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CHAPTER ONE

 


'A day at the Manor'

 


It was
bound to be a disappointment, thought Bob. How could it be anything
else? The picture he had been painted sounded so much like heaven
that the reality was bound to fall short.

"Bob,
mate, you'll love it," Tom had said. "You can pick whichever one
you like, and make her do whatever you like, and do to her whatever
you like. It doesn't matter what she likes at all, she gets no say
in it. And they're all lovely; really beautiful. Sure, it's not
cheap, but believe me it'll be a night to remember."

Well, he
wasn't short of a quid or two, so he paid his money and went, but
even now he couldn't quite believe it. Beautiful young slave girls
- real slaves, not pretend - in a large old house in England, only
an hour or so's drive from London? Robert, old pal, he said to
himself, someone is pulling your leg. This just can't be
true.

But it
was!

He
arrived at the entrance to the estate, high walls and a solid
wooden gate in an isolated part of Sussex, just as it had been
described to him. His ringing on the bell was answered, as Tom said
it would be, by this man in a sort of butler's outfit. Polite and
urbane he might have been, but there was something quietly sinister
about this short but plump little man: his baldness, the roundness
of his face and the treble chin failed to make him look weak or
harmless, but the moustache succeeded totally in giving him the
look of someone it would be unwise to cross. His manner, however,
was decorum itself. He checked Bob's identity, confirmed that he
was expected, invited him to park his car just inside the gateway -
Bob noticed that the gate was securely locked behind him, with the
key immediately removed so that it could not be opened from the
inside - and informed him that a "pony and cart" was on its way to
collect him. It was just returning from delivering tonight's other
visitor to the house - Bob had noted the other car which his was
now parked beside.

He got
quite a shock when he saw the "pony and cart." The cart was an
unexceptional, very lightweight two-wheeler; but the "pony" was a
striking flame-haired young woman of Amazonian proportions
harnessed to it. She was almost six feet tall, with muscular yet
feminine arms, a large and firm chest with a flat tummy and
excitingly sculpted legs rising to an inviting love nest guarded
only by luscious curls of red-blonde hair. All this he could tell
quite easily, since apart from the harness and boots she was
totally nude.

Somewhat
hesitantly, Bob climbed up into the cart and took hold of the
reins. The girl showed no signs of moving. Clearly a command was
called for. A polite invitation to her to lead on was on his lips,
but it would surely be the wrong thing to do. Instead, still rather
uncertain, he flicked the reins. Immediately she began to push
herself forward and the cart soon gathered pace. Her muscles
rippled under her smooth and sensuous skin and she pulled the
contraption as if it weighed nothing, although he could see a tiny
trickle of sweat running down her back despite the coldness of the
February evening. The harness made her bend over at the waist and
her bottom filled his horizon: she was a big girl, but nevertheless
there was not a trace of fat on her buttocks or thighs. If she had
anything to say, she was unable to say it: a metal bit blocked her
mouth, preventing her top and bottom lip from meeting but not
impeding her breathing, which was deep but steady. Bob fingered the
reins, hesitated, and then could not resist the impulse to flick
the girl a second time with them. The two parallel leather straps
slapped into the bare back with more force than he had intended,
but there was no complaint; however, there was an immediate
quickening of pace, despite the fact that they were already moving
quite quickly.

The
driveway widened into a courtyard, and the manor house came into
view. It looked like an old vicarage, although he gathered that the
goings-on there were certainly not the sort of thing that the local
reverend might approve of. The girl pulled the cart right up to the
entrance steps, and stopped. He stepped down, deliberately
alighting on the wrong side of the house to give himself the excuse
to walk in front of her and ogle her. Her chest rose and fell
steadily, and her breathing was still even despite the impediment
of the bit. A layer of perspiration made her breasts gleam, and he
noticed a name stencilled neatly on her left breast in inch-high
marker pen: Hercules. As he walked up the steps, she began to move
off, heading down the drive once more. He watched her go,
fascinated, and only when she was out of sight did he turn and ring
the bell.

When the
door was opened, he got another eyeful. Another naked young woman
stood there.

"Good
evening, master," she began, and then, seeing that his attention
was focused entirely on her body, patiently waited for his eyes to
drink their fill before continuing, making no effort to hide
herself, although he had the impression that she did not enjoy the
attention. She was as elfin and petite as the first girl had been
statuesque; fine blonde hair tied in ribbons emphasised her youth -
she looked as if she was only sixteen - and framed a face that was
both lovely and looked serenely innocent, in total contrast to her
nudity. Apart from the ribbons, her only adornment was a
lightweight black leather collar fastened loosely around her neck;
below that nestled two still developing breasts pushing firmly
upwards, the left of which bore the name "Egg". This, he later
found out, was in reference to the bald state of her mound of
Venus, she being the only shaved girl in the household. He was far
too busy taking her body in to notice the slight flush of her
cheeks as she stood there for his inspection. When she judged that
he would now give sufficient attention to her voice, she said,
"Please follow me, master" and turned and walked off. Bewitched by
the unconscious gentle sway of her bottom as her bare feet padded
over the sumptuous carpet, wild horses could not have prevented him
from moving after her. Only faintly was it registering in his mind
that she had twice referred to him as "master".

She led
him into a lounge and turned to face him once more, indicating an
armchair into which he sank.

"My
fellow slaves will be with us momentarily, master, and then you may
choose which of us you want," she said in a beautiful light voice.
"There is a file giving information on us on the table by your side
which may assist your choice. I regret that Longlegs is
unavailable, as she is being used by another guest, but if you
would like Hercules then she can be available shortly, and one of
us will take over the cart." He looked at her slight form, unable
to imagine her being able to pull that cart with a fully grown man
in it.

"And
don't think for a moment that she can't do it," said a male voice
behind him, easily reading his thoughts. Bob turned and struggled
out of the deep armchair to shake the offered hand of (he correctly
assumed) his host. The newcomer introduced himself as Charles and
identified Bob, explaining that only first names were used
here.

"Of
course, Hercules can beat her in a race, but Egg here can still
take you anywhere you want in the cart at a quite reasonable pace.
She just needs a bit more whip for encouragement sometimes, don't
you girl?"

"Yes,
master." Incredible that the girl accepted without argument the
possibility of being whipped!


"Anyway," continued Charles, "I just popped in to make sure
that they are taking good care of you. If the one you choose is not
completely satisfying, do please let me know and we'll replace her
with another of your choice and, of course, suitably deal with the
faulty one. Have a good evening." With that, he
departed.

Bob sank
back into his chair just as another door to the lounge opened.
Still struggling with the other shocks he had taken so far, Bob's
jaw dropped as three more girls, each totally unclothed and
apparently unconcerned about it, walked in and lined up in front of
him. Egg moved to stand beside them to make the line four wide. At
first Bob's eyes roved almost frantically, then he calmed a little
and began looking at each girl in turn. The first was another
blonde, with pale skin and just a hint of freckles. The word
"Virgin" was printed on her firm pear-shaped mammary, although Bob,
quite correctly, couldn't see how she could actually be virgo
intacta if she was regularly "on offer" as she was tonight. She had
the supple grace of an athlete, but just a hint of innocence. Next
to her was a brunette, with curly uncontrolled hair, small but firm
round breasts and, as Bob could not help but admire when he got
them all to turn round, the most superb bottom he had yet seen. Her
name, according to her bosom, was "Hot Lips". The third was rather
older, auburn haired with an air of sophistication and evident
class, rather mocked by the name "Milady Cunt". She looked somewhat
crest-fallen, as if she had fallen a long way from aristocratic
origins - which, in fact, she had. Actually, none of them looked
wildly enthusiastic, but they were undoubtedly totally
co-operative.

When he
could at last wrest his eyes away from their exposed charms, Bob
consulted the file. Each girl had a page of data, in addition to
full frontal nude photos, which were rather superfluous given that
they were displaying themselves before him at this very moment. Egg
was just sixteen, Virgin seventeen, Hot Lips was twenty and Milady
Cunt twenty-six. Measurements, weight, details of slave experience
and all sorts of private information, including sexual prowess, was
here. Virgin had been a virgin when she "joined", hence the name,
and consequently had only ever known sex as a slave. When roused,
she would get deliciously embarrassed. Egg was keen to please; all
of them, he had been assured, would make every effort to satisfy
him, but she seemed to have the idea that since he was paying for
this, he deserved the best she could give. Hot Lips was a
specialist in oral sex. Milady Cunt, who was indeed a former member
of the aristocracy, was quite a nymphomaniac: in her former life
she had screwed around a great deal and, although she could no
longer choose either the time or the partner, still needed regular
doses of sex. Hercules' file was also there: she was nineteen, a
former female body-builder with what was described as a firm body
and, of course, plenty of stamina. Longlegs' curriculum was also
worth a look: the photo was that of a poised model, as the file
confirmed she had been. She was twenty-two. Bob sighed. What a
choice!

In the
end he opted for Egg, who sent a shiver through him every time he
looked at her. The others departed obediently, one or two looking
relieved that they hadn't been chosen. Egg remained standing before
him, and for a moment he did not know what to do next, but she
quickly guided him through the choices.

"If you
want to beat me a little, master," she said in that thrilling voice
of hers, "there is a choice of instruments in the bureau over
there. There are some bondage rooms elsewhere in the house if you
want, or a dungeon if you want to do it hard." She sounded
unenthusiastic about the prospect, but clearly prepared to obey if
need be. However, he chose the bedroom instead. He had a wonderful
time: she skilfully built him up whilst keeping him from going off
for as long as possible; when he finally did explode into the
condom the house rules insisted upon, she cleaned him off and
gently caressed him until he built up for a second
climax.

It was
quite late when he almost staggered out of the house; Hercules was
waiting in the floodlit courtyard, goose pimples now evident on her
flesh in the cold, to take him back to the gate-house and his car.
The sight of that magnificent rear pumping away as she pulled the
cart revitalised him once more, and when they reached their
destination he alighted and then nerved himself to reach out and
stroke her lovely flanks. She made absolutely no move to resist
him, and so he explored further. She was totally docile, staring
out expressionlessly into the darkness. The butler appeared and
discreetly mentioned that there was a supply of condoms in the
gate-house, and Hercules could be quickly and easily unharnessed.
The young woman made absolutely no reaction to this offering of her
body without consultation with her. Bob was tempted, but he sorely
doubted his ability to come again after Egg had drained him so
thoroughly, and he did not want to risk failing. On the other hand,
this incredibly succulent creature was completely and freely
available. Still hesitating, he looked into her eyes, and saw that
the possibility of being used had intensified the unhappiness
behind the blank expression. A thrill of power surged through him,
that she was his despite her own wishes, and that settled it. He
nodded, and the butler began freeing the girl of her harness. He
could feel his manhood rising once more, and felt confident now
that he could give her a good seeing-to. And one day very soon he
would be back here again. Oh, yes, indeed!

 



***

 


Hot Lips
settled down on the mattress in her kennel for the night and turned
out the light. Neither of tonight's visitors had chosen her. The
first looked a nasty piece of work, and Longlegs had returned to
her kennel with some fresh cane marks on her rear as well as
suffering a fairly brutal penetration. The other one had looked all
right, but even so, Egg was welcome to him.

Hot Lips
had been christened Alison Balcombe, though the name Alison had
soon been shortened to Ali. For the first seventeen years of her
life she had led a normal existence, slightly sheltered where boys
were concerned, but beginning to flirt more as she matured. Then,
on holiday in Cornwall, she had been spanked by a dishy young lad
when alone with him. The experience had been surprisingly exciting,
and she began to get spanked regularly by him, even allowing him to
take her jeans down, although not her boxer shorts. Eager to
explore this, she had agreed somewhat hesitantly to go with this
lad, called Jamie, to a spanking club called the "Wench Whackers
Ball" (see the novel of the same title). She hadn't quite realised
what she was letting herself in for: there, in front of an audience
of over thirty men, she had her shorts and knickers taken down for
the first time ever, and had her first ever taste of the cane: a
searing twenty-four strokes. At the end of it, not fully cognisant
by this stage of anything except the pain, she had been stripped
naked in front of the audience.

Somehow
this horrendous experience struck a chord, and she appeared several
more times at these parties. After the third such party on the
following year's holiday, she surrendered her virginity to Jamie,
later also copulating with his friend Carl and even, despite her
otherwise complete inexperience, taking part in the club orgy where
three more young Cornish studs tasted her now eighteen year-old
flesh. Still, the club sessions had become a little boring, and in
any case she could only do them when on holiday; at the end of that
summer she faced returning home, with no more c.p. and no more sex
(back home she didn't even have a close boy-friend); so, the club
secretary, Steve Langley, had arranged six one-off activities for
her, which they called the "Six Labours Of Alison". The first and
third had been comparatively mild, but the second had involved her
being skilfully dominated for a weekend by an exceptionally able
and experienced master, a Mister Pugh. Lacking any other sexual
outlet, Ali fixated on that weekend, and wanted to go again; but
Mister Pugh would only accept her after she completed the six
labours. The fourth and fifth were painful and severe; and although
she did not yet realise it, her enthusiasm for corporal punishment
and domination was fast fading. She told herself that she must
finish the six labours so that Mister Pugh would take her back for
another weekend. Even though she was already planning to give up
c.p. after that sixth labour, she still felt she had to do it in
order to go back to Mister Pugh once more, even though that was for
more of the same.


Confused? Yes, she was. Only much later, looking back with
maturity and hindsight, could Ali begin to understand her own
bizarre behaviour. That first spanking experience with Jamie had
been unplanned, but it became the gateway for further intimate
behaviour - a woman's behind is after all an erogenous zone and the
touching or gentle spanking of it is undoubtedly erotic - and a
substitute for the sexual activity which the then virgin secretly
wanted but did not have the nerve to actually initiate. Also, and
this she had realised at the time, she could be an arrogant bitch,
and she felt she needed the training in being submissive to cure
that character fault.

The
twenty-four strokes of the cane at that first W.W.B. meeting had
been far too painful to be erotic. The real draw of that had been
the fact that she had been forced, as a condition, to bare her
backside completely before the audience of some three dozen men
and, at the end of the beating, the now dazed girl had been
completely and unexpectedly stripped naked. Again, it was a sex
substitute. Lacking sufficient confidence in her body to strip of
her own choice (and also lacking a suitable excuse for doing so),
she could only do it by being forced into it. With no other outlet
for her growing sexual fever, she went to a second meeting where
she was nude almost throughout, and subjected to a further severe
dosage of pain. Possibly, had she been asked to another meeting
soon after, she would have declined, but as Cornwall was far from
her home she could only go to a meeting when on holiday, and
consequently eight months of total inactivity followed, during
which time her memory glossed over the pain and humiliation, so
next year she attended a third meeting, at which she finally got
herself sufficiently worked up to lose her virginity to Jamie. A
summer of regular sex with both him and Carl ensued, with fairly
mild c.p. more of an excuse to get undressed and ready for sex than
anything else. When that also began to bore - Jamie and Carl were
unsophisticated and truthfully unimaginative - the surface glamour
and excitement of new activities seemed attractive, especially when
set against the likely alternative of another eight months
inactivity. The real significance of her feelings towards the
Mister Pugh weekend lay in the fact that she had really craved sex,
despite his greater age, and he had frustrated that. Indeed, as she
had set out for the sixth labour, it had been nearly eight months
once more since her last coupling. (Her exploits up to this point
were chronicled in the novel "The Wench Whackers Ball").

And so
she had arrived at the manor for a severe weekend of slavery. The
revelation upon her arrival that she would be expected to have sex
this weekend was, however much she might deny it, not quite such
bad news as she made out, even if she had to believe herself that
she was forced into it in order to assuage her guilt. The sex at
times that weekend had been wonderful; but it had been accompanied
by hours of blazing, terrible pain and degradation. Indeed, the
weekend had barely begun before she was regretting signing up for
it, and before much longer she would have preferred to pack up and
leave, but she had no choice: early departure was not permitted,
and the manor was VERY secure. Moreover, at the end of that
eventful weekend had come the shock of abduction: she and two of
her fellow sufferers joined the ranks of the slaves incarcerated in
this place. (This weekend was described in full detail in the novel
"Animal Farm".)

That was
nine months ago now. Any control she might have had over her
activities, or indeed any aspect of her life, had vanished with
that abduction. She had been given the slave name "Apples", in
reference to her small but firm tits which were now more or less
permanently on display, and she, Egg and Red Breast had slowly come
to realise and accept that there was no escape, and that they would
be slaves until they reached thirty, when the organisation which
now owned them would release them with a considerable "inheritance"
earned from their torments. The dawning of reality had come in
stages: at first, they had co-operated purely out of fear of the
whip and the masters' physical presence; then, they began to "play
along" until the chance to escape came up; fear of an unknown but
reputedly fearsome fate if they tried to escape and were caught
prevented them from making attempts which would obviously be doomed
to failure, but no serious chance appeared. Gradually, they began
to realise that no such chance would appear; the hope never fully
died, but became so faint as to be barely noticeable, made fainter
as they met other slave girls who had spent years in captivity
without a single girl ever getting away. Ali had never entirely
stopped looking for a chance, but the search had sunk to the level
of her subconscious.

A few
months after Ali's induction, two more girls who she had met at the
Wench Whackers Ball had been similarly enslaved, their slave names
being "Virgin" and "Booby". (This was described in the third book,
"Sentenced To Slavery".) Red Breast had adjusted badly to slavery
and had been removed elsewhere; only recently did Ali find out that
she had been trained as a slave stripper and now lived and worked
in the more seedy bars of the orient, where, with no papers,
identification or money or even a knowledge of the language she was
easily controlled. Booby had quickly become an excellent pleasure
slave and had been sold to a Middle Eastern harem, where by all
accounts she was actually quite content with life. Well, perhaps
that was overstating it, but each girl had to make what she could
of her life. Floppy, now renamed "Bimbo" just as Ali had now been
renamed "Hot Lips", had been twice sold on six-month contracts. New
girls were always swelling the ranks, however unwillingly: Longlegs
and Milady Cunt were both inducted about four months ago; Hercules
had been enslaved a mere two months ago.

One
remarkable feature of that first weekend and other "Animal Farm"
weekends was the "bitch competition". This was a competition held
in three sections, beauty, sport and endurance. It was noteworthy
not just for the concept itself, but also because the slaves
selected were actually keen to compete, despite the degradation of
the first discipline, the pain and exhaustion of the second and the
even greater pain of the third. Ali had on that first weekend
finished joint last, but had worked hard and pipped Forest at the
winning post on her second such event nearly three months later.
Next time round, however, Forest had gained her revenge and Virgin
had edged her out of second place. The masters generally found that
after two or three bitch competitions most girls became stale and
lacking determination, and Ali had done only one more such event,
very recently, where she finished third once more, well behind the
other two. Forest was something of an exception: having won several
such events before Ali's arrival, she bounced back after losing to
Ali to gain her revenge, then fought off Virgin's challenge, and at
the most recent event defeated the new and powerful Hercules. There
was another consideration here for Forest: because of her unfailing
determination to win bitch competitions, the masters kept her based
locally, whereas most of the other slaves were often sold on three
or six month contracts to masters from all over the country or
abroad. Ali knew there were at least thirty slave girls currently
in that situation.

She
herself had recently returned from her first such contract. One
morning about five months ago she had been summoned to Master
Charles' study, where he was playing host to a middle-aged man,
soft and flabby but finely dressed. Ali, as usual, was naked except
for her collar. She had been made to stand to attention whist he
examined her; he had squeezed her breasts and buttocks as if he was
testing fruit before buying it, as indeed in a sense he was. She
endured this stoically, used to such treatment without ever having
been able to come fully to terms with it. Then he sat on a chair
and made her bend over his lap and spanked her. He gave it to her
hard, and she gasped and cried "ouch" from time to time, but she
remained in position: to resist would only bring much greater
torment down on herself. Master Charles then told her to show him
the way to one of the bedrooms. He did not need to tell her what
she had to do once they got there, and soon he was writhing about
on top of her between the sheets like a beached whale, his manhood
pushing into her. He had been checked for disease by Master
Phillip, the organisation's doctor, and she like all slaves had
been made sterile (the operation would if she chose be reversed
when her years of slavery came to an end), so a condom was not
required. Afterwards, they both showered and she took him back to
Master Charles' study. She had to stand to attention whilst the two
men discussed how good she was in bed; it was degrading, but the
stranger seemed satisfied, because he eventually said, "I'll take
her."

Master
Charles turned to her. "This will be your master for the next three
months. He will be having lunch with me, and leaving in about two
hours' time. Pack your things and be ready to go by then." With
that, she was dismissed.

Ali had
returned to the kennels, stunned and upset. "In residence" at that
time were Egg, Virgin, and the then newcomers, Longlegs and Milady
Cunt. They rallied around her, but since none of them had been sold
on contract before (Egg in fact was sold for the first time a
couple of weeks later) they could not give her much advice. Her
"travelling bag" was very light, since it contained no clothes: she
had taken a pair of panties and a bra in the vain hope that she
might occasionally be allowed to wear something other than just her
collar. She had seen the butler, whose weekly sex session with her
she had come to value (as it was the only time she was treated like
a woman rather than a slave) and, without permission, had hugged
him; fortunately, he did not punish her for it. Master Ralph had
got the transit van used for transporting slaves out. She climbed
aboard the padded and soundproofed rear section, watched
unenthusiastically as the wall chain was connected to her collar,
and gave a last despairing wave to her fellow slaves as the van
doors were closed. Moments later she felt the van begin to move,
and a couple of minutes later was outside the manor grounds for the
first time since her arrival there.

They
were on the road for more than five hours. When she was finally
allowed out of the van, it was evening, but still light enough that
she could make out a house inside small but private grounds, much
smaller than the manor but still concealed well from the outside.
This, for the next near hundred days, would be her home.

The
possibility of escape had crossed her mind, although she was aware
that the influence of the organisation meant that she would be in
danger even if she could get away, but the chance never presented
itself. She was kept permanently chained throughout her time there;
each room had a point to which her long chain could be attached, so
that she could only go to a couple of rooms at any one time. She
was allowed in the bathroom only once per day, which was difficult
at first but which she soon got used to. She had no room of her
own, spending each night in his bed, although he had sex with her
only a couple of nights per week on average. During the days she
was put to work keeping the house immaculate; for his amusement he
spanked her almost daily. He had a cane, but that was only for
disciplinary action, which she never gave him cause to use. It was
a mild autumn, and she pleaded with him to let her spend some time
outdoors, pointing out that she had learned quite a bit about
gardening whilst working for the manor's gardener. He was a little
reluctant because of the security angle: even with her chained up,
there was the slight possibility of people passing nearby if she
started screaming for help. At first he got around this by gagging
her with a metal gag she could not remove (of course, she was also
chained up) but later relented after she promised faithfully not to
try anything and removed the gag. The chain, of course, remained;
but she was sufficiently grateful for the concession that she never
considered breaking the promise. In any case, the chance of
succeeding in an escape attempt was remote.

By the
end of the three months she was very glad to get back to the manor.
The nuisance of being constantly chained, the lack of company (he
rarely talked to her), and the sheer boredom all wore her down, but
worst of all had been the oppressive omnipresence of the chains;
the comparative freedom of the manor was like a breath of fresh
air. During the first week back, she released her pent-up tensions
in the only way open to a slave: she screwed the butler silly, and
also contrived to be had by both Master Ralph and his father. Even
the Saturday parade and prostitution party she entered into, if not
willingly, at least with spirit. Sunday's corporal punishment party
was another matter to a girl who no longer had any c.p. leanings,
but even that she had endured with stoic acceptance of the
inevitable. Of course, she would still rather be free, but freedom
was little more than a dream now.


Christmas had come shortly after Ali's return, and Egg had
been allowed to return "home" (that is, to the manor) just for the
holiday period. Their first Christmas in captivity had been an
emotionally disturbing time, but it had been well handled by the
masters, who were obviously very experienced. For the duration of
the holiday period they had been treated more like servants than
slaves, and had even been allowed to dress themselves; from
Christmas Eve to New Year's Day there had been no punishment and no
forced sex. Some aspects of their slavery remained: they were still
chained up in their kennels every night, still referred to by their
slave names, and still required to address their captors as
"master"; but on the whole they hadn't had a bad time, one or two
parties where the drink flowed and they could forget for a few
hours their status and fate.

Life had
been hectic since the New Year. The organisation had apparently
become involved with some other group who had a large number of
male customers seeking compliant young ladies, and now there were
three or four men visiting most nights. With seven girls imprisoned
here, that averaged each girl being used every other night. It was
the uncertainty each night that was the worst part of this: as each
day wore on, Ali began to wonder if she would be raped and perhaps
beaten that evening. Not that their days were guaranteed to be free
either; one or two visits took place in the hours of
daylight.

One
slave would be on "pony duty" each night, ferrying the visitors up
to the house. Hercules got this task the most often, and Ali was
probably the second most often used. It didn't guarantee avoidance
of rape, but it made it more likely. Despite the humiliation of
being harnessed naked, toiling unfemininely and feeling the sweat
drip down your body - some men liked to lick it off a girl - the
helplessness as male hands roved, and the exposed and unflattering
view from the carriage seat of both her bottom and the secrets, if
one could still call them such, between her legs, despite all this
Ali found pony work sometimes clean and refreshing after the dirty
sensation of serving a stranger's often perverse whims. At least,
at the end of the night, when she was in the shower she would be
washing honest sweat off her body and not the memory of some male
penis which had penetrated her. Not that being on pony duty made it
certain that she wouldn't be fucked that night, but it was very
rare for the pony to be chosen. The other drawback was that it was
exhausting work at this time of year: because of the cold weather,
it was essential that the pony keep herself warm, and the only way
to do so was to keep moving even when there wasn't a customer in
the carriage. Of course, the pony was given anti-flu medicine and
so on before venturing out, but that didn't help the physical
discomfort of the cold.

The only
other relief from the visitors was the one night in the week each
slave was allowed to be "off duty" and with her arranged
"boyfriend". Of course, on that night each of them knew that they
were definitely going to be screwed; in fact, considering they had
no choice in the matter, it was rather strange to consider it a
date, or term their companion for the evening a boyfriend. The
difference was that on that evening the sex would be more tender,
the man would take trouble to ensure that the slave reached a good
climax, and even take the time for foreplay or other activities.
Ali's regular partner was still the butler; strictly speaking, she
had no say in the matter, but if she had been unhappy then the
masters would have changed it, since the whole point was to
maintain the girls' sanity by giving them a small oasis of
relaxation in a desert of suffering and degradation. Ali was quite
happy to have him as a partner: although he was much older than
her, older than her father, in fact, he could be charming and
gentlemanly, even though he only ever used her slave name and she
still had to call him "master". Sometimes she was even allowed to
clothe herself, put on a sensuous evening gown for a candlelit
dinner for two before he gently eased it off her and seduced her
into bed, even creating the impression that she had a choice. Of
course, those few hours of being reminded what it was like to be a
woman in her own right, and not just an owned sex object, made the
rest of her life that little bit harder. However, like all the
experienced slaves (as she now considered herself), Ali knew that
she had to be permanently humiliated, embarrassed and degraded; if
she reached the point where their treatment of her no longer
affected her, she would have become institutionalised, which would
leave her no chance of rebuilding a life of her own once these
hellish years of slavery were at an end and she became free once
more. Over nine years still to go ...

The
other slaves each had a "boyfriend" of their own. Hercules,
Longlegs and Virgin had masters from outside the manor, who visited
weekly. Hercules' and Longlegs' beaus were not young, but they
didn't have that much choice. Virgin, however, had been fortunate,
in that Longlegs' partner had a son, just turned seventeen and very
inexperienced, who was set up as Virgin's date. Milady Cunt
assuaged her tattered pride by dating Master Charles, giving the
impression that only the master of the manor was good enough for
her. Her snobbish air made her unpopular with the others, who
laughed whenever one of the masters punctured her haughtiness,
which was quite often.

Egg, who
was Ali's closest friend here, was closer than ever to Master
Ralph. In fact, she now resided in his bedroom at night, instead of
in the kennels with the other slaves. Officially the reason for
this was that there were currently seven slaves, and only six
kennels. Ali didn't resent Egg's position, because the girl made no
effort to capitalise on her situation and continued to stay on the
other girls' level. Not that Master Ralph gave her any concessions:
last week he had whipped her for some trifling offence, and he had
been as brutal as he was with any of them.

The
seventh girl was Peke, short for Pekinese. She was Taiwanese, with
a similar tale of abduction and enforced slavery in an organisation
there. However, their clientele included a lot of English speakers,
including Americans, Aussies, and both British and ex-pats, and she
was more valuable if her stumbling English could be improved, so
they had sent her here for six months in exchange for one of the
organisation's slaves, Dumbo, who was now slaving in a Taiwanese
brothel. Poor Dumbo: she had a brilliant mind, and although only
twenty-one, a series of high level qualifications from before her
enslavement to prove it: now only her body, which was admittedly
also brilliant, was of interest.

Peke,
therefore, was a sort of exchange student. She had jet-black hair,
small but exciting breasts, slightly darker skin and a natural
vibrancy which allowed her to bounce back from the indignities to
which she was subjected. She was about nineteen, from a sheltered
background before her enslavement; in fact, like Virgin, her first
experience of sex had been forced on her as a slave. Although her
conversation was limited, Ali liked her. All the girls mucked in
helping with her English, which was improving quite quickly, as was
her experience of western men and their desires. It was a
bitter-sweet education.

There
was the sound of someone coming down the stairs. Ali poked her head
out of the archway entrance to her kennel to see Hercules coming
down the stairs. She certainly was a magnificent animal (not an
insult: animals and slaves have much the same station in life): she
looked powerful and statuesque without losing any femininity. At
the moment, she also oozed sweat from every pore; and, to one who
knew where to look, as Ali did from personal experience, red marks
on certain parts of her body where the pony harness had rubbed and
the redness from cold of certain appendages, most notably fingers
and nipples, told clearly what she had been doing for most of the
evening. Seeing Ali, she began to grumble as she made her way
wearily to the showers.

"It's
not fair," she said, her accent betraying her Austrian nationality
(she had been snatched whilst on holiday here; unlike Peke,
however, her English was excellent). "I think that if I am pony all
night, I should not get raped as well." Ali said nothing: it wasn't
fair, but there was nothing either of them could do about it.
Hercules was still grumbling when she returned from the showers,
but she quickly shut up when the butler came to chain them up for
the night: it was most unwise to complain when he or one of the
masters was in earshot.

Now
chained quite securely to the ring cemented in the floor outside
her hutch (not that it made much difference, given the innumerable
other security precautions of the manor), Ali settled down for the
night. She did not know, indeed she hardly ever knew, what was in
store for her tomorrow. But she did know that whatever it was, and
it was unlikely to be pleasant, she would have no choice but to
comply. As always.

Hot
Lips, Egg, Virgin, Milady Cunt, Hercules, Longlegs and Peke; these,
then, were the current slaves at the manor, suffering so that men
might take pleasure from their pain and degradation.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


'The Journey'

 


It
started on a morning pretty much like any other.

Normally
the butler woke the slaves at seven o'clock and released them from
their chains, but occasionally Master Ralph did it to give the
older man a lie in, and on this day it was he who unlocked the door
at the top of the stairs (another security barrier) and came down
the steps, ringing a handbell to wake the girls up. Ali and Peke
were early wakers and would be outside their kennels within
seconds, whilst some of the others would stumble out bleary-eyed
moments later; it did not do to be much later, as he always carried
a short many-thonged whip with him. As he undid the lock which
connected Ali's kennel chain to her collar, he said
simply,

"My
father would like to see you after breakfast." Of course, the
politeness was purely automatic: it was an order. Ali
replied,

"yes,
master." She knew better than to ask what it was for: if he wanted
to tell her, if indeed he knew, he would do so of his own accord,
not because she asked. Her wishes were irrelevant.

The
girls' collars were removed to allow them to shower; they replaced
them themselves, since they could be snapped shut without a key,
and they then went upstairs to prepare breakfast for both the
masters (the owner, Master Charles; his son, Master Ralph, and
anybody else who might happen to be staying at the time) and the
servants (the butler and the maid). Only once they had been served
and waited upon were the slaves allowed to eat their own breakfast
and then clear everything away. Ali had plenty of time to wonder
what she was required for. It was unlikely to be good
news.

At
nine-thirty exactly she knocked on his study door and was allowed
in. He was behind his desk, going through his mail. She came and
stood smartly to attention before the desk, nude except for her
collar, and waited. He would not hurry what he was doing; after
all, it was only a slave waiting for him.

After a
while he finished what he was doing and looked up. Then, as was his
wont, he looked her up and down for a few moments. She remained
motionless, her charms entirely on view. She was well used to
having her bare body inspected by now; but whilst others would look
at her to see if they should choose her for sex or some other
activity, or look at her purely for their enjoyment, his gaze was
different. As far as the organisation was concerned, he owned her;
and he was checking on his property, seeing if it was still in good
condition. When he had sex with any of them (he usually had about
one a week, apart from Milady Cunt), he seemed to have a similar
approach, although he also made no secret of enjoying
himself.

Having
satisfied himself that his property was in satisfactory condition,
he turned to a file on his desk, opened it, and leafed through it.
Ali knew that it was her file. It detailed everything about her,
including all sorts of secrets that most twenty year-old girls
would prefer to keep very much to themselves. However, he already
knew all this, and his attention was more on a recent update
confirming that Ali was now regarded as fully trained. The butler
had informed her of this in passing: she had been given no adverse
reports on her obedience or efforts to please her masters over the
last few months, and the master she had served on that three-month
contract had also given a favourable report: therefore she could
now be considered fully broken in. It was of course a dubious
honour. Moreover, if she had expected any advantage from this
recognition, or, even more unrealistically, gratitude for her
co-operation, she did not get any: co-operation was simply
expected, under threat of the whip if it was not quickly
forthcoming.

Master
Charles closed the file, and regarded her once more. The fact that
his eyes were for the first time meeting hers and not roving over
her exposed body was scant comfort. Only now did he
speak.

"How
long have you been with us now, Hot Lips?" Of course, he used her
slave name.

"N-nine
months, master." She was nervous; quite apart from the fact that he
must have had some reason in calling her here, he was the boss of
the establishment and not the sort of person a humble slave could
relax with. And, of course, if she should displease him in the
slightest way, he could have her severely whipped.

"You
seem to have settled in quite nicely." This almost implied that she
was here voluntarily! However, a complaint about her abduction
would be both unproductive and extremely unwise, as would any
attempt at resistance, so she simply replied,

"Thank
you, master."

"And
your first contract was reasonably successful." Not to her it
wasn't, but then her feelings didn't count. The man who had bought
her had been satisfied: that was all that counted.

"Thank
you, master," she repeated.

"You are
going to be sold on a contract again, this time for six months.
Abroad." Ali's heart sank, but unquestionably she was not being
given a choice in the matter. "Tomorrow you will be taken to the
airfield and flown out. You are going to an isolated city-state in
South America, in Chile to be exact. Slavery there is quite openly
practiced, though for the same reasons most foreigners are banned.
The predominant language is English, with Spanish as just a second
language. Egg and Virgin are also being sent out. Egg, like
yourself, is fully trained. Virgin isn't quite at that stage yet,
as doubtless you know, but she's fairly close and in any case she
is going somewhere where I know she will be able to complete her
training without any difficulty."

He
paused for moment, and Ali risked a question. "Will we be slaves at
the same place, master?"

"I've no
idea; the only one whose exact destination is already fixed is
Virgin. You and Egg will be sold at the market. However, you will
be allowed to keep in touch with one another. That is why I am
seeing you separately. Egg may be fully trained, but she and Virgin
are only young, and Virgin is also still rather sheltered. You are
twenty. I expect you to look after them, particularly Virgin. They
may sometimes need a shoulder to cry on. Make sure that yours is
there. That is all. Go and get packing."

Having
already had one previous experience of being sent away, Ali found
it marginally easier this time, as did Egg, and between them they
reassured Virgin. Ali spent her last night at the manor with the
butler, in fact she was allowed to sleep in his bed overnight with
him. The next morning they gathered outside the front of the manor
as Master Ralph drove up in the van. Each girl was dressed, if you
could call it that: they wore smart silk dressing gowns, underneath
which they had on bra and panties. Each clutched a pathetically
small suitcase of personal belongings. Soon they were locked inside
the soundproofed compartment, their collars attached to chains in
the padded walls, and the van was on the way to the
airfield.

There
was no point in discussing what was going to happen to them, as
none of them had much idea. Knowing how restrictive her previous
period away from the manor had been, Ali was actually pleased to
hear that slavery was openly practised where they were going,
although she couldn't really picture it. However, the idea of being
"sold at the market" sounded horrifying. According to what Master
Charles had said, like most communities, or at least prosperous
ones, where sex is very open but the state has sufficient authority
to be able to insist on medical checks and treatment, sexually
transmitted diseases were more or less eradicated where they were
going and, since the girls were all sterile, the usual condoms
would not be needed. That was about all they knew. The only other
item of information was that slaves were often permitted to wear
undergarments, although it was not uncommon for a slave to be nude
either. This was the reason for their wearing bras and panties.
Apparently the climate was rather warm down there, and in any case
it being in the southern hemisphere it would be summer down there
when they arrived.

The only
other news for discussion was a letter that had been received from
Booby, who had also been sold on a six-month contract, this time to
a middle eastern harem. Although she like all the other girls would
prefer her freedom, Booby wasn't finding life too difficult over
there. Beatings were rare unless you did something really wrong,
and she was being used sexually almost every day, something she
didn't mind too much. Virgin, who had grown up with Booby and been
enslaved at the same time, made disapproving noises over Booby's
evident lack of reluctance over sex.

Ali
smiled to herself over this. She found Virgin's attitude to sex
mildly amusing. For all of them, rape was a weekly, often daily
part of their lives. She and Egg, neither of whom had been virgins
when they arrived at the manor, had all the normal sexual desires
of healthy young women; consequently, they gained what crumbs of
pleasure they could from the couplings they were forced into. In
other words, when Ali was made to go with a man, if she could get
an orgasm out of it, she did. The only exception to this, in her
case, was Steve Langley: it was a matter of pride to her that the
one man she really hated should not be able to bring her to climax.
(Unfortunately, he was reasonably skilled, and it wasn't always
possible to stop herself.) Also, on their weekly "dates", her with
the butler and Egg with Master Ralph, they openly and voluntarily
engaged in sex. Virgin affected to find it all vulgar and
unenjoyable. Of course, she co-operated without hesitation and did
her best to ensure that the man got a good time, but she maintained
that she did so purely for fear of the whip, something, of course,
which influenced all their actions. She claimed that she got no
pleasure from it herself, a claim that was not infrequently shaken
by the visible reactions of her body which, when she was forced to
admit to, she put down as "pure biological responses" or some
similar meaningless phrase. As to her weekly dates with a handsome
young lad of her own age, she absolutely denied that they had sex
and said that they just spent time together chatting and so on. The
amusing point here is that she had to go on these dates naked,
since none of the girls were allowed to dress themselves without
permission and in any case all clothing was locked away. It was
also true that if Virgin's date wanted sex, Debbie (Virgin) had to
oblige. Ali found it rather difficult to believe that the average
lad could spend an evening every week with a naked beauty like
Virgin and not do anything. She herself had been made to pander to
his pleasure once, and could confirm that both his interests and
prowess were quite normal.

Unlike
Milady Cunt, whose haughty arrogance was irritating, Debbie's
sniffiness over sex did not annoy the others and she got on well
with both Ali and Egg, who themselves were best friends. Virgin
might disapprove of the others' approach to sex, but she didn't
look down on them as a result. Also, the fact that she had arrived
at the manor as a virgin - hence her name - and so had never known
sex apart from slave sex made her attitude more easy to be
sympathetic about. Both Ali and Egg had watched Debbie's
deflowering, with the unfortunate girl tied spread-eagled to a
table and half a dozen men watching another man take her (see
"Sentenced To Slavery"). All in all, really, she had coped with it
quite well.

The
airfield, which Ali had never been to before, was an old Second
World War field, now more or less in disuse. A small passenger
plane was waiting for them. For security, Master Ralph coffled them
together when he released them from the van walls, and led them
across a short stretch of tarmac to the waiting plane. Since they
wore dressing gowns, anybody watching from a distance would have
seen nothing unusual; it would have taken incredible eyesight to
spot the thin chains connecting their neck collars, or the fact
that they were barefoot. The thought occurred to Ali that it had
been a long time since she had last seriously considered trying to
escape from the organisation; she had now come to reluctantly
accept almost entirely that such escape was impossible, and had
therefore become resigned to her fate. Once they were in Chile, an
isolated and largely unpopulated country, their chances would
probably be nil.

Master
Ralph led them aboard the plane, the only other occupants of which
were two pilots, who were in the cabin at the front whilst the
girls were led to the passenger compartment. The three of them were
rather more nervous now at the moment of their departure. Egg
reached out to grasp Master Ralph's hand, and moment later they
were in a last embrace, sealed with a kiss. He was himself
unconcerned about the situation, of course, but was happy to oblige
her. As they separated, Ali felt suddenly in need of reassurance
herself; she shuffled forwards (they were still coffled) and
moments later she too got a hug. Even Virgin had a turn. Egg
watched impassively; she had long since realised that she had to
accept that she had no hold or prior claim over Master Ralph. She
was only a slave, so how could she? No doubt within a day or so, or
as soon as he felt like it, he would be jetting his sperm into some
other captive wench back at the manor. Ali knew that the same was
true of the butler.

They
were uncoffled, Master Ralph locked the compartment door behind
him, and departed. Shortly afterwards the plane took off. They had
brought things to read, but Ali spent most of her time watching the
panoramic view as they flew across southern England, until suddenly
the land fell away and was replaced by the deep blue of the
Atlantic. Soon the coast was no longer in sight.

A short
while afterwards, they heard the door to the flight cabin being
unlocked, and one of the pilots came in. The other locked the door
behind him; evidently security was still being maintained, even
against the unlikely possibility of the girls overpowering the two
men and one of them being able to pilot the craft or operate the
radio. Quite relaxed - he had obviously transported slaves many
times before - he sat down and regarded them. They had all put
their paperbacks away and were watching him, since it was not
difficult to work out why he had come in.

"Another
nice cargo to deliver," he mused. "What are your names,
girls?"

Once
upon a time they would have answered Emma, Ali and Debbie, but they
knew that such was not acceptable anymore, and so in turn they
introduced themselves as Egg, Hot Lips and Virgin. Ali disliked her
new name and wished she could go back to being Apples (not that she
was too chuffed with that one either), but of course it was not her
decision.

"Very
nice; and what are the reasons for the names?"

He
looked first at Egg. "My ... that is, I'm shaved," she said
weakly.

He
nodded, and turned his head slightly to look at Ali, who was
sitting in the middle. The pain of humiliation flared in her gut as
she said, "I'm well trained in oral sex, master." The word master
slipped out automatically, she was so used to addressing every male
as such. Still, it was quite correct: these men worked for the
organisation, which gave them rights over the girls. Whatever the
legality of that, none of the girls were going to argue with it;
they were all too aware of what a whip can do. Ali's humiliation
came not so much from admitting her skill to him, but more from
mentioning it in front of Virgin. She had never forgotten the night
that she had first met Debbie and Jane, or Virgin and Booby as they
were now known. It was at the Wench Whackers' Ball, some eighteen
months ago now, before any of them had been enslaved. Debbie and
Jane were still both virgins, and in fact at that point so was she
(she lost her cherry later that night in private to Jamie). The two
girls were also virgins in another sense, this being their first
c.p. meeting and their only previous experience being a couple of
gentle spankings over their knickers. Ali, at her third meeting,
knew the score and guided and helped them. Naked from the start in
front of the audience of thirty or so men, she advised and led them
through their torment, taking her own beatings with fortitude and
showing them how to endure theirs, and gradually easing their
clothes off them until they were finally able to face the
degradation of being nude before their tormentors. They had looked
up to her that night, respected her for her determination, courage
and experience, as they had nearly a year later when, forced by
blackmail, they arrived at the manor for what they thought was a
weekend, not realising that they were about to be imprisoned as she
herself had been three months before. Even after that, she had been
more or less their tutor in adapting to this life they had been
forced into. But how could you look up to someone who had the name
"Hot Lips" and admitted to being trained in oral sex?

As all
this flashed through Ali's mind, the young pilot (mid-twenties, she
guessed) turned to Virgin. The blonde (both Virgin and Egg were
blonde, Ali was brunette) blushed and murmured, "when I was brought
to the manor, I was still ... a virgin." She had nearly said "pure"
or "untouched", but thought better of it.

"But not
now, I imagine?"

She
blushed deeper. "No," she admitted in a very small voice, and then
hastily corrected herself, "no, master."

He
nodded. "You know why I am here?"

"You
don't have to paint us a picture." Ali's tone wasn't as sharp as
her words, but she blurted the comment out, still embarrassed about
having to publicly mention her oral abilities. Instantly she
regretted her words: if Master Charles, Master Ralph or the butler
were here, she would immediately be beaten for insubordination.
Fortunately the pilot ignored it, but his voice was a little harder
as he said,

"All of
you take your things off and let's have a look to see which one I
want."

Almost
in unison, the three girls stood up. Ali gently pulled at the cord
of her dressing gown, and it opened up. She slipped it gently off
her shoulders, then reached behind her back to unclip her bra. She
slipped the straps over her shoulders, and the cups fell away from
her firm boobs. Then her thumbs pushed into the elastic waistband
of her panties, and she firmly eased them down over her hips,
letting them fall to the floor before stepping out of them and
using her foot to push them away behind her. Now completely nude,
she stood to attention, her hands at her sides. Her two friends
stood one to each side of her, similarly unadorned. If he had
forgotten their names, he would remember them now: each girl had
her name clearly marked in pen on her bare left breast.

He was
clearly in no great hurry to make his choice. Ali stared ahead,
remaining stiffly at attention. Nudity in front of men had been
such a normal state of affairs for her for so long that she had
become somewhat acclimatised to it, although one never quite lost
the feeling of embarrassment; but standing in a row of naked
beauties as a man inspected you to decide whether to choose you or
one of the others; that was a little added humiliation. It was also
a no-win situation: more humiliating if he rejected you, unpleasant
if he choose you. On balance, though, most of the girls would
rather not be chosen.

But
today her luck was not in. He lifted a finger and pointed straight
at her, and said,

"I think
I'll take you. There's a mattress under that seat: pull it out and
lay it out."

Ali
obeyed. The other girls, relieved not to have been chosen, were
dismissed and allowed to go back to their paperbacks. They did not
leave the room, however, having nowhere else to go. Neither did
they get dressed, not having been given permission to do so. All of
the slave girls trained at the manor were most meticulous about
obeying commands precisely, and not assuming any commands which had
not been given; a girl quickly learned that it was too painful to
do otherwise. So, Ali's two friends left their few clothes off, sat
back in their seats and buried their faces in their novels,
pretending not to notice what was going on.

He came
and stood on the mattress, and Ali began to undress him, leaving
his pants till last. He had a good body, muscular and
well-conditioned; that was something to be thankful for, she
supposed. Finally she pulled the underpants down to reveal a
sizable cock, already partially swollen. She had knelt down to
remove his last garment, and so this cock was about level with her
face, so she took the obvious course and began to suck it. Soon he
had swollen still further, and, extracting himself from her mouth,
knelt down on the mattress whilst she nestled down on her back and
spread her legs, and then settled down on top of her and began to
enter her. Soon he was thrusting happily away.

Given
that he was young, not bad looking and with a good body, normally
Ali would, whilst openly taking every step to ensure his complete
satisfaction, have discreetly laid the foundations for an orgasm
for herself as well. However, she felt a little inhibited by
Virgin's presence, although not Egg's, and decided to keep herself
in check. However, it did not work out that way. The condom that he
was using was ribbed, and as he moved in and out, one of the ribs
kept catching her in a sensitive spot and stimulating her wickedly.
Soon she could not resist, and began moaning as he began to mutter
about how tight she was and how he was going to come and explode
into her. She pulled herself together just enough to ensure that
her own orgasm coincided with his, since, once he had shot his own
bolt, he would have withdrawn from her with no consideration for
her own state of arousal.

Once it
was over, he dressed himself and knocked on the door to the front
cabin. It was opened by the other pilot, who commented "it's about
time", and moments later this second pilot stood in place of the
first, clearly anticipating a similar service. The three girls once
again lined up for him to make his choice. He was much older than
the first, and in much less trim condition; he fancied that his
attempt at a walrus moustache made him look like a second world war
ace pilot, but in fact it just made him look silly.

"Which
one of you did my partner have?"

"Me,
sir," replied Ali. God, she thought, don't let him pick me as well.
But instead he said something about spreading it around, and chose
Egg. Now Ali could sit back and relax a little, trying to
concentrate on her reading over the sounds of his grunting and
Egg's largely pretend moans. Only when he too had emptied himself,
dressed and left, did the girls re-don their underwear and dressing
gowns. None of them made any comment: they were fairly used to this
sort of treatment (if a girl could ever get used to it) and knew
that the best road to recovery was to try to forget what had just
happened.

It was a
long journey. They stopped to re-fuel at the Azores, and again at
another island. Both times, one of the pilots stayed with the girls
to ensure they did not try to get any message out through the cabin
windows. Eventually, they left the sea for good, and the girls
could see South America below them. Soon they were gaining altitude
to go over a range of mountains. These mountains seemed to go on
forever. The girls had slept quite a bit, whilst the men had taken
turns piloting the craft. While they were over the mountains, the
younger pilot re-appeared in their cabin; it had been quite a while
since his tryst with Ali, and he was ready for another go. This
time he chose Virgin, and the youngster was soon performing
reluctantly for him. The older pilot also made a second appearance,
and also chose Virgin, to the girl's dismay.

At last
they began to descend from the hills, to a plain maybe twenty miles
long and about five wide. They could see a town built in the
middle, with the rest of the ground dotted with villas and farms.
The sea loomed nearby, and Ali realised that this was the Pacific
Ocean. As they continued to descend, a runway came into view, and
minutes later they were on the ground once more.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


'Arrival'

 


The
first thing to hit the girls as they got off the plane was the
heat.

In terms
of area, Chile is not a large country, but it is very long and
narrow, only a few miles wide at some points, but going from near
tropical latitudes in the north to the southernmost point of any
land mass in the world with the exception of Antarctica.
Consequently, the temperatures vary enormously in the different
parts of the country; evidently they were well to the north, for it
was very warm. The sun was strong, but the air was kept from being
too oppressive by a strong sea breeze. The terrain in Chile also
varies greatly; much of the country is inhospitable mountains, but
these are punctuated by fertile coastal plains such as the one they
were in. Their plain was bordered to both north and south by more
mountains, making it very isolated. There were only two methods of
approach: air and sea. Consequently, the authorities here had
complete control of who entered and departed their little state.
Nominally, they were subject to the authority of the central
Chilean government, but in practice that government devolved nearly
all powers to local authority (partly due to the isolated nature of
the country and the difficulty of communications, partly due no
doubt to some skilful bribery). It became quickly evident to the
girls that escape was as impossible as it was at the manor:
physical escape was quite out of the question, and getting word out
was equally impossible, since all telecommunications to the outside
world were monitored and censored.

All this
was explained to them as they were led from the plane by a young
male official. They were coffled, with the chain between them being
fairly long, but otherwise unhindered; each of them clutched her
light suitcase in her hand. The two pilots had gone off somewhere
else, leaving them feeling rather alone in this strange place; they
did not see either of them again. There were several landing strips
at the airfield, and the terminal they were led to was quite busy.
Instinctively, Ali pulled her dressing gown more tightly together.
It appeared to be true that slavery was open here: nobody was
surprised at the sight of three barefoot young ladies chained
together.

They
were taken to a check-in desk. The official at the desk, an elderly
and not particularly friendly-looking woman, sifted through some
papers containing authorization for entry into the city-state until
she found what she wanted. Adjusting her glasses, she read
aloud:


"Property of The British Slave Trading Company, care of The
Manor House, Sussex, England: three slaves, answering to the names
Hot Lips, Egg and Virgin ... is that you three?"

"Yes,
madam." Ali, the eldest, answered for the others. She kept her
fingers crossed that madam, and not mistress, was the preferred
mode of address, or at least that the difference was not
important.


"Uh-huh." The woman turned to the young man who had led them
from the plane. "It says here that they are to be taken to the
slave supervision centre and delivered to overseer Newton. Here are
the papers for them." She handed over an envelope, and also stamped
the paper authorising their entry. Then she turned her attention to
another entrant, dismissing them.

The
young man led them away from the desk, then stopped.

"Before
we leave the reception, you had better be properly dressed," he
said. "Remove your dressing gowns." Reluctantly, the three girls
did so; Ali was acutely aware that she was wearing flimsy undies,
and not a bikini, which she wouldn't have minded quite so much. As
they put their robes away in their cases, she was conscious of one
or two male passers-by looking them over with admiring, roving
eyes. Once again she was aware that the humiliation of being a
slave was never-ending.

Soon
they were walking through the streets, following their guide. Ali
tried to keep her head up and walk with dignity, but her face was
red. The sheer normality of the scene around them made her feel
embarrassed by her lack of clothes. Although describing itself as a
city, this place was more the equivalent of a medium to large town,
but there were no shortage of people on the streets, both men and
women. Everybody wore light summer clothing, but even so the three
girls' apparel made them stand out. Most men turned to admire their
figures as they walked by; sometimes a man would brush past them,
and they would feel hands momentarily stroking their exposed
flanks. Nor did the liberties stop there: occasionally one of the
girls would yelp as a hand slapped a thinly protected bottom, or
pinch the exposed flesh just below the bottom; Egg, at the back of
the coffle, caught this the most. Once or twice Ali felt her
panties being tugged down over her hip, and quickly walked on for a
moment until the hand let go, at which point she quickly pulled her
tiny garment back into place. It didn't seem to matter that some of
the men had wives or other female companions with them; the women
voiced no objections to their husbands ogling or groping to their
heart's content.

They did
spot a few other unfortunate females who were similarly dressed
except for the addition of light footwear, and so were presumably
also slaves. Each one hurried on her errand, not resisting the
straying hands but trying to get past them as quickly as possible.
None of them looked very happy. They didn't wear collars, but
instead had very thin silver necklaces, rather like St.
Christopher's but with a distinctive design bearing the letter 'S'.
You would not have to be a genius, Ali thought, to figure out what
that letter stood for. One girl who they saw was actually
completely nude; predictably, she got quite a bit of attention, and
with absolutely no protection from the passing hands she looked
very miserable.

At last
they came to their destination, a solid and forbidding looking
structure with several floors. The young man led them through the
entrance, where another elderly female receptionist inquired who he
wanted and directed him. Shortly afterwards, he was knocking on a
first floor door, his charges waiting behind him. Ali was relieved
to get off the street and away from the staring and groping
crowd.

However,
the moment she laid eyes on their overseer, she changed her mind.
Wendy Newton was in her mid-thirties, dressed in leather despite
the heat, although her skirt was very short and her midriff bare.
She looked hard as nails, in fact she looked positively evil. Ali
shuddered with fear, knowing that this woman had control of her. In
her experience, women could be far crueller than men. The young
airfield official handed her the envelope with their details and
departed. Although not subject to the woman's control, even he
seemed glad to get out of her presence.

It was
not actually she who had answered the door; that was opened by a
rather timid, bespectacled man in his early thirties, wearing a
collar and tie which made him look like a junior clerk and looking
flustered and henpecked. He ushered them in, took the envelope from
the airfield man and put it onto the formidable Miss Newton's desk
(her title was on the sign on the door as they had come in, and Ali
was not surprised that she was unmarried). The overseer dominated
the room, which was spartanly furnished, but Ali noted manacles on
the wall and some whips hanging up. She shivered, and transferred
her attention to the woman sitting before her. Looking irritated,
Miss Newton had opened the envelope and was reading the contents of
the top page briefly.

"Three
British slaves," she summarised. "One for the Henderson household
by private agreement, the other two for the markets with proceeds
to B.S.T.C. less the usual commission. To be returned to England in
six months’ time." She was speaking only to the clerk; she hadn't
acknowledged the existence of the girls.

"Timed
it just right," the man ventured. "The monthly sales are the day
after tomorrow."

"Of
course they did," she snapped. "They have our calendar, they know
when the sales are. What would be the point of sending them at any
other time?"

"Sorry,
Miss Newton, I only meant ..."

"Oh,
shut up, for heaven's sake. Why I have to get lumbered with you as
my assistant I don't know. Put them on the sale list: one aged
twenty, brunette, the other sixteen, blonde. Both
trained."

"Yes,
Miss Newton."


"Telephone the Hendersons that their package has arrived.
They can collect her tomorrow afternoon. Send for Raoul and Cortez.
And tell the stores to have three cells ready." As the clerk
reached for the telephone on his desk, the virago at last looked at
the three girls standing before her. "Get your clothes off," she
snapped.

Ali and
her two friends quickly removed their scanty underwear and returned
to attention. The woman's eyes flickered over them contemptuously.
Ali wondered why she held them in such contempt. It was not their
fault that they had been abducted and enslaved; what would this
woman have done in her place?

There
was a firm knock on the door, and two huge Spanish men entered.
Unlike most large Latins, their bulk came from height and muscle
rather than flab.

"Take
those collars off, and put them in the manacles," she ordered,
handing over the key to their collars, which had been in the
envelope. Moments later their collars were removed, so that they
were separate once more. Ali felt a large hand shove her forwards,
and she moved until she faced the wall. The giant paw of one of the
men grasped her slender wrist, and fastened one of the metal
fetters hanging from the wall around it. Moments later the other
wrist got the same treatment. She was now facing the wall, her
hands pulled just above her head by the height of the cuffs.
Moments later her ankles were also immobilised. Her comrades in
slavery were similarly dealt with. When the men had finished, one
of them gave Ali's bare buttocks a playful slap. Playful for him,
that is: between his strength and the size of his hand, it stung
her quite a bit. But she did not dare object: she was very
frightened of this woman.

Miss
Newton came over to them and smiled nastily. She reached out a hand
and ran her fingers down Virgin's bare back.

"Would
you like to know what the first thing is that we do to new
arrivals? We whip them. Twelve strokes each on your backs, just to
let you know who is in charge!"

The
three girls all paled and flinched. Twelve strokes, and for
nothing! For a moment none of them dared speak, but then Egg almost
whispered,

"Please,
madam, permission to speak?"

"Well?"
The woman's tone was sharp and contained a warning, but Egg felt
she had to try. A whipping delivered with the power of these two
brutes would not be easy to endure.

"Madam,
we're trained slaves. We know our place, and we know how to obey."
Sadly, Ali reflected, that was only too true. "Please be
merciful."

Miss
Newton snorted. "You're not trained to our standards, slave. You
need to learn that we are very strict. Anyway, it's what we do, and
I don't see why I should change my routine just to save your rump
from the leather. Raoul! Cortez!" The two huge men lumbered
forward. "Twelve strokes each, backs and buttocks; and an extra
five to this one" - she indicated Egg - "for querying it." She
turned away, and moments later was back at her desk, scowling over
more paperwork.

Raoul
and Cortez unhooked the long whips from the wall. Out of the corner
of her eye Ali watched them, trembling. She was going to be
whipped. There was absolutely nothing she could do about it, and
those whips looked as if they would hurt. Oh, my poor back, she
thought to herself. It didn't much concern her at this moment that
Egg was going to get extra: that thought would only come much
later. Right now only her own impending doom filled her horizon;
that was the way it usually worked with all of them, no matter how
unselfish their basic characters were. She turned back to the wall
and stared at the paintwork, waiting for the first stroke of agony,
trembling a little. At moments like this, and there were many such,
she wished she had never been born.

She
heard a whip whistle through the air, the lash as it made contact,
and a yelp of pain from Virgin. Even as the young girl cried out,
there was another sound of thongs swinging through the air, and
then Ali's own back exploded. She exclaimed loudly; as the first
wave of pain ebbed, she became aware of a hot line from her left
shoulder all the way diagonally down to her right hip. Moments
later Egg joined the chorus of squeals, then Debbie again, then
another crescendo from her own body. Another hot line down her
back, almost parallel to the first, but thankfully not quite in the
same place. Another ten still to come! Oh God, how could she stand
it? And she knew from bitter experience that it would get a lot
worse as the state of her back declined.

Three
more went down the same diagonal, then he laid them on the other
way, from right shoulder to left hip. The new strokes were
therefore now meeting the old ones in her lower back, and where
they overlapped it was sheer murder. She was sobbing a little now
with the pain, although she was just about still in control. After
a total of five down her back on each diagonal, he put the last two
across her bum. Thankfully there were no more to come, but as
always her punishment was far from over: her back and bottom now
throbbed with the pain of the strokes, and would do for some time.
She slumped in her bonds, trying to stop her sobbing, listening to
Egg's screams as her extra five strokes were delivered and
received. On the other side of Egg, Debbie was quietly weeping. It
is funny what goes through the mind at times of stress: Ali was
reflecting how she often thought of Virgin by her pre-slave name,
Debbie, whilst both she and everyone else not only referred to Egg
as Egg, as they were required to do, but thought of her the same
way, even they all knew by now that she had been christened Emma.
Such a line of thought was quite irrelevant at this moment, but at
least it took her mind off her pain just a little. Perhaps that was
why Nature made people's minds wander like that.

The
whipping over, the three girls were released from the chains. For
each of them it was an effort to stay on their feet, but they
fought to remain upright: there was always the possibility of
further punishment for collapsing. At least the two ape-like men
were hanging the whips back up on the wall, but they could always
be taken down again. Miss Newton unhurriedly finished the document
she was dealing with, and then looked up at the three now
distressed naked females standing before her. She seemed totally
unconcerned that it had been her order that caused their terrible
hurt. She regarded them for moment and then turned to
Debbie.

"Your
name is Virgin, but am I correct in assuming that it does not
reflect your actual status?"

Debbie
coloured slightly. "I am not a virgin, mistress," she replied
quietly, her voice still perforated by the occasional sob. It was a
question she was often asked, and one she hated answering. What an
exquisitely cruel name it was, reminding her always of the
innocence that had been taken from her, as well as frequently
prompting that question and other similar ones; worst of all was
when she was asked to explain how she came by the name.

The
woman cast her eyes briefly over Egg and Ali, and both of them
shook their heads to answer the unspoken question as to their own
virginity.

"Very
well," she said. "We also find it expedient to have female slaves
raped on arrival, unless they are virgins, in which case they will
fetch a higher price at the market untouched. Raoul, Cortez! See to
them!"

The two
apes were already unbuckling their trousers. Meanwhile the
henpecked clerk was trying to attract Miss Newton's attention. The
woman turned and looked disdainfully at him; it was obvious what he
wanted.

"Oh,
very well, Henry," she snapped. "Since there are three of them, I
suppose you can have one. Get on with it." Her attention reverted
once more to her paperwork.

Henry
had obviously had his eye on Egg, because he immediately grabbed
her whilst the two big men were still undressing, and led her away
to a corner of the room. It didn't seem to bother the two hulking
Spaniards, who in fact looked faintly bored with the proceedings,
at least from the waist up. One of them advanced on Ali. She stared
miserably at the large and still-growing penis heading towards her.
Another man's prick to accommodate; how many was that in the past
nine months? She had long since lost count. Certainly this was one
of the larger ones, but that didn't make it any more appetising,
especially since its owner was not particularly handsome. Something
that more resembled an ape's paw than a hand grasped her slender
wrist and pulled her to the floor. She lay obediently on her back,
grimacing slightly as her bruised flesh came into contact with the
floor, and spread her legs, and moments later felt his probing
weapon at her entrance. She uttered a little gasp as he entered;
Lord, he was big! Soon he was thrusting away, his face still fairly
expressionless. She lay submissively beneath him, partly crushed by
his weight, and almost felt more humiliated by his apparent lack of
interest than by the fact that he was raping her. Even when he
climaxed, his face showed only a hint of pleasure. After he had
withdrawn, he indicated to her to lick him clean, then he got
dressed. The other Spaniard finished at more or less the same time,
Henry a little sooner.

Once
more the three girls found themselves standing at attention before
Miss Newton's desk. Ali could taste the salty tang of cum in her
mouth; she and Egg's faces were marginally redder from this latest
humiliation; Virgin's face was considerably redder. Miss Newton had
produced three of the tiny St. Christopher type chains, except that
the pendant was a letter S rather than a cross, similar to those
they had seen on other slaves. Raoul and Cortez fixed one onto each
of the girls, using a pair of pliers to fasten the clip at the back
of the neck. They were so small as to be barely noticeable: the
pendant was less than half an inch long and the chain only about an
eighth of an inch thick. They were too small just to slip over
their heads, but it would take very little doing to remove them
with pliers or wire cutters. The woman clearly anticipated that
idea, because she said,

"You are
always to wear these during your time here. There will be severe
punishment if you are found without them. On the back of the
pendant is a reference number so that we can tell who you are if
ever we need to. I hope for your sakes that we never do. Cortez,
take them to the canteen and get them something to eat, then
deliver them to the slave pens for the night."

They
were allowed to re-don their bras and panties, although the
material rubbed against their fresh welts, and were led from the
room by the giant who had ravished Ali. Each of the girls was glad
to get away from this ruthless woman, and in any case they were
quite hungry. Ali's back and bum still hurt considerably from the
whipping, but the pain had at least settled down to a steady if
fierce ache. They were led to a sizable canteen room. Sat eating at
tables dotted around the room were a number of girls, all dressed
in flimsy underwear and with the tell-tale pendants around their
lovely necks. Still, after being used to much heavier collars,
these things were at least very comfortable; Ali could barely feel
hers even when she was thinking about it, and soon came to
completely forget it. She noticed that there were some male slaves
here as well: three or four sat at a table in the corner, but she
did not get the chance to look more closely, although she had an
impression of young, handsome and fit bodies. Notices in the room
stated that silence was required from all slaves, and so the three
girls collected trays of fairly good food without speaking and ate
without comment. Evidently the slaves were not fed substandard
food, which was something. Cortez also ate a huge plateful. When
they had finished they had to wait for him - he had quite an
appetite, probably heightened by his fucking of Ali a little while
earlier. When he had finished they took their trays, and his, of
course, to a hatch and then followed him from the room. Ali had
noticed that the canteen staff, who were all in their forties or
fifties, wore similar pendants, although they were fully dressed.
Evidently they too were slaves.

Cortez
led them to a less plush part of the sprawling building. This area
looked just like an old prison, as in most senses it was. They
moved down a corridor lined with small cells, each of which had a
barred door at the front. A jailer showed them to three adjacent
empty cells, one for each of them. Without fuss (what was the
point?), they allowed themselves to be ushered into the cells. The
doors locked behind them, and both of the men went away.

Ali
looked around her "pen". It was very small, perhaps eight feet by
six, but big enough to allow her to lie down, and straw for her to
lie on. In one corner was a toilet and handbasin, with absolutely
no privacy, but she was sadly used to that. There was no light in
the cell as such, but the corridor was lit and sufficient light
filtered in to illuminate all but the corners of the pen. As far as
any of them could tell, there was no restriction on speaking here,
but none of them felt like talking; each would rather forget the
whipping and rape they had undergone, and they all knew from
experience that speculating on what lay ahead was unprofitable, not
only because it was rarely pleasant but also because there was
nothing they could do about it except wait for it to happen.
Although it was fairly early in the evening, they were suffering a
little from jet lag after the flight and they soon settled down to
sleep. From time to time other slaves were led to nearby pens and
similarly incarcerated, but they were soon too deeply asleep to
notice.

 



***

 


Ali
awoke fairly refreshed in the morning. All things considered, she
had gained a reasonable night's sleep. The pens were hot and rather
stifling, but the straw was not uncomfortable and she had
experienced worse conditions during her slavery to date. She had of
course slept on her front, since her back and bottom still hurt
from the whipping, but sadly that too was not a novel experience
for her.

A couple
of male warders came round and unlocked their pens, and the girls
were ushered out and followed the other slave girls to a large
communal shower room. There were about a dozen girls all told, the
others all clearly no strangers to this place: Ali later found out
that slaves were often sold with the "old" slave being taken in
part-exchange, so that masters could change a slave when they grew
tired of her. The ages and racial types of the slaves varied, their
only common factor being that they were all beautiful, but Ali and
her two companions had no opportunity to find out anything about
them, as talking was once more strictly forbidden. Instead, they
peeled off their scanty clothing at the doorway and stepped into
the showers.

As Ali
was soaping herself, she had a shock as a door on the far side of
the shower room opened and half a dozen handsome young men, all
naked, filed in and also began to shower. Evidently, they were the
male slaves, some of whom she had noticed in the canteen last
night. Just as the female slaves were all lovely, each of the young
men was virile, nicely muscular and in very good condition, and
none of them lacked the equipment needed to satisfy a woman. Ali
and Egg, both healthy young girls whose slavery had not affected
their youthful desires, felt their heartbeats flutter and their
nipples harden; Debbie was also affected, although she tried and
pretended not to be. It occurred to Ali that, just as she was
eyeing the boys, so they in turn were inspecting her naked form and
those of the other girls. Several of their manhoods were
thickening, although it was impossible to tell if any one girl was
having the effect, or if it was the combined spectacle of all of
them. Ali was half expecting for some of the boys to approach
either her or some of the others, but apparently physical contact
was, like speaking, forbidden. She found herself slightly
disappointed. She openly admitted her lust to herself: she and Egg
had both long since discovered that they had to take what few
pleasures their lives offered when they could. Sex was for them
often unpleasant and humiliating, but it was at other times one of
the few sources of pleasure they had. Unfortunately, Debbie had not
yet come to appreciate that.

After
the shower they found towels waiting for them, and then bins
containing standard fresh bras and panties in differing sizes. Ali
had worked hard on her chest over the last few months with a lot of
exercises, and was now pleased that she was a medium rather than
small bra size. Her two younger friends, both still developing,
were also now into the medium range. Soft soled slave slippers, not
unlike ballet shoes, were also issued. Thus dressed, the girls all
went into breakfast in the canteen. Again the male slaves were
present, now dressed in fairly tight pants which left their
outlines unconcealed. Again Ali found her sap rising, but knew that
she herself must be presenting a similar picture to them. The
half-cup bra that she wore fully displayed her cleavage, as well as
her name, "Hot Lips", which was penned on the inside of her left
breast. The dark patches of her aureoles and pubic hair also showed
through the flimsy material. Debbie's lighter curls only faintly
showed, and the shaved Egg's mound did not show at all, but
otherwise they were equally exposed. Talking was still forbidden,
although they were allowed to sit at the same tables as the boys.
Indeed, since there were considerably more slaves of both sexes
present than there had been last night, it was virtually impossible
to avoid.

After
breakfast, most of the slaves were returned to the pens, but Ali,
Egg and Virgin were led instead to an office. The clerk who they
had met with Miss Newton yesterday was there, noticeably more in
command without that formidable virago present, and he had the task
of explaining to them the laws and customs of the land where they
were to spend the next six months.

The
lecture contained precious little good news for them. Of course,
only citizens of the state had rights; they, being slaves, had
none. However, their masters or mistresses, once they were sold,
did have rights which helped a little. For example, if a slave
walked down the street, as they had found yesterday, any citizen
was entitled to touch them, grope them or spank them; however, the
use of instruments such as straps, canes and whips, or actual
intercourse, required the permission of their owner. They would
never wear more than bra, panties and slippers, but there were no
indecency laws and they could well be ordered to walk the streets
naked. Any citizen could, in the absence of their master, remove
and even confiscate their clothing: slaves' garments (or
undergarments, as they would have been considered for anyone else)
were not valuable and they would not be punished for losing them,
as plenty more were available more or less freely.

European
culture and attitudes were prevalent here, and that included an age
of consent of sixteen for citizens, therefore they should not
submit to sex with anyone below that age. From the age of sixteen
up, however, most male citizens regularly used slave girls for both
enjoyment and practice before marriage, and also after marriage:
few wives apparently objected to husbands having "a slave on the
side". It was however customary for girls to be chaste at the time
of marriage, though again not uncommon for them to have male slaves
pleasuring them afterwards. The divorce rate was lower than in
Britain, but by no means non-existent, and divorcees of both sexes
used slaves extensively. The age of consent was for citizens only
and did not strictly cover slaves - the clerk reminded them that
slaves have no rights - but it was considered very bad form for a
citizen to have sex with a slave under that age, and generally led
to the citizen concerned becoming a social outcast. There were
quite a few slaves below that age, since indigenous older slaves
were allowed, indeed encouraged, to breed, and the children of
slaves were themselves slaves from birth. However, young slaves
were dressed in less revealing attire and, in addition to
schooling, were generally used as servants and maids. All that
would change on a slave girl's sixteenth birthday: she would start
the day dressed for the first time solely in the revealing undies,
which she was rarely allowed to retain for more than half an hour
or so. Usually her virginity didn't last much longer, and only in
rare cases would she still be virginal by the end of the day. Some
men were very keen on deflowering virgins, and the fees that the
slave school could charge for providing suitable victims went a
long way towards offsetting the cost of the school. Boys would be
similarly dressed from that date on, but it was usually a while
later (to their disappointment) before their first
experience.

About
one quarter of the slaves here were, like our three heroines, here
on a temporary basis of some sort. The others, to Ali's shock, were
slaves for life; furthermore, their children would also be slaves.
Thus, many of them had never known any life except slavery. Of the
others, some were victims of kidnap, some sentenced after
bankruptcy (or bankruptcy of their fathers), and others political
prisoners or the children of political troublemakers. Nothing
quietened an agitator more than the knowledge that his son or
daughter was at the mercy of a master who could easily be sent a
request to beat them severely.

As a
slave lost her (or his) looks with age, so their role changed to
that of cooks and housemaids, or farm labourers or other menial
posts. They were permitted to dress once more (simply because when
nude they were no longer so pleasing to the eye) and the women
permitted to breed. Although they could not marry, most masters
allowed then to cohabit. From the moment of their birth, their
children became the property of the state; however, the parents
were usually allowed to bring them up, although attendance at slave
school was compulsory and most masters gave them plenty of other
work to do as well.

At some
time it had become traditional to allow slaves a small amount of
free time, generally one day per fortnight. Although this was not
an entitlement, most masters went along with it: tradition was an
important part of the culture here. Also, since most slaves spent
that time on the gorgeous and extensive beach, it allowed them to
gain sun tans which made them more attractive. Of course, not all
slaves chose to spend their free time thus, but with no money and
no home of their own, what else was there to do? Ali wondered what
the chances were of the three of them being allowed "out" at the
same time, but it later transpired that this was arranged for them,
in order that she could perform the task Master Charles had
entrusted her with, namely looking after the less experienced and
hardened Virgin, and to a lesser extent the hardier but even
younger Egg. During their free time, they were permitted to be with
any male slave who also happened to be off duty, but they could
only have sex with a male slave with the permission of both
masters. This was a new humiliation for Ali: she had long since
been used to being forced into sex whenever a master desired, but
it was a new one to only be allowed to have sex with a master's
consent. It would undoubtedly be embarrassing to have to ask, but
she thought about those young lads in the shower that morning and
decided that she might well end up taking the plunge at some
time.

Since
there was no chance of a slave getting away from here, security was
light. Rather than heavy collars which would be sweaty and
uncomfortable in the heat, a slave wore the tiny and flimsy-looking
St. Christopher type chain with the minute "S" pendant : they
couldn't be removed by hand, but with a pair of pliers it would be
easy enough; however, what was the point? If a slave went missing,
she would soon be found, and of course as had been mentioned to
them yesterday, there was a heavy penalty for a slave not wearing
her pendant, let alone trying to masquerade as a free woman. They
could not board an aircraft or large boat, the only two ways out of
here, without papers which they could not possibly forge, and which
included photographs and fingerprints, so they couldn't steal. Not
that they had ever doubted it, but there was no escape. In fact,
the only real reason for the pendants was to avoid confusion:
before their introduction, the occasional mistake had been made
with a free woman scantily clad on the beach, with what their
lecturer termed "unfortunate results." Despite everything, Ali
could not suppress a smile at that thought. Serve them right, she
thought: if she had to live through that sort of thing all the
time, it wouldn't hurt ordinary women to suffer it
occasionally.

They
were given some assorted other information, and also a map each of
the town and surrounding area, and then returned to the pens with
instructions to learn the general layout. Each of them spent the
rest of the morning lying on the straw trying to commit the
important features to memory. Fortunately some natural light
penetrated into their cells to supplement the limited artificial
light, and they were able to see the maps fairly well if they lay
in a certain way. Basically, the town lay on the coast, but also
spreading some way inland. To the south lay a couple of miles of
farmland, largely uninhabited; to the east was the airport
(airfield would be a better description) and what little industrial
buildings there were here, including the power station and
waterworks. Northwards lay about five or six miles of very spread
out houses and estates, generally of the more wealthy inhabitants.
The town included a long stretch of excellent beach, with a few
more secluded coves to the south and a couple of private beaches to
the north. Within the town itself, the most notable points were the
main shopping centre, the city hall, and the slave supervision
centre where they were currently being held. Ali also noted a
square labelled "the market". With a sinking feeling, she
remembered that tomorrow she would be taken there and sold. It was
a scary as well as humiliating thought.

At what
she supposed was about mid-day (they had no way to tell the time)
one of the warders unlocked the pens and they went to the canteen,
along with most of the other slaves who had been similarly
incarcerated. Until they reached the canteen, at which time all
speaking ceased, some of the slaves were whispering quietly to each
other, general chit-chat and gossip as far as Ali could tell. She,
Egg and Virgin stayed closely together, but they had nothing much
to say to each other. After their whippings yesterday, Ali's back
now felt back to normal, and she noticed that the other two did not
have any marks showing, so presumably neither did she. She supposed
that whips which left no lasting marks had deliberately been used
so as not to adversely affect their attractiveness to potential
buyers tomorrow.

After
lunch they were returned once more to their pens. The clerk
appeared and reclaimed the maps, but left in their place a handbook
of Spanish phases which they were also to learn. Although the
official language here was English, a few people used Spanish and
it was essential that basic commands were recognised. Ali was
actually quite grateful to have something to study to keep her mind
off other things. They could scarcely learn much in an afternoon,
but some elementary words and commands were soon easily recognised,
at least on paper. Ali became aware that she needed to use the
toilet, but was rather reluctant in case one of the male warders
happened by when she was using it. However, her need grew and
eventually she succumbed. Fortunately nobody did come
by.

Late in
the afternoon, a warder came along the corridor with a handsome
young male slave following behind him. They came to Debbie's pen
and the warder unlocked the door. Debbie hesitantly stepped out and
moments later was being led away. Ali watched her youthful protege
go with a sinking heart. Evidently the male slave had come to take
her to the Hendersons, her new masters. Ali had quietly located and
memorised the position of the Henderson residence in the town, but
it was useless until such time as she was free to go there, and God
only knew how long that would be. At least Debbie had been spared
the degradation of being sold in the market tomorrow. Neither Ali
nor Egg had ever been sold in an auction before - their previous
three month contract had been arranged privately between Master
Charles and their buyers - but they had waited on an auction at the
manor and neither was looking forwards to tomorrow. At least,
though, they would have one more night of peace here in the pens.
For Debbie, her six month nightmare had already begun.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


'A New Home for Debbie'

 


Debbie
followed the handsome young slave lad as he made his way out of the
labyrinthine slave supervision centre and onto the street, heading,
she correctly assumed, for the Henderson household. Her eyes fell
on his taut, muscular buttocks, the outline of which were clearly
visible under the tight posing pouch which was his only garment
apart from the slave slippers identical to her own. Realising that
she was becoming hypnotised by his bottom, she tried to look
elsewhere, but it was pretty well impossible not to look at some
part of him, since he was directly in front of her. Still, better
that than for her to be in front of him and have him staring at her
own exposed legs and rear. She had to admit that he was an
excellent specimen of male youth. At a guess, he was maybe
eighteen, with short curly blond hair; not tall, maybe only an inch
or so taller than her own five foot five inch frame, but he looked
strong and fit. His chest was devoid of hair, but his legs were
excitingly furred ...

Debbie
pushed that thought very firmly to the back of her mind. She had
long since been forced to accept the regular invasion of her body
by men of all ages, but that was no reason to go looking for it on
a voluntary basis. When a man told her to lie back and open her
legs, she obeyed, because if she didn't he was likely to whip her,
and after that he would order her to spread herself once more.
Since she couldn't escape it, better to have it without the
beating. But that was no justification for ever actually enjoying
it. She knew that both Ali and Egg sometimes actually welcomed it,
when the time and man were right, but although they were her
friends she could not approve of this. Back at the manor (a
horrible place, but one she was at this moment remembering almost
with nostalgia compared to her current circumstances) she had a
boyfriend of sorts, as they all did. Well, it was more or less
compulsory, and in any case she found his company very pleasant:
for just a few hours every week she could get away from the
constant emphasis on sex and humiliation and be with someone of her
own age from the outside world. He would bring her news of music
and fashions, and they would gossip about soap operas and pop stars
and everything else. True, she unfortunately had to go on these
dates naked, but that was the rule and she had learned the hard way
not to question rules. At first that had been dreadfully
embarrassing, but by now she had just about got used to
it.

Equally
true and unfortunately, she was compelled to have sex with him at
the end of each date; again that was a rule which she would be
ill-advised to refuse to obey. On their first "date" she had tried
to persuade him not to have her, but to say to the masters that he
had. Perhaps predictably, he had refused. She was angry about this
for a while, but soon realised that sulking would get her nowhere
and would possibly end up with her losing him, in which case she
might end up with a much less amenable date. And she couldn't
really blame him, she supposed; few boys of his age would pass up
such an opportunity. So, she lay back and let him get on with it.
Well, that was her intention, anyway, but it never worked out like
that. You do not just lie listlessly and let it happen; however
much you may want to, your body will not let you. In the heat of
the moment, she always found herself responding to him. Surely it
wasn't her fault, bodies work like that, and anyway she supposed
that it made it better for him, and maybe she didn't mind doing him
that favour.

In her
earlier days, she had wondered whether to try to talk him into
helping her escape from this terrible place, but had come to
realise that it wouldn't work. Why should he, when his only reward
would be her gratitude, which was nothing compared to the loss of
the access to her body he currently enjoyed? Besides, although she
hated this life and the torments that she was perpetually being put
through, what would she do if she did escape? After what they had
done to her, she did not think she could ever face her parents and
family again, with the shame of what had been done to her and what
she had come to submit to. Added to that was the fact that her
family presumed her dead; the shock could be fatal. No, she could
not go back, even if it were possible to get away: she was lost,
completely lost. All she could do was survive to her thirtieth
birthday, an eternity away, and then use the money they would give
her to begin a new life.

Her mind
returned to the present. Up to now they had been moving among
largely deserted suburban avenues, but now they were coming to one
of the more crowded shopping areas. As she walked, she was aware of
an increasing number of men, all stopping to admire her as she
passed them. She silently lamented both the briefness and
flimsiness of what could not really be called her clothes. There
were all sorts of disadvantages with them: her general shape was
totally undisguised, the half-cup bra exposed her cleavage
mercilessly, the cut of the panties at the back similarly left most
of her buttocks on show, and of course her legs and midriff were
totally uncovered. Even the few bits that these undies were
ostensibly shielding were not really hidden: the points of her
nipples stuck out through the tight but thin material, there was
more than a hint of her triangle of pubic hair visible through the
lacy gauze, and the mound of her pudendum also stood out. She tried
to hide behind her silent guide, himself almost naked but
considerably less bothered about it, but he adroitly refused to
co-operate with her. She was later to learn that he did so not to
be spiteful, but out of concern lest he be blamed for shielding her
from the public gaze.

The
number of pedestrians intensified. She shivered as she felt a male
hand stroke her exposed flank, and jumped as another one goosed
her. Dammit, some of these men were walking with women who were
presumably their wives or girl-friends, why didn't these women say
something? But she had already learned during the talk that morning
that this was considered quite acceptable.

Then it
happened. She felt another male hand on her behind and, half
turning her head, darted forwards to evade it, not really watching
where she was going. Partly as a consequence, she ran straight into
another man. One says partly, because he had obviously positioned
himself to deliberately intercept her. She felt a hand between her
legs, a finger pushing past the panties. With a slight squeal of
alarm, she jumped back, right into the arms of the other
man.

"Hey,
we've got a real live wire here," one of them said, but Debbie's
concentration was more on the fact that the man behind her was now
pinning both her arms tight. She struggled, but he was far too
strong. The other man was now advancing on her. His hands reached
out and grasped her breasts through the malleable bra, squeezing
both of them. Then he pulled first one, then the other breast out
of the bra, exposing her nipples.

She
looked round in alarm. A third man, not with the other two who were
obviously friends, had stopped to watch, but made no effort to
intervene. Unlike the first two, he had what looked to be his wife
with him, but she too made no effort to do anything. Instead she
just waited patiently, looking a trifle bored. The slave boy stood
to one side, also waiting patiently. The man in front of her was
now tugging her panties down until the thick blonde curls of her
pubic hair came to light, slightly darker than those on her head.
She looked round, desperately seeking help. Most people were taking
absolutely no notice, going about their own business as if Debbie
and her attackers were invisible. The only rebuke came from
somebody who complained that the group were blocking the pavement,
which was easily solved by the men moving a couple of yards to a
wider stretch, dragging Debbie with them. She was still wriggling,
but her slave training was warning her not to do anything silly. If
she used her heel to kick the man holding her, even in these soft
slippers, she might just startle him into letting go; but even if
she was able to make a run for it and get away, her actions might
get her into serious trouble later. Not for the first time since
her enslavement, she felt trapped and helpless.

The man
behind her was nibbling her ear, whilst the one in front was
stroking her belly. Then suddenly, the one behind her let her go
and pushed her forwards. She tumbled into the front man's arms. His
left foot was now resting on a raised kerbstone about a foot above
the level of pavement, and as she fell forwards he brought his left
arm behind her back and swept her over his knee.

"Oof!"
The breath went from her body, and as she struggled to regain it
she felt her panties being yanked still further down. Then one of
them delivered a stinging slap to her unprotected rear. "Ouch!" A
second, third and fourth slap landed. Like Egg and Hot Lips, she
was a reluctant expert in being spanked, although she had never had
it done to her in so public a place; but being an expert had never
yet stopped it from stinging.


Suddenly, as suddenly as the assault had started, it was all
over. The man who was holding her released her, and the two men
walked away without a backward glance, laughing and joking loudly
about her reactions. Miserably, she tucked her breasts back inside
her bra and pulled her panties back up, although she felt only
slightly less exposed even then. The male slave stepped back to her
side and, as if nothing had happened, began to lead her
away.

She was
seething now with the indignity of what had happened.

"You
might have done something to help me," she complained to her
companion.

"Such
as?" It was the first time that he had spoken. "You may as well get
used to that sort of thing. It won't be the last time it happens to
you."

"A fat
lot of use it is saying that."

"What
would you suggest I do? In case you hadn't figured it out, I'm a
slave just as much as you."

"But I
bet that sort of thing doesn't happen to you."

"Not
usually, no. This life is tougher on girls than on boys, I wouldn't
deny that. But there's nothing either of us can do about it. I
wouldn't have stood there if there was anything I could have done
to save you, but you have to accept that we are both powerless.
Forever."

It
suddenly occurred to Debbie that, whilst she was doomed to slavery
until the age of thirty, this young man was doomed for life, and
she felt very contrite.

"I'm
sorry," she said more gently. "It was just ... not a pleasant
experience."

A faint
but genuine look of concern crossed his face.

"That's
all right. I can imagine what it must be like. It's no picnic for
me when some wizened old crone pulls my shorts down, starts
fiddling with my ..." - out of politeness, he left the word
unspoken - "and then expects me to perform for her as if she was a
teenage beauty queen. And if I don't make a good job of it, I get
more than a slap on the wrist, believe me. But I know it's worse
for a girl."

Debbie
made sympathetic noises. " Are all your ... um, the ladies you have
to go with, are they all old? Don't you ever get young
ones?"

She
blushed as she thought about what she was saying, and prayed that
he didn't take it the wrong way, but he was polite enough not to
take advantage.


"Sometimes," he said, and then changed the subject. "Listen,
the Hendersons have got you for six months, from what I gather, and
they own me as well, so we're probably going to see a lot of each
other. Let's be friends, right?" She nodded, thankful that he had
emphasised the word as a platonic relationship. She was feeling
very vulnerable just at that moment, not surprisingly considering
both the way she was dressed and her experience of a few minutes
ago. "My name's Gordon," he continued; "what's yours?"


"Debbie," she replied, wondering if he had noticed the name
printed on her breast and clearly visible above the cut-away bra,
"but they gave me a slave name, Virgin."

He could
not resist the query. "And are you?"

"Huh!
I've been a slave for nearly seven months now: what do you
think?"

"Sorry,
I shouldn't have asked."

"It's
all right. At one time, before I was abducted, it would have been a
horribly personal and private thing to have asked, but now nothing
seems to be very private anymore."

"You
weren't actually born a slave, then? I was."

"That's
terrible!"

"Is it?
They say it's better to be born to the whips and chains than broken
to them. Maybe I don't miss what I never had. Maybe. I don't really
know."

There
was a brief lull in the conversation. They had moved away from the
crowded streets once more, and from her memory of the map she had
seen Debbie knew they were getting close to their destination. She
asked the question that she was almost afraid to find out the
answer to:

"The
Hendersons, what are they like?"

He
shrugged. "Same as anyone else here. Don't kid yourself that you're
going to be a domestic servant. Older slave women are cheaper and
plentiful, and they've got a couple of those already. You're going
to be his plaything, and I'm afraid he likes to use the strap a bit
as well. She's all right, though; quite a kind person in her way.
When he's given you a hard time, she'll get the maids to help you
recover afterwards. I think that's why you were placed with them,
so that you'd have at least one sympathetic owner."

"Do you
have to ... I mean, with her?"

"Oh
yeah, frequently. See, as they get older, sex with each other
becomes less appealing, so they use us as substitutes. I reckon she
only does it with him maybe once a month, but she uses me maybe
three or four times a week. Quite a neat, civilised idea really -
for them, at any rate."

"Is it
bad for you?"

"It
could be worse; she's over forty, but still fairly trim. But like
all slaves, I get lent out to her friends quite a bit, and some of
them ... well, never mind."

If he
had anything else to say, it was too late, for they had arrived.
The house was a reasonably large affair, but nothing like the size
of the manor back home. Gordon went up the steps to the front door,
opened it and went inside. Apprehensively, Debbie followed. He led
her into a lounge where a pot-bellied, balding and bearded man sat
in front of the television, clutching a can of beer. Gordon made
just enough noise in entering to make sure the man knew they were
there, without disturbing him if he wanted to continue watching the
programme. However, he was clearly only vaguely interested in the
screen, and moments later the set was switched off and he turned to
look at her, dismissing Gordon with a wave of his hand. She was
left alone with him.

The name
Henderson had sounded vaguely aristocratic to Debbie, and she had
expected him to be some sort of colonial type, maybe an ex-army man
or something like that. The reality was vastly different. He was a
biggish man, overweight, balding with a straggly beard. If he was
not a slob, then at least he was unkempt. She shivered with the
thought of spending the next six months pandering to his
whims.

He was
also thinking of the next six months as he looked her over. When he
had been negotiating her purchase he had seen photographs of her
(naked, of course), but they had not conveyed the real essence. Her
finely featured face with just the slightest hint of youthful
freckles was a picture of beleaguered innocence. She was biting her
lip just a little and shifting uneasily, knowing she was being
assessed. Good: he hated the blasé types. His eyes roved lower. Her
figure was near-perfect, lithe and athletic, round breasts bulging
beneath the flimsy bra. No sense in depriving himself of the full
view, he thought, and pointed to the bra and flicked his fingers.
She understood immediately, but there was a moment's hesitation
before her hands went behind her back to undo the clip. The cups
fell away and her face turned a shade redder. Her boobs did not
disappoint him: they were near-spherical and firm, each tipped by a
discrete nipple which looked reluctant and embarrassed at being on
display. His eyes scanned lower and he made another gesture. Debbie
hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband of her knickers and
with a barely inaudible sigh of despair pushed them down. A
triangle of curly blonde hair came into view. As she bent down to
take the panties off, her breasts swayed delightfully. When she
returned to attention, her face was a shade more crimson. She knew
that if he wanted to, there was nothing to stop him having sex with
her that very minute.

But he
had other plans first.

"Come
here," he said in a gruff voice. She forced herself to obey, until
she was standing close enough that he could reach out and touch
her, and waited, trembling, for him to do just that. A coarse hand
stretched out to her and his fingers felt the soft flesh of her
tummy. "Virgin, eh?" He read the name from her breast. "And are
you?"

"No,
master," she admitted, shuddering at his touch. She wanted to add
that it was not her fault, that her virginity had been taken from
her by force, but she knew that to say more than the minimum answer
required was highly inadvisable. Anyway, he undoubtedly already
knew her history. This fact was later confirmed.

"Well
then, if you're not a virgin, you must be a slut."

"Yes,
master." How totally unfair! And how bitter, how galling to have to
agree with such an unreasonable statement. But she was indeed
trained, and the sole lesson of her training was: do whatever you
must, obey, agree to anything to avoid the whip.

"Should
we rename you 'Slut', do you think?"

"If you
wish, master." Never be too definitive as a slave: always make it
clear that everything is subject to the whim of your master.
'Virgin' was a wretched name, reminding her as it did of what she
had lost, not only the physical state but her whole innocence and
purity; but 'Slut' would in many ways be just as bad, or even
worse.

"Turn
around, and bend over slightly."

She
obeyed, tense. Was he going to hit her? Then she felt something
touching her upturned bottom. It was a pen: he was writing
something on her rear in large letters. She remained still,
allowing him to complete whatever it was. When he had finished, he
made her stand and face him again.

"Do you
know what I wrote?" He asked.

"No,
master," she said softly.

I wrote
'Slut, please thrash', because that's what you should do to sluts;
don't you agree?"

"Yes,
master." Oh God, she could see what was coming.

"Good,
because that's exactly what I'm going to do to you right
now."

Grasping
her wrist, he led her stumbling into a small room, his den he
called it. On the wall were racks of bondage and torture devices;
in the middle of the room was a stocks, with a padded platform
before them; to the one side were two vertical beams secured right
up to the ceiling.

"Stand
over there," he said roughly, pushing her into the only free floor
space. "Kneel down!" He sounded angry, but she was later to learn
that he always worked himself up like that to enjoy himself more at
her expense. "Hands in the air!" She obeyed. He took a leather
wrist band from the wall and buckled it around her slim wrist-bone.
Then he grasped the other wrist and put a second band on that. He
produced a little clip which he affixed to the one band, then
grasped the other wrist and connected it to there as well, so that
her hands were now tied together. Instinctively she struggled a
little at this point: she could not help herself. Debbie had a
deep-rooted fear of bondage, not least because they always bound
her when they wanted to do something to her which she would
normally resist even to the point of risking terrible punishment.
Her first taste of bondage, months ago, had been accompanied by
that first awful rape.

But she
was able to fight her own instincts enough to keep her struggles
down to a minimum. Even that would have been unacceptably high for
some masters, but this one seemed to enjoy it. He now fastened a
collar with a lead around her neck, trapping her blonde hair
underneath it.

From the
wall he unhooked a short cat-o-nine tailed whip. It had a handle
about a foot long, followed by a number, probably nine, of short
leather lengths also about a foot long each, leading from it. He
idly draped it over her shoulder, then gently moved it so that it
stroked her. Even though he was not hitting her with it, she
flinched. He then put his foot up on the platform, which was about
two and a half feet high and, in her kneeling position, about level
with her breasts.

"Kiss my
foot!" She shuffled forwards and hesitantly touched her lips to his
shoe. As she did he reached over and flicked her bottom with the
cat-o-nine tails. Although he put little force behind it, it still
stung. She pulled away from him. Now he grabbed the lead dangling
from the collar in front of her and pulled her head towards his
foot. With little choice, she began to kiss the shoe again, yelping
as he flicked the whip into her now raised bottom. After four or
five painful flicks she could stand it no longer and pulled back,
sitting back once more on her heels.

He
dangled the whip in front of her face as she cringed before him.
The tails hung down only an inch from her face.

"Kiss
the whip! Kiss it!" She cringed again, but touched the thongs with
her lips. Now he began to swish the whip from side to side in front
of her with increasing force. She shrank back gasping when the
tails caught her on her shoulder. She brought her elbows in front
of her to protect her sensitive breasts. Then he started flicking
harder, and then changed target and hit her hip, letting the tails
wrap around and bite into her bottom. She half-yelped, half-sobbed
and moved back as far as his grip on the chain would allow, coming
off her knees and bringing her legs out in front of her in an
almost foetal position. For some moments the whip flicked her,
causing her to jump and writhe wherever it made contact.

After a
while he stopped and stood her up once more. She watched him with
dread. By now she would have welcomed his sexual attentions with
literally open arms if it meant no more use of that whip; it was a
point she usually reached during harsher torture sessions, and one
that always filled her with shame later. But she was a long way
from being out of the woods yet. He made her kneel on the platform
and, after undoing the clip which held her wrist bands together,
secured her by neck and wrists in the stocks. Too afraid of him
now, she no longer struggled, but once she was inescapably in the
stocks her bottom twitched as it awaited the cat-o-nine
tails.


Inevitably, it came. For some five or ten minutes he attacked
her back and bottom, enjoying immensely her jerks and squeals each
time the leather bit her. The invitation penned on her buttock
cheeks to thrash her was too good to refuse, and he indulged
himself. Gradually her sobbing increased, but he was glad to see
that, even though he was now swinging the cat with real venom, she
was tough enough not to give in to hysteria, nor outright rebellion
when he eventually released her, although he allowed her a couple
of minutes to calm herself after the last of the lashes before
doing so. She was nicely docile as he made use of her wrist bands
once more to bind her to the vertical beams, facing him. She even
spread her legs without demur so that he could secure her ankles to
the beams as well. Now it was her front which was vulnerable, but
let her contemplate that for a while! He ran his hands down her,
tweaking the nipples and feeling between her legs before selecting
the weapon for use on her front, a long and wicked-looking
martinet. After swinging it in front of her a couple of times to
suitably frighten her, he put it in her mouth and ordered her to
hold it there for him until his return.

He
stomped out, turning the light off and leaving her in
near-darkness, still holding the crop in her mouth and sobbing.
Time passed, and her sobs faded away. There was nothing to do but
wait for his return. As was often the case in these situations,
Debbie's mind wandered. She was wondering how on earth her life had
ever come to this. Naked, tied up and beaten in a strange house in
a strange town, thousands of miles from home, waiting for the man
who had tortured her to return and give her a further dose, and
then in all probability rape her. She was only seventeen! What had
happened to her youthful innocence?

She
remembered how it all began. She and Jane, who was now called Booby
and to the best of her knowledge similarly incarcerated in some
Arab harem; they had been dating a couple of boys back home in the
west of England. She was barely sixteen, and just discovering boys
for the first time: her parents had kept her on a tight leash up to
then. Jane was some nine months older, and rather more
knowledgeable and daring where the opposite sex was concerned.
Debbie was, well, prudish to be honest. So there they were in an
isolated field one afternoon, teasing the boys, playing tag on
them; Jane's boyfriend had caught her, put her over his knee; his
friend, laughing, had dared him to spank her. And he had. Debbie
had got too close, and the other boy had grabbed her and she got it
as well. Not too bad, in fact quite fun really. A week or so later,
the boys engineered it so that it happened again, and the girls did
not object. How could they ever have guessed where that road would
lead?

So one
day one of the lads was very excited. They had been invited to a
party, he said, if the girls dared to go. He gave no details,
except that it involved spanking, but teased and taunted them. It
was a pity they wouldn't be able to go, they wouldn't have the
bottle, they were far too prissy, prim and proper. Jane had
eventually taken the bait and flared up, saying that she would go
no matter what she had to do. Debbie was much more hesitant and
worried, but she risked being isolated and left out if she held
back, so she too reluctantly assented. They both had to promise to
do whatever was required, without being told what that would
entail. Jane was nervous, but excited. Debbie was just
nervous.

Only on
the way to the party were they really told what was in store. They
wore, as instructed, short dresses or skirts, and had brought
swimming costumes. As they were driven to a hired skittles hall
many miles from home, their fate became known at last: they were
going to a spanking party. Well, it was not entirely unexpected,
but there were two twists in the tail: firstly, they would be
getting it on bare bottoms, something they had never done
previously and as far as Debbie had intended never would. It had
been bad enough on the one day when, having lost a bet, they had
both had to pull down their jeans and take it on their knickers.
Jane hadn't minded too much, but Debbie had taken some coaxing into
honouring the bet. But the second twist was even worse: at the end
of the evening, they would be required to strip completely
naked.

At first
Debbie had refused point blank. Even Jane had swallowed hard and
looked doubtful. The boys had then used every argument, plea and
bribe they could muster. Jane had at last reluctantly consented,
leaving Debbie isolated. Eventually, feeling that she could not
leave her friend to face the music alone, she took a deep breath
and nodded.

Rather
fortunately, they met Ali at the meeting. She had helped enormously
with what for both girls, but especially Debbie, was a harrowing
experience. Ali had been stripped from the start, taking the
pressure off the novices, and had gradually eased them into things.
When Debbie's final garments were removed from her, her mind had
been sufficiently distracted by the beating she was getting at the
time. Even the beatings, painful though they were, involved
sufficient excitement and stimulation to be bearable, although
neither girl would have anything to do with going to another night.
(The story of that meeting is related in "The Wench Whackers
Ball".) Debbie dropped out of her relationship soon afterwards: she
could not come to terms with the thought that the young lad had
seen her naked. Although she had on the whole enjoyed the
relationship, she didn't get around to starting another one.
Doubtless, given time she would have done, but fate had other
ideas.

A
bombshell burst. At the meeting she had met a man called Steve
Langley, who was the secretary of the club. He had seemed nice and
friendly enough and after the party they thought no more of him.
Some months later, he appeared one day and sought a very private
conversation with both Debbie and Jane. He showed to the shocked
girls photographs of them from the party, including some of them
fully naked in situations they could not possibly explain without
the whole story coming out. They were both completely
thunderstruck. He was going to blackmail them. They would both be
required to spend a weekend with him and some friends. Ali, the
girl they had met at the party, would be there and would help them
get through it as she had at the party. At the end of that weekend,
he promised solemnly (and in a sense quite truthfully), there would
be no further blackmail demands. Otherwise copies of the photos
would be sent to friends, parents, school, and the seedier
newspapers who would seize gleefully on them.

As far
as the girls could possibly see, they had absolutely no choice. If
those photos became public, their lives would be ruined, and the
embarrassment would be unbearable. Debbie thought for just a couple
of seconds about what her parents' reaction would be before making
up her mind that she would have to do this weekend no matter what
it entailed. Jane's decision was the same. Their questions about
exactly what would go on were met with polite silence, as were any
attempts at negotiating. It was take it or leave it. So, following
Steve's instructions to cover their tracks and not let anybody know
where they were actually going, the girls arrived on the Friday
evening at the manor in Sussex. (The following scenes are set out
in more detail in "Sentenced To Slavery".)

Debbie
considered the whole thing so totally unfair. She had strayed only
once from the straight and narrow, and that only after intense
persuasion, and now she would have to pay a heavy penalty. She knew
that realistically it would be worse than the evening at the
spanking club, much worse, although she expected it to be of a
similar nature. These people had her and her friend at their mercy:
they would do what they wanted to do. She would have to take it.
She relied heavily on Ali's presence: the older and, in this field
at least and indeed probably in others, more experienced girl might
be able to help her once more. As it turned out, Ali did what she
could, but what was in store for them was far beyond her capacity
to really mitigate.

There
were six girls present, including themselves. The weekend started
with each of them being stripped naked and being given ten severe
strokes. Both the stripping and the strokes were awful, but she had
candidly expected both and had steeled herself as much as she
could. Unfortunately, at the last moment her nerve deserted her and
she very foolishly disregarded Ali's most major piece of advice:
she broke the rule on speaking by announcing that she could not go
through with it. Not only was her decision to withdraw ignored, but
she was punished very severely for breaking the rules. Writhing and
screaming under the whip, Debbie learned her lesson the hard way:
she resolved not to break the rules again, no matter
what.

Then she
was fucked.

Whether
she would have broken the rules again to try to escape this was
academic, because she was tied securely down and very effectively
gagged before they made their intentions plain, hence her future
fear of bondage. Whatever she had expected, it had not been this,
especially as they had known that she was a virgin. The experience
of the rape, in front of all the men and the girls, was horrific
enough, and the shock of losing her virginity, let alone losing it
this way, further stunned her. After they had finished with her,
Jane, too, was ravished. Debbie had found out only an hour or so
earlier that Jane had already lost her cherry, so she rather
erroneously supposed it to be much less of an ordeal for her
friend. Before they were allowed to at last go to sleep that night,
both girls had to submit twice more each to further invasions of
their bodies. Caught between the impulse to resist further
defamation and the dread of the punishment for disobedience she had
felt once already, Debbie did not know what to do: in the end,
frightened and confused beyond all measure, she had offered little
resistance.

Two days
of unspeakable torment followed. By Sunday evening, she had been
raped nearly a dozen times, but her mind was by now more concerned
with the tortures that she had been forced to endure. They had
tormented every part of her body, reserving the wickedest deeds for
her softest and most vulnerable areas. All resistance, all spirit
had been crushed from her.

And then
the final nail in her coffin. She and Jane had been abducted. They
would not be released, not for many years.

At the
time, she had been in no fit state to argue. She hurt in too many
places, she was too exhausted, and she had felt the effect of too
many atrocities perpetrated on her vulnerable female form. By the
time she had recovered, she had come to realise that she was
trapped beyond all hope of escape. Only now did she understand why
the four other girls, Egg, Forest, Bimbo and Apples (as Ali had
then been called) had been prepared to take part in the weekend.
They had no choice in the matter. In the future, neither would
she.

And now,
seven months of nightmares later, she was here, waiting for the
return of her latest master who would beat her once more with the
crop she was holding for him in her mouth, and then in all
probability rape her. He could even make her actively participate
in her own rape, and she knew that she would do so in order to
avoid further beatings. They said that she was trained now. That
meant that she would co-operate in her own degradation out of fear
of what would happen to her if she rebelled. Yes, she was trained.
They could hurt her far too much, visit upon her torments she had
never previously dreamed it was possible to undergo. And when they
had finished punishing her for the slightest defiance, they would
still make her carry out whatever command she had baulked
at.

Her two
companions in this latest nightmare, Egg and Ali (now renamed Hot
Lips after her rather revolting skills with her mouth) had both
given up their virginity of their own free will before their
enslavement. So too had Jane. She had not, so she had only ever
known sex as a slave. Consequently it was for her something to be
endured with shame, and never, ever, enjoyed. Oh, perhaps if her
life had been allowed to run its normal course, sooner or later she
would have entered voluntarily into it, maybe even before marriage.
She had not really begun to consider when until the decision had
been taken out of her hands. Now, for her, intercourse was a
punishment of humiliation just as the whips and canes were a
punishment of pain. And as every slave that she knew would admit,
better the humiliation than the pain.

Always
assuming you had the choice. Not infrequently, both were in store.
As they were now. She waited, looking down and peering through the
darkness to see her curly dark blonde pubic hair, so often on show,
so often available to any man who wanted it. Her arms ached from
being held above her head, but she knew that far worse was yet to
come. She felt the crop held between her teeth, as she knew she
would soon feel it biting into her sensitive mammaries. And when he
grew tired of inflaming her tender breasts, then his maleness would
soon be invading her once inviolate passage.

A tear
ran down her cheek and splashed into the gloom. Moments later, she
was softly crying.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


'Two Little Piggies go to Market'

 



Blissfully unaware of the fate of their friend, Ali and Egg
got a second reasonably good night's sleep in the pens. From the
moment they awoke in the morning, however, the butterflies began to
stir in their stomachs. They knew that today they were to be sold.
They had awoken, strictly speaking, as captives here; but they
would go to sleep, hours hence, as slaves.

The mere
idea was incredibly degrading, emphasising that they were only
chattels rather than full human beings, but what they had learned
of the procedure was just as bad. One by one, they would step onto
the stage at the market square, each wearing a kimono. At a signal
from the auctioneer they would remove the gowns, underneath which
they would be naked. They would then parade, something they knew
plenty about, and then stand there exposed whilst the bidding went
on.

Ali had
long since lost count of how many men had seen her in the buff, but
it was a distressingly large number. However, she understood that
the sales drew very large crowds, averaging four or five hundred.
She had never appeared naked before so many men at once, and she
knew that it would not be pleasant. Not everybody in the audience
would be there to try to buy someone; she gathered that many of
them just went for the spectacle. There would also be women in the
audience, some of whom might be interested in buying a male slave,
some a female slave; it was to be hoped that she was not acquired
by one of the latter. Ali had sufficient experience to know that
even the most foul and depraved male master was infinitely
preferable to being at the mercy of a woman; any female slave would
tell you that, but in addition Ali herself had a particular
revulsion against being humiliated in the presence of members of
her own sex.

The
start of the morning followed the same routine as the previous day.
They showered alongside the boys, but their minds were too
pre-occupied to eye them up today, or to be concerned with the
spectacle they themselves presented. It seemed that the boys were
similarly distracted: the presence of the girls caused very few
penises to stiffen. Breakfast was also a sombre affair, and there
was scant need for the notices warning them to be silent. After
breakfast, they were marched into a nearby yard, both males and
females, and ordered to remove their clothes. Naked now, each slave
was put into a collar and chain connected to the wall. Along the
one wall of the courtyard were eight young men, whilst the other
three walls were filled with twenty or so nubile girls. The collars
were evidently only for show, as none of them gave any resistance.
One of the girls whispered to Ali (speaking was not actually
prohibited here, but even so none of them dared do more than
whisper) and explained that this was a pre-sale viewing for those
who wanted to check the goods over before bidding. Actually, many
of the viewers had no intention of making a bid, or couldn't afford
to, and were just there to take advantage of the opportunities for
a good grope. The authorities realised this, but why should they
care? It all contributed to keeping the populace happy.

The next
couple of hours were incredibly chastening. They were poked,
prodded and squeezed like loaves of bread that someone was testing
for freshness. The following encounter was typical: two young men
wandered over to Ali. They were of European extraction, and could
not have been older than she herself; and judging from their
clothes, they could not afford her. Still, that did not matter here
and now!

The
younger of the two wandered round her, looking her up and down. She
stood still, hands by her sides.

"Put
your hands in your hair," he ordered. She obeyed, her breasts
lifting slightly as her arms moved up. He reached out and poked her
breast.

"A nice
pair," observed the other one.

"A bit
small, but very firm," agreed the first. "Take a feel."

Since he
was still holding Ali's right tit, his friend's hand went to the
left one and gave it a hard squeeze. Ali blanched a little, but
remained still. The first one let her go and transferred his hand
to her curly bush. She felt a couple of fingers sifting through the
hair until they came to her lips. Just for a moment, one of those
fingers slipped inside. Still she remained motionless, but only
with an effort.

"Must be
a bit hot in this weather with all that hair," his companion
observed. "If I buy her, I think I'll shave it off. Would you like
that, girl?"


"W-whatever pleases you, master," she said a little hoarsely.
That hand was still in the vicinity of her mound of Venus, stroking
gently.

"Nah, if
I buy her, I'll leave it on," said the other one. "It gives them a
bit of shame to have their cunt hair seen in public. Are you
ashamed, slave?"

"Yes,
master." For once she was able to answer quite
truthfully!

"Turn
around and bend over; spread your legs."

She
obeyed. The intimate areas normally hidden even when she was nude
were now on view. Ali felt her face go hot.

"That's
a glorious bum," opined the younger one. Her rear had always been
Ali's best feature, but she took no pleasure in exposing it,
especially with spread legs. "Wonder how she takes the cane?"
Fortunately for her, it was not allowed to strike the girls: they
were required to be unmarked for the auction.

"Answer
him, Hot Lips," the other one snapped, having read her name from
her breast.

"It
hurts, master," said Ali, still bent over, "but I try to do my
best."

He
grunted. "Too bad we can't try it out. Now there," he continued,
catching sight of the shaved Egg, "is my idea of how a snatch
should look." He was the one who had suggesting shaving her. The
two of them moved on to examine the sixteen year-old. Ali breathed
a sigh of relief; but within a minute another man was running his
hands down her. This one was one of those who just liked a good
feel all over; by the time he had finished he had touched and felt
her just about everywhere. And so it went on.

It was
nearly mid-day when the audience of oglers and samplers had
dwindled to the point where the slave traders shut up shop. Ali was
feeling physically sick, and a quick look at Egg's face showed that
the teenager had fared no better. At least fifty men had felt,
prodded, poked and squeezed her. None of the other girls looked any
happier, although they were clearly all a little more acclimatised
to it; only the two of them were being sold for the first
time.

Still
nude, the slaves were led to the canteen for lunch, and then were
allowed, or made, to spend time smartening themselves up as much as
possible. The sale was due to start in about half an hour's time.
The boys had their posing pouches returned; the girls were issued
with the kimonos. Although very thin, these were reasonably
concealing: a faint outline of body shape showed, with a more solid
outline of the breasts where the material was tighter, and with
cleavage visible; otherwise, the only exposure was of her leg: when
she walked, her left leg would invariably slip out, almost to the
thigh. Years ago, she might have been shocked, but secretly
delighted with giving a tantalising and very sexy display. How long
ago that was! Now, she just accepted it as something demanded of
her.

They
were marched to the town square. There were no chains, since none
of them dared risk angering their captors by an escape attempt,
and, as has already been mentioned, where could they escape to
anyway? So they marched on. Ali was now dreading the moment when
she had to stand naked in front of so many men at once. Even worse
was the fear that she would be bought by a really sadistic and
cruel master or, worse still, mistress.

The town
square was, like most of the town, devoid of traffic; there were
very few cars in this place, since the whole plain was only a few
miles long, and the few vehicles around were usually used for
travelling to and from the outlying areas; quite a few people used
horses, but this square was for pedestrians only. A large area was
filled with people, so many that Ali felt faint with the thought of
the number of people she would be appearing undressed in front of.
They were gathered around a stone stage some six feet high and
maybe eight feet square, with steps leading up to it. It reminded
Ali just a little, albeit on a larger scale, of the platform in the
skittles hall at the Wench Whackers' Ball where Ali had first been
stripped and felt real punishment, so long ago. How much water had
flowed under the bridge since then! Or, more aptly, how many whips
and instruments of torture had descended on her buttocks (and
elsewhere), how many stiff male penises had ramrodded into her, and
how many men had viewed and enjoyed her nudity. She shivered
despite the heat: on the last count, at least, that number was
about to be increased still further.

The
girls were to be sold first, then the boys. Ali was third on the
agenda, Egg fifth. On the stage stood an oily type of man with a
microphone who was presumably the auctioneer, along with a large
man whom she recognised as Raoul from her first arrival at the
slave centre. He carried an evil-looking long coiled whip, but
although he was quite prepared to use it if the need arose, it was
on the whole only for show. It had already been explained to the
girls that if any of them showed the slave organisers up, special
arrangements would be made with their buyers for them to spend a
day or so more at the centre undergoing "remedial training". Not
one of the girls had managed to suppress the shudder of fear that
those words had conveyed. Raoul would not need to use his
whip.


Surrounding the stone stage on three sides were what looked
to the scared and overwhelmed Ali to be a huge crowd. Her nerves
were telling her that there were thousands rather than hundreds
here, but although that was an exaggeration there was certainly a
good turnout; she heard one of the overseers estimate it at five
hundred plus. Most of them were standing, although there were a few
seats to one side on a lower platform reserved for some older
citizens, complete with opera glasses to aid their view. Officials
in the standing crowd politely ensured that those known to be
likely to bid were able to get at least reasonably close to the
front so that their bids could easily be seen. On the whole, Ali
reckoned that about eighty per cent of the crowd were male. Once
more she shivered, and drew the kimono more tightly about herself,
very conscious of the fact that she wore nothing underneath. She
would have done a great deal to avoid the display she would shortly
make; but she would not defy Raoul and his whip, much less risk the
"remedial training" that had been mentioned. Nothing was worth
risking that.

The
slaves were in a roped-off area some distance from the stage, from
which a path, also roped off, led to the stage. Observing that the
merchandise were all now present, and judging that the crowd was
more or less fully assembled, the auctioneer raised his portable
microphone to his lips and welcomed them to the sales with some
glib patter. As he did so, the first 'lot' was ushered out of the
enclosure and walked a little unsteadily to the steps and onto the
stage.

Once she
was on the stage, the auctioneer began giving details: her age,
nationality, slave record, sexual prowess and so on. When he had
finished he snapped his fingers. The girl stepped forwards and with
his help slipped off the kimono, hanging her head in shame as the
full frontal view of her lovely body was presented. For a little
while she stood still, then turned to give the rear view, then bent
over with slightly spread legs to give a more intimate picture.
Afterwards she walked up and down like a catwalk queen whilst the
bids came in. Bidding was brisk, conducted in Chilean dollars, and
concluded around forty-five thousand dollars; Ali wasn't sure what
that would be equivalent to in sterling, but from what little she
gathered, she thought that the prices seemed very high until she
remembered that these girls were not being sold on six month
contracts or anything like that, but for permanent ownership,
although they could later be traded in, the trade-in price varying
according to how long they had been kept and the age of the girl.
It sounded just like dealing in cars.

The
second girl went up on stage. As the bids came in for her, the
guard at the enclosure entrance indicated to Ali to go to the foot
of the stage steps in readiness. She did so, her mouth dry and
butterflies in her stomach. The second girl's sale was concluded
and she was led down the steps by Henry, the clerk who they had met
on their first day here. They passed Ali, but he ignored her,
giving no sign of recognising her: she was after all just another
slave girl. Perhaps if she had been Egg, who he had ravished ...
but perhaps not even then. However, she had other things to
concentrate on: the steps were now free, and she climbed them
unenthusiastically. The stage seemed so open and visible, and she
felt the eyes of the whole world upon her as she moved to the front
of it. Her hands were demurely clasped in front of her, although
there was no need for this as the kimono was not see-through; in
any case, once she had divested herself of it, her hands would not
be allowed to cover herself.

The
auctioneer began. "Lot number three, ladies and gentlemen. This is
Hot Lips, nee Alison or Ali. She is being offered on a six-month
leasehold contract, not freehold, so please remember there is no
trade-in value. She is English, twenty years old, measures
35-24-36. She has been a slave for nine months although she had
some experience before that. Fairly experienced sexually, and good
with her mouth." Ali flushed: did he have to tell everybody that?
"Takes strap, whip or cane without any fuss. Now I don't see any
point in rubbing my throat raw chanting of the beauty of this item
when a far easier act will do the job for me." He snapped his
fingers.

The
kimono was kept together by a light sash tied in a bow around her
waist. Ali gently pulled at the tags and the bow came undone
instantly. Taking a deep breath, she opened the robe and slipped it
off, the auctioneer helping her from behind and taking it into his
custody.

Naked
now except for her slippers (which she proceeded to step out of)
and the tiny necklace which proclaimed her a slave, she faced the
crowd. A sea of male faces stared up at her, drinking in her
vulnerable, curvaceous form. So many of them! It had been a long
time since she had been so embarrassed by her nudity. Long moments
passed, and then the auctioneer whispered to her to get on with it.
She turned her back on the audience, grateful to have to look at
them no longer but now feeling their burning eyes on her taut bum,
the best feature of her body. Without waiting to be told, since she
now just wanted to get this horrible experience over with, she
opened her legs and bent gracefully down, feeling the cooling
breeze on her greatest intimacies. Moments later she straightened
up and walked with as much grace as she could muster around the
stage, making sure that she could be seen by everyone despite her
own personal wishes. At length she returned to stage centre and
stood immobile, facing the throng.

"Now,
ladies and gentlemen, what am I bid for this lovely specimen? Shall
we start at ten thousand? Thank you, sir."

A hand
had gone up somewhere to her right. Ali peered across, trying to
get a glimpse of who was bidding for her.

"Twelve
thousand, the gentleman in front of me." Almost directly below her,
this time, right at the front: a pasty looking man in his fifties.
Another raised his hand, and the price rose to sixteen thousand.
Ali shuddered at the thought of what they would do to get their
money's worth. "Sixteen thousand ... eighteen thousand, thank you
madam." A woman! Oh God, no, please; just for once her prayers were
answered, twenty thousand from that bidder over on the right side
of the audience. She still couldn't see him. More bids came in,
more slowly now, with the price rising at a thousand a time. Some
of the early bidders, thankfully including the woman, had dropped
out: it now seemed to be between the unseen man on the right, and a
very elderly man in one of the chairs on the balcony. He looked old
enough to be her grandfather, but of course she had no say in the
matter. However, with the price at twenty-five thousand, a strong
new voice entered the fray: the face accompanying it was
square-jawed and rugged-looking. The elderly man made one more bid,
but the square-jawed man immediately bid again. Ali waited to learn
her fate. Most of the audience had no interest in bidding and were
just busying themselves drinking in her curves. The elderly man did
not renew his bid.

"Sold to
the gentleman for twenty-seven thousand dollars!"

Ali
descended the steps with a tear in her eye. The whole episode had
comprehensively humiliated her: not just the nudity in front of so
many people, but standing there whilst the bidding was going on.
She was still nude: the kimono had served its purpose and was not
returned to her. The clerk was waiting for her at the bottom of the
steps and led her to a table; the square-jawed man was making his
way through the crowd to the same point. When he got there, he
ignored her, and she kept her head hung low in shame. He made out a
cheque and filled out a registration form, whilst she was allowed
to return to the enclosure and get a bra and pair of panties from
the box there, and also collect her case of meagre belongings which
one of the slave boys had brought to the square. She passed Egg,
still in her kimono, waiting her turn; she was due on
next.

"Was it
bad?" The blonde teenager asked in a whisper. Ali nodded briefly,
and gave her friend's arm a squeeze to wish her good luck. But she
wasn't allowed to stay and support Egg during her sale: her new
master was ready to go, and she dutifully followed him from the
square. Her last glimpse was of Egg parading naked on the stage,
her face a picture of misery, her shaved mound eliciting the usual
lewd comments which did nothing to help the young girl through her
ordeal.

 



***

 


The
scenery here, Ali reflected as she trudged along the lane, was
really very like the English countryside. Houses dotted the
landscape, trees and fields completed a picture which looked so
like a typical summer's evening in the old country. Or at least, a
typical summer's evening during a heat-wave: it was still very
warm. She was almost glad to be wearing only bra and panties.
Almost.

Her new
master walked ahead of her. She followed him obediently - what else
could she do? For the first time, she studied him closely. He might
have been forty, maybe a few years older; he was in obviously good
physical condition, and handsome in a rugged sort of way if you
like that sort. She didn't, particularly, but that made little
difference: she was his to do whatever he wished with. Neither her
opinions nor her desires had any bearing on the matter.

He had
been in a hurry to leave the market square because he needed to
meet someone on business in the town. They had met and gone to a
street cafe to talk and eat. Ali had stood silently by the side of
the table, ignored except for a hand which idly fingered the
elastic of her panties and occasionally, almost subconsciously,
slipped inside. She knew enough about business to understand their
conversation, but that was irrelevant: she had been bought for her
body, not her mind. Had she made any comment, not only would it
have been rejected, but she would have probably been beaten later
for poking her nose in and acting above her station.

Some
time later, they were on their way to her new 'home'. Her master, a
Mr. Roger Stein, lived to the north of the town, about two miles
from the town centre. He spurned cars, preferring to walk to keep
fit. She, of course, again had no say in that, and was now walking
submissively behind him, clutching the bag containing her pitifully
few possessions. Now that his meeting was over he appeared in no
real hurry, and like many other people he was taking advantage of
the excellent weather. Several people were in their gardens, either
enjoying the evening warmth or gardening. As she walked by, most of
the men would stop whatever they were doing and admire her
semi-exposed body. If their women were around, they appeared to
accept it without jealousy, as Debbie had already found out. Her
master passed the time of day with them without really pausing.
Then they came level with one garden where the sight was slightly
different. There was a garden swing frame, apparently without the
swing itself, but with another feature instead: a young negro girl,
arms secured over her head to the frame, stood crying whilst a man
beat her with a strap. Ali's master paused to regard the scene. Ali
came to a halt a yard or so behind him.

"You'll
have to watch your heart, Frank." Her master's deep voice boomed
out.

The
other man spun round, then his features collapsed into a grin.
"Roger, you son of a gun! Haven't seen you in ages."

"I've
been a bit busy. You look as if you're occupied
yourself."

Frank
looked down at the strap in his hand. "My doctor told me to take
more exercise," he said, "and this seemed to fit the bill
perfectly. Twenty strokes a day, he prescribed. It's all right for
a while, but it gets boring after a few weeks. Besides, this weak
softie spends half her time in bed recovering." Ali looked at the
girl standing in the frame, tears rolling down her cheeks. Twenty
strokes of the strap every single day for weeks on end! No wonder
the poor girl needed time to recover. Meanwhile, Frank had noticed
her. "Hey, now, what have you got there?"

"I
bought her at the sales this afternoon. Traded the old one in. Like
her?"

"Not
bad, not bad at all!" Frank had invited Roger into the garden
through a low gate. Ali followed submissively, feeling Frank's eyes
on her. He was in his late fifties, very much going to seed. "How
much was she?" Roger told him. "Well, they don't come cheap these
days, but what's life without a few pleasures, that's what I say."
You should try it from my position in life, thought Ali bitterly.
The man was still looking her up and down. He turned to Roger. "May
I?"

"Be my
guest. Roger settled into a deck chair and poured himself a glass
of lemonade from a jug in front of him.

Frank's
eyes turned back to Ali. "Take that bra off," he said in a voice
which was used to being obeyed. Ali put down her bag and complied,
feeling yet another pair of male eyes feast on her once-private
charms. "Shake them about." Miserably, she shook her shoulders
vigorously, so that her boobs jiggled, although they were too firm
to move much. Frank pointed lazily at her knickers and snapped his
fingers. Instantly she pushed them down, revealing the triangle of
curly brown hair. Moments later they joined the bra on the grass
and she stood naked once more. He sauntered over to her, and a hand
reached out and squeezed one of her boobs with his hand. Now he
noticed the name on her breast. "What's this?"

"A name
she was given by her main owners: she's only here on a six month
loan contract. Apparently, she's good with the mouth."

Frank
nodded appreciatively. "Is that true, girl?"

"I ...
have some training, master," Ali said ashamedly.

Frank
turned back towards Ali's master and began to say something, but
Roger spoke first, anticipating him. "Go ahead, my friend: it's
another thing which is good for your heart."

"Well,
that's very generous of you, but don't you want her first, seeing
that you've just bought her?"

"I can't
imagine that either of us will be the first to experience her. No,
be my guest. Meanwhile I'll amuse myself with this baggage for a
few minutes." He turned towards the black girl.

Frank
was not one to look a gift horse in the mouth; instead, he wanted
to use the mouth of his gift.

"Kneel
down, girl," he said thickly, unbuckling his trousers. Ali knelt
before him. Seconds later he produced a rather dirty cock, already
partly excited from his beating of his own slave. Ali reached her
fingers up and gently touched it, causing an immediate reaction.
She could tell already that she would have no difficulty in
arousing him; her biggest difficulty might be in stopping him from
going off too soon. (Her own distaste and humiliation, of course,
was not a problem, technically speaking, merely something she had
to endure). Her mind now concentrating solely on her training, she
got to work.

For
whatever reason, Ali had a real skill at oral sex. It could not be
just her training under Mr. Pugh so long ago: that was undoubtedly
a major factor, but there had to be something else as well. Perhaps
the flexibility of her tongue, perhaps the shape of her mouth.
Whatever the reason, she was very good at it. In one way that was
unfortunate, because she found it both distasteful and humiliating.
Still, it was always useful to be able to please a master: on a
couple of occasions this particular skill had helped her to
mitigate, although not avoid, beatings.

One of
the things her training had taught her was to concentrate entirely
on what she was doing and ignore all distractions. Consequently, it
was only when she had finished that she became aware once more of
what was happening around her. Her own master had evidently fucked
the other girl, without bothering to untie her from the swing
frame; he was just doing his trousers back up. The girl stood
placidly staring into space, a tiny drop of cum running down the
inside of her leg; but her face, which Ali could see, had sunk a
fraction deeper into despair. Ali herself unquestionably did not
look too happy, still kneeling nude in front of the other man with
the taste of his sperm in her mouth as he also began to pull his
clothes back on.

"Was she
good?" Roger enquired as he strolled over.

"Very,"
Frank replied. "I think you've got a good buy there. Let me know if
you want to swap for a day or so sometime."

Roger
nodded. "Sure," he said, "but if you'll excuse me I think we ought
to be moving on. Come on, slave." Ali had time to grab her bra and
panties, but not to put them on as her master moved off. Somehow,
as they walked down the road, whilst still carrying her bag, she
managed to put them back on without stopping - after, of course,
checking with him that it was in order to re-dress herself. She had
long since accepted that it was not her place to decide whether or
not she could wear anything. In fact, it was not her place to
decide virtually anything.

They
arrived at his house. It was quite nice, modern built and stylish;
considerably more upmarket than her parents' home, although much
smaller than the manor. He showed her round, pointing out domestic
duties which she would have to do. He lived alone here with his two
sons, his wife having died years ago.

"My
eldest son is just sixteen," he explained. "Our previous slave girl
initiated him, but she wasn't his type: she was too big and
well-endowed for his tastes, I think. That's why I sold her and
bought you." Ali suppressed a sigh: she was to be the plaything of
a sixteen year-old. "Of course," he continued, "I shall be
requiring you as well." That went virtually without saying. "Ah,
here he is now. Rupert, I've got your new toy."

A
spotty, weedy little jerk - Ali could think of no better
description - came into view.

"Oh,
great," he said in a voice which made her wonder if he had actually
passed puberty yet. He raced eagerly over to them and looked Ali up
and down, oblivious to her embarrassment (but then, why should he
care?) and reached out and ran his fingers down her tummy. Ali made
herself stay still. To be at the beck and call of this boy so much
younger than herself was not going to be easy.

"You
said you wanted one with not too much breast," said his father
indulgently.

Rupert
nodded enthusiastically. "She looks fine, dad."

Roger
smiled. "Take your things off, girl, and let him have a good look."
Ali shrugged out of the bra and pushed her panties down until they
fell to the floor.

Rupert's
smile widened. Deciding resignedly that she might as well give up
all attempts at modesty, since she would no doubt soon be ordered
to do so anyway, Ali turned around to give him the rear view, then
around again to face him once more.


"Thanks," he said gratefully. For a moment she thought he was
thanking her for stripping in front of him, then realised that he
was thanking his father for buying her. Her own co-operation in the
matter was taken for granted. The boy went on to ask, "can I have
her tonight?"

Roger
smiled. "I think your old dad would like a turn first, but I'll get
started early and as soon as I've finished I'll send her to you."
Ali listened with mounting dismay to the arrangements being made
for her evening, all without the slightest reference to her own
wishes, of course.

But at
that moment she interrupted with an involuntary yelp as something
stung her bottom. Looking around, she saw a younger lad holding a
catapult and grinning wickedly. A metal pellet dropped to the floor
behind her, and Ali ruefully rubbed the spot on her bottom where it
had struck.

"Edward,
you little rascal," said the father in a good-humoured tone of
voice. It was easy for him to smile indulgently; it had hurt Ali,
not him! The lad gave a cheery wave and ran off. Evidently he
wasn't old enough yet to take much interest in the delights of the
young woman standing naked in the hall-way, but much more keen on
using her for target practice. Ali hoped that wouldn't be a regular
thing.

She was
allowed to put her undies back on. Rupert went off to complete his
homework whilst his father took Ali to meet the other occupant of
the house, an elderly man named Carlos who did all the domestic
work (with Ali's help in future). Ali was left with Carlos, who
gave her more detailed instructions. He had just finished giving
the boys their evening meal - their father had eaten at the cafe -
and she helped him with the washing up. Since she herself had not
eaten since lunchtime, he was thoughtful enough to find her
something to eat as well. Whilst they worked, they talked, this
being allowed, and she found out a lot of interesting
things.

Carlos
was in his late sixties. A Brazilian, he came from a poor
background and had been orphaned at an early age. He and his two
sisters had been sent to an orphanage, from which they had quietly
been taken and sold here. His sisters had been pretty and were
therefore forced into the same sort of job that Ali had now, whilst
he, neither handsome nor muscular, had been put into domestic
slavery, which he had spent the rest of his life in. He had worked
for this family for nearly twenty years now, having been sold to
them when his previous owner died.

"Master
Roger" (the father) "isn't a bad master, not for me, anyway. I'm
afraid that like most men he enjoys putting the strap across his
female slaves from time to time, so you'll have to put up with the
occasional taste of leather. Master Rupert is a nice young man, but
a bit immature. You'll be expected to work a bit on developing him
sexually." Ali noticed that it was taken for granted that she would
co-operate totally in the rape of her body, but of course that was
quite correct: she vividly remembered the whipping she had been
given on arrival and had no desire to earn another and probably
much worse one. "Young Master Edward, now, he's a handful," Carlos
continued. Ali described the incident with the catapult. "Yes,
that's about typical," Carlos replied. "He gets up to all sorts to
tricks like that, especially when his father and older brother
aren't around. I'm afraid you'll have to grin and bear
it."

"You
mean he's allowed to do things like that? But won't he get
spoilt?"

Carlos
shook his head. "If he used that catapult on ordinary people, or
inconvenienced them in any way, his father would deal with him
strictly, and he knows it. But you have to remember that we aren't
ordinary people. We're slaves. We don't matter. Family pets get
better treatment than us. The sooner you get used to that, the
better."

Ali soon
decided that she liked Carlos. He was friendly, kind and
solicitous; he was also quite devoted to the family he served. But
most of all, he was the first man she had met in ages who treated
her like a human being and not a sex object. He could not ignore
her body, but she could not blame him for that, and he discretely
admired her curves rather than overtly leering at her. Having shown
her to the slave quarters that they were to share, he even made a
point of finding an excuse to leave the room so that she could
strip off and shower in privacy. Their room was quite pleasant, and
it was a long time since she had a bed of her own.

Master
Roger had ordered her to his bedroom for nine-thirty that evening.
Carlos had politely suggested that she make a good impression,
which Ali also thought advisable. Egg's view, she thought wryly,
would be, "he's paid good money for me, so I'll make sure he gets
value for it." She had to admit that she was conscious of her price
tag, but more to the point she thought that giving the impression
that she had not been a good buy could lead to him taking his
frustrations out on her with the strap, or worse. After a day of
extreme degradations and humiliations she was hardly in the mood
for sex, but she did her best to work herself into a better frame
of mind. Removing the regulation slave wear, she donned a sexy red
bra and briefs which she had brought with her from England and
which showed her assets off to their best effect, particularly her
boobs, and went to keep her first appointment. He was already in
bed waiting for her. The undies gave her a good start, and the
sensuous, teasing way she slithered out of them developed the
effect. In bed with him, she summoned the skill and experience she
had gained from hundreds of forced copulations with an army of
masters, subtly guiding the flow of the sex without appearing to
dominate. He wasn't bad; that is, she had been fucked by much
worse. When he dismissed her, she left him drained and content.
That is, of course, he was drained and content. She was merely
drained and tired.

She made
a brief stop in her quarters to repair the damage done to her
appearance, and then hurried on to her second ordeal, trying to get
her mind into gear once more. One consequence of working herself up
so much for the first coupling was that she had orgasmed during it,
which was regrettable in that it made building up a head of steam
for the second meeting more difficult.

She
knocked and entered his room. He was still dressed, but had
obviously been waiting eagerly. The racy red undies that had worked
well on his father had little effect on him, as she had expected;
with the direct enthusiasm of youth, he made her remove them and
then stand with hands on head whilst his hands explored her body.
She stood quite still, keeping her face expressionless as his
fingers probed places which were as yet mysteries to him. She noted
that his trousers were bulging and wondered if he might go off in
them before even getting to her; although it would have been a
relief in some ways, it was on the whole probably a good thing that
he didn't. It would scarcely have been her fault, but she might
well have got the blame for it.

"Tell
me," he said rather shyly; "what's it like being owned?"

She
wanted to say "terrible", but thought it unwise. Instead, she
said

"It
depends, master, on who the owner is. It can be unpleasant." The
hint was that it wasn't unpleasant being owned by him, which at
this precise moment wasn't strictly true. She shivered and clutched
her hair as his fingers stroked the inside of her thigh, right at
the very top. The bulge in his trousers was getting worryingly
large, but she could do nothing about it until he allowed her to
move and take at least some control of the situation. He also
evidently wanted her to take the lead, but was unsure how to do it,
so she said: "master, may I move?"

He
nodded, and she decided to risk taking charge without specific
permission. Forcing a friendly but exciting smile on her lovely
features, in total contrast to the way she felt, she whispered
sexily, "in that case, it's your turn."

She
started by putting her arms around him and kissing him full on the
mouth, but gently so as not to overawe or frighten him. Hugging him
tight, she reached round and nibbled his ear, whilst her hands
gently began to work on the buttons of his shirt. She kept her bare
leg pressed against the front of his trousers to keep his erection
gauged; as she felt it swell still further, she whispered in his
ear, "hold it in, master; don't let go, not yet."

He asked
how, his voice hoarse, and she told him little things that she had
picked up. Soon he subsided a little, and she was able to
concentrate once more on her progress. She had his top off now, and
her hands were caressing him, relaxing him. His lean frame was
largely devoid of both muscles and hair, and certainly didn't do
anything for her, but that was scarcely the point. She slid her
fingers down his back, feeling him go tense as she ran her fingers
down his spine. Through her leg she could feel his manhood
expanding once more, and did not dare to wait too long. As gently
as she could, she unzipped his fly and unbuckled his trousers so
that only the pressing of her body against his kept them up. She
moved apart from him to let them fall, but distracted him by
blowing in his ear and running her hands over his shoulders. Once
the trousers were out of the way, she could get her hands on his
penis and control it, keeping him from a premature climax. It was a
small penis, even in erection, but that made no real difference to
the techniques she used. She judged it better to use her mouth
rather than her vagina, since she had better control with the
former. He didn't object; he was barely capable of speaking. Even
with her pressing the underside of his tip from time to time to
keep him from ejaculation, she knew he couldn't last much longer;
but when he finally did explode into her mouth he had enjoyed a
good run. They both collapsed exhausted on the bed, although only
one of them was in joyous rapture.

It was
very late when an extremely tired Ali got back to her quarters,
having showered once more. Carlos was asleep, and she got into bed
as quietly as she could do avoid disturbing him. She had a long and
arduous day. Tomorrow would be her first full day as a slave here.
It was not a pleasant thought on which to go to sleep.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


'The Stein Family Slave'

 


Despite
her exertions of that evening, Ali had to be up early the next
morning. Carlos cooked breakfast for Master Roger and his two sons,
and Ali waited on them in the dining room. She was clad once more
only in minuscule knickers and bra. Her new owner regarded her
thoughtfully as she leaned over to pour his younger son's tea, and
then addressed his elder son as if she wasn't there.

"Tell
me, Rupert, how did you find her last night?"

The
young man blushed a little. Ali blushed a good deal more. It was by
no means the first time her sexual prowess had been discussed in
her presence: it happened quite frequently at the manor, and was
something she found very insulting. Like so many other things,
though - including the sexual encounter itself - it had to be
borne. It also always made her a little apprehensive, since she
could end up being whipped if she got a bad report, but she was
fairly confident that the youngster had been given a good time. His
reply confirmed that.

"Not
bad, Dad. Much better than Joanna." Joanna, Ali gathered, was the
Steins' previous slave girl.

Mr.
Stein nodded. "Yes, she seems well trained and co-operative." It
was the nearest thing Ali would get to a compliment. "There were
three or four likely looking ones at the pre-sale viewing, but this
one was the first of them on the auction block and I thought it
best to go for her. You never know, someone really wealthy might
have their eye on the others. Anyway, the bidding always tends to
go higher on the last few." Ali tried to remember if Master Roger
had been amongst the men who had inspected her closely during the
pre-sale viewing, but there had been so many of them. She tried to
push that memory to the back of her mind.

Rupert
nodded. "I think she'll do fine."

Mr.
Stein spoke to Ali herself for the first time that morning. "You're
English, girl?"

"Yes,
master." Ali's voice was a nice mixture of submissiveness,
sensuality and youthful vigour. Like many other things, it was
something she had learned the hard way.

"My
parents were English," he said, almost musing to himself. "Worked
for an export company out here before the war and decided to stay
here afterwards. Post-war Britain was not the best place for people
with a bit of money to live. I was educated in England, but this is
my home. My boys will be educated here. I suppose that by the next
generation of our family, the ties with the old country will
disappear altogether." He pondered this for a few seconds, then
changed tack. "How did you become a slave?"

"I was
abducted, master, basically." It was a little more complex than
that, but not much.

"Still
yearning for your former freedom, I expect." Ali nodded. "Well,
don't think about trying anything clever."

"Oh no,
master, I wouldn't!" Ali hastily reassured him. Even thinking about
escape could quite possibly earn her a severe beating. However bad
this life was, she knew without doubt that it could be made a lot
worse.

"You'd
better not. More coffee, I think." He turned his attention back to
his sons.

After
breakfast, the sons went off to school whilst the father went off
to work. Ali was set to work helping Carlos with the housework.
Carlos was the boss, of course, but the two got on well and the day
passed pleasantly. Carlos quickly decided that he approved of young
Alison. For a start off, she was very attractive. He did not leer
or stare, but the outfits that slave girls wore made such things
very easy to ascertain with discretion. Of course, all slave girls
were pretty: those born and brought up in the slave school had much
time spent on developing their looks, including attention to
figures, the best way of having their hair done and so on, whilst
those purchased or abducted would not have been bothered with if
they were not suitably appealing. And, of course, any girl totally
without appeal would instead be sent directly into domestic
service. So, a pleasure slave, as Carlos thought of them to
distinguish them from the domestics, was bound to be pretty; but
Ali was more than just that. She was vivacious: her skin glowed
with vitality and good health.

Her
character was also agreeable. Carlos had lived in this city-state
for many years and known many slaves; his current master rarely
kept the same one for more than six or seven months. In his
experience, only a very small number of them were bitter or sullen
at their fate: training tended to ease that out of them, or failing
that it could be beaten out. At the same time, it was even rarer to
find a slave actually enthusiastic about their duties; in fact,
Carlos had never met one. In nearly every case, the basic
motivation for obedience was fear of the whip. However, some of
them shirked when a whip-wielding master was not around, whilst
others accepted that there was work to be done and did their fair
share of it.

Ali was
one of the latter. She was also polite and amiable, and eager to be
friends, which suited the easy-going Carlos very well. Joanna had
been, well, not frosty and aloof: such an attitude would have been
whipped out of her during her training, and any resurrecting of it
would have been dealt with by Master Roger, who might not be the
most sadistic of masters but was quite capable of issuing a good
thrashing when circumstances merited; but, whilst being properly
and entirely submissive, she gave just the slightest air of
contemptuous disapproval when Master Roger was not around. Master
Rupert, although equally empowered to use the whip on her, could
not really master her and had only coupled with her twice since he
came of age. Ali, about four years younger and without Joanna's
Latin temperament, would be much better for Rupert, and Carlos,
loyal to a master who had never mistreated him, was pleased with
that. Ali was actually the first European slave he had met; he
gathered from their conversation during the day that she had toyed
with a little voluntary play-acting slavery before being forced
unwillingly into the real thing. Perhaps that was why, although she
found her sufferings extremely unpleasant, she could understand men
treating her the way they did.


Considering the hard life which she now led, he thought that
she was very well balanced, too; if not actually cheerful, she was
at least resolute and positive about the daily trials and
tribulations that she had to undergo. Some slaves spent every
waking moment worrying about what nasty things lay in store for
them, but not Ali. Of course, she wasn't cavalier about it either:
she knew that every single day would bring torment of some sort,
and when she knew that torment would be outstandingly severe she
would be as afraid as the next slave, but otherwise she could relax
at least a bit. Good for her. What was it Shakespeare had said? Ah,
yes: "cowards die many times before their death; the valiant never
taste of death but once." How, wondered Carlos, who liked to think
of himself as well educated, would the Bard word it for slaves?
perhaps "worriers writhe many times beneath the whip; the relaxed
only taste it when their masters decree." Well, maybe it didn't
quite have the same ring.

The day
passed without incident. In the late afternoon the two sons arrived
home from school, and soon settled to their homework. Only when the
father arrived did they have tea together, with Ali serving once
more. Mostly the conversation was about the lads' day at school,
but there were two snippets involving Ali. The first came when
young Edward wanted some more cake, and didn't know what to call
her. He settled for,

"Hey
you", but followed it up a few moments later with: "Dad, what's her
name?"

His
father thought for a moment, then said,

"Good
question, son. Most slaves tend to have had several names at one
time or another." He looked at Ali. "Well?"

"My name
is Alison, master, but all my friends ... well, that is before I
was made a slave, everybody called me Ali." She paused, but he was
obviously still waiting, so she went on. "When I was enslaved, they
called me Apples, then later on Hot Lips." The last name had been
on her breast when she had been sold, but Master Roger had
instructed her to remove it, which she had done today. He had said
that he preferred breasts unmarked and unblemished. Now he
considered her name, deciding in the end that either "Hot Lips" or
"Ali" could be used.

The
second snippet came soon after, and was a little more worrying.
Master Roger regarded his eldest son and said,

"Rupert,
do you want to make use of Ali again tonight?" The lad nodded
eagerly. "No problem," said his father, "but I've got a few friends
coming round for a card game and I'd like her available by about
eight thirty, so perhaps you could take her early. You can finish
your homework afterwards." Again the youth nodded with enthusiasm.
Ali had to stand listening to the arrangements being made for the
use of her body. It was a humiliation she was well used to, which
didn't make it any easier.

It was
around seven o'clock when she knocked on the young man's door. No
time had been fixed, but she thought it was better to get it over
with, and also it would give her time to have a wash before Master
Roger's friends arrived. She didn't want to think too much about
what she would have to do at the party; she doubted it would be
pleasant. Not that the next hour was going to be much fun
either.

Master
Rupert was ostensibly finishing a piece of homework at his desk,
but it was evident that his mind wasn't really on it: he was agog
with thinly veiled anticipation. Ali looked at him with a sudden
feeling of sick despair. Twenty years old, at the peak of her
blossoming beauty and with an elegant and sophisticated mind to
match, and she was going to have to surrender herself to this
shallow, callow, spotty, weedy little oik. In fact, she was going
to have to strain every sinew to give him as good a time as
possible. At the end of it he wouldn't even thank her, merely
dismiss her and expect the same treatment the following night, and
the night after that, and so on for a future stretching away to a
hellish eternity. Six months ... and at the end of all that it was
back to the manor, which itself was no great relief. Ali fought to
rid her mind of these thoughts: they were dangerously close to
being rebellious, and she knew where that path led. She remembered
the whipping she had been given in the overseer's office; and that
had been just a warning, no doubt gentle compared to what she would
get if she stepped out of line. And Master Roger's own punishment
would come on top of that, and perhaps a further dose when she
returned to England ... no, she could not afford the luxury of even
minor rebellion.

But this
boy was without question unappetising. If his father at least had a
certain squareness of jaw, a dignity and a commanding presence, the
boy had either inherited none of these or they were yet to emerge.
Without access to slaves such as herself or her predecessor, he
would undoubtedly still be a virgin: no self-respecting young woman
would couple with him of her own free will. In most societies he
would probably have difficulty finding a wife, but in this land
physical attractiveness was less important when choosing a spouse,
since both partners had plenty of access to slaves on which to vent
their lust. Slaves like her. She fought down a wave of
self-pity.

Ordering
Ali to remain still, he removed her feeble garments and his hands
roved over her body, feeling, squeezing and prodding. At length he
pulled her over to the bed, at which point he allowed her to take
control. As last night, summoning her experience and skill, she
gave him a prolonged and satisfying session, whilst hating every
minute of it herself.

But when
it was over and he had cursorily dismissed her, her night's work
was still far from over. She hurriedly returned to the slave
quarters she shared with Carlos and washed herself, then hastened
back to report to Master Roger, dressed once more in the skimpy
underclothes. It was almost half past eight.

Master
Roger's friends arrived together on the stroke of half past, two
indigenous Chileans and one ex-patriot American. All of them, like
him, were businessmen in their mid-forties. She served them drinks
whilst they exchanged greetings and pleasantries with their host
before someone produced a pack of cards. They settled around a
table whilst Ali stood in attendance. She was beginning to hope
that she would be required only as a waitress and drink server, but
that idea was soon squashed.

"Right,"
said Master Roger, "we may as well make use of my new toy." He
indicated Ali. "The winner of each hand gets to give her five
strokes. We cut the cards each time to see where she gets it. Any
suggestions for the targets?"

The
American, who was grossly overweight and spoke with a Southern
drawl, looked at Ali.

"Waal,
if it's hearts, the nearest spot is her titties. Diamonds, hmm, a
girl's fortune is between her legs, so make that her cunt. You hold
a club in your hand, so her palms if it's a club. Can't think of
anything suitable for spades, so what's left? The bum, I suppose.
Can't leave that out. How's that for a key?"

Master
Roger nodded. "Whip for the tits and cunt, cane for hands and bum,"
he announced. Turning to Ali, he snapped, "get your clothes off,
girl." Then he shuffled the cards and began to deal.


Dismayed, Ali stripped. It didn't take her long: after all,
there wasn't a lot to take off. Nevertheless, she was finding quite
a gulf between the slight security of even the flimsiest underwear
and the total vulnerability of complete nudity. Of course, at the
manor she had been used to perpetual nakedness, but that was in a
much more closed environment and therefore a very different
proposition to here. She saw the three guests' eyes on her body and
wondered if it was the first time they had seen her naked, or if
they had been part of the crowd at the sales. The awfulness of her
exposure before so many people at the sales was still with her, but
it was the not knowing which was in some ways the worst. Every man
she met might, or might not, have seen her nude before. In almost
every case, she did not know.

Master
Roger became aware that his three guests were enjoying the sight of
his nubile young slave. Without looking up, he said
quietly:

"of
course, if any of you want to give her, um, a stiff talking to
after the game, it would be no trouble." Three heads nodded
eagerly. Ali, still standing to attention whilst their eyes drunk
her bare loveliness, felt appalled that her sexual favours could be
offered so casually, and without her consent of course. As with so
many other things, she was used to it; but it didn't make it any
easier to bear.

The
first hand of cards commenced. Ali was close enough to observe the
action, but she didn't know the game and couldn't follow who was
winning. It didn't make much difference anyway: whoever won each
hand, she would get it, and none of them looked as if they would
give her an easy time. If one did let her off with a mild dose, the
others would probably deride him for it, and their male egos
wouldn't want that. She waited unhappily.

The
American won the first round. They collected the cards and began
shuffling them ready to cut them to decide on the target. As was so
often the case when she was to be tormented without being tied or
chained, Ali felt a momentary temptation to run away. Foolish girl,
she chided herself furiously: she had more than enough experience
to know that the consequences of that would be mind-blowingly
appalling. Better to take it, however bad it would be. She switched
her mind to thinking which target would be least worst. Her breasts
and mound of Venus were far more sensitive than her bottom or
hands, but on the other hand the cane was far more painful than the
whip. The differences probably about balanced out. Not that she had
the choice, of course. The fat Yankee drew a club, and Master Roger
handed him the cane.

"Hold
yer hand out, gal," he wheezed as he got up. Ali miserably held out
her left hand, palm up. He measured his stroke, then brought the
cane whistling down. Ali could not avoid flinching, but she forced
her hand to stay in position to receive the stroke.

"Ohhh!"
A wave of stinging sensation spread through her hand, and a red
line appeared as if by magic across the inside of her slightly
stubby fingers. He measured his next stroke calmly. "Ahhh!" This
time it went across the palm itself. Her hand was throbbing. She
looked over to her master, hoping for some reprieve, but he was
watching unconcernedly. The third stroke brought another gasp of
pain from her. It was very nearly in the same place as the second,
but fortunately the two were about a centimetre apart, although
they intersected right on the edge of her palm. Where they met, the
pain was double.

"Other
hand." She gratefully withdrew her burning left hand, but her right
had to substitute. Two more red-hot lines soon appeared before they
returned to their game. Ali was allowed to lower her hands and
stand waiting once more. They throbbed incessantly, and she knew
from bitter experience (when were her experiences anything other
than bitter?) that it would be even more painful whenever she had
to hold anything for the rest of the night at least. Being tortured
without being bound was so much harder, as well: she had to
concentrate on fighting down the urge to dodge blows or even run
away. However bad the punishment, she knew that it would be nothing
compared to the horrors if she ever yielded to that
urge.

The next
round was soon over, far too soon for her. One of the Chileans won,
and when the cards were cut he drew a diamond. Without bothering to
raise himself from his seat, he beckoned her over to him. She
approached reluctantly. Clutching the short whip, he indicated to
her to stand before him, legs apart. She obeyed, feeling that her
mound was terribly open and vulnerable. To stop her hands
automatically protecting herself when the strokes came, she put
them on her head, clutching her curly brown hair and being reminded
as she did so of the pain in her palms.

He moved
the whip in a vertical plane, without much of a swing but with a
strong wrist action which gave it plenty of force. "Gnng!" Oh, that
hurt! Only a woman could truly appreciate how tender it was there.
"Aggh!" The second stroke aggravated the first. By the fifth, she
was hopping about a little, barely able to keep still. As soon as
it was over they returned to their game. Ali moved back to her
station and waited without hope.

It was
mortifyingly humiliating to be beaten there, she reflected as she
felt the throbbing after-pain course through her loins. If a
woman's breasts are the symbol of her femininity and beauty, her
mound is the symbol of her sexuality. To have it on display is bad
enough: whilst having her breasts on view was embarrassing, having
her cunt on view was degrading, as if she was a common slut who
would jump into bed with a man at the drop of a hat. In one sense,
of course, that was true, since she could be ordered to have sex at
any time and with anyone, and she had long since lost count of the
number of men who had availed themselves of her once closely
guarded intimacy. But to be beaten there implied that intimacy was
worthless, only another target just like her much-abused bottom. Of
course, compared to the agony of actually getting beaten, such
considerations were minimal, but they formed an unpleasant
aftertaste to accompany the aching sensations that always followed
chastisement.

Next
time her breasts got it. She was rather more used to punishment
there, which did not make it any easier to take. After that it was
her hands again, and only then her bottom. A few more rounds, and
she had lost count. By the end of it, she was in considerable
constant pain. More than a dozen angry red marks traced horizontal
paths across her chest, with a similar set of ridged weals across
her bum, the only difference being that with the latter her flesh
was actually ridged and cut. Similar marks in all directions
decorated her palms, and if her brown pubic hair obscured most of
the marks on her sex lips, the odd end of a line was still to be
seen at the edge of her triangle of hair. All three of the visitors
decided they would like to fuck her, and Master Roger escorted one
of the Chileans, with her in tow, to the guest bedroom and left
them there. When he had finished, she lay waiting on the bed for
his compatriot, and then the fat American who nearly crushed the
life out of her as he lay on top. Of course, as always, she
swallowed her pride and co-operated with them. It would be most
unwise to do otherwise.

It was a
tired, profusely marked and aching girl who was eventually allowed
to retire to the slave quarters. Her own perspiration mixed freely
with the sweat of the men who had rolled around with her,
particularly the American who had been a dripping, revolting,
sweaty mass. Some dried semen on the inside of her thighs attested
to her later activities just as the welts and weals showed how she
had spent the earlier part of the gathering. She staggered
despondently into the shower, watched by a sympathetic but
powerless Carlos from his bed. Another day was over.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


'A Holiday'

 


It was a
lovely day. The sun blazed down, but a gentle breeze kept the
temperature perfect. The birds sang and the flowers smelt lovely.
But far more importantly to Ali, it was a lovely day because it was
her day off.

It was
Friday, nine days after she had been sold to Mr. Stein and his
family. During that time she had been on the go more or less
constantly. She had been told that she would get one day off every
fortnight; this was the first such day of freedom.

She had
been allowed to telephone Egg and Virgin a couple of days ago,
having first traced Egg's new owner through the slave centre, just
to arrange a time and place to meet if they could all get the same
day off. They hadn't been allowed to speak on the 'phone for more
than the time needed for essential arrangements, but she had enough
time to note that neither of them sounded too dispirited. Whatever
unpleasantness they were enduring, they were all used to a tough
life.

Mr.
Stein, or Master Roger as she knew him, was pleased with Ali; the
effort she had put into that first night had paid dividends. His
son Rupert, with the energy of a new convert to sex, now had her
every night. It was very humiliating being at the beck and call
(and more!) of someone four years younger than herself, but as
always the choice was not hers. He was enjoying himself a great
deal, though the sessions left her absolutely cold: she had not
orgasmed once. She had worried about that; she knew that her own
pleasure was considered unimportant, but he might be disappointing
to a wife or girl-friend and she did not want to be punished for
that. However, Carlos had advised her not to worry: he said it
wasn't important, at least not at the moment. Master Roger also
continued to enjoy the use of her body from time to time; with him
she did manage to get some personal pleasure
occasionally.

Master
Edward was a pain, quite literally. That catapult of his was
lethal, his aim superb, but even worse was the fact that he would
sneak up and fire it when she was least expecting it. His father
might be pleased with Ali as a slave, but he gave her absolutely no
protection. In fact, he had even encouraged it. On the Sunday
afternoon Edward had walked up to her, catapult in hand and bold as
anything, and said,

"I want
you to take your knickers off to give me a better target." She had
stared at him, not believing his cheek, especially with his father
in the room; she had looked across to Master Roger for guidance as
to what to do, and had got a further shock when he had nodded,
indicating that she should obey. A little while later they had her
bent over the garden fence whilst the little horror spent half an
hour practising on her bare bum, on which they had painted two
targets, one on each cheek! God, those pellets stung, but, even
worse, when one occasionally found its way between her legs, it
hurt twice as much. A watching neighbour thought it most
amusing.

She also
got strapped from time to time. Master Roger made it clear it was
not for anything she had done wrong, just that he liked to swing
the leather every so often. If that explanation was meant to make
it any less painful, it didn't work but, as always, she had no
choice in the matter. And, after all, she was no stranger to either
forced sex, humiliation or beatings. Life could undoubtedly be a
lot better, but she had also known worse. She survived. Carlos was
sympathetic and friendly, and best of all he was the only man she
knew who hadn't even tried to lay hands on her.

But now
at long last was that promised day off. Unless either of the others
had any alternative plans, they would head for the beach. Ali
clutched a small bag containing a towel and sun tan lotion which
her master had kindly given her. She wore only the regulation bra
and panties; slaves were not permitted anything more unless
officially classified as old or ugly.

Egg and
Debbie were both waiting as promised at the rendezvous, both
dressed just like her. Ali hugged her two young friends warmly, and
the three of them quickly agreed that the beach was the best way of
spending the day. Egg led the way: they were close to where she now
lived, and she was quickly learning the best routes to take in
order to reduce as far as possible the chances of being groped or
attacked by passing men.

As they
went, they swapped their tales of woe. Each of them was for the
most part quite candid, if sometimes just a little reluctant, about
the things they had been forced to do. It was a trait they had
learned as part of their slave training and which, like many other
subtle points, was now second nature to them.

Egg had
been bought by a rich and busy business man. She was one of four
girl slaves, with two boy slaves as well, plus several older
domestics. By day, she worked for the man as a courier, taking
messages and parcels all over the town and surrounding countryside.
Debbie had mentioned her unpleasant experience whilst walking to
her new home, and Egg said that she herself had been stopped four
times to date; she was rapidly learning the best routes to take to
reduce the risk, but there was no way to eliminate it altogether
and she could not go too far out of her way because she was only
allowed a certain amount of time for each delivery. Clients who
called also needed to be 'entertained', and she had been used
several times in this respect; her impression was that this was the
main reason she had been bought. She had also been made to service
the slave boys, and her master had personally shot his cum into her
twice so far. He enjoyed using the whip as well. However, his wife
was much worse. Well past her youth, she resented the slave girls
and whenever she encountered Egg she would cuff her around the ear
or slash at her buttocks with a venomous quirt she always carried.
The other girls got similar treatment and, since the woman also
worked in the business, they saw quite a bit of her.

Her
viciousness was in direct contrast to Mrs. Henderson, Debbie's
master's wife. Mr. Henderson 'dealt with' Debbie every evening,
usually starting with a brisk spanking and moving on to the strap,
usually finishing off by raping her. Mrs. Henderson, having
satisfied her own needs on Gordon, the slave boy, was sympathetic
and kind and helped Debbie to recover afterwards. This was very
helpful and, when added to the fact that Debbie had not had to
endure the trauma of being sold at the market, made it obvious that
Master Charles had clearly arranged that Deb would not have
(comparatively!) too bad a time here, although she still had to put
up with a great deal. Neither Egg nor Ali resented this; it was not
as if Debbie didn't suffer at all. (Actually, it sounded as if Ali
had got a pretty lucky position, although she had worked for it in
bed in a way that Debbie just would not be capable of.)

They
were also able to tease Debbie unmercifully about Gordon: all three
of them had to share sleeping quarters with males, Ali with Carlos
and Egg in a cramped dormitory with the three other girls and two
boys, but Debbie not only had to share the same room but the same
bed. She indignantly protested that it was on orders, and nothing
happened (both of which were true, although she had felt desires,
which she did not admit to) and in any case they could not have sex
without permission, and she wasn't going to ask for
that!

The
names of all three of them had been removed from their bodies; none
of their masters cared for such brands. Ali was being referred to
by her real name, a lovely change from 'Hot Lips' or her previous
name, 'Apples'. It was amazing how much more pleasant it was to be
called by a name she had once taken for granted. Egg, although no
longer wearing her brand, continued to be known by the same name.
Mr. Henderson usually called Debbie 'Slut' if he was feeling grumpy
(which was for much of the time) and at other times didn't use a
name; Mrs. Henderson used her real name.

They
reached the beach. It was a wonderful expanse of golden sand
leading down to a deep blue sea capped by pure white surf. It was a
long beach, over a mile long, and although there were quite a few
people there was a great deal of room for them all. They chose a
reasonably secluded spot and spread out towels on the warm sand.
Before lying down, Ali removed her undies. She had made a conscious
decision that morning to sunbathe nude; apart from anything else, a
ghost bikini always heightened a girl's embarrassment when naked,
because it highlighted the fact that she was showing parts of her
which were normally covered up. Also, any young girl wants to look
her best, and this of course means concentrating on the parts on
view: with a normal girl, that would be predominantly face and
figure, but for these girls it meant, as often as not, everything.
Egg followed Ali's lead; so many people had seen her nude at the
auction and the pre-sale viewing, was there anybody left? Debbie,
predictably, looked less enthusiastic about the prospect of going
natural, but after a while peeled off her bra and, a while later
still, her knickers. They rubbed an abundance of sun-tan lotion
into each other's bodies, being careful with any lingering bruises
or whip welts, and settled down to sizzle. Soon they had forgotten
all their troubles and pains.

At
lunchtime they put their meagre clothes back on and went to a cafe
on the seafront. Like several others in the town, it had a section
for slaves; they were not permitted to eat in the main area. They
had no money, of course, but the system accommodated that: the
numbers on their slave pendants were noted, and their masters would
be charged via the slave centre. All masters permitted this: after
all, a slave has to eat. The food was plain, with little choice in
the menu, but good.


Afterwards they returned to the beach and resumed their nude
state. They went for a refreshing swim in the lovely warm and pure
sea, and then a further hour or so of relaxation followed. The
soothing sounds of the seagulls and the waves massaged souls which
had been brutalised and battered. Mankind has always found that the
harder the life, the greater even the most minor of pleasures
becomes, and this beach was far from a minor pleasure. Even Debbie,
usually so serious and conscious of her nudity, looked totally at
peace. She wasn't even aware of the occasional male passer-by
eyeing their succulent figures. Ali was aware of them, and didn't
care. Normally, despite everything that had happened to her, she
retained a degree of unease at being nude before men (one very
experienced slave had once told her that no girl forced into nudity
ever completely loses that unease); but there were times, when in
the right mood, when she could display herself with pride. Not many
times, it was true; but now was one of them. If it bothered Egg,
assuming she was aware of it, she gave no sign. In any case, most
of the looks were discreet.

Until
three youths approached them.

Ali had
at that point been lying on her back with her eyes shut, and first
became aware of their presence only when she felt a shadow fall on
her, blocking out the heat of the sun. She opened her eyes. Three
young men, maybe her own age but not particularly handsome, dressed
in cut-off jeans, were looking down at her and her companions. She
felt faintly annoyed as they leered without any hint of the
discretion other men had shown, but her mood had not really left
her and apart from bringing her legs closer together she made no
attempt at covering herself. Egg, lying on her front, did not move,
but Debbie had huddled up into a ball, covering her chest and
groin.

One of
them spoke, his voice as crude and without charm as his
words.

"I could
just fancy a poke at that," he grunted, nodding at Ali.

"She
looks about ready for it," another one agreed.

Ali was
about to issue a sarcastic retort when a cautionary thought struck
her. She looked more closely at the three of them: they wore no
slave necklaces. Ali was immediately conscious of the minute but
quite visible thin chain around her own lovely neck; she could not
take it off without pliers or cutters, and would not have dared to
anyway, but most times now she tended to forget she had it on. Now,
however, it loudly proclaimed the three girls to be slaves, whilst
the boys were not. This situation was beginning to assume
distinctly unfavourable proportions.

The
first youth addressed her again.

"So
what're you doing with your legs closed, bitch?"

"I think
she's forgotten her role in life," smirked the second. "Open up and
show what you've got, kid." Ali obeyed reluctantly, her good mood
gone now. Egg and Debbie were similarly ordered to spread
themselves, and obeyed unenthusiastically.

"Hey, a
baldie!" The third youth spoke for the first time as Egg rolled
over to reveal her shaven pubes. As was often the case at such
points, Ali mentally thanked her masters, both here and in England,
for allowing her to (usually) retain her hair; something, of
course, that any free woman could decide for herself. Egg tried to
ignore the remark, but no matter how often the point was made, it
never quite lost its effect.


"Wouldn't mind screwing that," one of the men growled. It
wasn't clear which of the girls he meant, nor did it really matter:
they were all both inviting and vulnerable. Except ... wasn't there
a rule about not having sex with a slave without her master's
permission? Yes, Ali remembered it now. Still, that still left an
awful lot of very awful things that they could do. In fact, if they
could have copulated, it might have taken the steam out of these
boys and then they might leave them alone. For the sake of one more
male prick up her passage, or even all three of them, it would be
worth it. Unfortunately, as always, the decision was not hers. Her
body was not her own to give; it belonged to her master, and she
could not have sex without his permission, even if she wanted to.
She had no doubt that he would find out somehow or
other.

"Yeah,
well, against the rules, innit? Still, nuthin' in the rules says we
can't use the mouths, is there? I could just fancy a blow job. All
right, girls, let's have you up on yer knees ready for a nice meat
sandwich!" As the girls unhappily complied, the boys chose one each
and began to unzip.

Ali
watched as a fairly large young cock hove into view just a few
inches in front of her eyes. Suppressing a faint shudder, she
leaned forwards and very lightly placed her lips on it. He would
have hardly felt that kiss on his face, but she knew that his penis
was far more sensitive. Then she pushed her tongue out of her mouth
and just touched him with the tip of it. Moving around his rod, she
continued to skilfully touch and gently caress it; by the time she
took it fully into her mouth he was already swollen.

For all
that she hated sucking, Ali was very good at it. Her first
experience in oral sex had been as a slave, albeit a 'voluntary'
one, with Mr. Pugh, and had been followed that weekend by a great
deal of training and refinement. Her second encounter had been
during that first Animal Farm weekend, and all subsequent
experiences had been as a full and real slave. Consequently she had
never really sucked voluntarily as a free woman, and it was
unlikely that she ever would: she regarded it as something only
slaves did, mainly because of the inherent suggestion that this act
gave the man pleasure whilst affording the woman no chance for any
satisfaction of her own. Still, she knew that she was good at this,
and had long since steeled herself to always make a good job of it;
it had saved her from the worst of more than one beating in the
past, and any slave will tell you that keeping beatings to a
minimum is the primary concern in life.

Nearby,
Egg was also sucking avidly, doing her best to produce a good
result. Like Ali, Egg had not been a virgin when she entered
captivity; but whereas Ali had been with five partners (two of
them, Jamie and Carl, quite a few times and the other three once
each during the Wench Whackers Ball club orgy), Egg had only had
one, although in the brief period between her sixteenth birthday
and her enslavement she had been with him many times and, unlike
Ali, she had been introduced to quite a few different things during
that brief but hectic spell. Oral sex had been one of those things,
but she hadn't gained any pleasure from it and had not wanted to do
it again. Nowadays, if it was ordered, which it was from time to
time, she did it, without revulsion but without enthusiasm either.
Of course, she was always careful not to show any lack of effort,
both to avoid the whip and because she felt it important to always
leave the customer satisfied. She was only too aware that men were
frequently paying for the use of her body, and although the money
wasn't going to her the thought of being poor value for money was
both insulting to her womanhood and anathema to a girl whose family
had been shopkeepers and traders.

Debbie
was having real problems. By upbringing the most sheltered of the
three girls, and of course a virgin at the time of her enslavement,
she had been forced into some fairly foul acts since then, but this
was the first time she had sucked a man. She had been told the
fundamental method; once at the manor Ali had been made to give a
public display, with explanations, on Master Ralph in front of the
other girls. Debbie had been eternally grateful that the
demonstration had not been followed up with practical tests for the
audience; she had also shunned Ali for several days afterwards,
even though she knew that the girl had been given no choice. Since
then she had by chance been lucky enough not to have to do it to
anyone - until now.

Hands
trembling, fighting down the bile in her throat, she wrapped her
young lips about the thing and moved them up and down. She had her
eyes firmly closed, but she couldn't forget what it was her tongue
was licking. He grew bigger and bigger until she felt like she
would choke; and then suddenly she felt jets of hot thick sticky
liquid squirting into the back of her mouth. Somehow, mainly by
thinking of the whip, she managed to avoid withdrawing; more of the
liquid appeared, and she swallowed desperately, fighting to keep it
down and control the retching of her stomach. There seemed to be
gallons of the stuff. A male hand was painfully mauling her breast,
but she was too distracted to notice until she felt the bruises
much later on. At last the stream of cum dried up, and his organ
began to slowly contract. She knew she had to clean him: after
surviving the rest of this experience it would be unutterably
foolish to risk a severe beating now, so she licked the last drops
of salty semen from the tip of his stem and swallowed it. At last
he pulled slightly gingerly out of her mouth. She sat back, trying
to generate saliva to wash the taste away, and also fighting down
the waves of nausea. She remembered now asking Ali during that
demonstration how she had coped with carrying out such a revolting
deed. Ali had shrugged and said simply,

"I
refused at first and got whipped until I did it." To a slave, no
further explanation was necessary. Now at last Debbie herself knew
what it was like.

Ali and
Egg, both more skilled, were still at it, having kept their
partners from climaxing too soon. As she watched, Egg's young man
reached orgasm, but it was a couple of minutes longer before Ali's
finally erupted. The other two men waited, bored now, whilst the
two girls looked down in shame at what they had done and
embarrassment at what Ali was still doing. Eventually the last man
shot his load and, after Ali had cleaned him, withdrew. Virtually
as soon as he had replaced his trousers, he and his friends
departed, each loudly boasting of his prowess. They ignored the
three girls completely.

Very
quietly, the girls dressed and returned to the cafe where they
washed the lingering taste away with cups of water. Debbie thought
once more that she would throw up, but apart from a couple of empty
retches and a lot of shuddering she did not. They were all rather
subdued when they returned to the beach, although Ali and Egg
stripped off soon enough and Debbie eventually followed suit.
Gradually, a little of their good mood returned; it was, after all,
far from the first time that they had been used and abused by men,
and also they had learned long since not to dwell on the less
savoury incidents of their daily lives.

By the
time the day ended, they were in fairly high spirits once more.
They did not neglect to take a cautious route home, but thankfully
all three were able to return home without incident. Their next day
off, in two weeks’ time, was planned and, despite the brief
interlude during that afternoon, they would once more be eagerly
heading for the beach. First, however, they had a further two weeks
of drudgery, sexual and physical harassment, shame and at times
pain to get through.

 



***

 


Time
passed. Weeks turned into the first month, then the second. In
April, Debbie celebrated, if that is the right word, her eighteenth
birthday.

Having a
birthday in captivity is a sobering thing, as Ali had discovered on
her twentieth birthday a few months earlier. It had brought home to
her that she really was condemned to slavery until she was much
older, and that the time was gradually passing. For poor Debbie it
was similar, although worse in two senses: firstly, she still had
twelve years to serve, and secondly, the eighteenth birthday is
usually accompanied by the acquisition of new rights and
privileges, such as the right to vote, which were now not only not
hers but were actually meaningless. Egg's seventeenth birthday had
recently passed, in March; next month it would be the anniversary
of her and Ali's first year in captivity: definitely not something
to celebrate. Debbie was actually nearly a year older than Egg,
although far less mature mentally; it was significant that she had
arrived at the manor a seventeen year-old virgin, whilst Egg, only
a month after her sixteenth birthday, had not, although it was true
that she had only known one lover, the man who proceeded to arrange
her abduction.

The
Henderson household knew that it was Debbie's birthday. Her master
made no comment at all and treated her as normal, which is to say,
badly; but Mrs. Henderson kindly baked her a little cake. Gordon,
as a fellow slave, had no money with which to buy her a present,
but gave her a portrait of herself which he had secretly been
drawing. It showed her looking regal and beautiful in an evening
gown, which meant that in addition to being a good artist he
obviously had a good imagination, since he had never seen her
dressed in anything more than scanty underwear. She thought that he
had been ever so sweet and, losing her usual reserve, had kissed
him quite passionately to show her appreciation.

Indeed,
in bed with him that night she was feeling very tempted. When, as
was often the case, she came to bed with her bottom, or elsewhere,
throbbing in pain from the whip or strap, or having been freshly
violated by Henderson, or as often as not both, she would cuddle up
to Gordon for succour and support in her distress. However, usually
once she had calmed down and recovered she would gently but firmly
withdraw, and would ensure that they slept as far apart as the bed,
which was only a single, would permit. Despite his own evident
desire, he had respected her wishes. Tonight, however, she was
seriously considering letting him have her, although she said
nothing to him yet. She had not forgotten that it was not her
decision alone: she would have to go and ask Mr. Henderson for
permission, which would be extremely embarrassing; but she would
cross that bridge when she came to it. As to sex with Gordon, well,
why not? So many men had sampled her innermost treasures that any
honour she might once have had was long gone; so why not give
herself to one who had so very little in life, since it was the
only thing she had to give? Even if she didn't enjoy it, and she
didn't expect to, it would be nice to please him. Yes, she would do
it.

They
were still in each other's arms. She reached one shaking hand down
and touched the bulge in his posing pouch, the first time she had
ever touched him there.


"Gordon," she said huskily, "I think we'd better go and ask
... I mean, if you want to ..."

He
nodded, trying to save her embarrassment, and then kissed her
tenderly.

"We have
to go separately," he said; "it's the rule. I'll go first if you
like."

She felt
him detach himself from her and rise from the bed; moments later
she lay alone as he left the room to seek out their master. She was
wondering why she had agreed to this, suggested it, even ... but it
was too late now. Then he was back, his handsome face creased in a
grin which told her what the answer had been. Now it was her turn.
On slightly wooden legs she rose from the bed and walked out of the
room to the door to her owners' bedroom. She was more than a little
nervous by this time, and regretting opening her big mouth; but it
was too late. Timidly she knocked on the door and was invited
in.

Her
master and mistress were in bed together. Although they mostly used
slaves for their personal satisfaction, they got on very well
together; the marriage seemed to work very well. As she cleared her
throat to speak, she caught a glimpse of Mrs. Henderson suppressing
a smile and flushed. Mr. Henderson waited
expressionlessly.

"Master
... could I have your permission, er, that is, would it be all
right for me to ... you know, with Gordon." She couldn't bring
herself to say it, even to a man who had carnal knowledge of her
himself.

But he
wasn't going to let her off the hook that easily. Clearly enjoying
her embarrassment, he said,

"All
right for you to do what?"

She took
a deep breath and rushed at it. "Have sex with him."

"Turns
you on, does he?"

"No,
master, but ..."

"You
shouldn't do it with someone unless they turn you on."

Huh!
What about all the times with him? But she was in no position to
argue.

"Well,
er, yes, I suppose he does." It wasn't true. Well, maybe a little
bit, but really she was just doing it to thank him. Again she
wished she hadn't started this.

"Oh,
well, I suppose so. Yes, you can."

To have
to ask permission for this! But she kept her face expressionless as
she murmured,

"Thank
you, Master" and withdrew. She put neither gratitude nor eagerness
into it, not wishing to give the impression that she was looking
forwards to it. To be truthful, if she had been before coming to
ask permission (which of course she hadn't), she certainly wasn't
now. But she had promised, and was committed now.

The
young slave girl headed back to the room and bed she shared with
Gordon. During her long months of torment she had experienced
intercourse with many men; but this was the first time ever that
she had actually volunteered. Even her weekly 'date' back at the
manor had been on orders, for all that she had enjoyed his company.
Now she had agreed, in fact even initiated the sequence of events.
It was hard to believe she was the same girl she had been before
that fateful weekend, but despite the horrors and indignities she
had suffered and the experiences which had stripped away her
innocence, she truly believed that she had not changed. Tonight was
just ... an exception.

She
entered the bedroom. Gordon was waiting in the bed. She knew,
without knowing, that he had discarded his briefs and lay naked
beneath the sheets. She had seen him naked before, quite often;
sharing the same room, bed and shower, it was almost impossible not
to. Equally he had seen her nude, not just at those times but also
when her master had commanded her to bare herself and Gordon had
been present. Still, this time, as she slowly and pensively began
to undo her bra, it was rather more embarrassing than usual.
However, as she was slipping the straps off her shoulders, her eyes
caught his face: he was smiling, his expression enthusiastic
without the greedy lust most men in her experience evinced, his
eyes interested in her form without devouring it, a hint of genuine
care in them. She found herself smiling back, weakly but with just
a hint more enthusiasm than moments before. Removing the panties
was easier now, despite the psychological increase in vulnerability
that caused. Only a little hesitantly, she climbed in beside
him.

Their
coupling was a new experience for her. Always in the past her
partners had been concerned solely with their own pleasure: even
her 'boyfriend' back at the manor had paid only cursory initial
attention to her feelings, and had soon abandoned even that when
she had not responded. Gordon paid full attention to stimulating
her, something so alien to what she was used to that it was
extremely difficult to do. Another barrier was her instinctive
determination not to be aroused, born of so many rapes conducted
with the threat of the whip on a girl intent on maintaining honour
and innocence, as she saw it, by submitting (which she had no real
choice about) without ever allowing herself to be affected by what
was done to her. Still, sometimes her body had betrayed her, and
now Gordon worked patiently past her automatic defences. In the
end, he won through. When it was over, she went to sleep
contentedly in his arms.

In the
morning, not unexpectedly, she saw things in a different light. She
had done it, she told herself, to thank him for his kindness, and
for that alone. No, she had not enjoyed it herself, of course.
Well, yes, perhaps she had, but it was a one-off. Ali and Egg were
not to know. And no, when Gordon politely suggested that a repeat
performance before they arose to begin their work could reasonably
be counted as a continuation of last night and therefore not
require their master's permission afresh, she made it clear that it
had been fine but she did not want to do it again. A little nerve
inside her twinged with regret, but that was life. The next
evening, that life was back to usual as Henderson forced himself on
her; but at least she could look back for the first time in all her
days on a pleasanter taste of sex.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


'An Important Lesson'

 


The
strident, jarring tone of the morning alarm pulled Ali out of the
land of dreams and back to reality.


Sometimes Ali's dreams were pleasant, times when she could
forget her life of slavery and pretend that she was free once more,
as if the last year had never happened. Other times her dreams
acknowledged and included her status in life as a slave, but
featured some nice aspect, maybe a romantic and handsome master and
an absence of pain. At such times, waking up would be followed
moments later by a wave of depression as she faced the thought of
the day ahead. Sleep, except for the odd occasion when she would
have nightmares about some of the dreadful abuses that she had
suffered, was an soothing escape from the real world. But always
that escape came to an eventual end.

It was
seven o'clock, and time to rise. No thought of having a sneaky
lie-in crossed her mind, or if it did, fear of the whip quickly
drove it away. Ali pulled back the covers to reveal her lovely,
naked form (she slept nude, and had done even before her
enslavement) and moved towards the shower. Carlos, her fellow
slave, was already up and about: he always rose half an hour before
her. She did not make much effort to hide her bare charms from him,
since he had frequently seen her naked, but neither did she tarry.
The cool shower revived her spirits a little as it washed away the
sweat accumulated during another sultry night and eased the bruises
that she rarely seemed to be without.

Drying
herself, she slipped on her meagre clothes. Even after four months
here, she still could not quite adjust to wearing only
underclothes, and skimpy ones at that. Of course, back at the manor
she was normally compelled to go naked, but that wasn't quite so
public. In any case, she was only marginally better off now: her
nipples showed clearly, as did the dark triangle of pubic hair, and
her general shape was vividly clear. Still, there was one
advantage: in the warm climate here it was comfortable.

Carlos
was busy cooking breakfast for the master and his two sons. It was
his job to cook (which he was very good at) and hers to serve it.
Sometimes they would have a family breakfast in the dining room,
other times, including today, in bed in their separate rooms. By
the time she had collected the newspaper and mail from the
letterbox and prepared other sundry items, Master Roger's fry-up
was ready, and she hurried to deliver it. He was already sat up in
bed, looking as contented as if he had made a sexual conquest the
previous night, which in fact he had: her. These days he used her
once, sometimes twice a week. Last night he had given her a
spirited but (just) bearable spanking, followed by a shafting which
had satisfied him without providing her any enjoyment whatsoever; a
fairly normal state of affairs. The slave culture in this land had
made most male owners totally selfish during the sex act; it was
little wonder that most free women preferred to use male slaves for
their pleasure.

Ali
survived her excursion into her master's room with little more than
a half-hearted grope of her nether regions and the rather sickening
but eminently sensible need to give the impression that he had been
wonderful last night, although no words were spoken on the matter.
Master Rupert, the eldest son, was next to be served. He hadn't had
her last night: sessions with him were now running at about five
per week, so she rarely had to service him and his father on the
same night. They arranged it that way, not for her benefit of
course, but so whoever had taken had the time to feast upon the
delicious female flesh at their leisure without being pushed for
time because someone else was due to have her as well. Master
Rupert was gaining in skill and confidence as a rapist - the term
'lover' would be entirely inappropriate - although again making sex
pleasurable for her was so far down the list of priorities that it
was more or less non-existent. A night without having her had
recharged his batteries, as it usually did, so she could see in his
eyes that he would want her tonight. Another forced violation of
her body coming up: nothing new.

Master
Edward was still far too young to be a threat in that way, but
serving him was nevertheless always the worst of the three. For one
thing, it was galling, even to a young woman now broken to slavery,
to have to kowtow to a twelve year-old as if he was the adult and
she the child. But his word, unless specifically countermanded by
his father (which was rare in matters concerning her) was law.
Worse, however, were the tricks, usually painful, that he played on
her. The catapult was rarely far from his hand and could sting a
great deal. Another weapon was a length of elastic which he would
twang at her; by itself that wouldn't be too bad, but on the end of
it he had attached a small ball-bearing, which gave it weight and
also a hard contact, making an unpleasant shock and leaving a small
but vivid bruise wherever it landed. More worrying were his traps,
such as trip wires, marbles on the floor, and so on. Fortunately
his father had forbidden anything which might injure her, since she
would then be of less use to the family, but even so the boy had a
wicked imagination.

After
breakfast the two boys went off to school. Ali had to wait on them
until they walked out of the door, and then had quite a bit of
clearing up after them to do; with a slave in the household, why
should they bother to hang pyjamas up or put things away after
them? By nature, they were quite thoughtful and considerate,
especially the older one; but only to other free people, not to
her. She was only a slave.

Her
master had not joined the early morning exodus from the house.
Sometimes he did, sometimes not. Today, she understood that he was
going to take her somewhere in the afternoon. This sort of news
would normally be most worrying, but although he hadn't bothered to
allay her fears, she had gathered that she herself would not be
"involved" in any way other than as a spectator. Before that,
however, he had some work to do, whilst she had a trip to the
nearby grocery shop; Carlos had provided her with a shopping list.
Since she always required her master's permission to leave the
house, she knocked on his study door, and entered
submissively.

"Excuse
me, master: Carlos wants me to get some supplies for the kitchen.
May I go?"

He
looked round. "Hmm? Oh, yes, by all means." As an afterthought, he
added, "you can leave your uniform here, though."

"Yes,
master," she said respectfully, and withdrew, but as she closed the
door she silently cursed. Leaving her uniform behind meant going
naked, of course. Well, there was nothing she could do about it.
Putting the purse and shopping bag on the hall table, she reached
behind her back and undid her bra clip, then slipped the shoulder
straps off. Then her thumbs pushed into the elastic waistband of
her panties and pushed them down. Leaving both flimsy articles on
the hall table, she opened the front door and walked
out.

This was
the first time she had to walk the streets fully naked. Of course
she was used to nudity before men, but in a public place it still
felt very intimidating. The eyes of every passer-by seemed to be on
her exposed once-private areas. One or two other slaves hurried by,
but she was the only naked one: sending a slave out nude was not
the norm, although by no means rare. She passed another slave girl,
one she hadn't seen before, going the other way: the pert, pretty
young thing, her own charms only partly concealed, gave her a look
of sympathy. Ali shrugged her shoulders as if to say, "that's life"
and managed a weak smile. She was worried that she might be
accosted, but fortunately the few men on the streets at this time
of day were hurrying to work. She only got a couple of squeezes of
her ripe young bosom, the odd stroke of her thigh, and one fairly
meaty slap on her bare buttock cheeks: nothing she couldn't handle,
which didn't make it any more pleasant.

She
entered the grocer's shop, and hurriedly began collecting the
things on her list. The shop was empty except for the grocer
himself. Damn, she thought: she had hoped that it would be his wife
on duty, because he was a right little pervert. He had groped her
quite often on her many previous visits, and he wouldn't pass up an
opportunity like this. Well, she could do nothing to avoid it, so
she might as well get it over with. She went up to the counter,
depositing the basket of goods. He began ringing them up on the
till, although his eyes never left her body. She made no effort to
conceal herself: there was little point, as he would undoubtedly
order her not to if she did. She would have to check the bill
later, she reflected: he wasn't concentrating much on
it.

"Good
morning, Hot Lips," he said, using her slave name; although no
longer emblazoned on her breast, and although within the house she
was often known as Ali, this name was fairly well known and used as
well. In some ways she preferred to be known by it; it preserved
just a hint of anonymity, as if this wasn't the be-all of her life,
but just a brief interlude. As if.

"Good
morning, master," she said evenly.

"A
little under-dressed, this morning, aren't we?"

"My
master ordered it." At least she could excuse her mode of dress,
although really it went without saying. No slave would go
voluntarily naked.


"Probably he did it for my benefit."

"I
expect so, master." This was indeed quite likely.

He
finished his work, having packed the purchases in her bag and
pushing it to one side of the counter.

"Well,
let's not waste it: come closer."


Unhappily, she did so, until she was within reach. Two plump,
fleshy hands reached out to her breasts, grasped them, and began
kneading. He was in his fifties, short and stocky and monumentally
unattractive. Still, she had been groped, and fucked, by older and
worse. Unwillingly, of course, but resistance was useless. The
penalty in this country for disobeying a free man was likely to be
severe, and Ali had no intention of risking that. In addition, they
would probably have sent a note back with her when she eventually
returned to the manor, whereupon she would almost certainly get a
further dose of agony. Much less terrible to let this old buzzard
grope and fondle her.


Eventually she was rescued when another customer, a free
woman in her early forties, came into the shop, although he made no
effort to conceal what he had been doing. Why should he? The woman
looked disapprovingly at Ali as they passed, as if it was her fault
for allowing him to take such liberties, even though both of them
knew she had no real option. Red-faced, Ali hurried out of the shop
and back "home", wondering if she would ever be able to acclimatise
herself to the constant humiliation of her life. Gratefully she
re-donned her flimsies, feeling far more covered up now even though
she was still largely bare.

The
morning passed uneventfully. She was fully occupied with housework:
the standards he expected were high, and it was silly to risk a
beating by not making every effort. Carlos cooked and she served
the master's lunch, after which the two slaves had their own
meal.

Soon
after, her master departed the house with her in tow. A brisk walk
led them back towards the town until they came to a small theatre.
At the entrance they parted company; there was one way in for free
people, and another for slaves. The slave route took her to one
side of the smallish hall, where rows of wooden benches were filled
with slaves, one group for females and one for males. She found a
space and sat down, wondering what it was they had all been brought
to see. On the other side of the hall was much more comfortable,
padded and spacious seating where masters and mistresses were
sitting. There were far more slaves than free people; evidently
most masters had sent their slaves alone; an usher had made a note
of her pendant number as she had entered, and presumably a register
of attendance would be made available so that masters could check
on whether their property had attended. There were a very large
number of female slaves crammed into their small area: Ali had
never seen so many largely unclothed women in one place, and there
were certainly over a hundred. She could see Egg, but in this press
it was quite impossible to reach her. Debbie, as far as she could
tell, was not amongst those present. There were considerably fewer
male slaves, about half as many as the girls; this reflected the
total proportion of male to female slaves in the
city-state.

Although
there was no obvious reason, the mood was one of rather anxious
apprehension. If some of the slaves knew the reason for their
presence, they were unable to communicate it to the others: a rule
of silence was in force. Of course, this rule did not extend to the
masters and mistresses, but their section was far enough away for
the conversation to be largely inaudible, and the few snippets that
did come over were only everyday gossip. Ali found the atmosphere
oppressive. In the middle of the hall, two fetters hung down on
chains from the ceiling, and two more were firmly secured to the
floor shoulder width apart; otherwise the space was clear. The
place looked as if it was normally used for amateur dramatics or
perhaps a debating society.

More
slaves entered, until they were crushed together, packed like
sardines. In contrast, on the other side, a few more owners made a
leisurely entrance and relaxed into their seats. The contrast
between the two groups was vivid.

At
length an official-looking man strode into the arena through a side
exit, holding a microphone. The masters and mistresses'
conversations faded away; the slaves, already silent, seemed to
grow even quieter. When the man spoke, his voice was stern and
authoritative.

"Two
weeks ago, two female slaves attempted to escape into the hills.
They were recaptured. One will be punished today, and the other the
day after tomorrow at the same time." He turned to the slaves.
"Escape attempts are very rare. Now you will see why. None have
ever succeeded. I suggest you never try it."

Ali
understood now. This was a lesson for the slave population. That
was why no older domestic slaves were here: they had all doubtless
seen such a lesson in the past. Still, she would have thought that
a repeat would have been needed for some. Her attention was drawn
away from this by the emergence into the hall of the two culprits.
They were young, perhaps nineteen or so, absolutely naked except
for wrist and ankle shackles, and both very beautiful except for
faces white with fear. Ali had never seen such fear; it seemed to
spread throughout the other slaves, herself included. The one girl
walked very hesitantly out into the middle of the arena, flanked on
either side by the two giant Latins Ali had met on her first day
here, Raoul and Cortez. A third hulking brute remained with the
other girl, who was obviously going to have to watch her
companion's fate, knowing that she would share it two days
later.

The poor
victim reached the fetters. Raoul and Cortez removed her leg
shackles and placed her slim ankles in the floor fetters. The
announcer had lowered the wrist fetters to shoulder height, and the
two men soon had the girl's wrists similarly locked up. The fetters
were then raised again, until she was on her toes, but not to the
point where her feet were completely off the floor. Ali was a
little surprised: she thought that the girl would have been
rendered totally immobile, but in fact she could move more than a
little, although she could not avoid being spread-eagled. Ali was
almost exactly side-on to the girl, and so could see both her front
and back. She noticed that she had been in error in assuming the
girl to be totally naked: the girl's nipples were pierced, with a
golden ring through each, and a further ring looked as if it had
been put though her clitoris. Looking back at the other girl, Ali
noticed that she was similarly be-ringed; presumably, since
piercing was uncommon here, it had been done especially for this
punishment. This theory was later confirmed as correct.

Cortez
now produced a heavy weight on a fairly lengthy chain, over a foot
long, which he attached to one of the nipple rings. As he gently
released the weight, the girl's firm and round breast immediately
stretched and distorted its shape, and she gasped loudly in a voice
already hoarse with terror. Ali was no stranger to nipple clamps
and weights herself, but this was far heavier than any she had ever
endured, even at her peak at the Animal Farm "bitch competition". A
second weight of equal size was attached to the other nipple, and a
third to her sex lips. Notwithstanding her gasps of pain, the girl
went completely rigid and still. Ali knew that it was now essential
not to move: the slightest swaying would increase the pain
intolerably. Her own body twitched, not so much in sympathy or
memory of suffering of her own as in sheer fear that something like
that could sometime happen to her.

Raoul
had moved away, and now returned with two heavy-looking whips, one
of which he handed to Cortez. The two of them took up positions,
one to each side of the girl. It would be imperative that she
remained absolutely still throughout the whipping, or else those
weights ...

Cortez
swung the first stroke, which landed with what seemed like a
deafening crack. The girl's body jack-knifed, and she screamed. The
weights danced, causing what must be unimaginable pain. The
fierceness and shock of the blow nearly made Ali lose control of
her bladder, even though she was only a witness, and she could
sense the thick air of tension in the other slaves around her. As
the girl's immediate movement began to slow, Raoul lashed her from
the other side. Again she jerked forwards, and the weights danced,
stretching her tender flesh unmercifully. Now Ali understood why
the girl's bonds had allowed movement, and why they had used rings
rather than pegs or clamps; no peg, no matter how tight, would have
stayed on with that much weight. It was cruelty to an unbelievable
extreme.

More
blows landed at very regular intervals. The girl's screams were
ear-piercing, and it was evidently quite impossible for her to even
reduce her writhing. Ali tried to imagine how bad the whipping was,
that it reduced the pain of the weights to such a minor side-issue,
but her mind just couldn't encompass it. Nothing in her regrettably
wide experience of torture came anywhere near. Ten lashes landed,
all diagonally across her back, each at about fifteen second
intervals. At last they put the whips down, and moved away for a
moment. The wretched slave girl was sobbing hysterically, almost
mindless of the extra agony her heaves were causing through the
dancing weights. Ali was astonished that she hadn't fainted, and
suspected, quite correctly, that she had been injected with
something to prevent this. She herself felt cold and clammy, her
heart beating rapidly, aware now only of this feeling and the scene
in front of her. Then the two torturers returned with
canes.

Again
Cortez went first. He put nearly his entire strength into the blow,
and the girl screamed once more. A full twenty seconds passed
before Raoul added a second stroke. Ten more cut the previously
unmarked buttocks into deep ridges, and a further and final six
caused even louder howls as they buried themselves into her thighs.
As the two hulks withdrew, the girl slumped forwards in her chains,
barely conscious and emitting a peculiar high-pitched monotone
moan, the weights still dangling from her outraged and distended
orbs and sex lips. Another man, almost certainly a doctor, moved
forwards, removed the weights, checked her pulse and administered a
further injection which, as a final twist of the knife, prevented
her from lapsing into the balm of insensibility.

The
display over, the slaves began to file out. Each and every one of
them was stunned by what he or she had seen, and could think of
nothing else: they moved like automatons. Only when it came to her
turn to move out did Ali's eyes leave the poor girl. On the way
out, they filed past a cell door, each in turn being made to take a
long slow look at the inside. Since only two or three of them could
look at a time, this slowed the exit down to a crawl. When it came
to Ali's turn, she saw the other recaptured runaway, sitting
chained to a chair. On the wall facing the captive, at eye level,
was a large digital clock with a mechanical "flip-over" display. It
read 47.17, but as Ali looked it changed to 47.16 with a loud
click. The girl jumped visibly at the sound. Ali understood now:
the clock was showing the hours and minutes until the chained
girl's own punishment began. Evidently the leader of the failed
escape attempt, she would have the extra agony of knowing what was
coming, and when. Her comrade had probably also had the "clock
treatment", but without viewing what was to happen to her as well.
For this girl, it would be so much worse. She would undoubtedly
have two sleepless days waiting for her turn.

Ali had
never been so glad to get back into the fresh air as she was just
then. She didn't see Egg, nor did she particularly want to. Her
sole thought, like virtually every other slave emerging from that
place, was to please her master in any way she could, to avoid ever
risking such punishment at the hands of such invincible and dreaded
authorities.

And she
would never seriously consider the thought of escape
again.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


'Going Home'

 


Time
passed; at last the six months came to an end.

Ali
noted the approach of the end of this chapter of her life with
mixed feelings. Slavery here was not pleasant; but she had no hopes
of any great improvement on her return to the manor. Still, as
always, her feelings were of academic interest only, and then only
to herself; she could do nothing to change her fate. Also, after
witnessing the terrible fate of that girl who had tried to escape,
she had no intention of risking the same outcome for herself,
either now or on her return home. She had not the least doubt that
Master Charles was capable of equal ruthlessness. Nine and a half
years more of slavery stretched out in front of her, without the
slightest chance of avoidance. It was something she tried not to
think about too much.

Her
owner had grown rather bored with her of late. He was already
contemplating a trip to the forthcoming sales to purchase a new
wench, and was irritated by the fact that he could not trade Ali in
under the terms of her sale, although that had not bothered him at
the time of buying her. Rather unfairly blaming her for this, he
had strapped her more frequently of late, both for minor faults and
just for pleasure. Ali accepted the sting of the leather without
argument; what else could she do?

Master
Rupert, her owner's son, was also beginning to get a little tired
of the same "menu", as he called it. One evening he swapped her for
the night with the slave of a friend of his. The two boys met at a
pre-arranged street corner, each with a beautiful semi-clad girl in
tow. The other girl was a lovely, well-proportioned thing with long
black hair and a sweet and innocent look; she and Ali exchanged
glances of resigned degradation as the boys discussed their various
merits in bed before the swap was agreed. Docilely she followed the
pimply youth who had gained her for the night back to his father's
house, where she spent several hours pandering to his pleasure. In
the morning she was dismissed and allowed to return "home". She
didn't see the other girl, and wondered what her experience had
been like.

She also
spent a few hours one day in the clutches of Mr. Henderson,
Debbie's master. He knew that Debbie had two friends and felt like
sampling one of them, so he got both addresses out of Debbie and
made enquiries with their masters. Egg's owner said that she was
rather busy running errands at that time, but Master Roger was
quite happy to loan Ali, who was greeted rather apologetically by
Debbie at the door to the Henderson house. Ali shrugged her
shoulders and said that it was one of those things; privately, she
wasn't looking forwards to this, but it wasn't Deb's fault. Soon
the two girls were naked, being spanked and then tawsed
alternatively by Henderson. It hurt, but it was scarcely a novel
experience, nor was being fucked by him afterwards. Ali quickly
came to the conclusion that Henderson was a slob, although his wife
was supportive afterwards and she could see why Debbie had been
placed in this family rather than taking pot luck in the sales. As
a return favour, Debbie was sent to Ali's master one evening, and
Master Rupert was able to taste her mouth-watering flesh. However,
she lacked Ali's technique in bed, and was also, although
co-operative, much more hesitant, so that when he discussed her
with his father at the breakfast table the next morning the young
man described her as largely a failure. It would probably have
upset Debbie even more had he referred to her as a hot little sex
bomb, but even so it was humiliating for her, and also did nothing
for her already shaky sexual confidence.

They saw
little of Egg, except on the fortnightly day off which they always
spent on the beach, sunbathing nude. They would miss this on their
return to the manor, but their enjoyment was in any case always
curtailed a little by their status as slaves; it was not uncommon
for their pleasure to be interrupted by free boys who fancied
giving them a spanking, or just having a good leer. Even so, it was
a wonderful beach, and they had all developed lovely all-over
tans.

A letter
had arrived, informing Master Roger that Ali's term was up, and
stating a date on which she would be "collected". Ali wanted to
thank Carlos for his kindness, and had only one thing which she
could give him, so on the last night she requested permission from
her master to have sex with him. As Debbie had found, to have to
ask permission was incredibly embarrassing and humiliating,
especially for one whose body was used without her own permission
so often. Despite already having been made to go with Master Rupert
that night, she put every effort into pleasing the venerable
servant/slave to repay his kindness towards her, although she got
no sexual satisfaction from the coupling herself. In one sense, it
was a shame that she had sex with the one man she had met since her
abduction who did not treat her solely as a sex object, but he had
been very good to her and she was determined to repay that. Debbie
had also screwed up her courage to ask permission for a second
coupling with her fellow slave, Gordon, but it had been refused:
Henderson had been in a very grumpy mood, and blamed Gordon for
some trifling problem or other. Although Debbie was in a sense
relieved, the humiliation of not being allowed to use her own body
was another reminder of her slavery, as if any was
needed.

A young
male slave called for Ali. Neither Master Roger or his son Master
Rupert bothered to see her go, and Master Edward's parting gift,
from his catapult, she could have done without. It showed just how
little they cared: Rupert and his father were already discussing
the forthcoming slave sales, and although the son had been happy
with his father's choice of Ali, this time they would both be
going, at least to the pre-sale viewing. Ali remembered that
degrading experience vividly; at least she would not have to go
through that again.

Still,
as she followed the young and handsome slave back to the slave
supervision centre, the frightening thought of another encounter
with Mistress Wendy Newton filled her mind. She had not forgotten
the whipping she had been given there, although the subsequent
fucking from Cortez had largely faded to join the infinite other
ravishings of her defenceless body over the last year. Fortunately
the encounter was brief: Egg and Debbie having been delivered at
the same time, the three were ushered into her presence only for
her to check a bit of paperwork, have the pendants removed and
replaced with the less comfortable collars, and to confirm that
these were the correct three to be sent back home. Apart from that,
they were dismissed without comment. In one sense that was rather
insulting, in that their six months of degradation and suffering,
albeit involuntary, for their masters' pleasure was not even noted,
but they were far too relieved to get away from her without another
whipping to bother much about that. At the airfield, the same plane
and pilots that had brought them here was waiting to return them to
England; Ali gathered that three more slaves, Longlegs, Milady Cunt
and one she did not know, had been on the incoming flight to
replace them, but they did not meet. In all probability, when Ali
and her two friends had been flown here some other slaves from the
organisation were waiting to be shipped back.

The
return journey was uneventful, except for the fact that they were
again used by the pilots in turn, who each had all of them this
time. For Ali and Egg this was a fairly routine debasement, but for
Debbie, having to "perform" in front of her friends made it worse.
Of course, however, she had no choice. When they landed at the
remote English airfield, attired in the hot August weather in
dressing gowns and coffled once more, they were led out to the
waiting van where the butler was waiting. Security was quite
adequate, but in any case after seeing the fate of that poor girl
who had attempted to escape back in Chile, neither Ali nor Egg was
even thinking about it, and Debbie, although she had not seen the
public punishment, had heard enough to discourage any foolishness.
The doors of the windowless compartment clanged shut behind them,
and when they opened up once more the girls were once more behind
the high and forbidding walls of the manor.

Things
soon returned to normal. Egg had been allowed in her last month or
so in Chile to regrow her pubic hair, which was now back to its
pre-slave state of a fine, thin covering, but within half an hour
of returning she had been made, to her chagrin, to shave it off.
She and Virgin had their slave names re-written once more on their
breasts; Ali had to remember to quickly get used to calling Debbie
"Virgin" once more, however much the girl disliked the name,
because to use her former name now would be punishable. When Ali
herself was summoned to the butler to have her name re-stencilled,
however, she discovered that Master Charles had ordered it to be
changed; it was not a name he cared for, and had only been given to
satisfy one of the men on her last Animal Farm weekend. In an
unkind and almost entirely unjustified comment on her brunette
hair, now slightly darker thanks to the Chilean sun, she was to be
called "Mouse". Clutching her tit firmly, the butler wrote the name
on it.

Only two
other slave girls were currently on site, the two foreign girls
Hercules and Peke. The latter had now been renamed "Phoo Kme", now
that her English was advanced enough to recognise the similarity of
the name to an earthy English phrase and also the oriental
impression given by spelling it that way. Actually, her English was
very specialised: she was fluent in the bedroom or torture chamber,
but would not have been at the railway station. Not that was likely
to matter. Booby, or Jane as she had once been known, had been
found very satisfactory in the harem and had been remanded there
for a further six months, to Virgin's dismay. What Booby herself
thought of it was unknown. Several more new slaves had been
initiated whilst Ali and friends had been in Chile, but all were
now out on contract.

With
only five girls at the manor, there was enough space in the kennels
for all, and any hopes Egg might have had about being allowed to
share Master Ralph's bed every night once more were dashed. At the
first meal at which the girls waited, Master Ralph made a point of
discussing some of his recent conquests in front of the silent (by
command) Egg, making the point very effectively that she was just
another vagina to him. It hurt, and was compounded by further
comments showing how indifferent he was to her own couplings forced
on her in Chile, but nevertheless when date night came round he
went with her as usual. Also as usual, Ali went with the butler,
although she found herself comparing him unfavourably with Carlos.
Still, even with the weekend coming up, which meant the usual rape
and spanking parties, it was, well, not exactly good to be back,
but perhaps less worse.

And for
poor, miserable down-trodden slaves such as they, that was about as
much as one could hope for.

 


THE
END
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