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Foreword

The Rule of Women is the law in Femina. Males are welcome there; they are even recruited to immigrate but only on the understanding that they will become slaves for the remainder of their lives. Some are brought to Femina by the dominate women to whom they have surrendered in the outside world. Many apply to come on their own knowing full well that they will be broken, trained and sold to become the chattel property to a member of the Superior Gender. By law, all males are the property of some Mistress. There is no other place for them in Femina.

Rose Hill is the finest male correctional facility in the land. The slaves produced there are the finest that any Mistress can hope to own. They are completely broken, totally submissive and perfectly trained to serve and obey. Any Mistress Citizen would be proud to own a Rose Hill boy.

That famous facility has a total of five cell blocks, each of which contains fifty cells. In every one of those cubicles is a single male who is in the process of being broken, trained and enslaved. When he leaves Rose Hill, he will become the property of a Mistress Citizen. This Mistress will have the unquestioned right to do with him as she pleases. He can be bought, sold, given away or traded as his Mistress decides. She may punish and discipline him as she sees fit and he will have no choice but to submit and obey. 

Every cell in C Block has a prisoner with a story to tell. This anthology will follow the lives of a few of these surrendered, enslaved males. We begin with the boy currently in cell 25C, a male formerly named ‘Robert’. Before the Compulsory Enslavement Act passed Parliament, he was one of the last free males in Femina. Now, he must come to accept the fact that he is a slave, a piece of property to be owned by a member of the Superior Gender. 
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CHAPTER 1    Rose Hill

Two women strolled leisurely through Rose Hill’s beautiful garden, surely the most elegant on the entire island. It was almost evening, that period between sundown and dark that is so pleasant during the spring. The two presented an interesting contrast. Catherine Majors was in her mid forties, born to wealth but successful in her own right, a professional woman of considerable stature and influence. Her younger companion was a rising bureaucrat, intelligent, diligent and extremely ambitious. Governess Waters would not normally have honored a request for an after-hours viewing but in this case she made an exception. This guest might be helpful in her climb up the bureaucratic ladder.

They were of different generations and backgrounds but they seemed to intrinsically understand one another; Catherine wanted a favor, a special consideration and Governess Waters wished to curry favor with a wealthy and influential citizen, one rumored to be the next Secretary of the Interior.

They made small talk as they strolled, admiring the garden’s flowers and greenery. It was often used as a setting for upscale social events, parties and even business meetings. Rose Hill Prison was officially named “Intake and Training Facility 3” but took its popular name from the garden which had been planned and constructed by the prison’s first Governess. Seven days a week, that landscape was tended by forty male slaves who made certain that not a single blade of grass was untrimmed and not a single fallen leaf was on the ground at day’s end. It had become a great source of civic pride and a powerful symbol of Feminine Authority.

Catherine was a talented executive who understood the importance of gaining the confidence and trust of those with whom she dealt. She knew that the Governess would be curious about her motives and was secure enough to take the younger woman into her confidence. One way to make a new acquaintance into an ally is to simply ask for their help. It is often flattering, building the lady’s ego and making her into an instant friend.

She casually broached the subject. “Governess, I appreciate your kindness in honoring my request. I think you must be curious about my reasons for wanting this off-the-record visit. Please let me explain”.

Governess Waters smiled and assured her guest that no explanation was necessary from such a prominent person; it was her pleasure to honor the request.

“Nevertheless, I feel that I should explain. As you know, the press is saying that I will be the next Interior Secretary when Mistress Barron retires in June. I can tell you with confidence that this is the case and I will need capable aides, young women like yourself. I am told that you are very effective in your profession and I respect that greatly”.

This was not mere flattery; indeed Governess Waters was intelligent, able and more than all else, eager to get ahead. She had graduated university first in her class with a degree in corrections and discipline. Immediately, she began her career in the State Department of Correction and Training. Starting as a guard, she rose quickly through the ranks to become an Overseer, Associate Governess and then the Governess of Rose Hill. All this was accomplished in less than a decade, a remarkable record.

Mistress Majors demurred for a brief moment and then returned to the subject at hand--her request to examine an inmate in Cell Block C. All males entering the correction and training system were stripped of their birth names and referred to only by their cell numbers. The object of her attention was the inmate now known as “25C” who had been one of the last free males on the island.

“When I was a young girl at university, “robert,” ah pardon me, 25C was a laborer on the school grounds. I tried to be kind to him but he was very insolent to me. It was quite humiliating. I have since learned that it is never wise to coddle a male. At the time, free males still retained some protection of the law although they had been stripped of citizenship. There was nothing I could do about it at the time but I have remembered the offense all these years. When the Compulsory Enslavement Act passed earlier this year, I knew that he would have to enter the Correction and Training System. I do have some friends at the Department and they saw to it that he was sent here. Naturally, I was pleased to learn that he would be at Rose Hill, the most effective facility in the system. Of course, I could have seen him during normal viewing hours but I wanted a more private situation. That is why I requested your help”.

Governess Waters was pleased to be taken into the confidence of such an influential citizen and very pleased by the implied offer of a position at Interior. She grew even more eager to comply with the request. After all, it was a small favor and she already considered Mistress Catherine a friend. It took several minutes to walk the distance from the Governess’ office to the C Building and by the end of the stroll, the two women felt that they had an implied agreement—a confidential, private inspection of a new slave in return for a promotion, a big promotion. Both had something they wanted badly.

Reaching the outer security door of Block C, the Governess began entering the code needed to open the door but it was not necessary. The night duty guard had been informed of the visit when she reported for duty. Seeing the two approaching through her office window, she opened the door from the inside. The guard addressed the prison’s Governess and her guest with a correct, formal air but Mistress Majors replied in a very casual manner.

“At ease, guard. This is an informal visit from a distinguished guest” said the Governess. “It is also off the record,” she added with a smile.

The young woman nodded understanding and summoned her attending slave with a small bell. The young male, a sixth week inmate, entered and bowed exactly correctly.

“Would you care for some refreshment, Mistress Majors?” asked the young guard.

One would think that after waiting sixteen years for that moment, Mistress Catherine would be eager to get on with it. To the contrary, she wanted to savor the moment and to make it as dramatic and terrifying as possible for the male who had offended her so long ago. That unfortunate slave was lying naked and exhausted on the floor of his cell only a few yards away; he had no idea of what was in store for him.

25C (who was once called “robert”) was in the sixth week of his ordeal at Rose Hill. The day had actually been the best he had experienced at the prison. When he did his exercises well, one guard had actually patted him on the head and told him “Good boy”. He had almost gone through the entire day without receiving a single stroke of the cane or lash. As a reward, the cell block Overseer had allowed him to keep his hands manacled in front when he was locked down for the night. It is so much easier to sleep when your hands are not secured behind your back.

Governess Waters instructed the duty guard to remove “25C” from his cell and place him in the discipline/interrogation room. As the guard went to fetch the boy, the Governess snapped her fingers at the slave who had been waiting submissively in the corner of the room. He approached and bowed once more waiting for instructions while the Governess asked her guest what type of wine she might like.

Block C had been locked down for the night and was completely dark—but not silent. Several males who had been severely whipped before day’s end could still be heard sobbing and crying. One had been left strapped to a whipping horse in the corridor that separated C Block’s two rows of cells. He was particularly vocal in his pain and howled almost continuously. This type of thing was done purposely to remind the other slaves of what might happen if they displeased a guard for any reason. “25C” could sympathize with the poor man; he too had spent several nights strapped to a whipping horse but six weeks in Rose Hill had made him less sensitive to others’ suffering. No, “25C” now wanted no more than to stay out of trouble, to obey and to submit completely. He was becoming a passably good slave.

The night duty guard went about the mechanics of opening the cell block’s inner security door. After entering the code she stood quietly as the electric door slid open and a deafening buzzer sounded through the block. The prisoners held inside knew immediately that a Mistress-guard was entering and responded automatically. Dozens of leg irons and wrist manacles rattled as each of the males assumed a proper submissive position. Neck chains clattered as the frightened slaves strained to position themselves properly—face pressed firmly to the floor, nose placed exactly in the small circle that marked the mid-line of his cell. The one slave left strapped to the whipping horse could do nothing except to silence his whimpering and hope that he was not in for more punishment.

The guard, a young Mistress of twenty three years, was already well versed in the psychology of training males. She stood silent for almost a full minute after the clatter had ceased. Let them wait, let each of them wonder if he would be pulled from his cell and whipped or sent to interrogation. That would teach them to fear, as slaves should fear, to tremble in anticipation of some Lady’s whim. A faint smile broke on the young woman’s face as she realized how much they feared her, how desperate they were to please and obey her and how total her power was. This was surely her dream job.

At length, she took a slow step forward making certain that her boot heel sounded loudly on the concrete floor. Each of the inmates pressed his face harder to that floor hoping that he would not be chosen. The guard strode slowly past the first cells, odd numbers to her left and even to her right. Reaching cell 25, she clicked her heels in a smart, military manner and turned to face the cubicle with its prisoner. Then, to tease the poor man and frighten the others, she turned and continued her stroll for a few more paces. “25C” silently moaned in relief but that feeling was short lived. The guard wheeled and purposefully marched directly to the door of his cell, stood for a few seconds and then cut the air with her riding crop making the terrible sound that slaves fear so much. “25C” shook as a sickening feeling came over him. Why him?

As the guard unlocked his cell door, the boy began to quiver and then to tremble visibly. He wanted to cry out, to beg for mercy but he knew very well that he was not allowed to speak. It would only get him muzzled and bring an even worse punishment. Mistress entered the cell and walked slowly around the male slave who knelt in terror at her feet. Without speaking, she leaned down and unlocked the chain that tethered his collar to the floor. “Stand up, boy,” she said coldly and “25C” struggled to his feet remembering to keep his head bowed. 

With the same master key she unlocked his wrist manacles and ordered him to put his hands behind his back. “Turn!” she ordered and when he did, his handcuffs were reattached behind him. From a pocket in her uniform, the guard produced a hood made of heavy, black nylon and without speaking placed it over the male’s bowed head. He could breathe but was totally blinded. 

It might seem to the reader that this is unnecessarily heavy security to move one prisoner a few yards but it was only standard procedure. The hood made its victim feel even more helpless and afraid. It taught him that there was no alternative to obedience and submission. That was his place in life. 

A clicking sound told the sightless boy that a leash had been snapped to his collar and he would soon be led away. But to what?

The Mistress-guard gave a sharp tug on the leash and pulled her captive out of his cell, closing the door behind him. His leg irons made walking clumsy as he struggled to keep up. God knows, the last thing he wanted was to stumble and inconvenience the woman who held absolute power over him. Somehow, he managed to stay on his feet as she led him down the corridor towards the security door. Dragging him through the door, she pressed the “secure” button causing the steel frame to slam shut. As an after thought, she turned off the master light switch for C Block,a signal to the remaining prisoners that they were permitted to leave their submissive positions.  Sometimes, guards would intentionally leave the lights on forcing the slaves to remain kneeling for hours; it was considered amusing.

“25C” was beginning to feel the terror that strikes slaves when they do not even know why they are being punished. He wanted to obey, to please Mistress, to submit and to become a good slave. All of the rebellion, the resistance and the pride had been beaten out of him. His freedom, his dignity, even his name had been taken from him and now he wanted nothing more than to submit to Feminine Authority. He understood that it was his natural place in life. So why was he being taken to some punishment?

Mistress gave another sharp jerk on his leash and continued her walk. “25C” counted the steps and hearing the door to the discipline/interrogation room open, he knew exactly where he was being taken. It was no comfort to know where he was. Leading him to the center of the room, the Mistress-Guard halted and removed the hood from her prisoner. He remembered to keep his head bowed submissively, to look at the floor, to avoid eye contact and of course to not speak unless he was told to do so.

The young guard walked to the wall and turned on a very bright light recessed in the ceiling so that the prisoner was “spotlighted” where he stood. She then removed a lunge whip from its wall hanger and gave the air a sharp cut. It made a horrible sound causing the slave to quiver once more. She approached him holding the whip so that he could see it with his head bowed.

“Have you ever been whipped with this?” she asked.

“Oh no, Mistress,” he answered almost in tears.

That whip was reserved for very serious offenses such as willful disobedience or lying to a Mistress. It was a little over five feet long with a braided leather handle and a very supple shaft. 25C had never felt it but he had seen it used on several other slaves. The entire cell block was required to witness these punishments as a warning. By the time a prisoner received the fifth or sixth stroke from that instrument, he would invariably be screaming.

The guard said nothing but snapped her fingers and pointed to the nose circle painted on the floor. Immediately, he dropped to his knees and assumed the proper position. Placing his nose in the circle, he pressed his face hard to the floor so that his forehead, nose and chin all touched the cold surface. His buttocks were arched high in the air, his ankles as far apart as his leg irons allowed and his knees widely separated. His genitals hung freely and visibly between his legs. Exactly correct! Still, he trembled thinking a whipping would surely follow. Why, when had been called a “good boy” just that day?

Saying nothing, the guard laid the whip across his neck and left the room in silence. He was alone and could do nothing but wait for the pleasure of some woman who would deal with him as she pleased. It would be almost thirty minutes and he was not allowed to move from his humiliating and uncomfortable position. Never in his life had he been so afraid.

Unknown to “25C,” he was being observed by the prison Governess and her guest through a one way glass in the wall. Mistress Majors was intently studying the naked male groveling in the next room. It was indeed the “robert” she had once known and almost loved. She could not suppress the smile that reflected her satisfaction at seeing him finally put in his place. How sweet this moment was; she wanted him to endure it for some time. She knew that he had no idea why he was there and that waiting to find out would raise his anxiety. Another glass of wine would do very well. Let him wait and wonder!

She intended to take as long as an hour watching her victim suffer but at last she could contain herself no longer. The Governess escorted her to the door of the discipline cell and opened it in silence. Mistress Majors entered without saying a word and walked slowly toward the slave. She circled him once, slowly, so as to make him aware that there was a single Mistress in the room. Picking up the whip, she touched the man’s thighs with the end and issued a one word command.

“Stand,” she ordered and the slave began to rise.

This is not as easy to do as you might think. His hands were manacled behind him and his ankle chain prevented him from separating his feet by more than fifteen inches. Try it. Tie your ankles fifteen inches apart and place your hands behind your back. You will find it difficult to rise from a kneeling position.

Still, 25C had been at Rose Hill for six weeks and he should have learned this skill well enough to do it perfectly. But this time his fear was so great that his knees gave way and he fell to the floor shaking weakly. Quickly gathering himself into submissive position, he began a second attempt to rise when he felt the butt end of the whip press against the back of his neck. His face flattened to the floor and he awaited a punishing stripe for failing to rise properly.A six week prisoner should know better! Instead, a hand from the unseen Mistress grasped the back of his collar and almost gently helped him to stand. He was relieved but still quite shaken. Stiffening himself, he resisted saying “Thank you, Mistress” and remembered to keep head bowed and mouth closed unless told to speak.

The Lady circled him once more as his eyes remained fixed on the floor. He could see from her footwear and the hem of her skirt that she was fashionably dressed; the scent of her perfume began to penetrate his consciousness. It should have been familiar.

Mistress took a copy of the prison’s master key given to her by Governess Waters and unlocked the boy’s wrist shackles letting them drop to the floor. Automatically, the slave moved his freed hands from behind his back and folded them prayerfully below his chin. She ran the tips of her fingers over 25C’s spine causing him to arch his back. Stepping a little to one side of the naked man she noted that her touch had produced an erection. This was fun. She issued another sharp command.

“Display yourself,” she ordered and the captive responded obediently spreading his ankles as far apart as his leg irons would allow and bending his knees slightly so that his genitals hung freely. He placed his hands behind his bowed head and continued to fix his eyes to the floor. Mistress Catherine took a step back and admired his shoulders. It brought an old memory to mind. She had first seen that back almost eighteen years before when she was at university.

“robert” had been a laborer employed by the landscaping company which had a contract with the university. He was digging a trench in the yard of her sorority house when she passed by. The young boy caught her attention at once and from that moment, she had wanted to own him. He looked like a living version of Michelangelo’s’ David--perfectly proportioned, lean, muscled and so hansom! Time had not changed him that much. Indeed, from the rear, she could tell almost no difference.

That first sight of him had been almost seventeen years before and in those days males still had some legal protections. Of course, they had been stripped of citizenship, the right to vote or hold office or to own property but they were still “persons” under the law. There was no way to force a male into slavery although most had surrendered voluntarily. A young Mistress Catherine made up her mind. She would not be denied, he was going to give himself up to her.

She had never owned a slave of her own. Naturally, she had the use of many but never the legal right to do as she might with one of them. It was the very beginning of Feminine Rule and males were still relatively expensive although her mother could have surely afforded to buy her a personal servant. Until she laid eyes on “robert,” she had simply not wanted one.  Now, she was obsessed.

She “befriended” him as much as a Mistress could become friends with a male. It started with her bringing scraps from the sorority house kitchen for him to eat—much better food than he could have afforded. He was allowed to accompany her to public places like theaters and restaurants where no male could go alone. One night after a “date,” she had taken him to her suite and allowed him the privilege of pleasing her sexually. He seemed so grateful (as he should have) and she was certain that he would surrender himself into her ownership. Honestly, she had planned to treat him well, even giving him the honor of wearing her “marriage collar”. He would become a slave, her slave, but it was better than being the chattel property of some Lady he did not even know.

She was shocked when he refused! What could he be thinking? The very idea was insulting! Then, one evening she saw him in the company of another woman, a graduate student of her acquaintance. Obviously, he had found another patroness to keep him. A young Catherine Majors gritted her teeth, held her tongue and swore silently that one day she was going to have revenge. It was only a question of time, seventeen years as it turned out but now was her moment.

Three months earlier, the Compulsory Enslavement Act had passed Parliament and all free males were forced to surrender to the Feminine Authority or leave the country. Mistress Catherine saw to it that robert’s application to immigrate was never even processed! He had no chance. She also saw to it that he was quickly arrested and sent to Rose Hill. So it was that he came to be in that room, still not realizing who she was.

Mistress peered around the boy’s left side to make certain that his head was properly bowed and his eyes cast down at the floor. Satisfied, she walked around the slave and stood barely three feet in front of him. Taking the handle of the lunge, she placed the butt end under his chin and forced him to raise his head. He tried to avoid looking at the unknown Mistress in the face but eventually, he had no choice.

Mistress made this less freighting by ordering him, “Look me in the eye, boy!”

He obeyed and received the shock of his life. He had not seen Mistress Catherine for many years but she was still easily recognized. He was so surprised that he spoke without being told to do so.

“Mmm, Mnnstress Catherine,” he stammered.

That was a violation of a rule that every slave understood from day one—he is not to speak unless told to. Such a minor infraction might be overlooked at another institution but not at Rose Hill. He knew that he would be punished.

But Mistress Catherine did not seem angry. When she looked at the boy trembling in his nakedness, collared, leg ironed and helpless, she almost felt a sentimental pity for him. He was still a pretty male; the beautiful, curly hair she remembered had been cut very short when he entered Rose Hill but it was beginning to grow out again.  His physique was almost as attractive as it had been when she first saw him; the result of a lifetime of physical labor. Most of all, his completely submissive manner had a softening effect on Catherine. She almost wanted to forgive him but overcame the temptation. He was a slave now and she would treat him as such!

“Don’t forget your place, boy. You are no longer free and you must learn not to speak out of turn. I will have to report you for this.”

“robert” bowed his head and nodded as if to silently say, “Yes, Mistress.”

An awful thought rushed through the slave’s mind. He remembered how angry she had been when he refused to surrender himself to her and even more so when she saw him with another Mistress. He knew by the cold way in which she had looked at him. Now, she must be here for revenge; she was going to take that lunge whip to him and make him scream! Oh God, that thing was so terrible! He was certain that she could beat him to death—it would have cost her a fine for damaging state property but she could easily afford the loss.

Instead, Mistress once more placed the butt end of her whip under his chin and demanded, “Look at me, boy!” Almost sick, he obeyed although looking a Mistress in the face made him flinch. 

“How long have you been at Rose Hill, slave?”

“Six weeks, Mistress”.

“Six weeks! And you have not learned to speak only when told? That is very disappointing.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I was so surprised to see you that I forgot myself. I know that I must be punished.” He was hoping that a submissive confession might lessen his punishment and he was correct. It is part of becoming a fit slave. When a Mistress finds fault with you for any reason, accept her judgment, accept the punishment and hope for pity. That is a slave’s only hope.

Indeed, it softened her a bit to see his sincere submission and she even smiled briefly at him. Stepping closer, she ran the tips of her fingers over his chest and down over his abdomen. This drew a new erection from the boy and made her smile even more. He bowed his head as he had been taught to do during such examinations and began to hope that she was not there to whip him. In fact, she had no intention of doing so but she wanted him to be afraid, very afraid.

“Turn,” she ordered and he obeyed without question. Mistress Catherine surveyed the prisoner’s back at close quarters and began to recall the nights many years before when she had “petted” the young boy after he pleased her. Once more, she ran her hand over his shoulders and felt the flinching response. Just like so long before but now there was something new—the faint but still visible scarlet lines left by a lash.

Wanting to see more she ordered the boy to bend so that the light from the ceiling fell directly on his exposed back. She could see that he had been lashed by two guards standing on either side. The lines crisscrossed from his neck down to his buttocks. He must have done (or failed to do) something fairly serious to warrant such a punishment.

Another sharp command, “Up, boy,” brought him back to an erect posture.

“How long has it been since you have been lashed or whipped, robert?”

The slave began to tremble but said nothing. “I said how long, boy!,” she demanded with real impatience.

“I am sorry, Mistress, but I am forbidden to respond when my ‘free name’ is used. That name was taken from me when I entered slavery. I am now called ‘boy’ or ‘slave’ or ‘25C’ but those are not names. When I am sold to a Mistress, she may give me a slave name if she chooses.

Mistress Catherine certainly knew this fact but it had really not occurred to her when she questioned the slave. She was pleased that he had remembered his place.

She adopted an almost friendly voice. “Well, boy, perhaps I will buy you and give you a name. Would you like that?”

25C began to feel hope. “Oh, yes, Mistress. I would like that very much”. Then he added a second “Very much”.

Catherine was immensely gratified by the proper bearing of the male that she had once known as a free man. Time and the law had put him in his place and she was going to see to it that he remained there.

“Well,” she said “We will see. Of course, what a slave wants means absolutely nothing. You will probably be bought by a total stranger. The island is full of new citizens who collect boys. My guess is that you will wind up as some low level domestic, perhaps a house boy doing laundry and cleaning floors. Would you like that?”

Some of the hopefulness left 25C and he answered, “I am a slave, Mistress. It does not matter what I want. I will become the property of any Lady who buys me and I have no say in the matter.”

She was beginning to feel the same desire and tenderness she had once felt for him but Mistress Catherine was determined not to show it. He was a slave now and she would not allow him to forget that. For the rest of his life, he was going to be the chattel property of some Mistress. She wanted to give him neither comfort nor false hope.

“You did speak out of place and I could have you horse whipped for that.” She laid the tip of the lunge whip across the width of his chest but continued, “However, I can see that you temporarily forgot yourself. I must report it but I will ask that you are treated leniently.”

25C whimpered a response.  “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Very well. I am done with you.” 

But she was not. A completely impulsive feeling overpowered her and she stepped very close to the boy as she had often done when he was free. Even with a bowed head, the slave could see a tiny bit of Mistress Catherine’s cleavage and for the third time, he could not suppress an erection. Without a word, Mistress placed her hands on either side of his face and smiled gently at him. In a moment, she drew him closer and kissed him directly on his lips. She allowed the kiss to linger until detecting that his erection had reached its full capacity and gently released him.

He stammered some sounds but she quickly place a finger over his mouth and reminded him, “Do not speak again, boy. You are still a slave and you always will be.”

He nodded his head up and down in obedience and Mistress snapped her fingers pointing to the floor. Her subject fell to his knees placing his nose in the small circle and re-assumed the normal position of a waiting slave. He wanted to speak out to her, to beg for pity, to beg her to buy him and use him as she saw fit but he kept silent. He was a slave and he kept silent. 

Catherine said no more but turned and left the room. She walked a short distance down the corridor that led to the guard office and reentered. Governess Waters was having a conversation with one of the night guards when she came into the room but stopped immediately 

“I hope you found everything to your satisfaction, Mistress Catherine”

“Yes, indeed I did!” she responded. “But please—call me ‘Cathy’. He did speak out of turn one time but that was because he was so shocked to see me after so many years. I told him that I would ask you to be lenient but of course that is up to you.”

The Governess nodded that she would comply and turned to the young guard. “Let him wait on his knees for ten minutes and return him to his cell. I think five strokes with a cane should do for him.

“Please, don’t mark him badly. It will reduce his sale value,” Catherine injected and added “With your approval, Governess.”

“Yes, Of course. He is a six week inmate and scheduled to go on the block two weeks from Friday but I can put him back a week if you would like. He could spend the time wondering what will become of him.

“That would be excellent! I would ask you to sell him at the claiming price but I think that every male should be sold at auction at least once in his life. It is so humiliating and it makes them better slaves.”

The ‘claiming price’ was twice the fair market appraisal for a slave in training at a facility like Rose Hill. It allowed women who had a special interest in a given slave to avoid the possibility that he might be auctioned off to someone else, usually a company or business. The practice prevented corporations from cornering the market on the most attractive slaves but Mistress Catherine could be certain that she was not going to be outbid at an open auction. 25C was not an especially interesting slave to most women and besides, she was wealthy enough to pay any price. Let him be sold! It was completely humiliating for a slave and she wanted him to endure it.

‘Cathy’ and ‘Carolyn’ as they now called one another left the office of Block C and returned to the Administration Building where they began to establish a lasting friendship. The reader will learn more of this in the future but for now let us return to 25C.

He remained alone, kneeling in the interrogation room for what seemed like an eternity. He did not know what was in store for him either that night or for the rest of his life and he began once more to feel sick with fear. It was almost a relief when he heard the door open and a single guard entered.

She said nothing at first but circled him once where he knelt. At length, she picked up the wrist manacles that Mistress Catherine had allowed to drop and demanded, “Stand, slave.”

The kneeling boy obeyed and rose more easily with his hands free. That freedom was short lived as the guard ordered him to place his hands behind his back. Quickly, he felt the cold metal close around his wrists and heard a single word. “Turn.”

He obeyed, keeping his head properly bowed as the hood was replaced and a leash reattached to his collar. The short trip back to his cell began. Once more they traveled through the corridor towards the inner security door. Once more the code was entered, the door opened and the deafening buzzer sounded. For the second time that night the cell block echoed to the clatter of irons, manacles and neck chains. Dozens of male slaves cowered in their cells, their faces to the floor.

This time the night guard, a young woman of twenty two years named Mistress Claudia was less patient in dragging him along. 25C had spoken out of turn and that made her look bad! If it had been up to her, she would have taken him out to the courtyard and left him secured to the whipping post knowing that he would be horse whipped the next day. Fortunately for 25C, she had been ordered to be lenient.

One of the block’s three whipping horses was very close to his cell and Mistress Claudia halted him in front of it. Yanking the hood from his head, she ordered him to bend across the device and prepared to give the boy his measly five strokes. She carried with her a standard prison riding crop used for minor discipline and to serve as a symbol of Feminine Authority. It was a required part of the guard’s uniform. Raising the instrument above her head she bought it down hard across his buttocks causing the boy to arch his back upward as if he were going to stand without permission.

“Down,” she screamed at him and he let himself droop over the horse while waiting for the next blow. 

“Damn you, boy! Your speaking out of turn made me look bad in front of Governess Waters. You are lucky that the Lady you offended seems to have some sentimental attachment to you! If it weren’t for that, I would horse whip you right now!” 

With that, she raised the crop once more and laid it across his ass. Three more blows followed in very fast order and 25C began to cry out in pain and fear. Normally, the standard riding crop causes little more than a sting but she had struck him five times so hard and so rapidly that he was sobbing.

Reaching down with her free hand, Mistress Claudia took hold of the back of his collar and pulled hard saying, “Stand up, slave!.” 

He struggled up with tears in his eyes and stood as still as he could manage. The guard picked up the leash dangling from his collar and began pulling him roughly toward the door of his cell. This time she pulled so hard that he tripped over his ankle chain and fell to the floor. There, he pushed his face to the concrete and gathered himself into submissive posture (the correct thing to do). He heard the door of his cell open and the guard instructed him, “Crawl in!”

He did so as fast as he could manage but his hands were still bound behind his back making it difficult to crawl! As quickly as possible he found the nose circle in the middle of the cell floor and once more pressed his face hard against the cement. Mistress Claudia looked down at him and ordered the boy to, “Kneel up.” She was not finished with him yet.

Rising to his knees with his back straight he waited for the crop’s next stroke. Instead, the guard said nothing for a short time but positioned herself in front of her kneeling prisoner and grasped at his hair. Lifting his head back and forcing him to look up at her she slapped him hard across the face.

“Listen to me, boy. If you ever do anything like that again, I will make you wish you were dead! Do you understand me?”

The kneeling prisoner nodded his head and stammered, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then get your face back on that floor. Now!”

25C went back to the submissive position he knew so well. With his face so close to the floor, he could see almost nothing but he heard the familiar sound of a Mistress picking up the free end of a neck chain that was fastened to a bolt in the concrete. Neck chains in the cells are three to four feet in length; if the slave’s collar is locked to the last link, he has some freedom to move during the night. In this case, Mistress Claudia locked his collar very close to the floor. 25C would not be able to raise his head more than a few centimeters until he was released. His hands remained secured behind his back and he knew that it was going to be a miserable night.

The Mistress guard stepped out of cell 25, slammed the door and walked briskly to the end of the corridor. Leaving the inner cell block, she turned off the lights and dozens of males moved out of kneeling position, trying to find some comfort before the next day. Our subject, 25C, was collared so close to the floor that he could do nothing except roll to his side and lie there trembling. The sting of Mistress’ crop was still quite painful and his mind raced with fear but also with a little hope; perhaps becoming Mistress Catherine’s property would be the best he could hope for.


CHAPTER 2   Mistress Catherine

By the time they had returned to the Administration Building, Catherine and Carolyn were old friends. They genuinely liked one another and both knew that their relationship would be beneficial. Governess Waters thanked her guest for the honor of a visit and Mistress Catherine departed in an elated mood. 

Outside, her limousine waited with its chauffeur standing in proper position, his head bowed, ankles apart and hands folded prayerfully below his chin. He had waited in that position for almost two hours. As she approached, Catherine snapped her fingers and the slave responded by opening the rear door of the vehicle so that she might enter.

With his owner seated comfortably, the boy got into the driver’s seat and waited for her to issue an instruction. He was hoping for a kind word from his Mistress but all she gave him was a curt, “Drive home, boy.” Catherine closed the glass that separated her from her property in the driver’s seat and began to daydream. She had waited a long time for that night and it had been worth every minute. This time, “robert” was going to be hers and there was nothing he could do about it!

But what would she do with him? She could have him whipped every day if she wanted or even sent to a galley. But the truth was that she still found him appealing. Mistress Catherine was a very levelheaded and sensible business woman but she was still a woman and she was thrilled at the prospect of possessing him. No, she would keep him close at hand and perhaps even make a houseboy of him.

Catherine Majors may have been a levelheaded and sensible woman but she did indulge herself in one rather expensive hobby: the breaking and training of “show males”. In fact, she had won numerous prizes and she fancied her stable to be among the finest private facilities in Femina. At first, she had favored sending “robert” to Bridle Valley (officially named “Intake and Training Facility 5”). As the name hints, Bridle Valley specializes in turning out stable boys for women interested in male equines. The proximity of Rose Hill to her home and her confidence that she could influence its Governess had changed her mind.

Now, the more she reflected on it, the happier she was with the result. Bridle Valley did turn out well trained pony and stable boys but this way she could be on hand to see his training. She would be there the very first time he stood naked to be hobbled, harnessed and bridled. She could see the look on his face when he first laid eyes on his ponytail and the butt plug that would hold it in place. She could watch as the plug was inserted for the first time and hear his muffled moan. It was so humiliating, so degrading and so beautiful! Just thinking of it made her giggle like a teenage girl. In fact, the whole experience was making her feel twenty years younger.

25C lay silently in the darkness of his cell. He was still hurting badly from the caning he had received an hour before and there was no way to be comfortable when collared, leashed and manacled as he was. Still, those were minor concerns compared to the growing uncertainty that invaded his thoughts. The boy had assumed that he would finish his training at Rose Hill and be sold to some unknown Lady or a Woman Owned corporation. He would probably become a domestic slave in some Mistress’ household and spend his days sweeping, scrubbing and washing. If he was extremely fortunate, he might even be used as a personal servant or ‘pleasure boy’ for some Lady.

Those situations seemed like paradise compared to life at Rose Hill. He was beginning to look forward to the day when he stood on the auction block. He would be purchased and led away to a life of service. He had accepted that the rest of his life would be spent as the property of some Mistress but he did not know whether to be happy or fearful. His mind began to drift back to the time when he knew Mistress Catherine at university.

She really had treated him with great kindness. Catherine was from a wealthy family and could have afforded to bring a servant to university but she chose not to do so. The young Mistress was a serious student and did not want distractions while at school. She had used males who were the property of friends or family members but saw no need to keep one herself. Very sensible!

The boy “robert” had been a little vain, proud of his physique and aware that to some extent he could manipulate members of the Superior Gender. But this could be a dangerous thing. At the time, males could not be forced into slavery against their will but life as a “free man” was not comfortable. The only work available to males who were not slaves was menial labor and the pay was very poor. Many employers actually found it cheaper to pay free male day-laborers than to own slaves. Slaves had to be fed and housed somewhere (not necessarily clothed) and it was the responsibility of their personal or corporate owners to keep them underfoot. That cost money. This fact was one of the reasons that the Compulsory Enslavement Act had failed to pass Parliament for so long. Free males were actually a source of cheap labor! 

Even then, males had been stripped of citizenship and all civil rights; they could not own property, vote or enter most public places if not in the company of some Lady. Catherine took him to places he would not have been able to visit unless supervised. She allowed him to address her without using her rightful title of “Mistress” although she once slapped him hard across the face for calling her “Cathy”. That was too familiar! 

Perhaps it was only a coincidence but at almost the same time that night both Mistress and slave thought back to that incident. It made Mistress Catherine smile. She had been genuinely angry when an insolent boy had called her “Cathy”.  But when she hit him, his eyes moistened as if he were about to cry and without being told to, he lowered his head in shame. Seeing this, her anger softened and she had trouble scolding him.

“It was for your own good,” she told him softly. “If you called me that in public, I might have had to charge you with public indecency. You know what that would mean! In public, you must always address any member of the Superior Gender as ‘Mistress’. When we are alone, you may call me Catherine but never Cathy” 

He nodded his bowed head to indicate obedience and she saw that he had suddenly acquired an erection. She smiled, took him by the hand and led him to her bedroom where they made love for hours. He was especially passionate and eager to please her after that incident and it made her more and more certain that he was going to belong to her. She was confident that in his heart, Robert knew his place. He was only searching for the right Mistress to take him as a slave.

She had grown quite fond of him and began feeling a desire to protect him from what could be a very cruel world. She also felt an obsessive desire to own him. Soon, “robert” found himself becoming more and more dependent on her kindness. It appeared that the young Mistress Catherine would have her way with him until one of robert’s male friends interfered. “william” was one of the last openly disruptive free males in Femina. It was that boy who filled robert’s head with nonsense about remaining free! His influence misled robert into thinking that he could survive in Femina as a free male and even hope to immigrate. Why did he ever listen?

25C lay there in chains cursing the memory of william but he need not have done so. That misfit thought that he had escaped but in the end got his just “reward”. The Feminine Authorities had wanted to arrest william, convict him of some crime and have him condemned to slavery by the criminal justice system but there was still a lot of pressure to not do this sort of thing. Femina was a major offshore banking and asset protection haven; it needed good will from other nations.  william was merely deported.

He drifted from one job to another for years but became involved with drugs, was caught and convicted. The authorities decided to simply deport him back to Femina although it surely meant becoming a slave. He was met at the airport by four policewomen who had an order for his enslavement. He was stripped, manacled and thrown into a waiting van that carried him to Rose Hill. There, for eight weeks, he came to occupy cell 16C. None of this was ever known to robert but we will tell william’s story later. He had actually become a very good slave before robert ever saw the inside of prison. Rose Hill can break any male!

None of this would have mattered to 25C anyway. The fact was that years before a beautiful and kindly Mistress had offered him a marriage collar and he refused! He cursed his foolishness while remembering past days.

The marriage collar was a leftover from the old civil matrimony laws. It did not provide legal protection for the boy who wore it: he remained a slave. However, custom and social convention put the marriage collared slave into a somewhat better condition. Mistresses (the term wife was no longer used) were proud of the fact that their males had surrendered to them so completely. Slaves who “married” their Mistress-owners were generally used as domestic servants or personal maids. Many were sent to the specialized schools that trained slaves to become hairdressers, masseurs, manicurists or personal servants. It was far better than becoming a common slave and Mistress Catherine had been sincere in offering it. He would have to surrender himself into slavery and to her ownership but she truly intended to be generous with him. But that was all over.

He had been “free” during the years since but he never had an easy time of it. What could he expect? The number of free males was rapidly declining and the Feminine Authorities were taking a dim view of corporations or Mistresses who employed them. He was on the verge of surrendering himself three years before when he heard of a former Abolitionist living twenty miles away in the rural countryside. He traveled there on foot and found a middle-aged, eccentric Lady who had once been a leader in the tiny Abolitionist Party. The party had been dissolved mainly because of lack of interest but she still took in stray males. For three years, he slept in her barn and did odd chores and farm work along with four other males she sheltered.

He always knew that this situation could not go on. The woman’s sister and daughter had tried to have her declared incompetent and to charge the males she harbored with illegal trespass. They dropped the case when it became obvious that Parliament was going to pass the Enslavement Act and their relative would no longer be such an embarrassment.

One hope remained—free males were required to surrender into slavery or to immigrate. The eccentric Lady helped robert apply for an exit visa (he was not able to do this on his own because he had no civil rights). As we said, there was never any chance that this application would be approved; Mistress Catherine had friends in high places including the Interior Department which must pass on such matters.

The application was denied and instead an arrest and summary enslavement order was issued. One day robert came out of the barn and saw a police car parked in front of the house. He panicked and tried to hide but there was no point; where could he go? The policewomen (there were three) used a loudspeaker to tell him to come out and surrender. It would go easier on him and he knew it.

Meekly, he revealed himself and slowly approached the police officers with his hands in the air. The senior officer ordered him to strip immediately and place his hands behind his back. A second officer locked a set of handcuffs on his wrists as he was being read his “rights”.

“robert, an order for summary judgment has been entered against you. You are declared to be in violation of the Compulsory Enslavement Act and you have forfeited your freedom.  You are now a slave, a chattel of the Government of Femina and you are to be treated as such. DO NOT SPEAK. You are now a slave.”

He was hooded, marched to the car and placed in the back seat with a policewoman on either side. As they drove away, the two women began to sharply pinch his nipples. He moaned but did not speak. Three days later, he was in Rose Hill.

There is not time here to relate 25C’s first four weeks in prison. We will describe another slave’s experiences in a later volume; it is always the same for them. The first weeks are a period of brutal, heartless treatment designed to break any resistance to the Rule of Women and Feminine Authority. The new slave must learn his place in life and learn to fear Mistress. Above the door leading to the interrogation and punishment room, there is an inscription. It reads, “A good whipping makes a good slave. You will become a good slave!” So it is.

It is impossible to guess at time in a darkened cell block. There are no windows, no open doors and no sounds from the outside to give a hint of the hour. Lock-down for the cell block is between six and eight in the evening. The lights are turned off by 8:15 unless the guard decides that her prisoners need to spend more time on their knees. No slave is permitted to move out of his submissive, kneeling posture until the lights are off. When the switch is turned, total and complete darkness falls on the interior and they may find the most comfortable position possible given the manner in which they are chained.

25C could only guess at the time he was returned to his cell. Perhaps it was a little before 10 PM. That would leave him about eight hours to lay on the concrete unable to move any more than the small amount that his neck chain allowed. With his hands locked behind him, lying on his back quickly became uncomfortable. Like all the slaves at Rose Hill, he was exhausted at the end of the day but still spent at least four sleepless hours remembering his past and wondering what Mistress Catherine had in mind for him.

She had kissed him! Really kissed him the way he remembered! That gave him hope that she would take pity on him. She had asked the Governess to be lenient when punishing him for speaking. That must mean that she still had some affection for him after all these years.  Didn’t it?

What if she were only playing with him, trying to give false hope and then take it away? What if she did buy him and then send him to some terrible place? He would be her property and she could do as she pleased with him.


CHAPTER 3  Cell Block C

Slaves may not know the time they fall asleep but they surely know the hour they are awakened. At 6:30 each morning the alarms in each of Rose Hill’s five cell blocks sound. What had been total darkness is suddenly flooded with bright lights as the occupant of each cubicle hurries to get himself into proper submissive position.  Cameras recessed in the ceiling of each cell record this effort and later in the day a junior guard will review each of them. Any slave who fails to make the thirty second deadline will be punished. This is part of the process of breaking a previously free male; the alarm is to be treated as the voice of a Mistress and he must learn to obey without question or hesitation.

That morning, the alarm was particularly cruel to 25C. It shocked him out of a pleasant dream of Mistress Catherine. In his dream, she had come to Rose Hill and bought him before he could be auctioned off. She was going to take him home and use him as a houseboy. He would be under her authority rather than that of some cruel overseer and she promised to treat him with kindness. But it was only a dream.

Still, he managed to awaken himself and get his face to the floor in only twenty seconds! Once he had failed to meet the requirement and that evening before lock down he had been called to the discipline cell where he was shown a recording of his tardiness. The guard used a strap to give him five hard strokes across the shoulders and back then warned him that the incident was going on his permanent record. The next offense would bring a far more severe punishment. “robert” had made up his mind that he must accept his new place in life and he vowed to never be slow again.

It would be almost a full hour before the inner security door opened and the feeding cart began its progress down the corridor. It may seem like a waste of time to awaken slaves so long before feeding but this is part of their training. For the rest of their lives, they will either be serving some Mistress or awaiting her whim. They must learn now to remain in perfect submission until that Mistress summons them.

The cart was pushed by a one of the prison slaves, used to perform menial tasks like feeding and watering the inmates or cleaning the guards’ quarters. Using a few slaves in this manner frees the guards for their professional duties. Feeding the entire cell block takes little more than twenty or thirty minutes. As the cart travels down the corridor, its attendant measures out one liter of water into a bowl and places it under the cell door within reach of the prisoner. He then places the “feed” in a dog bowl which is also pushed under the door. The slave is required to eat every crumb of the food and to lap up all of the water.  He is not permitted to use his hands while eating or drinking. Again, this is part of his training; he is stripped of all human dignity and taught that he is now the equivalent of a farm animal.

Despite the “urban legend” that the feed consists of pet food, it is actually a scientifically designed product. There are two types of feed that both look like a breakfast cereal. One is a high protein, low fat product made from grain. The second is a carbohydrate also derived from vegetable sources. Both are very bland but healthy. Rose Hill actually has its own dietician who supervises this duty. She sees to it that each slave receives a mixture of the two cereals tailored to his body weight, muscle mass, etc.

The reader might think that this careful attention to nutrition is an odd way to treat mere slaves but it has its logic. Rose Hill’s purpose is not to beat or starve prisoners to death. Rose Hill is there to make them into good slaves who will bring high prices at auction. A male broken and trained at Rose Hill can be expected to bring fifty to one hundred percent more at auction than would a typical slave from some of the other facilities. With this in mind, they are well fed and even receive medical care which will be described later.

The males at Rose Hill are really quite fortunate; most of them will wind up as domestic servants, “show boys” or even as pets for some well-to-do Mistress. But they are still slaves, pieces of property with which a Mistress may do as she pleases. A good slave must remember that he is never more than a Mistress’ whim away from the stables or galleys.

25C was consuming his “breakfast” when the day unit of guards began reporting for duty. At night, each cell block has only two or three guards. The daytime contingent is much larger, sometimes twelve to fifteen women per cell block. Of course, this means that each male is closely overseen by one of the women guards. Almost nothing escapes their notice and the very slightest breach of discipline will bring immediate punishment. Because of this, Rose Hill’s males are conditioned to be perfectly obedient and totally submissive. They fear the Mistress and, as they say, “fear of Mistress is the start of a good slave”.

Before beginning the day’s duties, the guard contingent is briefed on assignments and any incidents that may have occurred during the night watch. The Mistress Overseer for C block was quite surprised to see that a disciplinary action had been necessary for 25C. He had appeared to be making good progress and was expected to be sold at auction in two weeks; this was the norm. It was very disappointing. Reading on, she learned that 25C had spoken out of turn to a visitor, an inexcusable transgression, especially for a boy who had been at Rose Hill for six weeks.  He had been whipped with a crop and was to be muzzled for at least the next twenty four hours.

Normally, the Overseer would have instructed a junior guard to muzzle the offender but she was curious about the situation. Instead, she instructed her subordinates to leave 25C in his cell while the rest of the slaves were assembled in the courtyard for mourning inspection. She would see to this herself.

It was about 8:25 AM when she read this report but she left poor “robert” in his cell and on his knees for another thirty minutes. Let him wait and wonder! Always good advice for a lady. The slave was trembling from fear and fatigue when she entered his cubicle. He had been in that position since 6:30, trying not to move from his perfect submission. Naturally, he was beginning to cramp badly as he waited for some member of the Superior Gender to deal with him. He was actually relieved when he heard the cell door open. Mistress-Overseer Sonja entered and stood directly in front of the boy. She unlocked the neck chain that held him so close to the floor and ordered him to “kneel up”.

He raised himself to an erect position while still on his knees but it was obvious that he could not hold that posture for long. Sonja was now playing the part of the “good cop,” the authority figure who wanted to “help” the boy to become a proper slave.

She grasped his collar and pulled him to his feet. Standing was a great relief after almost three hours on his knees and he was truly grateful. He stood with his head bowed, still shaking.

The overseer gently placed her hand on his cheek and spoke in a soft and sympathetic voice. “I am so surprised, boy. You were doing so well! Now, tell me what could have made you do such a terrible thing?”

25C answered just as a well broken male should answer. he accepted his guilt and whatever punishment was due him, he apologized for offending the visitor, begged for her forgiveness and explained that he had known the lady many years before and was shocked to see her. Then he stood in silence knowing that a muzzle would soon follow.  But instead, Mistress Sonja was almost tender. She was teaching him that a Mistress could be kind when her slave repents.

“I’m sorry I have to do this, boy, but you must be muzzled for twenty four hours. Of course, you will not be able to eat until this is taken off. Have you had your mourning feeding?” 

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then turn and kneel up.”

The slave turned his back to Mistress Sonja and lowered himself into “kneeling up position,” on his knees with his upper body erect and head bowed. The Overseer had been holding a standard prison muzzle in her free hand and she ordered her prisoner to open his mouth to receive the ball that was part of the device. He obeyed as she inserted the “business end” of the apparatus into his mouth. She then drew the muzzle’s straps tight and buckled them into place causing him to moan in discomfort. Wearing a muzzle is not only humiliating, it is painful. After several hours the pain may become severe as the muzzle forces the victim’s jaws to remain fixed in an open position. Twenty four hours of this can be excruciating and make any slave regret speaking out of turn or without proper respect. They must learn, it is for their own good.

The Overseer was about to summon one of the junior guards to take the muzzled boy out to the work area when her cell phone rang. She was surprised to hear the voice of Governess Waters asking if 25C had been muzzled as yet. “Why, yes,” she answered. “I just saw to it myself”.

“Excellent,” came the reply. “I want to see the boy in my office this morning. If you are not too busy, please bring him yourself.”

Sonja was startled by this request. The Governess would not normally concern herself with such a minor matter but she decided that it would be wise to take this insolent male to Mistress Waters in person. There must be more to this than she knew.

“Yes, of course. I will bring him at once.” She turned her phone off and informed 25C that he was to be taken immediately to the office of Prison Governess Waters.

The news almost made him swoon in fear. Being called before the Governess almost certainly meant a terrible punishment. He had thought that he would get off with just the caning and muzzling he had already received but now he imagined the very worst. Mistress Sonja called one of the younger guards to bring her a hood and leash. While waiting, she continued to play the “good cop” to her prisoner.

She touched his muzzled cheek once more and began to speak softly. “I don’t know what got into you, boy, but you seem to be in serious trouble. I think you have been trying to obey and submit for the last few weeks and this behavior must have been an accident. I will try to have you treated leniently but whatever happens, you must accept your punishment. You know that, don’t you”

The pathetic slave could do nothing except to nod his muzzled head up and down slowly causing the small bells attached to his muzzle to jingle. That is how they are taught to communicate when muzzled. They nod up and down slowly for ‘yes’ and shake their heads quickly from side to side to say ‘no’. There is a correct way to do this and a slave better learn it quickly.

Soon a junior guard approached with the hood and leash Mistress Sonja had requested. She allowed her subordinate to place the hood over his head and snap the leash onto his collar but quickly took control of the prisoner when done. “Come,” she ordered and began leading the boy away to face his punishment. It was a frightening journey as he followed along at the end of a four foot tether.

Down the corridor, through the security door, exiting the building and crossing the famous rose garden, he dreaded every step. Mistress Catherine had requested mercy for him! Surely the Governess would honor her request. Wouldn’t she? Then why was he being taken there? He could only submit, obey and hope for mercy. He would not even be allowed to beg aloud for that mercy. All too soon they reached the door of the Administration Building, entered and crossed the atrium to the elevator (of course, he could see none of this). It had been a long time since he had ridden in an elevator. Even when free, he was still a male and therefore required to use the stairs. The sound of the opening door confused him for an instant but Mistress Sonja quickly pulled him inside and pushed the button for the third floor. She shoved him into a corner and told him not to move.

The elevator stopped at the second floor to admit a new passenger, an employee of the Interior Department who was visiting to conduct an interview. She stepped briskly into the compartment and struck up a conversation with Mistress Sonja whom she had met on two previous visits.

“Good mourning, Mistress-Overseer.”  (That was Sonja’s proper title.) “And what do we have here? Some rebellious slave about to be condemned? They always have room in the gallies!”

25C stood motionless in the corner not daring to even quiver. “Obey and submit, obey and submit,” he kept telling himself. 

“I doubt he will be going there, at least not for the time being. He simply forgot himself last night and Governess Waters wants to make certain that he understands his place in life. He was free until six weeks ago and needs a reminder”.

“Well, keep him under foot, Mistress Sonja. There is no place in Femina for a male who does not accept the Rule of Women!”

As the door opened, the Interior official exited having given her pious and obvious advice. The slave stood motionless until he felt the tug on his leash and then followed along for the final few steps to the office of Governess Carolyn Waters, a lady who held absolute power over him. Mistress Sonja opened the door and pulled him through.

He could not see but seated at the reception desk was a young intern perhaps twenty years old. She was beginning her first year of internship, a junior or senior at university who had been assigned to the administration office. It surprised her to see one of Rose Hill’s inmates being led into Governess Waters’ office—they were usually dealt with in the cell blocks or the discipline rooms. Sonja introduced herself and asked that the Governess be told of her presence. The Mistress-Overseer then seated herself in the reception room with 25C kneeling at her feet at the end of his leash. A few minutes passed before the Governess herself opened her office door and greeted Mistress Sonja.

“Ah, Sonja…..please come in and bring your prisoner”.

The Mistress-Overseer stood and pulled on the slave’s leash signaling him to rise. He obeyed with some difficulty and followed with bowed head into the office where the Governess herself removed his hood. Keeping his head properly bowed, the boy blinked as his eyes adjusted to the light. Fixing his stare to the floor he could see her hand as she snapped her fingers and pointed down. It was a silent command to kneel and he obeyed starting to put his face to the floor but she stopped him with the command, “kneel up, boy”. He remained on his knees with his upper body erect, his face about two feet from Mistress-Governess Waters. The governess grasped at the ring in his muzzle and pulled his head upward forcing the slave to look directly into her face.

“Do you know why you are muzzled, boy?” 

Governess Waters was an attractive lady but she could also affect a stern, frightening appearance. It was an ordeal for a slave to simply look her in the eyes but “robert” did well remembering his manners and he nodded his head slowly up and down to answer “yes”. 

Carolyn released his muzzle and walked to her desk where she picked up a beautifully crafted riding crop (it had been a gift from her subordinates when she was promoted to Governess). She cut the air with it as if to limber up her arm and the kneeling slave began to shake.

“You, boy, have been at Rose Hill for six weeks! And you still forgot a basic rule that you were taught on day one. You are a slave and you are not to speak to any female unless told to do so! Isn’t that correct?” He hung his head low trying to indicate submission and nodded a “yes”.

The Mistress-Governess walked slowly towards him while cutting the air over and over with her whip. He was certain that he would soon feel the crop on his back but Mistress Sonja injected herself. “There was an extenuating circumstance, Governess”

This, of course, was a part of the “good cop, bad cop” technique. They wanted this slave to learn that a Mistress could be merciful and kind if she wished. It is useful for a slave to be hopeful of mercy if he would only humble himself and submit completely.

“I am aware of the circumstance, Sonja but still this is a very disappointing incident. I can not allow it to go completely unpunished. Rose Hill has a reputation to uphold.”

The Governess stood squarely in front of her kneeling victim and once more grabbed the ring in his muzzle. “You are very fortunate, 25C. You should be horsewhipped for this insolence but the lady you offended must have some fondness for you. She asked that I be lenient and I will. You will not be whipped so severely but I am going to set you back one week in your status. You were scheduled to be sold at auction two weeks from Friday but now, you will be held over for one extra week. I hope that you will have learned your lesson by then.”

Releasing her grip on the muzzle, she moved to the side as 25C bowed his head low, nodded and then put his face to the floor. This display is intended to demonstrate acceptance of Feminine Authority and it worked. It teaches a useful lesson to the slave: accept your place in life and obey. That is the only way a male slave can exist. 

“I need to discuss some other matters with your Overseer so the intern will take you back to the cell block” Kneel up, boy!”

Robert obeyed and quickly felt a cut of her riding crop across his chest, one stroke from the right and then one from the left. That was followed by two more across his shoulders as he gave out a cry from inside his muzzled mouth. Governess had not let him escape completely unscathed but it was far better than being taken to the whipping post and beaten with a lunge whip. 

The young intern was summoned and told to return 25C to the cell block. It was too late to put him on one of the work gangs that labored outside the prison so he would spend the rest of the day in the brickyard. The girl grasped his muzzle ring, pulled him to his feet and replaced his hood. Regulations, you know.

She was very rough taking him back to the cell block. Younger women are eager to demonstrate the authority they hold over all males and she made quite a scene of it. Twice during the return, she pulled the leash so hard that he tripped on his leg irons and fell to the ground. She laughed and whipped him as he struggled to stand; it was her way of having fun! Besides, what a slave feels matters little or nothing. It would do him good to learn that now.

25C spent the remainder of the day at hard labor in the prison brick factory. Rose Hill was the best run training facility in Femina and it turned a tidy profit for the government both from the sale of newly broken and trained slaves and from the building material enterprise which it operated. That night he was returned to his cell where Mistress Claudia (the same guard who had handled him the night before) confronted him.

She shoved a bowl of water in his direction with her foot and told him that his muzzle was to be removed for three minutes. He was to lap up the entire bowl in that time and then be re muzzled He would not be fed. “robert” obeyed even finishing the drink a few seconds early; he was quite thirsty after wearing the device for hours. The guard replaced the muzzle and buckled it even tighter so that he would be more aware of his error. She then locked his collar close to the floor. Thankfully, the lights were turned out a little early that evening and he was able to release himself from the submissive kneeling position that could become so uncomfortable. He was miserable but so exhausted that he fell quickly asleep and returned to his dream of Mistress Catherine. It was a sweet dream but only a dream.


CHAPTER 4   The Branding

The next morning brought a pleasant surprise. Mistress Sonja came to his cell after the feeding cart had made its rounds and released his muzzle. Once more she was the “good Mistress” who could dispense gentle mercy to a suffering slave. When the apparatus was removed, “robert” strained at his neck chain trying to lick her boots in a show of gratitude. She lingered for a full minute as he kissed and polished the leather with his lips and tongue. At length she knelt down and put her hands on either side of the slave’s face. 

“I know, I know” she whispered. “This is terribly hard for you. You must remember that it is for your own good. Soon, you will become the property of some lady who will expect perfect obedience and you must learn. You understand, don’t you boy?”

He could not look up at the Overseer because of the short chain holding him so close to the floor but answered in a proper tone, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress”.

As she stepped away the boy strained more and more at the chain trying to kiss her one more time. She turned and knelt again placing her hands once more on the sides of his head as the slave’s face remained against the floor. She actually massaged him a little and said, “I am almost happy that you will be here an extra week, boy. Perhaps I will take you home with me some night. Would you like that?”

He nodded his head and said almost too loudly, “Yes, Mistress. Very, very much. Please Mistress.” But she cut him short, saying “We will see” and left the cell. “robert” returned his face to the floor but he was thrilled at the prospect of being taken into Sonja’s service even for one night. He really was becoming a fine slave. That is how they plan it at Rose Hill.

The next ten days went well for 25C. He was always placed on one of the work gangs that were used outside the prison. It was never easy but always much better than being under the watchful eyes of the guards inside of Rose Hill’s walls. Several times, he went an entire day without being corrected or disciplined in any way. That never happened to newer slaves. For them, life was day after day of humiliation, strapping, whipping or caining. At night they might be placed on one of the whipping horses or taken to the discipline cell and punished even more. 25C could hear their crying and their begging but he had stopped feeling any sympathy at all for them. They had to learn as he had; a good whipping makes a good slave.

A few of the guards even seemed to take a liking to him. They gave him pet names like “lamb” or “pretty boy” and this pleased him immensely. He began to respond to their touch or even to their voice by smiling and showing an erection. He was beginning to associate submission and obedience with his own pleasure. That is a slave’s place. Soon, just a gentle touch or a kind word from a Mistress would be as motivating as the fear of a whip had been.

One morning, “robert” and several other males in the cell block were left collared and chained after most of the prisoners had been assembled in the courtyard for morning inspection. An hour or more passed before Mistress-Overseer Sonja and two guards entered the building. The eight slaves were removed from their cells and assembled in a line. Each had his hands manacled behind his back and his collar attached to a link in a forty foot “gang chain”. This was how work gangs were treated before being taken outside the prison walls and they assumed that was to be the case. None of them knew what a terrible (and wonderful) thing was going to happen. There would be no work for them that day and if they submitted without resisting, there would be no whipping. But there would be a terrible pain.

“Today, each of you will be branded, marked for life with the symbol of Rose Hill. You should be happy to wear this mark. It says to the world that you are among the best and most select slaves in Femina. You will bear this symbol for the remainder of your lives. You should wear it happily but not with pride! You are a slave and you are not permitted any pride. Remember this!”

The eight captive males followed as the Overseer led them out of the building, across the courtyard and marched them towards a prison building they had never entered; it was the auction hall where the public sales of slaves were conducted. Each of them must have had his own thoughts but 25C’s were of Mistress Catherine. It is peculiar, is it not? He was not thinking of the fact that he was going to be branded like an animal but of his hope that Mistress Catherine might still buy him.

The Rose Hill Auction House was a large, rectangular building. The actual sales were conducted in a large room at one end, the remainder of the structure being divided into several specialized chambers. We will describe all of them later, but for now, let us keep to the “branding room”. This name is clearly announced on the door so males entering know exactly what is going to happen.

But 25C’s group did not enter immediately. They were held outside where they could hear the screams of those who went before. This is a common way of treating slaves. Let them know what is going to happen, make them wait for it, make them think about it and then carry out the will of the Mistress without fail. The terrible sounds continued at about seven minute intervals for more than a half hour. Finally the door opened and a guard led another gang of males out. As they left, each newly branded boy thanked the Mistress who had applied the hot iron for allowing him the privilege. Almost all of them had tears in his eyes.

All too fast, they were gone and it was C block’s inmates who were led into the chamber. As they entered, they passed very close to a Mistress guard who held the branding iron in her hands. Her right hand wore a thick, insulated glove to protect her from the searing heat of the instrument. She made certain that each of the eight boys got a good, long look at the “tool” as they entered and several began to whimper or weep slightly.

It was a fairly large room, perhaps ten meters long by eight wide. In the center was a low table, no more than three feet high whose purpose was obvious. Each of the males would be strapped to the table with their legs widely spread. The red hot iron would be applied to the inside of the right thigh. Every one of the slaves present figured it out immediately. Among them, there was fear but no resistance; they were resigned to the inevitable.

The guard walked up and down the line of collared, chained males showing them the iron at close quarters. The business end was a rectangular steel plate with the stylized rose inside. This was the symbol of Rose Hill, known throughout Femina. Any male who wore this mark would be immediately recognized. Of course, this symbol was copyrighted and that copyright was vigorously defended.

The Mistress-guard in charge of the branding room began to give them a lecture describing exactly what was going to happen. “Each of you will be strapped to this table with your legs spread. Your right groin will be shaved and an antibiotic solution applied. You will be given no anesthetic; you are a slave and you should feel the brand. After you are strapped down and shaved, I will place the iron inside the furnace and allow it to heat for three minutes. Then I will remove it and apply it to your flesh for three full seconds. You may scream all you wish but if you dare to resist or disobey, you will literally be sent to hell.”

Against the far wall of the room, the slaves could see a small electric furnace that resembled a ceramics kiln with a very small heating area. When the door of the furnace was opened, the inside would be seen to glow almost white hot and the iron would be inserted.

The two guards who had brought them approached the first slave on the chain and unlocked the link to his collar. He was instructed to sit on the edge of the table and then to lie down. They unlocked the right ankle manacle of his leg irons so that his legs could be spread very widely. His right leg was secured by four broad leather bands so that it was completely immobile. You got one chance to brand a slave correctly and if it was misapplied the boy’s value might be lessened.

His wrists were still manacled behind him and he was forced to lie there unable to see anything as the iron was heated. When it was ready, one of the guards straddled him and sat on top of his chest so he could barely move his upper body. A few seconds later, he found himself staring at the terrible branding iron only a few centimeters from his face. He began to whimper and tried to squirm a bit but there was no help.

“This is the symbol of your place in life, your slavery. You will wear it as long as you live and you will always remain a slave.” So said the Mistress-Overseer as the guard walked slowly to the left side of the table.

With practiced skill, she placed the iron at exactly the proper place and the captive let out an incredibly loud, high pitched scream. He sounded more like an animal than a human and he kept screaming until his lungs could produce no more sound. Drawing a new breath, he renewed his wailing, crying, begging, and sobbing for almost a minute. Then he seemed to almost faint into a state in which he could only moan incoherently. His legs were unstrapped, the leg irons locked back into place and he was told to leave the table and return to the line of male slaves awaiting the same ordeal. 

It was a struggle for the boy but he obeyed and had his collar reattached to the chain. 25C began to count his place in line—there were three more to do before he was to be branded. Anticipation makes it worse and he was actually hoping his turn would come as soon as possible. When it did, he meekly accepted his fate and was branded like a farm animal. The pain was too awful to imagine but that night he got a sliced apple in his bowl, a reward for behaving so well. He was actually proud of himself for being so completely submissive. There were just twelve days until his auction would be held; surely Mistress Catherine would buy him. 

A branded slave is treated differently (and better) than new inmates. The guards no longer whipped him so frequently and they began to call him pet names like “lamb” or even “darling”. There is a reason for this treatment: even a small reward can be very motivating to a slave. A pat on the head or a kind word like “Good boy!” makes him ever more eager to please his Mistress. Every male needs to be broken and put in his place but, once there, a small kindness may keep him more faithful to his Mistress than would some terrible punishment! This is almost always true. A good slave comes to adore his Mistress, to obey and submit totally and willingly. That is the type of product Rose Hill turns out and why it is Femina’s best.


CHAPTER 5 The Garden Party

Three days after being branded, his hopes were raised even higher. Rose Hill’s famous garden was to be used for a social event, an afternoon tea for prominent business women and political leaders. The food for these affairs is provided by a professional caterer but Rose Hill always supplied some of its inmates to perform menial tasks including pouring wine or tea. 25C was one of the lucky slaves chosen for this privilege. A canopy had already been erected in Rose Hill’s famous garden and some of the newer prisoners had been put to work arranging tables and chairs. The flowers, place settings and food would be brought in the next day by a catering service who supplied their own slaves.

That afternoon was spent teaching those chosen to perform their duties perfectly. No mistake, no matter how small was to be tolerated. They practiced for hours standing silently in position with heads bowed and eyes down. Whatever you do, never look at a Mistress in the eyes unless instructed to do so. The guards took turns playing the part of the next day’s guests.  They snapped their fingers or rang small bells to summon one of the boys and pointed to glasses for wine or water. He was expected to pour the liquid without spilling a single drop. 

For the first time, these slaves were permitted to speak to a Mistress without being told to do so. They could ask, “Will there be anything else, Mistress?” A great deal of attention was given to the tone of their voices as they practiced asking this simple question.

“Submissive but audible, submissive but audible and never touch a Mistress or look her in the face without her permission. You are a slave and you must look, act and speak like a slave.” So they were drilled over and over.

During this training, the guards’ behavior towards them was firm but almost kind. They were trying to help their subjects to perform well at a very important moment. These events are attended by wealthy and socially prominent women and if a boy could catch the eye of such a lady, he might find himself pouring tea in her home. He would also bring a higher price at auction!

After practicing their duties for over six hours, the chosen slaves were herded into the prison yard where they washed in the usual manner. Standing naked on a concrete slab, they were hosed down by a guard with a regular garden hose while they scrubbed themselves using brushes and pails of soapy water. Normally, the Mistress guard would allow only two or three minutes for this cleaning but this time they were ordered to wash thoroughly for ten minutes; tomorrow was a big day and Rose Hill had a vested interest in their good appearance. After rinsing off, they were moved to a dry area and told to “display themselves” as they dried in the afternoon breeze.

More than a dozen naked males stood silent in the afternoon sun perfectly still, heads bowed and feet apart. On other occasions, the guards would sometimes “hang one out to dry” and the unfortunate slave would be left suspended by his wrists or ankles for hours. This was considered a great amusement.

It seemed like hours before the Overseer ordered them to their knees with a simple, “kneel”. In silence, all fell to the ground and assumed the position symbolic of total surrender. They remained in this cowering position for several moments longer as they heard a small party of women approach. Several words were exchanged between the guard on duty and another Mistress before they were ordered to “kneel up”. With heads properly bowed, none of them could see that they were being inspected by no less than Governess Waters herself. She took a moment to pass by each boy sometimes touching them with her manicured hand. This always gave rise to at least a brief erection from the quivering slave

At some length, she stood in front of the line and announced herself. “Stand and look at me!” She spoke with a firmness that confirmed her position in life. The prison Governess had total control over the fate of her male subjects and her voice made that painfully clear. She controlled their destinies and they all knew it.

Quickly, the entire line of slaves struggled to their feet, desperately wanting to give no offense. Raising their heads, they could see that they were in the presence of a very powerful woman. As always, the Governess was perfectly dressed in a fashion that gave the immediate impression of power and authority. She wore conservative business attire, the kind that might be seen on a banker or attorney but she also carried the riding crop that was part of a guard’s uniform. She made a perfect contrast to the dozen or so naked male slaves who gazed at her without ever daring to look her in the eye. That was forbidden to a slave unless he had been given permission. Knowing the dramatic effect, she allowed almost a full minute to pass before she spoke.

“Slaves!,” she said “You have reached a very important moment in your lives. All of you have been at Rose Hill for at least eight weeks. All of you have been taught your place in life. You should understand that for the remainder of that life, you will be under the Rule of Women; you will be the chattel property of some lady. Tomorrow, you will have the privilege of waiting on your betters, members of the Superior Gender. If you impress one of these ladies, you may find yourself purchased and taken as a house boy or a pet. If not, you will be sold at auction like a farm animal. In either case, you will have absolutely no say in this matter. You are a piece of chattel property; you will be bought, sold, traded or given away as a gift. Do you accept this?”

Almost in choir-like union, the slaves replied, “Yes, Mistress”.

“And will you accept the absolute authority of the lady who comes to own you?”

Another “Yes Mistress” came, this time in perfect unison.

“Very well,” she said in a rather soft voice. But her tone turned cold and stern when she told them that if they were ever returned to Rose Hill for any reason, she would see to it that they regretted the day they were born. With that, she turned and walked briskly away, telling the guards to return the lot of them to their cells.

Nights pass slowly when you are anticipating of an important event. A thousand different thoughts fill one’s mind as you imagine the possible outcomes. Will your interview go well? Will you falter or fail? Will the check come? Questions like these seem trivial to people facing a truly life changing event. The women attending functions like tomorrow’s luncheon and afternoon tea were the cream of Femina society. They came to the affair partly because they enjoyed the social function but also because Rose Hill produced many of the most desirable slaves. Attending this function would give them a preview of what was available at the next auction. They could judge the boy’s worth as he actually served, not as he stood naked for inspection in a holding cell or as he was put on the block and sold.

Any woman who had been a citizen of Femina for more than a short time knew that the slaves who were most appealing on the auction block were not necessarily the best servants. In a way, slaves are very much like show dogs, race horses or athletes. There are intangible qualities which might make a boy a far better or worse choice than he appeared to be at first glance. Seeing these males in a serving role might give the experienced buyer a glance at his future performance. None of the males at Rose Hill were below average in appearance and many of them could have been male models or athletes in a different society. Here, they were simply males and that was a synonym for slave. There was no other place for them.

25C may have known these things in the abstract but that night his thoughts were of far more immediate things. Would Mistress Catherine even attend the function? If she did, would she even notice him? Was it possible that she might buy him on the spot? A few slaves who caught the eye of a well-to-do Mistress were bought at the ‘claiming price’ before they were publicly auctioned. The claiming price was at least two times the estimated auction value of a given slave. Imposing this penalty kept the super-wealthy from completely dominating the market for high quality slaves and it meant that the vast majority of Rose Hill inmates would be sold at auction as would some farm animal.

Still, Mistress Catherine was a very wealthy woman and she could afford to pay any price to get what she wanted. She had come from a well-to-do family and had been a great success in the business world. She had kissed him in an almost loving way, a way that made him literally swoon when she visited. She had asked the Governess to spare him the worst punishment for speaking out of turn. She once told him that she disciplined him only for his own good! Surely, she would buy him the next day, wouldn’t she? The boy who had once been ‘robert’ was now truly a slave. He was actually hoping, praying that this lady would buy and keep him. That is how effective a place like Rose Hill can be. He had entered wanting to be a free man but now he wanted nothing more than to be the chattel property of the woman he adored.

In Cell Block C, the next day began just as every day begins. The lights came on in a blinding flash ending the absolute darkness. The painfully loud buzzer-alarm sounded and each of the slaves chained in his cell would struggle to get himself into proper submissive position: nose in the circle, forehead and chin pressed to the floor, ass in the air, knees and ankles as far apart as his ankle chain allowed and in complete silence. Do not speak or make a sound unless you are told to do so. They all knew that the recessed camera in each cell’s ceiling would reveal any breach of discipline and they would remain in that position until the duty guards chose to appear. That morning, it took almost forty minutes for the first guard to enter. Forty minutes of kneeling in complete submission and hoping that the day would not bring any terrible punishment.

As the feeding cart began its journey down the corridor, a single slave was released from one of the whipping horses stationed in the block and pushed to the floor. He had been whimpering and crying for most of the night after a moderately severe caining. The morning before, he had taken more than thirty seconds to get himself into proper position and one of the guard-interns had noticed when reviewing the day’s video record. That night, he was taken from his cell, strapped to the horse and given thirty hard strokes with a standard cane. It was his second time for being too slow, a serious breach of discipline. He had screamed like a banshee after the twelfth stroke. When the whipping was finished, the young Mistress guard leaned over and whispered in his ear, “Now, boy, when you are thrown off this horse, you must get into proper position and do it quickly. If you fail to do so, you will go right back on this horse.”

Choking back his tears, he gave a meek, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

The young woman had grabbed his hair and pulled his head up but in an almost gentle fashion and then patted him on the head. This treatment may seem strange after administering a whipping but it is this type of training that shapes a male into a truly devoted, completely submissive slave. The boy comes to not just fear the Mistress but also to look to her for approval and small kindnesses. When completely broken, he will serve some lady well and he will probably come to love her deeply.

When he hit the floor, it took him less than twenty seconds to gather himself up into the correct posture. The morning guard gave him a rather minor kick and a sharp command.

“Go to your cell, boy”

Quickly, he obeyed and remembering not to stand without being told to do so, he crawled on all fours back to his cubicle. There, he remembered to put his nose in the proper place and submit immediately.

25C could hear this activity but of course he could not see it. He had his face pressed to the floor as it ought to have been. He had little curiosity about the scene; he had heard and witnessed the same thing many times. Often the guards would order slaves to leave their cells and watch while a punishment was administered. It had a chilling effect on the observer and made him all the less likely to disobey. He had spent several nights on the horse himself.

A few minutes passed before the feeding cart stopped between cells C25 and 26. The slave pushing the cart scooped the usual allotment of feed into his bowl and slid it under the cell door. He waited docilely for the command to start eating but it never came. Instead the cart rolled on while Mistress Sonja entered his cell and slid the bowl away with her foot.

“You are not to be fed today until after you have performed for some very distinguished guests.  If you do well, there may be a special reward in your bowl tonight but for now, you are to concentrate only on pleasing the Superior Gender. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress”.

He spoke the words so familiar to all slaves. The guard circled him, knelt down and unlocked his neck chain from behind.  She gave a one word command. “Stand”

25C rose to his feet trembling. He was feeling almost panic-stricken. What if he did something wrong? What if some lady who had never even seen him before took offense at something he did? Or at something he failed to do? What if his voice was not loud enough or submissive enough or he made some mistake in serving. He knew that this day might make all the difference in the rest of his life and the thought made him shiver. If Mistress Catherine did not claim him that day then he would be auctioned off to a perfect stranger the very next week. It was his place in life, he understood that, but the thought of being sold to the highest bidder and hauled away was terrifying. It was supposed to be.

If Mistress Catherine did not attend or if she did not buy him, he would be heart broken. He was sincerely sorry that he had not accepted her kind and generous offer of a marriage collar. What was he thinking when he wasted the years that might have been spent as her property?  If he had any sense, he would have fallen to his knees, kissed her feet and begged for the collar in gratitude! But now he was just one of many slaves to be bought or sold with no regard for their feelings. He had learned a great lesson but at a terrible price.

Mistress Sonja sensed that he was frightened. Using her manicured hand, she ran the back of her nails very lightly over his back. He started to quiver even more visibly and this made the guard smile. She was an old hand at this and she knew just exactly what the poor male standing in front of her was thinking. Slowly, she returned to the front of the cell and looked at her charge. She placed her hand under his chin and lifted his face noting that his eyes still refused to meet her own. That was good; it showed that he knew his place.

“Now listen to me, boy,” she said sweetly. I have been at this business for a long time here at Rose Hill and at other correctional facilities. You would not be at Rose Hill and you would not be wearing that brand if someone had not put in a good word for you. If you will just act as a slave should act, you will be fine. Is that clear?

25C nodded his head and gave the usual affirmative answer.  “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress”. 

Sonja smiled gently and placed her left hand on the side of his face almost like an old friend. The ever-present riding crop swung from a leather loop on her right wrist while that hand reached for his genitals. She grasped every bit of his balls and gave them a firm squeeze causing 25C to moan a little but also to produce a large, firm erection. Seeing this, she smiled and told him that if he did well that afternoon, she would allow him to relieve himself for the amusement of some of the young Mistress Guards and interns.

“Would you like that?,” she asked.

“Oh, yes, Mistress. Very much, Mistress!”

She only nodded as if to say “I promise” and then ordered him to turn. After securing his wrists behind his back, she attached a leash to his collar and started out through the cell door. The poor man stumbled along after her with his leg irons rattling a loud klink, klink, klink.  She walked briskly down the corridor causing him to almost stumble several times. Mistress Sonja halted for a moment and then pulled firmly on the leash.

“Come along now! You are about to be put on display.”

Through the security door, past the guards’ quarters and out the front door of C Block, she led her helpless prisoner. Crossing the courtyard and its famous gardens, he saw the canopy where he had practiced the afternoon before. It was crowded with activity now as the outside catering slaves worked under the authority of the company’s owner, Mistress Eliza VanOver. She was providing the catering service but was also interested in inspecting the males who would be auctioned in the coming weeks. Her business was up-scale and she tried to provide the best possible service. One of the slaves working under her supervision had once been her lover. In his past life he had been a talented chef in Madrid but now he was simply a piece of  property as were all males in Femina. We will say more of  Mistress Eliza in a later volume. She had seduced dozens of men in the outside world and bought them to Femina and to a life of servitude. A few of those males had been kept for her personal or business use but most were auctioned off to complete strangers. They had fallen in love with her, been enslaved and then sold or given away. To her, this was both a hobby and a minor source of income.

When they reached the corner of the canopy, 25C could see that several of the other chosen slaves were standing there in a straight line with heads bowed. Mistress Sonja placed him at the end of the formation and unclasped the small chain attached to his collar. He remained there for perhaps a half an hour while the other servants were added. When the group was complete, they were required to continue standing naked, leg ironed, manacled and collared with their heads held down in submission. All of them knew better than to move or to make a sound until a Mistress Guard ordered. Finally, they could hear the voice of Governess Waters as she approached. She was giving dictation to one of the office boys as she walked. When they reached the front of the line, she concluded and told the young boy to return to her office and his duties there.

The Governess walked slowly up and down the line several times looking for any sign of resistance or disobedience. She found none and in fact observed that every one of the subjects was at least trembling slightly. That was good; it meant that they understood the position they were in. Rose Hill’s reputation was on the line and every one of them had better uphold it!

After a few moments, she instructed the slaves, “Look at me and look me in the eyes!”

This command made each of the twelve boys standing before her all the more fearful. When a slave is told to make eye contact with a Mistress, it is often to intimidate or to punish. New slaves at Rose Hill were always given a conditioning exercise soon after arrival. The boy would be standing with head bowed while two Mistress Guards stood within a few feet. The lady in front would order the slave to look her in the eye; as soon as eye contact was established, the guard in the rear would deliver a very sharp cut with a riding crop, a cane or a strap. The slave would be ordered to return his eyes to the Mistress Guards feet and a few seconds would pass. This cycle would be repeated over and over until real, uncontrolled tears appeared in the boy’s eyes. When the guard was satisfied that she had made the point, the boy would be told to kneel up and beg forgiveness for looking directly at a Mistress. Any of them who begged out loud or spoke any word before being told to do so would be muzzled and the exercise would be repeated the very next day. Slaves were quickly conditioned to fear the stare of a Mistress and to keep a proper, submissive and eyes down posture at all times. They were learning to fear the women who had absolute control over them. That is a male’s place!

Two or three of the boys in that line, including 25C, flinched badly as they obeyed and looked directly at Governess Waters. She was dressed more formally than she had been the day before. Her dress was black, full length and had a high collar and long sleeves that made her look like a very severe English Governess. Indeed, that was exactly what she was and all the slaves present expected a very stern lecture and warning.

Instead, she began to speak in an almost sympathetic tone. “You have come so far” she told them. “You have suffered and learned so much. Each of you wears a mark that tells the world that you were broken and trained at Rose Hill, the finest correction facility in this land. Now, you have the privilege of serving the Superior Gender at a very important function. Each of you will have the responsibility of waiting on five or six Mistresses. Those ladies should want for absolutely nothing as you serve. Do not allow a water glass to be emptied without filling it immediately! Serve wine or tea exactly as you were trained to do yesterday. Speak to all ladies in a submissive tone and with humble respect. Do exactly as they instruct you to do and do it promptly. While they are here, they have absolute authority over you and you must obey! Remember that it is quite possible that you will become the property of one of these ladies. When that happens, she will control you for as long as she cares to do so. Do well and you may be kneeling in some lady’s bedroom tonight!”

Her words filled 25C with a false hope. Surely, Mistress Catherine would be there. He would be good, submissive and humble as he should be and surely, she would take him away that very afternoon. It was a comforting thought but it was not going to happen.

The Governess turned to walk away and gave some inaudible instruction to one of her Overseer Guards. Automatically, the slaves she had just addressed returned their heads to a bowed state.

“You have about two hours before the function begins. During this time you will be fitted with a proper servant’s uniform. Your leg irons will be removed and your ankles will be hobbled. After that, you will be allowed to rest so that you are able to serve perfectly when the time comes. I want each of you to think silently of your place in life. You are a slave and your only purpose is to serve and please your Mistress. Is that clear to all of you?”

Once more the assembled boys replied in unison with the familiar “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

A young Mistress Guard clipped one link of a ‘gang chain’ to each collar and proceeded to lead them away. At the far rear of the tented area stood two women employees of the catering company. Mistress Eliza was standing nearby to supervise as each of the boys was required to lie back down on a sturdy table. Their leg irons were removed and they were required to spread their legs widely. It brought back memories of the horrible branding table they had all been on a few days before. This time the experience was far less painful but in a way more humiliating.

One of the women employees produced a box of scarlet cords, each with a small, brass cowbell attached to one end. Quickly, one of them wound the cord tightly around the base of each slave’s scrotum several times and tied it off so as to make the bell hang a few inches down along the thigh. When the slave walked, the bell would make a tinkling sound. This act seemed to stimulate most of the slaves whose wrists were still manacled behind them. Most of the slave boys moaned and arched their backs as if to beg for more contact from the Mistress but they were quickly shoved back down on the table. When this was done to 25C, he thought of Mistress Sonja’s promise that he would be allowed to relieve himself that night for the amusement of some of the guests. He controlled his impulse to arch and beg once more but he could not help thinking of the coming night.

Before any slave was allowed to leave the table and stand, his leg irons were replaced by a set of ankle hobbles. This insured that he would never take a free step while at Rose Hill. The hobbles weighed far less than a set of leg irons but the ankle chain was shorter, perhaps no more than twelve inches. This meant that a boy had to be very careful to not stumble while serving. Several small bells were attached to the ankle chain and they would jingle as the boy hobbled along. In addition, a pair of high heeled serving shoes were buckled to his feet and this would make it all the more difficult to walk. The restrictive stride and the bells’ sound were intended to remind him of the central fact in his life: he was a slave and he would never be anything else.

When the last male was ‘belled’ and hobbled the two women ordered several of the catering slaves to fetch a large, heavy chest from the back of a nearby van. From this chest, the slaves withdrew a number of serving uniforms and set them out on the table. One by one, each boy stepped forward and was released from his wrist manacles. He was then required to put on one uniform after another until one fit correctly. His hands were once more chained behind his back and he returned to the line, a well dressed serving boy. It was the first time any of them had worn a garment of any type for eight weeks or longer. Until completely broken, it is best to keep slaves naked and shackled at all times.

The serving uniform was a tight fitting tunic made of a heavy nylon material. They were black with a lace fringe that hung down to the upper area of the boy’s thighs; it barely concealed the bell that now hung from his genitals. Of course, they were not allowed the dignity of undergarments and a Mistress could inspect the slave thoroughly by ordering him to raise his tunic or to remove it completely. All of them were hoping that exactly that would happen. What a dream! To be inspected by a real Mistress, a woman who knew her place as a member of the Superior Gender! She would know your place as well, boy; she would put you there and keep you there! Accept it! Any one of those boys would have taken a hundred strokes of the cane for the privilege of being taken that day.

All of the waiting slaves had been worked and disciplined very hard for at least eight weeks. They were all lean, muscular and athletic but they had been driven into complete submission by their experience. Any one of them would have made a fine house boy, a good malemaid or a pleasure boy for some Mistress’ use. That was their dream and as ‘graduates’ of Rose Hill, they had a good chance of living to see it come true. However, the reader should bear in mind that nothing is ever guaranteed to a slave. Even those bought to Femina from the outside by a Mistress Citizen could not count on the life they were promised. A promise made to a male slave has no legal or even ethical standing. The Mistress always retains the right to change her mind and at her whim, you might be sold or sent to some terrible place!

The idea of ‘resting’ was novel to the twelve boys who were now waiting for their service to begin. Perhaps they noticed the slaves belonging to Mistress Eliza; all of them wore a uniform and a metal collar locked around the neck but they were not leg ironed, hobbled or manacled. On each collar was a tag with a serial number that identified them as being the property of Mistress Eliza VanOver. But no leg irons or manacles! Why? Would they not be tempted to run away?

Of course not! Where would they run? The entire island was Femina territory. Women made and enforced the law, women ran the security services and the court system, and virtually all Mistress Citizens of Femina considered slavery as the only role for which a male was fit. The Abolitionist Movement of past years had collapsed completely and an escaped slave would have no help or sympathy from any source. There was nowhere he could hide. Trying to escape would get a slave boy no more than a few hours of desperate running at the most. When they caught him, he would be returned to his Mistress owner and she was free to do anything she wished with him. Males were human in the biological sense but they most certainly had no ‘human rights’. The moment a male’s foot touched the ground in Femina, he was legally a slave. If he had been bought there by a Mistress Citizen, he was automatically her property; if he came ‘unclaimed’, he was the property of the state and would be sold as soon as he had been properly broken, trained and put in his place. That was the purpose of Rose Hill and its sister facilities.

At eleven o’clock one of the Mistress Guards went down the line and released the wrist manacles from each boy and instructed them to limber their arms, wrists and hands. She saw to it that this was done for several minutes. In order to serve well, it would be important that they had unrestricted use of their hands and arms. They were told to practice walking in the hobbles and serving shoes and to continue these exercises at ten minute periods until told to stop. There would be no excuse for tripping, dropping or spilling anything.

At last it was noon and Mistress Sonja appeared. She was to oversee the slaves’ performance that day and this seemed like a good omen to25C. She had been kind to him, gentle with him, even sympathetic. Surely, she would help him.

The tables had been set up in a “U” shape and a podium was placed at the center of the open area. Sonja led her subjects in a line around the outside of the tables and at about every sixth chair, she halted and stationed one slave. As he faced the table and the backs of the chairs, he could see that the back of each seat had a stick-on dot of some color. The first boy was told to stand ten feet behind the chairs with red dots. The next was told to do the same behind the blue dots and so on until all twelve were stationed behind six or seven seats, all color coded the same. Those seats were to be the responsibility of the serving boy who stood behind. Of course, all of this had been practiced for hours the day before.

The slaves were instructed to wait at their stations for the arrival of their betters. Each stood with heads bowed and hands folded as if in prayer. Each placed his feet as far apart as his hobble chain allowed and waited in submissive silence. This could seem like an eternity but it was interrupted by Mistress Sonja who told 25C and one of the other boys to trade places. But why?

After he was placed at his new station, Mistress Sonja stood very near to him for a few long seconds. She moved behind him and touched him with the back of her hands and her fingertips as Mistresses do when they tease or tantalize a slave. After a moment, she whispered in his ear, “I have moved you to serve an old acquaintance. Mistress Catherine will be seated in the first chair to the right. See to it that you make a good impression.”

With that, she reached around, lifted his tunic and grasped his genitals firmly. She held them for several seconds as he took a very deep breath, began to tremble and moaned softly.

“You are going to make a very fine slave for some lady, ‘robert’. But remember, you are to be the property of the Mistress who buys you. You now have no choice and you never will.”

She had called him by his name! 25C did not know what to do but he dared to whimper out, “Yes Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

With that, she released her grip and let him stand for a moment while she pressed against his back. She could hear his whimper and moving to his front, she lifted his chin and saw that he was crying a little.

“You are a sweet, boy. You really are! I might like to own you one day myself. Would you like that?”

He was stunned but managed to give a very good answer. “Yes, Mistress Sonja, very much but I am a slave and what I want does not matter.”

She only smiled, released his chin and walked away as ‘robert’ bowed his head once more and waited for the six women he was about to serve. But most especially, he waited for one woman in particular.

By a quarter of one, the guests began to arrive. The luncheon and tea was scheduled to begin at two PM but arriving early gave them time to mingle with other guests, to chat and perhaps to sip some wine. It was a Friday and a little early afternoon wine or tea would not disrupt the business day that much. Most Mistress Citizens were accustomed to a leisurely calendar although many of them were extremely successful entrepreneurs. After all, they owned slaves to take care of routine business.

A few ladies walked slowly inside the “U” shape of the tables looking for their name plates and taking note of others’ positions. Femina society is not different from any other. In a group like this, you would find friends, allies, rivals, competitors and a few enemies. Like all other ‘power players’, these women took note of who was seated next to who, who was nearest the speaker’s podium and who was seated near the host. That day, the host happened to be the Secretary of  the Interior, a close friend of Mistress Catherine. These women were the cream of their society and they knew it. To become the property of one of these ladies would almost certainly be the best possible condition a slave could hope for.

Before being seated, attending to the guests was the responsibility of the Mistress Elisza’s catering slaves. They carried trays of canapés, delicate cups of imported tea or fine glassware filled with wine if the lady preferred. Not a one of them made a single mistake. On each encounter, they offered the refreshment and addressed the Mistress with absolute correctness. Eliza was pleased, she had trained them well and this gave her an entrepreneurial idea. Why not open a training school for domestic slaves? Most of these women appreciated superior service and would pay handsomely to have such a well trained servant. In a future volume, we will tell Mistress Eliza’s story.

25C could not resist stealing a look to see if Mistress Catherine had arrived. In fact, he risked raising his head fully once or twice to look for her, something that could have resulted in three of four strokes of a cane if it had been seen.

Before the meeting was called to order, a number of the attendees walked the outer edge of the table arrangement and inspected the serving boys who would be waiting on them. Two stopped, gave him a long glance and asked him a few questions. This experience made his voice tremble as he realized that he might be speaking to the woman who would own him in only a few days. The thought served to make him exceptionally self conscious especially when one of the ladies grasped the bottom of his serving uniform, lifted it and smiled at his bell. She then told him to show his tongue extended as far out of his mouth as he could manage. As she held his chin firmly, he blushed, obeyed the order and remembered to lower his eye when she released him. He had been inspected by a possible buyer.

He still had not seen Mistress Catherine when Governess Waters stepped to the podium and asked the guests to find their seats. One of the guards shoved him forward to his serving station where he waited for each of the six women for whom he was responsible to approach her chair. As they did, he stepped forward with bowed head, pulled out her chair and helped her to be seated. Two more of them paused to give him a look and then snapped their fingers to be seated. As the program began, five of his responsibilities were in their place but Mistress Catherine was not among them. He was beginning to despair when he saw Governess Waters and Catherine approaching arm and arm. They had struck up a real friendship, one that would benefit both of them and eventually make the Governess an important force in government. We may write of this later. 

25C almost fainted as he pulled out her chair and he was trembling when she looked at him. Catherine smiled and looked him over up and down. Turning to the Governess she commented, “Very good” and asked if he had been properly disciplined for speaking to her out of turn. Her companion nodded and this seemed to satisfy her curiosity. Pointing at her chair, she snapped her fingers, a wordless command that said, “Seat me, boy and now!”

‘Robert’, the slave did so and backed meekly away. As he did, the bells on his hobbles jingled softly reminding him of his place. ‘Be a good slave,” he said to himself. “Your whole future depends on it.”

By then he had been wearing the heeled shoes and hobbles placed on him for almost two hours and they were beginning to cause some pain. Every step he took caused the bells on his hobbles to jingle as if he were a reindeer. If he had known the future, he could have seen endless hours of standing in heels, hobbled for some lady’s amusement, walking exactly as a male maid should walk and hearing the sounds that reminded him of his place in life. He was a slave and he would be the property of some Mistress for as long as he lived. He only hoped that it would be Mistress Catherine.

With some difficulty, he managed to keep his mind on his duties and waited faultlessly on all six of the women for whom he was responsible. He never failed to fill a water glass promptly without being told to do so or to pour wine correctly. In fact, none of the twelve serving boys had made a single mistake. This was a fine performance and Governess Waters would surely be pleased. The luncheon and program seemed to drag on forever. About an hour into the function, he approached the lady seated next to Mistress Catherine to offer wine in a proper servile way when she turned to Catherine and asked, “Did you know this boy when he was actually free?”

“Yes, I did,” replied Catherine. “I once thought that he would make a good servant but he disappointed me.”

“How so?” replied her friend. “He is a hansom boy and he appears to be properly broken now.”

“Well, it was a long story and it was a long time ago. When I heard that he had been arrested, enslaved and sent to Rose Hill, I knew that he would learn his place.”

“They all do! They all do. Isn’t that right, boy?”

‘Robert’ faced Mistress Catherine’s friend, cast his eyes down and answered shyly, “Yes, Mistress. All males must learn their place.”

“Do you plan to buy him at auction?,” she asked Catherine.

“I really have not given it any thought. He is still nice looking and he seems to have become a fit slave but my stable is full now and I would have no place to put him.”

“Well, I may put in a bid for him. I need an extra domestic and he might even make a good pleasure boy. With that, she ordered ‘robert’ to raise his garment and she gave a sharp tug on the satin cord that bound his genitals.

“Kneel up, boy,” she demanded.

25C dropped to his knees with head bowed in front of the lady.  Mistress Catherine looked on as her friend took a firm grip on the slave boy’s chin, pulled his head up and told him to show his tongue. When the slave obeyed, she told him to move it from side to side and in and out as fast as he could. 25C did as he was told and the lady seemed impressed.

“You might be spending the night leashed to my bed soon,” she almost whispered to 25C’s face.

“Catherine,” she said, “are you certain you would not mind if I bid on him? I would not want to compete with a friend like you but if you are not interested, I may be.”

Mistress Catherine seemed to think it over for a short time and answered that she was just not certain. “If I am not at the auction, please feel free to take him. But remember that this boy has been free for his entire life. Keeping him in his place may require a stern discipline.”

All of this happened while ‘robert’ was on his knees between the two women. They gave no indication at all the he was even there as they discussed his fate. He was to have no choice in the matter at all.

The lady answered that she understood the need for extra discipline, released his chin, snapped her fingers and ordered 25C back to his serving post. His future may have been decided then and there.

That fact began to soak in and it made finishing his duties all the more difficult. Mistress Catherine was clearly not going to pay the claiming price for him that day and that meant he would be auctioned off to the highest bidder! It made him terrified to think of it. He knew nothing at all about Mistress Catherine’s friend or any other bidder for that matter.

At last the program drew to an end. It had been a Chamber of Commerce discussion about Femina’s finances and its banking relationship to foreign countries. Very dull but important. The island was a tax haven and that was an important reason that other nations respected Femina’s ‘peculiar institution’ of male servitude. A surprising number of the male slaves on the island had once been employed in the banking or finance business. When they gave in to their submissive instincts and willingly came to Femina, they were quite valuable as business slaves. 25C had no such luck. He was simply one of several dozen or so newly broken boys who were going to be sold into a lifetime of slavery.

Before adjourning the meeting, Governess Waters had two younger guards line the serving boys at three meter intervals to one side of the canopy. Before leaving, the guests were invited to examine the merchandise before auction day. For thirty of forty minutes, one Mistress after another walked past the line of males standing with heads bowed. Several more women ordered 25C to raise his tunic, kneel up, show his tongue, turn, bow or even to answer questions.

How long had he been a slave? When was the last time he was whipped hard? Did he have any special talents? Have you been to any domestic service training school?

When instructed to look up, he could see that Catherine was mingling with Governess Waters and several government officials. She gave ‘robert’ no further notice before leaving. He was heartbroken and terrified but managed to keep his composure. When the last guests departed, he and the other serving boys were told to kneel in submission which meant face to the ground. They remained in that position for a few minutes before the Overseer approached and told them to stand.

“Well, it has been a good day. All of you were satisfactory and four have the privilege of being purchased at the claiming price. This means that your new Mistress thought enough of you to pay twice the likely auction price!”

‘robert’ heard these words and his hopes were once more raised. His heart raced as he waited for the Overseer to continue.

“5A, 25B, 16C and 12D. You have all been sold! You are now the property of the lady who paid for you. You are to be placed in solitary confinement until your new owner makes arrangement to have you delivered to a place of her choosing. That might be her home, her business or a specialized training school of her choice. The rest of you are to return to your cells. You will be sold in nine days.”

With that she departed and left it to several younger guards to return eight frightened slaves to cold, empty cells. ‘robert’ despaired as the door closed behind him and he was left alone to consider his future.


CHAPTER 6  Mistress Sonja

Slaves are seldom given any time to feel sorry for themselves. That evening, the routine in C block was the same as any other. The feeding bell sounded, the cart made its way down the two rows of cells on either side of the corridor, food was dished out and the cells’ occupants were told. “eat”. 25C was feeling more and more hopeless when Mistress Sonja appeared at his cell door. He was kneeling in submission when she entered and stood above him. Bending down, she unlocked his neck chain and pulled him up by his collar. Attaching a leash, she led him down the corridor and to the guard’s lounge.

After entering, Mistress Sonja removed an apple from the bowl of fruit that rested on a corner table. She sat in a comfortable chair and instructed Robert to kneel at her feet. He obeyed by pressing his face to the floor but she told him, “No, boy. I mean kneel up”

He rose to an erect posture still remembering to keep his head bowed in reverence. Good! Being a proper slave was now coming almost naturally to him. Starting to slice the apple, she looked down at him and smiled but when he was told to look up, she could see that he was almost crying. Sonja had read his file several times and she guessed the reason.

“I know that you were disappointed to not be taken today, especially by Mistress Catherine. Do not feel badly. I know for a fact that she may still take you home. If not, you are going to become a fine slave for some other Mistress. After all, you now wear the Rose Hill brand and that tells any woman that you are worth owning.”

She touched the side of his face gently and looked directly into his eyes causing him to come ever closer to tears. The conditioning exercises that teach slaves to avoid eye contact are extremely effective and even if the boy has been told to do so, it is frightening to look directly at a Mistress. She continued and started to stroke the side of his head as if she were petting a dog. After a few moments, she took a thin slice of apple and fed it to him from the palm of her hand. He ate it and another before he could say, Thank you, Mistress!”

His voice indicated such gratitude and affection that Sonja could not help but feel a little pity for him. Poor thing! Until nine weeks before, he had been chasing the impossible dream of escaping to freedom. In a single day, that dream was crushed and he had been stripped, shackled and carried off to Rose Hill! The weeks that followed were meant to be frightening and humiliating to new slaves and they were. Then, Mistress Catherine had given him hope, perhaps false hope, that he would become her property. Through all of this, he had remained docile, obedient and completely submissive.

Sonja actually gave a thought to buying him herself but she quickly decided against it. If her emotions led her to buy every slave boy she felt sorry for, she would become like an old lady with too many stray cats. She already owned a domestic and a talented pleasure boy. What would she do with another and besides, she could take any of the inmates home any time she wanted as long as they were returned as required. It was good for them; they might be passed around by several Mistresses during their lives so teaching them to deal with it now would be a kindness.

That was what she would do! Quickly, she produced her cell phone and made arrangements with administration. Robert had bowed his head once more and was still kneeling at her feet as the plans were approved. He could overhear only one side of the conversation but that was enough to tell him that he would not be spending that night alone in cell 25C. What a privilege he thought! It seemed like a dream that he would not be locked to the floor of a cell for the first night in almost nine weeks. Next to being taken by Mistress Catherine, this was his fondest dream.

After finishing her call, Sonja looked down at the boy at her feet and began to rub the top of his head and run her fingers through his hair. Again, this resembled the treatment a dog might hope from a kind Mistress and he responded by producing a small erection. She smiled and began to think of ways to use him when they got home.

Sonja stepped into the next room, the punishment cell where 25C had encountered Mistress Catherine several nights before. Returning with a set of wrist manacles and a hood, she applied them to her subject and led him out of the cell block. While they crossed the courtyard and the garden she became aware that he was still hobbled and shod She liked the humiliating sound and the small, lady-like steps the hobbles forced him to take. It was all he could do to keep up but he managed and in a short time they exited the prison gate. There, one of the chauffeured cars at the staff’s disposal waited. 

The domestic who was driving opened the rear door for her and she shoved Robert into the back seat rather roughly. Pushing him to the seat, she turned to the attending slave, snapped her fingers and said, “Home, boy”. He curtsied, closed her door and began the twenty minute trip to Mistress Overseer Sonja’s home. As they drove, she teased her prize with gentle strokes on the inside of his thighs making his back arch in the hope that she would continue. After a few miles, she removed the hood that made slaves feel so completely helpless. She knew very well that there was no danger that he would try to escape and she wanted to see the look on his face.

He turned to her and bowed his head. Again, she placed her left hand on the inside of his naked thigh and began to grip and pinch at it. This time, he led out an audible moan. She responded by placing her right hand at the side of his face, and pulling him closer. When she kissed him, he almost went limp feeling dizzy. It seemed impossible that this wonderful woman was treating him so much like her own property! Finally, Sonja demonstrated that she was definitely in control by pushing him away and against the seat. She grasped his erection and spoke firmly.

“Tonight I am your Mistress. I will be completely in control and you must never forget this. You must wait on your Mistress’ pleasure. Learn that.”

He relaxed his body and answered, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” He spoke in exactly the proper tone. Afterward, he bowed his head to indicate his submission to a member of the Superior Gender and sat in silence. Only a mile or two further, Mistress Sonja leaned forward and clicked her fingers beside the driver’s head. “Turn in here,” she instructed pointing to a wine shop. The driver obeyed and she entered the store returning promptly with a bottle of her favorite wine. She meant to have fun with this boy.

Arriving at the gate to her residence, she allowed the domestic to open her door and help her out. Going to the other side of the car, she opened her prisoner’s door and pulled firmly on the leash she had attached to his collar. He tried to exit but the short chain on his hobbles caused him to trip while putting one foot on the ground. He rolled out onto the driveway and remembering himself, he quickly assumed the correct posture as if begging forgiveness for having tripped. Once more, Mistress Sonja was pleased to see him remember his manners. She reached down and gently pulled on the back of his collar to help him rise. While 25C stood waiting for her next command, Sonja instructed the driver to return to Rose Hill and see to it that she was picked up the next day at noon.

She had spoken to that boy in an almost conversational tone. She was firm but not angry or threatening. Sonja was a real Mistress, a citizen of Femina and she was obviously confident when dealing with slaves. The boy knew his place, he would stay in it and he would obey. This is typical of Mistress-slave relationships in a real society based on female dominance. The purpose of a slave is not to be whipped or constantly punished. Slaves are useful possessions that serve a lady’s needs from the very menial to the most personal and intimate. Many of these relationships are quite beautiful. Still, this does not change the fact the male is totally at the mercy of his Mistress.

That was certainly true of poor robert as he stood waiting to be told what to do. The Mistress walked a few steps to her front door which was automatically opened by her domestic without any effort from her. He had been waiting by the entrance anticipating her return for some time. She was late but, of course, he waited submissively just inside the doorway until he heard her car door. When her foot hit the top step, he opened the door and curtsied saying, “Good evening, Mistress Sonja.”

She barely took notice of the boy but turned and used her index finger to give a “come here” gesture towards robert.

“Come along, boy. Don’t ever keep a Mistress waiting!”

Good advice for any slave.

Robert hobbled up the two or three steps and followed her through the door. Sonja handed the wine bottle to her houseboy and told him to pour a glass of wine for her, a big glass. He obeyed quickly but not without some envy. He had seen her bring boys like 25C home before and he yearned to be used as they were. On the other hand, he knew that her prisoner would be back in a cell the following night and he would be leashed to her bed. 

In part, Mistress Sonja brought boys home just to tease her personal slaves but it was also true that she enjoyed the one-time use of a helpless male. She found her favorite seat, kicked off her shoes, placed her feet on a small footstool and clicked her fingers to summon robert. He fell to his hands and knees and crawled to position himself at her feet.

“Kneel up, boy. I want you to massage my feet.”

Robert obeyed and began massaging her right foot as Sonja’s houseboy appeared with a small serving tray that held a glass of wine. He knelt, offering the drink to his owner as Sonja looked down at robert. She took the glass but said nothing. A Mistress never says ‘Thank you’ to a slave. Slave boys are not entitled to the common courtesy a Mistress would give to any other woman.

Since being branded, 25C had occasionaly been used as a menial servant in the guards’ lounge at Rose Hill. He knew the basics of the duty he was performing but was certainly not an expert. He kept his head bowed, looking only at her feet while massaging the heel. Mistress Sonja allowed him to continue for almost an entire minute while observing that he maintained a proper, submissive posture. Small things like this are important and Rose Hill’s attention to detail had given it the reputation that it enjoyed. Any boy trained at Rose Hill would be completely broken, totally submissive and eager to please the lady who came to own him.

Sonja smiled down approvingly as robert did his best to perform correctly. ‘He will learn’, she thought to herself. At length, she glanced at her well trained houseboy and instructed ‘Staphanie’ to replace 25C at her feet. Robert was told to move aside and observe as a fine domestic slave boy performed.

Stephanie had once been a physical education instructor at an American high school. He surrendered himself into service when he was twenty five and was taken to Femina and to Rose Hill. He too, has a story and we hope to tell it in a separate volume of this series. For now, let us say that he was a fine slave, completely devoted to his Mistress and her pleasure.

25C moved aside and watched with fascination. Having been told to observe, he was able to drink in the entire scene without keeping his head bowed and eyes down. ‘Stephanie’ was obviously intimately familiar with his Mistress. He knew how she took her wine, how she liked her feet massaged and a great deal more about her habits and desires. Kneeling directly in front of his Mistress, he kissed the floor in a gesture of submission. Again, small things are important. He knelt up, carefully arranged Mistress Sonja’s shoes to one side of the footstool and began to attend to her feet. As he worked, 25C took note of his appearance.

The houseboy’s wrists were not manacled in any way. He had spent the day doing laundry and house cleaning. On his ankles, he wore a set of hobbles with a generous length of chain allowing him to walk freely. The hobbles were a reminder of his slavery not really a restraint. They were not even locked; he knew very well that he was never to remove them without being told to do so. His collar, required by law to be worn by all slaves, was made of very high quality stainless steel. It hinged in back and the clasp was secured by a rivet not a lock. That collar was on him to stay. He could never take it off. A steel ring hung from the collar and attached a metal plate with his serial number and the words. ‘PROPERTY OF M. SONJA BARICA.’

Stephanie wore a black corset that laced in the front. The garment covered an area from just below his nipples to just below the naval. The bottom was fringed with red lace and he wore a matching pair of ‘pull up panties’. This garment served the same purpose on males as a push up bra serves on women. The front had a circular opening through which Stephanie’s balls and cock extended. A spandex strap ran down from the waistband, under his balls and back up, pulling his genitals higher and thrusting them out. When he developed an erection, the effect was dramatic, obscene and very amusing to a Mistress. Wearing this garment reinforced the feeling that he was entitled to no modesty or privacy. He was a slave and he would be seen as his Mistress dictated. Like most domestics, his nipples had been pierced; they were adorned by one inch silver rings from which a small bell hung. Many women like to pinch the nipples and shake hard enough to rattle a slave’s bells.

The pull-up panties and corset were part of a coordinated set. Fashion for slaves was a sizable and profitable industry on the island; several well known European designers had shops in Femina devoted only to these tastes. If Stephanie had been serving dinner to one or more of Mistress Sonja’s guests, he would be wearing a pair of stockings that come with the set and perhaps his maids cap. The pull ups would have had a rear opening so that a butt plug with a feathered extension or a puff might be inserted into his rectum making him look like a bunny or little bird. 

Even without the stockings, his legs were smooth and beautiful. His complexion was perfect over his entire body. He was seldom allowed to be in the sunlight and his legs, arms, armpits and pubic area were shaved perfectly smooth. Stephanie was responsible for maintaining his appearance except for cutting his own longish hair and he took great care. He did not dare displease his Mistress.

This description of a slave boy’s appearance may sound rather feminine but he was definitely male. He was lean, muscular and athletic appearing. Not that long ago, he had been an outstanding high school athlete and played football in college. If Mistress Sonja were selling him, she might very well advertise her property as ‘very male, but perfectly submissive’

But back to the lesson: 25C watched as Stephanie attended to the massage. His skill seemed to relax Mistress and she stretched out in the large chair, closed her eyes and smiled broadly. A medium length whipping cane leaned against one side of her chair and she grasped it in her left hand, beginning to tap it very lightly against the top of the footstool. It reminded the slave that he was never more than a split second away from a few good strokes.

Stephanie continued to apply his skill massaging first one foot and then the other. He used both his fingers and the palms of his hands as he had been trained. For a moment, Mistress Sonja seemed to almost go into a trance-like state, even giving a little purr as her houseboy worked. But after a few minutes she seemed to remember that there were other things to do. Sitting up and leaning forward, she dismissed Stephanie telling him to set her table and be ready to serve dinner at exactly 7 PM. Stephanie obeyed immediately. He answered, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” kissed the floor in front of her and disappeared into her dining room.

Sonja looked up at robert who had resumed his proper posture. She tapped the footstool with her whipping cane, pointed to the floor in front of her and said, “kneel, boy”.  Robert obeyed, this time kissing the floor as the houseboy had done. The Mistress was impressed that he had learned by simply observing a more experienced slave and even said, “Good boy”. She shoved aside the footstool with her foot, told 25C to kneel up and she rose to her feet. “Follow me,” she said and began to walk away.

Her prisoner began to rise to his feet but Mistress Sonja turned and used a very sharp voice saying “No! You were not told to stand. You are to follow on your hands and knees.” Robert quickly fell back onto all fours and bowed his head. Moving beside him, Sonja used the cane to deliver three sharp blows to his ass.

“You keep your place, boy. Learn”.

With that she walked away and this time Robert crawled behind keeping up as best he could. Entering her bedroom, she turned and took a military like stance with her hands on her hips. Telling Robert to kneel up, she grasped his chin in one hand still holding the cane in the other.

“I am going to allow you to attend me. Remember that you are a slave. You are to do exactly what you are told and only what you are told. Do you  understand?”

Of course, Robert answered that he did and she told him to rise. Turning her back to him, she placed the cane on her bed, unbuttoned her blouse and told the slave to remove it. His hands were trembling as he did so revealing Mistress Sonja’s back and her bra. She told him to put the blouse on the bed and then to remove her bra. His hands shook as he undid the clasp and slid the straps off of one shoulder and then the other. Sonja allowed the undergarment to fall from her body while her slave held it in one hand. It was a good thing he did so; if he had allowed a piece of her clothing to drop to the floor, she would have thrashed him with the cane she kept close at hand.

25C was trembling even more and he could not help developing a very impressive erection. This was what it was like to be owned! He was filled with fear and humiliation but also with hope. Perhaps this Mistress would use him as she saw fit. Perhaps he could please and satisfy her. Was it possible that she might buy him? No, it never was but he could not know it then.

Naked above the waist, Mistress Sonja turned to face the slave. He remembered his place and lowered his eyes to the floor finding her feet and fixing on them. “Very good,” she said softly and sat on the bed looking at him. A few seconds passed before she stood and ordered him to his knees. Standing in front of him she instructed the boy to remove her skirt. He did this with more skill than might be expected considering his lack of experience. As he undid the button at the front of her skirt, she place one hand on his shoulder and stepped out of the garment while he held it. Wisely, he did not allow it to touch the floor but folded it over one arm and looked down. He seemed to be a natural, to know instinctually what to do. 

Sonja sat once more on the bed, now wearing only her panties. She told him, to stand, take three steps backward and to present himself for inspection.  Obediently, he did so, placing his hands behind his bowed head and separating his legs as far apart as the ankle chain allowed. He stood still until the lady ordered him to turn and she looked upon his rear. This was a common way for a slave to be looked over by a Mistress, one that he would repeat many times before being sold.

Suddenly, he became aware that Mistress Sonja had left her seat and was pressing her body against his back. Reaching around him, she took a firm grip on his balls and began to pressure them with her fingers. His erection strengthened and he began to arch forward as if begging to be handled more. Sonja actually kissed his left shoulder while keeping her grip on his genitals and this made his knees weak. She was surprised to hear what sounded like soft crying and releasing her hand she turned him towards her. She had been correct! A few tears were actually leaving his eyes and he lost control falling to his knees and kissing the floor in the submissive gesture he had just learned.

He had not been ordered to do this and technically, it should have resulted in a punishment but Mistress Sonja was moved to pity the poor male she controlled. She understood that it was his way of saying, “I surrender. I surrender completely! I want to be owned.”

She knelt down and pulled his head up by the hair until he understood that she was telling him to stand. He rose to his feet while Sonja continued to grip him. When he was fully erect (in more ways than one) she pressed her lips to his and gave him a long, deep kiss then touched the side of his face with a gentle hand.

She whispered, “Good boy. I want you to start thinking of all the ways in which you can please your Mistress tonight. Do your best and I will reward you”.

“Yes Mistress. I promise I will. Thank you, Mistress.”

Sonja released the boy, and stepped back. “Look at me. How long has it been since you have been with a woman?”

The slave stammered and tried to think but could say nothing.

“I want you to start thinking of all the ways you can please me.” Pointing to her wardrobe closet, she instructed him, “Go to the closet and get my robe, the blue silk one.”

Robert hesitated, not from any desire to disobey but from fascination with this Mistress. Sonja was not a strikingly beautiful woman but she carried herself with such dignity and authority that he could not resist looking at her with a slave’s devotion. Besides, he could not remember the last time he had seen a Mistress who was not fully dressed. Sonja showed no shyness or modesty about her partial nakedness in front of 25C. He was a slave and there was no need for modesty in his presence. She also knew that her nakedness titillated the boy who wanted so much to please her. It would help to stimulate him and his performance; not that 25C needed any stimulation. For nine weeks he had been worked all day and chained in a dark cell at night. The thought of even touching a woman excited him hugely and his persistent erection showed it.

Mistress Sonja tolerated his hesitation for a few seconds and then snapped her fingers pointing at the closet. “Well go, boy!” she spoke with authority.

25C came to his senses turned and fetched the robe. Returning to her, he bowed and fell to his knees with the robe draped over his right arm. Never let a lady’s garment touch the ground, slave. Sonja told him to rise and turned away so the he could hold the robe as she slipped her arms into it. She turned to face him and repeated the commands, this time for her slippers. When Robert returned, he fell to his knees with the two slippers in his hands. Sonja sat on the edge of her bed, extended one leg at a time and allowed Robert the privilege of placing the shoes on her feet. He could see that her feet were perfectly pedicured; the image of a slave kneeling and serving her flashed through his mind. How he wanted to be the slave in that image!

When both shoes were on, Mistress once more extended her legs one at a time, snapped her fingers, pointed to her foot and told Robert to kiss her at the toe. He obeyed as he grew ever more excited and he began to fear that he might come without even trying to. This must be suppressed. Slaves must know their place and understand that they exist for the pleasure and use of a Mistress, not for themselves. Learn it, robert. After kissing each foot he placed his face to the floor in a gesture of submission and waited for an instruction. “Come with me boy. You can wait on me while Stephanie prepares dinner”.

He crawled along after her as she entered the living room and returned to her favorite chair. When she was seated, he once more bowed in submission. He was doing well! Any boy broken at Rose Hill will know his place in the world. Sonja slowly sipped at the glass of wine she had left and began speaking to the slave at her feet.

“Kneel up, boy and look at me!”

Robert obeyed and looked the Mistress directly in the face as he had been instructed. He did not flinch as Sonja put her hand on the whipping cane she had returned to its place beside her favorite chair. She leaned forward and placed the tip of her instrument below Robert’s chin and began to speak.

“I have been breaking and training boys like you for twenty years,” she said. “Believe me, I can tell a good slave when I see one. You, 25C, are going to become a fine slave, some lady’s pet or houseboy. All you have to do is to remember your place. In less than a week you will be sold. The lady who comes to own you will be your first Mistress. She will control your life. You will rise when she orders, you will dress (or not dress) as she sees fit, you will obey her in all things and you will come to adore her as a dog does his owner. Now come here!”. 

Sonja used the ‘come here, slave’ gesture ladies make with the index finger of her right hand. When he had approached as close as possible, she forced his head down to her lap and began stroking and petting him like a dog. All too soon, Stephanie appeared announcing that dinner was ready. When he saw the scene in the living room he was both jealous and a little concerned. He had once been in exactly the place he now saw 25C. He had been brought home by Mistress Sonja and there had been another houseboy in her home before him.

Technically, it would have been illegal for any of the Rose Hill staff to buy a slave they had broken and trained. This would be considered a conflict of interest but the rule was often circumvented by having a friend buy the desired boy. After a decent time, the Mistress who purchased him from Rose Hill would quietly sell the property to the staff member who fancied him. As always, slaves had no say in these dealings. Mistress Sonja’s former houseboy was sold to a brothel-spa and after that, who knows? Stephanie feared the same thing might happen to him but it was not his time yet.

Mistress Sonja rose and told Robert to follow her to her table. Stephanie stood at attention as she approached and at just the proper moment, he pulled out the chair and seated his owner. 25C was told to stand in a corner of the room and observe while the houseboy served the Mistress. He did as he was told while the lady of the house took her dinner. For desert, she was served a beautiful pear which Stephanie had sliced and covered with some type of whipped cream. Looking at Robert, she told him to come and kneel beside her chair and she began to feed him slices from her hand. This really upset Stephanie (as it was meant to do) but he was still a slave, a piece of property and had no right to protest.

After finishing dinner, Mistress dismissed Stephanie to the kitchen to clean up and then told Robert to return to her bedroom and to wait on his knees at the foot of her bed. She reminded him to think of special ways in which to please her and warned him that this was for her pleasure, not his. 25C fell to his knees and began to crawl away to his assigned station. Before he had left the dining room, Mistress Sonja stopped him with a command. “Stop, boy,” she said loudly and kneel up!” 

Sonja rose from her chair, walked over to him and stood directly in front of the frightened slave boy. “Don’t be afraid,” she said. “I have a gift for you”.  With that, she removed her panties and placed them over Robert’s head so that they were squarely in front of his face. She petted him once more and told him to not remove the lingerie until told to do so. Nodding in submission, he crawled away to wait for Mistress Sonja’s pleasure. What a wonderful woman she was!

The next hour and a half were spent kneeling in silence, face to the floor and facing toward the bed’s headboard. Sonja knew that making him wait would render him all the more passionate when she finally took him. She occupied herself first by a telephone conversation with her sister and then by having Stephanie read to her from a novel. It was her habit to go to bed early on weeknights and so at quarter of ten, she told Stephanie to turn off the lights and to put himself away. She strolled to the bedroom where she found her subject exactly where he had been told to be. Entering the room, she could see his ass high in the air, his ankles as far apart as the ankle chain allowed and his face pressed to the floor in submission. Her undergarment was still perfectly positioned over his face. Stephanie soon followed her into the room expecting to be allowed to at least take her robe but she waved him off, snapped her fingers and pointed to her walk-in closet. Her houseboy knew exactly what she meant and although jealous, he entered the closet, knelt in the rear corner and locked his collar to a neck chain that bound him three feet from the wall. He tried to close his eyes and sleep but he knew that he would soon hear his Mistress taking Robert. And he did.

Sonja knelt beside her new toy and whispered to him to kneel up, erect but on his knees. She reached around his neck and attached a short leash to his collar ring. He could see that the whipping cane hung from her wrist by at rawhide loop. She pulled her lingerie from his head, grasped the leash just a foot or so from his collar and tugged twice.

“Stand!”

The boy rose and she instructed him to lay face down on the bed and bury his head in one of her pillows. He did as told wondering what purpose it would serve. It should have been obvious. He heard the cane cut through the air with the swooshing sound he knew well. A sharp blow landed across his ass. Then another and another and another. 25C pressed his face further into the pillow and tried not to cry out but the fifth blow made him yelp loudly. Mistress held her next stroke for a moment while she ran the tips of her fingers across the slave’s back causing him to quiver and tremble. 

“Remember, you are a slave and I am a Mistress. For tonight you belong to me and what we do is for my pleasure, not yours. Do you understand me, boy?

He nodded his head into the pillow remembering his “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Good. See that you do!”

She smiled and then brought the cane down across his ass and the upper part of his legs. Four more strokes followed in quick succession until he was writhing on the bed and starting to cry out. No doubt, she had established the fact that she was fully in charge! Laying the cane down across his back, she began to rub his ass as if to sooth him. He was still fighting back tears when she told him, “Now, it is time to please your Mistress.”

She told him to stand and issued a series of commands. “Take my robe”. Hang it back where you found it”. “Take off my slippers”. Her orders followed in quick succession and in less than a minute, he was kneeling and removing her footwear. Doing what he thought was correct, he placed the slippers neatly at the foot of her bed and stood bowing his head. She put her arms around him and kissed his lips softly but then whispered, “I did not tell you to stand. Do you want another whipping?”

He shook his head to indicate he did not and begged, “Please, Mistress. Have pity on me. I want to serve. Honestly I do.”

She had finished playing with him; taking hold of the leash, she sat on the bed and pulled him down with her. “I will give you no more instruction. Now, please me and do it well.”

Robert lay on top and began kissing her throat softly. He took his time working his way down across her shoulders and then around the nipples, kissing and biting very gently. He knew enough to take time, waiting for her to respond as he progressed. Across her abdomen, he worked his way towards her pubic hair where he paused for a moment. He parted her legs as she grasped the leash that hung from his collar. She pulled it gently with one hand as she pushed his head further down with the other. He passed her most sensitive part for a moment and began kissing the inside of her upper thighs but she wanted none of that. Instead, she pulled his face back up towards her and wrapped her legs very firmly around his head.

From there, he knew very well where to go. He had not yet been to pleasure-boy school but several other ladies including Mistress Catherine had taught him what most women want. No sooner had he inserted his tongue than Sonja began to moan and arch her back. She pressed his face harder and harder to her and locked her legs even more firmly around his neck. She pulled on his leash urging him on and her free hand found the whipping cane lying beside her. She took the handle, raised it in the air and delivered a fairly stiff stroke to his back as if she were riding a race horse.

“Harder. Harder. Don’t stop or I will whip you to death.”

He obeyed, partly out of fear but more so out of passion and a real desire to please. He understood that he was a slave and that his purpose was to please and satisfy any Mistress he served. He was truly happy.

They continued, locked in this embrace for almost another two minutes when Sonja began to gyrate her hips and let out a long sigh. She held him tightly for another half a minute and then released him. 25C gathered himself into submissive position on the bed beside her and pressed his face into the sheets. He wanted to say “Thank you, Mistress” but he did not know what was appropriate. He had never been taken like that by a Mistress. 

Sonja raised herself up on one elbow and pulled on the slave boy’s leash. “No, no she said” and pulled him close in a loving embrace. He dared to respond by placing his arms around her and she purred approval, beginning to run her fingers through his hair. For several minutes, she said nothing and lay perfectly still. Then, without warning, she rolled him on his back and began kissing his neck and chest. He responded with a huge erection and she climbed over and mounted him.

He could not believe this. For months he had been allowed no relief of his desires. Now he was actually permitted to have this intimacy with such a wonderful lady. She continued to ride him for almost fifteen minutes until she appeared to be completely satisfied and she collapsed into her bed beside the slave boy. She had used him all she wanted. For a minute or more, she lay still beside him while Robert dared not to move or speak. He was still a slave and he must still be respectful. At last, she turned on her side and embraced the boy just as any lover would do. She held him close and began to stroke his head with an affectionate hand. Then she whispered “Sleep, boy. Tomorrow you must return to Rose Hill.”

When the next day came, she kept her word. He had hoped to ride with Sonja back to the prison but instead a police car appeared, bundled him into the back seat and returned him to Rose Hill and to cell 25C. The next time he saw Mistress Sonja, she treated him as if she had never seen him before. She wanted to show no emotion or sign of sympathy for him. After all, she was a professional woman and that profession demanded discipline. Besides, she could have a dozen more like 25C if she wanted. He was soon to be sold.


CHAPTER 7  The Auction

25C was about to undergo the ordeal suffered by almost all slave boys at least once: a Mistress would buy him and take him away to a new life. Two days before the scheduled auction, those slaves were put on display for prospective buyers. Any citizen of Femina or any female guest of a citizen is able to bid on and to legally own males. The auction at Rose Hill was always well attended and frequently produced the highest prices. Rose Hill’s reputation was on the line every time it sold one of the slave boys broken and trained there. That reputation was jealously defended and the institution even had a policy of taking back any slave who dared to displease his Mistress. Very few ever did. They all knew how terrible the consequences could be.

On average, the weekly auction sold twenty five to thirty new slaves, and a varying number of former Rose Hill inmates who’s Mistresses wanted to dispose of them for some reason. The most common reason for selling an older slave was simple boredom. The woman grew tired of her property and got rid of him. There might also be a few select slave boys who had been trained in one of the other institutions, especially Chatham House, Saddle Valley (where pony boys were produced), Avon and Black Swan. That week, 25C would be one of thirty nine male slaves offered for sale. The bidders would be private parties or corporate owners and he would become the property of any bidder who prevailed.

Needless to say, this event causes the slave-to-be-sold a great deal of anxiety. He has no say at all in a transaction that determines his future. Being purchased by a kindly Mistress might mean becoming a domestic servant, a personal attendant, a petboy or a combination of all those things. On the other hand, he could fall into the hands of a lady who might send him to a stable where he would be literally treated as an animal.

The relationships between Mistresses and their slaves may vary widely but they all share one central fact: a slave boy is the property of his Mistress and she may do with him as she pleases. He has no appeal, no protection and no escape. When he surrendered himself into service, he gave up everything including his ‘human rights’ and even his name. If his owner wishes to give him a pet name (such as Stephanie), she may, but in Femina only his serial number has legal standing. 

On the Wednesday before auction day, our subject was taken to the building where he had been branded. There, he would spend two days on display and any woman who wished to do so could examine him. At Rose Hill this meant standing for hours and displaying himself to any curious buyer. He was naked except for his collar but his wrists were not manacled. He would wear a standard set of prison leg irons and stand with feet apart, head bowed and hands folded in a prayer-like pose. He would be fondled, slapped, questioned, groped and teased as any lady might wish. If told to do so, he would display himself letting his cock and balls hang more freely. He would show his tongue when told, bow or curtsey when told, speak when told, and stand in silence when not told to speak. The experience is terrifying and humiliating but, in truth, it will make him what he wants to be: a better slave.

The first day, he was viewed by eighty to one hundred buyers. Twelve of them were interested enough to question and examine him physically. Mistress Catherine did not come. On Thursday, he stood for examination by at lease twenty women who expressed interest. Some were private buyers and others purchased for corporations. Some were quite mature and a few were young women who had just turned eighteen and were shopping for the first slave they could legally own. Several others were owners of specialized training schools. They bought new slaves, trained them to become maids, pleasure boys or for some other specialized purpose and then sold them at a profit.

In the last hour of that day, Mistress Catherine appeared. He saw her standing on the opposite side of the hall while he was being questioned by the owner of a school for personal servants. He could not help but loose concentration and fail to answer a question from the Mistress who was examining him. She slapped his face twice and said that she would report him for insolence. He was shoved back into the line and stood shivering, almost crying. How he wanted Mistress Catherine to look at him, to fondle him to take him as she wished! Finally, she strolled by and stopped! He still had hope.

She placed her hand under his bowed head and lifted it up. He wanted to speak, to beg, to plead for the privilege of being owned but he knew better. Keep silent, slave. Submit. Obey. That is what you are for. Finally, she started to speak a few words to him but at the same time, Governess Waters appeared! Mistress Catherine immediately lost interest in her former pet and began a conversation with her new friend. As the two women walked away, he began to weep silently. What would become of him?

What, indeed? That was for some Mistress to decide. Friday finally came and at mid-morning, he was waiting on his knees in the cell that had been his home for nine weeks. Most of the other slaves had been fed and taken out for the day’s training or work. Robert was alone in silence when he heard a distant cell door open. 2C was taken from his cell, handcuffed, leashed and led down the corridor. The guard stopped in front of cell 25C, opened the door and took Robert out for the last time. He was handcuffed and leashed like the other boy and they were led away to their fate. In the auction hall, he was told to kneel and stay until his turn came. At one end of the building several dozen women milled around in a group and discussed the merchandise. He and the other slaves were left kneeling for more than an hour while the last of the bidders straggled in. Occasionally, a Mistress would wander over to the cowering slaves and order one of them to stand for a last inspection. He had no way of knowing if Mistress Catherine was even there.

At last he heard the sound of a gavel striking a block three times and the Governess calling the crowd to order. They took their seats and listened while the terms of the auction were read aloud. There would be a minimum bid of four thousand euros for any boy sold from Rose Hill’s stock. Slaves who were the property of a private Mistress would be auctioned under her terms. The purchase would be registered with the Interior Department section that accounted for slaves. They could bid on as many slaves as they wished but a maximum of five would be sold to any one bidder. There would be no cornering the market. Registered, established buyers did not need to post any deposit but payment in full would be required in five days. The winning bidder would take immediate possession of her property and use him as she wished. With that, the auctions began.

The sales order was determined by drawing lots. An  auctioneer drew three numbers out of a container and the corresponding slaves were herded to the block. They stood three abreast, naked for the buyers to see and were then told to kneel with faces to the floor. The bidding began on the lowest of the three numbers and went on until a winner emerged. When the bidding was settled, the slave was told to kneel up, was hooded and led away to a holding cell. He could not even tell who had purchased him! He would wait in that cell for his new Mistress to lead him away to a new life.

Three sets of three slaves each were called before the number 25C was chosen. He was led to the block with two other boys, one of whom was crying. That poor slave had been the property of the same lady for eight years when she told him casually the he would be sold that week. He begged but to no avail; the Mistress was tired of him and would purchase his replacement on the same day he was sold! After a few moments, they were told to kneel and wait to be purchased. This is the most humiliating moment in a slave’s life. He is about to be sold into the hands of a new Mistress, often a perfect stranger. 

All three of them were trembling as the bidding started. They were an average lot for Rose Hill. The boy who had been sobbing could take some comfort in hearing that he brought a good price. He was an experienced malemaid and still young. Soon he would be waiting on his new Mistress and learning to adore her! It is only natural. He knelt up, a hood was slipped over his head and he stumbled away being dragged by a young guard. Now, it was robert’s turn and he was almost sick!

The auction mistress asked for an opening bid of four thousand euros and this was quickly met. The bidding went on for several minutes and seemed to end at twelve thousand five hundred euros but the auctioneer ordered him to stand and display himself one last time. As he did, his eyes scanned the bidders to see if he could find Mistress Catherine. He could not! She had not come. He was still searching desperately when a guard slapped his back with a strap and ordered him back to his knees.

He obeyed and with his face to the floor he began to cry silently. What a fool he had been those years ago! Why had he ever refused the offer of her marriage collar? What would become of him now?

The second viewing seemed to bring out at least two new buyers and the price escalated to fourteen  thousand euros before he heard, “Going once, twice, SOLD!” A guard pulled him up by the back of his collar and placed a hood over his head. He could hear but not see a thing. Who owned hi now? What would she do with him? He heard the click of a leash being attached to his collar as he was ordered to stand. Hand cuffed and still in leg irons, he was led away. He heard the sound of a cell door opening and was shoved through. The familiar voice of Mistress Sonja was heard as she said, “Mark him sold. His owner will be taking him today.”  She then pinched his nipples, fondled his genitals and said, “Good bye, boy. Take care that you are never sent back here. You are a slave and you must accept that. Your new Mistress will be along to take you away.” No real good by, no sympathy, no regret at seeing him taken away, he was just another slave broken, trained and sold at Rose Hill.

For many males, this would have been a dream come true! They would be truly enslaved, owned by a Mistress who would use and train them to please But Robert was both frightened and heart broken. He had hoped so dearly that Mistress Catherine would take him. Why had she bothered to request a private viewing? It was obvious, wasn’t it? She had only been teasing him. He had once humiliated her and now she had repaid the favor. She did not care what became of him!

25C knelt in the holding pin with the other newly purchased males. He could see nothing but five times, he heard the cell door open and then the rattle of leg irons as another slave was led in and told to wait on his knees. After a little more than an hour the door opened and he heard only the click of a Mistress guard’s boots. She tapped him with a cane, ordered him to stand and then repeated this with two other slaves. The three of them were led out of the auction building and marched to a waiting van where they were forced through the rear door. When their hoods were removed, they could see that they were inside what appeared to be a small moving van.

Each of them was told to sit on the floor with his back to the wall. A short neck chain was attached to their collars and looking around, robert could see that he was one of seven slave boys chained against the van’s walls. All of them wore leg irons and were hand cuffed behind their backs. A Mistress wearing the uniform of a private security company entered the van and stood just inside the doorway.

“You are all being delivered to the woman who purchased you. Do not speak and do not give me any trouble! If you do, I will report you to your new owner and she will deal with you. Most of you can expect a severe whipping today anyway! Do not make it worse for yourself!”

With that, the door was slammed shut and it was almost completely dark. They were to be delivered like cattle to the ladies who had purchased them. The van had no ventilation at all and the temperature inside began to rise immediately. As they pulled away from Rose Hill, robert could hear nothing but road noise, the clatter of leg irons and the quiet crying of one other slave. This was it! He was now the property of some complete stranger and he knew it. He resolved to accept the inevitable. Submit, obey, please your Mistress, be a good slave. That is your only hope, your only choice.

They traveled for about thirty minutes before the vehicle came to a halt. Every boy in the dark interior drew a deep breath wondering if he would be delivered first. The door opened and the seven prisoners could see that they were in an urban area. A guard entered and released the slave nearest the door from his neck chain, told him to stand and pushed him through the door. The opening was closed immediately and the six remaining slaves were returned to the darkness and heat. Outside, they could hear a conversation that involved the signing of some papers and the handing over of a slave to his new Mistress. The driver restarted the truck and rolled away.

It occurred to 25C that if the slaves were delivered in the order they sat, he would be the last to exit. Was that good or bad? How far would he go and how long would he endure the temperature inside that traveling prison? The next stop confirmed his theory. The remaining slave closest to the door was removed and handed over to who-knows-what. This was repeated four more times before Robert sat alone in the darkness. He knew that the next stop had to be his but he could not know that it would take well over another hour. When the van finally stopped, he heard the sound of a gate opening; they continued on a road that was unpaved and bumpy. So that he was rattled around for a few minutes before stopping. When the door for the last time, he knew that it was his turn. He was unchained from the van wall, pulled to his feet and led out into a blinding sunlight where he could see that he was on some type of farm or estate. The guard were approached by a single Mistress who wore riding pants, boots and carried a short whip. Remembering himself, he bowed his head. It was becoming a reflex.


CHAPTER 8   The Stable Boy

The driver exchanged a few words with this Mistress, some papers were signed and the truck departed leaving Robert standing naked in the warm sun. This new Mistress circled him once, stood in front of him and raised his chin with the tip of her whip. Looking at her face, she seemed familiar but it took a few seconds for him to realize that she had examined him the day before. Obviously, she had purchased him but for what? He looked at her face as much as he dared and could see no sign of sympathy or compassion. She was all business.

She pointed her whip at something behind him and said, “Get into the barn, boy. Now!”

The slave turned and saw a very large barn and past it a beautiful house. He surmised that this lady must be very wealthy indeed. As he began to trudge along towards the barn, a riding cart pulled by two slaves approached from the barn. This must be a training farm for stable boys and that was not good! Stable boys were treated very roughly and worked to exhaustion. They spent their lives muzzled in barns until some Mistress or even a young girl hitched them to a sulky (a trotting cart) and whipped them to run as fast as possible.

His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp cut to his flank from the Mistress who followed him. “On your knees, dog. Your Mistress is coming.”

Falling to his knees, our subject waited for the lady of this impressive manor. The sulky stopped a dozen feet to one side and he could hear as the lady dismounted and approached. She stood over him so that he could see no more than the top of her riding boots. Quickly, she placed the toe of one boot under his chin and raised his head. He was trembling once again when he heard the voice of Mistress Catherine.

“Stand.”

Robert struggled to his feet. His hands were still locked behind his back and he continued to wear the restrictive leg irons. He looked down finding her feet and fixing his eyes on them but when told to look up, he blurted out her name in an adoring voice. He had spoken without permission!

“That is the second time you have spoken to me out of turn. Rose Hill must be slipping but my Overseer will fix that. I sent Mistress Joanna here  to buy you. She is an expert at breaking slaves of bad habits. If you know what is good for you, you will give her no trouble. She has my permission to do anything necessary to train you.”

Robert remained silent as Mistress Catherine gripped his chin and slapped him hard on his face. She seized his balls in one hand, slapped him again and pointed to the ground. He fell to his knees and buried his face in the dirt hoping for some small mercy.

“Joanna, take him to the barn and get him properly tacked up but do not whip him now. I have several dinner guests tonight and it may amuse them to watch as he is flogged.”

Turning back to her new slave, she gave him a sharp stroke across the ass and informed him, “you are mine now!” Robert could only whimper an inaudible reply before the Overseer shoved him along towards his new home, a stable.

“Barn” was not a really good description for the building he entered. It was a very large structure that obviously had several functions. Immediately beyond the door and on the left was a series of six stalls. Four of them were occupied by very well kept horses. Beyond them were six additional stalls that had been modified to resemble prison cells. One of them would be his new home.

It would be difficult to describe the feelings he was having. He was relieved that he was not in the hands of a stranger but on the other hand, Mistress Catherine had given no indication of forgiving him. Her Overseer,  a Mistress Joanna, appeared to be cold and unfeeling. He had little time to consider his situation as Joanna shoved him along until they reached a sturdy table that sat against the wall opposite the stalls. She ordered him to lay face down on the table with his head hanging over one end. Leaving him, she returned with a tubular ring collar that she fastened around his neck. A metal tag hung from the collar attached by a circular ring. The tag identified him as being the “Property of Mistress Catherine Majors,” listed his serial number and bore the symbol of Rose Hill. When the collar was closed, the overseer called for a stable boy to bring a rivet, a rivet punch and a hammer. She inserted the rivet and pounded it three times with the hammer and tool. His collar was on! He would wear it or a similar one for the rest of his life. A special tool was needed to remove the rivet. This device is preferred by many Mistresses because it reminds the slave of the permanent nature of his position. He is a slave today and he will be the same tomorrow. There are no ‘safe words’, no roll play sessions and no going home! You may become a pet, a malemaid, a house boy or be worked to exhaustion in the stable but you will always be male and never more that a slave!

Joanna next gave her attention to his leg irons which she unlocked as he still lay face down. She picked up a set of training hobbles and held them where he could see them clearly. “You will wear them while training, slave. They do not lock but only buckle on. You are never to remove them for any reason without being told to do so! If you do, I promise that you will be whipped until you die!”

Robert’s head fell lower as he nodded, was  hobbled like a horse. A pair of “clip-clops,” high heeled cork shoes were buckled to his feet and he was told that the same rule applied to them. If he ever took them off without permission, he would be whipped to death. This is not an idle threat. Told to roll over and get off the table, he discovered that the hobbles were much lighter than leg irons but they restricted his stride to no more than twelve inches. He would have to take short, lady-like steps wherever he went and the clip-clops added to his humiliation. It was only the start of being “tacked up” as Mistress Catherine had called it.

Joanna walked to the wall where dozens of bridles, harnesses, muzzles, bridles, whips and other devices hung. She returned, ordered him to open his mouth as wide as he could and inserted the ball gag of a cruel muzzle. She forced it past his front teeth making his jaw to open painfully, buckled it tightly and stepped back to admire her work.

Touching the front of his gag with her index finger and said, “You are a new slave here. Stable boys are not permitted to speak. You are to nod your head yes or no and that is all! Do you understand?”

Shaking his head up and down in an exaggerated movement, he signaled that he did. Joanna returned to the wall and came back holding a very cruel looking carriage whip. 

“Most boys are whipped the minute they come into the barn for the first time. This puts them into their place right away. Mistress Catherine has decided that you are to wait until tonight but I want you to think about what is going to happen to you. You will cry and scream! If your muzzle is removed you will beg for mercy. When Mistress Catherine decides, you will be re-muzzled and returned here. From then on, you will be a stable boy in this barn. I will have total control over you and you had better understand that. You will be under my authority until Mistress Catherine decides otherwise and I will treat you like any other animal. Is this clear?”

Once more, Robert nodded up and down. He saw the whip and a terrible fear began to come over him. He realized that Mistress Catherine had purchased him only to tease and torment him. The Overseer led him to one of the modified stalls, opened the heavy wooden door and told him to enter. He stumbled along, hobbled and wearing the clip-clop training shoes that were often seen on stable-boys. Pushing him hard on the shoulders caused the boy to trip and fall face down on the dirt floor. Joanna pointed to a metal disk spiked into the dust and told him to get his snout onto it now! He obeyed, placing his face to the floor as the door slammed shut and darkness surrounded him. How long would he wait?

A long time! It must have been three in the afternoon when he was locked in his stall but it was past eight o’clock when, suddenly, a very bright light was turned on in the ceiling and he heard the sound of his door opening. During the afternoon, he had listened as some of the other stable boys were returned from work or training. They had been placed in cells exactly like his and he thought he counted five. That meant that he was now one of six male slaves being broken and trained. He had dreamed of being Mistress Catherine’s personal slave, her malemaid or houseboy but now he understood that he was only one more of the males she owned. He gathered himself back up into kneeling position and waited for what he knew would come.

Mistress Joanna stood in the open doorway and told his to stand. He obeyed, was leashed and led out of the barn and towards the house about fifty yards away. This time Joanna deliberately pulled hard enough on his leash to make him stumble three times. Each time, she struck him with a riding crop demanding that he obey and stay on his feet. Of course, this is all planned. He must get the feeling that he is being led to his Mistress, the woman who owned him and he had better understand his place. When they reached the front door, Mistress Joanna grasped the leash very close to his new collar and pulled his face close to hers. 

“You are going to be whipped for the amusement of your Mistress and her guests. If you resist, hesitate or disobey, it will be all the worse for you. Do exactly as you are told. Do you understand me?”

His head immediately nodded a submissive ‘yes” and he started to cry a little as he was led into the house. This is actually a good sign. It shows Mistress that her slave fears her; fear is the beginning of a good slave. Later, he will come to adore the woman who owns him. Keeping his head bowed and eyes down, he could not see much of the house as he was guided through to an outside garden area. There, he heard the sound of four or five women chatting about fashion. Mistress Joanna snapped her fingers and pointed to a beautifully crafted whipping horse a few feet away.

“Kneel, boy. You will be riding that soon enough.”

Catherine and her guests continued to talk pleasantly taking no notice of the slave kneeling a few feet away. Joanna joined them and the conversation went on for perhaps a half an hour more. All the while robert knelt in silence waiting for the judgment of his Mistress.

At last, Catherine acknowledged his presence with a casual remark and invited her guests to surround him where he knelt. “This is a very special day for me, ladies. Years ago this boy was a free male, one of the last few left in Femina. I tried to help him, to guide him into a gentle submission but he refused. Now, he is paying the price. Stand, boy!”

Robert struggled to gain his feet but the hobble chain was so short that he tripped two times and fell to the floor. Finally, Joanna pulled him up by the leash and he stood before his Mistress and her guests. Mistress Catherine unbuckled his muzzle and told him to look at her. “Do you have anything to say, boy?”

He nodded up and down.

“Then speak before you are whipped and returned to the stable”

“I beg you, Mistress to have pity on me. I am a slave and I am your property. I know how foolish and wrong I was, how silly it was to want to be free. Now, I have learned my place. I want to submit to my rightful owner, you. Please, please have pity.” Catherine smiled.

“I am happy to hear this. Right now I have decided that your place is on that whipping horse! Get on it!.” She pointed to the horse as she spoke.

Robert trembled but obeyed. He stood in front of the horse and waited to be strapped down. Lying across lengthwise, his hands were uncuffed and fastened to the front legs of the instrument. His hobbles were removed and his ankles fixed to the rear legs making him completely helpless. He was naked except for his collar and the tag which dangled from it.

The guests began to taunt and tease him. They pulled his bowed head up and forced it down. One of them asked Mistress Catherine what she planned to do with him. Would she consider selling him when she was through with him? He was still a good specimen and he would make a handsome malemaid for some lady.

She refused to commit, saying that she wanted to see him in harness before deciding. He was a little old to be entered in a show but who knows? Perhaps that might appeal to some judges.

“I think that it is now time.”

Her words made him feel hopeless; he was not going to be spared. It is impossible to describe a good whipping with a lunge to someone who has never endured it. Imagine a steel rod heated to be red hot. Now, imagine that the rod was laid on you for a few seconds. That is what it feels like to have a stroke well laid on. The first few strokes brought stifled whimpers and muted yelps from the target. About the seventh stroke, he began to make a pitiful wailing sound and then to simply scream. 

Administering a punishment like this is a job for a professional. The Overseer was a former correctional officer who was trained to do it properly without permanently damaging the slave. Remember that a slave is property, valuable property and it would not serve the interests of a Mistress to damage him so much that his value is reduced. Mistress Joanna was well aware of this and after a dozen strokes, she paused to examine her work. She had left the boy with painful welts but not open cuts on his ass and the top of each leg. Glancing at Mistress , the boy's owner, she noted a subtle look that said, “Continue. I want to hear him cry!”

They would not have to wait long. Mistress Joanna directed three or four more strokes to robert's shoulders and the top of his back. He began to scream, beg and yes, cry. It was a sound that could not be faked. After seven more blows, Catherine finally raised her hand as if to say “Enough”.

She approached the slave as he continued to sob loudly and grasping his hair firmly, she raised his head so that she could see the tears on his face. She saw that they were quite real and while she maintained her hold on the slave boy, he began to plead with her for mercy.

“Pity me, please, Mistress.  Take pity on me!”

The women who reside in Femina are not inhumane. They are different from women in the outside world in that they hold absolute power over the males in their lives, but like most people, they have hearts that can be softened by a genuine repentance. Catherine held his head up for a few seconds more as her slave quivered and sobbed. This boy had deeply offended her years before and she had waited a long time for this moment of revenge. Now, it was not as satisfying as she had thought. He was completely in her power, absolutely helpless and with no hope of escaping her rule. Wasn’t that enough? Her mind recalled the nights she had used him in her university apartment, the devotion and gratitude he had shown for small kindnesses and the look he had when hoping for the chance to please her. Besides, she had just spent fourteen thousand euros to put him on that whipping horse!

“That's enough,” she said and released her grip. “I've decided to train him as a show boy and I don't want him permanently damaged.”

The slave's head dropped in submission as he tried to thank his Mistress but he was unable to make any sound other than desperate moans. His Mistress bent down so that her eyes were at his level and she began to pat his  shoulders.“

“I think you have learned your lesson. I will spare you the remainder of your whipping but only because I believe that you are truly sorry. From now on, you must submit totally, obey without question and accept your place as a slave. Do you understand?”

robert nodded yes and the punishment was mercifully over. Not wanting to seem too sympathetic with a mere stable boy, Catherine returned her attention to the guests. “Ladies, I think we will leave this boy alone in the dark to consider his past behavior.”

The party left the garden and our subject was left strapped to the horse. A few moments later, the lights were turned off and he was alone in the dark. More that an hour must have passed before he heard Mistress Joanna's footsteps coming to return him to the stable. She unfastened his ankles and reattached the hobbles before freeing his wrists. 

“Behind your back,” she said and he obeyed without hesitation. She locked the handcuffs and told him to get off the horse. Once more the short hobble chain caused him to trip and fall while trying to comply.

“You had better get used to those hobbles! You are going to be wearing them for a long time.” Joanna helped him up by the collar, reattached a leash and led him back to the stable. As the door to his cell slammed shut he had already begun to fantasize about Mistress . She had shown him mercy! Perhaps she retained some little affection for him. After all he could hope.

The next morning he could see a small beam of daylight coming under that door for at least two hours before Mistress turned on the cell’s overhead light. He gathered himself into submissive position and waited for the door to open. Of course Joanna allowed him to remain in that posture for some time before entering the cell. Let him wait. Waiting was a big part of a slave's life and he must learn.

When she finally appeared, she carried a long leather leash that she quickly attached to his collar. Leading him out she held the leash close to his neck and maintained a moderately brisk pace that made it difficult for the boy to keep up. Tripping and falling would surely bring the riding crop to his back and he did his very best to avoid it. It was about thirty meters to their destination, a concrete pad in the barn’s floor and he managed to travel the entire distance without once falling. Clicking her fingers once, she pointed to the ground in a gesture that all slaves understand. Robert fell to his knees and put his face to the ground.

“Kneel up,” he heard and complied. In front of him were two feeding bowls that were obviously meant for slaves. Of course, the boy was hungry having not been fed since the previous morning. In one bowl was the familiar looking cereal grain that he consumed at Rose Hill but also some banana and apple slices. The other contained a purple liquid that he quickly discovered was grape juice. His diet was going to improve!  As we have written, a slave is a valuable possession, sometimes quite valuable. Feeding them properly helps to maintain that value.

“Finish it all, every crumb and every drop.” Joanna walked away while he consumed his breakfast kneeling like a dog. She did not have to threaten him to get him to comply. He was hungry and thankful to have the food even though most people would consider this humiliating. Of course it is! It is meant to be.

He finished as quickly as possible (a habit learned at Rose Hill) and remained on his knees. Possibly twenty minutes passed before the Overseer returned and observed the two completely empty bowls. 

“Good boy! Now stand”

He struggled to rise with his hands bound behind him, wearing clip clops and his ankles restrained. Once more he fell trying to obey this simple command. One, two, three blows from a riding crop struck his back. His second attempt was slow but successful.

“I told you to get used to your hobbles. You will wear them until I decide otherwise. You will also be muzzled to remind you not to speak out of turn. Slaves are to be seen, not heard unless a Mistress tells you otherwise.”

She had retrieved an intimidating looking muzzle that was hanging from the barn’s wall and raised it to the boy’s face level. Telling him to open his mouth wide, she forced the muzzle’s ball gag into his mouth and buckled a wide strap under his chin. After instructing him to turn, she fastened another strap behind his head. Note that Mistress Joanna did not walk behind the boy to do this; she told him to turn. A slave must always remember that he is at the service of a Mistress. Small things are important.

She led him to the very back of the building where a sturdy post had been placed exactly in the center of the floor. Attached to the top of this was a rotating metal disk that was bolted to a twelve foot long fiberglass rod. The free end of this rod was lying on the ground where a well-worn path had been laid down by many thousands of footsteps. They were steps taken by new stable boys learning to walk properly in their ‘tack’, the shoes and restraints on the feet and ankles. Mistress Joanna stood him astride the path, picked up the free end of the rod and attached it to her prisoner’s muzzle by metal clip. 

“Now,” she said, “you are going to walk in your gear until I tell you to stop. If I see you stumble or rest without permission, you will be whipped. You will continue this until I am satisfied that you have learned the proper way for a stable boy to carry himself. Is that clear?”

Robert nodded and she gave him a soft stroke across his ass to start him. It must have been something like nine thirty when he began walking and at one PM he was still plodding the circle created by the dozens of slaves who had gone before. He walked naked, with his head bowed in submission, looking at the ground just in front of him, wrists manacled and wearing hobbles. That was what life was like for a stable boy but at least he was near to Mistress Catherine. More and more, he began to see that her mercy was his only hope.

Finally, a little after one o’clock he felt the tap of a cane on his shoulder and heard the order to stop. Mistress Joanna un-clipped the lunge rod from his muzzle and led him back to the pad where he had been fed. Walking as he had done was very fatiguing and he almost collapsed on the short journey but managed to stay upright. The muzzle was briefly undone and he was allowed to drink a bowl of water. Joanna left him kneeling there with instructions to “rest”. He could only worry about the afternoon thinking that there was no way he could walk that path for hours more.

But the rest of the day was to be devoted to learning a second skill, one practiced entirely on hands and knees. Without touching him, the Mistress ordered him  to stand and follow her. Near the barn’s wide front door was another stable boy kneeling and giving great effort to cleaning a pair of riding boots. Like Robert, he wore a tagged collar and ankle hobbles but his wrists were free. Behind him there were several shelves with perhaps ten additional pairs of boots of various styles. When Mistress Joanna came within ten feet, he stopped his work and bowed with face to the floor. Robert saw that his back had been labeled by a black marker; it was simply the numeral ‘3’. Mistress Joanna ordered him to kneel up and gave him some news.

“Good news for you, number three. You are no longer the newest slave in the stable. She pointed to robert and announced that he was to replace him as the stable’s boot-lick. From now on, you will be learning new skills to please your Mistress.”

The boy smiled very widely. It was obvious that he was more than happy to escape the lowest position in the stable. Robert deduced immediately what he was going to be doing for weeks or months to come. Mistress Joanna told him to kneel and watch while ‘3’ demonstrated his menial skill. He observed as the young, perhaps twenty one or two year old boy, applied polish with his fingers and rubbed the leather with a brush to bring out a perfect shine. The fingers of 3’s left hand were deeply stained with the polish, a tell tale sign that he had been the lowest boy in the barn.

After minutes of hard polishing, he applied a very soft cloth to complete the task. When finished, he replaced the boot on the shelf and began to take down another pair. Every pair was to be cleaned and polished without fail every day. It did not matter that they may not have been used for weeks. Joanna stopped him and took a seat on one of the three chairs near the shelves. She took hold of a whipping cane lying on the next chair and used it to tap her left leg. The stable boy understood immediately what this silent instruction meant. He put on a set of white cotton gloves from the shelf, crawled towards Joanna’s chair and kissed the ground in front of her feet. Wearing the gloves insured that his dirty hands never touched Mistress Joanna or any part of her clothing. Robert watched as ‘3’ carefully removed the footwear and sat them aside. He placed a small footstool under Joanna’s feet so that they would never touch the floor and crawled on his knees to fetch her riding boots.

Returning, he aided Mistress in putting on her riders and knelt in submission when done. Joanna ordered both slaves to stand and follow her to the center of the stable where a fully ‘tacked up’ stable boy stood holding the reins of a beautiful horse. Mistress looked at the boot-lick, snapped her fingers and pointed to the ground on one side of the animal. ‘3’ fell to his hands and knees so that his body was parallel to the horse and Mistress Joanna placed one foot on his back as she climbed into the saddle. The stable boy who had been holding her mount handed up a long leather leash and a buggy whip. She looked down on the book-lick and his replacement and with incredible speed and skill she struck robert one cut from her whip. The blow fell across his naked chest and raised a fresh welt on the stable boy. She told the two of them to return to their work, warning Robert that tomorrow the job would be his alone and rode out through the barn’s main door.

Robert followed after number 3 and began to practice the skill of perfectly polishing a lady’s riding boots. The two labored for an hour or more before Joanna returned with a slave attached to the end of her twelve foot lease. He had been struck several times with the buggy whip and was breathing heavily; obviously, she had run him hard. Pointing at one of the horse stalls, she ordered him into it. Directing the butt end of the buggy whip at Robert Joanna then pointed at the ground beside her horse. He understood that he was to kneel on all fours while she dismounted by placing a foot on his back.

The stable’s new boot-lick returned to his corner and his menial job. His first day of stable training was almost over. Before sundown all the stable’s human occupants were herded to an area outside the barn and hosed down with a large garden hose. Our subject could see that he was now one of five slave boys currently in Mistress Catherine’s stable.

They were given towels to dry themselves, something that never happen at Rose Hill and then marched to the feeding area. While eating dinner on their knees, they could hear a voice that did not belong to Mistress Catherine or her Overseer. The other slaves already knew that this sound belonged to Mistress Catherine’s niece, a girl of only seventeen. The four who knew her feared the young girl even more than they did Joanna. Like the Overseer, she had absolute authority over them whenever she visited the estate. Seeing that the stable had a new boot-lick, she approached him holding a long whipping cane. She dismissed the others to their cells but told Robert to display himself while she examined him as a buyer might look over a bull. 

He maintained his composure until she fondled his genitals and pinched one of his nipples very hard with the other hand. He arched his back forward as if begging to be handled more but did not make a sound. Ordering him to turn, she could see that he had been punished very severely the night before; she ran the top of her fingertips over his shoulders in a teasing gesture. Even this light touch produced some pain on the welts that crossed his back and he flinched. She gave out a girlish laugh and said, “I’m sorry to have missed this! Maybe I can have you whipped again before I return to school.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you Mistress.”

The thought made him shiver but also brought memories of the nights he had spent years before with Mistress Catherine. She had not been more than a year or so older than her niece was now. One of the most effective ways to keep a male in his place is to put him under the control of a young girl. This is completely humiliating as well as titillating. The truth is that many slaves wish for this but it is often very hard on them. Younger Mistresses can be very demanding and cruel. They want to establish the fact that they are members of the Superior Gender and slaves had better understand it. We will take this up in a later volume and tell the story of a slave who fell into the hands of an eighteen year old girl. He regretted it.

She told him to turn again to face her and pinched hard at the other nipple. The young girl stood close to the new stable boy so as to tease him and asked if he had a name. Before the feeding, Mistress Joanna had drawn the number ‘4’ on his back and instructed him to answer when any Mistress used his number. This is most certainly not a name. Mistress Catherine might name him if she saw fit but right now he was to answer to ‘slave’, ‘boy’, or ‘4’.

He shook his head and answered’ “No Mistress. My name was taken from me when I entered slavery and my owner, Mistress Catherine has not given any to me.”

She released his nipple but then slapped him very hard on the left side of his face three times. “I am Justine. Miss Justine to you, slave and do not forget it!”

Being handled and treat like this by such a young girl was exciting the slave so much that he instantly showed a very hard erection. This secretly amused her but she faked anger and grabbed him very hard around his balls saying, “Not in your dreams, stable boy!”

She released him but struck his face once more. Mistress Joanna had removed the boy’s muzzle so that he could eat and it was still lying near his feet. The young lady pointed at the device and told him to pick it up and put the ball in his mouth himself. He obeyed, she buckled the two straps and he was told to get into his cell and quickly! 

‘4’ hobbled away, this time with more skill and entered his cell as ordered. He bowed down as he should, the door slammed and his first full day as a stable boy ended.

Day two began earlier but was otherwise much the same. Our subject, now accustomed to being called ‘4’, was taken from his cell and fed by eight thirty. At nine, he was once more practicing a proper gait in the rear of the barn. Naked and hobbled he walked the circle over and over never daring to stop. At about eleven, his Mistress’ niece appeared in the barn wearing her new riding outfit, a gift from her aunt.

In Femina, all young women hold the title “Miss” until reaching the age of eighteen when they became “Mistress”. This applied whether they owned a slave or not. The title, “Mistress,” indicated that the young woman was now a citizen, able to vote, to make legal contracts and to own and control property including male slaves. When Miss Justine saw ‘4’ practicing a proper walk, she decided to taunt him for a little fun. As we commented, young women and new Mistresses are often more cruel than older, experienced women. On her way to the rear of the barn, she took a buggy whip from its hanger and used it to cut the air making a very audible sound. Slaves learn very quickly to associate this sound with the pain that follows and just hearing it can make them tremble or sometimes start to cry.

Stopping about two meters from the walking path, she waited for the boy to come to a point in the circle where he could see her. When he did, the slave fell to his knees to acknowledge her power. This was the correct thing for a stable boy to do, even in the presence of a younger woman. Seeing him cower in her presence made her feel more confident and powerful. She ordered him to stand and continue his endless walk letting him pass by so that his back was now to her. Miss Justine used the buggy whip to deliver a sting to the outside of his right thigh. Using a buggy whip, a Mistress can deliver a stroke from more than three meters away. 

The slave flinched but continued to walk correctly. Justine allowed him to pass in front of her once more and gave him two strokes, one on each side. He began to tremble wondering how long this would continue. She demanded that he walk faster and on the third pass, she followed him for a complete circuit, delivering a solid stroke for every sixth step he took. Her male prisoner began to emit a sobbing sound from inside his muzzle and this seemed to excite her. She had been aware of these feelings before but now Justine was realizing the full extent of her power. She was young, beautiful, rich, spoiled and felt entitled to treat any male the way she wanted. She was going to own dozens of them! We will tell this tale in another volume of this anthology.

This treatment might have gone on for much longer if her aunt had not appeared for one of her regular morning rides. A stable boy was standing in the doorway holding the reins of two saddled horses when Catherine entered the building. Seeing her niece’s game, she walked briskly to the rear of the barn and stood for a moment. When number four reached a point on his circular walk where his Mistress came into view, he once more fell into submissive position.

Justine turned to her older relative and said, “Aunt Cathy, I would like to whip this boy until he cries! May I?”

“No, no. He was whipped the day he got here and he promised me that he would keep his place. Joanna tells me that he has done passably well since. To whip him for doing well would teach a bad lesson. Beside, you were going to ride with me today. Come along and I will give you one of the house boys to use this afternoon.”

Mistress Catherine ordered him to stand and number four returned to his feet. She placed her hand on the side of his muzzle and smiled. “You see boy, when you behave, Mistress can be kind.”

Her property nodded his head in appreciation and she put her index finger through the ring that hung from the front of his muzzle. She forced his head to turn toward Miss Justine and said, “You will be eighteen in five months. Would you like it if I made him your birthday gift?”

The girl smiled broadly. The thought of having absolute control over a male who was years older excited her. The things she could do to him and the feeling of power it gave her made her quiver with anticipation. As for the slave, he could do nothing about it. He was Mistress Catherine’s property and she would do with him as she pleased.

Like many young girls, Justine had a romantic imagination and it began to work at speed. She put her hand on the boy’s chest and rubbed a little just to excite him. Pinching his nipples with both hands she said, “I will use you over and over until I tire of you. Then I will put you in a galley, chained to an oar every day of your life. You will cry and beg me to take you back. Sometimes I will come on one of those day cruises and I will have them bring you up to the deck. You can beg all you wish but when I leave, you will go back to the oars. You will cry and beg that I take you with me, even to be a boot lick once more. Maybe I will and maybe I won’t. I will do what I please with you!”

Her aunt raised an eyebrow and looked at the girl with amusement. “You have been seeing too many movies, young lady! Come now, we can ride and talk.”

With that they strolled off toward the waiting horses. The boy who was now known simply as number four went back to his circular journey until Mistress Joanna released and took him to be watered. She did not replace his muzzle but instead had boy number three, the last boot lick, demonstrate a new skill. A dog bowl was placed where he could easily reach it and a pair of dusty boots put by the bowl. The former boot lick lapped up some water from the bowl and then began licking the dust from the empty boot. He repeated this until all the visible dirt was removed and was told to move aside. Joanna pointed at the remaining boot and told number four to imitate what he had just seen.

“This is what it means to be the boot-lick, stable boy! You are to go about polishing each boot on the shelves until your owner and her niece return. When they sit down here, you will clean their footwear perfectly with your tongue. Start immediately when one of them taps her boot. She will not expect to have to tell you to start this; you should automatically know to do it! Be quick and silent unless you are spoken to. Do it quickly! If I have to be called to correct you, there will be severe punishment.”

She pointed to the shelves indicating that number four should return to his polishing. He did so and thought ahead to the return of the two riders. It seemed to be a long time but in reality they returned in less than an hour. Both dismounted several meters from the door and waited for a stable boy to take the reins of their mounts. Walking through the dusty entrance, they soon arrived at the boot lick’s corner and seated themselves comfortably. Mistress Catherine immediately tapped her left boot with a cane and number four began his low, menial, humiliating duty. He wet his tongue in the dog bowl and began to lick the dust and dirt from his owner’s boot. It took him two or three minutes to complete the task and he immediately started on Mistress  Catherine’s right foot. When this was done, he moved onto Miss Justine’s service. She had intentionally kicked up a lot of dirt and dust so that this cleaning took considerably longer. All the while they chatted about local politics, fashion for Mistresses and fashion for slaves, what Justine would study at university, and other small talk. They gave absolutely no notice or attention to the devoted slave who was kneeling and serving at their feet. Why should they? He was in his place and they were in theirs; all was natural and well with their world!

Finally, Catherine took minor notice of him and said, “Enough, boy. Take our boots off and see that you polish them well.”

Her slave-property remembered to put on the gloves and to position the foot stools correctly so that his dirty hands would not touch a Mistress and their feet would not touch the ground. He removed each boot with some difficulty; this was the first time he had performed this duty but he managed to do it well if slowly. Both Justine and her aunt had come to the barn wearing riding boots so one of the stable boys was sent to the house to fetch some more comfortable footwear. This took sometime and they continued to talk and sip soft drinks served to them by a house boy sent from the kitchen. Once more, they totally ignored the slave kneeling face to the ground at their feet. 

When the servant returned with two pairs of walking shoes, he knelt, kissed Mistress ’s foot and started to place them on her feet but she stopped him. “Let boot-lick here do it” and she tapped number four on the shoulder with her cane. He responded quickly and placed the shoes on two sets of pedicured, womanly feet. At once he resumed kneeling face to the ground.

“Good!,” thought Catherine. He is learning well. Perhaps in a few months he could be brought for service in the house. Maybe! Why not? The fact was that she would enjoy seeing him corseted, hobbled and serving high tea to her guests. She smiled a little and the memory of his wonderful passion for her drifted back into her mind. She began to reconsider her offer to gift the boy to her spoiled, cruel niece. Well, she owned him now and she could take her time about a decision.

Catherine and her niece rose and walked away followed by the house boy. After three steps, his owner remembered the still kneeling boy behind her and turned saying, “Back to your polishing, boy.

Number four knelt up and began to once more put a mirror-like shine to ten pairs of boots. He was now one of Catherine’s possessions, a slave, a stable boy and the boot-lick. That was his place and he understood it all too well.

His training walks in days one and two would become fond memories. When he was led to the lunge rod on the third day, he saw a small wooden sled sitting near by. Mistress Joanna produced a leather waist harness and ordered him to raise his hands in the air holding them up. He obeyed while she placed the harness around his waist and fastened the three buckles snugly. The device was a standard item for training stable boys. It had a set of rings, one on each side and one in the back.

His wrists were placed in leather cuffs which were in turn locked to the side rings. This completely immobilized his arms. The back ring would be attached to a two meter long chain that now connected him to the sled. He was going to be used like a plow horse! 

Actually, the purpose of this exercise is to strengthen and give better definition to the muscles of his legs, thighs and torso. The ideal was a lean, strong but totally submissive male and Mistress Joanna was an expert at producing this result. She instructed one of the stable boys to place two sandbags on the sled, each weighing ten kilograms or about twenty two pounds.  This first day, he was to pull a twenty kilo weight for two hours without stopping. The lunge ring included an electric eye device that detected each time the sled was pulled by, giving an accurate count of the number of circuits traveled. A circle with a radius of three meters has a circumference of about nineteen meters (roughly sixty feet). On this day, he was required to drag the sled fifty five circuits or about one kilometer while hobbled and clip clopped. If he failed to do so, there would be punishment.

When he was harnessed and the sled attached, Mistress Joanna slapped his ass with an open hand and warned that she would use more than a hand if he failed to perform. He began his journey thinking that this would not be too much of a challenge but by the time circuit number twenty came, his legs were aching badly. He was truly straining by number fifty and he had to be encouraged with a lunge whip to finish in time. At the end of the last lap, he collapsed to his knees making begging sounds through his muzzle. Please, please, please! Do not whip me any more but of course he could not speak. 

Mistress Joanna was a professional trainer of both horses and slaves. She knew better that to push an animal or a male past their physical limits so she instructed the exhausted slave to lie resting on the stable’s packed dirt floor. One of the other stable boys brought a bowl of a fortified sports drink to replenish the nutrients that number four had expended. On his knees, he lapped up the liquid and then fell back on to his side to recuperate. He was allowed to stay there until one in the afternoon when he was led to the boot-lick’s corner. There, he would service the feet of one of Mistress’s friends, a total stranger who had come for an afternoon ride. She completely ignored the slave boy who worked and cowered at her feet. After all, he was only a slave serving as he should!

The next day was very much the same. He actually performed a little worse at pulling his burden but that is to be expected in a training routine. He was sore and ached over his entire body. By the end of the week, this improved and he began to better his time on each exercise. He learned to follow meekly behind the Overseer as she led him to the lunge ring, to hold his arms in the air as she harnessed him, to accept the wrist cuffs automatically and to open his mouth quickly and widely when the muzzle was applied. “He is coming along nicely,” Mistress Joanna reported to his owner.

The second week began with a third sandbag added to the sled. For the first time, Mistress Joanna walked behind him for a distance. She carried a buggy or lunge whip used to sting his flanks, shoulders and back. That Wednesday, Joanna added a new humiliation to his routine. Before harnessing him, she had him lie on his back on the table and spread his legs. She produced a narrow leather strap that had a ring and a bell attached at one end. While he lay on the table, she wound the strap around the base of his scrotum and tied it tightly. He was led back to the lunge ring this time with his bell tingling.

After being harnessed, he stood as Mistress attached a three meter long leash to the ring that hung from his genitals. She passed the leash between his legs and laid it down on top of the sled. A stable boy in attendance handed Mistress the lunge whip and stooped to pick up the leash. He offered it to her and she gathered it up taking out the slack. A sharp pull on the leash made her subject understand that now she literally had him by the balls!

“I am going to teach you some simple commands. You must learn to obey these signals just as you would if I spoke them. If I give one tug on your ball leash, you are to start forward. Two tugs means to stop. If you are standing, three tugs means to kneel in submission. If you are kneeling, the three tugs means to stand. Do you understand, boy?

Number four nodded his head up and down in slave-like submission. He felt the sting of the lunge whip across his shoulders followed by the silent command of three tugs on his ball leash. The tugs hurt a little but also produced an erection. He was a slave, a stable boy but he could not help but be male. Falling to his knees, he placed his face on the dirt floor but three more pulls on the leash told him to stand. He had learned to do this fairly well even when hobbled and clip-clopped. Another sting, another three pulls, another falling to his knees and another ‘stand’ command. This time he felt a very sharp blow from the whip. Joanna was an expert and could put the leather to him at exactly the point she wished.

This cycle was repeated five times before he realized that it was far more tiring than simply pulling the sled. On the sixth go-round, he fell while trying to stand and Mistress Joanna began whipping him with the lunge.

This may sound pointless but it is intended to teach an important lesson: a Mistress does not have to be reasonable! She is Mistress and may do what she wishes; this is the central fact in all Mistress-slave relationships and that boot-lick had better learn it. 

She stopped her beating and allowed him to quiver and recover a little of his strength. Pulling three times on his ball leash stimulated him to rise once more, this time successfully. Handing the leash and whip to the attending stable boy, she walked in front of the harnessed slave and took a firm hold on his muzzle ring. His head was pulled close to her face and she told him, “Learn what you are boy!” He only nodded and she let go of the ring.

Once more behind the sled, Mistress gave a single pull on the leash signaling the boy to pull straight ahead. He did so and the Overseer dropped the leash letting it trail behind him as he pulled his burden along. Without being supervised, ‘4’ continued his labor for almost two hours before he felt two jerks on his genitals, the signal to stop. Three more told him to kneel and he was left there until his watering time. 

Days became weeks and our subject began to fit more and more into the routine and discipline of the stable. He could not know it but during that time, he had cleaned the boots of several very powerful and influential women. The current Secretary of the Interior had given him a kick with the heel of her boot when she thought him too slow. The First Undersecretary of Finance had found him very satisfactory and even threw an apple slice at her feet for him to pick up and eat. Governess Waters chatted pleasantly above him as he licked the dust from her footwear. When he knelt up to crawl and fetch the white gloves, she noticed the Rose Hill logo branded on the inside of his thigh. She halted him with the tip of her crop and raised his head to see his face. “Oh yes,” she said. “I remember you. I trust that Mistress Catherine finds you a satisfactory slave. Is that correct?”

By this time the boot lick had learned to be submissive in not only his actions but also in his words. “That is for my Mistress Catherine to decide. She owns me and only she can judge my service.” The Governess smiled. That was exactly how a male slave should think, act and speak. Her opinion of Rose Hill was confirmed; no finer slaves were produced anywhere! 

Number four continued to progress and mid-way through the fourth week he got a significant reward. He was to be allowed to render menial service inside the manor house. His Mistress owner would be entertaining ten dinner guests and the house boys would need help in attending to them. 

Three of the stable boys would be used as footstools or as standing servers. That is, to hold trays of food or drinks but they were not allowed to move or speak. It was unusual that the boot-lick should be chosen over some of the other stable boys and this should have given number four a clue that Mistress Catherine still had more than a casual interest in him. When Friday came, the stable’s normal hours were shortened and the three select boys were given thorough washings and fed early.

All three were clasped to a long neck chain and marched in a single line to the house where Mistress Joanna delivered a stern lecture on proper behavior and respect for the Superior Gender. “Remember that you are in the presence of your betters! If you embarrass me, you will be punished.severly. You are to serve in complete silence, doing exactly as you are told and nothing else.” If a guest asks Mistress Catherine for permission, she may require that you present yourself for viewing and examination. In that case you may answer questions from the lady but see that you do so respectfully.”

The three were then given tunics that were very much like the one our subject had worn while serving at Rose Hill. It was the first time number four had worn anything that resembled proper clothing since the day he had waited tables in the famous rose garden. The three were still required to wear the clip-clops and hobbles that told all who saw them that they were mere stable boys.

Joanna positioned them against one wall of the formal dining room. There, they would stand with heads properly bowed until she decided where they could best be used. Mistress Catherine had a chance to walk by the line and spoke some encouraging words. “Do well and you may get a reward.” She gave no indication of what that reward might be.

As the guests began to enter, one of the malemaids opened the garden doors and stood aside. He was a devoted, long-serving slave who had belonged to his Mistress Catherine for years. This boy wore a formal malemaid’s serving outfit. His corset and pushup panties were scarlet red. From the rear it could be seen that he had a black ‘bunny puff’ held in place by a butt plug. His shoes were formal, high heeled maid’s serving shoes made of black leather and topped with a leather bow. He wore a set of hobbles whose cuffs were hung with small bells so that he sounded like one of Santa’s reindeer when he took a step. The ankle chain was a very generous length allowing him to walk almost without restriction. A larger bell was attached to each of the silver rings that pierced his nipples and his head was covered by a formal malemaid’s serving cap. He was perfect! No doubt, a guest or two might ask Mistress Catherine if she would be willing to part with him for a good price. In the end, every slave in Femina can be bought and sold for some price. They are property.

The three stable boys looked at this servant with envy. Every one of them was hoping to escape the stable and become what he seemed to be: a devoted personal slave to a lady like Mistress Catherine. But for now, they had more immediate things to think about.

After a few minutes, Joanna pulled our subject from the line and led him to the center of the garden where he was handed a tray of drinks and told to stand perfectly still holding them. The second and third stable boys were stationed a few feet away holding trays of canapés and light o'horderves. The guests passed by, taking the drink or appetizer of their choice without paying the slightest attention to the boy who held the tray. They were common stable slaves, not to be spoken to or acknowledged. 

This cocktail hour went on for about forty minutes before one of the malemaids rang a small bell signaling the guests to be seated. Mistress Catherine and her guests exited the garden leaving the three stable boys standing in place. As they passed by, the women placed empty glasses and o’horderve plates on the trays held by the silent servers never even glancing at them. The three boys were actually relieved to have the trays taken away by one of the catering service’s slaves and finding themselves led to the dining room. They were to stand and observe how the house staff served at a formal dinner. All of them including stable boy number four could see the guests and Mistress Catherine clearly. Poor robert could not help but look longingly at her and wish. She was only a few feet away but so far out of reach!

The guests chatted among themselves making small talk for a few minutes. The economy, politics, fashion and business matters were discussed as you might expect in any group of up-scale women. One guest boasted about the pleasure boy she had bought in Paris. He had been a civil servant who fell in love with a professional dominate. Those women were often the best source of high quality imported slaves (we will relate the details of this practice in a later volume). He quit his job to become her full time servant only to find that she was selling him to a Mistress who would be taking him to Femina and a lifetime of true slavery.

Today, he was finishing his third week at Rose Hill; it is mandatory for all males entering Femina to spend at least eight weeks at one of the male correctional facilities even if they came as the property of a Mistress Citizen. Without question or exception, males must be put in their place. She could not resist telling her companions what a sweet, devoted thing he was. He had to endure months in a correctional facility like all males but when he was returned to her she was going to make him a pet. If he continued to serve and please as she expected, she was going to give him a marriage collar! This was a quaint custom now with no legal standing but she thought it would keep him so very devoted to her.

As ‘robert’ overheard this conversation, he almost began to weep; if it had not been for his youthful stupidity, he might be wearing that collar right now. He might be leashed to the foot-board of Mistress ’Catherine’s bed waiting to serve her when the dinner ended. He might be making her bed or drawing her bath. But no! He would soon have his face to the floor waiting to be used as a footstool and then herded back to a stable stall. Where had he gone so wrong? Why had he imagined that he could be free or even that he wanted to be free? Now, he would give anything to be kept by Mistress Catherine and to serve in her house.

Mistress Joanna left her seat at the table and tip toed over to the three boys standing quietly. In a soft voice she instructed them to kneel up so that they could see what proper service in a lady’s house involved. “It is possible that one or more of you will be here one day.”

All three obeyed just in time to hear Catherine tap a water glass softly with a spoon. The conversations stopped as the Mistress of the house stood and began to speak, thanking her guests for coming. It was a special night for her she said and she had some good news to share with her friends. With that, she turned to the lady seated directly to her right and asked her to continue.

That Mistress was a mature woman of about fifty five or sixty. Her hair was beginning to gray somewhat but this only resulted in a more dignified, almost regal appearance. She was one of those women whose very presence gave the impression of authority and possibly cruelty. ‘robert’ could not know it but he had cleaned her riding boots on two occasions in the past weeks. For the entire time he had kept his eyes down looking attentively at her feet, never daring to raise his head without her permission. Her only acknowledgment of the slave boy had been a slight kick with the heel of her boot when she thought him too slow. That was his place.

Mistress Leah Barron, Secretary of the Interior and a very wealthy, powerful woman rose and began to speak. She was wearing a very expensive evening dress, black with a high neck line that made her look like the Mistress of a hacienda or horse farm.  She thanked Catherine for being the host and the guests for attending. All of them were political or business allies who had aided and supported her, especially in her political life. Mistress Barron told them that serving in Femina’s government had been a privilege for her, one that she would always treasure but the time had come to step aside in favor of a younger woman. That woman, she announced, would be none other than the host, Mistress Catherine Majors.

Raising her glass, she turned to her younger friend and proposed a toast. “May your tenure be as rewarding as mine has been. Congratulations on this well-earned appointment. The government information office will be making a formal announcement at the end of the week.”

All present raised their glasses and drank to the health and success of Mistress Catherine Majors, the new Secretary of the Interior. The three stable boys kneeling and looking on had to be impressed. They were now the property of an important government official! Our ‘robert’ could not help but think of the days when he had known her as a young girl but he had little time to consider this or his current position. There was more news to come.

Catherine rose as the current Secretary was being seated once more. She thanked all present for their help and support and assured them that the policies of the Interior Department would be continued. There would be no tolerance for any renewed Abolitionist Movement. That was over; in Femina, there would be no place for a male except in slavery. The Male Enslavement Act was a measure passed by Parliament and could theoretically be undone by a new law but she was going to propose making it a part of the Constitution! This would end any possible debate forever.

“I will probably be taking up official duties at the end of next month and that will require a good deal of my time. Because of this, I have decided to make my town home a full time residence. As much as I have loved it, it is now my intention to sell this farm and the slaves who belong to it except for one or two of the house boys. Many of you have sent me your most valued slave boys to be trained in the stable and this has been one of my great pleasures. I think that three of the boys serving there now are the property of one of my guests tonight. Be assured that they will be completely schooled before I leave. The rest of them will be sold with the property.”

Of course, this announcement stunned ‘robert’. He was going to be sold for a second time in only a few months and certainly to a complete stranger. He would likely never see Mistress Catherine again and all hope would be lost. He could not help but tremble as he considered the future. Why had she given him hope and then taken it away? But the reason hardly mattered did it? She was Mistress and that was that!

The three stable boys who knelt together could only watch in silence as the dinner continued. The malemaids shuffled in and out or stood with bowed heads until a lady snapped her fingers for more wine or water or for the removal of a plate. They obeyed in complete submission although they must have been wondering if they would be sold with the property or kept by their Mistress.

By nine thirty the affair was largely ended. The house slaves cleared the table and a few of the guests retired to the library to continue socializing. It had been a low-key affair with no vulgar displays of wealth or merciless punishment of some poor slave boy for mere amusement. That should not have been too surprising. These women were the real power structure of Femina society. They were absolutely confident of their position and their right to rule, to the Rule of Women. They were conservative in many ways and would certainly resemble upper class women of France, Britain or the United States with one important difference: they were sincerely convinced that women were the Superior Gender and that the natural place for all males was in service to some lady. Some of them had a genuine affection for one or two of the boys they owned but that did not change the fact that they were slaves! All of them thought that some day the entire world would adopt Femina’s enlightened system.

‘robert’ and the two other stable boys were ordered to the library to serve as footstools for Mistress ’s friends. As he was about to kneel at the feet of one of the ladies, she stopped him with a click of her fingers. “Stand and display yourself,” she ordered. He was being examined by none other than Mistress Barron, the Secretary of Interior. Her Department was responsible for Femina’s male correctional system including Rose Hill. Until he was sold at auction and became private property she had the ultimate power over him.

She stood and approached the slave standing before her. His head was properly bowed and his eyes fixed to her feet when she placed one finger under his chin and lifted his head. ‘robert’ kept his eyes down until she instructed him to look her in the face. He had been away from Rose Hill for some time but the lessons learned there were lasting. Looking a Mistress, especially a new Mistress, in the eyes was a frightening thing. He could almost feel the cane on his back as he obeyed!

What he saw was very impressive. Mistress Barron had a slightly Hispanic look with dark eyes and hair that had been raven colored until a hint of gray began to appear. She had that look of natural superiority that came from a life of wealth and authority. She enjoyed being boss and even more so, being Mistress. Like Catherine, she loved horses, stable slaves, riding and dressage. Beautiful animals, perfectly trained, obedient and faithful. They had been created for the pleasure of women! She examined the tag that hung from robert’s collar and confirmed that he had been broken at Rose Hill.

She thought so! He was interesting. Her hand touched his right thigh and she found the brand that identified him as a Rose Hill product. He was older than most stable boys and she was curious about this and how Mistress Catherine had come to own him. She turned to her host and complemented her on this ‘pretty boy’. Wasn’t he the boot lick she had kicked a few weeks ago? How long had she owned him?

Catherine was very much at ease with this older friend and mentor. She was quite forthcoming about her history with ‘robert’. He had been one of the last free males; she had tried to be kind to him, to help him. If he had surrendered himself to her, she was going to give him a marriage collar and he would be keeping her house right now. But no! He had made an unforgivable error and now he was paying the price. “I think I’ll have him whipped tomorrow, just for old times sake,” she said. “I won’t have many more chances before I sell the farm.”

Mistress Barron had her interest piqued.  She knew that a boy like ‘robert’ could be made into a fine houseboy. She could see the look of fear, regret and hopelessness that was overcoming him. Older boys often made the most adoring slaves, eager to please and grateful for the chance. He might help to make her retirement quite pleasant. She turned to Catherine and said, “Well, he is your property and of course, you may do as you wish with him but when you decide to sell him, please let me know. I might keep him at my country house.”

Snapping her fingers, she pointed to the floor and robert fell to his knees. She rested one foot on the boy’s back and slipped off her shoe. She, Catherine and one other guest continued to talk for a while. The subject changed and they chatted as if he did not exist. One of the malemaids appeared and offered an after dinner liqueur which they sipped. By eleven they were tired enough to retire. It turned out that Mistress Barron had come not only as a dinner guest; she was going to be staying overnight. They were saying goodnight when the estate overseer appeared to fetch the three stable boys back to their cells. Robert had been attached to the middle of a three meter neck chain when Mistress Barron made a surprising request. “Catherine, dear, would you give me the use of this boy tonight? I like to take them out of the stables once in a while. They are so grateful and eager to please!

We can not tell what Catherine was truly thinking but she could do nothing except to answer “Why… yes. Of course if you wish.” Her voice revealed a little hesitation but she owed Leah Barron a lot of good will. In truth, she had wanted to go to sleep that night thinking of her boot-lick collared and leashed to his cell wall and waiting for the whipping she had just promised. A little bit of jealousy crept into her heart.

‘robert was released from the neck chain only to have a short leash quickly attached to his collar. Mistress Barron thanked her host and led the boy away. They climbed the stairs to one of the guest bedrooms, entered and closed the door. He was alone with the Secretary of the Interior! The second the door closed, he fell to his knees in submission waiting for the lady’s instructions. She sat on the edge of the bed for a few seconds looking at the boy and deciding how she was going to use him. Snapping her fingers twice, she told him to kneel up and she extended one foot in his direction. “My shoes, boy. Take them off.”

He crawled to her feet and removed both shoes. The Mistress stood and turned her back to him saying, “Undress me, slave.” Robert rose from his keeling position and approached this imperious lady. As he did, he began to develop an erection and when he touched the back of Mistress Leah’s dress, he trembled quite noticeably. The lady detected this and turned to look at him causing the slave to withdraw his hands and bow his head. Perfect! He had learned his place so well.

Mistress smiled. She found his fear, his submission and, yes, his erection pleasing. She placed her hand under the boy’s chin and lifted it. When she told him to look her in the eyes, he could see a slight smile, the look of a lady who knew how to handle a slave. That is actually a good thing for the boy. Younger, less experienced women often feel that they have to demonstrate their power with cruelty, sometimes extreme cruelty. A lady like Mistress Leah knew perfectly well that she was in total control.

“Show me your tongue, boy,” and he complied immediately knowing exactly what she wanted. He extended it as far as he could, moved it from side to side and then in a circular motion. She soothed the side of his face with an open hand and turned her back to him once more. 

“Relax, boy. I am not going to punish you if you obey. Now remove my dress

Unzipping the garment, he then held the shoulders as Mistress Leah slipped her arms out to reveal her back. She turned and he knelt holding the dress as she stepped out of it. Like most Mistresses, she had no sense of modesty in front of a slave. He was there to serve not to leer. Being careful to never allow any part of Mistress’ clothing to touch the floor, he folded it lovingly in his arms and waited for more instruction. When told, he carefully placed the dress over the back of a sitting chair and returned to kneel but once more she ordered him to stand for inspection. “Look at me, boy. Do you want to please me?”

“Yes, Mistress.

“Then just do what should come naturally to you. You are a male, you have been chained in a dark cell every night for months, you know your place. Please me now!”

The slave took a step forward and did a surprising thing. He took Mistress Leah’s hand in his own, placed it to his mouth and kissed it in a show of genuine affection. She was touched. The women of Femina are accustomed to being in total control but this does not stop them from having feelings like all others. She gave him a ‘come here’ motion with her index finger; he advanced close to her and she embraced him. Together, they fell onto the bed where she reached for and firmly held his genitals. This is a common habit of dominate women in any society. They are saying, “You belong to me. I have you by the balls and I will do what I want with you!”

Mistress Leah must have been twenty five or thirty years older than her male servant but she worked him over as well as any eighteen year old girl might. He was told to massage her back, her feet, her calves and thighs, her breasts and even her temples. He kissed her feet, her bottom, her back in the submissive way she demanded. Sometimes she seemed to almost go into a trance while just moaning softly. All the while, robert maintained a constant, impressive erection. It must have taken her thirty minutes to exhaust these preliminaries before she took hold of his hair and pushed his face between her thighs.

Without being told, the stable boy began to use his tongue in a way that seemed completely natural and adoring. Many males take days to learn this properly at the schools that train pleasure boys. He seemed to understand immediately. This action gives immense pleasure to the Mistress while bringing no relief to the boy’s own needs. Except, that is, for his need to please the woman who controls him. Mistress Leah insisted that he continue this for another ten minutes before she arched her back and gave a long sigh. She had climaxed for the second or third time and was done with the slave.

“Enough! Good boy”, she whispered and pushed him away

Robert took up a respectful kneeling position on the bed beside her hoping that he might be granted the privilege of having intercourse but that was not to be. When Mistress Sonja had taken him home from Rose Hill, he was not the property of any other woman. He belonged to the state until being sold to a private owner. That meant that the Rose Hill staff could do as they pleased without violating anyone’s property rights. It was a part of the staff’s benefits package like health insurance or dental care.

Now, this boy was the chattel property of her friend, Mistress Catherine; to have intercourse with him without asking would have been rather rude. Not that Leah doubted that permission would be granted. It certainly would have been but to use him in that way without asking was like opening a bottle of your host’s wine while she was out of the room. Very poor form! After lying perfectly still for several minutes, Mistress Leah raised herself onto one elbow and told her servant-for-the-night to leash himself to her bed board. He was to sleep that night at her feet. Quietly, he obeyed but when morning came, Mistress said nothing at all to the boy who had pleased her so greatly a few hours before. While robert knelt at the foot of her bed, she sipped a cup of coffee brought in by one of the houseboys and watched the news on television. When finished, she told the house servant to draw her bath. Only when the water was at exactly the proper depth and had cooled to precisely the required temperature, did she leave her bed and stroll into the bathroom. As the houseboy held her hand, she stepped into the water, slipped down and relaxed for a few seconds. All this time, she had been completely naked, showing no sign of modesty or shame in front to the two slaves. Why should she? They were slaves, property, possessions like pet dogs.

In a moment, she rang a small bell and called loudly to the stable boy who was still leashed to the foot of her bed. “You! Come in here.” She spoke as if she had never seen him before.

Robert slipped the end of his leash over the bedpost freeing himself to travel the seven or eight meters to the bath where he stood and waited.

“You served well last night, boy. I was pleased. You may now attend to my bath.” With that, she waved the houseboy away and told him to return to his other duties and to inform Mistress Catherine that she would shortly be down for breakfast. When he was gone, she handed robert a bath sponge and a bar of perfumed soap.

“Well boy, wash me!”

Carefully, he began to obey. First washing her beautiful neck and back, then to her shoulders and carefully, very carefully down to her breasts. Each arm, both hands, and each finger, always with respectful care. Now attending to her feet and each toe and to the spaces between toes. Finally up each leg to the inside of her thighs and then to her most intimate and sensitive parts.  Once more, he performed these duties with obvious devotion and unexpected skill considering his lack of training. He continued until told to stop. As the bath water drained, he used the flex hose to shower away the soap from her skin.

Helping her from the bath, he began to gently dry her. Mistress Leah smiled patiently, allowing him to take more time than needed. Finally, she signaled him to stop and walked out of the bathroom and to the closet where she found a luxurious looking house coat. She put it on herself, sat on the bed, pointed to the closet and said simply, “Slippers”. The boy understood and went immediately to the closet where he found a pair of house slippers and returned. Mistress Leah seemed especially desirable as he knelt, kissed the floor near her feet and placed the shoes on her feet. Leah stood and took the end of his leash, leading him out of the bedroom, down the stairs and into the dining room where Mistress Catherine and her overseer were finishing breakfast.

The distinguished lady sat down and instructed a very attentive houseboy to pour a cup of tea. ‘robert’ knelt next to her chair and placed his face to the floor.

Catherine inquired if she had a pleasant night’s sleep and, oh yes, was the slave properly behaved? Her friend and mentor smiled broadly and commented that he had been more than satisfactory. As a result, he had even been allowed to bathe her!

“Really, Catherine ! What you do with your own slaves is your business but I think it is a waste to keep this boy in a barn. I did not allow him to have intercourse because I neglected to ask your approval, but in every other way he was outstanding. He really should be sent to a houseboy school.”

Catherine tried not to show irritation at this remark which was certainly meant as a helpful suggestion. Still, a flash of jealousy shot through her mind as she tried to show no emotion. “I wish you had mentioned it before going to bed. Of course, I would have gladly said ‘yes, use him as you please!’. How could I do otherwise? I owe you so much!”

This encouraged Mistress Leah to press the matter. If Catherine was going to move and sell her country estate, perhaps she would be willing to part with the mere stable boy who was kneeling nearby. She was going into more or less full retirement and thought he would make a fine houseboy. He and one or two other slaves would be all she needed to be quite comfortable.

Catherine smiled but she was already trying to think of a way out of this situation. No! She did not want to part with robert at any price. He belonged to her now and she was going to keep it that way.

It is often true that the best way out of an awkward situation is to be perfectly frank. Wisely, Catherine decided to do just that but before saying any more, she asked her overseer to return robert to the stable and his cell. She did not want him to hear what she was going to say. Robert was led away before the two ladies discussed his eventual fate. When he was out of the house, Catherine confided honestly that she had a special interest in that stable boy. She related the entire story of her youthful experience with him, confessing how he had humiliated her by refusing a marriage collar. Imagine! What gall he had and now he was going to pay!

Leah leaned back in her chair and gave a faint smile. “I understand perfectly,” she said but then offered a little more advice. “It seems to me that you are something of a romantic when it comes to this boy. There is nothing wrong with that but if I were you, I would consider giving him another chance. Make him beg, plead, cry for pity! After he has done that, he might make the most devoted slave you have ever owned.”

Relieved to be off the hook about selling stable boy, Catherine began to consider her old friend’s advice seriously. It is true that some Mistress-slave relationships can become very special for both the owner and the owned. But before that could happen, this boy had to do exactly as Mistress Leah suggested. He had to cry, to plead, to beg for the privilege of remaining her property! She knew just how to do it.

Robert waited in the darkness of his cell, unaware that Mistress Leah had departed and not knowing what the rest of that day might bring. Normally, he would be walking the training ring, cleaning stalls or on his knees polishing boots for some guest but not that morning. He was already growing fearful when the ceiling light in his cell flashed on telling him to get into place. The position now seemed natural and almost comforting. Face to the floor! Hands folded in prayer like fashion in front of his head! Ass in the air with ankles as far apart as the chain allows! Now wait, slave! Wait for a member of the Superior Gender to come and do as she wishes with you.

This time the wait was very brief. Almost immediately the door to his cell opened with more urgency than usual. Mistress Joanna marched in and issued her usual sharp command, Stand, slave!”

He rose to his feet and was immediately confronted by the estate overseer who had a mocking greeting. “Well bath boy! I hope you enjoyed your night in Mistress Leah’s bed. Today, you are back in the stable where you belong!” With this, she snapped a long, perhaps six meter long, lunge rein to his collar and led him out of the cell and toward the stable’s front door. With his head bowed and eyes down, he could not see Mistress Catherine until she was within a few feet. She quickly closed the distance between them, raised his chin with the index finger of her left hand and delivered a painful slap to his face. She repeated this three times before using her left hand to repeat on the other side. Robert began to whimper and tremble but did not dare to speak.

“You bastard! You low life stable boy. You are a slave, my slave and do not ever forget it! Do you understand me?”

She was almost screaming in anger. He could not get up the courage to speak until, she pinched both his nipples hard, very hard. 

“Do you understand me, boy?”

“Yes. Yes, Mistress. I understand”

“We will see,” she said as she turned and walked a few feet away. There, one of the other stable boys was standing and holding the reins of one of her riding horses. Without speaking, he handed her the reins and knelt in place so that the Mistress could mount by stepping on his back but she quickly said “No!” She gave a rough tug to the lunge rein that pulled robert forward. Pointing at him she said, “You! Get over here and kneel.” Robert obeyed quickly and she stepped upon her property as she mounted.

With another pull on the leash, she ordered him to stand and told him that he was going to get a little workout. Joanna had gone to the wall and removed a three meter lunge whip which she handed up to  Catherine. The Mistress used her spurs to signal her mount to move forward at a good pace while she held the leash firmly. The collared, hobbled slave was jerked to the ground and quickly felt the sting of a whip on his naked back. One, two, three sharp strokes of the whip fell on him before he heard Mistress scream, “Get up, boot lick! Get up or I swear I will whip you to death!”

Struggling to his feet, he stood trembling and wondering what he had done to deserve this treatment. His Mistress had given him to her friend for the night and he had obeyed, serving well. But that was it; he had served too well. It did not seem fair but it did not have to. His owner was displeased and she was going to punish him terribly. Catherine gave the horse another signal to proceed, this time at a slower pace. The terrified slave was able to keep up for a short distance even wearing hobbles but in less than a minute, he tripped on the ankle chain and fell.

If anything, his owner was more brutal this time. She landed five or six more strokes across the boy’s back and as he rose, she caught him twice across the chest. He cried out in pain and moved his arms and hands as if to protect his front. 

“Slave! Don’t try to protect yourself when your Mistress whips you! You deserve a good whipping and you are going to get it!”

She called for the stable boy to fetch a pair of wrist manacles from the barn so that she could secure the boot lick’s hands behind his back. It took almost two minutes for this to be done and in the meantime, her slave instinctually fell to his knees and bowed in submission but she immediately ordered him to stand. “I want to see your face,” she said.

This brought a smile as she observed tears, real tears streaming down his face. Dismounting, she walked slowly toward the poor boy and slapped him hard once more. “You are going to learn your place, robert. Do you understand me?”

In the terror and pain of the moment, he did not realize the significance of what had happened. Mistress had been calling him by his name! This was a slip of the tongue but it revealed the lady’s true intention. She was going to take back the sweet, shy, grateful boy she had known. She was going to put him in his place and keep him there!

When the stable boy arrived, she took the manacles immediately and ordered her slave to turn and place his hands behind his back. This time, she got the immediate obedience she demanded and robert stood naked, collared, leashed and hobbled before her. As she placed them on his wrists he could hear to click, click sound of the device closing and making him all the more helpless. Mistress placed her left foot firmly on the boy’s ankle chain and gave him a powerful shove in the middle of his back. He tripped immediately and fell to his knees but this did not satisfy his owner. She kept her foot on the hobble chain and pushed him once more as he was kneeling. Robert fell forward with his hands behind his back and landed face down in the dust.

Moving to one side, Mistress kicked him hard with the toe of her riding boot and shouted, “Roll over, boy! Roll over now. On your back!” He was sobbing but obeyed as quickly as he could finding himself lying on his back and looking up at an angry Mistress. Without hesitation, she delivered a sharp stroke to his naked chest and he began to make a pitiful, uncontrolled sound.

“You don’t try to hide yourself when you are being whipped! Your Mistress wants you punished and that is how it is going to be.” She brought the whip down on his chest and the front of his thighs another seven or eight times as the helpless slave began to literally scream while kicking the ground with his hobbled feet. He arched his body and writhed from side to side but did not disobey by trying to roll away. Mistress Catherine stopped, perhaps only out of a desire to see the boy in such a humiliating state but she also realized that much more of this could be dangerous.

She waited for the worst of his kicking and squirming to stop and then ordered him to turn back over. Face down, he tried to lie perfectly still but the pain was making that difficult. He had welts over most of his upper body and legs as he put his face into the dirt and waited for the next cut. There was none. Instead, Mistress knelt with one knee between his shoulders and let the entire weight of her body fall on him. It pressed him down even harder to the earth and he could not help but squirm and kick helplessly at the ground. He was so frightened that he lost control of his bladder and urinated on himself and the earth beneath.

His owner held him in that position until he stopped most of his movements and his wails lessened to a pathetic moan. She grabbed the front of his hair and jerked his head back, lifting it out of the dirt. Bending down a little further, Catherine began to speak directly into his left ear.

“You will learn your place, Robert! You are my property. You are mine today and you will be tomorrow and for the rest of your life! You may be able to fool Mistress Leah but you do not fool me. If you think you are going to escape by cowering up to her or any other woman, you are wrong! Do you understand?”

The defeated, broken slave beneath her began to cry uncontrollably. He could not help continuing to urinate on himself as she held him to the ground. Trembling, shaking and slobbering in pain and terror he was completely helpless. He drooled from his open mouth and finally answered. “Mistress, PLEASE have pity on me! PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE! I am sorry, so very, very sorry for the foolish thing I did years ago. I have regretted it every day since. Catherine released her hold on him and his face fell back to the ground where he pressed it harder and harder into the dirt. He continued to slobber and drool while face down but also continued to beg.

“I made a terrible, terrible mistake. I know that you have every right to punish me until I die but I beg you to have mercy. PLEASE! I know my place now and I want to stay in it. I want to belong to you, to wear your collar to be at the end of your leash. PLEASE!”

There is a moment in many relationships when both people realize what the future is going to be. Catherine had been genuinely angry with her slave and that anger had built on itself as she whipped him. She did not often loose control like that. Robert closed his eyes and began to beg, to plead, to cry; it was just as Leah had said it must be.

For a few seconds, she pushed his face ever more firmly into the dirt, wanting to make the point that she was in complete, absolute control. At the same time, her heart began to soften and her anger subsided. After a few seconds, she relented, removed her knee from his back and stood. Her property remained face down and weeping. Reaching down, she pulled up on the back of his collar and told him, “Get up, boy”

Robert struggled to his knees and then to his feet still whimpering. His face was smeared with dirt, his body striped by the whip and he was wet where he had urinated in his desperate fear. His heart pounded and he was unable to speak, not that he was permitted to. His Mistress resisted an impulse to give him some comfort but could not help softening her feelings. He had been such a treasure once. She turned away and walked back to her horse where she gave him a ‘come here’ gesture and pointed down. The boy stumbled forward and fell to the ground presenting his back for Mistress to step on as she mounted.

Looking down at her property, she instructed the slave to pick up the lunge whip in his teeth and bring it to her. He obeyed, she took the whip and told him to do the same for the end of his leash which she took in her hand. Before she could lead him away, the boy spontaneously kissed the hand that had whipped him in a show of submission and affection. Catherine turned her horse and rode slowly toward the outdoor training ring where she led robert in just one slow trot around the circumference.  When done, he was led stumbling back into the stable.

Joanna took charge and placed the exhausted male into his cell. She locked his collar to the neck chain and started to leave when Mistress Catherine entered. It was crowded with two women and the slave in the small space so Mistress Joanna stepped through the door. As his owner stood over him, robert began to kiss and lick her riding boot without being told to do so. Mistress Catherine stooped and held his head between her two hands. “Robert, poor boy. What am I to do with you?”

Without hesitation, he answered, “Keep me, Mistress. PLEASE keep me!”

“Well, we will see.”

Mistress stood and turned to walk away but as she did her slave strained at his neck chain to crawl after her. He kept begging to be kept to be owned, to be used by her. When he reached the end of his tether, he kissed the ground behind her boot and pressed his face to the floor. Catherine smiled and left the cell. The door was closed and he was alone in the dark, What would become of him?

It must have been three or four in the afternoon when Mistress left his cell. Robert could see a little daylight under the door and he could hear the routine activity in the stable but no one entered. As dark fell, Mistress Joanna opened the door briefly and used her foot to push a bucket of water in his direction. She said nothing, closed the door and soon the darkness was total. His wrists were still manacled behind his back, he was naked, collared and chained to the cell wall. More importantly, he was completely broken with no will to resist. 

Mistress Catherine spent the evening at a leisurely dinner, a telephone conversation regarding minor business details, sipping a glass of wine and having one of the houseboys read to her. The late night before and the day’s activity had left her unusually tired. She went to bed early but found herself thinking of the slave, the stable boy she had left chained in the darkness. She remembered him as the young boy who had been so affectionate and devoted. She smiled, closed her eyes and dreamed of past days. When she awakened, her mind was made up.

That morning, she gave her overseer some very specific instructions. Robert was not to be punished any further. After being washed, he was to be left completely alone in his cell. If Joanna felt it advisable, he could be exercised for a half an hour each day until she returned. Mistress Catherine had to attend to business in the city and she would return in two or three days. No, make that at least three days. Let robert wait in his cell wondering what is to become of him.


CHAPTER 9  The Redemption

If the days passed slowly for Mistress Catherine, they seemed like eternity for robert. The morning of that first day, he had been taken from his cell by Mistress Joanna and rather gently washed. She had released him from the wrist manacles and allowed him to move his arms freely but then replaced them. He was fed and watered but then locked once more in the darkness. Each day he could see the daylight creep under the cell door, he could hear the activity in the stable; he was fed and allowed to move his hands and arms freely for a few minutes. But then he was returned to the solitary confinement of the tiny cubicle. He began to truly despair. She was going to sell him or make a gift of him! He was certain.

On the fourth day, he was removed from the cell and taken to the lunge ring where he pulled a rather light sled. He was wearing blinders while doing this exercise so he could not see that Mistress Catherine had returned and was watching him intently for a few circuits. She smiled as he pulled his burden, so eager to please and obey. All was falling into place.

That Saturday he was taken outside and told to wash thoroughly. He was allowed almost complete freedom of movement and he seemed recovered from the whipping he had received. He was told to lie on the usual table and spread his legs so that Mistress Joanna could apply the ball leash to his genitals. She had him put on his harness himself and he assumed that he was going back to the exercise ring. Instead, Mistress Joanna attached a leash to his genital ring and began leading him towards the house. They entered and she led the stable boy to the garden where Mistress Catherine waited. 

She was seated on a very comfortable chase that made her look somewhat like an image of Cleopatra. A meter or so away, Mistress Joanna snapped her fingers and pointed down telling him to kneel and put his slave-face to the floor. He was in the presence of his Mistress-owner! Joanna left without saying a word and robert was alone with the woman he so feared, loved and adored.

He did not dare move or speak until Mistress Catherine addressed him and told him to kneel up and look at her. She seemed more beautiful than she ever had, even as a young girl! He bowed his head wanting to beg once more for forgiveness but he did not. Instead, Mistress extended her foot in his direction and he bent to kiss it starting to weep. She allowed him to continue for a full minute until he could no longer resist begging.

“PLEASE, PLEASE forgive me Mistress.” But she cut him short. 

“You did a very foolish thing years ago didn’t you boy?”

“Yes, Mistress and I am so sorry!”

“You have good reason to be. You might have entered a life of pampered slavery. You might have spent those years waiting on me, pleasing me and being used by me. You could have worn the marriage collar I had bought just for you. Instead, you are collared like a common slave. Look at this.”

She produced a wooden object that looked like a jewelry box. Opening it slowly revealed a high leather collar with a single ring in the front. From the ring hung a silver tag with a message, “Property of Mistress Catherine Majors . Lovingly and  Willingly Surrendered Into Slavery.”

He trembled as he read the words and hung his head.

“Robert, I am going to show you that a woman can be forgiving and kind. I am going to offer you this marriage collar one more time. I want you to think carefully about accepting it. If you do, your entire life will be devoted to serving and pleasing me. You will be sent to malemaid training. It will not be easy; they will exact perfect service and obedience from you. You will be returned to me and spend the remainder of your life at the end of my leash. You are to return to your cell and think this over.

“No, please Mistress! I do not need to think it over. I have been praying for this since the night you saw me at Rose Hill. I had never forgotten you or stopped regretting what I did. PLEASE PLEASE let me wear your collar!”

Catherine took a deep breath and considered the boy at her feet. After all those years she still kept an affection for him. She loved him in the way a Mistress loves a special slave. He was broken, truly broken to her will. He would willingly belong to her for the rest of his life.

“Kiss my slippers, boy. Get used to it. You are going to be dressing me every morning. I will have to have Mistress Joanna pierce your nipples this afternoon. I want you belled for your wedding day.”

Mistress Catherine turned out to have a decidedly romantic streak. There was no established ceremony for a slave receiving a marriage collar so she chose to imitate the one her grandmother had used. In those days, it made a real difference when a male surrendered himself into slavery but now every male is Femina was automatically a slave. In a way, it must have been nicer when a male could freely give himself over to the Rule of Women.

Two weeks later Mistress Catherine stood at the alter waiting for her slave with a leash in hand. Robert was dressed in a stunning white corset with matching pushup panties and silk stockings. Two darling bells hung from his nipple rings and he was hobbled not only at the ankles but also at the knees. He had practiced walking in them for days so that he would make a good appearance. He was led down the aisle by Justine who would be turning eighteen in a few weeks. He endured the humiliation of being led to the alter under the authority of a young girl.

When he reached the alter he knelt and placed his face on a satin pillow that lay on the floor at Catherine’s feet. Mistress Joanna used a tool to remove the rivet that had locked his collar in place and he was told to kneel up.

Governess Waters read the service. “Do you, boy accept this collar and all that it means? To be owned absolutely by your Mistress Catherine? Do you accept this willingly and lovingly knowing that you are entering a lifetime of slavery? Do you give yourself completely to her accepting her authority in all things?

To each question robert answered loudly and clearly for all to hear, “YES, YES. I do!”

“Then by the power invested in me by the state of Femina, I declare that you are now and forever will be the property of your Mistress Catherine. You may now kiss the hem of your Mistress’ dress.”

Justine placed the marriage collar on his neck, buckled it in the rear and secured it with a small padlock. The key was handed to Catherine on a silver chain and Robert lovingly kissed the hem of her dress. He then knelt to the floor and adoringly kissed each of her feet. There were some tear filled eyes in the garden as Catherine attached the leash to his new collar and led him away from the alter to a life of devoted service.

The ‘wedding’ was followed by a reception held in the formal dining room. Mistress led him around on his leash, thanking each guest for coming. Some of the women placed a small canapé in robert’s mouth which he gracefully accepted. His wrists had been secured behind his back again and he could not have done this for himself. A number of the women present placed their hands on his face, calling him ‘lamb’ or ‘darling boy’.

Catherine was beaming. She saw that during the entire service and reception he had maintained a stiff erection. Several of the guests commented on it and they understood when Mistress Catherine led her slave husband away before the reception ended. In fact, they were jealous and with good reason. That male had entered a life of true devotion and service. It was a beautiful thing.


Postscript

Mistress Catherine took up her duties at Interior a month later. Her slave-husband kept her house, washed her sheets and personal clothing and lovingly attended to her most private and intimate needs. He was kneeling in submission without fail each night as she returned home. It remained one of those beautiful Mistress-slave relationships that most slaves yearn after. Of course, Catherine owned other males but that was her right. After all, she was a Mistress, a member of the Superior Gender. Robert was content to see her happy even if he was a little jealous at times. She always returned to him for the devotion that women love.

Catherine did not sell her farm. Instead, she turned it into a boarding and training school for males who were destined to wear marriage collars. It became quite a fad and fashion in Femina for a lady to ‘marry’ one of her slaves. Joanna stayed on as Overseer and a business partner at the farm.

As for Rose Hill, there are many more stories. Cell Block C had fifty cells, each of which had held dozens of boys on their way to new lives. All of them had hopes, fears, suffering and then the privilege of wearing Rose Hill’s brand. If there is demand, I will tell you more of them in future volumes. Until then, remember that The Rule of Women is the natural order. Accept it!

Mistress O.
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