet’s crotch to lap and suck the juices and residue of her husband’s congress with Juliet from her thighs and sex.

They lay on the carpet together. Cuddling. “That was why my husband sent you to me. Not just to free me and act as my maid but also so that I would drink of him from your cunny.”

“Do you always do what your husband tells you?”
“Oh yes. Unless of course I want to be whipped.”

“Want to be?” It was a concept that Juliet had yet to come to understand.



“Oh yes1 Pain can be so sweet and in paying the penalty the final fulfillment is so much better and greater!” There seemed nothing for Juliet to say to this. She had been spanked and taken the belt, it was part of her life and upbringing but would she, could she, ever ask for it and mean it?

Eventually they got up and Juliet helped Madam Andréa remove her corset and then help her bathe in one of the new modern bathrooms that had been installed in all of the suites and in some of the larger rooms. Lush of body, white of skin, her big white breasts capped by bright pink nipples, her aureole not as large as Juliet’s, smaller and tighter but just as succulent to the eye. Around each of Madam Andréa’s a circle of small stars had been tattooed and a second tattooed brand replicated the one on her ringed mound was on her left cheek. 

“You look fit to burst, Juliet.” It did indeed burst from Juliet.

“You like pain, Madam, you have the metal and mark of ownership, yet you are a married woman. And one not much older than I. How did this come about?”

“I met Sean, my husband, when I was just sixteen. He is of Irish descent, comes from a family of soldiers and was Colonel of a cavalry regiment. He was so dashing! Though he is a good fifteen years older than I, from the start the attraction was mutual and overwhelming. In three months we were married and he retired from the army, buying an estate to ultimately raise horses and a family, though we have yet to do the latter. I am young and that can wait. In the meantime we indulge ourselves in the sexual sport we both enjoy. He wants me to enjoy so much before we settle down so that I will never regret doing so. Like you and all the women in the circle of which this house and estate forms part, I take the daily black draught to ensure that I do not conceive until my husband and I are ready.” 

So, thought Juliet, the world is more than just this house and the master.

“But a lady, to do what we do!”



“All women are sisters under the skin. Sean recognised me for what I am and is such a man that he allows me to glory in it. I am unusual that I come from the gentry. Many of the men in the circle take a maid they find special and fall in love with her, train her to have the manners of a lady and become her master and husband. It is not hard if the girl has a good ear and a quick tongue. I believe there is some talk of Master Charles doing so with a girl here, though I do not know her name and I ask you to keep that item of gossip to yourself! Being able to keep secrets is very much part of being of the circle but I feel I can trust you. No, as I said, we are all sisters under the skin.” Did she mean Marina? wondered Juliet.

 

Juliet’s fingers brushed all the markings as she dried Madam with a large fluffy white towel. Her brands were stark and beautiful, clearly executed by a master. Daringly she even touched and dried the heavy ring in her belly. She clenched at the thought of such a ring piercing her. To be owned! 

“Now Juliet, you must help prepare me for the evening. You must make me sexually attractive and available. An artwork of submission. My husband has already laid out a selection of items from which I may choose what I should wear. You are to make me ready to be used by whoever he allows. We must be imaginative.” They had moved to the large bedroom with is large four-poster bed. Madam Andréa’s voice thickened and Juliet saw her nipples became hard and her neck flushed. It was clear that this young, well-bred, beautiful young lady found the prospect exciting! How could they not find this young woman, girl, not sexually attractive, thought Juliet. 

Madam showed Juliet the case with all her costumes and accoutrements. She repeated herself. “You must help prepare me and bind me in such a way that my husband and those who use me will find pleasing.” Her tone was casual and almost off hand, she had said such to others before Juliet, but still a blush stained her smooth cheeks. She was clearly worried that she might be found wanting. The corsets of various styles, the hoods, gags, straps and basic cuffs generally had a recognisable function but still Juliet was amazed at the bizarre imagination that had designed them and the craft skill that had gone into making them. 

“What is this?” She pointed to a loose laced cone of leather with straps at the open end and a heavy ring sowed at it peak. 

“A single glove. You slide your arms into it behind you and lace it closed, strapping it around your shoulders so it can’t slip off.”

“And these?” 

“They have a similar function but it’s your legs that are doubled and sheathed. And that,” she said pointing to a small metal cross with cuffs at the end of each arm, “is to hobble wrists and ankles together forcing you to hold a crouch or, if your knees are bound, bend over presenting your bottom. Harder still is if you wear it behind you, forcing you into a hog tie.” The phrase demanded no further explanation to a peasant girl. On and on the explanation went. It excited Juliet and unthinkingly she began to choose what Madam should wear. 

Of course the leather corset that took in her waist was clearly a must, as were the ballet boots that kept her tiptoe, with rings fixed securely to what would have been their soles had it physically been possible to place the base of the foot against the floor, to which straps or ropes could be connected. The effort of getting the corset closed around Madam’s well-acclimatised waist still took a lot of pulling and tugging on Juliet’s part and both girls’ breasts were heaving as they strove to regain their breath. 

Madam Andréa sat on the bed, trying to adjust to the corsets constriction. Her teats were erect and the stars surrounding them seemed to dance. Juliet had lost herself completely in the excitement of the scene and had taken over the making of decision. Madam was equally lost in anticipation and her naturally submissive nature allowed her to accept, even enjoy this. Juliet was now kneeling behind her, carefully plaiting Madam’s long silken hair. She listened, amazed, as Madam chatted.





“Once I am costumed you must bind me to the bed in such a manner as to leave me helpless and available to the masters. Your last act must be to use the switch on my bottom and parts to sting me, to bring the blood to the surface, to sweeten my use. My husband will come here at eight to confirm my readiness. Of course if he is not satisfied with your efforts in this particular, you who will be whipped for disobedience.” It was said, not as a threat, but as confirmation of a fact. It was the way of their world. It would not be brutal, that was not the way of it. To Madam Andréa such pain would be beautiful. Juliet had as yet to make her mind up about such things.

Madam was helped to her feet again so her costume could be completed. Held on tiptoe by her ballet boots, she moved like a young faun. Legs so long, slim and graceful yet with an uncertainty and fragility. Once Juliet slipped the single glove on Madam any commands, remonstrance or complaint on her part became academic. Tighter and tighter the lace went until a protest was forced from her. “Juliet! No tighter!” Critically Juliet examined her work. The leather was stretched tight and Madam’s arms had been turned into a useless rigid parody of a fin. She stood straight, large breasts thrust out for caress or torment, constrained and corseted, as she was, it was impossible for her to relax or refuse the hood. Her fat pigtail was fed through a central hole in its crown and then the hood was slid down until it could be stretched tight over her head and upper face until she was blind and half deaf. 

“Madam should lay on the bed now!” came Juliet’s muffled voice to her ear and Madam, teetering on tiptoe, allowed herself to be led to the bed as she was told. She plumped down as she was given a gentle shove and Juliet made her wriggle to the centre of the big four-poster bed before pushing her down on to her back. 

Although her bondage was not yet complete, Madam was nonetheless helpless. Even before she had been pushed back on the bed, blind and teetering in her ballet boots, she was helpless and vulnerable. Now, lying back on her single gloved arms and heavily corseted, beetle-like, she found it almost impossible to get up again. The clamp on the end of her pigtail to which a ring was welded was then connected to a hook at the top of the bed, any possibility of moving had now gone completely. A long strap connected the ring at the tip of her single glove where it showed between her thighs and latched to the baseboard of the bed and pulled tight, then pulled tighter still. Strap, single gloved arms, pigtail, they were a single taut cable beneath her. Madam’s legs were currently still free to flail about, for all the good it could do. This, however, wasn’t for long

“How do I look, Juliet?”

“Madam looks beautiful and exciting.” And she did, oh how she did! The light had started to go and Juliet had lit the fat candles in their sconces on the headboard, then the oil lamps in the room before attaching straps to the rings on her ballet boots. Each strap to the upper side frames of the bed’s canopy was pulled, turn and turn about until they thrummed taut. Madam’s legs were pulled straight over her head and as wide as they would go, her bottom well off her single glove. She was both exotic and beautiful. Black leather, lush voluptuous white flesh, turned to ivory by the golden light of lamp and candles. The combination of vibrantly tight leather, exposed flesh, available and clearly in heat, was overpowering. Juliet had connected the chain from Madam’s mound ring to the base of her corset spreading and pulling up her labia and making her little man shed his cloak. Juliet couldn’t stop herself leaning between the wide taut legs and taking the fat clit at the top of the gaping cunny into her mouth. She suckled and bit gently down.

“No! No! You wicked girl! You must switch me now. Time must be running out! It must be nearly eight.” Madam’s hood had been in place a good half hour and all sense of time taken. Juliet looked at the clock She had twenty minutes yet. You could play a lot in twenty minutes. Madam squealed when the fat butt plug was pushed home. But all that happened was that her bottom and thighs writhed as she strove to accommodate the plug. Next a ring gag was strapped in place and though Madam Andréa could still talk in a distorted manner, she gave up and accepted her fate.

Madam’s wish was granted ultimately. A lot of whipping can take place in fifteen minutes. The silk strands of the quirt stung rather than cut but that only salved Juliet’s conscience and allowed her to bring it down harder and harder on cheek and cunny. Perhaps if the moans through the ring gag had been less the sound of arousal and more of pain she would have eased up, but they and the creamy liquid that welled and occasionally spurted, demonstrated that the suffering Madam was enduring was of the sort she liked and desired.

The little whirr before the clock struck brought Juliet to her senses. Madam’s uplifted cheeks were bright red, her labia, inner and outer, were gleaming wet, swollen and a deep red in colour and she was moaning in a continuous low keening sound. Quickly Juliet threw the switch down on the bed and ran through the open doors to the drawing room, closing them behind her. She scarcely had time to brush the wisps of escaping hair back in place and tidy her dress and apron when the door handle turned and Master Sean, Madam’s husband, stood there clad in evening clothes. “She is ready?”

“Yes, sir.” Automatically Juliet clasped her hands in front of her and bobbed a curtsey. Suddenly the thoughts of this man’s cock inside her made the excitement of his use of her return full force and she felt her knees go weak. 

““Did Madam sup our minglings?” She blushed.

“Yes sir.” 

“Good. Wait here whilst I confirm my approval of Madam’s condition.” He was gone several minutes and Juliet imagined him looking down at his corseted and constrained wife spread and available for any who he might wish to use her and felt the excitement deepen inside her. How would she feel if it were she displayed for use so? She heard him returning behind her, the doors closing.

“You have done well. I am pleased with you. Return in the morning at seven to release her and bring her breakfast.”





“Yes sir.” Again the bob curtsey. Eleven hours! Eleven hours of being bound, whipped and used so! Yet. Yet Juliet felt herself going liquid at such a thought.

 

She had asked, he had accepted. The man had come and tattooed the Master’s brands on her mound and bottom. Up to now she could change her mind, the brand could not now be removed but it could be changed to another design and the skill of the tattooist was such she was sure that even altered it wouldn’t be ugly to look at. She looked into the mirror. Through the long veil held in place with a garland of flowers she could see the design of the tattooed brand, complex yet composed of simple lines it would remain clear and sharp for years, with room to be maintained to keep its sharpness. White bootees, stockings and corset. Daphne wore nothing else.

“We’re ready.” Madam Dedoigne was her sponsor and matron of honour. She offered the leather cuffs and Daphne held up her wrists for them to be fitted. The clicked shut and a small posy placed in her captured hands. Madam Dedoigne turned and led Daphne from the room and without hesitation Daphne followed her heavy milk laden breasts swaying with heavy liquidity.

The master sat in a throne-like chair. His dark hair was shiny in the bright light that shone through the window and Daphne felt her knees tremble in fear and anticipation at what was to come. It was what she wanted more than anything, what she most desired, yet still she trembled.

 

When Daphne walked into the room Andréa stood much as she had when Juliet first saw her: Bustle mounted on a butt plug, impaled and cuffed to the shaft, the phallus end of which was a simulacra of her husbands. Corseted to an inch of suffocation. Elbows cuffed hard behind her, wrist cuffed together and chained to her mound ring. The difference was that today she wore no petticoats or skirt, only slim panels no more than four or five inches wide that hung over each hip to mid-thigh, simulating the presence of skirts without the actuality. Accordingly her mound ring was in plain sight, lifted and chained tight to the edge of her corset, causing her labia and clit to be open and exposed. Similarly her branded cheek signed her ownership and the indelible strokes of the cane her status as slave even before that of wife. If this exposure in itself had not been sufficient, her breasts were bared too, resting on a corset supported shelf, high, round and massive for all and any to see and touch. 

Madam Andrea tried not to pump and grip the phallus that filled her so completely. Her juices were already flowing liberally down her inner thighs. I must distract myself, she thought. Was there any point, though, in trying to minimise her shame? It was shameful to be so easily aroused, so willing to allow men, other than the man she loved, to use her. Yet her role today, in this so blatantly sexual a ceremony, was to act as a witness to a girl selling herself into slavery and as an example of what she would have to be and endure. Andréa could feel the next minor orgasm build and tried to stop herself pumping and gripping again. As soon as she stopped concentrating on immobility her body just took over and she started again. She glanced at Sean, in his shirt and breeches. His muscular form looked so fine and she could see the shape of his large cock stirring. It made her shake her hips and pump a little harder. No, looking at Sean didn’t help at all. 

Her parents had been happy enough for her to marry Sean in spite of the age difference, at thirty-one he was nearly twice her age. He had wealth, status and access to some of the highest levels of society. During their six month engagement they would sneak off away from family and chaperone. She wanted him as much as he her and she saw no reason to wait for the wedding. Her trust, once given, didn’t need vows and ceremony and he had not disappointed her. He had lifted her light summer skirt and taken her standing against an old oak, its trunk twisted and shaped so as to cup her back. The pain had been minimal and the pleasure beyond anything she could have imagined. After that it was he as much as she who demanded physical pleasure. He let her know he liked her hard corseted and she was happy to please him. If disappointed in her, he would spank her bottom. Playfully at first, but she demanded more effort, more reality. The pain sweetened their love-making, an astringent that sharpened the senses. By the time they married he had begun to use crop and cane on her backside, as he had when he came to the bedroom to examine Juliet’s handiwork The marks were still there. Two stripes across each of her inner highs and two across her lifted cheeks. How she had screamed when the hard lines of bright pain came into her hood darkened world, unable to move to any degree and shivering at the force of his blows! Deepening her pleasure in the sweet pain because she had known it was him, her juices jetting as it forced a climax from her. 

The small spending washed over her and she realised she was working the phallus again. It was, she thought, as though her body had been waiting for Sean all her short life. Not only had her corsets got tighter but their love making seemed to stimulate her body. Her breasts had grown considerably. That had pleased them both. She looked down at her breasts and felt satisfaction at their mass and size. It had been six months into their marriage, after a particularly vigorous bout of love making, that he had told her about his time as a bachelor, about the house and his membership of the circle. It had both stunned and excited her. In the days following she would return to the topic again and again, asking him questions, demanding details, learning about the daily black draft the girls took to ensure they didn’t conceive. He might have worried about her apparent fixation but their love making was wilder than ever. Of course it came to a head.

“Sean, I want to belong to you as Madam Dedoigne does to her master.” He had been amazed, shocked and gratified. Amazed that this seemingly naive if passionate young girl from a protected background could want such a thing. Shocked because no matter that the members of the circle always treated the maids as partners in their life style, if submissive ones. He had somehow retained a vestige of belief in the tenet that, against all evidence and despite Andréa’s enthusiasm, ladies were not be truly sexual beings. The more he imagined her as his submissive the more he felt gratified that this wonderful woman, his soul mate, wanted him as a master as well as husband. 

“But beloved, as a submissive member of the circle you would be available to other men.” 

“And you would have access to all those girls.”

“H-m-mph! Well yes, but you are my wife and I intend to be a good and faithful husband.” It was left like that for a while but it was in both their minds now. 

“Of course,” he said, “you would only have to go with men we both found acceptable.”

“I would be submissive at all times to your wishes and desires, husband. You would whip me for any disobedience or failing.” The thought thrilled her even as she said it. 

 

Over the next few months she was tested many times, being tied and tormented, impaled and whipped. She took it all with equanimity, showing pleasure at her pain and punishment. The tattoos were the easy part for them both. His brand was a simplified version of his regimental crest. The stars around her aureoles were her idea. He had half expected her to balk at taking his metal but again he misjudged just how much she wanted to be owned by, as well as married to him. After that it became easier. He made her look on whilst he took one of the maids at the Master’s house to see if it would make her change her mind but it didn’t. She was hotter than ever. The master himself was the first man, other than her husband, to take her. There had been no refusal, no hint of any change of mind. She was naturally hot and naturally loyal and faithful in the way of the circle to Sean. But it was also in her nature to find other men exciting and fulfilling, so long as it was with his permission, the permission of her master and husband! She delighted in her subservience, being used and fucked. The pain of his punishment washed the slate of guilt clean after congress with other men and confirmed her sense of belonging.

Sean’s hand on her rear brought her back to the present and the business in hand. She stilled, conscious of her exposure to the world, her double impalement, her corset’s stricture and the tightness of her bonds. Andréa looked at him and he smiled. In this instant it was not the smile of a husband or master but of a friend and lover. He too was thinking of the way in life they had walked and she knew that the life she lived with him was right and beautiful for them.

 

Her bottom cheeks were firm under his hand and he felt her slight movement on the pole and around the phallus. The hot little minx could never get enough, he thought. He looked on her helpless beauty with pride. Many of the members of the circle had married maids and made them ladies but few, if any, had done what he had: married a sweet, naïve, innocent girl and made her a slave. He looked down at her, displayed stiff and still as any statue. When they had first met, he had been inclined to write her off as a beautiful, charming child. He had been polite, of course, and kind. It had been her obvious fascination with him that had made him spend more time with her than he might otherwise have done. She was young, innocent and naive but she also had an acuity and honesty beyond her years. He was thirty-one and conscious of their age difference but she made nothing of it and indeed, because of his wealth, he suspected, neither did her parents. 

At first he had almost been afraid to touch Andréa because of her elegant refined beauty, her grace. But soon he realised she was as eager as any peasant girl. So far as she was concerned, they had made their promises to each other, she was his completely and she was not prepared to wait. For a naturally submissive girl she could be quite demanding. Her natural submissiveness delighted him and he was careful not to abuse it although it pleased him to see how her waist shrunk once he had told her he liked girls well corseted and how pleased he had been that, as she matured, her beautiful bosoms grew. She liked to think it was taking his sperm that triggered it and he smiled at the fancy. Would that it were so. 

He allowed his hand to move to then front of his wife and unerringly found her ring distorted cunny and the hard pip of her clit. She gasped and shifted as much as her bondage allowed. He felt the mist of her juices as she spurted on his fingers and smiled. 

He took in the scene. Master Jacques on his throne. What leadership that man gave! By Daphne’s side, clad in a similar manner to his dear Andréa and no doubt also doubly impaled but not locked to a post, was Madam Dedoigne. Such a fine woman, those bosoms, that hair! 

Across the room was Captain Blake, fine in his naval style rig. He appeared as all the other men but in fact hundreds of tattoos marked his strong body. He was the best man, the one who had branded Daphne and so many others, including dear Andréa and who would shortly be placing the ring through Daphne’s mound. 

By the good captain’s side, looking delightful, was the lovely Juliet. How tight of ass and cunny she was and so eager for experience! Dressed as the other girls, corseted, bare breasted and in stockings and high-heeled bootees that she was not yet totally confident in, Juliet was acting as Slaves’-maid and witness. She would help the captain too and be his reward for his services. From the way in which she looked up at the bold captain, she would be welcoming his attentions. What a surprise he would be! He hoped she would appreciate him. Dear Andréa had but not all did, some were too frightened of the good captain to try his delights.

 

Juliet looked down the room. Beyond the little circle of participants in the ceremony there were another twenty or so chairs in which many of the masters and some of the girls and staff sat watching. Many that looked on, Joseph the coachman, Isaac the gardener, Henry the gamekeeper and lots of the masters, had used her by now. Today, though, was the first time she had stood blatantly exposed before them all. It wasn’t a comfortable feeling but it was hard to deny the heat it created between her legs. Both Madam Dedoigne and Madam Andréa looked so, so fine. Those rings looked so right on their bellies. She glanced down at herself. Her fat lipped cunny was lush and beautiful, she had been told on numerous occasions, but her belly was unmarked and no ring hung there. It looked empty. She looked up at the tall figure by her side. She had heard rumours about him, the tattooist, the captain. Were they true? Well she was likely to find out today. A shiver of anticipation with a hint of fear coursed through her, making her breasts tremble on their shelf and her large teats quiver.

“Are you here today, Daphne, of your own free will?” The master’s voice was warm and confident.

“Yes sir.”

“Did you take our brands willingly?”

“Yes sir.”

“Do you give your body, your cunny, your arse, your breasts and your mouth to use in any way I see fit?”

“Yes sir, I wish to be completely yours in all ways.”

“Will you take the pain of my metal with fortitude to display and show your willingness to obey and submit?”

“I do so, master.” Her voice was only just audible by now but it didn’t waver.

Juliet had been rehearsed as to what was to happen and she moved forward to take the posy from Daphne’s hands even as Madam Dedoigne removed the flower garland and veil and handed these to Juliet who moved back to the captain’s side. She placed the veil and flowers on a table and lifted a tray covered with a white cloth. Madam lead Daphne to the frame, a solid item that had the form of an easel but with a backward curve. Her cuffed hands were fastened to its peak and her ankles to each of the legs. A winding of a gear and she was stretched in a backward arc, matching the curve of the frame, her mound now held even more prominent than her milk laden breasts. She tried to find ease but all that happened was that her heavy breasts, lifted as they were from her corset, moved in a gentle sway and the clamps that stopped her nipples leaking glinted in the afternoon light.

Madam Dedoigne moved away and the captain and Juliet moved forward. There was no more questioning, no more waiting. He flipped back the cloth and lifted the clamp and the piercing tool. A smell of alcohol filled the air as he cleansed the piercing area, attached the clamp and squeezed a large chunk of her plump mound. The captain had done this many times before and knew just how much flesh to grip. Suddenly the sharp curved needle pierced Daphne’s flesh and, even as she gasped, the ring followed through as the needle was withdrawn and snapped shut. The clamp was then removed and it could be seen that she had been pierced through the full width of her mound. Ownership was taken up by the Master for all to see and note and now Daphne had no other will save her master’s. As Juliet watched, the master released Daphne’s nipple clamps and called the congregation to drink. Each in turn supped from a fat teat as Daphne trembled with excitement and aftershock. Juliet saw the look of ecstasy on her face as she bit her lip and moaned. Would she ever feel this need to give herself so completely to one man?

 

 

Captain Richard Blake had run away to sea from a good family at thirteen and never regretted it. Drive and natural talent had made him captain of a merchant ship by the age of twenty five. Luck had also favoured him and he had become part owner of first one vessel and then, within six short years, the number had risen to four. His talent was such that now he rarely went to sea but his shipping line was both one of the most profitable and set fair to grow.

It was his time in Japan and the skills he learnt there that fed his artistic side and developed his fetish. At the age of fourteen some of his crew-mates had taken him ashore to a brothel to lose his virginity. They had not realised the specialist nature of the bordello or the type of girl he selected in his panic and nervousness. Young, beautiful and pleased to take this young foreigner’s virginity, the girl was of special cast. She had been tattooed from head to toe, only her hands, head and neck were free of artwork. And indeed that was what it was, art. Tattoo art at its highest form. Richard had a night to remember and he went back, having lost his virginity and having acquired the first of many tattoos from the same artist that had tattooed the girl. The second time he visited the brothel, the girl had moved on but another had taken her place. This one, in addition to the tattoos, had a fine collection of rings adorning her nubile body. He was to return to Japan many times. Each time he acquired more tattoos and sometimes piercings, learning from the then old tattoo master. His ship-mates were only too pleased to have him practice on them for he rapidly acquired competence and then mastery to match his teachers. Now largely land based, his interests and inclinations made it natural for Richard Blake to join the circle and they in turn found his talent and hobby of great use to them.

On being released, Daphne, the Master and Madam Dedoigne left the room. The sexual heat that had been engendered by the ceremony still buzzed around the room. Marina’s skirts were already up and she sat astride Master Charles’ lap, gently rocking herself. They were deep in conversation and it was as if the blatant sexual act was merely an adjunct of their talks. Sarah, a redhead with skin as white as chalk, knelt before a master and took his penis deep into her throat. It was an act of power and submission she enjoyed but the man who looked down into her deep cleavage knew it would just be the start of their congress. 

Not all were intent on a public orgy; a swarthy man of sinew and hard knotted muscle had already captured Enid, a long-legged blond with golden hair and abundant breasts. Her hands were tied behind her and he was leading her to a more private place to tie and torment her. A certain wariness showed on her face but there was also anticipation. Women that were partners, wives, slaves of other men mixed and mingled with the men, coming together as fancy took them. Madam Andréa, though, was being attended to by her husband, they seemingly reconfirming their vows. Her moans of pleasure were already evident above the room’s general noise. Juliet wondered if she would acquire more stripes during the course of the afternoon and evening.

“It would seem, little Juliet, that the party begins.” Captain Blake’s hand cupped her rear and squeezed gently. “Will you accompany me to a place more private where we can get to know each other better?” He was asking, not assuming. Though Madam Dedioigne had informed her that her role after the ceremony would be to please the best man if he found her attractive, the asking was a courtesy that pleased her and warmed her to him even more.

“It would please me, sir.” He took her arm and led her through the room and up the stairs to the rooms allocated to him. She was still a little unsteady in bootees with such tall heels and her breasts moved delightfully as a result of the uncertainty in her gate. Ushering her in front of him to climb the stairs, he took in her swivelling, firm, well rounded rear as he moved behind her and felt his cock go achingly hard. 

He used soft white ropes to spread and stretch Juliet on the bed. In the months since joining the household she had grown acclimatised, in fact to enjoy having every orifice used. She had also been spanked or switched for faults and failings, real or imagined, both by Madam Dedoigne and the guests in play. The act had never excited her in the same way as it did Madam Andréa and she had not actually enjoyed the pain itself. However, it had certainly sweetened the coitus that inevitably followed. Being bound, though, was different game, it was her first time. She had considered refusing, she could have done but refusing was not part of the culture of the house. She had yet to hear of a girl being hurt, well, no more than she wanted to be. The Captain made no attempt to remove her corset, boots or stockings. She hadn’t really expected him to, none of it limited his access to her body and most of the guests to the house seemed to prefer the girls saddled. His skill with ropes was evident for no sooner had he tied off the four ropes to the bed corners than he began to pull on them and, as though on pulleys, they began to tighten and she to stretch out taut, all slack removed neatly and efficiently. 

The Captain looked down at Juliet’s spread voluptuous form and found it good. He trailed the back of his hand over teat and cunny and she gasped, aroused by his stroking and her own bound helplessness. She tried to buck towards his hands but she was spread too tight. She watched, mesmerized, as he began to strip. At first she thought he wore some weird garment under his ordinary clothes but as more and more of his strong body was revealed she realised that here was more than the ornate isolated tattoos that the enslaved bore. Tattoos, or rather a single tattoo, for the pattern was a single subject, a dragon or mythical animal, entwined and covered his whole body. It was as bizarre a sight as anything she had yet seen in the house, male or female, but like them it had its own beauty and she found herself mesmerised as he moved and the animal seemed to flicker and writhe. It was as his trousers dropped that she gasped and felt fear. Even his penis was covered by the dragon design and he seemed to share it with the animal, large, thick and of the same blue as the scales of the creature. It could have looked ridiculous. A blue penis! It would have been so had it remained pink and unadorned but this man was two creatures in one and both had beauty and both were male. 

It was not the design or the colour that made her gasp, though, or indeed its size; it was that it seemed to have regular bumps along its length that made it appear almost gnarled. He saw her wide-eyed gaze.

“In the East, men have small beads, sometimes glass, sometimes gold, inserted into small slits in the skin of the penis. When the penis is quiescent they are scarcely noticeable. When it is erect they become evident, as you can see. The aim is to give the woman greater pleasure. It seemed in keeping with the customs of the house. Few of those women who have experienced the sensation have found it unpleasant. Those that did, I think it was because they responded to their imagination and not the actuality.” Fear still held Juliet, his body was like that of a demon but she looked into his blue-grey eyes and saw only humanity and concern. Perhaps being demonically possessed wouldn’t be too bad and she relaxed in her taut bonds. In turn, he saw the fear induced tension go from her taught body.

For the ceremony, Juliet’s corset had been tighter and her waist smaller than ever before, now that she lay tight stretched it actually eased the feeling of constriction that was both her bane and blessing, its stricture both excited and tormented her. As the Captain looked down at his victim, he saw that her waist seemed so small as to be about to break. The belly that had curved gently out from under the corset’s edge was now pulled flat, emphasising the ripeness of her plump pudenda. Her breasts had been lifted from the corset’s supporting cups, their heavy weight moving them towards her sides but she was so full and firm backed that they remained still much mounded high on her rapidly heaving chest. 

She looked up at the man whose multi-coloured artwork seemed to be fighting for control of his body over her own mounded breasts and she could see that, though re-assured by both experience and his demeanour, her body had yet to be convinced for her breasts were shivering and her teats visibly shaking and trembling. His hands came down and caressed her shaking flesh, rolling her big teats between his fingers. Soft lips suckled gently. Juliet gasped and tried to arch but her bonds denied her. Now his hands traced her waist and flared out around her hips. His fingers caressed her lips and teased her clit. She tried harder to arch but still to no avail. He saw the tendons in arms and legs suddenly become defined and heard her moan. Now his lips found her clit and his fingers delved a little deeper. She writhed, helpless and aroused as never before, subconsciously accepting that bondage was for her the summation of submission and yet empowered her to give say to full arousal.

On and on his teasing went and again and again as she neared climax it was denied her. Her moans and screams of disappointment and rage would have roused the whole house had not the walls been thick and the door solid and well fitting. Lost in torment and pleasure, Juliet was aware that he was between her wide spread thighs, the tip of his cock pressing at a cunny that was so aroused that she was already gaping in anticipation of his entrance. Inch by inch he entered her, gently stretching her to the limit. At last he was hard home and she was gasping for breath. Never had she been so conscious of a prick. 

“Now it’s your turn to work, girl,” he said and twisted a nipple between his fingers, making her tighten on him in reaction. He forced her to discover and become aware of muscles that she had never realised actually existed; she gripped and writhed internally and strove to milk him for satiation and in doing so pleasured him. 

She was already coming like an avalanche when at last he deigned to move and pumped and pumped until she thought she would die of surfeit. At last she could come no more. He lay on her breasts, looking into her half closed eyes, still buried deep inside her, taking most of his weight on his elbows. 

“Good for a first attempt, girl, but you have still to make me spend.” He moved inside her, still hard as a bar of iron and she gasped and moaned. “If you can’t manage it, I’m sure a whipping would motivate you.” And he smiled down at her. The sun was low now, showing it was early evening and it filled the room with a golden glow. Juliet realised that the night was going to be long but even so she couldn’t stop herself from flexing her hips and working him again with her cunny muscles. 

 

The big house was especially full. The girls had been working hard keeping the house clean and serving the guests, especially serving the guests. They seemed to be perpetually breaking off from their more mundane roles to service and pleasure a guest. All the girls had developed large appetites so this in itself was no problem, just that they felt as though they were forever to and fro to the wash house to douche and clean themselves. All the girls, Madam Dedoigne as well, might be used by the guests but as personal property of the master and not just a servant, it was considered polite to ask his permission or wait for him to say whether Madam and now Daphne, were on or off limits. Belonging to him as they did, unlike the maids, neither had the right to refuse any man he had said might use them. The situation was reciprocated with any girls the guests were married to or owned by. As number two to Madam Dedoigne it meant that Daphne had a standing now that put her above the girls. Not itself a problem but as she was understudying Madam in her duties and supposedly learning how to cook, manage the house and supervise the other servants, it rather went to her head. Daphne was satisfied with life and pleased with herself. She felt secure in a way that she had never felt before in the whole of her young life. The master had been considerate as her ring healed, it had made normal sex impossible at first, then difficult, then an act to be careful about, until at last complete confidence was achieved. Which as just as well considering the activities of the day and today she was the centre of attention.

The master had organised a coffee morning. The small ballroom was utilised. Small tables abounded and guests sat drinking coffee, chatting and socialising. The maids, like flocks of beautiful birds in their crisp linens and tight, brightly coloured corsets and skirts, swayed and moved around the guests in a pleasing dance, carrying out their duties of bringing and re-furbishing trays of coffee and chocolate for the guests. Sometimes a girl would alight by a master or sometimes his mistress, if she caught their attention and enjoyed the laying on of hands on their lower bodies as they were explored and pleasured. It was an article of pride for the guests to be delicate and pleasing in their caresses. Daphne noted with annoyance that Juliet was particularly vocal at showing her pleasure at such caressing, drawing attention away from Daphne that she felt was rightfully hers. Master Jameson had even unlaced her bodice to expose her bosoms. She felt annoyed that the size of Juliet’s breasts and teats were almost of a size with hers and she not even in milk!

“Milkmaid!” The word recalled her to her duties and she swayed towards the handsome Master Charles, the one Marina was so enamoured of. She would show him how much more attractive she was. Her costume today was a far cry from the simple peasant maid outfit of linen, corset and skirt that the girls normally wore. White cap, black dress with ruffles at neck, cuffs, hem and bodice, black stockings and tall black bootees. Modest sounding, but it left her breasts bare and sitting on more white ruffles and it was so short that when her petticoat supported skirts swayed, her ribboned stocking tops showed. If that were not an excitement enough for the guests, her wrists were held up level with her neck in the clasp of a yoke that gripped her ruffle protected neck. A head harness and red ball gag held her silent. She swayed even more than the girls with their trays as she made her way past them and the standing guests, twisting and turning the yoke so that she didn’t knock anyone. Her jaws had long gone numb because of the gag and her corset was very tight but she didn’t mind, she was excited and enjoyed being displayed, the centre of attention. Her stocking tops were already wet with the arousal oozing freely from her cunny.

She came to Master Charles’ side and almost without thought his left hand came under her skirt to clasp her thigh so she couldn’t move away without his permission. “Ahh, Daphne. Some milk for my coffee.” It was an order that had been repeated a dozen times or more so far already. She bent from the hips so low that her big full breasts dangled out of their nest, a nipple just over the hot coffee. His right hand gently milked her as his left pleasured her pussy. Daphne milked into the coffee. She moaned with pleasure at his attentions. Satisfied, he allowed her to straighten, his left hand still busy and his lips licked the stray drops from her teat. “The Master’s imagination and his execution are amazing, Daniel.” The man in the seat opposite was a rangy redheaded man with a round face and dancing eyes. Master Charles lifted her skirts to expose her brand and ring. She stood straight, arching her shoulders back, wanting to display her pride in being owned by the master. 

“It suits her well, Charles.” 

“Indeed, as it does any girl of the right quality. Marina!” Marina was passing with an empty tray and she quickly came to Master Charles’ side. “Display your brand to Master Daniel here.” Marina blushed bright scarlet but obediently put down her tray and grasped the hems of skirt and petticoats, lifting them high. The tattoo was a deep red in colour of a simple but artistic design. Circular with two streams that came from it to flow either side of her cunny, covering her outer labia. “Now the back, girl.” Her flush deepened further and she turned, flipping up her skirts to expose her butt. He lent forward, ignoring Daphne and gently parted Marina’s cheeks to show that the stream continued, flowing up between them, encircling her anus before pooled into a second brand above her cleft. “She takes my ring shortly as slave and wife.” Excited and pleased by what he saw, he pulled her towards his lap and, freeing his erect penis, seated her on it. She gasped but wriggled with pleasure. Murmurs of appreciation came from the rest of the coffee drinkers and there was definite flurry of activity involving the other maids. “Daphne. Master Charles needs milk,” Master Charles said with a catch in his throat as Marina’s educated twat began to work her master. 

The sight of Marina working the penis on which she sat impaled by inner muscles alone excited Daphne as it did Master Daniel and he monopolised the milk and meat of Daphne for too long and cries of “Send her round!” started to ring out. Reluctantly he let her go. 

“Perhaps the master will allow me use of you later, girl.” He watched her eyes and the pupils dilated with pleasure at the thought. It was to happen, but not as she thought it might. As she left him she noted that Marina was kneeling between Master Charles’ legs now and suckling clean that still hard cock of his. She wondered if Madam Dedoigne was doing the same to the master and felt jealous that that this might be the case.

The morning drew to an end but before the master called a halt to the session he tapped his cup with a spoon to draw attention to him. “Ladies and Gentlemen, I hope the coffee and chocolate was to your liking.” There was a laugh and a murmur of appreciation. “I think all of you availed yourself of milk, even those who normally take their coffee black.” There was further laughter. Daphne felt proud that she had pleased so many. “However, as well behaved as our little milkmaid had been today, she has been getting above herself. She is to be reminded she is my slave. That I own her and such arrogant ways spoil the harmony of the house.”

So it was that for the rest of the day she was displayed naked and available. Her upper body protruded through a wall with her wrist cuffed high and wide above her with a hatch down so that it clamped around her waist. On this side she could see who kissed, fondled or suckled her but to her rear she could only imagine who was using her cunny and bottom. The Master’s instructions were not to suckle her breasts until she ached and begged for relief. In the meantime her bottom was spanked and switched, she was plundered in both openings with penis and dildo and, being the well-trained slave she was, she came and came again. Her only respite was when unseen hands gave douche or enema to prepare her for her next user. Worse, perhaps, was that as her breasts filled and she began to beg to be suckled, the Captain came and tattooed her status on her left breast, as permanent reminder of who and what she was. At the end of the day the haughty Daphne was gone and she found herself welcomed back into the sisterhood, wondering why she had been so stupid but proud of her newly acquired marking.

 

“Does it look well?” asked Madam. Her hands stroked the corset at its narrowest point. Her breasts heaved and trembled as she acclimatised herself. It was hard and inflexible. Her breasts thrust forward, making the size of her tiny waist appear miniscule. 

“It’s beautiful. The master will be pleased.” Marina saw the look of pleasure flash across Madam Dedoigne’s face. 

“He has commanded that I carry the balls tonight. I hope I won’t disgrace myself.” Marina thought of the time she had carried the heavy balls inside her for Master Charles, the ones that seemed to shift about out of all proportion to the amount she moved, pressing and rubbing that particular spot. 

Madam turned so she could see her bare bottom cheeks, the left with its brand, in the chiffonier. They were firm and round and muscular still but he had decided that she needed time on the farm to relax. This trip was in effect a treat before she went off. Daphne wasn’t really ready to run the house on her own but after she had been taught a lesson and regained the friendship of the maids, she should manage. She looked again at her new corset and felt pleased. She would be spending a lot of time un-corseted or relatively lightly corseted but she was determined that when she got back she would get into this beautiful creation again. 





“Bring the box, Marina.” The silk lined box contained two balls. They were each about one and a half inches in diameter and very heavy. As they shifted in her hand the mercury inside them moved. These were special and the mercury was the secret of their ability to torment and pleasure. Marina watched as Madam eased herself open and pushed one and then the other high inside herself. Lubricant was unnecessary, Marina had been only too pleased to suckle Madam earlier and now she was juicy and ready. It was part of her duties as her maid whilst Madam taught her how to be a lady.

Madam Dedoigne stood stock still in her petticoats and skirts, concentrating on gripping and retaining the heavy balls as Marina used a button-hook on the dozens of small buttons needed to close her bodice tight around her corset. Marina was now of a similar height to Madam. She too wore bootees with towering heels and was dressed in a similar though far simpler fashion to Madam. Officially she was her maid companion. She had gone through the same ceremony as Madam and Daphne but it was Master Charles who was her master and once Madam D had completed her training to be a lady, they would marry. It was a commitment that was not a deeper relationship than the giving of themselves to an owner, but one that ran concurrent as an indication of their intent to have children and so give the need to be able to move in the masters’ world as a wife. Marina finished her buttoning. Quickly she fixed the diamond clips, with their ostrich plumes, in her abundant red hair and helped her put on the long silk opera gloves, using the button hooks again to close them snug around her wrists and lower forearm. Finally Marina stood back and looked at the cream silk beauty with her vibrant hair that was Madam Dedoigne

“You look wonderful! Your waist looks so delicate! The corset is a marvel. And your bosoms!” Marina wanted to push her face into such lush bounty but Madam’s large coral pink nipples were only just covered and her breasts seemed about to burst free of the tight bodice and she was fearful that any unrestrained action on her part could well cause it to happen.



There was a rap at the door and the master stood in the open doorway. Trim and elegant in black evening dress, gleaming white dress shirt and waistcoat he looked immaculate. “My dear, you look a poem of beauty!” Marina saw that Madam, this woman who regularly commanded the sexual favours of the maids, was used before them all by the master and the guests at his dictate, was actually blushing with pleasure like any maiden might! 

The night was warm and the air in the carriage was heavy with the smell of the posy he had given her. The rhythm of the horses, the rocking on its springs making her sway on her seat and the Ben-Wa balls filling her cunny move delightfully. It would not do to come without his permission but she felt so close. She tried to control herself and take her mind off her arousal. It wasn’t just the balls working her, though, being around her owner always made her hot. It was as though he gave off an aura so tangible that it could be smelt. It always aroused and she, and perhaps Daphne now, more than any other. “Master.” She delighted in the title and the concept as it applied to her. He had given her permission to call him Dorian as his friend did but unless in front of strangers or those outside the circle, she rarely did. “You mentioned that we should think of allowing Daphne to dry up. Have you thought further?”

“Yes, my dear, I think it would be good if on your return from the farm she replaces you. They can dry her up there.”

“She will complain, master.”

“The wise woman who supplies us the black brew to prevent you or the girls conceiving advises me she can bring Daphne back into milk at any time.”

“She could bring me into milk, master?” The thought thrilled Madam Dedoigne.

“Probably, though with less certainty than Daphne, she lactated as a result of her aborted pregnancy.” The possibility, though, and the thought triggered Madam. 

“Oh!-Oh!-Oh!-Oh!-Oh!-Oh!-Oh!-Ohhhhhhhhh!” With each rock of the coach the orgasm intensified until she came violently.



“My dear, you did not ask permission. I’m afraid I will have to punish you later. Did you retain the Ben-Wa?”

“Yes master.” Her breasts were heaving in aftershock and he found the sight delicious.

“Well, at least that will spare you the cane.” For the rest of the ride she sat and rocked, squeezing her cunny muscles around the hard balls, planning what minor transgression she could make so as to earn such a treat.

At the theatre they had a private box. They drew many glances of curiosity and admiration. The women thought him demonic, that has its attraction to women, good men they find boring. She, the men thought, was stunning. A voluptuous torch of a woman with her titian hair above the cream silk of her dress. They imagined getting burned by her and being comforted in that magnificent bosom. The operetta was entertaining, the music delightful. In the middle of the second act the admirers noted that the woman had left the box and the man sat alone and so still. After an interval of darkness, though, she was back in all her bright perfection and they resumed their admiration of the couple.

“That was very naughty of you, my dear. I will of course be forced to cane you later.”

“As my master wills.” She wiped her full pouting mouth of the stray spots of cream from her sweet and for a moment it was as though it were his sperm around her lips once more. Madam gave a giggle and her breasts shook. He didn’t know what she found amusing, but guessed. At a moment of high drama when all eyes had been focused on the stage she had slid from her seat and folded herself on her thighs. Her skilled and busy fingers released him from his trousers. He was instantly erect and she literally engulfed him, taking him deep into her throat and then slowly removing him, suckling and licking him as she did. For a full ten minutes, as the tenor sang and the soprano moaned her pain, he fought to control his spending but at last she won and his hot seed filled her mouth and she savoured it. Through it all, to any who might have been looking at him through their opera glasses, his face had been impassive.

 

Later, in their room, she knelt on the bed clad only in her stockings. He had admired her new corset again and again, but tonight he wanted her bare. And now she sat, her bosoms so massive and shapely, thrust out naked and unsupported. She was looking in a mirror, teasing her loose hair and examining her face. 

“I have too many freckles and the farm will bring out more.”

“No you do not and they will add to your humanity and make you even more perfect.” The dusting of freckles there and on her upper bosom, to him, did indeed only add to her beauty. She smiled at getting the compliment from him she wanted and put down the mirror, offering her wrist to him. 

“I must be punished, master.”

He smiled and buckled the cuffs, then made her lay back so he could connect her spread arms to the straps waiting there. He crossed her ankles and bound them so with more straps. She could move her legs to a degree but the straps stopped her straightening or covering her ringed pudenda, She lay looking up at him. He had stripped naked. She loved the play of hard muscle under his white skin and felt herself moisten at the dread and desire for what she knew was to come.

The switch came down on her inner thigh and she jerked. It was the first line on the blank canvas. As it was light, it only stung, but it thrilled her. Soon all of her inner thighs were bright red, indelibly inscribed with fine lines. He was getting nearer and nearer her cunny and she wanted to shout no but instead she arced her back and presented it to him. The blow came down hard full on her cunny. Her ring had been turned back so her labia pouted open, her clit exposed. Her eyes went wide and she gasped. “Huh! Hu-u-uhh!” It ended in a small gasping scream. Masterfully he went on and on and she was beyond pain, she was spurting her cream at every blow and mewing like a cat. He threw aside the switch and took up the crop. Thicker lines cut her thighs and pudenda. None threatened to cut the flesh but her moans had turned to a continuous sound. There was sufficient slack in the straps that kept her arms spread above her for him to flip her over so that her forehead rested on her crossed arms. Her bottom was white and unblemished save for his tattooed brand. It was a light cane now that cross-hatched the pristine surface, he had after all promised. Her big breasts were squashed into the silken bedclothes, her nipples swollen and tender with arousal. As she jerked in reaction to the blows it was as though silken hands were fondling her tits. When the cane came down on her hindquarters, the sweet purity of the pain took her breath away and she went to a place so wonderful she didn’t want to return. But as ever, when the caning ceased, she lost hold and she was back in her body. Madam was flipped over again, her nates tender against the sheets. Her ankles were released and she was able to ease the ache in her knees and spread wide her stocking clad legs wide to invite her master in. Madam was all heat and tightness. She could feel herself filled and stretched and she felt complete. Now it was to be her turn!

His cock thrust deep into her, he wasn’t sure if a tighter vagina had ever gripped him. The heat engendered by his whipping seemed to scorch him and he could feel the hardness of her belly ring against his stomach. He shifted slightly and her clit, raised as it was by the lifted back belly ring, ground into his pubis and she groaned and shifted. Her breasts were like pillows that cushioned them both. Him from her and her from him. This was woman who had given herself, body and soul and, though she strove to excite, delight and extend his pleasure, to please him in all and every way, she was incapable of holding back from him. He blessed fate that made them both what they were.

It was her moment of power, this taking him in to her body, this engulfing and overpowering. A man can physically overpower a woman, he can dominate her mentally and emotionally but rarely can he be certain to overwhelm her sexually. Rape isn’t sexual; it is physical. He had no need to rape, Madam was all too willing. Her cunny muscles had been well trained and, with no outward show, she gripped and worked him. He fought back and tensed and flexed without shifting or moving, his climax slowed by virtue of her oral pleasuring earlier. 

The fight went on for a long time. She came again and again but she wasn’t satiated. He came but her grip wouldn’t allow him to soften and soon his arousal built anew. This time he couldn’t stop himself. At first he was moving only slightly, but then his need to release grew and soon he was pumping hard and her screams whipped him on. Their climax peaked together. He was softening, as he did so he felt her gripping and writhing to re-awaken him but he was spent and he knew that the beautiful lush creature bound beneath him had won. It was a victory, though, that neither could acknowledge but both knew the truth.

She lay by his side, still bound, his hands stroking her lush form, taking revenge on her for winning the battle of the sexes. They had both slept briefly and now both were relaxed but refreshed. “Before returning to the house, take Marina to Madam Andréa where she can continue her education. You will be taken to the farm.” He was caressing her fat pudenda and she was moaning gently with satisfaction at his attentions. “I was thinking of sending one of the maids with you to be trained so. Which do you think would be suitable?” He was thinking of who would both submit to the discipline and enjoy the experience. 

“Juliet.” Madam Dedoigne said the name without thought or hesitation, then thought again, surprised at her own immediate response and then said again. “Yes – Juliet. She has the curiosity and the capacity to enjoy the experience of the farm.”

“Juliet it is then. She is an active and eager girl. The Captain seems to have taken a particular shine to her.”

“Ah! Interesting. I have yet to raise it with you but Juliet had asked if the Captain might be prevailed upon to tattoo her.”

“His brand?”

“No, or not yet so far as I am aware. She delighted in his body and the appearance of his art and wanted some of her own.”





“The reality is that it is her decision. The maids are employed, not enslaved, unlike you, my love. If she is serious and she wants such artwork, better the Captain adorn her body than some butcher. Confirm she is still so minded. The Captain is a regular visitor to the farm both for pleasure and his circle business. I have no doubt, from his comments to me, he will be more than willing to please her.” He leaned across her, took a fat teat into his mouth and suckled hard. 

“Aaaaaaaaargh! Is Juliet to be given the choice as to whether or not she goes to the farm?”

“Now, my dear, I don’t carry freedom of choice too far!” They both laughed. Madam was lifting her hips to press herself against his caressing hands and she could feel his prick hardening. 

“There is one portal you have yet to use, Master, and I think it is in need of plugging.” She turned in his grasp so that her still cuff restrained arms crossed and she slid up on to her knees. He raised himself on his elbow and took in the red globes of her butt. Thicker lines of a deeper red to the background cross hatching of the switch showed clear. She wriggled and showed that she was eager to exploit the sensitivity of her rear. He knelt behind her and eased into her cuny to lubricate his cock, then pushed against her tight anal bud. Slowly she opened under his pressure and a long drawn out gasp of pleasure “Uuuuuuuah!” escaped them both and the fight started anew. 

 

Juliet sat in the coach opposite Madam Dedoigne with a shawl over her shoulders. Less than an hour before she had been told she was to accompany Madam to the farm. Nothing had been said as to where this farm was or what sort of farm it was and she felt reluctant to ask Madam. She was respectably veiled, sitting across from her in a tight sleeved, high necked, travelling dress. She was gripping the handle of a parasol in her gloved hands and was clearly deep in thought. Juliet tried to put the questions out of her mind and found herself instead looking at Madam’s magnificent bosoms under her taut bodice, remembering the times over the last year she had been called to share a bed with her. 

A year ago she had not even known that such lesbian activities took place and yet the acts between the girls was so accepted as being natural that it was still a word she had yet to hear in reference to them. She looked down proudly at her own impressive breasts. They were not as big as Madam’s and her waist wasn’t as small but few girls in the house, save milk laden Daphne, matched her. Madam had so delighted in suckling on her large dark teats, which though she was not in milk, were almost as large as Daphne’s. If they stopped perhaps she could find out from Joseph where they were going. She felt the itch between her thighs that had become so familiar over the last year, too. She would of course reward him for his information, though regretfully it would have to be with her mouth. On the coach there was nowhere to douche herself afterwards. Still she would keep her fingers busy for her own personal pleasure, for her, though, it was never as satisfying as the real thing but it would ease the itch.

Madam sat lost in her own thoughts for most of the journey. Time on the farm was intense, so intense that it frightened even as it fascinated her. She looked at Juliet swaying opposite as she wriggled and squirmed in her seat, looking vaguely disappointed and wondered how she would take her first visit. She felt a twinge of guilt that she was here at her instigation. Her thoughts veered away from Juliet toward what was going to happen to her. He had told her, expecting and getting no remonstrance. This was to be a test of her obedience and it frightened her. The coach turned down a familiar lane and then up to a gated arch. Joseph gave a shout, the gate opened and he drew the coach into a cobbled yard. With the coach at rest, she heard the gates closing again.

“Please climb down.” The voice was one Juliet recognised and she craned to look out of the carriage. It was Master Jonas, the first guest ever to use her.

 





Madam Andrea pumped back on to her husband’s cock. It slithered even deeper into her and she grunted with pleasure as she worked herself on him, her big hanging breasts smacking against her own chest. The metal of her ring pierced her flesh so deeply that the special spot inside her cunny was ground between his cock and the metal and she found it good. 

Marina stood impaled on a pole, her new high heeled bootees kept her on near tiptoe and her ankles were cuffed to its base. Not that this could be seen for she wore the dress of a lady now. All that anyone could have seen, in fact, was the silk rope that pulled her elbows back until they almost touched. The chain that led from gold cuffs to pudenda ring was almost lost in the flounces of her gloves just as Juliet had told her Madam Andrea’s had been when first she had met her. She wasn’t gagged, though the high collar of her day dress made it impossible to lower her chin and speaking was difficult. A lady had to learn to control her tongue; had she spoken, Madam or the Colonel would have whipped her and she wasn’t in the mood for that.

As it was she gently pumped herself the small amount her impalement allowed her, milking pleasure from the voyeurism her position in the corner of the room allowed. She has seen and experienced so much in the past weeks in this house that her cunny muscles seemed to ache from overwork. Worse still was that Madam Andrea had barred Master Charles from the house until she was satisfied with Marina’s deportment and ladylike behaviour. Her head spun with all that she had to learn but she worked as hard as she could, knowing the sooner Madam was satisfied the sooner she would be married to her dear Charles. What would he think if he saw her now? Charles! Just the thought of him made her cunny cream and her aching muscles squeeze that little bit harder and tug at the anchorage of her cuffs.

“Urgh! Urgh! Urgh! U-u-u-u-uurgh!” How delicious dear Sean felt in her, thought Madam Andrea. How tame the life of the average wife must be compared with what was allowed, no, demanded of her. She looked at Marina. So neat and tidy in her day-dress. After all her coaching and guiding she looked like any respectable young girl. Oh she was wasp waisted to the extreme but that was fashionable and if, like her, Marina’s bosoms were overabundant, that was just to be admired. 

Sean’s strong horsemen’s hands lifted her off his cock and then pulled her back again. “E-e-e-eeeeeeeeee!” She wasn’t displeased at his still rigid member filling her butt. She had greased herself earlier for just such an eventuality but she had allowed her mind to wander and he had taken her by surprise. She squirmed her full curves back at him and now it was his turn to grunt as she squeezed him. It seemed that Marina too took pleasure in Sean’s action for she could see that the intensity and frequency of small, hardly perceptible movements had increased and there was definitely a moist glow on her impassive face. If her impassivity broke, she would be whipped. Marina had to learn a ladylike control. Who knew when her husband master might want to take her? Thoughts of whipping Marina’s firm creamy butt re-invigorated her own arousal and she squeezed and pumped a little harder, her big white breasts with their large dark coral pink teats swinging a little harder. Liquid pumping sounds filling the air of the bedroom and the tit slapping sounds increased.

Marina looked at Madam, taking in her full hanging, swinging breasts in all their glory. She noted the full swollen lips and the restless movement of her tongue keeping them moist. There was a rigidity about Madam’s face now and the big eyes had half closed, showing only whites that indicated a further orgasm, a monumental one seemingly was imminent. There was no constraint, she thought, on Madam making noises, she was in her own bedroom. Madam had said it was good to display her true gratitude for the rogering she was receiving from her loving husband. You, on the other hand, are a guest in our bedroom and any such sounds would be bad manners. Madam came off her hands and straightened. Now Marina could see that ring and her pierced clit. Strong thighs lifted Madam off her husband’s cock, Marina watched as the internal pressures of a big cock in Madam’s butt made her cunny gape and then, as she lifted, it would start to close. She rose until only its helmet was held inside her butt. Suddenly she let go and dropped on her husband’s shaft, her cunny re-opening like a shutter as she did so and it was enough. Madam, the Colonel and Marina came, all three unable to conceal the violence of their climaxes.

Sean had pulled himself up on the pillows. Andrea was still impaled on his cock, her tightness slowed the inevitable softening and he was as content to have her lean back so he could fondle tits and cunny as she was to be fondled.

“Master, I think it would be a good time to take Marina down to the farm. She can learn there the handling of ponies of both types and how to control servants.”

Colonel Sean blew a wisp of his wife’s blond hair from his face, revelling in the weight of her full tits in his hands. “An excellent idea! How long will you need?”

“Oh three, maybe four weeks.”

“I have business to attend to that will keep me occupied for two maybe three of those weeks. When I join you, we will show her also that a lady should never ask of others that which she can’t do herself.”

“Yes dear.” Andrea smiled with pleasure and dread. “In the meantime, Marina allowed herself to get out of control.”

“What do you suggest?”

“I promised her a strapping but she did try so hard.”

“Never go back on a promise, dear. It devalues them.”

“Yes dear.”

“But you could also fit her with a bustle. One with a butt plug attached as a reward for trying so hard. Carrot and whip?”

“Excellent, darling.” Round warm cheeks bounced with pleasure on his cock and he twitched. No, he thought, a little time to recuperate first. I don’t want to go off half-cocked! “Should we take her off the pole?” 

“Now, dear, you can take kindness too far. Once she has her new bustle fitted she can stay on the pole until she has to get ready for dinner. Young Dolly can come and watch her to see she doesn’t make any more inappropriate noises.”

“Dolly is rather a tease.”

“It will improve Marina’s ability to control herself. And if we catch Dolly doing so, give us the proof to discipline her as she also needs.”

“Darling, you think of every-iiing!!!” Madam Andrea’s cunny spurted. She was not to be allowed the recuperation time her husband was allowing himself, but then she rarely needed it.

 

Juliet stood harnessed and ready to go. She had been at the farm for a month and now accepted the role she was playing. Indeed, now she had become broken to her role there was an element of enjoyment that was in another time, almost Zen-like. As she stood in the warm sunlight, her mind had already gone to that place which in which self is abrogated and only sensation exists. This semi-comatose state was broken by sound of women approaching in what she recognised by the sound as high-heeled riding boots. As they came into the span of vision allowed by her blinkers she saw it was two women in smart riding habits. The one in blue was Madam Andrea and Juliet was amazed to see that the other, in a rich dark red, was Marina. 

Both wore small smart hats with veils to protect their skins from the sun, both wore high necked bodices that fitted close to bust and arm with ruffles at neck and wrist. Their slim fitting skirts had a large kick pleat to make walking easier and their petticoats rustled as they did so. Juliet’s eyes went round as she noted the final touch to Madam Andrea’s deep blue habit. In addition to the tight leather gloves that they both wore, Madam carried a pony whip and Juliet realised that she was to be her driver for the day and that the slightly wider trap she was harnessed to was because Marina was going to be the passenger.

“You have driven a carriage with a conventional pony, Marina, and learnt the basic skills of driving. Now I am going to introduce you to another kind, where a more delicate and intelligent approach is required.” She smiled into Juliet’s eyes and there was a friendliness there but somehow this did not ease her mind. Madam was a submissive but she took pleasure in obedience to her husband and if he had said Juliet should be whipped hard, Madam would whip hard!

On the first day Master Jonas had given her chance to leave, but she had known without being told that leaving the farm meant leaving the Master and the house. Madam Dedoigne had clearly no intention of not co-operating and that had swayed her. Now there was no going back, no leaving, until her time at the farm was done, it was all of a piece.

 “A good driver first ensures that the pony is correctly and comfortably harnessed and that they are sound in wind and limb, no fevers, coughs or colic, no strain or lameness.” Madam’s hands explored Juliet’s body, checking the fastening of the straps that both constrained and supported her breasts. “See, tight enough around her dugs to steady them but not tight enough to damage them. Colour as well as tension is always an excellent guide. If you consider the colour wrong, check. This,” there was the sound of a ratchet as the steel rings encircling the base of her breasts and in seconds they became almost painfully swollen and became a deep red in colour. “Too loose.” The rings were slackened off almost entirely and Juliet winced as Madam gave her breasts a slap left then right, making her and her breasts dance and bobble, “And a big jugged pony like Juliet might damage herself and her breasts with the violence of their motion.” The ratchet sounded again. “Just enough to ensure they’re held but not strangled.” She stood back and suddenly she was out of Juliet’s sight. A hand at the side of her bridle led her around in a large circle, the two seater trap following sweetly behind her on well-oiled wheels. “This gives you another opportunity to check her dugs. As you can see some pleasing motion is always appreciated. Similarly you can check her tail. The grooms here are experienced but a badly fitted tail plug can be worse than trotting on a sprained fetlock.” Suddenly Madam came into view just as she heard her say. “That’s right, Marina, you check her out.” 



It was all too soon for Juliet when she felt the trap give and her bottom was touched with the whip. The weight she was pulling was not unreasonable. Master DeWitt, the Dutch master she had often pulled, was far heavier than Madam and Marina together but somehow the fact that it was them made her curiously unsettled at first. But soon she re-acquired that state where her mind emptied and her body took pleasure in the controlled repetitive and easy motion of the trot. 

“You note that the pony has fallen into her natural trot, the speed at which she can hold for the longest period. It is strange that after sufficient training, any speed between walking and trotting is actually more tiring than a pony’s natural pace. Let the pony dictate the speed of the trot until you learn enough to ensure they’re not fooling you for a reason of their own.” 

Suddenly the whip came down hard and Juliet felt the reins slap. “Huh!” Pain automatically made her increase her pace. Still Madam wasn’t satisfied. “Huh!” And the whip again and Juliet was running as fast as she could. The sequence was repeated a third time but she could run no faster. Slowly - or rather it seemed slowly to Juliet - her legs lost their steam and she began to slow. The whip again forced her back to a higher speed but it lasted less than twenty strides. 

“Whoa!” She wanted to just stop but that was forbidden, like the well-trained pony she had become she dropped the pace. Again the “Whoa!” and she dropped to a trot. A further soft “Whoa!” and the gentle tug on the reins and she simply walked, leaning into the traces. Her breath whistled past her bit and sweat dripped from her nose and nipples but she knew better than to stop. She had run quite a distance but in real terms she had travelled a lot further in mind than in body since the day she had come to the farm. She had gone through bone deep weariness, through rebellion, to capitulation, to acceptance to pleasure and she knew she had further to go yet. For now when she ran, her body gloried in her subservience and the tail plug had worked her hard, the whip sparking off the climaxes that she had both gloried in and run through. 

 

Madam Dedoigne knew how she looked to the world. She had seen a pony girl enduring just what she was enduring now on the day the coach had brought them to the farm. It wasn’t her first time on the farm, she had taken up the role of pony on several occasions, even then, suffering and enjoying the pleasure of submission and subservience. Now, to please her master, she was enduring even more. 

They had stripped, helping each other release their corsets, folding their clothes in neat piles as they did so for a stable maid to take away. She had heard Master Jonas ask, “was she ready to comply with her master’s wishes?” Juliet had looked at her for reassurance, the Master wasn’t her master the way he was Madam’s and she could only give a small tight smile in reply to that look. Thoughts of the pleasures and luxury clearly tumbled through Juliet’s head and they were weighed against the pain and pleasures her role brought her. Madam wasn’t even asked.

Madam watched as they had harnessed Juliet for the first time, the straps and rings that gripped her body and tits, the pulling back of her elbows, enough to push forward her big breasts. The bit and the blinkers. There would be no going back now for Juliet until her course was run.

She had seen the other girl behind Juliet being brought out by a stable maid to harness to her light gig. They were dressed in high boots and tight breeches and, other than a riding hat, were naked. From past experience she knew they were allowed to exercise the ponies as well as care for them but they in turn were whipped for the slightest infraction. 

The collared and tit chained girl they led wore long tight boots that came to the top of her thighs, no heels but the foot shaped so as to keep her on tiptoe with a small steel clad hoof that increased her height by a couple of inches where the sole would have been. She could see a slight swelling at the knee of the boots that indicated padding. Stumbling and falling was a real risk when a skin-tight black leather half hood permanently covered the upper half of your face with no holes for eyes. As the girl blindly sought the source of the yard sounds, she turned her head and Madam saw that a thick mane of hair cascaded from a hole at the crown of the girl’s hood. It looked as lustrous and polished as the leather she wore. Madam noted that the girl was ringed as she was but the brand was one she was unfamiliar with. The black leather gloves were long and tight, as all the leather was. Her arms were clearly pinned behind her but, unlike Juliet, her elbows were free. What effect, she wondered, would that have on her breasts if her elbows were pulled back until they touched? She had glanced down at her own impressive gourds, the girl was full busted but not in the same league as her. Well, now she knew.

Madam twisted her neck in the high steel collar that clasped it. It was snug but not tight and didn’t restrict her breathing but it probably would if she were to try to run or over exert herself. She smiled wryly in the permanent darkness that enveloped her head. Even so it was hard work pulling the gig for hours, never really being able to judge the passage of time. That and the exercise her role as a pony gave had taken off any excess weight she carried. 

But Master had sent down new instructions after the first week. Since then she had been drinking a draught prepared by the same old woman who supplied the black one that stopped unwanted pregnancies. If she had lost elsewhere, she had gained it on her already big dugs. They had said it was only a fifty-fifty chance that the draught would work but the stable maids had concentrated on suckling her and, with their encouragement, it had worked. Madam was now fully in milk. This had added another element to her development as a submissive. She had come a long way since her days as the daughter of a poor schoolteacher but she revelled in the use her master put her to and the journey of submission and, dare she admit it? the pleasure she took from her natural masochism. The trust she had given her Master had never been abused, but he had both exploited it and enabled both of them to take their pleasure from it.





She stood hip shot like any pony kept standing too long awaiting its driver. Then as she transferred her weight to the other leg and her hips swivelled, she felt the pull on the twin chain that subtended from the ring at the front of her collar. Both her nipples wore the clamping rings of the type Daphne had worn to stop leakage but hers had small rings soldered to them to which the chains from her collar could be clipped. The length was finely judged. At rest the pull was minimal but any motion that made her breasts move, sway or worse, bounce, increased the tit pull. A voice came to her muffled ears and it made her bite on her hood. She recognised it as Madam Andrea’s.

“The harness and blinder indicates she is a dressage pony. Having shown you how to drive a trotter, you will continue on your own to practice. Give the pony a drink first but don’t let her drink too deeply. I will take this dressage pony out and sharpen my skills. Should you show the lightness of touch and the right attitude I will let you try some dressage, under supervision at this time, as well. However, remember, one day it may be you between those shafts should Master Charles desire it so, therefore do not get carried away with your use of the whip but neither be frightened of using it if necessary. I will be keeping an eye on you. If I think you have been inappropriate in your actions, it will be you who receive the benison of the pony whip.”

Madam heard a trap, from the sound of it, move away. Its shafts tended to try and lift the pony, taking some of the pony’s weight as it was pulled and changed the rhythm of the stride. There was no way of knowing, as she listened, that it was Juliet pulling it. A hand took her bridle and walked her around, the light gig she was harnessed to following smoothly, as Madam Andrea checked her out. The style of the gig precluded trotting or running, the risk was just too great for a pony when in dressage harness. A central third shaft in addition to the others came from the cart; it was slim so that it would fit between the pony’s thighs without rubbing though the stable maids greased the dressage pony’s inner thighs in case they should. If the pony hadn’t been ringed, straps held the shaft up and ensured that the phallus mounted on it was buried deep in the pony’s cunny. If they were ringed, as Madam was, the end of the shaft was connected to the pudenda ring. Madam Andrea checked the harnessing very carefully, the balance of a gig was more neutral than a trap and thus made it more suitable for dressage but it made the adjustment of harnesses much more crucial. Satisfied that her pony was correctly harnessed, she let her hands wander the ripe body strapped and helpless before her. She could feel the push back against her fingers as she explored the stretched labia and fat pierced clit so like her own. Her hands wandered over a round muscular butt toned by weeks of dressage. She moved the tail plug and heard a gasp around the bit that parted ripe red lips. 

“They have matched your tail beautifully with your mane, Madam Dedoigne.” So she thought, Madam Andrea knows it’s me. She let her mind range back to see if she had ever been particularly cruel to her, deliberately or otherwise. It was a fine call when you did things at the behest of your master. Madam would know this but that might not stop her seeking revenge. To some, the thought that it might well be re-visited on them at a later date didn’t stop them, particularly if they welcomed such punishments. “I’ll leave your elbows as they are. I am somewhat out of practice.” The hand hefted one full chained breast. The release of tension from her teat was exquisite. “I wonder if Juliet realises it was you, Madam Dedoigne. If she did, I’m sure she’ll be working hard at her driving so she can try to drive you!” She felt a weight come on the gig and after a little shuffling around as Andrea got herself settled. Madam Dedoigne wondered if Madam Andrea was wearing a phallus or Ben-Wa balls inside her. She had, when she been the driver and not the pony. The reins twitched, the whip flicked against her cheek and she started forward in permanent darkness, reliant entirely on her driver, her knees rising high, the invaders in cunny and butt working against each other and working her.

 





Marina had eased back and noted the direction Madam took when she left the yard. She had left Juliet tethered to a tree and worked her way through the wood to the little clearing that Madam Andrea had driven to. It wasn’t far into the copse but, heavily corseted as she was together with the hobbling effect of high heels and petticoats, ensured she was hot and bothered by the time she had worked her way through bush and scrub to her vantage point. 

Madam Andrea pulled on the brake and climbed down. Naturally submissive and masochistic, there were still times she enjoyed being in charge. Madam Dedoigne had never been deliberately cruel to her. In fact she liked and admired her fellow sub but even Madam Dedoigne would have admitted that there are always times when you should let your nature run. How big her breasts were, how long her nipples seemed. Was it being in milk and the suckling or was it the continual pull on her teats? She lifted a heavy tit, amazed at its mass and weight then squeezed the clamping band to release it. How sweetly it filled her mouth, how sweet the milk. Madam Dedoigne was moaning and clearly coming. 

Marina was in just the right position to see juices dripping from the base of the phallus filling Madam Dedoigne. Andrea took a long time taking her fill from both large breasts. As she watched, Marina’s hand had slipped through the slit in her skirt and petticoats and was pleasuring her own moist slot, not knowing this was just how Juliet had behaved when she had watched Master Charles, her master and husband to be. (Whenever Marina thought of the word husband, she could almost taste the word, it was so pleasurable to her) It was as Madam Andrea guided Madam Dedoigne to her knees and slipped her skirts and petticoats off and then pulled a mouth, free of its bit, to her cunny, that Marina thought again of Juliet waiting for her return. Madam was showing her a side of pony driving that she had not fully appreciated before. As quietly as she could, she withdrew and made her way back to Juliet to find somewhere quiet where she could emulate her role model and mentor. 





Rings clamping her teats, bit back in place, Madam D was ready to move out again. “You’ve been a good girl, I think I’ve dusted off my driving. It isn’t a long way back so let’s put on a little show.” She tugged at the strap connecting the leather-clad elbows and suddenly they touched. Seconds later the reins flicked and the whip came down hard across her butt. It was Madam Andrea’s warm satisfaction and joy in life that made her do it and, as Madam D pulled her out of the corpse and hit the hard surface of the prepared pony path, she gave a second swipe, called “Hup!” and watched with pleasure at the high kneed walk became more of a tit thrusting strut as her pony pulled the gig, the pull on her clamped and chained teats having doubled. So maybe in future Madam would return the favour. If so she would bear it and take pleasure in her subservience and her masochistic nature. Just as Madam was now.

 

Master Jonas wiped his muscular body down with a rough towel. Stripped, his body lost the fat overweight appearance that his round face engendered when he was clothed. He had just finished a hard work out with weights after a five mile run. A pony master must be as firm with himself as with his ponies. To dominate with confidence you must first be in command of yourself and your body. 

He saw the Captain walking towards him, with Juliet in tow. His hard shirtless body was aglow with vivid, beautifully executed tattoos. Here was a man who shared his ethos and kept himself in hard shape.

“How is she?” He looked at Juliet, booted, harnessed, blinkered and bitted. Her butt and the upper reaches of her legs below them were beautifully tattooed, although they didn’t have the density of the Captain’s, being lighter and altogether more feminine.

“Her rear took the needle well. In a few days both will be completed and I can move on.”

“And how does pony Juliet like her markings?” Jonas gripped her full breast and thumbed the nipple. Her butt plug was in and the walk and the fondling she’d received and enjoyed from the Captain had made her wet. Life as a maid to the master and now her weeks as a pony had developed further her masochistic tendencies just as they had raised the libido of a healthy young peasant to an all-time high. Arousal was quick and she had got used to gratification being immediate, though the process itself would sometimes take hours and leave her weak. 

“We are in agreement about her body art even if we are in contention as to who will ultimately master her.”

“It is inevitable that this trollop will.” The word was used with a fond humour.

“Competition always adds spice to the game.”

“Indeed! It could well be with the prick-hungry little minx will end up having her share us if she can’t make up her mind!”

“Sharing at this time doesn’t seem like too bad an idea!” The Captain lifted her and, like the well-trained mare she was, she spanned her legs and he slid into her tight cunny. She almost whinnied around her bit. Master Jonas eased her butt plug out and pushed his cock into her well-greased and prepared butt. Neither were tall men but even so Juliet couldn’t touch the ground with her toes. The men were intent on tormenting and teasing as well as fucking, varying their strokes and timings until she thought she would die of a surfeit of sex. They took a long time attempting to murder her with love and took no notice of how often Juliet came

 

Juliet stood meekly to one side of Marina’s train, one of six bridesmaids in a pale pink silk standing in attendance. For once nothing filled butt or cunny and she didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed. All the maids, whose waists were similarly hard corseted, as hard if not harder than ever before, attracted admiring stares. Six pair of sweet breasts pouted under a screen of translucent white gauze that was necessary to keep their bosoms under control and stop their fat teats popping into view. The church was filled with many more than just the men and women who were privy to the secrets of the House and lived their lives by it tenets. 





She was aware of the admiration she and all the bridesmaids engendered. Those of the men not in the circle, though, she ignored. They had nothing to offer her. She wondered what they would think of her body now wrapped fully in the Captain’s artwork. Would they find her too strong a meat to swallow? She glanced around surreptitiously and noted the men of the house. She had fucked with them all, been tied and used, whipped and abused, ridden and driven and she had flourished on it. She could not imagine now not being part of that circle, even though she suspected that her tattoos would preclude any option of the Master finding a man who, in a year or so, would accept her for the dowry he would provide. True, by that time she would have amassed enough in savings and presents to strike out alone should she wish, but she knew she wouldn’t. 

She glanced at Madam Dedoigne and Daphne sat in the third row. Beautiful Madam with her vivid colouring and vivacious looks was still heavily in milk and she felt herself cream at the memory of the last time she had suckled on that large white breast with its dark choral teat and dusting of blue veins. The Master had used her hard as she suckled avidly and she had thought she would never stop coming!

The ceremony went well, the bride and groom had rehearsed over and over for the perfect day. The bridesmaids too had been rehearsed and they had been promised the cane if they got it wrong. Later at the celebration after there had been speeches and toast, there had been dancing and flirting. Five of the bridesmaids, including Juliet, were from peasant stock and they had practised the dances of the middle and upper classes until they could rival their sister in submission in grace and skill. The flirting came naturally to all, none needed to practice for that and in inclination and amity, they were as close as blood.

Juliet stood fanning herself in the cool night air, her blood hot and senses high. She hadn’t previously seen the man who came out on to the veranda. He was slim and blond and his grey eyes danced at the sight of her. Juliet liked the look of him but knew he wasn’t of the house. His accent was strange but obviously educated. 

“I was admiring you at the wedding and was overwhelmed when you danced, if jealous of the men.”

“They were friends, special friends.” She fluttered the fan and tried to settle her corset more evenly on her hips, the energetic dancing had rucked something.

“I know of such friends, they visit my house in my country.” She looked at him and saw knowledge in his eyes.”

“Come, I wish to fuck you.”

“I don’t know you, how dare you speak to me so!”

“I speak so because I know what you are. I don’t decry it, I glory in it. “

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“I spoke with Madam Andrea, she tells me you are hot and naturally submissive and make the sweetest of ponies.” He looked at her in the eyes and she read pain and pleasure in equal measure and interchangeable in his. Her pulse was beating faster, it had been a day of excitement, the flirting, the dancing and now she realised her heat had another source.

“Where shall we go, master?” Her capitulation was as sudden as it was total.

“The barn is empty and, if we have visitors, it will only be those of a like mind to us.”

Forty minutes later she hung by her wrists, clad only in her corset. In the warm glow of the oil lamp her vivid tattoos wrapped around those portions of her body left exposed. Thankfully most of her weight was taken now by his hands under her enflamed rear and the cock that was buried deep in her cunny. She squirmed, the heat engendered by her whipping with his belt had fuelled her masochistic arousal. Her ripe adorned body had writhed under his ministrations and she had fuelled his. As he worked her she felt a connection that, including that first time with the master, had never been stronger. She screamed loud and long as the orgasm he had been working her towards had taken her. He stilled himself and eased out of her. He left her hanging once more and went to find two block of wood which he set far enough apart for her to just get a boot toe on each. It forced her to hang legs spread, a toe on each, legs wide apart. She was still taut stretched but at least her arms weren’t being pulled from their sockets. He left her alone in the dark, taking his lantern back to the house. He came back twenty minutes later just before she began to panic.

 

“This is dashed unsporting of you, Andrew! All my hard work on that satin skin, adorning with patterns and picture to rival a De Vinci and you want to steal her from us!”

“How can I be stealing? At this stage no one owns her, she is an employee and, until she accepts a master, will always be such and more to the point, her own person. When she accepts my ring and becomes mine, things will be different then. She will have no freewill, only my will.” He knelt in front of her and touched her clit. She shivered, almost falling off the blocks. Now he took her fat swollen clit in his mouth and suckled, then bit down so gently. She moaned and fresh cream oozed from between her swollen cunny lips. 

“How did you get her accept your ring in scarcely more than an hour?”

“She hasn’t yet. She hasn’t offered and I didn’t ask her.”

“You mean you got me away from all those pretty doves on a maybe!”

“Oh no, she will take my ring. I know it. And what master asks his submissive anything?”

The stress of her position, legs wide, toes teetering on small blocks, her arms strained above added to the restriction to her breathing caused by the corset. Together, all of these had sent her to that special place that all true masochistic subs know. It had been percolating slowly through Juliet’s brain as they spoke what was being said. She raised her head and looked at them. One was a man she liked and admired, even shared a special bond with him as the man who had raised her body to an art form. The other was a man, slim, personable but not beautiful, other than those eyes, whom she had known for under two hours. 

The Captain asked, “will you wear this man’s ring through your pudenda, Juliet?”

Juliet heard a voice responding that she had trouble recognising, “Yes, Master.” Then she realised it was her and she dropped her head again to await her fate. She remembered the coach journey in the heat with the Master of the House, when her father had sold her to him. She knew that there would still be a lot more men in her life with whom she would share pleasure but now there was one special man who would both master her and protect her. It was a weird freedom she had, but it was the freedom to be true to herself.

When the ring went in the pain was horrible but then birth is always painful. 
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