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Volume 2

 

 

Walking from the taxi that had brought us from Euston, the world at large would have seen two elegant ladies of fashion. Bear had accompanied us down to Euston then sent us on ahead to the train, just the three of us. Belinda and I wore lightweight coats over our silk dresses and we clutched handbags in hands covered with cream silk gloves. It was early autumn and the day was chilly rather than cold. Vera wore a similar outfit to us but it was that of a maid rather than a mistress. As we strolled through Waterloo Station, all casual elegance, the chill air circulated round my bare belly and heavily ringed parts making me more aware than ever of my status as Fuck Toy.

Vera walked behind us with the porter and our trunks and I wondered what the respectful porter would have thought had he been able to see me naked, with my rings and marks of ownership. Fuck Toy! Cum Slut! I tried to put such thought out of my mind for fear I would blush. As it was, since collecting our luggage, the porter had seemed mesmerised by me. The dress and coat that should have draped softly straight down from my shoulders, as it would with more fashionably shaped girls, instead draped from the tips of my jutting breasts and, as I wore nothing underneath the dress, they moved heavily under the silk of the coat and dress. I was thankful that I wore the light coat, it at least masked my ever erect nipples.

Once on the boat train, Belinda and I sat side by side in our private carriage, Vera across from us like a meek little maid rather than a friend, and awaited Bear, feeling thankful for at least a degree of normality, yet fearful and excited too. I tried not to shift in the seat. I had often found myself squirming so that my rings moved and massaged my sex and felt shame now at my unconscious action. 





There was a full twenty minutes before the train was due to go. The air held the hint of steam and soot that is so exciting and evocative of travel by train. To us, though, it hinted of freedom. We didn’t know what he had planned for us but here was always the chance that something new might bring an opportunity to get away from Bear.

It was a corridor train and as we sat waiting for Bear, the door to our carriage was open. Though we were alone, we were too nervous to chat with any ease. I think it was a test of sorts to see if he still had control over us. Theoretically any of us could have run from the train, but we didn’t dare. The chains that held us remained unbroken, his abuse of us had built so slowly to the levels of excess beyond that we could ever have contemplated and we now endured and accepted what once would have been unendurable. The only positive thing we could take from this was that likewise he had not broken our resolve not to keep up our passive resistance to him and our search for a way out. Had he expected of us at the start that which we now considered normal, I have no doubt I would have run screaming to my brothers and parents. I shifted in the seat again, feeling the metal of my rings rub against my clit and considered Bear. I was his creature, like the lion tamer he kept me obedient for just as long as what he threatened seemed worse than the whip of scandal he held over me. This was in part why he had left us alone. Lion tamer extraordinaire, the one thing he liked was the feeling of skating along the edge of danger. 

People, men mainly, passed our door. Then I realised that some passed, then came back, then went past and came back again and again. Draped dresses and flat chests may have been the fashion but I don’t think the fashion designers had convinced the men yet and realised then that we were the cause of all this attention. Not for first time, I realised just how much effect I had on men in general, not just the few I had thought old-fashioned or slightly skewed in their taste, but the fact always surprised me. The train had just a minute to go when Bear bustled in. Automatically we sat straighter, shoulders back, chest out, as we had been trained to hold ourselves. As he entered he hung a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on the door to the corridor and shut it, pulling down the blinds between us and it as he did so. We were secluded.

“All present and correct, I see. Vera, take the sluts’ coats and put them up on the rack.” I suspect, correction, we knew and had dreaded this. It was clearly visible by the way our nipples and breast pins showed through the dresses that neither of us were wearing underclothes. My nipples hardened even more and tented the material, in a seeming attempt to bore through it. 

“Display!” Hesitation had long since been beaten out of us and had he commanded it I’m sure I would have done what I did out there on the platform and only blushed afterwards. Both of us lifted the skirts of our loose draped dresses high enough so that even our disfigured breasts could be seen and then parted our legs so that our naked and heavily ringed privates were on display. The train was rocking as it crossed the points immediately after leaving the station and my breasts were swaying with the motion. 

“Now which one? Barren wife or barren whore?” I wanted to scream that I was no whore but that it was he who was evil and sick. But pain had taught me to guard my tongue. It wasn’t that he cared what I said, it was just that it would give him the excuse he wanted for punishing me further. “Heads whore, tails spouse. Ah, whore!” he said, grinning like a Cheshire cat. He made me stand before him, facing away, whilst keeping my skirts gathered in one hand up over my breasts. Then I was commanded to seek his cock with my cunny. Any minute I expected the roller blinds on the corridor windows to shoot up and expose my shame. As it was I was thankful that we were now going at such a speed that anyone seeing us through the outer window as the train passed would, at best, only catch the most fleeting glance of my obscene behaviour. Slowly I engulfed him, gulping at the hardness that stretched me. Slowly I lowered and raised myself on him, building slowly in speed as my arousal began. My thigh muscles were strong from the pulling of the trap and it was easy for me. 



“I think my dear Belinda is getting uncomfortable, little Vee. See to her!” Vera blushed and looked at Belinda who, having had no command to drop her skirt, still sat with it gathered, as mine was, above her breasts. Belinda bit her lip and blushed but said nothing and Vera was too frightened of Bear to refuse. She dropped down on her knees and began to comfort Belinda. Suddenly, just as I began to pant, signalling to the others my arousal, there was a strange rat - rat - tat - tat knocking on the door and Bear called. “Come in!” 

The door slid open quickly and in an instant a man was in our carriage. The tableau that we formed froze, I with Bear’s cock half buried in my poor ringed cunny, Vera occupied with licking Belinda’s sweet bud. Never had I felt so full of shame and humiliation. The light veil of my hat was no hindrance of his view of my face and the rest of my charms were in his face, as it were, totally revealed.

A slap came down hard on my rear. “Get on with it!” It was a comment that we all took for ourselves and, like a film re-starting, I began to pump again. It took a long time with a strange man watching us and by the time I forced Bear to come my thighs were trembling with the strain but I was too well trained by now to disobey him or to stop. It was as Bear’s seed burst with in me that I came as well. Prior to my release, Bear’s spending had been triggered by Belinda’s when she could no longer resist Vera’s tongue. As I spent and spurted, I moaned loud and long. Later I was thankful that the train had been negotiating a particularly noisy section of the track at the exact moment. 

We sat demure and ladylike again, dear, loving Vera sat in the corner back in her role as lady’s maid. I sat by Bear’s side and the stranger by Belinda’s, opposite across the carriage. If only, I thought, I had sat by his side, then he wouldn’t have seen me blushing so easily. I felt as though the embarrassment would never stop, I thought of what he must have seen. My gross pierced breasts surmounted with their pierced and tattooed teats, swinging and bouncing, my denuded, ringed cunny, the black highlighted labia stretched around Bear’s cock, gripping it tight as I impaled myself on him again and again. Worst of all perhaps, even than the sight of my excessively swollen bud and the way I squirted around his member, was the tattooed artwork on my juddering cheeks that confirmed and gave proof positive that I was a whore and slut. 

I looked at the stranger from under my eyelashes. He was slim but with wide sloping shoulders, his face under blond hair attractive rather than handsome. He was talking to Bear as though he had seen nothing of what had happened. Slowly, even as the carriage rocked and swayed and as I felt my wet pulpy pussy being worked by the heavy rings that pierced it, he drew Belinda and I into conversation. Even Vera was included. Current affairs, music, the theatre. It was like talking to an old, well read friend. A degree of normality took hold of me, at odds with my near naked and ringed condition. I stopped blushing for the last hour or so of our journey and enjoyed the conversation. It was the first time I had enjoyed anything so normal for a long time. It was almost unreal.

The mood broke when we got to Dover. The first thing was that I realised the green silk of my dress at the back was soaked with the joint spending of Bear and I, as well as the arousal that the train’s continual motion had engendered. I was thankful that dear Vera quickly spotted the extensive dark patch and held up my coat for me to slip on so that no one else would see it. As I walked away from the train through the Customs shed and across the dock, I could feel the familiar chill of the drying juices and the movement of the heavy, lubricated rings as they moved and slid across each other, working my cunny anew but in a different manner to unwanted and even greater arousal. Humiliation, degradation and shame seemed the components of the sauce that seemed to excite me even as I wanted to weep. But I didn’t dare.

I cuddled the collar of my coat around my neck. It was a spurious comfort as my bare belly was chilled, only the fire between my legs was hot. I shivered even more when I saw the crates containing the dismantled traps being loaded aboard the ferry and thought of what it would have been like if Belinda and I had been transported in them as I had been on my trip from London to the estate. Suddenly I almost wept with relief that Bear had decided he wanted us with him so we could be available for his sexual gratification. It felt peculiar to be clad in silks and lace after so long as a beast of burden as well as creature of sexual gratification. I cuddled into my coat even more, squashing my unfettered breasts against myself. The act was a comfort but I felt the pins and balls of my metalled body hard in the softer mass of my huge breasts. A constant reminder of what I was.

It was nearly sixteen hours before we all got to the estate. The stranger, Charles Cordain, in any other circumstances would have been a delightful travelling companion. Even the fact that he shared the same Christian name as Daddy was attractive. Witty, charming and seemingly kind, I found it difficult to understand how he could be a friend of Bear’s. Worse or better, I wasn’t sure, was the fact I discovered, that he was also a friend of my brother Peter. That had been a real shock!

The estate and château were some four or five miles from the coast. I hadn’t know what to expect, I wasn’t even sure why we had been brought here although I knew it was to do with our roles as beasts of burden. I had half expected to be forced back into our roles as ponies and sex toys immediately upon arriving; I was surprised that we were treated like any other guests at a big country house function. There were servants galore, tennis courts, swimming pools, croquet lawns and everything you might expect at the big house of a very wealthy man and Conrad Deacon was a very wealthy man. It was only at dinner on the first night that I realised whose house we were staying in.

“It’s lovely to see the first of my guests arrive.” I sat in a white lace gown with a low décolletage and I could see he was appreciative of my assets. It felt peculiar to be admired as a woman after so long as an animal, even though I was wishing my particular ‘assets’ would shrink. “The weekend will be the start of our ‘Season’. Two months of fun and frolics lay before us. After Friday, those of my staff we cannot trust or who would disapprove of our activities if they knew, will be going to work at my town house and we can indulge our fantasies to the full!” Conrad was so full of joy and excitement, I could only wonder that he seemed to feel we should be sharing in his pleasure. 

Two more nights and days of normality. Late rising, tennis, croquet, the swimming pool, lunch, dinner and late drinks. It felt so lazily decadent. It pleased me that the legs and short skirt of my swimming suit came down to mid thigh and hid the tattoos on my rear and the ruffles on its bodice concealed the metalwork in my breasts. It all felt so delicious to have my shame so well hidden. Bear was spending a lot of the time with Belinda, I think, as his peers began to arrive, he felt he had to display some degree of normality, even in the bizarre world we inhabited. For us this shifting emphasis wasn’t unusual, he had always seemed to blow hot and cold between us. Not that either of us cared, we both preferred the cold, we just wanted to be left alone, not to have our senses roused and our bodies abused and used. But that was our life

As more and more people arrived I began to realise that as many girls as men were into the ‘scene’, as they referred to it. In fact they all assumed we were as willing participants in our own degradation as they were in theirs. Charlie Cordain was fascinated with me and he found any excuse he could to talk to me. At first I was shy but he wore me down and I began to look forward to meeting up with him. It could be interesting.

It was on the Saturday morning that Vera and I made our way down to the pool wearing respectable swimming costumes. Charles was already there, on the diving board. I watched as his lean body ran along the spring board, bounced at its tip, went into the pike position then entered the water cleanly. He’d told me that before coming into his inheritance he’d gone to sea in a sailing ship, one of the last old four masters. It had toughened him, made him grow into a man and in New Zealand he’d acquired his tattoos. Not for Charlie anchors, scrolls or life belts. Across his chest was a large black lined representation of a bird of prey, a hawk or an eagle. The wings seeming to extend on to his upper arms, the wing tips coming down more than half way down his upper arm. When he spread his arms wide it seemed as if the bird too spread its wings. That was dramatic but the bird was replicated on his back as though it were the back of the bird and the bird marked him through and through. On his hard lightly tanned body it was beautiful. Now I watched as he climbed out of the pool, the bird had seemed to spread its wings in synchronisation with his movements, then folded as he pushed up to leave the water.

“I’ve saved you a sun bed by mine,” he said as he came to me. I blushed but was pleased. We chatted like old friends, Vera got drawn into the conversation too. As the sum got hotter we swam. “I think your bird is fantastic!” I said. 

“I like your tattooing and rings too, they are a marvellous adornment. Very unusual.”

“Not that she had a lot of choice about them,” said Vera with all the bitterness in her voice that was rightly mine. She said it for me.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Vera! Nothing. She means that Bear chose them for me, that’s all. I had no say.” 

It distracted him. “Why Bear? He’s married. Though it seems to suit him and Belinda, but you could have the choice of any master you wanted.” There again was the hint that the slave could chose her owner. It was at this point Bear arrived with Belinda submissively following him. 

“Ah! Naomi! Dear Charles here seems quite smitten with you. I really must let him take you out for a run in the trap.” My blood went cold. The statement could have been taken the other way but I knew that it was going to be me that pulled the trap if it happened. “Veronica and Madge are here with our equipment. We will have to get you and Belinda back into training.” I looked at Belinda at Bear’s side and saw the dread in her eyes. Later I was in the pool with Charles and we were out of sight of everyone, he kissed me and I found myself responding. His hand cupped my cunny, gently moving all my rings through the material of my swimming costume. I could feel my excitement rising even in the cool of the water in the pool. 



“I’ve been looking for a girl like you for a long time to be my wife and pony.” I heard a splash behind us as someone else dived into the pool breaking into our privacy and before he could say any more we parted, leaving me with lots to think about. Did he mean it? Could I ...

Vera got me prepared for dinner. Bear had laid the outfit out on my bed and I had gasped. “Tonight the fun starts properly. Only the servants involved with the scene are left and we can play our games openly now.” 

“Is that all of it?” He smiled at me. “I can’t wear that!” 

His face hardened. “I think you’ll find you can, girl.” His arm had wrapped around Vera, he was working her nipple through the linen of her dress and she was biting her lip. “It won’t be just you if you who’ll be punished if you don’t do as you’re told!” He pushed poor wincing, blushing Vera away. “And I’ll be back to see that your corset is nice and snug.” I well knew what that meant!

The black top covered my breasts well enough although it showed my cleavage but the fabric clung tight to my heavily corseted waist and the twin peaks that were my breasts. (The shape of my teats and their pins were clearly visible through the fine material.) It was a sort of modesty, a modesty however, that didn’t extend past my waist. The skirt was two diaphanous black chiffon panels so that the sides of my legs were exposed to the hips through which the tattoos on my cheeks were clearly visible. I wore no stockings but the shoes had heels high enough to make me clench my muscles as I strove to keep my balance. All was visible, indeed as I wore no underclothes it left my tattoo branded rear completely bare under the diaphanous material for all to see. But to my relief, the corset thankfully had a cache sex that covered my cunny, allowing me a reprieve from baring and displaying all. It was small comfort, though.

I applied more make-up than normal, I needed to, it was to be the mask behind which I could hide. The embarrassment and humiliation I felt was as sharp as a knife. When I nerved myself to leave my room to Bear, I saw that Belinda was similarly dressed and as humiliated as me but the material over her lovely round breasts was diaphanous and her black tattooed teats and their pins could be clearly seen. It was the panels of her skirt that was opaque. She and I preceded Bear as though in phantom harness. I don’t think the imagery was lost on anyone. Bear began to circulate with Belinda and abandoned me to mercies of doms and subs. In some way I was more afraid of the subs, fearful as to how they might react to us, newcomers to their scene, conscious of the visible markings of my condition and status. In fact it was unwarranted, their only concern was their own pleasure or pain. Sub and dom, two halves of a whole that merged into each other insofar as most were concerned. They saw my obscene markings as nothing more that the expression of a natural submissive, not someone reluctant.

Charles came up behind me and quietly whispered, “Naomi, you should be my fuck toy. I would ensure you were the ultimate cum slut!” I blushed under my make-up, in part because of my shame but also in part because he seemed to find my tattooed brands so delightful. I hated them.

“I thought you different from Bear. At least I hoped you were.” I was disappointed.

“I am a dominant man who liked to play games with women who like to be submissive. What’s wrong with that?” His eyebrow rose and I realised that from his tone, as much as he was saying what he was, he was also questioning my submission.

“Vera indicated at the pool that I didn’t have a lot of choice in the matter.” It was the topic he had had been angling for and I knew it.

“And you said that she meant that Bear chose them for you. And you never answered my question. Why Bear, a married man?” His hand was on my waist and we had moved close together, my erect nipples almost brushing against him. I felt self-conscious of his proprietary manner, it was the first time since Bernard that another man other that. I looked around o see if anyone had noticed. It was the first night of a very different time. As they chatted women were being fondled and caressed freely and it wasn’t always by their husbands or partners. I caught sight of Belinda being caressed by a corpulent middle-aged man and I could see she trying to control and mask her disgust. Bear was involved with a stick of a girl who was leaning in to him and seemingly revelling in his caressing her cunny. At least it seemed that way.

“I was running with a fast set. I let Bernard Deekin have his way with me. I found I liked what he did to me. Even more, he said he loved me. And if I didn’t really love him as I should have done, I liked him and so we got engaged. We had even tentatively set the wedding date when Bear came into my life. He was such an elemental force! Bernard and I were still with the same set as Bear so when Bernard was away on business I let my curiosity get the better of me and we started an affair. I tried to stop but Bear begged to see me one last time and I was silly and agreed for I wanted to end it all without acrimony. Bear drugged me. Next morning I awoke with these.” I wiggled my bottom under its diaphanous skirt. His hand slid under one chiffon panel and cupped my cheek, covering the ‘Fuck Toy!’ His hand was hot and dry and I felt myself moistening. I blushed under my make-up, shamed at the knowledge that whatever I once might have been, I was - and am - a cum slut.

 “After that I was lost, I had to do everything he asked or be humiliated in public and my family exposed to scandal. I couldn’t do that; I had to go along with it all.” Charles looked directly into my eyes and was brutal in his honesty. “What I saw on the train, what I’ve seen here, seemed to show a girl who was a natural sub, a girl who revelled in the life, milking it for every ounce of pleasure she could extract from submission.” I was shocked. My face had flamed at his words and I felt tongue-tied in my humiliation but I just had to explain to this man. “Oh, perhaps the need to be a sexual submissive who can take pleasure from pain, punishment and humiliation was always in me and to my shame I admit I do, but equally if I had not learnt to do so I would have risked my sanity. But whatever I have become or forced to become, it has never been of my own volition. Perhaps it was path down which I might have gone willingly with Bernard or another. Or perhaps I would never have felt the need. Bear took that choice from me and I wish the bastard dead!” There was venom in my voice and for a moment Charles was shocked but Bear came back to us at this point and our conversation ended. I did not dare mention it again.

 

It was late afternoon, Belinda and I ate a light late lunch before Madge and Veronica came to collect us. They led us to the large white shed they referred to as the Tack Room. We had known this was coming, it wasn’t Belinda’s first time here. Only after we had arrived, though, had she opened up and told me, in dribs and drabs, about what was coming. Meekly we shed the light summer dresses we wore when ordered to do so; there was no alternative unless we wanted a whipping. As a result of my conversation with Charlie Cordain, I had come to realise that for the majority, if not all, of the other women in our position were willing submissives who had the freedom to choose their masters. It was the one freedom that none of our fellow subs had given up. At one point I had contemplated refusing to co-operate with my degradation but my desire to avoid scandal, at the very least for my parents’ sake, hadn’t changed. Similarly I guessed any attempt would incur punishment and I knew it wouldn’t be of the degree that would just feed my masochism. It would be far beyond that and I had come to fear such pain, knowing that one day Bear’s temper would go too far and he would damage me beyond my ability to recover. Belinda and I were the only true slaves here. The others had no idea of slavery.

Our special boots went on first. I had worn them long enough in England to become acclimatised to the tiptoe stance they demanded. I looked down at their hateful shape that that was the precursor of the program of de-humanisation I was about to endure. My red varnished toenails showed in the open toe to demonstrate I was to become a meld of human and pony. As I stood, my calves began to ache. It had been several weeks since my feet had last been forced into such a position but I knew it would ease as I acclimatised and, above all else, I had become acclimatised to endurance. 





Next the leather corset that formed to central core of my outfit was wrapped around my body and buckled loosely. I slid my wrists into the loops hanging from the ends of the lacing bar. It became nearly impossible to release myself when it was raised and I hung helpless, feeling like a slab of meat. They didn’t make Belinda use the lacing bar, her corset was just snug, she was the runner and needed to be able to breathe easily. Mine was similar in style but far more severely boned and stringent in effect, I was to be the dressage pony and appearance was considered an important element of the discipline. Madge strapped me tight until I was gasping then left me hanging to allow my body to settle before giving the straps a final pull. Whilst she waited her hands roamed my body. 

“We’ve missed you whilst you’ve been in the big house acting like a normal person instead of what you are, a fuck toy pony, our little Cum Slut!” Her hand came down hard on my bottom, making me gasp at the unexpected blow. “Oh dear! I’ve made one cheek bright red. I’d better balance you up.” Her hand came down hard on my other cheek and I squealed but daren’t protest. She tugged the straps the final notch and began to lower me. As my weight came back on to my hooves it felt as though the corset tightened even more and I was panting like a bitch in heat as I strove to accustom myself to breathing from the top of my lungs once more. Again Belinda’s harness differed in degree; her arms were folded behind her and fed into a bag, making her hold her shoulders back and ensuring she was helpless. I was made just as helpless but instead of my arms being strapped into a bag, mine were fed into a single glove and laced tight until my elbows touched and my shoulders were forced even harder back. 

Now the rest of our harness followed quickly, the butt plug with its springy horse hair covered tail whose movement would stir the plug inside me. It was held in with a crotch strap that forked just below my cunny so that it framed my pudenda. Belinda was to wear a more mundane type here, one that just hung but then she had to run and race. I was never called upon to do more than jog or canter, my big breasts just didn’t go with sprinting and it would have been difficult to run for more than a short gut-stirring burst, what with the effect of the springy tail mounted on the butt plug. Back in England I was forced to wear a hood for dressage that left me completely blind and would have made running and sprinting, even in short bursts, impossible. Now, though, the hood with its plumes they pulled over my head was of the type with blinkers. It worried me that I might now indeed be expected to run or sprint. Head harness and bit were fitted on me to which my reins were attached and I was more or less ready to be put between the shafts of the trap. I was rapidly falling into that submissive, almost catatonic, state, if that’s the right word, for I could still move, that I entered in to when harnessed. Where once I had a brain that evaluated, thought and reached decisions, I now I had reins which were the paths through which signals to move or stop travelled and the crop to goad me to go faster. Thought and freewill was longer part of the whole that was me.

Belinda, because her harness was less stringent than mine, was ready first by a few seconds. I followed her out, watching her tail swish and swing lazily. I couldn’t see mine. of course. but I could feel the heavy twitch and jerk as it swung to my movements as I was led from the tack room into the bright sunlight to the trap I was to pull. The yard had filled with other pony girls being brought to be harnessed and with onlookers. As I stood. the shafts of the trap were lowered over me and I was thankful of the leather hood that covered most of my face. It was ridiculous of course, my brands let all who looked on know just who it was being degraded so. Straps were fastened and buckles made secure and I was ready for work. I turned my head as peripheral vision was denied me. I was disturbed to see a look of avid fascination on his face. Was this the man who, to all intents and purposes, claimed he loved me? I was full of doubt.

Vera came into view in her tight, obscene riding breeches. Her small tight nipples had been stained a vivid red and her small plump breasts moved gently as she walked. The glint of gold at her fork winked as her legs scissored and her denuded succulent cunny was exposed for all to see. It seemed to blush with either arousal or shame. Perhaps both. Her top hat and high heeled boots gave her a spurious height she didn’t have and her naked torso gleamed with some oily lotion that was to protect her against the effects of the sun, for though it was dropping to the horizon, it was still quite strong for any English skin. We had all grown accustomed to it to some degree but Vera, in her role of maid-companion, had less time in the sun to acclimatise. She went from my view and I felt the trap move as she climbed aboard. In my mind’s eye I could see the scene as those who watched saw Vera lowering herself onto that dildo protruding obscenely from the seat. She would be flushed bright red with shame but I knew, for my sake, she wouldn’t refuse. I recognised her hands on my reins and the almost imperceptible motion on them that made me lean into the traces and move forward with a high stepping trot that had my breasts bouncing gently in the supporting, if not covering, cups of the corset. There were soft cheers and claps at our performance as we turned from the yard. It felt absurd to feel any pleasure but what woman can reject a compliment, even in circumstances such as these? Belinda’s trap came into view and I could see her plume swishing above the head of Bear who drove her. She was moving far faster than I and was slowly moving away from us. 

 

Two hours we were out and we saw more and more ponies pulling traps and jitneys. To my shame I felt aroused by so much bare feminine flesh so abused. Regularly I had to walk or trot through a deep vaginal orgasm induced by the butt plug rubbing through the membrane that separated my bowels from my cunny and equally regularly I would feel the trembling uncertainty on the reins that indicated Vera too was spending. Eventually we got back and I was released from the trap and Veronica was there to see to my ablutions. 

Twenty minutes later Belinda was back, too, almost staggering with exhaustion, to be attended to by Madge. Instead of being taken back to the house, though, we were corseted and shod again, though without tails and with our hands loosely cuffed behind us. We were led to the stables where, with the other pony girls, we were stabled, two to a box. Though cleaned and freshly washed out, the smell of horse still lingered and there in the privacy of our box, we had to watch poor Vera as she was forced to satisfy both Veronica’s and Madge’s needs before being allowed to go to her rest. Then they too left, after placing bowls of food and drink on the floor for us to eat and from. We were ravenous, if exhausted, and gulped it down. Afterwards, we collapsed on a pallet together and cuddled, breast to pierced breast, drawing comfort from the proximity of each other and fell immediately asleep.

 

It’s been two weeks since we went back to being ponies. Back to living in stables. If we thought our treatment had been hard back in England had been hard, now it became brutal. We became tanned of body and supremely fit. Our days started earlier and earlier but we were allowed to rest in the heat of the day. Belinda was made to run for mile upon mile, every night she was exhausted. I was equally drained because though whilst not running as fast or as far as Belinda, I was still made to trot and canter everywhere wearing a corset that seemed to get tighter and tighter. Worse was that after the first day or two of acclimatisation I was back to being fully hooded blind and the word ‘walking’ had disappeared from our trainers’ vocabulary. I was kept ever conscious, by my ultra-heavy corseting, of my status, adding to my torment. If that were not bad enough the flesh of my rear was pierced and two ball ended semi-circular pins set into them. These were to be changed later, after the piercing healed, to thicker rings so that they could be used to open me like a handbag! 

Bear has started to take a much more active involvement with our training too. Now Vera only drove me when Bear was driving Belinda. Veronica or Madge drove Belinda when Bear was driving me as he considered Vera too light to build up her stamina. The one positive thing that came from our increased use as ponies was that Bear didn’t use us as much as he would have liked. Life wasn’t easy, though, for when he did use us he treated us like animals, using us whilst still harnessed to the traps, not caring who might see us. We were becoming more and more like beasts instead of people. Thankfully we were rarely used in the evening, even a man like Bear didn’t want a girl falling asleep mid fuck. 

 

It was a period of total shame and humiliation. It was a constant torment to me, the thought of not seeing but knowing others could see me being used. In spite of the fact that I knew Bear[s behaviour was accepted as normal by those in the scene, I nonetheless felt degraded. My own body shamed me. The tail plug worked me as I pulled the trap and unwillingly I would regularly and frequently be forced to orgasm. I learnt to carry on running through them but to any who looked close enough, they could see my copious spending drench my thighs. When released from hood and trap I would look down and see my dried juices coating me and want to cry. Worst still was that I had grown accustomed to the level of enforced arousal and in my head feel shame that I wanted still more. 

 

The racing and the dressage events that were the finale of our time in France came as almost an anti-climax for me. I heard the shouts and applause as Belinda ran but saw nothing. I obeyed the reins and touch of crop as though it were the impulses of my own brain. The actual judging of turn-out and condition was the real hell for me. The hands checking the firmness of thigh, bottom cheek and breast, the size of my waist. Comments about my saucer-sized black aureole, the highlighting of cunny and anus. The fullness of my labia, the positioning of my pins and rings. I felt like so much meat, it was as though the person that was Naomi no longer existed. Even my tattooed brands came in for comment, some judges thought they added to my appeal, others thought them to obvious and gross. None considered what, if any, my opinion of these would be. Eventually after this shameful procedure I knew from the pats and the sounds around me and the weight of rosette hanging from my teat I had won. I thought just wanted to die, especially when something cold and hard was thrust into my nostrils, there was a crunching sharp pain, my septum was pierced and a pin inserted. It was my reward from Bear for winning. Under the hood my eyes streamed. It was only later when my hood was removed and saw Belinda’s backside was bright red that I learnt she had come second, having been beaten by a girl with shorter legs but smaller breasts, only to be cruelly beaten again in a different manner by Bear for her failure. 

“Dressage for you next time, you lazy mare!” he had told her. I had avoided a whipping but still wasn’t sure whether winning or losing made any difference to the horror of our condition.

It was as Madge led me to my ablutions, still harnessed and bitted but with my hood rolled up so that I could see, that I saw Charles Cordain. I had long got used to his eyes, hot and filled with desire, on my body, warming me. This time, though I nearly stumbled and fell with the shock, for by his side I saw, through tear-filled eyes, Peter, my brother, a look of horror in his eyes. Now I truly and honestly knew what it meant to want to die! 

After we had our harness removed and been washed down we weren’t taken back to the stables but, for the first time in weeks, taken to the comfort of our rooms in the main house. I collapsed on the bed and, with a sore nose and a heart filled with shame and humiliation, I wept until I could weep no more and I fell in to an exhausted sleep. 

 

I woke late next morning having slept for a good eighteen hours. Vera seemed to have been waiting for me to wake. 

“Naomi! Naomi!” Her voice was a soft whisper. Thoughts about my brother Peter and my exposed shame came crashing back. Tears filled my eyes and I moaned and curled up in a ball. 

“Naomi! Listen! Charlie’s told your brother everything. He doesn’t blame you! He just wants to get you away from Bear.” How could he not blame me, I thought, I’m a slut! Nothing else!

“Charlie had the devil of a time convincing Peter that he shouldn’t just come her and kill Bear or at the very least horse whip him!” I was taking it in now, I still felt sick with shame and mortification but the thought of getting away from Bear had started to work on me and give me hope.

“Charlie convinced him that you’d gone through so much to protect your family and your parents in particular, that he must do nothing that changes or jeopardises their ignorance. There’s the presentation ceremony tonight to present the prizes to the winners of the Pony-girl events. He said he’ll find the opportunity to talk to you then.” At that moment the door opened and Bear walked in. I thought for a moment he had heard what Vera had been telling me. It would have been terrible if he had, there would be no escape, anywhere, any time.

“Ah! I take it that this little bitch has told you your brother’s here. It seems that Dear Charlie Cordain has been in communication with him and told him that you’re into the scene and a willing participant.” He preened himself. “Accordingly he has tendered his apology for his behaviour. I think if he were given the opportunity he would take the skin off your butt, though, my dear Fuck Toy! He’s begged me to keep the true depth of your willing and shameful behaviour from your parents. I’ve graciously promised to do what I can to convince you to moderate your sluttish behaviour.” He grinned wickedly. “And as a gesture of goodwill he’s staying the last few days before we all depart to demonstrate our renewed friendship.” He almost snarled now. “Any hint that he’s been disabused and I’ll not only take the hide off Belinda and Vera there but I’ll also spread your shame around society.” He looked into my still tearful eyes and his confidence of his hold over me was confirmed. “Vera, have her and Belinda ready for tonight’s presentation ceremony. I’ll be back for the pair of them around seven thirty. See to it!” 

With this he swept from the room. Another time and another place, the threat to Belinda and Vera would have had the desired effect but Vera had already confirmed such caution was not only unnecessary but pointless. 

 





He was back with me at seven-twenty. I was at the dressing table stool clad only in stockings and tall shoes as Vera brushed my hair. His face was smug and self-satisfied as, wordlessly, he watched the finishing touches. Tears still filled my eyes, I had spent the last half an hour or so staring at my own face with its barbaric adornment of a ball ended semi-circular pin through the nose. Vera had done what she could to reassure me but how could I believe that my brother would understand why I had co-operated in my own debasement? It was Bear who laced me into the abbreviated black corset that had me panting and breathless, he too who tightened the straps around the base of my high thrust breasts. They immediately began to darken and swell even as Vera helped me into the dress, a flimsy red silk confection so fine as to be show every detail of ring and pin and every curve of my corseted form. As I looked back at myself over my shoulder, my condition and status could clearly be seen through the red silk, I might as well have been naked, indeed the dress made me feel more than naked. I was a whore. As I pulled on the long silk gloves and Vera pinned the headband with its black plume into my hair, he watched my big bound breasts moved under the silk and smiled, I wanted to break down and cry. I didn’t dare, though. 

“I’ll fetch Belinda,” he said. I stood waiting. There was nothing else to do. 

“What will you do tonight?” I asked. Vera looked at her feet. She didn’t want to answer.

“I think Veronica and Madge are planning their own celebration tonight and I am ordered to be there.” She was on the verge of tears.

“Oh Vera! You can walk away at any time!” She heard the anguish in my voice.

“What and leave you on your own?”

“There’s Belinda,” I said helplessly.

“She can’t be with you all the time..”

“It’s as bad for her when I’m not there.”





“I know. But I can’t split myself down the middle. I’m your-” she paused because she really wanted more than she could say, “friend, before I’m hers.” The truth remained unsaid.

“Selfish as it makes me feel, thank God for that, Vera!” I said and I kissed her lightly on the cheek. She was a real treasure.

Bear came back to my room. In his hand he had the chain to the steel collared Belinda. When he stopped she crouched, as she had clearly been instructed, in her tight fitting thigh boots. He had tight corseted her in leather, straps led from it to the boots keeping the whole ensemble snugly in place. Her breasts were small only in comparison to mine and with the corset pulled so cruelly close she threatened to overflow the cups. Crouched, looking beaten and subdued, it was obvious that her punishment for losing didn’t end with her whipping. Humiliation was for her too a bitter brew to drink. My ‘reward’ for winning it seemed was to be dressed like a whore, to be presented and displayed for ogling and fondling by the whole assembly. It was a Hobson’s choice as to which to us was worse. For me it got worse. He commanded me to bend over and when I had done as ordered he raised my skirt and pushed the chill metal turnip into my bowels. My little bud spread open as it had been trained to then snapped tight around the narrow waist. Even with my tail plug in place I had never felt so stuffed. A cross piece stopped it being lost inside me and the ball end spread apart my rear making sitting an action to be carried out with care. 

“What’s interesting about thus device,” said Bear, “Is that without the key in the ball end to unlock the mechanism, should you now try to pull it out, nodules will spring out making it impossible to withdraw without damaging you.” I could feel my cunny pouting open because of the internal pressure. “Walk to and fro.” I did as commanded. It shifted as I walked, massaging my cunny through the thin membrane that separated it from my bowels. It was going to be a long evening. 

 





Applause rang out as we came down the stairs and for the next hour, whilst cocktails were served, Bear milked the prestige of having both a winner and a ménage’ to display. Hands fondled my rear, pulling at the rings infibulating them through the silk. Sly fingers caressed the large, swollen, tight strapped balls that were my breasts. More than one eyebrow went up when they discovered the fat end of the butt plug and more than one hand gave it a surreptitious push. I said nothing, it was a sub’s lot to be treated so and endure. Bear wanted the envy of the other doms but I could not stop my blushes, when they expressed their admiration so. It was no better for Belinda for every time we paused in our circulation she had to drop into her subservient crouch, it was impossible for her not to display her pouting and bejewelled black cunny. I was aware that mine, too, was visible through the silk, though not quite as blatantly as hers. I suppose it was some sort of reward for winning the dressage. Eventually we met with Peter and Charles. I was numb with embarrassment. 

“Well, sister dear, I hope you at least have the decency to keep the secrets of your wicked decadence away from the ears of Mother and Father!” His voice was filled with loathing and anger. I wanted to scream at him and ask if I were so bad, what was he doing here. Then I saw Charlie behind Bear. His right eye dropped in a slow and deliberate wink. I said nothing in reply, just bit my lip and lowered my head to conceal my eyes and my nose ring from everyone’s view. 

Charlie and Peter seemed to stay in Bear’s orbit, flattering him, ensuring his glass was always full. By midnight Bear was having trouble keeping upright and Belinda and I helped him up the stairs and back to his and Belinda’s bedroom where we undressed him and put him to bed. Afterwards, we made our way back to my room where Vera waited, looking tired and drawn. We helped each other out of our corsets and they studiously ignored the mini orgasm that took me as the blood rushed back into my swollen breasts. Then, clad only in our robes, we sat and drank coffee and ate a light supper, the first food we had been able to really enjoy all day. It was nearly two when we heard the light tap on the door and Charlie and Peter came in. Automatically I had stood in alarm and Peter, my big brother, came straight to me and cuddled me to him. Suddenly I relaxed, I didn’t know how or if at all I could get free of Bear, but my big brother understood and hadn’t rejected me. 

The five of us sat talking, (I sat erect on the chair edge, unable to relax because of the plug still locked inside me. I hadn’t been able to find where Bear kept the key) exploring the options. We came to no clear conclusion. Eventually we talked ourselves out. I had told them about some of Bear’s questionable business practices but until we had something on Bear that was completely divorced from me, we couldn’t use it to blackmail my way to freedom. Peter reluctantly agreed that for now I would just have to endure a little longer. 

Vera left first, exhausted by Veronica and Madge but not before Peter thanked her for staying with me and supporting me. He then offered to see Belinda back to her room. I had seen their eyes hot on each other and wasn’t surprised. That left Charles and me alone. He took me in his arms and kissed me, his hand sliding over my silk covered breast and feeling its weight. “You know I came here initially because I share many things that those here find exciting and delighting?” I had seen his eyes and their fire when he had looked upon me as I carried out my submissive pony-girl role. 

“Yes I do. But were you being truthful when you said that a sub could choose her master, even to choose to walk away from him?”

“Yes. And I would wish you to be my sub.”

“What if I said no? Would you still help me escape from Bear’s terrible clutches?”

“Oh yes, my love. No woman should ever be in such a position. In truth, in the world of the dom and the sub, the sub has the real power. She has the power to walk away, the dom has no such luxury. They are more slave to their nature that the submissive woman would ever be.”

“Would you still wish me to be a pony-girl?”

“Some of the time.” His voice softened and went almost shy. “I have a plan to get Bear to allow me to let me take you out tomorrow.” I thought of pulling the trap with this man at the reins. Imagining him watching the swing of my hips, the swish of my tail and the roll of my hips and went weak.

“Do you think Bear will sleep all night?”

“Oh he’s certain to. We put more than whisky in his glass. That’s all I will say about it.”

“Then perhaps we should get to know each other better.” I blushed pink, remembering and feeling the plug in my butt. “You won’t be able to fuck me but I can make up for that.” It was then his hands found the end of the plug. 

We spent the night exploring each other’s bodies. Our mouths and tongues did what cock and cunny couldn’t. Sometime around four I decided that, with care and if I was in control, perhaps, just perhaps we could fuck after all. I think I woke everyone save Bear.

 

Bear awoke about twelve with his hard cock deep in Belinda’s throat. I was on the other side cuffed at wrist and ankles, stretched along the bed, only able to offer my teats to his mouth. Vera also was tied to the bed post as captive audience. He knew to actually fuck Vera was a step too far so we had to keep the scenery believable. Unprepared and half asleep he came quickly. His look was confused disoriented. As he calmed down, Belinda asked. “Can I release Vera now? It’s been a while.” 

Befuddled, he asked, “How long has she been there?” It was obvious he had no idea .

“Since you tied her at about two o’clock.” He signalled we should and we duly untied Vera who had been there less than half-hour and she scuttled off before he could get suspicious at the lack of deep rope marks. He looked down at my stretched form and noted the dried sperm at my crotch and the pouting that betokened the plug was still in place. I could almost see his mind working. “I wondered if it was possible with that in place.”

“You bastard! I thought you would split me in two!” I said, letting all the hatred and anger I felt towards him show in my voice. He preened, unable to admit he could remember nothing. 

“Should we go to the stables now?” asked Belinda, carefully. 

“The stables?”

“You said Charlie and Peter should take us out.” Her voice sounded mutinous and displeased. It was the encouragement he needed. I said nothing, just concentrated on looking mutinous and holding my breath so I went red. She had actually stolen my lines. Last night we had all agreed on this charade so that I could go out with Charlie. Now Belinda was hi-jacking it so she could go out with Peter. What went on between them last night, I wondered, after Vera and I went to bed? Later, I thought, I would cross-examine her. 

They had indeed put more than whisky in Bear’s glass but even now, though he was hung over and confused, Bear’s ego was such that he couldn’t admit his inability to remember anything or to go back on his supposed word. He managed to release me from my cuffs and as he slumped back on his pillows I offered my bottom to him. 

“Bear, I can’t pull a trap with this inside me. It’s too big and I need to use the bathroom.” I heard him grunt. 

“Belinda, second draw down in the dressing table, in with my cuff links.” In seconds I felt the key fit in and Belinda withdraw that horrid cunny pouting plug. As she did this Bear, seemed to realise how dry he was and took a drink from his carafe of water and lay back. 

“Aaaahhhh!” I think Bear was asleep again before we had got out of the room.

 

The tail plug, because I was in standard rig, was less onerous than the springy monster I was used to but it still felt uncomfortable. I’d had my bottom filled for nearly fifteen hours without relief and the hour it had taken for us to be washed, cleansed and made ready by Madge and Veronica wasn’t enough time for a full recovery but it had to do. Both Belinda and I wore blinkers, so we couldn’t see who got into our traps. I felt the reins collected and a slight shake and a soft, “Hah!” and without thought I leaned against the traces and we were in motion. In a hundred yards we had reached a fork in the path and I heard my brother’s voice say: “We go this way.”

“And I this.” This voice was closer to me and it was Charlie. Somehow the thought that it might just be my brother who was driving me had been in the back of my mind, now I relaxed and entered that state where all I was conscious of was trotting and the feel of the guidance from my bit. The bit had a plate that kept the tongue down and gave something to close you mouth on so that the bit could be held steady and didn’t cut unwittingly into the corners of the mouth. Not that sometimes I wasn’t sore at the end of a day of dressage but it could have been worse, even though it made it near impossible to speak intelligibly. 

The estate is large with rolling park land dotted with copses and hollows. We made our way into a copse and found it empty. Only days ago you might well have found another trap with its pony being used by her master. Now most were resting, their willing servitude done and were relaxing for the last day or two before they left for home. Charlie released me from the traces and removed my bit. Suddenly, coming out of my pony trance I wanted him, I wanted him so badly. 

“Oh Charlie! The bitches locked my rings and I want you so!” He smiled a sly smug smile. 

“Whilst you and Belinda were being made ready we slipped into Bear’s room. He was like the dead, we dribbled another couple of drops of the knock -ut juice into his mouth. He’ll be out for hours and better still, now we know where he keeps them, we’ve got his keys!”

He stripped then and had me naked too save for my hoofed boots. In the heat of the previous evening, I had taken Charlie as much as he had taken me. Now in the bright light of the sun it felt peculiar to be so naked In front of him. I was conscious of my rings pulling at labia and teat as I hadn’t been for a long time. The weight of the bulbous ended rod that threaded through my labial rings and the small padlock at its end, added to my cunny consciousness. I sat on the grass, careful of my still tender backside rings, propped on my hands and spread my legs wide so he could fit a key into the lock that held my spurious chastity so tight closed. I felt his fingers at my lower lips and blushed. Ridiculous, but I was wet with wanting him but didn’t want him to know how much a slut I was. The rod was eased back out of my cunny rings and my love lips spread like a flower. My arms gave way and Charlie was on and in me, his tattooed bird mashing my big black teated breasts flat between us and we came almost as he entered me. I wouldn’t let him go, though, and in truth he had scarcely softened. He supported himself on his hands and sought my big black teat. As he sucked my swollen ringed teat he kneaded my bottom cheeks. (The pins originally there had been changed for rings that are hinged so they can be laid flat against my skin when not being used.) How it thrilled me as he simultaneously sucked my teat and teased the ring though it! I clenched tight around him, my hoof booted heels digging brutally hard into his buttocks and fucked as hard as I was fucked, my nails ripping his back. Our passion was so strong that he took me a third time without leaving my body. I came I don’t know how many times but felt as though I had been wrung out like a dishcloth when at last, exhausted, he slid from my cunny whilst it was still spasmodically pulsing. 

I looked at the sun. “Charlie, we had better get back. Have you a hanky?” He pulled his trousers towards him and retrieved a large neatly folded one from his pocket. Carefully I wiped all trace of him from me, then spread my legs once more for him to re-lock my swollen pussy. It took another ten minutes to get me harnessed again. I was so tired it was a hard pull back to the stable block. Thankfully it was less than half a mile but I was so drained by our lovemaking that I was sweating profusely by the time I pulled Charlie into the yard. 

Veronica was waiting, Peter and Belinda having apparently only arrived minutes before us and Madge was attending her. My Vera was also there, looking fetching in her little stable girl outfit and I could see that both Veronica and Madge were eyeing her, obviously with plans in mind. Perhaps they would have been suspicious had she not been there to distract them, but after we had been washed down and douched and I regained the robe I had worn to come to the tack room, it pleased me to disappoint them. “Vera. I’ll need you to act as ladies’ maid. Bear wants me hard corseted at dinner tonight.” I saw Madge’s mouth open like a fish but she realised she couldn’t, even indirectly, gainsay Bear.

In fact I wasn’t hard corseted, nor was Belinda, I hadn’t known at all what was to happen that evening; I had just gained courage because of Charlie. There had been no change to my lifestyle, I had just expanded it to include another man who wanted to own, dominate and use me. The difference seemed to be that he would only agree to own me if I wanted him to. Had I changed so much that I wanted, even welcomed the thought of being dominated and mastered by him? I thought of Charlie and the feel of his hard tattooed body on mine and became wet and moaned with shame. Dear Vera, who was by my side, looked at me questioningly but said nothing. I felt confused, had Charlie’s presence and claimed love, bizarre as it was, changed things? 

I walked to the house where the pony-girl weeks seeming to be coming to an end. The fact that I was back in the house as a guest and not in the stables showed that. We met our host, Conrad Deacon. 

“Dear ladies! I will miss you on your departure tomorrow.” He kissed my cheek and Vera’s too. I had the flimsy covering of my robe but Vera was still clad in the crotchless riding pants she wore as a stable maid. But, other than there being a twinkle in his eye, he treated her as though she were fully dressed. “I expect you will stun me again tonight with another of your beautiful costumes. It will be a buffet, all very casual. A chance to talk and say our farewells. Until tonight, then.” He gave a small bow and moved to another guest who had caught his eye. 

Belinda and I were made to wear matching light flowing silk confections that were less dresses and more drapes. Mine was a vivid red, hers was black. They were suspended from our breast piercings. The vertical pins that pierced my breasts were replaced with pins that had rings on their lower end just to connect the dress to. It ensured that it not only left our breasts exposed, aureole and nipples but our backs too, even to the cleavage of our rears. In my case, though it just covered my brands, it left the shadow of these visible and legible through the red silk. Luckily the silk was light and the weight on my breasts not uncomfortable because my piercings were deep into my flesh behind the aureole and the metal was thick, But nonetheless the pull and the free unfettered motion of my breasts made me conscious of the manner in which it displayed my fat metalled teats. 

The hem of the silk confections had two further gold rings sewn at the hem and these were pushed on the index fingers of our hands. Everything we did moved the silk around our body, exposing and flashing our sun- browned limbs for all to see. The silk, unless we pulled it away by means of the rings on our fingers, seemed to build up a static charge and cling to our lower bodies, the diaphanous material making me feel that it displayed me even more than if I had been naked. As bad was the fact that the lighter skin where corset and straps had been were the transient and ghostly presence of our subservience to Bear. To me that was just as shameful as my tattoos. 

Bear led us in to the room in which a buffet was laid out, collared and leashed together. Scantily clad servants were serving drinks. My Vera, Veronica and Madge had been co-opted into helping out and where Vera looked trim and feminine, the horrible dyke pair managed to look masculine and uncomfortable in their flimsy maids’ outfits. In truth they had beautiful bodies below the neck but the aggressive mannish cast of their faces spoiled the effect. As always we caused a stir. Few of the other women wore anything as blatant and daring as we. Most couples were winding down for the departure in the morning. It didn’t stop them surreptitiously fondling and feeling us at every opportunity, though. Bear seemed to take it as a compliment to him. We were just barren bitches so far as we were concerned but we belonged to him and he took pride in us as much as any animal owner might his stock. His ponies, his bitches, a confusion of species between pony and dog but to be expected from that bastard!

 

It was later when Bear had begun to be fuddled with drink again and was away talking to another pony-girl, a willing one and one whose name, if mentioned, would be recognised in society, leaving Belinda and I alone. (Perhaps Charlie or Peter had managed to slip a few drops of whatever it was they used the previous night, in to his drink. I didn’t ask, I was just too pleased to be free of his presence.) Belinda and I were like Siamese twins, linked by a leash to collars we couldn’t remove. Up to now the attentions we had received had been whilst Bear was in control of our leash but I could see other guests, male and female, gravitating slowly towards us. Because they were too well mannered to rush to their prey, it gave us a breathing space. I sighed and glanced at Belinda, she too had guessed what was to come. Before the raptors could arrive, though, Peter and Charles were there, interposing themselves between hunters and prey. As a group we made our way out on to the terrace. It was known that Peter was my brother and the raptors circled away, trying to mask their chagrin. 

Belinda and I were inextricably linked. Bear had the key in his trouser pocket and there was nothing Peter or Charles could do to get it. I glanced at Belinda, even in the gloom I could see the flush at her neck and the desire in her eyes. Was her desire mirrored in mine? I knew my cunny was wet and ready to welcome him. Belinda and I exchanged glances again. I could see her mind working and knew that our thoughts were on similar paths. We had shared so much, been displayed and used together, shared comfort with our bodies. We moved into the garden to a birch with a thick trunk, each taking an opposing side. I looked at Charlie and raised my arms, spreading them as wide as I could making the skirt rise. 

“Take me - master!” I said in a whisper that only he could hear and realised I meant it. He fucked me hard and quick, he was on fire as was I and it took seconds for us to come. I had sealed a pact un-stated and for me there would, could be no going back. 



The whole episode took less than five minutes. We came back in all serene and chatting amiably, I on Peter’s arm and Belinda on Charles’s. I felt satiated and satisfied as more monumental fucks had never left me. 

 

The journey home was a reprise of the outward one, though because Bear was slightly hung over still, we were left more to our own devices for most of the journey. By its end, though, he had recovered enough to use us both. We parted at Paddington, they to Euston for the onward journey, Vera and I to the flat to await Bear’s return to London. It was well into Autumn now and the thin silk dress wasn’t warm enough for England. My nipples showed through dress and coat, I cuddled myself close to Vera to conceal my erect nubs. Thankfully Bear had allowed my nose ring to be removed though he had replaced it with a grommet. 

The flat was warm, the concierge had been sent instructions to turn the heating on. As the days passed I slipped into my old routine as though the months of being a pony had never happened, only the firmer, sleeker figure reflected back at me and the white marks of harness, slowly disappearing as my tan fades, is evidence of my humiliation. I’d not had the chance to speak to Charlie since the garden, he had not come with us on the train. Business had taken him elsewhere and now I began to doubt both his desire for me and my acceptance of him as my master. Indeed the regular phone calls and instructions what to do at the office made Bear a more real figure than he. 

If I had thought my life could get no worse, I was to find out I was wrong. Nearly three weeks went by and I had not seen Bear, Peter, Belinda or Charlie. Even Vera, my staff and comfort in hard times, seemed distracted and spent a lot of time sleeping elsewhere. She had become more involved with Molly Fielden than me. I didn’t say anything. They needed each other, I couldn’t love Vera the way she wanted me to and I would have been as bad as Bear if I had just used her to selfishly comfort myself. I had no idea, though, when Bear would pop back into my life, so I kept myself always ready. Depilated, knickerless and corseted, only now in my mind it was for Charles that I kept myself so. Charlie had made me memorise his address and several times in my heat at the thoughts of him and his hard firm body, I directed a cabbie to drive me past it but I never stopped or knocked. I wanted to and perhaps to my shame I would have and begged to be used but it seemed empty and lifeless so I didn’t have the cabby stop. 

 

It was early on a Sunday evening, half six or seven and a dark moonless one. Vera was out and I was restless, hot and wanting Charlie. On impulse I grabbed my coat and made my way down to the concierge but he was away from his desk. I didn’t feel I could wait so went out into the chill of the evening and a minute or so later was able to hail a passing cab. The cabby’s face was a blur in the dim light as he turned to me and I gave him the St John’s Wood address. The cab jerked away and I sank back and let my mind replay the last time Charlie had used me. Or was it made love to me? I felt confused as to whether it was one or the other or was it both. The cab stopped and I looked up and around me, he had taken the route through Hyde Park and somewhere to my right I could see the glint of the Serpentine and beyond that lights of traffic but around me was only darkness. 

“Sorry miss. I think I’ve got a problem with one of the rear tyres.” I watched as the cabby got out of the cab and came to my door and opened it. In the dim light I caught a nondescript profile. 

“What is the problem, cabby?” The air was chill and I was confused. Were there tools in the rear of the cab? I pulled my coat even tighter around me. Suddenly he was in the rear of the cab with me, his breath in a cloud in the chill air. 

“What are you do -!” I never got the word out. He was on me, pressing me back into the seat his breath now hot on 

the side of my neck. I tried to scream but his hand was over my mouth. 





“ Keep quiet, you bitch! I know what you are. I’ve seen you before tonight, the way your teats strain the material of those thin dresses you wear. The way you flash your cunt when your dress flutters around you. You’re a whore! A slut!” His knee was between mine and forcing my legs apart. I tried to struggle but though I’m strong for my sex and height I’m a woman and not a very tall one at that. “What’s this?” His hand had found my cunny and exploring my rings. “You’re wet, too!” I was spread now and he was not to know that my wetness was due my thought of Charles. His hands were round my throat and his hard cock split me and he was bucking and fucking. I squirmed and tried to twist out from under him but all that did was excite him. “Scream and I’ll snap your neck like a bird’s!” The smell of him, all rutting male but thankfully clean enough, filled my nostrils. Suddenly he stiffened and came, filling me with wet heat. He didn’t pull out but let his weight rest on my spread body. 

“Please! Please let me go. I won’t say anything to anyone if you just let me go!”

“Let you go? You liked it, didn’t you, you slut!” His hands had found my breasts and were exploring my piercings. “A real perverted slut! So many pins and rings!” He was pulling on my pins and I was moaning. “See! It excites you!” I was moaning with pain but he felt my cunny clasping him in spasm, seeming to egg him on. Now he was fucking me again. Fear and pain had been my diet too long and sexual pleasure my only escape for too long and I felt my body respond and I moved under him. 

“See! See! You’re a real whore!” I wept but kept moving and after a long time and two orgasms we bucked together in a final climax. 

He bundled me out of the cab, my coat and dress in disarray then climbed out after me. “Fuck off, slut! I know where you live and if I hear of the police sniffing round I’ll know where to come!” I’d grabbed my handbag as he turned me out of the cab and now greed was added to lust. He grabbed my bag away from me and started to search for my cash. I couldn’t see his face with any clarity but in the dim light I could see he stood legs astride as he searched my purse. Anger, white rage at what he had done to me and what Bear had made me into, filled me. I was a Fuck Toy, a Cum Slut, for whom rape had been made over into pleasure. My foot came up with all the force I could muster into the fork of his legs. A high squeal, too high to carry, escaped his mouth and he went down. Quickly I gathered my bag and the purse. I looked down at the wheezing breathless form. It was as though a devil inhabited me and I kicked him again in the face and he moaned in agony as his nose broke and his hands went to cover his face. The third kick took him in the genitals again and now the scream cut off sharply as he fainted. Whilst he was unconscious I pulled his trousers off and threw them into the dark. Then I got into his cab and turned it around in the road. I’m not a good driver but had driven my father’s car on our estate so had the rudiments. He had returned to consciousness by the time I’d done so and I stopped level with his twisted, pain-filled body. I felt no pity, though. 

“You may know where I live, scum, but now I’ve got your cab driver’s number.” I had found it when I climbed back into the cab. “So I know how to find you too. You’ve had your pleasure and so long as I don’t see or hear about you again I won’t say a word. But I have a lot of powerful and rich friends. They won’t like what you did if I tell them and you will be lucky if only the law comes after you.” He had heard me but only moaned. “Bye, bye, limp dick!”

My driving was erratic but I made it back to the vicinity of my apartment without being stopped before I left the cab, taking his driver’s badge with me. When I slammed the door of the flat behind me, I saw that less than an hour and a half had passed since I had left. Quickly I shed my clothes and ran to the shower. I stood under the stream of water, washing my body and douching my pussy again and again until the water began to run cold. It was later when I sat wrapped in a towelling robe, a whisky glass clutched in my hands, when I began to laugh. I had been a victim but I had turned the situation around and become a predator. The sex, I said to myself, was nothing, Bear had treated me worse. I had not given in, even though my body had betrayed me as it had been trained to do. I had not surrendered the core of self that was the real me. Even as tears ran down my face with the shame of what had been forced on me, joy at the knowledge that I wasn’t just a victim after, all filled me. 

Even Vera wasn’t told about what had taken place that night. She commented about the missing dress but accepted that I had spilt red wine down it and given it away to the Salvation Army. Weird as it may seem, it was my victory and I hugged it to myself. There was a tiny article in the paper, on the fourth or fifth page, about a taxi driver, a Mr Stanley Charlesworth, who had been mugged stopping to pick up a fare in Hyde Park, but no greater detail than he had been beaten and de-bagged. The de-bagging and the subsequent recovery of his cab in Kensington suggested it may have been the act of some drunken students taking a college rag a bit too far. His condition when found, said the paper, negated any potential humour in the rag and decried the young students of the day.

 

 I was only able to meet Charlie twice before Bear came back into my life again. He was apologetic about seemingly abandoning me but said if I wouldn’t just leave Bear, he had to find enough dirt to make him let me go without spreading the word about my condition to society. I remember wondering and worrying that I might have misread him but he clearly seemed to hate the though of my bondage to Bear almost as much as I did. He had found out a lot about Bear, little of it nice but even with what I had gleaned whist acting as Bear’s PA it wasn’t enough to make him let me go. It would have hurt too many other innocent people as well as Bear if I’d tried. 

On the occasions Charlie and I were able to get together it was in his large airy town house in St John’s Wood. Not as fashionable as Kensington or Mayfair but much nicer and more convenient. Bear had trained me well in what was desirable in a submissive. I should have felt horror that this was what Charles Cordain wanted too. However much I had let myself be changed under the stress of the elemental force that was Bear to protect my sanity, I was now a submissive and it was Charlie I wanted to submit to. In spite of his need to dominate I felt to the core of my being that it was me he cared for, with him I could revel in the power that my submission gave me over him.

“It will probably be better if you come here,” he said when he phoned me and I thought of Bear coming in on us and shuddered. It might make him end it with me but I suspected I had made myself too valuable to him both as a fuck toy and at the office. 

“Yes.” I made it sound matter of fact put my pulse was beating hard in my ears. I was hot, wet and wanting him so. I felt as if I could smell my arousal. Was it natural to feel such need or was it just because I wasn’t being used at the level I had become accustomed to? “We have a problem - Master. I’m just finishing my monthlies,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter. I want to see you, need to see you, I miss you so!” he said and I felt my heart lift even as I put the phone down.

I wasn’t sure I had finished but didn’t want to wear a bulky towel and so wore just the panties that I now only wore when suffering from the curse. It was winter now and I was glad of the panties. There was little heat in the cab and I pulled the fur collar of my coat around my ears so it met the brim of my hat. Getting into cabs after this had been a little traumatic at first but the picture in my mind of Stanley Charlesworth writhing on the ground was the antidote. I was glad my coat was thick though for my dress was still light so I needed its warmth. Bear liked the dresses I wore to mould to my body, so my bare nipples would try to push through such thin material. I had a lot of nipple now to do so. The piercing and the metal and the constant use over the weeks had ensured that. As we drew up outside Charles’s house he came out and down the short drive to greet me and to pay the cab. Even as the cab drew away we were kissing and I could feel his arousal hard against me.

By the time we were in to his house and the door closed I felt as though my pounding heart would explode from my chest. I wanted him inside me, I needed him as I had never needed Bear even when I thought I might be in love with him. His tongue filled my mouth and mine writhed around his. We were in the lounge now and I dropped to my knees and pulled up my skirts and eased down my panties. What I am was in clear view and I looked back at him over my shoulder. “Use my bottom, please master.” I saw his cock jerk and he was on me. I had oiled my little bud and I gasped then relaxed as he used the rigs in my flesh to separate my full cheeks before pushing his cock deep into my bowels and filling me completely. It was what I wanted, what I needed. The opening in my body that he used was irrelevant just so long as he used me.

Later he spread me tied and helpless on the bed and used me, not caring if I were on or not. It was a long time before he was satiated and I lost count of my spendings. It was what I wanted and what I needed. I thought of that cabby. I had triumphed over rape and humiliation and now the thought of it roused me and I bucked and squirmed, as even more helpless than I had been on the night of my rape, Charlie took me to the heights. It was the memory of this time with Charlie that was to make tolerating Bear that little easier.

 

“.... and should difficulties arise you have the authority to call upon any and all the services of my Shanghai office.” Bear was dictating and I was stood close to him so that he could reach under my skirts and play with me. I knew that my heavy rings were wet and I was trying, unsuccessfully, not to grunt and groan as he plundered my cunny and I came. The young man sat in the sat opposite Bear’s desk was round eyed and sweating. He was here to collect his letter of authority from Bear before taking ship to the Far East. What was being done to me in front of this man was a whole new level of degradation and humiliation and I was ashamed of myself in a way that even my time in the South of France hadn’t made me. 

“Read that back to me, Naomi.” My voice shook as I tried to decipher my wavering shorthand and read the letter back to him. “Mr Bartlet here seems to be sweating profusely, Naomi ,and for some reason there is a large swelling in his groin. He’s going on a long trip for me and it is wrong to send him in such a state. He needs relief. I think you could kiss it better.”

“No! No! Bear, don’t make me! I won’t!” My time with Charlie had lent me courage.” 

“Naomi, I’m counting.” Each second would be a stripe across my bottom but I was determined not to give way. I was his slut and slave but I would not whore for him. His hand was still deep in my cunny and he had hold of my rings and though I wanted to run from the office I couldn’t. He reached twenty before he ran out of patience. I was trembling but wouldn’t give in. He forced me against his desk and with his free hand pulled open the drawer he kept the leather cuffs in and threw a set at the man sat watching us wide eyed. “Put these on her.” 

Bear had changed his desk long ago to one whose width was such that all my openings were available when I was stretched and bound tight. “There’s a latch under the front of the desk, slip the chain over it,” he said. I tried not to co-operate but he was twisting the ring through my clit so I did as ordered. The same method got the ring gag in my mouth, after that I just lay stretched across his wide desk and allowed him to cuff my ankles to the legs so I was spread wide and available for use. My self-disgust was fuelled by the knowledge that in spite of the aches building in my elbows tight over the edge of the desk and the building pain in my ring spread jaws, I was hot and my cunny welcoming. How, though, I longed for my jaws to become numb, as I knew they would, even though the subsequent pain of recovery when the ring was removed would be horrendous. 

Folding up my dress so my bottom and thighs were fully exposed, Bear took slow and deliberate delight in painting my bottom with pain until it was cross hatched with flame. “There!” He tossed the crop down on the desk by my stretched and weeping form. As trained, I had counted and asked for more, the words garbled and only just understandable because of the ring that held my mouth agape. I heard Bear exclaim. “Eleven-fifteen! I have a meeting with Sir John.” He paused as though thinking. “You stay here until I get back. I’ll see Sir John in the boardroom. In the mean time you can use her as you will. Mouth, arse, cunt. I think she’ll co-operate now.”

When he was gone the man, Bartlet, at first just stood looking at me. Stretched as I was it was difficult to crane my head to see his face but I managed a glimpse. It was sweaty and emotionless and I could see from his eyes that no gag garbled pleas were going to effect him and I slumped against my tight stretching bonds and prepared to endure. Bartlet circled the desk now, taking pleasure in my position and display. Helpless and weeping from the wicked abuse I knew was to come, nonetheless my condition showed equally that I wasn’t the naïve innocent. He could be forgiven for thinking I had co-operated in my degradation. I pictured in my mind the way in which I knew my signage was exposed across my cheeks, the ring there to pull them apart, all confirming my role and condition. There could be no doubt of that, even if it were not signed so. With my legs spread wide and my ringed and highlighted cunny held pouting agape, I was oozing arousal, and availability. My bottom hole too would be glistening with the overspill of my excitement and the gleam of the lubricant I now used regularly to be always ready for Bear, that alone, to my shame, would show my collusion in my degradation. 

His hands caressed my exposed bottom and fingered my heavy rings. I was still wet from Bear’s fingering and my helpless state did nothing to calm the arousal that bound helplessness engenders in me and for a moment I hated myself more than I did Bear. He discovered how tightly corseted I was under my loose silk dress and exclaimed. He undid the row of buttons at the back and managed to pull most of the dress off my body, the loose fit and loose sleeves ‘helped’ in this. Most of my corsets left my breasts bare and this corset was no different to the others. His hands touched and explored my breasts. Big as they are, his repositioning of them had extruded their mass to the sides out from under me so their thick black teats and all their rings and pins were available for his inspection. I moaned, not sure if it was from fear, horror or desire. He pulled my big breasts even further out to the sides by their nipple rings now, Bear had left these in place since France. For the first time since I had been bound across the desk he spoke. “Jesus, you really are a piece of work!” He fondled and admired my big black aureole as he spoke.

He wasn’t that big a man but he was hard and enthusiastic and as he took my gaping cunny, he forced me to grind my pierced clit against the desk edge and soon had me moaning and coming. Suddenly he was out of me and into my well prepared bottom. My submissive masochism was sweeping me inexorably down the river that I could no longer refuse to immerse myself in. Now he pulled from my butt, leaving me gasping and he was at my face now and his penis filled my mouth and throat. The thought of him fresh from my bottom made me want to be sick but even though he scarce gave me time to accommodate his cock into my throat, other than to cough and gag a little, nothing happened, the orgasms that swept me along were too strong for other feelings. Round and round he went, he came in my throat first but his arousal was too great for that to satisfy him and when at last his final explosion came it flooded my bottom with his sperm. His cock was pushed into my mouth one last time for me to clean him, he twisted my teat rings hard so that I would be encouraged to lick and suckle him clean. As I did so, Bear returned.

“Finished with her?”

“Almost done. Jesus, is she a hot piece of cunt!” He withdrew his penis from my gaping mouth and I slumped on the desk, drooling, almost in a faint. But I could still hear them talking, if though as from a long way away.

“Well, do your business in Shanghai with the triads, don’t get yourself killed and if you establish a regular supply chain, when you get back you can play with her for a whole weekend.” Inside I shuddered, whether from the thought of what he would probably do to me or from the horror of my own pleasure at such abuse, I’m not sure.

It was as I was showering in Bear’s private bathroom, using the shower head to enema and douche myself clean, cleaning my teeth and gargling again and again to get the taste of that man out of my throat, that I replayed Bear’s final words to Bartlet in my mind. I would have to talk to Charlie.

The dress I had worn was crumpled and stained but I kept several in the same style in a cabinet in Bear’s office. Half hour later, all visible signs of my degradation removed, I stood once more by Bear’s side, his hand once more plundering my cunny and making my pussy clench and weep as he dictated to me. My eyes wanted to weep too but I fought them back, I was filled with disgust at what I had become and could not resist but I would not show Bear my pain, it would give him pleasure and that I would hate.

 

It has been two whole days and I still haven’t got to see Charlie. The same day that Bartlet was allowed to abuse me, Bear had got a phone call from his estate. His face lit up and it was as if Christmas had come early. He almost ran from the office, saying he could be contacted at the estate and but didn’t know when he would be back. 

I left messages for Charlie all over the place and whilst I waited I kept Bear’s business ticking over. I had learnt a lot about his company and its operations. Bear was still a very wealthy man but the company wasn’t doing as well as it had. I sat typing a letter to one of Bear’s line managers giving him instructions on how to proceed with a particular account and pp’d it for Bear. Though it made Bear’s life easier and he accepted I would do this in day to day matters, he thought no more of me for it. Now I smiled. I did nothing in the office other than give advice or instruction to the best of my ability, I made sure any information that would aid my or Charlie’s business ventures was used to our advantage every time. In time I will cause his business to haemorrhage to death but today I sighed. It might be a long process. I wanted to be with Charlie, my true master. I loved him body and soul but though I might ultimately force Bear to let me go by bankrupting Bear and forcing him sell me to Charlie, this was not what I wanted. Even had I been able to bankrupt Bear overnight, that would only confirm Bear owned me. I want Charlie to own me but I wanted my freewill and freedom to be my gift to Charlie. 

 

I had to stop myself from almost raping him when at last I got to see Charlie again. I hadn’t even removed my hat when I pushed him back onto the sofa and straddled his lap, undoing his flies and tugging him free of his clothes. He is beautiful and he was especially so because he was so hard and thick and as long as any girl could desire. Hot and wet from the thought of him, I pulled my dress out of the way and allowed my ring pouted cunny to literally engulf him a fraction of an inch at a time as I sank slowly down on him, feeling him fill and stretch me so wonderfully. 

He started to move under me, his cock flexing and I gasped and moaned a little. “Don’t! Let me do it all. You just undo my buttons.” 

His arms went round me as quickly they came undone. I slid my dress from my shoulders and it pooled around my hips, covering my thighs and our joining. Charle didn’t like this so he lifted the dress over my head without even disturbing my hat and let the dress fall to the floors. Clad only in stockings, corset and hat I moved gently, gripping him tight with my internal muscles and now it was he who groaned. “Charlie, we must talk.” I shifted again on his lap, maintaining my hold of my cunny on his prick. 

“Your manner of holding a conversation makes concentration difficult, though I admit the venue is delightful.” I giggled a little more then held still and just drew comfort from his cock filling me.

“Charlie. I think Bear may have something going on that we need to look into.” 

“I have been looking into things already. It’s why you couldn’t get hold of me.” He flexed his cock and gave one of my black teats a suck, making it difficult to for me to concentrate now. His hands had hold of my bottom rings and was kneading my cheeks.

““Hold still!”

“Oh! Sauce for the goose isn’t sauce for the gander?”

“Huh! Listen. There was a John Bartlet in the office the other day. Bear gave him a letter of authority to call on any of the resources of the Shanghai office to complete his business.”



“It was what he said to Bartlet when he thought I wasn’t listening or forgot I was there.” I wasn’t so shameless that I could tell him how I had been used. Also I worried if he would get too angry and do something we might all regret. “Bear told him, to do his business in Shanghai with the triads and if he didn’t get himself killed and managed to established a regular supply chain, he would be well rewarded.” I looked down at Charlie and squeezed to make sure I had his attention. He had stopped kneading my cheeks but still had hold of the rings through my ample butt flesh so I couldn’t lift off of him not that I wanted to. “It was you who told me about triads so that was what made the words stick in my mind.”

“True darling,” he said. Darling, that casual word that that could reflect love, friendship, respect and so much more and he had used it to me. I felt giddy with a pleasure that matched the first time he told me he loved me. He began to question me over every detail I could remember. My cunny was squeezing and working his lovely shaft and it flexed in response delighting me as we talked but in truth we were on automatic. Eventually he said, “Triads are involved criminal activities of all sorts, vice, murder, opium. You name it there involved in it. It definitely requires some looking in to.” He lifted me off him with his knees and then let me thump down on him so I grunted and squealed. 

Then, for a whole hour, we forgot about Bear altogether. But later he came to me and told me he was going to be following Bartlet, taking a succession of planes, commercial and private, in a quick dash across Europe. With luck he could get to Suez and join Bartlet’s ship. With his contacts he had little difficulty finding which one he’d sailed on. 

It’s horrible being alone even though I know it’s because this is our best hope so far we can find something to use against Bear.

Bear came back full of himself but I didn’t know why. He had ordered me into the bedroom and I it was clear he was going to use me but then he told me that Belinda was pregnant. He was almost dancing around the room when he told me. I would have almost felt glad for the horrible man had it not been poor Belinda who was pregnant with his child. I admit it was selfish of be but I could not help it, my first thought was that it was a way out for me.

“Will you let me go now? You have what you want, you no longer need me.”

“Need? What is that to do with it, you barren bitch! You belong to me and I told you I never give up what belongs to me! I own you, body and soul.” His look changed from joy to anger and his words were venomous but his venom would have remained verbal had not my anger burst forth like a dam breaking. I had endured so much pain, shame, humiliation and degradation and wanted only Charlie as my lover that I could no longer control myself against this man I had come to hate so much. 

“Barren! Why should I want a child forced upon me by scum like you!” My hatred poured forth for a long time. It was when I said, “You tried hard enough and long enough with both of us I suspect it’s you not being man enough!” I never saw his hand move but my head jerked and rang with the force of his blow and I was knocked to the floor.

“Respect! You barren cunt! I will have respect!” He was incandescent with anger, ripping my silk dress from my body with a loud tearing sound. Then he pulled me to my feet to leave the material in a pool around my ankles. I was dazed and shaking, unable to focus. (I think he had used his open hand, had it been a fist he would have knocked me cold.) He almost tore my corset from my body too and then made me stand on one trembling leg at a time to remove stockings and shoes. “Stay there!” I stood, stunned and naked, my obscenely tattooed and pierced body shaking, too confused to do ought else. 

He went to the drawer in which I kept my jewellery and from the half he reserved for the special items took a bunch of gold chains and bracelets. I guessed what was to come but was too paralysed to fight or protest. Gold bracelets were locked around my arms above my elbows, the fine gold plated chains were thin but far stronger than even 9 carat gold. I had worn these before and in a similar manner as he intended now. Sometimes he bound me thus when he had wanted to display my enslavement. I was totally helpless. Everything was so delicate that none of my body was concealed. Their use was to force me to co-operate with my abuser because to fight would have only brought me pain. Their points of anchorage, the slimness of the cuffs and chains, all conspired to make fighting my bondage painfully impossible. My index fingers were pushed through the rings that pierced my rear and a second ring locked on to each finger below the entrapping ring, stopping me extracting them. This was new, the rings had not been there before going to France. With my elbows cuffed back so, whilst I was made to hold my own cheeks, my black capped breasts jutted alarmingly. The wicked backward arch that that I was forced into thrust out and displayed my big breasts as though they were torpedoes, their big black aureole and pins looking more like bosses on the torpedoe than soft feminine flesh. Unable to resist now, even had I the nerve to contemplate such action, he made my helplessness complete by hobbling my legs above the knees in a similar manner to my arms so that only small steps were possible.

Bear circled me, considering his next move, touching, fondling and caressing, not always gently. Trained and inculcated to be a subservient whore, (for the sake of my sanity, I had learnt to take pleasure from the very submission that degraded me) I knew I was wet to his touch. 

“Tongue, Slut!” Meekly I pushed out my tongue and he fitted a ring through its piercing from which hung a short chain. He had a surprise for me, (that in itself wasn’t a surprising) as Bear was nothing if not innovative in his abuse and degradation of my mind and body. At first glance it looked like ball gag but then I realised it wasn’t of the type I was so familiar. It was a hollow sphere, cut away so that when he threaded the short chain through the inside of the gag and slot in the side that would face out and slipped it up the chain and into my mouth, my tongue could be pulled through the slot and then held captive when the free end of the chain was locked to my nose ring. Hollow ball or not it was heavy, large and made my jaws spread wide, making them begin to ache almost immediately. His piece de resistance though was to collar me and link my nipple rings via the collar’s ring so that my teats were under perpetual tension, it being impossible shrug my shoulders forward and ease the tension. chained and bound as I was. 

His hands roamed my body and I wept silently at my humiliating arousal. He hooked a finger around the length of chain that led from my collar to my left teat and pulled me to one side. I tried to move quickly to avoid too hard a pull on my poor nipple but my hobbled knees made me awkward and I stumbled rather than moved sideways, breasts bouncing and bottom juddering. I strove to keep upright, lurching to the side until I stood in front of the long mirror. Had I fallen I wouldn’t have been able to save myself from a nasty bang.

“See! A slut and whore, who is always wet and wanton no matter how I abuse her!” I blushed, there was enough truth in the statement to bring all my self disgust to the surface. “Not like my sweet Belinda!”

I looked at my wide gag filled and wide-spread mouth. The tip of my immobile tongue was pulled through the slot and I was made more silent than any other gag had made me before. My eyes filled with tears as I surveyed my ringed and chained body. For a moment I hated my big breasts with their black stained large aureole and teats. No thought that Charlie loved them entered my mind to soften my self-disgust. I knew that viewed from the rear my obscene display was even worse. Rings and slogans declaimed my state and for a while I gave way to despair. 

Bear seemed to reconsider my bondage and came up to me again and released the teat chains from my collar only to reconnect them to the tip of my tongue, forcing me to bow my head low to ease the pull on my nipples. The strain of bowed head and arched back was terrible and I knew Bear too was aware of my aching discomfort.

“Naomi, Lady of the rings. I think, slut, you need some more work to keep you suitably meek and humble. More pins to pierce your breasts, perhaps, horizontally to complement those already there vertically. Perhaps too, a ring through your big pudenda, so convenient to tether you by.”

“Aeeewwwwh!” I shuddered and squawked in horror as loud as I was able, the bowed head and arched back conspiring to make it difficult to force sound past my gag so it came out more as a soft moan than a cry of protest. 

“You like the idea?” he said, deliberately misinterpreting my moan. It was at this point Vera let herself into the flat and saw me chained and helpless through the open door of the bedroom. Her mouth dropped open as she took in how my rings had been used to bind me to maximum effect. Seeing her stunned face, Bear said, “Go and undress, then come back here.” Vera visibly wanted to protest but Bear gave her a look and said, “You wouldn’t like Cum Slut to get punished because of you, would you, bitch? Whilst she was gone he gripped the chains between nose and nipples and pulled my face to him. Tears were streaming down my cheeks because of both the discomfort and the sick fear that filled me. “Any hint of disobedience and she will suffer for it.” His final act was to cuff my ankle, leaving me tethered, not just helpless, but my movements limited to the radius of a long chain. “Just to keep you from wandering.” he said and left me. 

I heard him pick up the phone and ask for a number. Then his voice went softer and I couldn’t hear what was said except when he said, louder. “Stay!” Then his voice dropped low again.

When he came back he was naked and carrying an equally naked Vera. Months of good living had thickened his stocky Bear body even more but it was still heavily muscled. She had been naked many times before in front of Bear but this time was the first time in private, as it were, and she was blushing scarlet. In part, her embarrassment, she told me later, was because before she’d had the cushion of fulfilling a role with and in front of others as though she were an actor filling a role. This time, of course, it was just her, Bear and helpless, helpless me. Worse was the fact that Bear carried her small frame as though she were a child, her arms encircling his neck, her legs wrapped around his hips. Un-childlike was the fact that his big cock was buried deep in her poor pussy. 

Tears blurred my vision, I knew that though the dildo on the pony trap had conditioned Vera to such intrusions, this was the first fleshy pole that had ever sundered her. Men, for Vera, could be friends, but never lovers. I knew straightaway she was doing this for me. 

 

I looked at the sophisticated young lady in a silk dress as fine as mine who sat across the tea table from me. Her mother and father had almost exploded with pride when we drew up in Vera’s newly acquired Morris 8. My corset kept my over ripe body under control and made the seat back superfluous, I knew that by the standards of today’s fashions I suffered in comparison to Vera. She had put on some weight and her breasts had plumped out a little since our days at secretarial school but the tight chemise I knew she wore under her silk dress kept her shape fashionably flat and masked the recently acquired nipple rings. Her nipples were small and the rings accordingly sized and, unlike mine, easy to conceal. There were times she made me feel almost matronly. How I wished Bear found me so and would leave me alone.

Vera’s mother was talking about some cousin who was doing well for himself and I tuned out, picking up my cup and sipping the too strong tea. I thought of Vera’s arms around Bear’s neck and the way her face went red and she bit her lips as her heels dug into his muscular buttocks and she screamed as she came and came. So different from the pretty face that chatted to her mother now. She told me later that any lack of enthusiasm on her part would result in my tits being whipped just as I had been told that any signs of non co-operation would have resulted in Bear whipping her. He’d not had to spell out how brutal he could be. She got through it, she said, by doing what I’d told her I did, thinking of other, better times, extracting what pleasure she could so she was wet and slick and thus made it bearable. She had thought of times, she said, with Molly Fielden or me when comfort and pleasure had been overwhelming. Even of times spent driving me in the trap. That had worked well because she could imagine his cock as a mechanical device and not part of Bear.

“Lady Naomi, I know we have you to thank for how well Vera has done.”

“Sergeant, that’s not true. I just couldn’t have survived without Vera. She has been my lifeline.” My bedroom has lots of mirrors so I could see every detail of the way in which Vera was impaled in Bear’s cock, how her cunny lips were stretched, how her juices flowed so copiously as he pumped hard into her making her squeal. The mirrors weren’t essential though because he had turned and displayed his rape of Vera from every angle. The thoughts made me blush a little and I hoped my face powder concealed it. It wasn’t embarrassment, though, it was shame that caused my blush. Shame that the sight of Vera being fucked had excited me. I wanted to cry as I had done on that day Vera had been raped but instead I swallowed my tears and controlled myself. 

“Sergeant, please call me Naomi. It seems so ridiculous for you, Vera’s father and a senior officer in the police, to call me Lady Naomi.” That was exaggerating a little but it pleased him that I thought so. “It is because of your profession I would like to ask your advice.” I think he thought it was going to be some question about by-laws or speed limits, so he went very quiet as I spoke. I nerved myself up, automatically shifting with care on my hard chair, feeling the metal, new and old, shift, manipulating my sex. At least, I thought, it’s no longer sore.

“I have discovered that a friend of mine has links with some overseas criminal activities.” I told him an edited version of what I had told Charles. “You’re not the first person I have told about this, a family friend advised me how wicked such people can be and because of how such activities could bring my family and our set,” a little whiff of the upper classes wouldn’t do any harm here, “Into disrepute, he has followed this Bartlet creature to the Far East. That was some three months back and I have begun to worry that something may have happened to him and that we may have been foolish not going to the police immediately. Bear, the man seemingly involved with the Triads, is acting a little strange now, so I began to worry and thought of you for advice.” Not, I thought, that we wanted Bear to dig a bigger hole for himself.

He had gone very quiet and serious and even his wife had stopped chatting and was now listening avidly. “Naomi,” he said self-consciously, “You must speak to my superiors. I will make you an appointment at Scotland Yard.”

“Oh, Sergeant! I couldn’t do that. Bear frightens me, he can be violent! And I must confess to being frightened of him. Worse, if it was all a misunderstanding, polite society would just ostracise me!”

I shifted once more, feeling the metal work me again. I saw Vera’s eyes on me and I could see her neck reddening. She knew what my poor submissive body was doing to me and it was exciting her.

“Who is this Bear?”

“I must be open with you. He’s the man for whom I work as a personal and private secretary, just as Vera did for me before we became partners in our little venture and I’m a close friend of his wife. Could we not arrange a private meeting with someone away from Scotland Yard itself?” 

 

When we were back in the flat I stripped off my clothes and corset and pulled on a robe. If Bear turned up I could use the excuse I was about to bathe. My pulse was still beating fast over what I had done. Vera too changed and came and sat by me on the couch. Her robe gaped and I saw one sweet small breast with its gold ring. “I didn’t know you were going to talk to Dad.”

“I broke, Vera. I have had enough. No matter what the outcome I must regain my life.”

“You’ve lasted this long, Naomi,” she paused, “and it is in your nature to be submissive. Could you not wait until Charlie got back?” Her seeming casual attitude made me angry. 

“What does that make you? A submissive to a submissive.” Her face looked as though I had struck her. Suddenly I pulled her into my arms, her head settling between my breasts. “Vera, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean that. I just wanted to strike back but I have no one to strike back at. I can’t take much more. Charlie has been away so long and we’ve heard nothing. Bear has punched so many holes in my body that I’m surprised I don’t leak! I’m sure it’s only the rings and pins that stop it doing so. I’m almost thankful that he seems to have run out of space and ideas. Temporarily, at least!”

“But you’d keep them for Charlie?” I looked into her eyes, knowing of my need to be dominated and that the fact that I couldn’t give her my love unconditionally the way I did Charlie and saw the pain.

“Yes.” I looked into her eyes again. “But now he’s started on you. Where will that stop?” Vera changed the subject, I knew that she liked her little nipples rings, they were something else that made her more like Molly and I. We were becoming peers. 

“Is this still sore?” Her hand had wormed between my thighs and found the big ring that pierced my lower belly. How I had screamed when the vet had done that and the other rings that now pierced me so profusely as Vera and Bear watched, one with tear filled eyes and one smiling. I hadn’t struggled when they re-positioned me to make piercing easier but I hadn’t been able to stop myself screaming around my gag.

“Tender, not sore. I keep turning it to make sure it heals properly and it doesn’t make me wince any more. The others don’t hurt at all.” Two fingers had found their way into my pussy and I couldn’t resist parting my thighs to make access easier. I was wet and wanting, the soreness that had kept my body quiescent now gone. Soon her small hand, seemingly fashioned for my cunny, was pumping in and out and her lips were fastened on one metalled black teat. It was so good and it had been so long! I knew I couldn’t, wouldn’t want, to return the favour. I would be as fervent as Vera but I so missed my master.

 

When I met him at Claridges and he introduced himself I thought he was making fun of me in some way but his warrant card showed he wasn’t. Inspector Claridge was in his mid-thirties, strongly built and his thick dark hair going prematurely grey. 





“Lady Naomi,” he said as I poured the tea, “If the information passed to me is true, we’ll be taking this matter extremely seriously. Now can you tell me again what you told the sergeant. Leave nothing out. The smallest, seemingly inconsequential item may be of considerable importance.”

It took a long time. He went back and forth over my story until I thought I should scream. “Forgive me. I get the impression that I am not being told the whole story. You’ve been PA to Bear for nearly eighteen months and from my enquiries, you were obviously close to him for much longer.” I blushed at what I knew he was insinuating. “Why now?”

I considered how to take matters forward without revealing too much. His grey eyes bored into me and I felt fear building in me. I had come so far and I couldn’t go back. “Inspector, follow me.” I got up leaving the table and made my way to reception. Thankfully Anton, the hotel manager, was there. “Anton. Have you an office I could use for half an hour? This gentleman and I have some business to discuss and we need the utmost privacy.” His hair was slick, shellacked black and tight to the skull, his face was all professional charm but we had always got on well. I considered him a sort of friend.

“But of course, Lady Naomi. Please borrow mine. I hope you won’t mind it being in a little disarray. I will have some more tea sent in.” 

“Thank you, but please don’t bother.”

The office was, of course, immaculate. In layout it almost mirrored Bear’s with its separate coffee area for important clients or friends and I indicated he should sit and stood looking down at him, nerving myself up. 

“Inspector, what I am about to tell and show you has no relevance to what Bear is doing but it will explain why I have taken so long in taking steps against him.” He said nothing, just stared at me with those bright grey eyes. “I will attempt to keep this simple. Like many upper class young ladies I fell in with a fast set. My fiance at the time took my virginity. He was away on business and I was overwhelmed by Bear’s elemental nature. I knew he was married but, naive girl that I was, I thought it didn’t matter. It was just a fling. My fiance was due back and I broke off my relationship. Bear at the time was extremely angry, however, but later he said he’d cooled down and invited me out for a meal so that we could part amicably. There he drugged me and then made it impossible for me to marry my fiance or tell my family why I couldn’t.” There was only one mirror in the room, a long one behind the inspector. I could see my face, my lips a scarlet gash in a set white face, below the close fitting cloche hat with its spray of osprey feathers. To my eyes I looked almost clown-like. I unbuttoned my cuffs then the neck of my dress and let it fall from me.

“Lady Naomi!”

“Please. I need to show you what he’s done to me, then you will understand everything.” I slipped my chemise from my shoulder and let it fall so that all I wore was my hat, corset, stockings and high heeled shoes. My breasts were covered but my bottom and cunny wasn’t. His eyes went round at the metal he could see, the big ring that pierced my plump hairless protuberant mount and some of the rings that pierced my blackened cunny lips. I turned and showed my tattooed shame and the two rings that pierced my backside. My face was afire but I couldn’t stop now. I eased my big, now crucified, breast from its cup and showed the black teat with its pierced nipple. “It started with my brands and threats of exposure and shame on my family. Who would believe, he said, that I hadn’t agreed to his markings. It was my word against his. I didn’t become his lover, I became his slave.” The inspector was visibly sweating and I could see his erection through his trousers. I knelt before him, Charlie had been away so long and perhaps this was a way of ensuring his discretion. He groaned as I touched him through the serge of his trousers but made no move to stop me unbuttoning him.

 “I survived and kept my sanity but it has made me something I can’t be proud of, Inspector.” I let my mouth engulf him and work him. He tasted good. “I learnt to enjoy what should have disgusted me. It was that or lose my sanity. Now I need men in a way that no respectable woman should. Even to the point where though I have a man who loves me in spite of everything, I need a man now.” I went back to working him. His control was good but he jetted when I had him in my throat but I wouldn’t let him soften. When I had licked him clean again, knowing how wet I can get, I removed his trousers before I mounted him then rode him to a long climax as he suckled each of my large metalled teats in turn.

 

As I walked from Claridges I hoped that Anton wouldn’t return to his office too soon as I had left the window open to take away the smell of sex. The air was chill on my damp and ring distorted cunny but I felt calm and satiated in a way that Vera nor Molly could ever achieve and I could think straighter and clearer.

 

Two things. I finally had a telegram from Charles. . It can only mean one thing! The second was that Peter came to see me today. I’d had seen him several times since the South of France, he had tried on each occasion to convince me to let him confront Bear but I wouldn’t let him. I hadn’t told him about what Bear had done to me now and I endured too much for too long to let it be wasted because of what I knew Peter would do. The last thing would be a step too far for him. Now, though, it was Belinda who concerned him.

“You know I’m in love with her?” Is the sea salt? It had been obvious to me from the start that he was smitten.

“I had my suspicions.”

“Well, I have to get her away from Bear. I managed to see her her other day and she told me that the baby was mine. She conceived that night in the South of France when you chained together and we took different side of the tree.” I smiled at his blushes but if it shook me it didn’t surprise me. I had no doubt if Belinda said it was Peter’s, it was. “I have to get her away from him. Now he gives her everything she asks for and he showers her with presents but she’s still his prisoner. The cage is just gilded now. She says she feels like a brood mare rather than a woman.”

“Make her come with you, Peter.” He looked at me with a look of embarrassment on his face. 

“She won’t leave Bear while you’re still with him. She says it would be too risky. He would vent his spleen on you,” I went cold, knowing she was right but I saw the desperation in his eyes. It wasn’t just for Belinda, what would happen to me if Bear found out that the baby wasn’t his? I drew a deep breath.

“Peter you know that Charles is following up on this Triad thing?”

“He told me.”

“Well, through Vera’s father I’ve made contact with Scotland Yard. They’re now on the case and the Inspector I spoke with has given me his solemn promise concerning his discretion.”

“And you believe him?”

“Oh yes” A hundred percent.” I thought of Inspector Claridge as I had last seen him. I had no doubt about his discretion. I had not asked, pleaded or threatened but he wasn’t a stupid man and I saw his eyes as I eased my breasts back into the cups of my corset and he did have a lovely cock. Perhaps if he was very discreet I might let him sip from the cup again. I felt a little guilty about Charles but it was for him as well as me wasn’t it?”

“So perhaps there is an end in sight.” There was hope in his voice. “Naomi, I have to get Belinda away from that man.”

“Whilst Bear’s with Belinda you have no chance. As you’ll have to wait until he comes to town. Things are piling up at the office. Things that I can’t just p.p. even though I know what to do.”

“Couldn’t you phone him and get him to London?” I thought of Bear’s rage when he found Belinda gone and shivered. Charlie, where are you? Charlie, I need you, now!

 

A day later I phoned Bear.

Once I knew that Bear might turn up at any time I began to take extra care with my toilet. I asked Vera to make sure she was available each day to help me but this raised another call upon my powers of organisation, though this one made me smile. 

As Vera finished lacing my corset I was panting from its stricture even as she connected my suspenders to my stockings. As ever her hands would graze my pussy and check my rings. It made me lubricious but I could not deny her the treat that brought pleasure to me, too.

“Miss Naomi.” I perked up as she rose and went behind me to complete this portion of my dressing. Two shaped strips of heavily embroidered silk hung down from below my big breasts, as she lifted them up they became a brassiere and helped conceal the presence of my pins and my over large teats. Checking my breasts were seated within them properly, Vera now connected them behind my neck.

“What’s so important, Vera? You only call me Miss Naomi when one of us has done something wrong.” She gave a giggle.

“Well, it is a big favour.” Her hands caressed the silken curve of my breast and I gasped at the sensation as she played with my nipple. 

“Seeing as you’re doing what you’re doing and knowing what we’ve done so often I wouldn’t have thought there was much left that would surprise me.”

“Molly and I want a baby.” I know my eyes went round.

“But you and Molly prefer girls.”

“That doesn’t stop us wanting children. And we’d tolerate a man if it meant we would have one. After all Molly’s had lots of men and,” she blushed, “I have experience of a man’s cock.” I remembered the climax I saw taking her when Bear raped her.

“OK but what is it that you want from me? I can’t give you a baby.”

“But Charlie can!” Hastily she carried on. “We thought of Peter too but he’s so wrapped up with Belinda we didn’t think that would be OK.” I smiled to myself. Dear Belinda was forced to share herself with Bear but I thought that if another woman made a play for Peter, she would tear her eyes out!

“Let me think on this. Who would be mummy?” I asked.



“We thought we both should try, to give us the best chance.” I looked at her sideways. Who was I to point the finger? I thought about Inspector Claridge.

 

Bear almost caught me unaware two days later when he entered the office like a hurricane, not pleased to be called away from his beloved Belinda at this time who was now womanhood personified. 

“Show me.” He was intent on seeing if his hold on me was a firm as ever. The aggression and annoyance in his eyes was a storm warning. I didn’t hesitate though the door was still closing behind him even as I undid my dress and allowed it to pool around my feet. He gave a grunt. I think he was disappointed not to have an excuse to vent his annoyance. He pulled me to him by my pudenda ring. I was still a little tender but thankfully that was all. He slid the embroidered strips of white silk to the side so that instead of supporting my breasts they squashed them together. It had been weeks since he’d used me and the thought of his abuse of me having no end made tears fill me eyes. He kept me so for the next three hours whilst he cleared the back paperwork then tied me across his desk. Cords anchored me to the desk edge by my pudenda ring so that my swollen and pierced clit ground against its edge, My ankles were spread wide so that both apertures of my body were open to him and my wrists and elbows were tied behind my back. He took me by my cunny hard and fast, but fast as he was, I groaned and came. I wept in shame. 

After he was temporarily sated he left me to tour the offices. Pausing only to push a heavy dildo into my cunny and make dire threats about my fate if it wasn’t here when he came back, he loosed my wrists and elbows so I could make phone calls on his behalf to a list of men from whom I was invite five to a poker game that very night. I leaned on the desk with my pussy plugged, unable to reach the knots that bound me. I was blushing even as I made the calls. It felt somehow peculiar to stand, legs bound wide with my cunny clutching the dildo, knowing I was dripping with his sperm and my arousal.

It took quite a time to contact the five men, sometimes I was referred on but eventually I did. To each I’d been instructed to say, “Stakes all as previously agreed.” The first call I had made, though, was to Peter.

“He’s in town, Peter. He’ll be here until at least tomorrow morning, perhaps longer, but it will be a minimum of eighteen hours before he’s back with Belinda.”

“I’m sorry to put you at such risk, Naomi, but I really think Belinda will do something desperate if I don’t get her away.”

“I understand and know what I’m doing, Peter.” God, I thought, I hope I do. Ten minutes after making the last call, Bear was back. He played with me, teased me with the dildo I still clutched in my excited slot. My arms and hands may have been free but helplessly spread there was nothing I could do to deny him and then, when I was panting again, he made me feed his cock into my own butt and I was forced to another climax hating both him and my traitorous body.

That evening Bear collected me and took me to the hotel that was to host the poker game. I knew he had plans for me. When didn’t he? Long gone were the days of romantic meals. I wore a simple blue fashionable dress that finished above the knee, not unfashionably short but at the extreme end of style. When I had put the loose fitting dress on it hung straight down from my grossly worked teats. Busts aren’t fashionable and mine is certainly far too big to be concealable let alone fashionable. Binding my breasts did little good save it would have helped conceal the shame of my condition. It could have only been slightly worse if my breasts had been bare, the shape of my nipples and their ‘furniture’ showed clearly. He had replaced the pins through my nipples with rings and the ball ends of the thick pins that pierced my breasts at the aureole edge were evident. Under the dress I wore a short black corset that left my breasts uncovered, stockings and that was all. No chemise to mask the shape of my rings through the cloth, no panties, nothing. I was trembling when he handed me into the car, knowing that only shame awaited me. 

Temporally at least I had the comfort of wearing a chic black hat with a short veil and a coat over the ensemble but I knew this was wouldn’t last, it was just so it didn’t attract the attention of those Bear considered peasants. He didn’t paw me as he was his custom but the weight of the metal piercing my cunny flesh was an ever present reminder of my condition and the humiliation it engendered by the slightest movement caused me to moisten. I wanted to weep. Had it been Charles by my side I could have loved my degradation, my submission, for it would have been to please the man I loved, not the man I loathed.

The hotel had an indefinably seedy air, it wasn’t so much the look of the place as in the eyes of the staff. It was as though corruption oozed from them, their eyes knowing and salacious. The porter led us to the large room set aside for the night of poker. Bear looked round, checking everything was as it should be and seemed satisfied. Along one long wall was a buffet and drinks table, Bear didn’t want us to be disturbed by waiters. A fireplace was set in the wall opposite the buffet around which comfortable chairs had been arranged. In the corner was a door leading to a cloakroom, so there was no need for the players to leave the suite for any other reason. The circular table, set towards the far end of the room, was large enough for six chairs to be set around the edge and still leave plenty of elbow room. 

The other five couples arrived promptly at the given hour. Five men of differing ages and build but all with an indefinable hardness that made my blood run cold. I knew their names but not which was which and somehow I didn’t want to. The women who accompanied them were by and large no better. Beautiful but with a hard brassiness that cheapened their looks. Huh! I thought, who was I to talk? What would they think when they saw me revealed? For I knew that they would be, I knew how Bear delighted in torturing me so.

The door had closed and the men had shaken hands when Bear spoke. “So shall we get to it, gentlemen? Perhaps the ladies,” he stressed the word, “would care to show us what we’re ultimately playing for? I watched numbly as in turn the brassy ladies shed their expensive clothes, until they were clad only in stocking or shoes. Except one that is, the only one who appeared put out by what she was forced to do, a voluptuous blond with a strained look of shame on her face, who wore a red corset not dissimilar in style to mine. I watched numbly until Bear snapped his fingers and I drew a deep breath and undid the ribbon straps that held my dress up and then let it fall. It pooled around my feet and the room went silent as they took in my shamed and abused body. Eventually the man who had brought the strained looking blond broke the silence.

“Shit, Bear! She really is a piece of work!” 

“And all my own work, if I may say so.” He smiled at his dumbstruck audience. “I think my stake is of sufficient quality, don’t you, gentleman? She’s as hot and kinky in bed as she looks. Should anybody be sufficiently skilled and lucky to win her tonight you’ll find her so. If you’re not pleased with her efforts, feel free to warm her arse for me.” He looked around, a smug look of pleasure on his face. He pulled me to him and turned me. In seconds he had the leather cuffs on my wrist. I knew from the way he handled me he was putting me into a back prayer. Long experience of this had increased my flexibility to the point that when he leashed my wrists to one of the sturdy light sconces that were let into the walls of the long room my fingers were actually up at my neck with only a mild ache of strain. I knew, though, that ache would build. Seeing me bound so, several others thought this was a fine idea, though the man with the woman in the red corset showed a skill that told it wasn’t the first time he’d tied her wrist and elbows to weld her arms together behind her. “Now if we all take our places, those two girls can get us our drinks.

 

The game went on for a long time. The other girls seemed to know each other, the two acting as waitresses appeared to be friends and seemed to take the whole scene as a lark, enjoying the fumbling attentions of those to whom they served drinks and making free with the bodies of those of us who were bound as and when they felt so inclined. Every now and then as a poker hand ended or they were knocked out of the bidding the men too would come and pet and fondle the four of us that were leashed and bound. It was all so horribly degrading and it got worse as in turn they ran out of cash and bid their woman in an attempt to stay in the game. Once a girl was lost to a player she couldn’t be used again to bid. Two disconsolate men who had lost their women and not won another, prowled the room, fondling the girls. I in particular, with my tattoos and rings, received lots of unwanted attention.

Eventually the game was between Bear and the partner of the red corseted girl Bear had already won, a vacuous little blond with tightly waved hair and long, long legs. The craggy man with hard mean eyes he played had most of the money but he hadn’t won another girl though he had Red Corset as part of his stake. So if Bear used me as part of his bid and lost, the game was over, whereas if Craggy lost, he had sufficient money left to stay for at least one more hand. The odds were on his side. And so it proved. 

“Now, gentleman, the game being over and for some of us,” he looked at the two disconsolate men who had no girls to use and abuse and grinned, “the real fun just about to start, I have the main reason for our meeting tonight.” He pulled from under the table a tray on which five large packages sat and proceeded to hand each to the named man. 

“You stupid bastard, Bear! If someone were to come in now or we’re found with this stuff we’re done for!” Craggy was really angry and it showed. “If you weren’t our route to the source, I’d tear your head off!” Bear looked put out, he wasn’t used to being spoken to so. Craggy turned and came to me. It was impossible to resist as he lifted my legs so they spanned and after a quick fumbling at his crotch his cock was out and deep in me. I squealed aloud with shock, though for once I was glad my traitorous, submissive body had betrayed me and I was wet. 

Craggy had looked mean, now as he fucked my cunny, he looked positively evil. I knew without doubt that any anger he felt wasn’t going to be taken out on Bear but on me. I watched as his eyes rolled and he jetted in me. For once I didn’t come, fear had frozen any possible arousal my degradation and use might have caused. I saw Red Corset’s strained face and saw that she knew too knew what was in store for me. He pulled free and let my legs go. I was trembling as I tried to stand. “Clean her out!” he commanded as he freed Red Corset’s tether from her sconce. Without pause for thought she took the three steps it took to reach me and, breasts bouncing, thumped to her knees and literally dived at my crotch. I squealed again in surprise. This time I couldn’t hold back, the sight of the other sluts being used added to my arousal and I flooded her face and mouth with my spending. Their animosity temporarily forgotten, the two evil bastards smiled at my shame.

The craggy man freed my hands from their back prayer and told me to put my dress on. It was clear that he intended to take me with him for the night as, no doubt Bear had told him he could. It took me several minutes to get my arms and hands moving during which time several of the men who had been watching my degradation avidly gathered up their girls, their spoils and the packages that Bear had given them and left. Now I quickly scrabbled in to my dress, moving away from both Bear and Craggy as I did so. “You’re to go with him tonight,” Bear said. He had taken my move away as just giving myself more space to dress until I picked up the knife from the buffet used to cut cold meat from the joint. 

“No, Bear. I’ve reached the end. I don’t care what you do now. I’ve had enough.” I remembered the taxi driver rapist and the way I had bested him. He had raped me but I had made him regret that fact. Now I would do the same to Bear. All of the words and phrases that had been used to me and around me filled my mind. I had reached the point where I could and would simply take no more. I held the knife in front of me, wanting someone to give me an excuse to hurt them. “If you think I’m going with that,” I gestured the knife at Craggy’s face, “piece of ordure, you can go fuck yourself!” I saw Bear’s face go red as though he were about to explode. I don’t think anyone in his life had ever spoken to him like that before. Definitely no woman anyway. 

“Insolent bitch! I’m going to whip your arse until you won’t be able to sit down for a week!”

“You still don’t get it, do you, you stupid, limp dicked bastard? It’s over, finished. You have no hold over me anymore. I don’t care what you say or tell anyone. I know all about Bartlet and the triads and so do a number of other people. People will simply think your words are the ravings of a criminal lunatic.” I hadn’t thought about what I was going to say to Bear. I hadn’t planned to do what I was doing now. I had come with Bear to night with the intention of enduring as I had endured so many times before but something had broken. Some dam inside me had broken without warning. If my actions surprised Bear and Craggy it surprised me even more. I saw the heads of the men that had not left yet snap around to stare at me. 

“Bear, you stupid bastard! What have you done? Have you flapped your lip around this slut? What does she know?” 

Bear looked red-faced and confused. I made the mistake of wanting to hurt him even more and instead of fleeing the room stayed there to gloat.

“Oh I was just a brow-beaten whore that he thought he owned and could treat like dirt. He talked around me as if I wasn’t there. Well, other people listened.” I waved the knife to discourage sudden movements towards me. “He doesn’t own me any more and he hasn’t even got a wife now!” Suddenly one of the dinner suited figures, used to violence, moved without warning or hesitation. I couldn’t respond fast enough and the knife was knocked from my fingers. A hand grabbed my pudenda ring through the fine silk and he had me. For an instant I felt despair and my legs went weak but anger flared again when I saw the smug satisfaction in the man’s brutish face. I turned my fingers into claws and brought them down across his face, creating bloody furrows in his skin and nearly taking out an eye. Suddenly I was free again but Craggy was advancing on me so without pause or though I kicked him hard in the crotch and this time I didn’t stay to gloat but dashed for the door and flung it open only to have two strong arms grab me. I screamed in frustration, fear and anger and lifted my hands to claw again when the arms released me and hands grabbed my wrists. Suddenly I realised I was staring into Charles’ lovely face and I went weak. At last I felt safe enough to look around. At Charles’ shoulder was Inspector Claridge and behind him was a squad of blue clad policemen with the men who had left earlier, already in custody.

 

The inspector used the table on which they had played cards to take details of the men before each was taken away to the police station for further questioning. A policeman escorted each of the handcuffed villains to the Black Maria that awaited them outside. They left Bear to last, the Inspector said later that this was because though a villain he wasn’t a hardened to criminality as the other men were and he thought he might have been able to get useful evidence from him. Bear had looked at me, his face white with strain but still filled with frustrated anger. The thought of a trial and jail wasn’t his concern at this moment, though. “What did you mean, I haven’t even got a wife now?” I looked at him and for a moment I felt compassion, then thought, when has he had compassion for me?

“I phoned Peter as soon as I knew your movements tonight. He loves Belinda and he has taken her away where you can’t get at her.”

“She’s my wife! She’s carrying my child!”

“She may be your wife now but not for long. And it’s not your child, it’s Peter’s.”

“It’s mine I say. It’s mine!”

“She cuckolded you in France. Charles is so clever with locks, aren’t you, dear?” I said, blowing Charles a kiss. “But he didn’t even have to be that clever, they simply got you drunk!” His face was livid now, almost purple in colour. 

“Lying! That’s your skill. As to traitorous, what have you ever done that deserves any sort of loyalty from me, you impotent bastard! The only thing about you that I have to be thankful for is that you aren’t man enough to father children!” He was almost gobbling with anger now.



“You whore! You slut! You fucking cunt!” I leaned towards him and slapped his face hard as hard as I could. It felt so good! He could do nothing save tug at the cuffs that held his wrists and I wondered if he empathised now with how I had felt when he had abused me when I was equally helpless. Almost incoherent and near purple with rage he opened his mouth to speak again but suddenly his eyes and mouth went wide and he dropped like a sack of potatoes. A police sergeant was the first to reach him and as we watched he felt for a pulse. 

The sergeant looked up at the inspector. “He’s dead, Sir.” Claridge was dumbstruck.

“Dead, sergeant?”

“I think it was apoplexy sir.”

 

It’s been a long time since Charlie and I have been able to have undisturbed time for ourselves and even longer before we could continue with our lives and contemplate marriage. At the time of Bear’s sudden death there were interminable questions. The Inspector was a good friend. He headed off those which looked to be going too private. For a while I threatened to become a scarlet woman in the eyes of the set or at best a gangster’s moll but thankfully all the evidence against Craggy and his friend came from what Charlie had brought back from Shanghai. That and the paperwork that Bear had been so scrupulous about keeping. Paperwork that, had Craggy and his friends known about it, would have meant Bear wouldn’t have had to wait for a stroke to get him out of trouble. Bartlet, we heard, was killed by the triad because of their belief he was the source of the information that put a stop to their route into England for those horrid drugs. 

Peter and Belinda got married very quietly even before the baby was born and before the trial of those horrible gangsters. He was looked upon as quite the romantic, protecting a poor innocent wife. I suppose she was in one way though I don’t think people of our set would have felt quite the same way about her if they’d seen, according to Peter, the supposed mother of Bear’s child dancing a jig when she got the news of his death. Mummy and Daddy were told on the QT that the baby was Peter’s and not Bear’s, but not how, and the fact that Bear had abused Belinda. They were so thankful that I seemed to have got over my infatuation with Bear that they never really raised the subject, especially as they were so pleased with Charles as a prospective son-in-law. 

It was after I had finally agreed to set a date to be married to Charles, whilst I was waiting for the whole sorry mess to be sorted, that I took up Molly Fielden’s suggestion about my tattoos. She found a darling little Chinaman, literally covered with them. Slowly and quite painfully he covered my shame. When at last he was done I looked as though I wore the most beautiful pair of high waisted bloomers that fitted from the under curve of my breasts to the top of my thighs. There were no rings or pins in my body now, either, I’d had them taken out. In some cases the pins and rings had to be cut before they could be removed. Now, the tattoos completed, were anyone to see me naked, I might be taken for an eccentric, I would no longer be labelled a slut. Poor Charlie was denied my bed from the day I agreed to marry him nine months ago. I had wanted a long engagement to be sure, you see, that it was me he wanted to marry and not the slave that Bear had created and owned. More, perhaps, I wanted to be sure what I wanted from dear Charles. I didn’t tell him any of this, of course. 

 

The months passed and Belinda gave birth to a lovely golden haired baby boy. So many people remarked that it was good job he didn’t take after Bear! 

 

It is only four days before I am to marry and I sat naked in front of my dressing table in the flat, brushing my hair. It had been a busy fifteen months, no one knew more about Bear’s business, his secrets, legal and illegal, than I and I had worked with Peter to straighten out his affairs. Without Vera, Charles and I working against his company, it was now doing well and I was looked on as something of a marvel by the fuddy-duddy directors that Bear had as puppet directors. They of course hadn’t known they were his puppets. I heard Vera come in. “Naomi! It’s us.”

“I’m in the bedroom,” I called. I didn’t bother covering up. Molly and Vera knew every inch of my body. They were definitely an item now but the three of us still shared a special bond and though I denied Charles my bed and body I saw no reason why I should suffer. He hadn’t! 

Vera’s belly came through the door first. She was nearly seven months pregnant and being small her belly looked huge. Then came Molly, no longer svelte and art nouveau of figure, she was more African fertility idol. Her belly was even further ahead of her than Vera’s. She was nearly due and getting desperate that she might miss my wedding. Both, according to the records at Somerset House, were tragic widows. Vera’s family had been introduced to a very personable young man and at the same time they had also been introduced to his business partner and his business partner’s wife, Molly. A month later, with her family’s approval, Vera married the personable young man. Six months ago there was a tragic boating accident and though no bodies were ever found, items of clothing and bits of boat turned up. The coroner declared an accident and Vera and Molly moved in together to support each other in their hour of need. Two young men disappeared to Australia with a substantial sum to start a sheep farm and set up house together in a land where men could be men.

Vera took over brushing my hair whilst Molly shed her clothes. They smothered her, she said, and would remove them at the first opportunity. Molly had removed all her rings and pins too in preparation for the birth. She was as colourful as when I had first seen her artwork but now some of the patterns were stretched and distorted by her belly and large milk laden tits. Vera too was in milk, the games we played together had brought them both into milk early. 

“Thank you, Vera. My breasts ache so today,” I said. My hair gleamed with health and I felt smug that I was looking so good for my wedding. Then I mentally crossed my fingers, I still had ten days to go. 

“You do look big.” If I look big, I thought, I must look huge! “Are you due on?”

“No. I finished about a week back.”

“Lord! It must be a boy! He’s squirming and kicking like mad!” came Molly’s voice from my bed where she had stretched out to relax. I got up from my stool and went to feel the movement of the baby. One thing led to another and the three of us where on the bed and Vera too had shed her clothes.

“Does Charlie know about the Inspector?”

“No. Well, I don’t think so. He might but then he doesn’t know I know about Delia Vernon.” The time with Bear had stretched my definition of faithfulness. 

“Perhaps we ought to be annoyed at the father of our babies beings such a cad,” said Molly and we all giggled.

“Does he see you both still?” I hadn’t asked before, it had seemed their business. 

“Oh yes! I appreciate a piece of man meat now and then. Vera too has come round to it as well. It’s a great hors-deuvre to the real thing!”

“Hey, you wicked pair, remember your hors-d’oeuvre to my real thing!” 

“Anyway, we’ve got real careful as we come to term. It’s nice having him between us even if he does look like a minnow between two beached whales!” 

I thought of Charles’ beautiful prick that I missed so much. “You can’t really think of Charles as a minnow?” I said, laughing. I licked the milk off Molly’s teat and now both of them began to suckle me. It was at this point both discovered that they too had milk in their mouths. It made the next hour or so delightful and necessitated us changing the sheets before we all showered and met with Charles for dinner. 

 





With both Vera and Molly so big we didn’t so much as make love as do a stately dance of caressing and touching. Over the next three days my breasts filled with milk even more. When I said my goodbyes to the Inspector, as a lover that is, I was forced denied him the comfort of my breasts. “My poor titties are so sore,” I said when he made to caress me. But I made it up it him when I took him deep in me and rode and worked him hard with my well trained muscles until he cried out and his face looked as though he was about to die. When we kissed to sign the ending of our relationship as lovers, he did not think himself slighted.

 

On the day of my marriage both Vera and the larger than ever Molly fussed around me like two mother hens. The simile made me smile. My dress was my grandmother’s and it had a waist that I would have to be pulled in to an inch of my life but I knew Charles would love it. The corset was new, the result of a desperate race to get a new corset that would accommodate my swollen breasts and it had to be. And though Grandmother’s dress was near perfect fit, once in milk I had to have the bust let out and a decorous lace fiche let in so that I didn’t spill out. 

It was wonderful walking down the aisle on Father’s arm, his face full of pride and pleasure that his wayward daughter was back in his fold and delightful to see Charles white and nervous as though about to be shot. After that the ceremony was a blur with only little cameos of memory to mark its passing. Later when Charles led me to our room and referred to me as Mrs Naomi Cordain, I thought I would explode with joy. He helped me out of my dress and when down to my corset, paused long enough span my waist with his hands and to kiss me deeply. I let him unlace me then ordered him to go and undress whilst I finished getting myself ready for him. When he returned I opened the bed so he could join me, revealing my ring denuded body and my new tattoos that he was seeing for the first time.





“Naomi! They are beauty on beauty.” I was as naked as I can ever be with my tattoos, save for two white ribbons tied in bows around my teats. I had worn these ribbons so that they gently nipped my teats all day and though I had not leaked, I knew from the gentle ache and the almost shiny quality of my breasts, I was full. He was on me and in me in an instant and I was so wet that he had no trouble entering me. “It’s been so long!”

“I have a surprise for you, husband.” I looked up at his handsome face as he took his weight on his arms, his tattooed bird of prey looking muscular and aggressive because of the way in which his tense muscles altered the shape of its wings. He looked questioningly as I pulled at the ribbon of one bow to release the ribbon. I twisted to offer my black teat. His hot mouth took it and suckled. A look of surprise came into his eyes but he didn’t stop suckling.

 

“The doctor said it wasn’t unknown for a woman to come into milk spontaneously, especially if they’re around nursing mothers a lot. He wasn’t sure what triggered it, mental or physical stimulus.” I didn’t tell him of all the times spent with Vera and Molly, touching, licking and sucking. A wife has to have some secrets. I came as he suckled my tit now, gripping his hard cock with my cunny and making him spend too. He lay looking at me and pulled gently at the other bow. “The doctor said that he could give me tablets that would help dry me up.” His mouth clamped on my other teat and suckled anew and I twisted out from under him though made sure I didn’t pull from his eager mouth. It was me in control now and as I squeezed and squirmed hard on his resurrected cock I tried to smother him with my tits. 

“Perhaps. But not yet,” he gasped around my big teat.

I had thought long and hard about what I wanted in my marriage with Charlie. The next night after we had driven away my new home, Charles’ country house, I had moved my things in to our marital bedroom. I made him leave me whilst I prepared myself for him. I was wearing my robe when I called him back to the bedroom. When he entered I let it slip from my shoulders and dropped to my knees. 

“Husband, master, I belong to you for you to do as you will. To you I give my freewill.” I said the words as clearly as I could but I still lisped for I had replaced every pin and ring that had pierced my body before with new, even those through my tongue and septum. He looked at me for a long time.

“I promise to dominate and torment, punish you as I see fit, use you as I will. I promise to love and cherish you above all others and to dedicate my life to you and you alone,” he said, making his private vow to me and me alone.

I sighed, content. I turned and offered him my rear. “Look carefully at the red and blue lozenge, master.” It took a time for him to see the pattern, but eventually he could read the words buried in the artwork on my cheeks where only if you knew what you were looking for, would you find it. ‘Fuck Toy! Cum Slut!’ I was still that.

I would probably always be but I was Charles’ Fuck Toy! and Cum Slut!
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