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This is a stand-alone story that is not a sequel or part of a
series, but readers of some of my other novels will recognise the
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characters that belong there.
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Chapter One: The
Farmhouse

 


Janice
enjoyed the evening from the beginning, although for the life of
her she could not understand why she had been invited. The food- a
huge Chinese banquet- was delicious and the conversation was always
interesting, for the other guests were all young high-flyers from
the political, academic, or artistic worlds. Everyone went out of
their way to make her welcome, but she was, nevertheless, very much
the odd one out. There were nine women present, and although they
changed places every twenty minutes, she had the distinct
impression that the others were all in couples. There was a lot of
unnecessary touching, feeding one another from forks, hugging,
squeezing of hands and patting of knees, though they were obviously
being more careful with her than with one another. Clearly, she was
the only newcomer in what she strongly suspected was a swinging
party, at least for six of the guests.

She
found it interesting that all those present were stereotypical in
one particular way. Four (including the hostess) were very
feminine, with full figures, pretty faces, manicured nails and
salon-perfect hair. They were, if Janice’s assessment was accurate,
‘lipstick lesbians’, even though none of them wore visible make-up.
The others- including the person she assumed to be the hostess’
partner, were also attractive in their way, but more athletic,
and/or more boyish, more compact, and in one case almost
androgenous. The seating changes made it difficult to guess who was
associated with whom, and when Janice had arrived everyone had been
mixing, standing in the living room holding glasses of ‘fizz’. She
was aware that she was making some fairly wild guesses, and that,
quite possibly, they all had husbands who were in a nearby pub,
watching England thrashing Andorra as they warmed up for the next
World Cup.

Janice
had convinced herself, on her way to the remote farm in East
Sussex, that tonight was the night that her bicuriousity would be
satisfied. She knew that it would be an ‘all girls’ evening, but
now it seemed that the numbers weren’t right, and she wondered if
someone had failed to turn up. No-one else, however, seemed to
think there was anything odd about her presence, and there was no
tenth place set at the table; not even an empty chair pushed back
against the wall. All she could do was to enjoy the food and the
conversation, and wait on events. Her current dining companion was
one of the more buxom young ladies, a luscious-lipped brunette in a
very short and very low-cut black dress. Much was revealed as she
lent close in to recount a series of anecdotes about middle-ranking
politicians, none of whom she named. During the whole evening,
no-one said anything even slightly indiscreet.

Janice
Jones was twenty-two years old, probably a little younger than most
of the guests. She had her own fund of stories to tell, both about
her university life and the very short career that had followed it,
but she never mentioned her employer. The Conservative MP for
Hatchett, Lower Hambury and Oldhaven had taken her on while still
an undergraduate for work experience in his constituency office.
That was remarkably convenient, for it backed onto her apartment
and there was even an old doorway between the two that was easily,
and inconspicuously, brought back into service. Their relationship
started off professionally, but he soon began to take his coffee
and lunch breaks with her during his ‘surgeries’. She celebrated
the end of her course by taking him into her bed, and an intense,
passionate affair had followed, lasting about a year. He was a man
of particular tastes, one of which was bondage. He always used
rope, and he was not imaginative, always tying her wrists behind
her back before having vaginal sex with her, sometimes from the
front, sometimes from the back. She loved it, but longed for him to
be stricter; to tie her ankles, gag her, or leave her for much
longer than the forty minutes that he seemed to think was a
reasonable limit. If she tried to prompt him he demurred, saying
that he didn’t want to hurt her or mark her skin.

Although
she never expected him to leave his wife and children, he obviously
feared discovery, and would often urge on her the need for absolute
secrecy. He became much more nervous when appointed to a Commons
committee on the safety of women and girls. Constant ‘Me too’
exposures, and colleagues ruined by revelations about their private
lives, ensured that his paranoia increased with his political
ambitions. No-one, he complained, knew where the boundaries of
acceptable behaviour lay. A prime minister who trailed his affairs
behind him like banners, with a studied vagueness about the number
of his offspring, shared the government benches with an ex-cabinet
minister whose career had been ended by his having placed a hand on
a woman’s knee many years previously, and another who might,
possibly, have sworn at a policeman.

When
Janice found her lover leafing through her books, she knew it had
to end. He protested that he was sharing her interests, but she
knew that he was looking for hidden cameras and/or microphones.
When she told him it was over, he seemed almost relieved. Doubtless
he thought that the fact that she had dropped him made it less
likely that she’d take her story to the press. She had no intention
of doing that anyway, but a few days later she received a gift of a
pair of diamond earnings, and an envelope containing a small number
of share certificates. A few days later their value rocketed as the
company, which usually did a modest trade in ladies’ tights, was
given a government contract to supply respirators. She hesitated
for a day or two, wondering whether an invitation to run ferries to
Rotterdam might be in the offing, but then she sold for enough to
supply her needs for the next few years.

Janice
had made many useful contacts while working for her MP, but she had
no intention of going into politics. Even the thought of speaking
in public made her dizzy with anxiety. She had no plans for her
future, but was just drifting, not unhappily, through her days. It
seemed an inevitability that she’s been taken on by another MP, or
possibly, on the strength of her ‘A’ rated undergraduate
dissertation, by a think tank. People, and especially pretty girls,
tended to stay in the political world once they had entered it.
Lunches with other personal assistants, interns and secretaries
were the highlights of her social life, and in the evenings she was
often lonely, feeling more and more confined as the shorter days
and winter weather reduced the scope for evening walks on the local
promenades. She did not miss her ex-lover but she did miss the sex,
and especially the bondage, and she filled the gap partly with
pornography, dedicating a new tablet specially for the purpose. She
discovered a marked preference for clips showing lesbian sex, and
particularly for ‘lezdom’, leading her to think that she might well
be bisexual or polyamorous. Aware of her previous relationship, her
circle of friends believed her to be straight, and for months she
had no opportunity to put her theory to the test. Then her most
successful friend- the chief of a research group working for a
group of Labour MPs- invited her to a ‘girls’ only’ evening at her
home, a farm in one of the less-frequented parts of the South
Downs. She was a lovely woman with dark flashing eyes and the kind
of lush, full breasts that seemed to flourish in the climate of
southern England, or perhaps it was more the political climate. As
they had lunch together in the Brighton Lanes Janice found herself
imagining what it would be like to kiss her plump, slightly pouting
lips, but she felt safe in her fantasy, knowing that Clementine had
a live-in partner, a younger woman called Polly. Nevertheless she
accepted the invitation, which included the option to stay
overnight, as there would be wine with dinner and the access road
could be difficult on winter nights.

As she drove her little Citroen down the potholed track to the
farm, Janice had a feeling that something would happen during the
evening, but she had no idea how or what. Dinner, however
enjoyable, did not enlighten her further. Among the numerous
scenarios she’d imagined was some kind of blind date, but there
were no guests unaccounted for. It remained a mystery when the
remnants of the dinner were cleared away by the guests themselves,
and they all settled down for the next part of the evening, an
event that they all seemed to expect. The guests- but not the
hostess and her partner- were all expected to play a game, and from
the frisson of
excitement that was rippling around the table, the prizes were
considered well worth having. Before they began, Clementine
produced three lengths of thin rope, each about five feet long with
the ends sewn up to prevent fraying. They were laid out straight on
the table for them all to contemplate as they played. Lastly she
put down a pair of stainless-steel wrist cuffs with integral locks,
beautifully crafted with bevelled edges to prevent them from
chaffing the skin. No-one commented on these ‘prizes’, but some of
the gathering were visibly excited by them, and Janice, as she left
for a toilet break, felt very wobbly-kneed. Meanwhile, Polly had
taken her phone and was loading the game onto it. It was a quiz,
and although the questions would only appear when Clementine read
them out, the players would answer and be scored online, and the
program would decide the winners and losers.

Janice never understood the scoring system, for the object of
the game was not to rank the players in order of merit, but pair
them off, making three couples each with a dominant partner. They
and the submissives had, she assumed, stated their preferences
beforehand, and the game established whether they would get their
first, second or third choices. With both partners’ scores being
taken into account, a fairly complex and unpredictable algorithm
would produce the final verdict. Whether or not Janice was destined
from the outset to be the odd one out, she couldn’t tell, but as
the game progressed she was ever more certain that she would lose.
She never went to pub quizzes and knew very little about pop
culture or sport. There were ten sections each of ten questions,
and the first two seemed designed to put her at ease. In ‘politics’
he thought she’d got them all right, and in ‘classical music’ she
knew at least eight of the answers. Furthermore she could tell from
the faces of the others that they were guessing. Shrugs greeted the
request for the composer of the Gold and
Silver Waltz (Lehar) while most of them
laughed when asked to identify a composer from Liechtenstein
(Rheinberger). But after that it was all downhill. She’d never
heard of any of the ‘celebrities’, she didn’t know rap from reggae
and she thought that the Premier League was a convenience store.
Nevertheless she enjoyed the quiz, surreptitiously watching the
others as they kept glancing at one another, obviously hoping that
one or the other of them was doing either very well or very badly.
Janice found the ropes and the cuffs a constant distraction, trying
to guess whether the number- four items for three couples-
indicated that she was going to end the evening in bondage. As
Clementine read out the questions, Polly either sat impassively or
went around topping up glasses. Although the provision of wine was
unlimited, Janice noticed that no-one over-indulged, and she
contented herself with sipping at a small glass, quenching her
thirst with still water.

When the
quiz was over most of the guests took a comfort break or sat alone
in the chairs by the walls, away from the table and one another.
There was no conversation and an air of expectation, and they
tended to avoid one another’s gaze. Although Janice was sure that
the algorithm could have produced the results in a millisecond,
there was a fifteen-minute wait, during which all the mobiles
produced a pulsing, multi-coloured light to maintain the tension.
Then, suddenly, everyone’s screen pronounced her fate, and the
guests all spent a few moments staring at them, as if not quite
comprehending what they were being told.

The
women must have all been willing to swap partners, but the reality
of being approached by someone carrying a length of rope caused
momentary panic for at least two of the ‘losing’ submissives.
Nevertheless they resigned themselves to their fates, and the three
of them- none having ‘won’ their hoped-for partners- were soon
having their wrists bound behind their backs. Two of the dominants
opted for crossing them, and the other tied them side-by-side,
cinching them with several vertical windings before making knotting
the rope. They’d all done it before, and the results were very
neat, with no leftover bits dangling and the knots beyond the reach
of probing fingers. Nor were they tight enough to restrict the
circulation. Apparently (and Janice only found this out later) they
had to last at least two hours, or the ‘prize’ would be lost. Two
of the dominants were the big-breasted, voluptuous women, with the
other being very slim but with prominent nipples that were now
showing clearly through her thin dress. Polly made a show of
starting a timer, and the dominants took their captives over to the
sofas and couches at each end of the room. The dining table
occupied only about a third of the available space, even taking the
two large sideboards into account. No time was lost; in seconds the
couples were kissing hungrily and free hands were pushing up or
down under clothing. It was barely two minutes before the first
pair of panties was discarded onto the floor. If the bound women
were embarrassed to find themselves snogging in full view of their
usual partners, a very short time spent thinking of England was
enough to relax them.

 



***

 


Janice
knew now what she’d suspected all along, that the steel cuffs were
for her wrists. Now she also knew something much more important.
The timer had been started before they were fitted, and was
therefore not relevant in her case. The two-hour limit did not
apply, and obviously she had no chance of escaping from locked
manacles. The uncertainty made her more nervous, but also more
excited, and she was struggling to control her breathing as
Clementine and Polly approached her together. Her short-sleeved
blouse was no obstacle, so the cuffs were quickly locked onto her
wrists. Each had a swivelling ‘O’ ring, and Clementine gently drew
her hands behind her back and, with a separate padlock, joined them
together. Janice had not for a moment thought of resisting, but she
knew that her life had just turned a corner. She just didn’t know
what lay ahead. For the moment she was glad that she’d submitted to
being restrained without fainting or even trembling noticeably, but
the older woman had noticed her anxiety. ‘Do what you want now’,
she told her. ‘Watch the others, or wander around the house.
Everywhere is open to you.’

Still
getting used to the feel of the cold steel- for her MP had always
roped her- she felt at a loss. She’d expected to be mastered; to be
seized and ravished immediately, possibly by both women at once.
Failing that, perhaps they would lock her away somewhere for later
use. Now she had no idea what to do. The three couples were hard at
it now, with one of the bound women’s top having been torn asunder
down the front, and her temporary ‘dom’ pulling her generous
breasts out of their lacy bra. The others had less enticing
mammaries, and attention was concentrated more on their lower
regions, with skirts pulled right up, panties discarded and fingers
feeling for moist openings. Janice was excited by what she saw, but
knew it would be too frustrating to watch it for two hours, and
decided to go exploring. She always liked to look around people’s
houses, and this was a very unusual one, with the old farmhouse and
its modern additions skilfully blended. The walk through the
kitchen and into the hallway gave her the opportunity to get into
the rhythm of walking with her arms confined, something she’d never
had to do in her own little flat. She tried to monitor the way her
shoulders moved, and to dampen any tendency for her breasts to
swing, for the quarter-cup bra that she’d chosen did little to
control them. She’d dressed quite provocatively, for some reason
emboldened by the knowledge that no men would be present. A very
light, white thin blouse that buttoned down the front went well
with a short, flared orange skirt, with only tiny panties and the
bra underneath to offer a second line of defence. She wore no
tights or socks, but was breaking in a new pair of very
high-heeled, ‘fuck me’ shoes that did nothing to improve her gait,
now she was denied the use of her arms for balance. They were
bright red, intended to increase and underline the impact of the
orange skirt.

In the
hall she spent a minute or two preening herself in a full-length
mirror. She’d never seen herself in bondage before, and thought she
compared favourably with many of the models she’d seen on the
internet. If she pulled her elbows inwards her breasts were forced
forward, the nipples poking through the fabric and almost begging
to be tweaked, and she felt that, if any stray males were lurking
in the shadows, she’d be seized and used without a second thought,
and she wouldn’t even try to object. There was a big lounge on the
other side of the hall, but it was in almost total darkness, so she
gave way to the temptation to descend a broad flight of shallow
stairs that might have been designed to be negotiated in bondage.
Just once she teetered precariously and escaped falling by sitting
down abruptly, taking the last few steps on her bottom. The light
in the lower hallway was dim, but she could see through the open
doors that all the rooms had some illumination, so she set about
exploring them.

The layout of the building was unusual, for the original house
had been built on the edge of a low but sheer limestone face. When
extended, the bedrooms on the upper floor had been kept, and the
lounge and dining room had picture windows installed to take
advantage of the view down the valley towards the coast. The main
changes were below, where the existing cave-cellars had been
hollowed out and reinforced with steel props, and two large
en suite bedrooms created
that could, if desired, be used as studio apartments. The result
was a five-bedroomed house, but in addition four of the stables had
been converted for guest accommodation, two having their own
kitchens. Janice didn’t know any of that then, and as she turned
left into the largest and more luxurious of the two suites, she was
entering terra
incognita. In the half-light she skirted
round the furniture, noted the huge four-poster bed, and made for
the window with its deep surrounds, cut directly into the
limestone.

It was a
cold, clear night, and the nearly full moon illuminated the
farmyard and the slopes beyond it. She stood looking out for
several minutes, spotting the occasional movement that she thought
might be a fox, a badger or even a humble rabbit. She found the
view so absorbing that for a short time she almost forgot where she
was, and the other people in the house, and her restraints, against
which she jerked hard when she felt two hands grasping her
shoulders. ‘So you found my little abode, my dear, and you got to
me without falling down the stairs. That has to be a good
sign.’

The
voice was deep but female, and the hands relaxed their grip enough
for her to turn around and see the stranger. The mixture of
artificial and moonlight gave her an eerie, heavily shadowed
appearance, but she was a very handsome woman of at least forty,
the laughter lines around her eyes picked out by the light. Her
features were symmetrical and her lips wide and full, and her hair
was short but neatly trimmed into a bob. Janice was held too close
for her to assess her figure, but she had the impression that she
was neither very fat nor very thin. She was smiling, looking
straight at her with an unwavering gaze, giving the impression that
she liked what she saw. ‘You’re as pretty as Clementine said.
Alexa: lights up to half, please’.

The LED
lighting in the ceiling responded to her voice, and the level
increased smoothly until it was still quite restful, but enough for
them to see one another clearly. Janice was drawn to her
confidence, her maturity and the quiet authority that she took for
granted. As she gently turned her from side to side, Janice felt
controlled, almost owned, an impression that was much stronger when
she stroked her fingertips over her nipples, causing her to flush
bright red and suddenly perspire, so her face was covered in beads
of sweat. Praying that her anti-perspirant was as good as its
manufacturers claimed, she gathered her wits enough to speak. ‘It’s
terribly warm in here, ma’am’, was all she could manage.

‘It’s the heat pumps’, came the matter-of-fact reply.
‘Clementine’s very keen on sustainable energy.’ Her hand settled on
the left breast, feeling its shape through the thin material. ‘We
have a water mill and solar panels too, so we never have to burn
anything. I wouldn’t want you to be uncomfortable, dear. Let’s get
this off you.’

She
didn’t bother undoing the buttons, but with two very strong hands,
simply tore the front of the blouse open, sending them flying in
all directions. She had a pair of scissors hanging from her own
waistband, and with them she quickly sliced up the back, enabling
her to remove the shreds completely. Back in front, she pulled the
bra away and cut through the front, between the breasts, and pulled
it away. ‘I know you busty girls like some support’, she said, ‘but
not in company, please. You never know when someone will decide to
grab a handful, and wire isn’t at all sexy.’

Now she
was using both hands to knead the globes of flesh, rubbing her
thumbs over the nipples, and Janice was struggling to stay upright,
trying to detach herself from the proceedings, as if to watch from
a distance. She wanted to be hugged, kissed, taken, but this woman
was making such a meal of it. Perhaps it was just a preliminary
assessment, made for someone else’s benefit? Then she was behind
her again, pulling down her skirt, pushing her to make her step out
of it, and, with another powerful wrist movement, tearing off her
panties. ‘Step out of your shoes’, she ordered, and their relative
positions changed radically. Previously a little taller, now she
was shorter, and the woman seemed even more commanding, and somehow
closer. Then Janice was being held, and experiencing her first
lesbian kiss. She’d been nervous about it, but now it seemed
natural, and her mouth opened automatically to receive the invading
tongue. At that moment, with one hand still on a breast and the
other reaching between her legs, and her mouth softening to
increase the area and intimacy of the contact, she knew that she’d
been right; that she was in fact bisexual. She thought she should
be longing to explore her new lover’s body, but somehow it seemed
natural to be in this woman’s hands, and she pulled at her cuffs,
not in the hope of getting loose, but to feel the reassurance that
they gave her. With no responsibility, her anxiety dissipated
quickly, and she felt relaxed and accepting as she was pulled onto
the huge, soft bed, and the woman was kneeling above her, stripping
off the dress that was her only garment. She had a narrow waist, a
round bottom, and average breasts, and she carried just enough
extra weight to keep her body firm as she approached middle age.
Janice experienced a wave of euphoria- a sense of belonging- as
they came together, hands tight on her buttocks.

The next
two hours were an intense learning experience for Janice, and the
most physically pleasurable of her life so far. There was lots of
kissing, breast-sucking and buttock-nibbling, and she learnt the
delights of cunnilingus, which none of her boyfriends had tried
with her. The woman’s tongue and lips taught her how to bring about
a slow, steady arousal, and then how to trigger a long series of
massive, blissful orgasms. Then she had to apply the same
techniques, which she did with such success that the woman, riding
her mouth in the forward cowboy position, came close to suffocating
her at the peak of her ecstasy. She was so delighted that she
fingered her immediately to another climax before, after a long and
tender kiss, she called for a break and produced a bottle of wine.
She held Janice’s glass and provided a short straw for her first
drink with locked wrists, and they talked for a while. ‘I
understand that you call yourself “Janice”’, she said, which
sounded slightly odd, as if she might really be called something
quite different. ‘My name is Hilda, but you may call me “ma’am”, as
you did before.’

‘May I ask, ma’am, why you weren’t at the dinner? Do you live
here? Are you a friend of Clementine’s?’

‘My, my. You are curious, aren’t you? There’s no need for me to
attend those gatherings. I live here for part of the time, but I
have my own home too. I’m Clementine’s cousin. Many people think we
look alike.’

‘I can see the resemblance, ma’am.’

‘Are you comfortable, Janice? Do your arms ache or your wrists
hurt?’

‘Very comfortable, ma’am, and no, they don’t. These cuffs fit
very well and they are beautifully made, with smooth edges. I like
being helpless in your arms.’

In fact,
Janice was surprised at how well she was standing up to a longer
period in bondage than she’d ever experienced before. One reason
was the soft duvet on the memory-foam mattress. When she was on her
back it absorbed the manacles without them digging into flesh and
pressing on her spine. Although passionate and energetic, Hilda
handled her gently, without pulling on her arms and shoulders, and
so far there was no sign of aches and pains developing. After their
drinks break the sequence was almost repeated, with improvements.
Hilda had a larger-than-average clitoris, and Janice learnt that
having tongued her to the first orgasm in a series, sucking on it-
treating it like a small penis- dramatically increased the
intensity of the next two or three. The older woman also tried
rubbing it with Janice’s nipples, producing a longer but milder
wave of shuddering sensations. Finally they lay side by side on
their backs, and Hilda masturbated them simultaneously, with both
hands. She was obviously impressed by Janice’s libido. ‘You’re easy
to arouse and there doesn’t seem to be any limit to your capacity
for orgasms’, she said afterwards, rather clinically. ‘With the
right treatments, you’ll turn into a real sex-pot.’

Janice’s
mind raced as she processed what had probably been meant as a
casual compliment. ‘Sex-pot’ seemed to her almost an archaism, and
as she’d already far exceeded any previous performance- viewed in
terms of orgasms-per-session- the idea of ‘improving’ her was
disconcerting. So was the notion that she was going to have
‘treatment’. After all, she’d been invited for the evening;
possibly overnight, and this woman had been a total stranger. Did
Clementine, Poppy and Hilda have plans for her future? When was she
going to be released from the cuffs? She was still not in actual
pain, but her shoulders and upper arms were beginning to stiffen,
and her bondage was starting to feel onerous, frustrating a growing
desire to swing her arms to loosen the muscles and exercise the
joints. Hilda noticed. ‘You’re staying the night with us, of
course’, she said. We’ll get you ready for bed, and then make you a
bit more comfortable.’

What
followed made the previous few hours seem almost normal.
Presumably, for lesbian bondage lovers, they were. Having been
plunged into one new world, Janice now found herself in another.
Hilda rang a bell and a few seconds later a black girl in her early
twenties came in. She was naked, and sported a pair of massive
silicon-enhanced breasts which stood out from her chest, further
revealed by the creasing of the skin at their roots as they swung
and bobbed when she walked. Her face was pretty and her complexion
perfect, but her full lips, while still well-shaped, had a
pronounced, Botox-swollen pout. She wore irons, just like Janice’
wrist cuffs, but a full set of five, including a collar. Her wrists
and her ankles were loosely chained, about a foot apart, or an inch
or two more. She was outfitted as a slave girl; whether she was
one, or was just playing the role, Janice had no way of knowing.
Nor could she tell whether her race was significant. Doubtless
there were people who were turned on by negro slavery, but it
seemed unlikely that they would find willing subjects, or be able
to coerce unwilling ones in the English countryside. The girl
seemed happy enough, but didn’t speak, and Hilda told Janice not to
speak to her. ‘She’s having a silent month’, she explained. ‘She
was turning into a real chatterbox.’

 



***

 


During the next half-hour Janice experienced a wide range of
feelings and sensations, starting with acute embarrassment. Her
wrists still locked behind her, she was urged onto the toilet. The
girl was considerate enough to busy herself elsewhere in the shower
room while she emptied her bladder, but then she was made to sit on
the bidet (an appliance that she’d never used in her life before)
and rinsed out, but not dried. The girl then cleaned her teeth, and
then showered her, coming into the big stall and washing herself as
well. As she got used to the proximity of her naked body, she began
to enjoy being soaped, stroked and rinsed. The gel-coated fingers
poking into her vulva and anus were another surprise, for she’d
only just got used to that level of intimacy with Hilda. Being
given no choice in the matter definitely helped, and she was soon
making the best of the situation, rubbing her breasts against the
girl’s and even bending down to suck a nipple briefly. She got
mostly giggles in return, and the contact was always very brief, as
every square millimetre of her skin was scrubbed, a traditional
loofa being used after the first soaping. Her skin was tingling as
she was dried with fresh, white towels and she managed a brief kiss
on the Botox-inflated lips. The response was more giggling and more
vigorous rubbing. Moisturiser followed and that was the most
sensual part of all, as the girl used her own breasts to apply it
to various parts of Janice’ body. She evaded further attempts to
kiss her, however, leaving Janice mystified about the degree of
sexual contact they were allowed. After the moisturiser, a
different ointment was applied to her shoulders and upper arms,
with miraculous effect. It took a minute or too, but the mild but
growing ache from her joints and muscles disappeared, leaving her
feeling that she could easily spend the same time over again in
bondage. The girl’s final task in the en
suite was to sit her on the toilet again,
making a little circular movement with a finger. Janice took that
to mean that it would be hours before another chance came, so she
did her best to squeeze out more until her bladder was completely
empty. She realised as she did so that it now felt almost normal to
be doing it under the gaze of another woman, for the girl watched
her carefully, and used a spray to clean her thoroughly on the
bidet afterwards. Then, after applying more moisturiser to her
nether regions, she led Janice back out into the bedroom, where
there was now no sign of Hilda. The black girl pulled her towards
the bed.

Janice
was beginning to wonder whether she was expected to spend the night
with her hands behind her back. The ointment had worked wonders,
but a twelve-hour session was surely too much for a beginner. It
soon became apparent, however, that the girl was going to rearrange
her bondage. She produced from a cupboard a set of wrist and ankle
irons and a collar similar to the wrist cuffs she already wore. To
these she added two lengths of chain, one longer than the other. By
gestures she got Janice to sit on the bed, and she fitted the ankle
cuffs, locking them together and to the longer of the two chains,
which she locked in turn to a convenient staple in the woodwork at
the foot of the bed. It gave her enough slack to move around on the
mattress. She noticed that the girl seemed not to have the keys to
the new locks; presumably some unchained person such as Hilda would
have to come and release her when the time came.

The
other telling point was that she was securely anchored before her
wrists were released, so it would avail her nothing to overcome the
girl. To be invited to dinner as a guest and then restrained for
lesbian sex with a stranger was unusual, but not inconsistent with
what she’d expected or hoped for. To go to such lengths to remove
any possibility of escape was going a long step further, suggesting
that someone in the house- possibly Clementine, possibly Hilda- was
determined to keep her under control, with or without her
consent.

When the
girl unlocked her wrists with the only key that seemed to be
available to her, she waved her arms to indicate that Janice ought
to exercise hers. A couple of minutes’ windmilling was allowed, and
then she locked them together in front of her body. She used a
different padlock, and the new cuffs presumably required another
key. The previous pair with the lock and the key were placed far
out of reach. Janice wondered whether these precautions were meant
to instil in her a sense of resignation. Putting the very idea of
escape out of her mind, and removing the possibilities of suborning
or capturing the girl, would focus her concentration on what was
happening to her on and in the bed. That was unforeseeable at the
moment, for it seemed unlikely that she would be sleeping with the
girl. Attempts to use her now freer hands to grab her breasts or to
pull her closer for a kiss were evaded with smiles and more
giggles. The final addition to her bondage was the shorter chain,
used to connect her wrists with the headboard of the bed. It was
long enough to allow her usual sleeping position, with an arm under
the pillows that supported her head. She could also just about
reach the bedside table- where the girl left a glass of wine with a
straw- with her mouth.

Much to
her surprise, she was left alone, the girl leaving her with a quick
peck on the cheek. The lights dimmed until she could only just see
well enough to drink her wine, so when she’d had most of it she
decided to settle down to sleep. The bed was supremely comfortable,
the duvet light and cosy and the pillows soft but supporting. Her
mind was full of speculations about both the near and distant
futures and it took a few minutes to arrange her arms and get the
ankle chain down the bed out of the way, but she was more tired
than she realised, and in a few minutes she was dozing off. She
didn’t hear the door open and shut, or the footfalls on the thick
carpet. Nor did she feel the mattress dip slightly, but she was
aware of the breasts pressing against her back, and the arm
reaching round her body to grasp at hers. A little squeeze of her
left nipple brought her fully back to consciousness, and assuming
that Hilda had joined her, she turned her head around for a kiss.
That was forthcoming, but the other pair of lips belonged to
Clementine.

Her
hostess expected a seamless transition, and pulled her over for a
close embrace and a long French kiss. She responded as best she
could, keeping a mental picture of Hilda and leaving it until later
to ‘process’ the change of partner. The near darkness made it
easier, and in seconds their bodies were compressed together,
twisting to maximise the area of contact. It was more frustrating
for Janice to have her hands chained as they were; she was so near,
but yet so far, from being able to grasp Clementine and pull her
even more firmly against her. She was able to grasp the top of her
head to force their lips harder against one another, and using the
few inches between the cuffs, to move one hand down to her mouth.
She found it erotic to force her fingers inside with her tongue
while they were kissing. A few minutes later she found herself
giving cunnilingus, first with Clementine in the forward cowboy
position, and again with her in the reverse, resting her hands
between Janice’s crossed legs to reach her sex with one or two
fingers. Something that she had barely contemplated only days
before was now something normal, a raw pleasure that, she realised,
could be honed and refined in the weeks and months to come, if she
was accepted as a regular partner of one or more of these
women.


Afterwards Janice’ memory of the order of events was hazy,
especially as there was no clock that she could see, but at some
point, after she and Clementine had slept for a while, Polly
slipped into bed with them. At least she assumed, from the figure
and the dim outline, that it was Polly. The next hour was like a
scene from one of the more ‘artistic’ porn films; half-glimpses of
half-lit faces kissing, sucking and licking, breasts, buttocks,
fingers, probing into openings, hair being drawn across open
vulvas, with a soundtrack of gasps, moans, whispered sweet
nothings, and occasional howls of pleasure. Clementine and Polly
seemed to have a dozen orgasms between them, while Janice, although
the pleasure was continuous, had only two. It had already dawned on
her that the other women’s capacity was somehow enhanced,
presumably through the ‘treatments’ that Hilda had
mentioned.

The lovemaking subsided gradually, rather than being
consciously halted, and eventually they slept in a tangle of limbs.
Janice had pulled hard on the wrist chain during the sex but the
result was only very mild bruising. When she awoke she found
herself alone, with some daylight escaping the heavy curtains and
blinds, and faint noises that turned out to be the black girl
fussing about in the en
suite. Once she realised that her charge
was awake, she embarked on the routine of getting her up, which was
the reverse of putting her to bed, the outcome being that her
wrists were locked, once again, behind her back. After cleaning her
teeth and letting her pee, she attached a lead to the collar and
led her upstairs to the kitchen, where Clementine and Polly were
sitting at a table, tucking into bowls of Shreddies. Nestlé’s
Clusters were also available, and Shredded Wheat for the
puritanically inclined, with coffee, orange juice, toast and
various preserves. The girl joined them, but although she ate her
own breakfast, her principal function was to feed Janice, who was
allowed to order whatever she liked. ‘We can bring the cook back to
make you a full English, if you want’, said Clementine. ‘You need
to keep your strength up.’

For
what?, Janice wondered, for she’d assumed that she’d be going home
after she’d eaten. As she politely declined and accepted Clusters,
toast, coffee and juice, she realised how naïve that was. The two
hostesses were demurely attired in girlish dresses with high
necklines and puffy sleeves, while she and the girl were naked and
in steel restraints. Most of her clothing had been cut or torn up
and no substitutes had been offered. She sat meekly and accepted
the food that was placed in her mouth, and sucked up her coffee and
juice through straws, bending low over the table and trying to keep
her breasts from dangling into the cereal bowl. The other two were
chatting about some conference or meeting that meant nothing to
Janice, so she kept her attention on the girl, and continued to
steal opportunities to brush her swollen breasts with her cheek, or
to let milk spill onto her face to be licked off by her long,
active tongue. While she was drinking coffee, her feeder went to a
nearby drawer and returned with a small plastic box, virtually full
of a variety of pills, capsules and lozenges. She ignored it for
the time being, until the others turned their attention to her.
‘We’d like you to take those’, said Clementine. ‘You have our
solemn word that they won’t do you any harm. No-one’s ever had a
reaction to any of them, and we have syringes handy in case that
ever happens. If you require us to do so, we’ll explain the purpose
of each item as you take it, but that would be time-consuming. We’d
like you to trust us when we say that they are all for your own
good.’

It was a
kind of challenge, and Janice had noticed- as she was probably
meant to notice- that the options were to take the pills
immediately, or to take them as their functions were explained.
There was no third choice; to refuse to take them at all. For a few
moments she shifted uneasily in her chair, feeling the steel that
confined her wrists and put her at their mercy.

‘Ma’am’, she began as she gave her answer; ‘of course I trust
you, and I will take them right away. I admit, however, that I’m
curious. It would be a favour to me if someone would explain what
they do.’

Without
waiting for a reply she turned and nodded to the girl, who started
feeding her the pills two or three at a time, letting her wash them
down with orange juice. ‘It’s obviously inconvenient for our girl
here to be mute. When breakfast is over, she can speak to you;
no-one else. We won’t give her a name, but you can call her “Girl”
for the time being. She’ll be showing you around, and she can tell
you something about these treatments during the day.’

‘Thank you, ma’am. May I ask you; will I be staying here
tonight?’


Clementine seemed a little surprised by the question, and
Polly answered, with a slightly reproving note in her voice. ‘You
should probably just wait and see, but as this is your first visit,
I’ll answer. We’ve decided to keep you for the weekend, and as we
know you don’t have any engagements until Tuesday afternoon, we’ll
send you home on Tuesday morning.’

That
seemed a long time away to Janice; it was only Saturday. ‘Thank you
for telling me, ma’am. I must admit, I’d forgotten I was supposed
to be somewhere on Tuesday afternoon.’

‘You haven’t forgotten, you didn’t know. You’ve an appointment
at a clinic in Lewes. We’ll program the GPS in your car. It’s easy
to find.’

That was
a surprise, but Janice decided to let it go for the time being as
Polly did not seem overly fond of questions. She seemed more
introspective- even withdrawn- than Clementine, who was eager to
introduce another topic. ‘After your morning bath, Girl will take
you on a tour, and that’ll take most of the day’, she said. ‘This
is an extensive property. Now this is important. At some point in
the future, you will have the option to leave us and never see us
again. Whether or not you do that, you must never, ever, disclose
anything you learn here to anyone else. We know you’re not a
journalist or an undercover police officer, but the temptation to
sell a good story might arise at some time in the future. That
would not be a good idea.’

‘I understand, ma’am. I will be the soul of discretion.’ She
shifted in her seat, making a show of pulling on her restraints. ‘I
wouldn’t want my own role here-whatever it is- to be shared with
Joe Public’.

If that
was an invitation to explain her role, it was ignored. Polly
obviously had something serious to impart. ‘We’re proud of what we
do here’, she said earnestly. ‘We aim to be zero-emissions by 2023,
and we’ve already made massive progress. You’ll see how we’re going
about it, but take our breakfast here. The bread is made here with
our own grain, ground in our own mill. The jams and marmalade are
locally produced, as is the milk. We think there’s some improvement
to be made there. Obviously, the bread is toasted and the water
boiled with electricity from our own sources. It’s the same with
the baths, showers, and the heating. I hope you’re warm enough? We
can turn it up a bit.’

‘I’m fine, thank you, ma’am’.’ Indeed she was, for the
temperature positively invited nudity. It still felt very strange
to be naked and restrained in unfamiliar surroundings and in the
presence of clothed people. Nor was she overly impressed with the
progress towards carbon neutrality. The cereals, coffee and orange
juice- most of their breakfast, in fact- were commercial products,
and the milk tasted slightly odd, possibly because she wasn’t used
to the full-cream version and often bought UHT. Last night’s dinner
had not made any concession to carbon-neutrality. And where were
all the other guests? Most of them must have stayed the night,
though she knew it was late in the morning- ten-thirty when they’d
sat down for breakfast- so theoretically they could have left
already. There was no more time for questions, as the others left
the table and Girl took her to be cleansed in a big bathroom on the
same floor. First came the toilet, and an embarrassing cleaning
process including blasts of lukewarm water and several enemas. That
was another first, and one of the most unexpected developments. It
didn’t hurt, for Girl was careful not to over-fill her, but it felt
very odd, and it seemed demeaning to have to expel the water with
her watching carefully for signs of discolouration. Then, however,
came the bath, which was a delightful experience. The huge tub was
easily big enough for two, and the complex shape allowed them to
lie together in various positions. Using perfumed soap on their
bodies and shower gel on their faces, with a selection of loofas,
flannels and sponges, Girl washed them both thoroughly and
intimately, with their bodies often rubbing together. She was
cheerful as always, but only gradually recovered the fluency of her
speech, at first confining herself to requests and instructions.
Janice, whose locked wrists often caused her to rest against Girl’s
body for support in the deeper water, tried to prompt her, nuzzling
her breasts and asking her what it felt like to have such large
ones.

The
answer started with a giggle, as did most of Girl’s utterances. ‘I
like the attention they get me, Janice. They used to be about half
this size, but the shape wasn’t sexy and the nipples pointed
sideways. Now people notice me and ask me about them. I’d like you
to feel them.’

That was
a little bit difficult, but if she got right behind Janice and the
latter knelt in the shallower water, she was able to adjust her
height to make it possible to grasp one between both locked wrists.
The soapy water made it difficult to get a firm grip, but Janice
found that despite its almost-inflated look it felt quite soft and
spongy. The nipple was exceptionally firm and the areola very
knobbly. Both were almost jet black, and best assessed by feel,
which she did at length. The effect on Girl was very obvious, with
rapid breathing and a sudden stillness, followed by a plea to
handle the other one as well. Janice was happy to oblige, although
she appreciated her own breasts as a means of pleasing others,
rather than herself. Now Girl’s hands came round her body to
manipulate them, and it seemed somehow more exciting than when a
man did it, possibly because both women were becoming very
aroused.

There
was no hurry, for lunchtime was flexible and the bath had a heating
unit that kept the temperature constant. Janice tried to turn
around but fell sideways, and Girl was too hampered by her chains
to catch her before she went under. She followed her, therefore,
and pulled her up, both of them spluttering and laughing, and as
they recovered they suddenly, both of one mind, started kissing. A
minute or two later they were rolling together in the shallow part
of the bath, Girl’s hands everywhere on and in Janice’ body, with
the latter trying to force her thigh up between her legs to
substitute for a groping hand. The Girl soon climaxed but Janice
found it difficult, so she was pulled up to an adjacent shelf with
was padded, and there they enjoyed a good twenty minutes in the
‘69’ position. Janice was on top for most of the time, for it was
uncomfortable to lie on her cuffs, and Girl used both hands to push
her head down against her shaved pussy. When she had the room to
see it clearly, she was fascinated by the contrast between the
virtually black outer labia and the bright pink inside. She’d seen
it before in photographs but it was so much more vivid close up, in
the bright lighting of the bathroom.

When they were both satisfied Janice simply rolled off to one
side, and they lay touching, kissing gently and nuzzling one
another’s throats for another ten or fifteen minutes. Girl’s lips
were an endless source of fascination, big, pouting and
somehow seeking,
always looking for something to kiss, suck or plug into, so Janice
always felt that if she put hers against them and relaxed, they
would be held in place there indefinitely. In the end she almost
fell asleep, and was brought back to alertness by Girl’s sudden
assertion that she was hungry. They didn’t have to get dressed and
drying was speeded up by a kind of ‘person dryer’; a blown-air
alcove big enough for two very close friends. Then Girl led the way
back to the kitchen, which they had to themselves. On the table had
been left a selection of cold pies, salads, cold meats and soft
drinks, with desserts on the kitchen counter. Filter coffee was
available from a jug on a hotplate. They ate a hearty meal, with
Girl, obviously, feeding Janice, a process that both seemed to
enjoy. The latter, however, had realised that it was unnecessary.
She could easily have been chained securely in ways that would have
enabled her to eat and, for that matter, to bathe. She was not
being imprisoned; she was being taught dependence, that every
aspect of her life, including her most basic needs, was controlled
by others. The realisation made her head swim, almost causing her
to miss a spoonful of raspberry yoghourt that was heading for her
open mouth. Like all the other milk products it tasted subtly
different, though in no way unpleasant. While she savoured the
creamy texture she tugged at her cuffs, which she’d done a dozen
times before that morning, and Girl noticed her unease. ‘You’re not
dreaming, Janice’, she assured her. ‘You really are here, naked and
in bondage. There’ll be a lot for you to take in, this
weekend.’

‘How did you come to be here, in those chains, Girl? How long
have you been here?’

‘Second question first: about eighteen months. I was much
younger than anyone else; I still am. I was a rescue case,
kidnapped from Cameroon and sold to an Arab slaver. When he
stripped me he realised that the shape of my breasts wasn’t right,
so he sold me as a human sacrifice. There are tribes in Africa-
they’re gangs, really- that torture people to death to entertain
paying audiences. I was going to be broken on the wheel and I was
already bound to it, but I was spirited away by a team of raiders
that belonged to a group called the Organisation; small ‘t’, big
‘O’. There was every chance that the tribe’s allies would try to
find and take me, so I was given a completely new identity, and
placed with Mistress Clementine, to see what she could make of me.
The surgery was her idea, to improve my value and change my
appearance. I came from the British part of Cameroon so I already
spoke English, but I had elocution lessons to remove any trace of
my accent.’

‘So you are British now?’

‘Yes, but I don’t have any official existence. I’ll never
travel abroad, never need the NHS, never vote, and never have a
job, or pay taxes. I don’t exist. I can’t exist.’ She held up her
arms and rattled her chain. ‘That’s why they trust me here. I don’t
have anywhere else to go.’

‘Could you leave if you wanted to?’

‘No. Our collars have a gismo that sets off an alarm if we get
close to the boundary fence. But don’t worry, you will be leaving
on Tuesday. They must be very confident about you, though. They
aren’t holding anything back. I was surprised that they decided to
start you off on the treatments.’

‘I’ve a lot of questions for you, Girl. I don’t know where to
start.’

‘You’ll learn a lot from watching and listening. Finish your
coffee, and we’ll start your tour of the premises.’

‘Do I have to have my hands locked behind my back?’

‘Is it hurting you?’

‘No, but it will be by the end of the afternoon.’

‘We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. You might be
surprised.’


Chapter Two:
Livestock

 


The
house had no back door, because of the limestone bluff on which it
stood, but there was a way out into the yard through the utility
area behind the kitchen. Capes and sandals were kept by the door to
protect them from the winter weather, but they only had to cross
the ten yards between there and the nearest outbuildings. Opposite
the farmhouse a stable block had been converted into three
self-contained studio apartments, but their appearance from the
outside was unchanged. Access was by a corridor along the front,
inside the old stable doors. Girl led the way to the first and
knocked gently on the door, which swung open of its own accord,
left unlocked. ‘She must have gone for a ride’, she said, and led
the way in.

‘She’ was indeed absent, but the bed was occupied,
nevertheless. One of the submissives from the dinner- the buxom
one- was spread out in a rigid ‘X’ on the bed, cuffs and chains
anchoring her to each corner. She was naked, and as they approached
she twisted her body, pulling at the chains, and made a strange
gurgling noise. She was wearing a ring gag, but one with flanges on
each side to make it impossible for her to slip it out however wide
she opened her mouth. Her tongue was available to stimulate a
clitoris that was placed over the opening, or a penis that was
thrust inside. Janice felt an immediate urge to offer her own
little bud, but Girl, with the advantage of having her hands to
use, beat her to it, and mounted her in the reverse cowboy, facing
her feet. ‘Do me a favour, Janice’, she asked, though it probably
wasn’t meant as a request. ‘Eat her pussy for me; it’ll encourage
her to tongue mine.’

Janice
was willing to comply but had a struggle getting herself into
position. The bed was a plain ‘Benson’s’ model with a low
footboard, probably chosen because its sturdy uprights were perfect
for attaching ropes and chains. Rather than clamber over the supine
woman’s legs she perched on the footboard and flopped down between
them, but her bound arms made it difficult to manoeuvre on the soft
mattrass, and it took a minute or two of squirming to apply her
mouth to the vulva, held wide open by the chaining. After that it
was easy enough use the skills that she’d learnt so recently,
although she had to lie in a contorted position in the triangle
between the two legs and the end of the bed. It was also difficult
for her to know what effect she was having, but after a few minutes
work she thought she detected some muscle contractions in the
thighs, and some ‘pulsing’ in the walls of the vagina, while the
clitoris was swollen and clear of its hood. Girl was certainly
enjoying herself, bouncing on the gaping mouth and propping herself
upright by grasping the two proffered breasts. That produced more
energetic, but no less futile struggles from the pinioned woman.
The reason for that was only apparent when Janice and Girl were
kissing afterwards, lying partly across her body. The mammary
mounds were criss-crossed with pink lines, too faint to be
noticeable from even a few feet away. Janice saw them when she
twisted briefly away from Girl to suck one of the nipples, and she
drew back in surprise. ‘She’s been tit-whipped’, Girl explained,
‘so she’s probably a bit sore. A lot of mistresses, usually the
ones that don’t have them, like to punish big breasts. This is a
very mild case.’

‘Do you get tit-whipped, Girl?’

‘Now and again, but black girls don’t get it so much, as the
marks don’t show up very well. When it does happen, though, it’s
usually much worse than this. The ointment prevents any lasting
damage; I don’t think it’s been used here. Don’t bother about it,
just kiss me again.’

The next
studio also lacked its ‘mistress’, and the slender, boyish
submissive was mounted upright on a St. Andrew’s cross, bound to it
with cable ties, her feet supported on adjustable platforms. She
was hooded, and gagged with a big panel that covered much of her
lower face, with an insert- probably penis-shaped- that filled her
mouth and held it wide open. A hole through it ensured that she
could breathe if her nose became blocked, and would also permit
feeding with liquids and semi-liquids. Her breasts were tiny and
her buttocks small but nicely rounded. Girl didn’t seem to see any
obvious possibilities for taking pleasure from her, and wandered
round behind her to start fingering her sex and anus
simultaneously. The woman responded with heavier breathing, and her
nipples suddenly came erect, looking the more conspicuous because
she was otherwise flat-chested. Something occurred to Janice.
‘Girl, didn’t the rules of the game specify that the winners would
get two hours with their prizes? That must have been fourteen or
fifteen hours ago.’

Girl did
not look up from her work as she answered. ‘I wasn’t there, but the
usual rule is that the mistress has to tie up the sub in such a way
as to keep her secure for two hours. If she manages that- all three
did last night- she can chain her for the night, and in the morning
they rotate partners, and again after lunch.’

‘How do they keep it up for so long? What happens if one of the
subs gets loose in the first two hours?’

You’re
full of questions. They are treated to improve their libidos, and
if they feel the need there are drugs to keep them horny and
energetic for at least twenty-four hours at a stretch. They need to
rest afterwards. Your second question? She gets taken out of the
game and enjoys a night’s rest, and if there are any vacant subs
here, she can choose one to keep her company. After the two hours
are up another girl is substituted, though there isn’t always one
that’s quite as . . . suitable. Once it was me. It doesn’t happen
often. The subs are what they are; they like bondage. They struggle
and try to escape the rope, but only enough to be
convincing.’

The
woman on the cross was struggling hard now, pulling at the ties
that were bound to leave marks on her skin. Moisture was dripping
through Girl’s fingers, and mewling sounds emerging through the
gag. With consummate skill Girl led her through a succession of
climaxes of increasing intensity, until they were virtually
continuous for a full minute. The stretched-out body slumped then,
exhausted, to hang against the woodwork, head down and wrists limp,
bent over the zip ties that held them fast. Then came a slow
handclap from the doorway in which the mistress was standing,
having arrived unseen. ‘That was well done, but she isn’t much use
to me now. Leave her there and join me on the bed.’

 They complied gladly, for the
woman was very attractive, very buxom, and very eager. For half an
hour they took turns at her pussy, the other kissing her mouth and,
in Girl’s case, fondling her breasts. Then she ordered them to
please one another while she masturbated, so in all they were there
for over an hour, and she gave them refreshments afterwards. She
did not introduce herself, but Girl told Janice afterwards that her
name was Judith Macliech, which didn’t quite ring true.

After
leaving her they visited the third suite, gestured in by the guest,
who was present with her submissive. She waved them in and let them
watch for a few minutes, but did not invite them to take part. She
had her submissive face down on a surface that resembled a large
nappy-changing table, or possibly a short ironing board. Her wrists
were locked behind her in cuffs, but pulled up vertically, in a
quite strict strappado tie, with rope looped through a ring in the
ceiling. All the rooms were well equipped with anchor points,
designed not to be noticeable to newcomers or outsiders. Her
mistress was spanking her bottom, using her bare, open hand, quite
hard. She’d been doing it for some time, for the whole area was an
angry red, almost glowing in the centre of each buttock. The girl
was whimpering, emitting a little ‘squeak’ with each blow, but she
was not howling, screaming or begging for mercy. Her eyes were wide
open, focussed on the newcomers, and her mouth was slightly open.
Janice noticed that her lips were a perfect, beautifully sculpted
shape, and had to resist the urge to run over and offer her own to
them. Girl seemed to notice the attraction and pulled her back out
of the studio, closing the door behind them, so the spanked girl
and her mistress remained only as snapshots in Janice’ memory. She
didn’t remember those lips from the dinner; somewhere along the way
there had been a substitution. The juxtaposition of the lovely face
and the boyish body fascinated her; not so much androgenous as both
sexes in one body. Was there a word for it? ‘Unicorporal
bisexuality’? That was two words.

 



***

 


Most of
the afternoon had passed now, so Girl decided to leave the
underground areas for the next day. A covered veranda linked the
guest studios with another stable block, this one squarer, for the
original stalls had opened on an indoor exercise area; an
arrangement more suitable for winter. The area had since been
divided into two, and as they entered the half that was nearer the
studio block, Girl announced that it housed the hucows. She said so
in a matter-of-fact a tone that implied that no farm was complete
without such a facility. This one had six, with room for eight, and
Madam Clementine was on the lookout for new recruits.

Janice
had read many stories that involved hucows, and watched video clips
of them being milked. The subject had fascinated her; she could
hardly imagine what it would be like for a human being to live a
life wholly dedicated to the production of milk. (Probably)
fictional hucows varied tremendously, from the conventionally busty
to fat, barely ambulatory women dominated by enormous udders,
sometimes being pushed before them on trolleys and needing special
support when at rest. Not all were kept in stables, for some owners
liked to milk them directly into their tea and coffee, or onto
their breakfast cereals, while others found it stimulating to drink
directly from the udder, sometimes as a midnight snack or first
thing in the morning. Special housing, when it was used, varied
between bare wooden stalls with straw for bedding and flooring, and
luxury cubicles with comfortable chairs, soft beds, books and
audio-visual equipment. Janice was excited as they entered the
building, and stumbled against Girl, momentarily giddy, as she
realised why the milk at breakfast had tasted different.

Madam
Clementine had followed a middle path. The hucows that came out of
their stalls to greet Janice and Girl could have passed for normal-
with loose clothing- in public places, but their breasts were,
nevertheless, very large and their nipples swollen and prominent.
Four were white, one black and one of mixed race, and they varied
in age from their twenties to their forties, and were all
presentable, if not beautiful. They were kept naked, with short
hair for easy maintenance, and their body hair had all been
permanently removed. They all wore collars and chains, the latter
being variable between individuals. Two had their hands locked
behind their backs, but as a concession to their girth, they were
joined with six inches of chain. Their bulky buttocks would have
made it difficult or impossible for them to step over it. Two
others were in wrist-to-thigh cuffs that rendered them helpless but
comfortable, and the remaining pair’s hands were locked close
together in front of their bodies and joined by about a foot of
chain to their collars. Girl explained that their bondage was
changed in rotation, and it was the major component of a
complicated rule that allowed some of the cows to demand sexual
favours of the others. Their hands were never free, but during
exercise periods- the machines were in one of the spare stalls-
they were locked to the equipment.

The
hucows were housed in small and plain but comfortable stalls, with
properly upholstered beds and an armchair each. They were allowed
novels but not magazines or newspapers, and in a common area they
shared a monitor with films and pornographic material, but no live
television. ‘They are treated as intelligent animals’, explained
Girl. ‘They need to be stimulated and entertained, but they don’t
need hands, and they certainly don’t need news and politics. They
are allowed to speak to one another, and the staff, but not to
anyone else, so don’t try to strike up a conversation with any of
them.’

Girl
seemed hardly to notice, but the hucows were gathering close around
them, brushing them with their great mammaries, some of which
seemed heavy with milk, and in one case were oozing slightly,
leaving a wet patch on Janice’ arm. Then a male voice told them to
stand back, and as they did so the duty handler appeared. The only
male that Janice had so far seen on the farm was of average height
and build, naked and loosely chained like Girl, and erect, with his
seven-inch penis waving before him as he strode from his little
office to greet them. He was white, very dark haired, and his face
was pleasing without being conventionally handsome. He greeted Girl
very affectionately, with a long French kiss that was welcomed with
enthusiasm. Turning to Janice he seemed shy, just kissing her
cheeks and fondling her breasts very briefly. She tried to
encourage him by pushing her nipples against his chest, but he was
moving back and she managed only a fleeting contact. ‘I’m Timothy’,
he told her, ‘and I know you’re Janice. Welcome to the stables.
Would you like me to explain the routines to you?’

He
sounded formal- unused to speaking to strangers- and his offer
wasn’t overly enticing, but she smiled and accepted it anyway. It
turned out that his duties were quite onerous, and in an eight-hour
shift he could barely keep up with everything that needed doing
(according to him). The beasts (as he referred to them) had to be
fed measured quantities of a special high fat-content, high protein
gruel, mixed with the cereal pellets usually given to ponygirls and
ponyboys. If they finished everything they were given a small
chocolate treat, and they were allowed tea or coffee, which he had
to make for them. There were no ‘mealtimes’, as they were fed at
set but separate times, chained in their stalls to prevent them
giving away food or trading in their treats. His most onerous duty
was cleaning them after the toilet, as they could not use their
hands. They were showered daily, together, with warm soapy water,
and once a week every beast was more thoroughly cleaned, and her
hair and nails trimmed. He or his replacements cleaned their teeth
twice daily, on a rota, and rearranged their bondage at twelve-hour
intervals, though they could do it more frequently if they thought
it necessary.


Obviously, the staff had to supervise the milking, and as
each hucow was done four times daily at regular intervals, day and
night, and there was only one machine, the rota had to be strictly
adhered to. Janice had seen it done in more than one way, but
although some clips showed hucows lying on a milking table with
their udders hanging through a slot, the usual device was a very
simple frame of metal bars. The beast knelt against the front with
her arms held out horizontally to each side, padlocked in place,
and her ankles were sometimes locked to another bar behind her. The
suckers were then applied to each breast, and there was very little
to go wrong. If she managed to get her head down far enough to bite
at the tubes she could be gagged, but that was rarely
necessary.

In fact,
almost none of it was necessary. The frame was there but the
milking was not painful- quite the opposite- and the hucows were
much more comfortable for it. Like their bovine colleagues they
came to be milked of their own accord, and knelt meekly in place to
have the suckers applied. Usually they attended to one another, so
the supervisor’s role was to make sure they came in the right
order, and to ensure that they were credited with the right volume
of product. Usually it was all automatic, and there was no reason
to cheat, but occasionally the beasts would try to protect one of
their number who was under-producing. The treatments used to
rectify that situation were not very pleasant. Guest hucows- for
owners occasionally kennelled one or two at the farm- were more
trouble. ‘We always chain them to the frame, just in case’, he
said, ‘and they often object to the food.’

‘Are you allowed to whip them?’ asked Janice.

‘Yes, but our own slaves don’t often need it; you can see I’m
not carrying a whip. I only punish them, usually, when they quarrel
among themselves. In winter they get frustrated indoors. In summer
we grow vegetables and fruit, and they can graze
outside.’

Despite
his burdens there were compensations. He was allowed to use the
hucows’ bodies for his pleasure, although he had to be careful not
to spill their milk. The downside was that he was forbidden
penetrative sex with anyone else during his duty tours, which
lasted three months, with a two-week break between. That was bad
news for Janice, who had, on the pretext of bending down to examine
the milking machine, managed to push her bottom against his
erection. She found that, much as she was loving the lesbian sex,
it was only increasing her hunger for male cock. Girl saw what she
was doing and pulled her away abruptly. ‘You don’t want to feel the
lash on your first full day’, she said. ‘Timothy, will you hook up
the next hucow, so we can see the machine in action?’

That was
well worth watching. The beast whose turn it was turned out,
luckily, to be one of the prettiest, and she knelt before them with
parted lips, breathing deeply as her breasts were pumped. Timothy
moved in several times to massage them, and it took more than
fifteen minutes to drain her fully. ‘Some owners widen the gland
ducts to achieve a faster flow’, he explained, ‘but Madam
Clementine prefers a naturally produced product.’

Looking
at the scene, Janice did not think that ‘natural’ was the first
word that came to mind. Four of the hucows had lost interest in
them by then; two had drifted back into their stalls and two were
having sex on a big sofa in the common area, one giving the other
cunnilingus. Girl declared that it was time to move on, and as they
turned to leave Janice managed to give Timothy’s shaft a quick
squeeze. Passing through a door they entered the other half of the
building, which was the dairy. Three female slaves, all loosely
chained and of unremarkable appearance, were hard at work among the
glass and steel equipment. There were tanks of pulped fruit to
flavour the yoghourts, but cheesemaking was taking up the most
space. A large machine homogenised the milk, but a small proportion
was skimmed or semi-skimmed, and an attempt was being made to
produce the first batch of clotted cream.

‘Do you make butter?’ Janice asked one of the staff, who seemed
less forthcoming than Timothy.

‘There isn’t enough milk’, was the short answer, leaving Girl
to fill in the details.

‘Madam Clementine has decreed that the farm will use only human
milk, starting on Easter Sunday next year. It’s a contribution that
she wants to make to the fight against global warming. We have that
long to increase our supply. We need at least two more full-time
hucows, but the younger female staff in the house are also being
brought into milk. Between us we can probably meet the need for
liquid milk, without changes in diet or any more than the minimum
hormonal therapy.’

‘You’re not in milk, are you?’

‘Not yet, but I’ve had the injections. I should be producing
within a week or two. Some people find it sexy, so I’m looking
forward to it.’

 



***

 


Back in the farmhouse, Girl took Janice for quick shower, and
left her chained in an ‘X’ shape in Madam Clementine’s bed. The
mistress, apparently, liked cunnilingus before dinner, in
preference to having a girl- or young man- kneeling between her
legs as she ate. Janice felt that she’d learnt a lot and performed
very well, and was disappointed when she was told that it was
‘nice’. Girl was back to take her to dinner, hands once again
behind her, and she was mildly surprised to be one of only four at
the table, the two mistresses being Clementine and Polly. Her
embarrassment at being naked in the presence of clothed women
returned, although Girl shared her condition, as did the cook, who
was periodically in the room but not dining with them. Janice
hadn’t seen her before, and she was, not to put too fine a point on
it, fat. She was a caricature; black, busy and bustling, and
everything about her was larger-than-life. Her breasts were massive
and drooping, her bottom huge and shapeless, and her waist
invisible under the rolls of flesh. Her face, however, was a ray of
sunshine, with a beaming smile appearing at the slightest
provocation, and she was an excellent cook. After an old-fashioned
prawn cocktail the main course was a pork casserole with
rosti potatoes, steamed
asparagus and tenderstem broccoli. Dessert was a traditional rice
pudding, with that special taste that Janice now recognised
easily.

Janice
had wondered whether the curious circumstances would make
conversation difficult. How deferential was she supposed to be to
the women she now saw as her mistresses? She needn’t have worried.
Clementine was keen to hear details of the day’s pairings from the
group of guests, and Girl supplied most of the details, with some
colourful accounts of the events of the afternoon. ‘So you had a
good time then?’ said the mistress, addressing Janice directly and
taking her by surprise.

‘It was . . . exciting, ma’am, and interesting’, she replied.
‘It was also puzzling, in some ways. May I ask, are the dominants
here as paying guests, like in a theme park, ma’am? Are the
submissives your employees?’


Clementine laughed. ‘You make it sound like a high-class
brothel, my dear. No cash changes hands. Members of the
Organisation- of which I think you’ve heard- get a number of
currency units each year in return for their membership fees. Those
who don’t have their own facilities can spend them here, but there
are other places too. We offer good value because most of the subs
we use are kennelled here, usually because their doms have gone
abroad. We only take them on the understanding that they can be
used, so we get paid twice, and therefore charge less. The subs get
valuable experience and don’t have to sit idle for weeks, so
everybody wins. We have to be quick on our feet, arranging our
little gatherings at short notice, but there are people we can call
on in an emergency.’

‘May I ask, ma’am, how many people you keep in your
kennels?’

‘It varies a great deal. We can manage about thirty, but only
with extra help. Again, members will part with their units to do
that. At the moment, I think we’re keeping about fifteen, not
counting you and residents like Girl.’

Janice
couldn’t help noticing that Polly was showing signs of irritation,
frowning and shifting restlessly in her chair. She nevertheless
pressed on. ‘I’ve only seen three, ma’am. Are they all put to
profitable use?’

‘It depends entirely on why they’re here. We can offer bespoke
accommodation packages to meet almost any need. You’ll see more in
the next couple of days, but don’t expect to see everything on your
first visit. Much of what we do here is very sensitive.’

There
was a slightly reproving tone in her last couple of sentences, so
Janice decided to leave it at that. Polly, however, had lost
patience. She tapped the table sharply, twice, like an after-dinner
speaker calling for order. ‘This room is so full of elephants that
there’ll soon be no room for us’, she burst out. ‘These people are
slaves: what’s wrong with that word? They are chattels, not “subs”
and they have owners, not “doms”. They have been left with us for
training, for renting out, for use, for punishment, or just simple
storage. Occasionally we get one that’s convalescing after medical
treatment or body modification.’ She glowered at Clementine. ‘Let’s
tell it like it is. I hate all these circumlocutions.’


Clementine affected an air of infinite patience. ‘You know
there’s a reason for them, Polly dearest. This is a very different
world from what Janice is used to. She needs time to accustom
herself to new concepts.’

‘Well, she’s naked, she has her hands cuffed behind her back,
and she’s been used for sex by half a dozen dykes in twenty-four
hours. But heaven forfend that we should send her into shock by
using the “s” word. She probably thinks she’s getting a suntan, and
that we pay the hucows by the pint.’

Clementine seemed at loss for words, and Janice felt herself
flushing all over, her skin tingling with both embarrassment and
nerves. She looked from one to the other, even giving Girl a
glance, though the latter was studying her rice pudding intently.
Finally she managed: ‘Am I a slave now, mesdames?’

A few
moments’ silence followed, and Clementine finally looked her
straight in the eye and answered as directly as she could. ‘To be
perfectly frank, my dear, in my opinion you were born a slave. I’ve
never met anyone more suitable, but you’re different to most of
those we identify. You’re biddable and adaptable, but also
intelligent. That’s why we’ve gambled on exposing ourselves to you
so quickly. You can still get away from us if you really want to,
but I’m ninety-nine-point nine nine percent sure that another
outfit will snap you up, and they won’t ask your permission. You’ll
just wake up in a dungeon, somewhere very hot and very humid. That
isn’t meant to be a threat; it has nothing to do with us. We hope
you’ll join us willingly, with your eyes open. That’s why we want
your experience this weekend to be as rich and varied as
possible.’

It was a
long speech for Clementine, rather disjointed because she’d been
rushed into making it before she intended. How ‘rich and varied’
Janice’ experience had been was debateable, for basically she’d
been subjected to lots and lots of lesbian sex in bondage. Two more
days would have made the claim much more convincing. Janice seemed
not to know how to answer. Her suspicions had been confirmed, but
it was a surprise to learn that she might have attracted attention
when she’d done everything possible to be discreet and
inconspicuous. ‘Are you saying, ma’am, that I’ve been watched for a
long time now? A friend of mine searched my flat for hidden cameras
and mikes. None were found.’

Polly
answered. ‘You mean that the honourable member didn’t find any.
It’s a wonder he finds the floor when he gets out of bed, or did
you have to help him? Don’t worry about him; he’ll be offered
membership of the Organisation, joining about a dozen of his fellow
MPs. The people who matter won’t try to blackmail him, or you. They
live in glass houses. Your internet history is more important;
that’s what flagged you up to us. At least three- probably four or
five- potential owners will be aware of you. If you don’t like us,
put your hand back into the tombola.’

That was
as far as it went, for they weren’t expecting Janice to pledge
herself to them there and then. Clementine went on to explain that
a bondage demonstration had been arranged for the evening.
Whipmistress Sadie was well-known across the Organisation and
beyond for her expertise with the lash, but she was also an
accomplished ropemistress. She’d hoped to be at dinner but a
broken-down train had delayed her. As they spoke, she was on the
way from Brighton Station in a hired car, and would be met at the
outer gate by a pony carriage. A ban on motor vehicles on her land
was another of Clementine’s contributions to the fight against
climate change, though the climate that evening- heavy rain and
strong winds- would probably not improve her frame of mind. ‘By the
way, I’ve volunteered you and Girl as the models’, said Clementine,
almost as an afterthought.


Chapter Three:
The Whipmistress

 


The
farmhouse had a very big living room with several sofas and
armchairs, and most of them had been turned to face one end, which
was clear except for two upright posts supporting the ceiling
beams, and a number of hanging ropes and chains. There the company
gathered for the demonstration; Clementine and Polly, four
housemaids and two young men- all in chains- that Janice had yet to
encounter, the cook and the six guests from the previous night’s
dinner. Their three slaves- it was permissible now to use the word-
had been switched again and all hand their hands tied behind them,
and when they settled on the sofas their ankles were also bound.
For the next two hours they writhed languidly on the laps of their
temporary mistresses, hands stroking their bodies and fingers
entering their orifices. It contributed something to the
atmosphere, but the star of the show was an expert at grasping and
holding the attention of her audience.


Whipmistress Sadie was a familiar figure to most Organisation
members and slaves, though more so in the north of England.
Mistresses usually wore plain if sometimes skimpy clothing, but on
social occasions she almost always affected a leather, rubber or
thick latex corset, often with fishnet stockings and high-heeled
patent shoes. Her favourite colour was bright red, often- but not
this time- trimmed with black. An almost invariable trademark was
her red hair, dyed to match her costume. Her face was undoubtedly
pretty, with symmetrical features and full, naturally red lips, but
many found her, in a way they found difficult to define, ‘common’
and brash even without the corset and tights. She often affected a
New Yorker’s accent, but in private and small gatherings spoke
plain English. On this occasion she carried a light whip, coiled at
her very narrow waist, and wore a thin latex jacket in matching
red. The little group went quiet and the lights dimmed slightly as
she walked briskly into the room, giving everyone a brief but
bright smile. She wasted no time, but summoned both Janice and Girl
to the ‘stage’ area, and locked them by one ankle to the rings in
the floor, long chains having been provided by the management. Then
she unlocked Janice’ wrists and removed Girl’s chain, and produced
two lengths of rope, no more than four feet long. With them she
bound both girls’ wrists behind their backs. That was a simple
enough thing to do; the trick was that it was done in about thirty
seconds, and it was totally secure, and completely comfortable. She
undid the chains and told them to circulate, so the group could
inspect the knots while she sipped at a glass of wine.

There followed a series of ties of steadily increasing
complexity. Janice and Girl were put in hogties, hanging hogties,
ball ties and reverse prayers. Sadie did nothing original, but her
performance was about the style and speed with which she worked,
and the neatness and security of her knots. She was an artist with
rope, and each tie was linked to a piece of music playing to a
crescendo as it was completed. You don’t
own me seemed to be her favourite,
presumably applying to her rather than her subjects. As the
demonstration progressed Sadie became more and more intimate with
them, using a pulley to raise and lower them in their ropes to kiss
them, suck their breasts, and force their heads between her legs
and one another’s. For Janice it was a rather kaleidoscopic
experience, moved rapidly from one position to another, and she
began to feel sexually frustrated as she was aroused but not
fulfilled. Sadie was demonstrating positions but not exploiting
them for their pleasure or her own.

After
about an hour there was an interval while Sadie refreshed herself,
ate some cold finger-food and chatted to members of the audience.
For the forty-minutes that she allowed herself, Janice and Girl
were in box ties, arms folded behind their backs, with a complex
pattern of ropes across their upper backs and their breasts bulged
forward by windings above, below and around them. They were
semi-suspended with ropes from the network at their upper backs to
the ceiling, just able to stand on tiptoe, and they faced one
another closely, rubbing as they swayed from side to side.
Annoyingly, they couldn’t get quite close enough to kiss one
another, but the others, coming over to inspect the complexities of
their bondage at close quarters, could pull their heads back to
reach their mouths, and they were thus occupied almost
continuously. The three guests, particularly, were determined to
get as much physical contact as possible, with as many partners as
possible, for their currency units. Sadie made sure they were
watered, however, and used a lip salve on them to prevent any
soreness developing.

Before
resuming the demonstration, Sadie took off her jacket, revealing
that the corset was of the underbust variety, supporting but
revealing her breasts. From the moment when she saw them clearly,
Janice wanted them in her mouth. They were very pale with pink,
tender-looking areolae and nipples, and their size was generous but
manageable, so she knew she’d be able to suck in a large part of
each mound. Unlike Girl’s bulkier mammaries they were clearly
separate, even pointing slightly away from one another, though she
could only guess how they would behave without the corset to
support them. They looked natural, but somehow she doubted that
they were.

The
second part of the demonstration consisted mainly of double-ties;
of binding Janice and Girl together in intimate, sexually charged
ways that held mouths against pussies and bottoms, mouths against
mouths, and pussies against pussies. They were displayed mounted on
a double dildo, and scissoring, their bodies pulled hard together
by a network of elasticised ropes. For most of the time they were
suspended, sometimes upside down, and often from a single rope,
allowing them to be swung like a pendulum, or round in circles
within the limits imposed by the upright posts. Bound upright
together on a vibrating double dildo, the masses of rope left only
their bottoms fully exposed, and Sadie kept them swinging by
whipping them as they passed her. It was not a severe flogging and
the light leather tail barely marked Janice’s white skin, but it
stung and shocked her, for she’d never in her life been subject to
any kind of corporal punishment. Seeing that she was likely to cry
out and/or protest the treatment, Girl forced their lips hard
together in a continuous, passionate kiss. Thereafter both emitted
moans and squeals, but Janice found that, over time, the pain
morphed into a hot, flushed feeling that suffused her entire body,
and then she was cumming, the watchers applauding as she jerked and
twisted in the ropes. Incoherent cries escaped Girl’s attempts to
keep their mouths sealed together, but at least she managed to
avoid biting either of their tongues. Talking about it the next
day, Girl told her that it was usually best to stay as quiet as
possible when being whipped. Screams and howls were permissible,
but not when it was done mildly as an erotic spectacle or sex aid,
and it was very important to avoid uttering any words, and
especially to plead. For ‘proper’ whippings, she told her, slaves
were always gagged.

When it
was all over the group lingered to chat and enjoy the drinks and
snacks that the cook brought in, though Janice and Girl were left
hanging together. Their bottoms were anointed with soothing gel, so
when they were finally taken down they were not in any pain. Girl
was taken away by Clementine and Polly, and Sadie claimed Janice
for the night. In one of the upstairs bedrooms, with her hands once
again locked behind her, she watched the whipmistress strip,
studying the movement of her breasts as they were freed from their
support. They did seem slightly stiffer than a purely natural bust,
confirming her earlier impression. Sadie’s waist was unusually
narrow even without the corset, so her hips and bottom were
prominent and, in the latter case, enticing. She regretted that she
wouldn’t be able to feel with her hands a body that managed to be
both curvaceous and slim, and totally sexy. She was soon having her
own body felt on the bed with lips, tongue and hands feeling and
probing everywhere, but it was a fairly short session. The
whipmistress wanted to talk, surprisingly.

‘You’ve a great body, fantastic tits, a mouth to die for, and a
great arse’, she said, obviously not one to beat about the bush.
‘It’s a wonder Clementine lets anyone else anywhere near you. Are
you as good with men?’

There
was a moment’s hesitation, as Janice was leaning over the bedside
table, drinking wine through a straw. ‘I hope so, whipmistress’,
she replied, ‘but I’ve had so much practice with women during the
past twenty-four hours that I’ve probably got some catching up to
do.’

‘I could feel your cunt squeezing my fingers. I think you’ll do
OK. Nice bottom too. Your skin takes the whip nicely, and you get
the sexual high afterwards. Have you ever been whipped
properly?’

‘No, whipmistress.’ She was trying not to sound too surprised
by the question. ‘I’ve never been hit by anyone with
anything.’

‘Someone should have told me you were a virgin. I’d have been
harder on you. Has Clementine told you how she intends to classify
you?

‘No, mistress. She hasn’t spoken to me very much at
all.’

‘You have the face, figure and skills to be a pleasure slave,
but to be honest, I think you’ll be listed as a general-purpose,
but especially suitable for sexual slavery. That’s a good thing,
really. Your thighs are strong enough for you to train as a casual
ponygirl, and I’ll wager you could row, too. Those tits will make a
useful amount of milk, and you make a fine bondage subject. You’ve
been on the libido treatments for barely a day and you’re already a
fully functioning sex slave. I’m told you’re clever as well. You’ll
be a really high-value item, and I don’t suppose many individuals
will be able to afford you.’

Janice’
mind was racing, as it often was in her new environment. The word
‘slave’ came so naturally to the whipmistress that Clementine’s
embargo could not possibly have survived the evening, and she had
also introduced the notion of selling her. If she was intended for
auction, that explained why Clementine and Polly seemed less
interested in her than she’d expected. Although they had used her
freely, for the most part she’d been entrusted to Girl, who had
proved something of a soulmate. Did these revelations change her
attitude? They made her more uncertain and apprehensive about her
future, but she could not imagine turning her back and returning to
her old life. It was sometimes frustrating to be restrained, but it
was also relaxing to have no responsibilities; no decisions to
make. She tugged at her cuffs to reassure herself that it was all
real, as she’d done a dozen times before that day.

After
another prolonged lovemaking, it was well after midnight before
they settled down. Sadie complimented her on her capacity for
long-term bondage. ‘It won’t be long before you’ll be spending the
nights like that, but I’m not going to try it now.’ So she was
chained as she had been by Clementine, the night before. Even more
tired this time, having had lesbian ‘relations’ with six different
women, she slept the sleep of the just, and in the morning Sadie
saw to her preliminary ablutions before breakfast. They did not
rise early, and found that Clementine and Polly had gone to church.
Girl had eaten, but joined them at the table to feed Janice and
make sure she took the pills that seemed even more numerous than
Saturday’s dose.

Sadie
was quite talkative, as she usually was. She talked about Underhill
Manor, the big slaveholding establishment in the north of England
where she spent much of her time. ‘I’d love you to meet Daniel’,
she said to both of them. ‘He’s by far the most valuable and
versatile male slave I’ve ever come across, and I owe a great deal
to him. He’s a great lover, he’s clever and influential, and as
loyal a friend as you’ll ever meet.’

To
Janice it seemed an odd way to describe a slave, or perhaps it was
a good way to describe an odd slave. It didn’t seem likely to her
that she would ever meet this paragon, who she would probably find
intimidating. Sadie rambled on for some time about his various
achievements, and particularly about the ways he’d helped to
increase her prominence in the Organisation. At least, Janice
thought, she was willing to give credit where it was due. They
parted company with her when they went for their general morning
cleansing, and again it was followed by a short but satisfying
session in bed. Girl seemed to realise that Janice was thinking
about what she’d been told. ‘While I’ve been here’, she told her,
‘no newcomer has opted for freedom, and none have been rejected. I
don’t think you’ll be the first.’

‘Have you ever met Whipmistress Sadie before, Girl?’

‘No, but I’ve heard of her. We were lucky last
night.’

‘I know what you mean, but for some reason I quite like her.
She’s hot, and she’s straightforward. I learnt a lot from
her.’

Sadie was at lunch, but so were Clementine and Polly, so there
were no further revelations. The conversation was largely about
that morning’s sermon. The text had been Psalm 68:21 and 23:
But God shall wound the head of his enemies, and
the hairy scalp of such a one as goeth on still in his trespasses.
. . . That thy foot may be dipped in the blood of thine enemies,
and the tongue of thy dogs in the same. The
‘mealy mouthed happy clapper of a vicar’- as Clementine described
him- had presented the verses purely as a contrast between the Old
and New Testaments, but for the mistress it was a powerful message
about justice and retribution. ‘This afternoon’, she said to Girl,
‘show Janice how we keep the faith.’

 



***

 


After
lunch Sadie kissed them all goodbye, and they watched from the big
window in the living room as, suitably attired, she went out into
the driving, wintry rain to meet her carriage. At least it was
covered, though not heated, though the driver was perched out in
the open and the two ponygirls were protected only by thin latex
bodysuits. Their upper backs and buttocks were bare to give access
to the whip, so their best protection against the weather was to
pull as hard as they could. Once Sadie was aboard the driver
cracked his whip over their heads, and they pulled away quickly. It
was about a quarter of a mile to the main gate, so if the ran
there, dropped their passenger off, and raced back to their stable,
they wouldn’t freeze. They watched as the whipmistress clambered
aboard and was carried away, waving at them like royalty through
the carriage window. ‘You’ll see her again’, said Girl to Janice.
‘She’s got her eye on you.’

A few
minutes later, cowering from the weather under their capes, they
scampered across to the hucow shed, and disrobing there before
passing straight through into the limestone rockface that formed
part of the far wall. The farm premises occupied a ‘shelf’ between
two low cliffs, though the distance between them was so varied, and
in some places wide, that it was not always noticeable. The upper
face was riddled with caves, old mines and quarries, some of which
had been improved, sealed off and given their own geothermal
heating system. Many yards into the rock, the tunnel opened into a
wider chamber, one side of which was occupied by three cells, all
with heavy iron doors. These were, Girl explained, some of the
kennels, the comfortable quarters for females. The ‘guests’ could
be viewed on screens on a central console, naked women reclining on
comfortable couches, watching films, reading books or sitting at
their desks, typing on keyboards. To Janice it was a cliché, for
half the novels she’d read had mentioned slave storage facilities
of various kinds. She struggled to maintain her interest,
therefore, as she was shown a vacant cell, with Girl discoursing on
its facilities and the kinds of slaves for which it was suitable.
There was a male ‘block’ as well, and the owners specified how
often and by which sex their slaves would be serviced. At the
moment, all was quiet, and Girl soon led the way through another
tunnel which was much longer, with a gentle downward incline.
Through a locked door which responded to her palmprint they reached
a simple lift; a variant on the old paternoster design that could
be stopped at the various levels. They went down to the bottom,
Janice catching tantalising glimpses of several caverns and tunnels
as they passed without stopping. At the lowest level the lighting
was lower and the walkway rougher, twisting and turning between the
rocky outcrops in what was mostly a natural cave, complete with
cold, dripping water. Girl moved along purposefully, but with her
arms still locked behind her Janice found it difficult to keep her
balance as she swerved and dodged between the jagged stone walls.
Nevertheless they reached their destination without incident; a
wider, higher cavern that was divided into three ‘dungeons’ with
crude breeze-block partitions and iron gates. There was an open
area that included a boarded office with simple kitchen and
bathroom facilities, and a double platform bed that was well
equipped with chains. At the desk sat a big, muscular man, wearing
leather trousers and a thin white shirt that was open down most of
the front. It was very warm despite the dripping moisture, and
beads of sweat dotted his swarthy complexion. The lack of cuffs and
chains marked him as a free man, though he greeted the two girls
politely, almost deferentially. Girl introduced him to Janice as
‘Painmaster Jubal’, and he was the very image of a stage goaler,
with various whips, canes and clubs adorning the space around him.
Brought naked and helpless into his presence, she found him
infinitely more intimidating than the male slave in the hucow shed,
and she felt a powerful urge to cover her breasts as his eyes
lighted on them. That would probably have been a whipping offence,
so it was as well that she pulled at her cuffs in vain.

Despite
his appearance and surroundings Jubal remained polite and
considerate, guiding them to a small seating area around a coffee
table and bringing them drinks from a machine, with a straw for
Janice. His voice was deep but gentle, and he set about giving her
his standard tour-guide’s explanation of his role. ‘We get a varied
bunch here, and there are two more caverns, so we can accommodate
up to nine guests, though we’ve only four at the moment. The
highest security cases are in here, where I can see
them.’

‘Do you live down here, master?’ asked Janice, deciding that it
was better to show an interest in his work.

‘Yes, but I do have an assistant, and at a pinch one of the
male slave-warders can keep an eye on things, so I can go up for
some fresh air if I feel the urge. I like my work, though. I’ve
never done anything before that I was so sure was worthwhile.’ He
hesitated for a moment while he recovered his train of thought. ‘As
I said, this is the high-security area, and we sometimes call it
the “chastity ward”. You’ll see why. Our guests here are either
slaves who’ve got completely out of control, or criminals whose
sentences were considered too mild. They aren’t anything directly
to do with the Organisation, of course, but are referred to us by
police or prison service personnel who happen to be members. Let’s
go and see one of those. We have two at the moment.’

After
checking the cell on his screen, Jubal opened the nearest of the
iron doors, and they stepped into a space that was walled partly by
rock, and partly by breeze-block walls. There was no conventional
furniture, but the floor was inclined towards a drain at one side.
Three LED lights, out of reach but protected by grills anyway,
provided a constant, flat white light. The occupant was a
well-muscled, pale-skinned male of about thirty, and he was heavily
chained on his back, stretched across a very narrow bench that
supported his head but ended at his crotch, his arms and legs being
pulled out wide. He wore an unusually deep and thick steel collar;
Janice learnt later that the type incorporated tracking and
shocking devices. He was not wearing an over-the-mouth gag, but his
mouth was half-open and something gleamed inside; a metal object
anchored by a piercing to his tongue that prevented meaningful
speech. His private parts were, however, much more interesting, and
Jubal was explaining why.

‘This young man is a rapist. He not only forced himself on
several women, but he almost strangled two of them in the process.
He somehow managed to persuade a judge that their injuries were
accidental, and that he’d been “damaged” by viewing online
pornography. He got seven years, but with good behaviour, he’d have
been out in less than four. He’ll obviously still be dangerous and
the sentence was ridiculous, but one of the CPS staff who
prosecuted the case passed it on to us. He “died” in prison. We’ve
taken over his re-education, and afterwards he’ll be exported. We
think a gay dungeon brothel- probably somewhere in South America-
will be suitable for him. If you look down below his balls’- Jubal
lifted them up helpfully- ‘you can see that he’s plugged. He’s too
tight at the moment, so we’re stretching him.’

The
plug, which Janice could just about see, was actually the least
interesting thing about the man’s nether regions, as Jubal went on
to explain. ‘He is almost pathologically homophobic, so part if his
training is to help him to achieve impotence, so anal penetration
will be his only pleasure. Feel free to examine his other
accessories.’

Janice
bent down over the supine body to look at the ‘accessories’. What
appeared at first glance to be the man’s erect penis was a
strap-on, very realistically coloured and shaped, and attached by
flesh-coloured plastic bands. Underneath was the real thing,
enclosed in a steel cage that was held in place by a band round,
and through, his scrotal sac. It was big enough for a soft penis,
but it was lined with dull spikes, so an erection would be
extremely painful. Something impelled her to bend lower, and to
push the false penis aside with her cheek and start playing with
the real one with her tongue. The cage felt good in her mouth, and
as the flesh of his penis began to press against the steel it felt
incredibly erotic, even though she could hear his groans and feel
his thighs pulling as his bonds. After a few moments she found
herself working him, running her lips over the steel-bound flesh,
and feeling him swelling through the bars. The sounds were louder
as the spikes bit deeper, but suddenly stopped as Girl straddled
his face, effectively sealing his mouth and grinding herself down
and from side to side. Whether or not he was tonguing her she
couldn’t tell, but Jubal told her, later, that he was rewarded for
cooperating with anyone who used him sexually. His standard tariff
was fifty lashes a day, but ten were deducted for every orgasm for
which he was wholly or partly responsible, down to a minimum of
ten.

With
Girl’s excitement growing by the second, Jubal urged Janice to her
feet and helped her to straddle the prisoner’s midriff, holding the
strap-on penis for her as she impaled herself on it. There was no
need to lubricate it, for the ambience in the cell had already
started her juices flowing. The dildo felt surprisingly real, and
the actual penis, caged underneath, was an added stimulus as it
rubbed against her down below. As she was facing Girl, when Jubal
removed his supporting hands she was able to lean forward to kiss
her, and the wrist chain was long enough to allow the black girl to
steady her by holding her by the breasts. There was no hurry, and
they remained in position for at least half an hour. The male had
obvious trouble breathing and was in constant pain from his spiked
member, but only occasionally was he able to make himself heard; an
odd but amusing ‘squark’ for just a moment when Girl’s movements
left a small gap between her labia and his lips. The women, using
him like a sex doll and able to pace themselves, enjoyed climax
after climax, and Jubal, returning from some other errands, found
them drooped, exhausted and soaked in perspiration, but still
mounted on the chained and struggling body.

Coffee,
cakes and a rehydrating drink restored them to some extent, and
they visited the female inmate in the next cell. She was, Jubal
explained, about twenty-five, and regarded as one of the best
pleasure slaves in Southern England. In recent months, however, she
had shown an increasing tendency to ‘give herself airs’, finding
excuses to avoid mating with her mistress’ more menial servants,
and even finding subtle ways of discouraging free would-be lovers
to whom she was not attracted. Her mistress had pretended not to
notice until the time came for her to spend a month with a friend
in Monaco, and the lovely slavegirl was rendered unconscious, to
awake in her present accommodation.

Jubal
and his assistants had the task of helping her to appreciate sexual
pleasure when it was offered to her, and wean her off the practice
of picking and choosing her lovers. For most of each day she was
locked in chastity devices; a rubber-lined steel belt, a butt plug,
a locking stainless-steel bra, and a matching panel-gag. Both the
lower devices had inserts that could be made to vibrate by remote
control. They were there to remind her of the joys that she was
being denied, but were never used to make her cum. She was locked
in her chastity outfit too tightly for masturbation to be possible,
but just in case her wrists were locked behind her and to a
waistband, but at night she was spread out in a rigid ‘X’. While in
that position she also wore the chastity outfit, but twice a day,
during the changeovers, she was fed and serviced. Whole days
without sex of any kind would have seriously endangered her mental
health, Her owner had arranged for another of her slaves- one of
two that worked in the manure and composting pits- to be housed
near her, but in more comfortable conditions. He visited her after
her feedings, and if she begged him with sufficient humility and
sincerity he would use her for vaginal sex, giving her no more than
two orgasms. It was unimportant to him, for he had unlimited access
to two cleaning women who were very presentable, and much better
natured.

Janice
and Girl spent a few minutes toying with the chastity-chained
slavegirl, stroking and kissing the parts they could reach. Her
throat seemed very sensitive, and she was more susceptible than
most to having her ears tongued. While Girl did that, Janice sucked
her toes, one at a time. When Jubal insisted on taking them away
she was moaning piteously, and Janice was wondering how people, who
had presumably started out with normal sexual appetites, were
converted into insatiable addicts. In her own case, even at the
peak of her affair with the MP, she’d had sex about four times a
week, or twice in each of two rendezvous with him. She had never
had more than one partner in one day, or even one month. Now, in
just her second day at Clementine’s farm, she’d copulated with
Whipmistress Sadie, Girl, the convicted rapist (albeit via a
strap-on penis), played with the errant pleasure slave, and now she
was lusting after Jubal, whose male member she could just about
detect as a bulge in his lightweight Chinos. She’d assumed from the
beginning that he would use her, but as the afternoon wore on, and
they frittered away more time with a burglar who had had the
misfortune to raid the home of a well-respected Organisation
member, he showed no obvious interest. The ‘client’ was being kept
blind- with a bonded opaque film over his eyes- for three months.
The idea was to teach him to avoid letting his eyes lead him into
temptation. Larceny would have been difficult with his hands in the
reverse prayer position, but apparently they were not always kept
thus. He was kept standing, legs wide apart, supported only by a
noose around his neck. He was not being hanged- he was destined for
a male brothel in Belarus- but it was a constant reminder that he
was at the Organisation’s mercy. His wife was already a cook in a
member’s establishment in Northern Scotland and both his daughters
were training as pleasure slaves.

Jubal
directed Girl to mount the burglar’s penis, as her hands were free
enough to stroke it erect and feed it into her vagina. It was an
assignment that needed care, for if she bore down too hard on him
the noose would tighten around his throat. While they watched her,
Janice used an irregularity in the floor as an excuse to step back
against him, letting her hands, seemingly by accident, grasp at his
crotch. Finding him hard she turned to face him, a questioning look
on her face as she met his eyes, and he took the hint, taking her
by the shoulders and starting to kiss her. He was by far the least
handsome man who had ever done that, but somehow it didn’t matter,
and the strength of his personality, and his power over her
helpless and naked body, seemed almost magnetic. He was physically
very strong, and having opened his flies he was able, with a hand
on each buttock, to hoist her onto his erection, flexing his knees
and bouncing her up and down on it while he continued to kiss her
quite roughly, forcing her to use her neck muscles to push back
against his mouth. A plaything in his arms, she found him so
exciting that she wanted to make it last, and tried to postpone her
first orgasm by focussing her attention on her tongue, thrusting it
as far as she possibly could past his and into the top of his
throat. He was insistent, however, and had gravity to help as he
dropped her harder and faster onto his shaft, until her upper body
was wriggling and writhing in the throes of a multiple climax, and
her legs were gripping his body so hard that he started slapping
her bottom to force her to loosen them. He managed to avoid cumming
himself but kept his erection, as he walked with her still attached
to his body over to his office, where he dropped her onto his couch
and started again. This time it was slower and gentler, and he
continued until, after another series of mountainous orgasms, she
felt her vagina fill with his seed. By that time his shift had
ended, and his replacement had brought Girl back from the burglar’s
cell and was using her from the back, bent over an
armchair.

 



***

 


When
Girl led Janice back to the lift, and ultimately to the surface,
both were still flushed and tingling. ‘Jubal is always good’, said
Girl as they emerged into the hucow shed, ‘and his assistant likes
me, so I knew we’d have a good time down there.’

The
curious hucows were gathering round them by then, and Janice felt
the urge to bend down to suck one of the milk-laden teats that
seemed to offer themselves. Girl pulled her away; wasting the
product would mean a whipping if anyone found out. It was even
colder in the courtyard so they scampered across to the house as
quickly as Girl could manage with her hobble chain, and a couple of
minutes later they were under a hot shower. Blasts of water into
their pussies saved them the bother of douches, but sadly there was
no time for lovemaking before dinner, which was always earlier on
Sundays.

There
were only four at dinner, the others being Clementine and Polly.
Knowing that at least half a dozen free males, and more slaves,
lived on the farm, Janice ventured to ask why none of them came to
eat with them. ‘Hadn’t you realised, my dear?’ came the surprised
response. ‘This is a women’s house. Polly and I are lesbians, pure
and simple. Men occasionally come to do maintenance and repairs,
and even pay social calls, but the rule is; no eating, no sleeping,
and no sex.’

To
Janice that seemed like three rules, but she didn’t say that.
‘Where do they live, ma’am?’

‘Some stay where they work, at least one commutes here from
Newhaven. There’s an old henhouse beyond the pony stables that’s
been converted into living accommodation. It’s very comfortable.
Perhaps you’ll visit it tomorrow.’ She looked at Girl, who nodded.
‘Yes, ma’am. I’ll take her to the pony stables, and she can visit
the residential block as well.’

Janice,
finding it easier to ask questions now, was prompted by another
little bowl of pills to ask what they were for. ‘I’ve found myself
much hornier than usual, ma’am’, she said. ‘Am I right in thinking
that it’s chemical in origin?’

This
time Girl got a rather old-fashioned look, as if she’d been
expected to supply the answer. Clementine decided to accept the
chore. ‘It’s origin is you, but some of the treatments remove your
inhibitions that we all acquire, from parents, religions, social
mores, etc.. What you’re experiencing is what the real you, the
lustful you, the slut.’

Janice
was far from convinced that she was only experiencing a loss of
inhibitions, and she’d always disliked the word ‘slut’. She decided
on a partial change of subject. ‘Ma’am, I’ve spent almost all day
with my wrists locked behind my back, and I’ve felt no pain, no
cramp, no muscle strain. Is that because of the pills?’


Clementine signed and rolled her eyes at Polly. ‘The problem
with the clever ones’, she began, affecting infinite patience, ‘is
that they want to understand everything. They ask so many
questions.’ She turned back to Janice. ‘You are protected from
cramp, muscle pains, aching joints, etc.; the most common problems
associated with long-term bondage. You’re still not ready to spend
the night like that, but soon you will be. Before you think of more
questions with which to bombard us, one of the pills just replaces
your contraceptive. Another immunises you against cystitis, THRUSH
and NSU, and another gives you immunity to most STDs including HIV.
These are not approved drugs, but they are safe. Another pill has a
more mundane function; it ensures that you always empty your bowels
at the same time of day, in your case, just after breakfast. It
saves a lot of manpower. These treatments are very limited in their
effect and duration. That’s why you have to take them every day,
and in some cases, twice a day. When you go for your appointment at
the clinic, some of them will be replaced by more permanent, and
more calibrated, solutions.’

‘Why have these solutions not been made available to the
general public, ma’am?’

‘Companies want to recoup their investments on existing
treatments before they introduce new ones. That’s one explanation,
but it’s not the only one. Some of the treatments have outcomes
that would be seen as politically incorrect nowadays, or might be
socially disruptive. Imagine a situation in which any man could
visit his local pharmacy and come home with a pill that would turn
his wife or girlfriend into a whimpering sex-addict, begging on her
knees to be bound and ravished. She could do the same with him, of
course. It would just be a matter of who gets in first.’

‘Is that what I’ll be, ma’am; “a whimpering
sex-addict”?’

‘Not quite. It’s all in the dosage. That’s why you’re going to
the clinic. There are specialists there who can get precisely the
effect that the owner specifies. But think about how you are at the
moment. You’ve had two days of almost continuous sex, and I think
you’ve enjoyed it. You aren’t sore, and I don’t think you feel
abused or violated. You’re ready for more, but you aren’t crawling
on the floor, begging and fighting to get between my legs. That
means that even with the pills alone, we’ve hit close to the mark
with the dose.’

‘I’m not sure I can beg and fight at the same time, ma’am, but
I’d love to be between your legs.’

‘Well, you’ve finished your lemon cheesecake, so go for it,
girl.’

It
began, but did not end, with cunnilingus, and Girl performed the
same service for Polly. Dinner ended, finally, with all four bodies
writhing and intertwined on the thick rug between the table and the
hall door, with the cook slipping in and out from the utility room,
clearing the table. Being in much stricter bondage than Girl,
Janice got rougher treatment, her head often grasped between too
hands as her mouth was forced against one of the nine available
openings, or stuffed with breast, fingers or toes. Throughout,
Janice felt that she was either on the brink of an orgasm, or in
the throes of one, and she probably climaxed more often than any of
the other three women. As they gradually subsided, steaming and
panting, Clementine called the cook over, and she stood over them
looking expectant, probably thinking that she was going to be asked
for more coffee. ‘That was a lovely meal’, said the mistress. ‘You
deserve the evening off, so get one of the other slaves to clear up
and set breakfast up, and take Janice for the night. In the morning
I’ll be interested to know what you think of her.’

‘Thank you very much, ma’am. I’m glad you enjoyed your meal.’
And with that, the fat woman bent down to help Janice to her feet,
and without further ceremony, led her on very shaky legs from the
room. She was in a daze, scarcely comprehending what was happening.
Drenched in sweat and salty fluids, the taste of three vaginas was
still in her mouth and her vagina was ‘singing’ with the
aftershocks of the most orgasmic experience of her life. Now,
apparently, she was expected to start all over again. The
difference was that Clementine, Polly and Girl were all, in very
different ways, attractive women. The cook was a shapeless hulk,
her great thighs dimpled and her stomach concealed under folds of
fatty flesh. Her breasts were really too big to be sexy, with huge,
coarse areolae, and her nipples were as thick as Janice’ thumb. On
a porn site she might have featured in the ‘humungous hooters’
section; something to stare at in wonderment, but not to masturbate
over.

It was, she realised, a test. She was almost losing count of
the men and women she’d had sex with, but none had been really
unattractive. If she was to become a useful sex-slave, however,
she’d have to be available to anyone, at any time, at the behest of
her owner. This had been pre-planned, for the cook was naked except
for a brief apron around her waist, and she was usually fully
clothed. She was also in a very good mood, not seeming to see- or
at least to admit- that there was anything incongruous or even
unusual in the situation. She led the way upstairs to a small room
at the back of the house, behind one of the larger bedrooms and
under the eaves, with a sloping ceiling and limited headroom. It
was very cosy and comfortable for a slave’s quarters, with a
tiny en suite and
facilities for making drinks and snacks. The bed was a four-foot
‘small double’, and was, necessarily, stoutly constructed. There,
after a brief visit to the toilet, she faced up to her duty.
Thinking of England was not an option, as the cook expected her to
take the initiative, finding the means, with her hands still locked
behind her, to burrow between the blubbery thighs from the back to
reach a point from which she could try to deliver either anal or
cunnilingus. She managed both in succession, but only because the
cook, as soon as she felt the touch of her tongue, reached round to
pull her buttocks apart. Already tired, Janice found it the more
exhausting because she lacked the space to manoeuvre freely. After
a few minutes of trying, there was a massive eruption as the cook
turned over to offer her pussy- unshaved and soaking- from the
front, and Janice had to take a deep breath and dive in, the wet
surfaces enclosing most of her face. She managed surprisingly well,
for the cook responded quickly and understood her need to come up
for air from time to time. The orgasm, when it came, was the most
difficult time, as the walls of fat closed around her face,
swallowing her almost completely. Having taken a deep breath just
in time, she managed to last the climax out, but it was, like the
Battle of Waterloo, a near run thing.

It would
be an exaggeration to say that anything about the cook attracted
Janice, but there was something about the situation that stimulated
her; the idea that she was the plaything of another person for whom
she felt nothing, that her own feelings were of no account. She
couldn’t resist, however, when she was pulled close against the
cook, her thick lips swallowing her own, her hand reaching into her
vagina, fingers and thumbs thick and strong against her clitoris.
The inevitable happened after about three minutes, and thereafter
Janice simply wallowed in flesh, revelling in its softness, its
pliability, and above all, its quantity. Once the lights were
turned right down, its shape didn’t seem to matter as
much.

The cook
had been given the key to Janice’ restraints, and before they
finally settled down she changed them for wrist-to-thigh cuffs,
leaving her unstressed but fully accessible. She went to sleep
almost immediately, spooned against the bulging bottom on a narrow
strip of mattress, and left to herself she wouldn’t have opened her
eyes until the morning. In the small hours, however, the cook
turned over and drew her close, and for what seemed like hours she
used the smaller body like a sex toy, rubbing her breasts against
her clitoris, then her face, then her buttocks, one at a time. She
kept the room so warm that their perspiration acted as a natural
lubricant, She used her own swollen nipples on Janice’ most
sensitive areas, but she was surprisingly expert with her blunt,
stubby fingers, scrabbling in her pussy with the bud held between
two of them, exerting just the right amount of pressure. In the
series of alpine orgasms that followed, it felt to Janice that the
cook’s body was a huge, rubber, inflatable mattress, with built-in
nipples on which she could suck, as hard as she liked, when the
ecstasy became, at the summits of her climaxes, almost too much to
bear.

After
another sleep, in the morning the cook knelt over Janice’ face
again, leaving her coated with the salty fluid that oozed from her
in seemingly unlimited quantities. Afterwards the pudgy fingers
worked their magic again, but this time a thumb worked its way into
her back passage, the fat-swollen tip teasing the sphincter muscle
as it pushed and pulled back and forth. This was largely uncharted
territory for Janice, for the other women had contented themselves
with the briefest of touches with much slimmer digits. She found
that she enjoyed it much more than she’d expected, though she still
couldn’t imagine how a man’s shaft would feel there. She also had
no doubt whatsoever that she would find out, probably sooner than
later.

The cook
ended their intimate time together with a series of long, sloppy
kisses, her lips really too big to ‘plug in’ to Janice’ and
smothering most of her face. Although accustomed now to her grosser
characteristics, Janice was glad when Girl came to take her for her
breakfast and the morning cleansing process. In the kitchen, from a
distance, the cook was no more attractive than before, though she
was no longer intimidating.


Chapter Four:
Rural Rides

 


‘What are we going to see today?’, Janice asked Girl as she was
being dried after their shower. She thought that the black girl
seemed quiet, as if she’d hadn’t had much sleep.

‘What do you mean, “we”, white girl?’, was the answer. ‘I’m
going to catch up on my beauty sleep. I spent last night as the
duty sex-slave in the residential block. It’s full at the moment.
We have three carriage drivers visiting at the moment. You probably
won’t see them, as Madam Clementine is taking them to Worthing to
see some trainee ponies. You’re going to spend the day with Madam
Polly.’

That was
a surprise. Polly had shared her in bed with Clementine, and had
always been present at mealtimes, but she was still, to Janice, a
two-dimensional figure. Many of her remarks had sounded vaguely
sarcastic or ironic, and she often seemed slightly detached from
the gathering. Janice had wondered whether she would rather have
had Clementine to herself. Her physical appearance tended to set
her further apart in an assembly of buxom, well-fleshed women, but
although she lacked their luxurious curves her face was very
pleasing, with a small but well-shaped mouth and soft-looking lips.
Janice was not at all sure that they had kissed properly, but as
their only encounters had been late at night and in a threesome, it
was difficult to be certain.

A major
change from previous days was that breakfast had been taken and
finished earlier, and Girl did not have sex with Janice after their
shower, so the latter was ready for Polly by about ten-thirty. Her
bondage was also different; her arms were in a square binder, made
of faux leather, which held them crossed behind her back, an even
more helpless position that tended to push her chest well out.
Being barely used to walking without her arms to balance her, she
now found it even more unsettling, and made her way very slowly to
the kitchen door where she’d been told to meet Polly. The latter
appeared a minute or two later, dressed in a very simple white
shirt and a pair of shorts. ‘We’ll be outdoors quite a bit today’,
she said without preliminary greetings. I’ll put this on
you.’

‘This’ was a very strange garment; an orange fleecy ‘onesie’
with a hood but no arms, which simply wrapped around her and zipped
up the front. Instead of trousers it had a hobble skirt that
stretched easily, so it offered no impediment to walking, and the
wearer could be stripped just by pulling down the zip. She was also
given a pair of furry boots; more like slippers for the way they
slipped on and off, but with thick rubber soles added, probably, as
after-market accessories. There was a mirror by the door, and
Janice preened herself, posing like a model; an ironic and silent
comment on the ridiculous-looking outfit. Polly, who had donned a
conventional grey woollen coat, slapped her bottom and pushed her
out, so she almost stumbled on the doorstep. ‘Sorry, ma’am’, she
said, without sounding it. ‘I don’t think orange is my
colour.’

‘You don’t have a colour. You look best naked. Perhaps we
should export you to somewhere warmer. Keep walking.’

The day
was quite different to its predecessor, cold with frost in the
shadows, a clear sky, bright sunlight and no wind. Janice loved the
feel of the sun on her face, and the cold air was a welcome change
from the overheated interior of the farmhouse. They walked in the
direction away from the main gate, past the guest suites, the hucow
shed, a half-troglodytic building that she assumed to be the
residential block, and another hundred yards further on, to where
the land fell away a little towards the upper rockface. A stream
ran along the base of the rock, but it was culverted where a very
large, low shed had been built, the depression making it less
conspicuous. The roof was painted in camouflage colours, rendering
it almost invisible from the air. There were several smaller
structures nearby, and one- an open sided barn- contained a number
of small coaches and two-wheeled chariots, all there for
maintenance or repair. Janice could see at a glance that they were
too small for normal horses or ponies, though they might have
suited Shetlands or other miniatures, or goats. Polly, who hadn’t
said a word during their short walk, led the way into the main
building, which was far more interesting inside than out. Each side
was lined with stalls, very much like those in the hucow shed,
except that they had stable doors. A corner at the far end was
partitioned off for the horsemasters’ accommodation, although she
understood that guests were housed in the residential block. The
building was divided in half by a low wooden wall, but it was not
meant as a barrier, having a ten-foot gap in the centre. Janice
soon realised that it divided the stallions’ stalls from the
fillies. The ponies were usually kept locked in them when not in
use or exercising, so their matings were strictly
controlled.

One of
the horsemasters came over to greet them, reaching them just as
Polly finished unzipping the onesie, pulling it aside to reveal
Janice’ breasts. ‘Nice ones’, he said, stroking one gently. Then he
helped to remove the garment completely, and held her by the arm
while she stepped out of the boots. He was only slightly taller and
not particularly muscular, but he had something about him-
charisma- and it never occurred to her that he wouldn’t be having
her at some point during the day. Her legs felt weak as his hand
stroked her side, but it seemed that he was willing to wait. ‘I’ll
give her the tour’, he told Polly, and to Janice; ‘I am Horsemaster
Miles, but you can call me plain “Master Miles”. This is the male
half of the stables, though both sexes use both halves for
exercise, as you can see.’

Janice
was fascinated by what she saw. The concrete floor was spread with
sand, so there was a faint haze of dust in the air. A light chariot
was racing towards them, pulled by a single male pony. He was what
she’d read about and always imagined; with muscular thighs and
calves, an obvious ‘six pack’ and his penis in a cage. A closer
look later on revealed a wide steel collar around the top of his
scrotal sac; his testicles bulging out below. His arms were in a
tube that held them folded behind him, leaving his upper back open
to the whip. When she saw him stationary, however, like most of the
ponies, it was his buttocks that were more obviously striped. He
pulled the cart by pushing against a broad pad across the front of
his midriff, which had a semi-adhesive surface. It was a newly
developed way, explained Miles, of overcoming the perennial problem
with stallions, that they lacked proper waists. Fillies wore a
simple belt of leather-lined steel, with the shafts locked to each
side.

The pony
was steered with a hard rubber bit, held in place by a network of
straps under his chin and over and around his face and head. He was
not blinkered, though that was common practice, nor was he plumed,
unlike the females. He did wear a tail, locked in his bottom and
waving behind him as he galloped. He also wore hooves, though with
extra heels to make a more human gait possible. Some of the ponies,
Miles told her, ran in ordinary sandals, and others were trained to
use proper, heelless hooves.

The
chariot was built mostly of aluminium tubing, with a light plywood
seat cushioned with memory foam. Titanium versions with
carbon-fibre seats were available, but being very expensive, were
reserved for racing. In any case, she learnt, the rules imposed a
minimum all-up weight of eighty kilograms for the cart and rider
combined. The races were a test for the ponies and drivers, not for
the carriage designers or constructors.

‘In winter’, explained Miles, ‘they exercise on a
figure-of-eight course that includes a circuit of each half of the
building. The males and females run in opposite directions;
avoiding collisions is the responsibility of the drivers, and good
training for them. It can get crowded sometimes, with the slower
carriages often getting in the way. Training is much easier in
summer. We can use tracks to form circuits up to a mile and a half
long. We’ll climb aboard this one.’

He was
referring to a landau that was approaching them at a steady but
sedate pace, drawn by four fillies who were all big-breasted and,
as far as could be seen around their bits, quite pretty. The
driver, a free woman in a riding outfit, sat on the bench and had
two whips at her disposal, of different lengths to reach the front
and rear pairs. The carriage was beautifully crafted and decorated,
with room for four passengers in two upholstered seats facing one
another. Miles waved it to a stop, and gestured Janice to climb
aboard, though she needed his arm to help her on the flimsy little
steps. She reclined on the back seat, with him facing her, and the
carriage set off again, at a gentle trot. The driver was not aiming
at speed, but uniformity, with the ponies’ strides matching exactly
and their bodies held at matching angles, bending forward about
fifteen degrees from the vertical. They rolled forward smoothly
through a full figure-of-eight circuit, other one and two pony
carriages swerving out of their way. There was a lot for Janice to
see. About half the ponies were chained in their stalls, but others
were being exercised in various ways, not just pulling carriages.
In the centre of each loop of the figure eight was an upright post
that turned in a socket, with a small platform at ground level and
a loop at the top. To each was bound, with many windings of rope, a
female slave, chosen for the curvaceousness of her figure and tied
to make her breasts bulge, the nipples being pegged and joined with
a thin chain. Two or three ponies were attached by long reins to
the loop above her, and as they trotted or galloped round and round
she turned, her role, as far as Janice could tell, being purely
decorative. Her own figure made her eminently suitable, but her
attention was soon elsewhere. In the area near the offices were a
number of exercise machines- mostly cycles- and several ponyslaves
were locked on to them, with a free female supervisor- a very
strict-looking plain woman- urging them on with a whip. Then there
were half a dozen frames where ponies were allowed to use the
comfort-slaves after their exercise. Males were bound supine to
low, narrow benches of the type that Janice had seen in the deep
dungeons, and fillies could mount either their cocks or their
mouths with their arms still restrained. Stallions could also be
fellated, but one male was bound prone to be sodomised, and he was
in use with another male pony waiting. Female comfort slaves were
tied in an ‘X’ shape in an open frame, the angle of which could
easily be adjusted. Stallions could easily duck inside and use them
for vaginal sex, leaning forward to suck their breasts or kiss
their mouths, but a servant-slave was on hand to adjust frames on
demand, so oral, anal or even intermammary sex could be provided,
and their mouths could be used by fillies.

It was a
busy, dusty and quite noisy place, with most areas used intensively
despite the space available. Janice called to Miles, having to
raise her voice above the rattling of the landau’s wheels as the
driver stepped up the pace. ‘Master, do all these slaves belong to
Madam Clementine?’

At that
point a rapid turn almost tipped her over, and he waited until she
was securely upright again, wedging herself in the corner formed by
the back and side of the seat. ‘No, only about a quarter of them’,
he answered. ‘This is a livery stable, and most owners accept our
standard package of exercise and training, and leave feeding and
mating to our discretion.’ At that point, tired of having almost to
shout, he moved to sit alongside her, squeezing into a space that
was really too narrow. ‘We can vary the programmes on request, and
we also train ponies for special purposes, as you’ll see.' He
rested his hand on Janice’ thigh, fingers nestling down towards her
sex. She opened her legs a little, having very little space
available. ‘Polly’s left you with me for the next few hours, so
I’ve plenty of time to show you the ropes.’

She
wiggled her shoulders and pushed her leg harder against him to let
his fingers slip further towards her opening. ‘I hope you’ll enjoy
doing that, master’. She was amazed at herself for answering like
that, offering herself to a virtual stranger without hesitation or
reservation. How could she ever think of going back to her previous
life now?

 



***

 


From her
position in the back of the landau, Janice could look past the
driver to watch the ponies, fascinated by the rhythmic movements of
their thighs and buttocks and the way their tails swished from side
to side in unison. They were in perfect step, a team that had
obviously practiced together, and visually, with the leading pair
white and the following two black, they were a pleasing set to
watch. The driver used her whips very sparingly, and it was obvious
that sudden shocks would throw the ponies out of sync. Instead she
cracked them in the air, and after a couple of circuits Janice
realised that she was signalling changes of pace. For the comfort
of her passages she made the turns quite slowly, but accelerated to
a gallop on the long straights. She seemed to steer with the bit in
the front left pony’s mouth, the others being trained to move with
her. They completed a dozen circuits, though she had no idea how
long they had been running before she and Miles had boarded the
carriage. Towards the end they were getting a little ragged, and
their bodies were glistening and dripping with sweat. Janice was
dripping onto the upholstery, wishing the fingers would go lower,
but Miles seemed content to wait. She was almost ashamed to find
herself wishing, as the pace began to flag on the last two straight
runs, that that driver would use the whip on the ponies’ flesh to
spur them to greater efforts. She was breathing heavily when they
stopped near the office block, and Miles helped her to dismount.
She was further stimulated by the sight of the comfort-slaves in
use, and the short queue of ponies awaiting their turns, soon to be
joined, she presumed, by the four from the landau. She didn’t
expect that she would ever be a ponyslave herself, but could
imagine herself bound in one of the frames. Doubtless their days
were long and hard, but it looked better than stacking shelves in
Tesco’s (not that she had ever intended to do that,
either).

Someone
had brought the onesie, and two servant-slaves dressed her while
Miles went into the offices to collect his coat. Meanwhile another
carriage was led in from outdoors. It was very different; a
lightweight with a single padded driving bench just wide enough for
two, and a little tray behind for what looked like a large picnic
basket. The vehicle was much narrower than the landau, giving the
impression that it was made for use on footpaths or overgrown
tracks. The four wheels were lightly built but looked strong, with
broad rims and plump, pneumatic tyres. The carriage was designed
for one pony, or two in tandem, and the latter arrangement was
being used this time. The poles were replaceable, but this time
there were two, with two crosspieces against which they would push,
as if both were male. In fact, the leader was a filly, as was
obvious from her skin-tight clothing.

For
outdoor use, the vehicle was drawn by rubberponies. Both were
encased from throat to ankles in tightly fitting, thick rubber
suits, with several zippers to close them up and also to reveal, at
their master’s will, their vulnerable parts. There feet were in
patent leather boots that in no way resembled horse’s hooves, but
were designed to be waterproof and to give a good grip in mud
rotting leaves, while their hands were locked into bondage mitts,
fingers folded down to give the impression of rubber balls. Their
heads were also enclosed in rubber, leaving wide eyeholes, smaller
openings for the nostrils and the largest aperture for the mouths,
distended by thick, black rubber bits. They looked restless, and
Janice had no doubt that they were overheated and sweating in their
outfits, and eager to be out in the open air.

They
didn’t have to wait long. Master Miles emerged from the office
block still speaking into his mobile while shrugging himself into
an overcoat. He’d replaced his shorts with long trousers, but wore
the same shirt, and went on talking as he climbed onto the driving
bench and leant right down to help Janice up. It was much higher
than the back of the landau. There was a whip stored neatly in a
holder to his right, but it would make little impression on the
rubber-enclosed backs and bottoms. He could snap it over the
ponies’ heads to direct them, but to spur them he needed a
completely different system. As he explained to Janice as they
moved off, the tails that were locked in their bottoms, and which
were threated through a small aperture in the rubber suits,
included lithium battery-powered shocking device, controlled from a
handset that was kept in a waterproof case next to the whip. It had
many levels, from a tingle that was no more than a helpful hint to
a searing blast that would almost certainly make them stumble. The
usual level was somewhere in the middle. On this occasion, she
never saw him use it at all.

They
exited the stables by a vestibule that served as a heatlock,
rattling into the open air, which was still bright, clear and still
not much above freezing. The pace rose to a brisk trot and they
drove up the track away from the farmhouse, with the upper cliff
looming higher above them and the ‘shelf’ of level ground gradually
narrowing. Janice was looking around them, wondering whether they
could be seen by outsiders who might be hiking or riding equine
ponies on public tracks. Trespassers couldn’t be ruled out,
especially as the low limestone cliffs might be attractive to
novice climbers. ‘Don’t worry’, said Miles as he guessed what she
was thinking. ‘There are fences, but detectors will warn us of
anyone infiltrating the property.’

It was
very comfortable jogging along, as the seat was well sprung and the
track in good condition. She was surprised at how far they could go
and still be on the farm, though she understood that it was
actually a very long but narrow strip between a huge area of upland
grazing and more fertile arable land. Under different circumstances
it would have made a lovely public footpath, giving access to the
higher parts of this this quiet part of the Downs.

After
riding for a few minutes, they reached a pond, about fifty yards
long but only ten or fifteen wide, under the upper cliff, with a
stand of low wind-blown trees at the far end. There was a tiny
beach there, and the shade from the trees had left the water’s edge
crusted with melting ice. There they paused for a few minutes,
leaving the ponies hitched and panting, their breath forming clouds
of vapour that lingered in the still air. He led her along the
beach and among the trees, and by a rocky outcrop that was topped
with an old wooden cross, he kissed her for the first time, pulling
her zip down just far enough for him to grasp one of her breasts.
She responded willingly and wholeheartedly, for she liked him as
much as anyone she’d met during her remarkable weekend. It was
frustrating to be wearing clothes, but as even the most passionate
embrace would not have kept them warm that afternoon, they walked
back to the carriage, Janice assuming that they’d be heading back
towards the residential block. There, she assumed, she’d be
ravished properly. That thought put a spring in her step, but much
to her surprise, he drove the carriage further on, on ground that
was much rougher. Progress was slower as he had to weave around
stunted shrubs and protruding rocks, and they bounced through the
beds of two fast-flowing but shallow streams. Eventually he turned
sharp right towards the upper cliff, and they had to duck below the
branches of another group of trees. A somewhat clearer path led
them between two rockfalls overgrown with bilberry bushes, and then
they were in a small and disused quarry; a ‘U’ shaped gap in the
sheer face of the cliff. Dug into the face on the right, concealed
by more shrubs, was the old ‘office’; a decrepit wooden front with
a half-rotted door and a single window. ‘We’ve arrived’, announced
Miles. ‘Wait while I unhitch the ponies.’

The
‘pushbar’ system meant that they could be released from the
carriage in seconds, and by undoing two or three buckles he was
able to remove their bits almost as quickly. After giving them a
short drink from a bottle he led all three to the door, which,
being much more sophisticated than it looked, unlocked with his
thumbprint. Inside was a revelation, at least to Janice. It was a
man-made cavern but painted white, heated and luxuriously
furnished, with a small kitchen and a smaller bathroom. She had
seen no cable linking the area to the farm buildings, so unless it
was underground the cave had its own geothermal system, probably
supplemented by solar panels on the clifftop above, and possibly a
windmill. She was not allowed much time to think it through. He
pushed the two ponies down onto a large couch against one wall,
quickly opening zippers to expose their breasts and provide limited
access to their private parts. Their tails were set to vibrate
gently, so despite their bound arms, gloved hands, and their bodies
still mostly sheathed in rubber, they would be occupied together,
alternately kissing and struggling to reach one another’s lower
openings for the whole of their stay in the cave. For Janice they
were simply something moving in the background, like the fish in an
aquarium or a family cat. Miles took a moment to find them some
fresh fruit juice in the fridge and then he was on her, stripping
off the onesie and boots, and lowering her onto the bed that
occupied the centre of the space. She was longing for him, her
pussy wet and dripping, and she experienced something very close to
pure bliss as his tip entered pushed between her labia, and his
shaft sank to its full length into her tunnel. She knew from the
first few moments that he was the best male lover that she’d ever
had. His first approach- the missionary position- was conventional,
but he had the knack of easing himself forward with each thrust,
causing the top of his shaft to stretch the underside of her
clitoris. He also managed to add a corkscrew effect, almost
undetectable to anyone watching but still remarkably effective. She
realised that many men could do that, but her first fumbling
encounters had been with very young men, and the MP had not been
imaginative, beyond his nodding acquaintance with bondage. She was
cumming after no more than three or four minutes, but he didn’t
climax then. He turned her over and took her doggie-style and then,
after she’d cum several more times, he used her mouth. She’d sucked
cocks before, of course, but she’d always warned their owners not
to cum, and usually it had happened first, before vaginal sex. Now
she knew she had to take his semen, and closed her lips on his
salty shaft, teasing his tip with her tongue. In all probability
he’d have preferred to prolong his pleasure, but he seemed to
understand that she was anxious, and thrust hard and deep into the
top of her throat. He did not try to force her to deep throat him,
but was happy with the pressure of her lips as the duct in his
penis began to throb, and then to begin his ejaculation, pumping
his semen into her mouth. She found it much less unpleasant than
she’d expected, and managed to swallow it without spilling a drop.
For a few minutes afterwards he softened, though not completely,
and she lay curled up with her head in his lap, her lips and tongue
still kissing and toying with it. There was time, however, for a
little conversation.

‘This is one of my favourite places’, he told her. There’s no
landline and no mobile signal, and a dozen feet of rock to protect
us from the cares of the world.’

‘Does master have a lot of cares?’ she ventured. ‘Do you not
live here, with all those pony girls and boys ready to meet your
every whim, master?’ She took his penis back into her mouth, to
emphasise that she was ready to do just that.

‘You have a wonderful mouth, Janice. You seem to have the
instinct to give me just the precise amount of pleasure that I need
at any one moment. No, I spend a few nights here now and then, but
I live just outside Eastbourne with my wife, two serving and two
pleasure slaves. We don’t have the space for ponies, unfortunately.
I make my living as a stockbroker, so I’m often under a lot of
pressure. We always know that it’s only a matter of time before the
next crash.’

Janice
didn’t know anything about stockbroking, and decided to change the
subject, albeit to a possibly delicate one. ‘Master, please ignore
my question if it’s out of order, but does your wife mind you using
slaves for sex?’

He
laughed. ‘All new slaves ask that question sooner or later. Of
course she uses them too, we’re long-standing members of the
Organisation. The convention is, that sex with slaves is not
infidelity. We don’t have relationships with other free persons.
You could easily find yourself with Mabel, one day, or with both of
us together.’

‘I hope so, Master. Master is hard again. Master could keep
many women happy.’

‘You’ll be speaking Pidgin English next. Let’s turn you over,
lovely one. The cook told Clem, and Clem told me, that you’re a bit
tight in the back. We’ll give it a try, shall we?’

She tried to relax as he rolled her onto her tummy. Entering
unknown territory, there was an obvious risk of tensing up and
making it difficult for him to penetrate her, so she tried to
switch her attention to the ponies, which were now in her direct
line of sight. As she knew very well, manoeuvring with their arms
folded behind them was difficult, but after several abortive tries
one of them had managed to kneel over the other’s face. In the
‘reverse pony’ position- the names seemed more appropriate now- she
was looking straight at Janice, and their eyes met. It was
difficult to discern any expression with her face still largely
covered by the rubber hood, but her lips pouted in a mock kiss, and
Janice responded in kind. The pony’s breasts were jutting out
through their slits, with the zips compressing them vertically at
the base, giving them an unusual shape. That didn’t matter, but the
tendency of the openings to close of their own accord made
cunnilingus difficult for the other pony. The kneeling one was
forcing her legs as far apart as possible, while her partner was
using her teeth to try to widen the gap. Then Janice felt
Miles’ glans probing her, and she lost concentration as she waited for the
inevitable, widening her own legs as much as she could. Considerate
to a fault even with a slave girl, Miles pushed his length into her
vagina first to lubricate it, and then used his hands to hold her
buttocks apart, poking gently but repeatedly at her anus. He
increased the pressure until he suddenly ‘popped’ inside, and then,
very slowly, he eased himself forward until his whole shaft was in
her. It did hurt, and she groaned as she felt it stretch her, but
the pain was short lived, to be replaced by a feeling of being
‘stuffed’, which although not comfortable, was also somehow,
satisfying. He began to move, easing back and forth, but he had no
intention, this time, of cumming in her back passage. She felt
another sharp pain as he popped out, and a faint burning sensation
that lasted a few minutes. Meanwhile he paid a quick visit to the
little en suite to
wash himself, and returned to enter her vagina again, just as
briefly, before finishing with intermammary sex. That was fun; she
liked the feeling of his hard shaft between her soft breasts, and
on occasion she just managed, on the upward thrusts, to make
contact with the tip of her tongue. He had to use his own hands,
and they felt good too, but she tried to take note of the pressure
that he used. Not only might she have to imitate it with her own
hands chained as Girl’s usually were, but she hoped that, as she
gained more and better control over the muscles in her vaginal
walls, that she would remember just how much tightness he liked.
Ideally, she should remember the likes and dislikes of all the
masters and mistresses who used her, and even make informed guesses
about total strangers. She tried to hold his gaze as he squeezed
harder and thrust faster, and smiled, closing her eyes, as his
semen flooded over her upper chest and throat. A few spurts, aimed
upwards, struck her mouth and face, and her tongue flicked out to
lap them up.

As he
rolled off to the side, reaching for a tissue to wipe them both,
she was conscious of the ponies, now trying to change places. There
was a squeal and a thump as one of them lost her balance and fell
onto the floor which, fortunately, was thickly carpeted. She
immediately climbed back onto the couch, and this time they made
the switch successfully. Miles chuckled as he watched. ‘Outdoor
work is hard for them, in winter’, he murmured into Janice’ ear.
I’ll put them with the stable lads tonight.’

Janice didn’t think it her place to suggest that their
problems had more to do with their rubber-fetish outfits than the
seasons. She just lay back, luxuriating in the softness of the bed
and the opulence of the décor, with oriental hangings covering much
of the stone walls of the chamber and coloured silks draped almost
randomly over the bed and other furniture. She could see why it was
such a home-away-from-home for Miles, though presumably others used
it as well. She felt deliciously used, with his masculine body
alongside hers, the smell of his semen in her nostrils, and the
coolness of their combined fluids evaporating between her thighs.
She realised that her thoughts, especially while he was tit-fucking
her, were turning more and more towards ways of giving pleasure to
the masters and mistresses who used her for their pleasure, and
those who would do so in the future. The chemical treatments were
altering the ways her body responded to frequent sex, but perhaps
more important, her mind was changing too. She understood, now,
that sex-slavery was not a passive role, or even a purely
transactional one. It was a calling, a set of skills that would be
consciously honed and refined in the future, with experience that
would be absorbed during hours of silent reflection. Although any
shortcomings would doubtless be corrected with the whip and the
cane, her brain would be her strictest guide and
teacher.

‘Penny for them’, said Miles as he realised that she was in a
deep reverie, bringing her attention back to him.

She
didn’t really want to answer, so her answer was flippant. ‘Master,
I didn’t think slaves had their own money. You’ll have to think of
another way to pay me.’

‘I’ve run out of that, my dear.’ Nevertheless his hand moved to
cover her pubic area, and as they talked his fingers pressed a
little harder against her opening, which still oozed moisture.
‘You’re a very wet girl. Now tell me what you’re
thinking.’

His tone
was still mild, but she knew, nevertheless, that he was serious.
‘It’s harder to think with your hand there, master’, she replied,
‘but I was just musing about what it meant to be a sex-slave. I’ve
never thought about it before. I’m at the bottom of a learning
curve, I know, but I’m trying to understand how I can use every
experience to improve my performance in the next one. I’m sorry you
weren’t able to finish in my bottom, master. I hope I’ll do better
next time.’

‘You’ve learnt a lot in a couple of days’, he replied. ‘You’re
doing fine, and don’t worry about your bottom. I’m sure Clem will
get you a plug to slacken it off. I was pleased that you didn’t
tighten up on me. Just go on doing what you’re doing now, and enjoy
it.’

Nothing
that had been said to her all weekend had left her so pleased and
relieved. Only in Girl’s presence did she feel so at ease. She
tried to snuggle closer to him as his fingers eased their way
inside her, aiming for the clitoris instead of dipping into the
tunnel. Soon she had managed to turn herself over onto him,
writhing with pleasure until she started cumming, and then she was
making strange jerking movements, almost porpoising on him. It
seemed to her different, probably because of the way he was
pinching her rhythmically between his thumb and forefinger, judging
the pressure she needed with great subtlety and precision. When she
finally flopped, utterly spent, he eased her gently onto her back
while he went to make tea. Then he propped her up and helped her
drink it through a straw, feeding her bits of shortbread ‘to help
you recover your strength’. She was hoping to use that strength to
please him again, and was disappointed when he told her it was time
to move on.

 



***

 


The
ponies were resting by then, lying side by side, facing one
another, lips together in a continuous but gentle French kiss. With
their eyes closed they were startled to find Miles standing over
them, and submitted meekly to having their breasts stuffed back
where they belonged, their zips closed and their bits refitted. One
of them required special care with the lower zip, for her soft
inner labia protruded and could easily have been caught. Janice had
to be put back in her onesie, and she couldn’t help thinking that
for one man, three female slaves were a handful that might prove
intimidating. Miles took them in his stride, and very soon they
were outside, the ponies hitched to the carriage, and moving off.
They went back the way they’d come, but without stopping at the
pond, and as there was a slight upward incline approaching the
stables the tired pair began to slow down. Instead of using the
shocking plugs Miles took the whip and plied it against their backs
and buttocks, whereupon they somehow found the strength to make the
extra effort required of them. Janice was interested, because she
knew that through the thick rubber, the whip couldn’t be causing
them real pain. Perhaps it was a warning that they’d feel the
shocks unless they improved on their performance, and/or perhaps
Miles was practicing. He seemed to strike with remarkable
precision, and from a sprung seat in a moving vehicle it was not
easy, she imagined, to aim a long whip at two bobbing and swaying
figures.

She had
assumed that they’d be going to the residential block, but instead
he drove back into the stables. ‘I thought you’d like to try a few
minutes between the traces’, he told her as he helped her down. He
didn’t ask her for confirmation, but stripped her, leaving the
sandals in place, and found her a pulling belt from a selection on
a nearby rack. In no time she’d been hitched to one of the
lightweight single-pony carts, though this one was a four-wheeler,
more suitable for beginners than the racing versions. Then came the
bit. Janice was unused to being gagged, so he chose a slimline
version; a shallow ‘U’ shape with a steel core but sheathed with
soft and tasteless (and easily replaced) faux rubber. It didn’t
provoke any kind of gag reflex- one of the pills had taken care of
that- but she couldn’t help fiddling with it, chewing it and
pushing at it with her tongue. They didn’t bother with hooves, a
full-body harness, a plume or a tail. It felt very strange to be
standing there waiting to be driven, but she didn’t have long to
wait. Although she expected Miles to climb aboard, he stood off to
one side and a young mistress, slim and pretty and dressed in a
coach driver’s outfit, swung into the saddle and grabbed the whip.
‘Eyes forward!’ she snapped, and that was the first lesson. Ponies
weren’t supposed to stand ogling their drivers.

‘Walk on!’ was the first command, accompanied by the whip
cracking overhead, and she obeyed, leaning forward slightly to take
the weight of the chariot. She almost stumbled because it moved
much more easily than she expected. There was mass and inertia, but
very little friction. A tug on her bit made her turn to the right,
which she would have done anyway because the bigger cart with its
rubberponies still attached was in front of her. When she was
facing the long straight a slight tug to the left lined her up, and
she was left to walk until she was more accustomed to keeping a
regular, smooth stride and holding her body at the best angle. That
took the whole of the first straight, and she was then guided
around the long curve with the bit to start the return. Being
steered like that was the strangest thing. The chariot felt odd,
certainly, but she could almost imagine it as being full of garden
refuse, or an unusual luggage cart. The bit was in a different
order; it was the difference between human and animal, and in those
few minutes she left the last vestiges of her life as a free person
behind.

On the
return leg she was told to trot, and she adopted a loping gait that
seemed to satisfy her driver and was not too tiring. Near the
crossing point they met a four-in-hand coming the other way and she
moved to the left, only to feel a light but pronounced sting across
her right buttock and a little jerk of her bit. It was not up to
her to steer, but only to obey her driver. In fact, some
rule-of-the-road of which she was unaware dictated that the other
vehicle should turn to avoid them, and it did so at the very last
second, prompting an angry shout from the young woman and spraying
them with fine sand.

At the
end of the straight the bit steered her round the long curve, but
pulled her head back as well, indicating that she should slow down
slightly without reverting to a walk. Her driver used verbal
orders, but not the whip, to clarify that. When they were lined up
for the next straight, she called ‘Gallop!’, and cracked it
overhead. Janice leant forward and started to run, but the outcome
was not entirely satisfactory. The chariot seemed almost to gain
weight, pulling her back and seeming to snatch at her when in
mid-stride, with both her feet off the ground. She corrected that
by leaning much further forward, but then found it difficult to
keep a straight line. She suffered from the usual balance problem
that resulted from having no arms available, but braced against the
chariot it imposed a tendency to weave, and the little tugs at her
bit, as the driver tried to correct it, almost made it worse. By
the end of the straight she was gaining a little more control, but
it was a ragged ride by the strict standards of the stable, and
although she was ordered to come back to a slow trot for the bend,
she found it difficult to follow a smooth curve. It was fortunate
that she didn’t have to give way to any other carriages, as her
driver was obviously finding it difficult to steer precisely. On
the way back she tried to save something from the wreck by ordering
‘fast gallop’, and Janice set out to run as hard as she
could.

The
afternoon ride had given Janice the impression that a ponygirl’s
job was easier than it actually was. The next two circuits
dispelled the last of her illusions. To be fair, a couple of hours
of vigorous sex, after a broken night’s sleep, had left her short
of energy, but she had never dreamt that it could be so difficult
to put one foot in front of the other. Panting and sweating
profusely, as they began the last circuit she longed to be allowed
to walk. On the last straight, when her speed was half what it had
been, she was kept in motion only by the vicious stings in her
buttocks, as her rider stood in her saddle and whipped the right
with her forehand, and the left with her backhand, flogging her
continuously until she was finally allowed to stop, and she sank to
her knees in the sand, head held above the ground only by the bit,
the rider having tied the reins to a metal ring near the whip
holder. Just in front, the rubberponies watched impassively, still
hitched to their carriage.

Miles
made no comment on her condition, though she fancied she saw him
glare at her driver’s back as she walked away. With another male
handler- a slave- he lifted her to her feet and removed the bit and
belt, and led her gently to the nearby shower stall, where along
with two ponyboys who had finished a training session she was hosed
down with tepid water. The armbinder was not removed, being
washable, though she was beginning to find its confinement
oppressive. Drying was by walking between a series of hot air
blowers. Her bottom was stinging, especially when it was soaped,
but afterwards it was treated with a soothing and healing ointment
that removed the pain almost completely, leaving a residual
tenderness that she only felt when she sat down. That happened when
Miles, kissing her first, helped her aboard the carriage for the
short ride to the residential block. ‘That was . . . interesting .
. . master’, she remarked as she settled down gingerly, although he
hadn’t asked her opinion.

‘It confirmed my impression’, he replied, ‘that you’ll never be
a racing pony, but for general recreation you should be fine, with
plenty of practice.’

In the
open air, it was almost dark, but there were a few LED lights,
mostly hung in trees and shrubs, so they were able to make their
way without on-board lanterns, brackets for which were provided.
The ride took no more than two or three minutes; it seemed hardly
worth being put back in her onesie. When they got to the block he
led her briskly to the door, though she tried to hang back for a
moment. ‘I’d have liked to have thanked the ponies, master. I know
now how hard they work.’

‘Don’t worry about that. They’ll know how pleased I am with
them when they find males chained in their stalls
tonight.’

Janice
was hoping for a chance to ask how human ponies were chosen, but
she was hustled inside where it was warm, and quickly stripped of
her onesie and boots. As all the apartments were occupied, he could
only show her the one that he was using, which was the size of a
very small bungalow, comfortably but not extravagantly furnished.
‘I much prefer the quarry’, he told her, ‘but it’s lonely at night
and Clem won’t let me take slaves there for that long. She’s
worried about security, and the possibility of an outsider finding
the place.’

‘I’d have liked to have stayed there, master. This is OK, but
it doesn’t have the same ambiance.’

‘Well, you won’t be sleeping in here. You’re on common room
duty tonight, but I’ll feed you first. I’ll also give you the
chance to exercise a bit.’

He
chained her by an ankle to a staple that was handily placed under
the dining table, and transferred her hands to her front, giving
her a minute to freewheel her arms before locking her wrists
together. The chain was long enough to give her access to most of
the apartment, so she was able to use the loo and wash herself
while he slaved over a hot microwave, producing a very respectable
chili con carne which, he explained, the cook had made and left in
the fridge for him. Clementine had issued a general edict
forbidding everyone from allowing Janice to feed herself, so her
hands were chained to the staple while he fed her, and encouraged
her to take at least two glasses of wine. To follow, cook had sent
them a kind of kit to make crème brûlée, which he assembled at the
table with the aid of a gas-fuelled blowtorch. The intimate dinner
for two had an inevitable conclusion, and between dessert and
coffee he took her from behind, bent over the table. He held her by
her hips as she couldn’t use her hands to brace herself, and they
finished standing up, for although he was taller his legs were
about the same length as hers. She turned as far as she could and
kissed him fervently afterwards, but he warned her: ‘You might not
thank me later on. You’ve a busy night ahead of you.’

‘Will I be fit to drive home tomorrow morning,
master?’

‘Ah . . . I have been asked to tell you; there’s been a slight
change of plan. Clem will be taking you straight to the clinic from
here. She has to go there anyway, so it would be a waste of time to
send you home first.’

She took
a few moments to absorb that. ‘Am I going home at all,
Master?’

‘You’ll be in your home by Wednesday evening. Trust
me.’

It
didn’t seem wise to probe him further, but she was full of
questions. She stayed where she was for half an hour while he
cleared up the dinner things and busied himself with
inconsequential tasks, and then he released her from the table and
led her out of the apartment. In a big common room, which boasted
couches and sofas, dining tables, kitchen facilities and access to
utility areas and a public bathroom, they were met by Girl, all
smiles to see her friend again. ‘Madam Clementine sent me to get
Janice ready for her shift, master’, she said to Miles. ‘The duty
cock is already installed.’

He
turned to Janice. ‘I’ve enjoyed you today’, he told her. ‘I expect
it won’t be the last time.’

‘I hope so too, master’, she replied, and she meant
it.


Chapter Five: A
Suitable Case for Treatment

 


When
Miles had gone, Girl still seemed quite excited. ‘Did he tell you?’
she asked. ‘You’re going to be the duty cunt tonight. I always
enjoy it when it’s my turn.’

‘You haven’t kissed me yet’, replied Janice, and when that
omission had been repaired; ‘now you’re going to tell me what a
duty cunt is.’

‘I thought it was self-explanatory. This place is empty at the
moment, but all the rooms are taken and there’s some overspill
sleeping in the stables. They’re having a communal dinner, and
they’ll start to trickle back here in an hour or so. Most don’t
have their own slaves with them, so throughout the night there’s
always one male and one female ready to service them. The male is
already installed, as I told Master Miles. You’ll be in one of the
wet rooms, so they can use you when they get up for a pee, or
before their morning shower. Some will start for home early in the
morning. Remember that you’re in a wet room, because if you need to
pee during the night, you can just do it. Your next user can just
wash it away with the shower head, or trigger the room’s automatic
sprays. It’s actually better if you start off empty, so I’ll take
you to one of the ordinary loos now.

Janice
never saw the room where she spent the night. Using standard
security chaining, Girl stood her in the common room and removed
all her existing restraints including the collar. Then, using a
huge roll of black crepe bandage, she mummified her upper body,
binding her arms to her sides but leaving her breasts exposed,
bulged out by the windings above, below and between them. She felt
them both to reassure herself that she’d got the pressure right,
fingering the nipples that stood out hard and proud. ‘These cry out
to be milked’, she remarked, ‘but it won’t be long now. One last
kiss before I do your head.’

Their
‘last kiss’- presumably until the morning- was long and passionate.
Afterwards Girl took a long, deep breath, as if reluctant to resume
her task, but then she put a soft, flat-oval insert into Janice’
mouth. It was a strange device, holding her lips and teeth apart,
but not by a distance that imposed any strain or discomfort on her
jaw. A broad flange covered her lips and made it impossible to suck
it in or move it aside, and at first glance it looked like an extra
pair of comic lips, as might be worn by a dumb clown, if such a
thing exists. The major difference was that the gap was filled in,
except for a stubby tube that protruded both inside and out. Janice
was gagged thoroughly but could breathe freely, and would still be
able to do so when her mouth was covered with bandage, with the
tube sticking out by about an inch. A smaller insert- a double
tube- went into her nostrils, with two breathing pipes that looked
like medical devices, and were shaped to emerge from the bandage at
each side of her neck, under her ears. The latter were plugged, and
the bandage then wound multiple times round her entire head,
blinding her and concealing her identity, turning her into
something like a figure from a horror movie. Virtually deaf, she
was completely isolated from the world around her, but was
conscious of Girl taking her by both shoulders and pushing her
along to what, she assumed, was her station for the night. Then she
was eased down onto a surface, a soft mattress which- she could
feel with her bare legs and feet- had a textured but plasticky
surface. She was rolled over onto her front and her legs held apart
with straps that she guessed, from their prickly feel, were lined
with Velcro for quick attachment and release. Then something
touched her rear opening, pushing at her sphincter, and she knew
she was going to be plugged. ‘Duty cunt’ meant that and nothing
more, for her mouth was thoroughly stopped and her breasts would be
difficult to use with the bandage holding them apart. She felt a
momentary discomfort as the thick, cold object popped inside, and
then a fulness that remained as Girl turned her attention
elsewhere, releasing her feet. The plug had been locked, expanding
inside her as the key turned, making it impossible for her users to
remove it in the night.

With
Janice on her back, Girl quickly pulled her legs apart and held
them with the Velcro cuffs, and then released them again. An
excellent communicator with the deaf, dumb and blind, she was
demonstrating what she could expect to feel during the night, as
successive users configured her bondage to suit their needs. Then
followed a mildly erotic interlude, as she applied a thin coating
of odourless moisturiser to any exposed skin, including the
breasts, and finally a small amount of Ylang-Ylang scented oil.
Finally she pulled her legs well apart but did not restrain them,
and masturbated her for just long enough to get her wet. It did not
take long, and was probably unnecessary. Her last gesture was to
kiss each nipple lightly, and then plant her lips firmly over each
covered eye. It was an unmistakeable ‘goodnight’, and Janice,
knowing but not hearing that she’d left the room, felt her heart
racing, as she contemplated a night to be spent deaf, blind and
helpless, her body open to an unknown number of total
strangers.

 



***

 


The
first visitor came after what seemed like about five minutes.
Janice guessed that the wet room had a ‘vacant/occupied’ indicator,
and Girl, obviously, had set it to the former. The first user had
waited until she was well away; perhaps it was ‘uncool’ to jump in
immediately, as if desperate for relief. He rolled Janice onto her
left side and pushed his legs between hers, swinging them up to
push straight up into her. Then he pumped hard and continuously,
his arms around her upper body, hands on her breasts, and squeezed
her nipples hard as he came. The sensation was pleasant enough but
he was too quick and too businesslike, just seeking relief before
he went to bed. She didn’t think it was much past ten o’clock, but
he was probably one of the early starters. Like Girl he left her
frustrated, well-aroused but nowhere near a climax. He stayed long
enough to use the toilet and take a quick shower, though she knew
that only because a few droplets sprayed over her as he washed.
With the showerhead still in his hands he sprayed her sex with warm
water to wash away some of his semen. Then she had a wait of about
twenty minutes, during which an automatic blower above her dried
most of the moisture that he’d left behind. Then she had three
visitors in quick succession. She guessed that each was letting the
other into the room, so one was using her while his predecessor was
in the shower. They all used her on her side, but one took her from
behind, which she found marginally more satisfying, as his body
kept prodding the exposed part of the butt plug, and she like the
way the two sensations interacted. She came with him, but she had
no way of knowing whether he’d noticed, though she tried to pulse
her vaginal walls on his penis to give him something in return.
They were obviously a companionable trio, for she was fairly sure
that for part of the time they were all in the room together, and
the first one used her a second time before he left. There could,
of course, have been a fourth man, but there was something
distinctive about the way he used his feet, using them to grasp her
ankle to push himself up into her. She also felt pubic hair
scratching on her labia, and she’d come to realise that most
Organisation members were clean shaven.

After
that there was a break of over an hour, for which she was grateful.
She hadn’t been hurt, but her pubic mound was hot and tingling, and
her vagina and clitoris were ‘singing’ in a way that suggested
she’d be sore if they didn’t get some rest. It was boring, however,
to have to lie there deprived of her senses, and she wasn’t feeling
sleepy, so she was relieved to feel another hand on her pussy. This
time she had the impression that a man and a woman had slipped in
together, one possibly being the slave of the other, for when the
penis had shed its load in her tunnel its owner knelt over her
covered face, rubbing gently against the bandage, while a mouth
literally ate her out. The following morning Girl, when told about
it, cluck-clucked her disapproval. ‘It’s against the rules, so
madam will tell them off before they leave. She won’t do anything,
though. It isn’t a serious matter.’

After
that Janice did manage to sleep for short periods between visits,
of which there were four or five in the watches of the night.
Nothing remarkable or painful happened, and most gave her a brief
rinse before they left. If Master Miles was one of them, she never
found out. In the morning, when she was only half-awake and her
nether regions were throbbing with something that might have been
either pain or pleasure, she had three users in quick succession.
She had no way of knowing that her shift was coming to an end, and
when Girl came to unwrap her she was reflecting on the nature of
her experience. Used by a succession of people that she never saw
or heard, and who never saw her face, she was reduced to her sex
alone. Her visitors were masturbating, not making love, but
preferred a warm, moist vagina- often a ‘buttered bun’- to a latex
toy or their own hands. Was she being abused? The night had been
strange- isolated- but not unpleasant, and she was happy to have
given pleasure to strangers. It was possible to argue that they
could not be abusing her as to them, she was not an individual and
identifiable person. Nevertheless, she shivered slightly as she
held that thought; that for those hours she had been part of the
facilities, like the toilet and the shower. Perhaps it was better
not to dwell on such matters.

It took
over half an hour for Girl to get her unwrapped, ungagged, douched,
unplugged and showered, and dressed for the short walk to the
farmhouse for breakfast. Caring for slaves was labour-intensive,
and she wondered how many hours of each day Girl spent doing it, or
having it done for her. She hadn’t really asked her much about
their time apart, assuming that there were other slaves who needed
washing, toileting and restraining, and many masters and mistresses
wanting to use her body for their pleasure. So much was happening
on the farm about which she did not know, so many people she hadn’t
met, so many rooms she hadn’t been shown. With only the two of them
at breakfast, she remarked on that to Girl, who simply shrugged.
‘We know what we need to know to serve our owners’, she said, but
Janice wasn’t satisfied.

‘That’s a philosophy, not an answer’, she chided. She’d have
liked to have taken Girl’s hands in hers to establish a more
intimate link, but her wrists were locked, once more, behind her
back. ‘When you’ve finished dealing with me this morning, what will
you do?’

Girl
didn’t seem entirely sure. ‘I’ll be with you until after lunch.
Midweek’s usually quieter than the weekend, and I’m usually left to
find a useful way to fill up any free time. In the stables they’re
always short of slaves to help with grooming, feeding and
exercising the ponies, so I’ll probably go there. I’m hoping,
sometime this week, to spend a few hours in the dairy, and Madam
Clementine wants me to learn to drive our electric buggy. We use it
when the weather’s too bad for ponies, and we’re getting towards
mid-winter now. In the evenings, of course, and at night, I usually
serve as a pleasure slave. The housekeeper decides where we’re
assigned, unless Madam Clementine or Madam Polly intervene. Other
reasonable requests are met whenever possible.’

She
seemed to Janice to be reciting a kind of visitors’ guide. ‘So do
you know who you’ll be with tonight, for instance?’

Girl
looked a bit sheepish, as if she expected Janice to be annoyed.
‘Master Miles has put in a request for me, before he leaves
tomorrow morning.’

Since
Janice would be elsewhere, there was no reason for her to be
jealous, and her night’s work had convinced her that no master
would try to monopolise a favourite slave. ‘She leant towards her
friend as if hoping for a kiss. ‘I hope you enjoy him as much as I
did’, she said sincerely, but Girl looked uneasy about
that.

‘So do I, Janice, but don’t let the free folk hear to talk like
that. It’s not a question of us enjoying them, but very much the
other way around.’

Janice
rolled her eyes. ‘OK: then I hope that he’ll enjoy you as much as
he enjoyed me, and that you’ll get just as much satisfaction from
being of service. Will that do? I hope we’re going to get some time
in bed together, and not sit here all morning splitting
hairs.’

‘I’m supposed to be mentoring you, and if you get whipped,
it’ll be the same for me. Let me see your bottom.’

The
ointment had been so effective that Janice had completely forgotten
about her trial run as a ponygirl, but when she stood up, Girl
could still make out faint lines on her bottom. ‘We’ll give them
some more ointment’, she said. ‘They’ll be gone by the time the
clinic inspects you.’

‘I’m not just going for a blood sample, then.’

‘No, it’s a bit more than that. I must say, you’re very perky
this morning, considering the way you spent the night.’

‘It wasn’t that tiring. The bondage was strange at first, but
later on I found it relaxing.’

‘That’s because you’re a natural, but you’ll flop soon, so
let’s get you cleaned up properly.’

 



***

 


She was
right. Janice was disappointed that, having looked forward to
getting back in bed with Girl, she simply fell asleep as soon as
her head hit the pillow. It was only about half past ten, however,
so when she woke after an hour, still rather ‘woozy’, they made
long, slow and gentle love together, cocooned in the billowing
white bedding and oblivious to the outside world. Janice always
felt that she got the best of the bargain, for Girl’s fingers did
magical things between her pussy lips and she could only repay her
with her mouth. Attempts to give manual stimulation with her hands
behind her back were not wholly unsuccessful, but another round of
cunnilingus was always the better option. That morning would stay
in Janice’ memory as a time of unqualified happiness, joy, pleasure
and security, and she hoped that she and Girl would be friends and
lovers for the rest of their lives. She also knew that she had no
way of guaranteeing that, which made it imperative to live in the
moment; to extract every ounce of pleasure from every second of
their time together.

They
were, once again and even more surprisingly, the only ones taking
lunch, but cook fussed over them until they had everything they
could possibly want on the table. They sat very close together and
kissed repeatedly as they ate, Girl sometimes feeding her from her
own mouth. It wasn’t always easy to hold a conversation, but they
took a few minutes between salad and cold meats main course and
their human yoghourts. ‘This group called the Organisation’, began
Janice; ‘How are they run, and do they have rules and
regulations?’

‘You expect me to know?’ replied Girl, with eyebrows raised.
‘Slaves aren’t members in their own right, so I only know what
masters and mistresses tell me. There is an executive committee; I
don’t know any members of it. They have officers and enforcers; I
don’t know any of them, either. Their overall HQ is in Newcastle,
but they own various properties around the country. They have codes
of practice and regulations, apparently they’re available as
printed leaflets, but I’ve never seen one. Mistress Clementine has
said that they have to be treated like a buffet; you take what you
want and ignore the rest.’

‘And do they regulate all slavery in the UK?

‘They think they ought to, but there are at least two other
active groups, and lots of people own slaves without ever having
heard of the Organisation. They do their best to assert a monopoly,
and they’re probably about fifty percent successful. Now stop all
these questions. Eat your yoghourt, it’s good for you. The
bilberries are from the farm, as well as the milk.’

‘When will you be producing, Girl?’

‘I should start seeping in a day or two, but it’ll be another
week before it’s fit to drink.’

‘I’ll miss you. I wish I was going to be here to taste you. If
it’s as good as your other juices, you’ll be a Channel Island
hucow.’

Girl
laughed out loud. ‘And you such a connoisseur! I’ve never known a
new slave have so many users in so few days. The mistresses must be
really confident that they’re on to a winner with you. I’ll
certainly be hoping you come back soon.’

They
kissed, and Girl went to ask cook to make them coffee. After dinner
Janice was tucked up in bed on her own for two hours. ‘The clinic
asked that you refrain from penetrative sex with males from nine
this morning, and from any sex from one o’clock, which is now’,
said Girl. She kissed her on the forehead and left her, and Janice
didn’t see her again that day. She slept the sleep of the just for
about two hours, comfortable despite her locked wrists, and woke up
to find Clementine unlocking her ankle from the bedframe. ‘Come on,
sleepyhead’, she called. ‘Time to get you ready for the
clinic.’

The
mistress showered her, inspecting her skin- especially her bottom-
and cleaning her teeth. She also administered an enema, which
surprised Janice. She didn’t explain why she hadn’t entrusted Girl
with her ablutions. Dressing her was complicated, as she had to be
chained to the bed by an ankle to put on a white blouse that had
been chosen for her, and then by a wrist to don a black,
knee-length skirt. She was not given underwear, or tights, but a
pair of plain black shoes was provided. There was no sign or
mention of her own clothes, some of which had probably been
repairable. Her cuffs and collar were all gone, but finally her
hands were locked in front of her body, using conventional police
handcuffs. ‘You’ll have a rug over your lap’, Clementine assured
her, ‘so no-one will notice.’

At the
kitchen door the cook was waiting with a long cape and a pair of
mitts, for it was a cold and breezy day. A closed but unheated
coach was drawn by the two rubberponies down to the main gate, and
Clementine’s Lexus was waiting for them with its engine and
interior warmed up. Her cape and gloves were removed just as she
got in. To one side, surrounded and hidden from the public road by
a screen of trees, she could see a number of parked cars including
her own. When she’d first arrived she’d been unaware that by being
allowed to drive up to the house, she’d been afforded a rare and
one-time-only privilege.

The ride
to the clinic took about fifty minutes, partly because of heavy
traffic in the Brighton area, and partly because Clementine stopped
at B&Q near Shoreham for some padlocks and a few yards of heavy
chain. It didn’t take her long, but Janice spent an anxious few
minutes waiting in the car, keeping her hands well out of sight.
Their destination was near Lancing, but further inland, access
being along a narrow road leading into a deep, almost hidden
valley. The buildings were modern, low and partly underground, with
a recent extension behind. Clementine drove round to park under a
covered area by the door, and then surprised Janice by blindfolding
her before leading her inside. The handover was disconcertingly
brief; she kissed her on the forehead, said ‘they’ll take good care
of you, my dear’, and walked back out. Janice was strongly tempted
to snatch the blindfold away, but a woman took her by the upper
arm, welcomed her and led her to a lift, which went down at least
two floors. When they emerged she was met by several people who
introduced themselves as nurses, and one female doctor, and they
led her to a room where she was chained in an ‘X’ shape to a bed,
and her clothes were cut away. Everyone was kind, gentle and
reassuring, but the blindfold stayed on and the restraints were
real.

Janice
made herself stay relaxed while hands roamed over her flesh, taking
measurements, poking her with instruments and looking inside her
mouth, listing her teeth like a dentist. Swabs were taken from all
her openings except her anus, and she could tell by what they were
saying that the bed acted as a weighbridge, revealing both her
weight and her body mass index. Then someone said, softly, into her
ear: ‘A few little injections now; a few might sting a bit, but it
won’t be bad. Be brave for us.’

It might
have helped more if she had been able to see ‘us’, but she was not
usually afraid of needles. The number of injections was remarkable,
however, and the four that went into her breasts were cringeworthy,
not because they hurt- although they did- but because they went in
so deep and were held there so long. Most of the others went into
her arms, but there were tiny pricks in various parts of her face.
It was done in the space of about ten minutes, however, so she felt
that it was no worse than one or two of the more heroic dental
treatments to which she’d been subjected as a teenager. When it was
over she was allowed to rest for an hour, and she slept, for the
first time in the ‘X’ position, about which she’d read so much.
When she awoke she was in total darkness, but the blindfold had
been removed, and when the lights went up she was alone in the
room, which was large but otherwise typical of hospitals and
clinics everywhere.

The bed
was articulated, allowing the staff to sit her up without releasing
her limbs. It was a strange, even ridiculous position, but she was
kept that way to be fed. A young black nurse, face concealed behind
a mask, spooned a semi-liquid gruel into her mouth. It was not
unpleasant, tasting rather like chicken soup, but she was soon
bored with it. She was also given a small amount of orange juice
and much more water, but there was no dessert or coffee. Before she
left, the nurse lowered the mattress. She only spoke in order to
feed her charge, with nursery commands like ‘open wide’, and she
simply ignored anything that Janice said. Her experience so far was
nothing like what she’d expected. In one of the novels she’d read,
a male slave had been pampered in a clinic in Cheshire or
Staffordshire- she couldn’t remember which- with every procedure
meticulously explained, delicious food, and sex-starved nurses with
interesting perversions. Oh well, she reflected; it was only a
story, but it was an interesting coincidence that one of the
characters was called Sadie, and the slave was named
Daniel.

Shortly
after dinner, two nurses brought her a bedpan, and having taken
away the result, blindfolded her again. That was very unwelcome,
and she would have resisted if she’d been able to do so. They were
also more thorough, placing thick pads over her eyes before locking
the strap in place. Then one of them murmured in her ear. ‘You’ll
enjoy this. We’re going to test your reactions with a
vibrator.’

They
didn’t start in her vagina, but brushed the dildo gently over her
lips, then over her breasts and nipples, and only then over each of
her outer labia, pushing inside only when she was obviously
juicing. The instrument not only vibrated but also transmitted
readings, and the nurse who was handling it kept dictating them,
either to her colleague or into a recording device. She was skilful
and it was very effective, and she used it to give Janice both
vaginal and clitoral orgasms, changing from one to the other for
over half an hour, until her subject and her batteries were both
running down. Then they left with their readings, and as Janice
expected to go to sleep, she felt a prick in her shoulder. An
anaesthetist had slipped in and injected her, and she knew nothing
more until the morning. Some of what had been done to her was
immediately obvious, but most she pieced together over the days and
weeks to come.

The
first piercing of which he was conscious was in her tongue; a hole
about an eighth of an inch in diameter, transfixed by a
stainless-steel rod. To its lower end was fixed a flange that made
it impossible to pull it through and out. To its upper end was
welded an eyelet with a swivelling ring; a permanent installation
that seemed, at first, to dominate her mouth. As she became more
used to it- which took days- she saw it more in proportion. The
ring was less than half an inch in diameter; enough to take a thin
but strong chain. Other, larger objects could be mounted on it,
making an effective gag without covering her mouth.

She soon became aware of something between her legs, but as
she couldn’t see her vulva or close her thighs she couldn’t
identify the source of the strange feeling. There was a dull
smarting, as if the skin had been broken, and a ‘pulling’ on her
labia. She had to wait until two nurses came in, masked but dressed
only in hospital gowns. They inspected her minutely, concentrating
on her tongue and her vulva, and then released her wrists, sitting
her up and locking them again behind her back. It was a procedure
to which she’d become so accustomed that it never occurred to her
to resist or protest, although she wasn’t given any time to
exercise them, as she had been at Clementine’s farm. They took her
to the shower room where she was allowed to empty her bladder. Her
teeth were cleaned and she was showered, and the removed their
robes and came in with her. They also took off their masks,
revealing pleasant, friendly faces, and were more talkative than
her previous handlers. Their endowments were shapely but not
extravagant, and one of them was slightly overweight, and they were
openly admiring of Janice’ figure, lingering over her breasts and
rubbing them with their own. Janice was not feeling particularly
sexy; she was still drowsy and her stomach felt, somehow, both too
full and too empty at the same time. She knew she’d been shot full
of drugs, anaesthetics and antibiotics, but she was afraid of
offending them, and made perfunctory attempts to kiss them or lick
their nipples. One of them gave her a quick hug. ‘We aren’t allowed
to have sex with you’, she said, sounding slightly regretful. ‘You
need to be untouched until you’ve healed properly.’

‘How long will that be?’ she asked, glad to have nurses who
would talk to her.

‘No more than two days. We have treatments here that you won’t
have heard of.’

Apart
from her tongue, which felt slightly numb and tender, Janice still
didn’t know what it was that was supposed to be healing. She was
more aware, now, of a weight between her legs and something
brushing on her inner thighs, especially when the water in the
shower cascaded between her legs. The nurses were very careful when
they touched that area, and she realised that it was still affected
by a local anaesthetic. When they had dried her- again just dabbing
at her pubic mound- they let her look in the mirror at her tongue,
and it helped her to understand that the rivet-and-ring assembly
was smaller than it felt. Some residual swelling made her mouth
feel ‘fuller’ than it actually was. Then they sat her down and let
her look at her sex, holding a hand mirror over it to give her a
better view. The familiar feeling of weakness washed over her as
she understood what had been done. On each side her outer labia had
been, not so much pierced as punched, with large holes into which
rings had been inserted. They were at least an inch in diameter and
quite thick, and made of an alloy that was heavier than stainless
steel. That explained the ‘pull’ that she was feeling, but there
was more. A second ring hung from each of the inserts, making a
chain, albeit of only two links. Doubtless there was scope for
more, but the existing ones had no visible joins. They were meant
to be permanent.

At the
moment her labia were quite red and swollen, and the nurses applied
soothing and healing ointment. Normally she would have enjoyed it,
but it did sting at first and her libido was not at its highest.
After breakfast- sterile and tasteless gloop sucked through a
straw- they went through most of the bathroom routine again, plus
sitting her on the toilet and giving her an enema afterwards, and
then gave her mouthwash, making her use it repeatedly. ‘No solid
food for you today’, one of them said. ‘Use the ointment and the
mouthwash at least every two hours. If you feel OK you can stop
tomorrow morning and eat normally. If there’s any mild soreness you
should use the ointment or mouthwash again, but tell your mistress
if it gets serious or doesn’t clear up in a few hours. No vaginal
or oral sex until Friday at the earliest, and we’ll be sending you
away with a set of plugs to loosen your bottom. Intermammary is
fine, and of course you can use your hands. You can masturbate when
you feel up to it, if your mistress allows it. You’ll be coming
back here in about three weeks for stem cell treatment. Oh, and I
forgot. As I said, you can have intermammary sex, but you might
find your breasts are a little tender in the next one or two weeks.
Don’t worry if your nipples ooze clear liquid. You’ll soon be in
milk.’

They
soon left her, and she had nothing to so but watch the TV, which
they had set to a channel that showed particularly tedious quiz
programmes. Later on a male doctor appeared, masked, and examined
her carefully. He didn’t say much, but pronounced her fit to leave
after lunch, which was a different flavour of sterile sludge. More
ointment and mouthwash followed, after which she was visited by a
podiatrist, who was also wearing a mask. At first her attentions
seemed routine: she trimmed the toenails and scrubbed away any dead
skin or callouses. Janice found the attention soporific, doubtless
still recovering from the drugs she’d been given. There had been a
particularly impressive pile of pills, capsules etc. after lunch.
Then she suddenly realised that something unusual was happening.
Something had been pressed against her right sole, and the same was
now happening to her left. It was too late to protest, and she knew
that in any case, resistance would have been futile. Her arms were
still locked firmly behind her back. The podiatrist, who had not so
far said much to her, now explained what she’d done. ‘Your mistress
reported that your gait and posture could be improved. What I’ve
done is to cement artificial soles onto your feet, with three-inch
heels incorporated. You won’t be able to remove them, so don’t try.
The cement has a unique chemical signature, as does the releasing
agent that will be kept here. My guess is that you’ll always wear
something like them, but the height will probably be progressively
increased. You’ll be provided with special shoes, sandals and
slippers that fit over them. This is quite an expensive treatment,
with all the accessories, so you should appreciate that your
mistress expects a lot of you. Doubtless we’ll meet
again.’

And with
that, she gathered her possessions and left without another word.
Her responsibilities obviously did not extend to the psychological
effects of her attentions. She was only just beginning to absorb
the implications of what had been done. The tongue piercing was the
least of her worries; such things were not unusual and she could
always keep her mouth closed. She would, however, never be able to
go swimming, or wear a bikini on the beach. Who wore high heels to
go supermarket shopping, or when sweeping the front path, or taking
mail from the postperson? How could she visit a GP, or even a
dentist? How could he take exercise, run or ride a bicycle? She sat
on the bed trying to test her altered feet on the floor, not daring
to stand without her arms to balance her. Always a casual dresser,
she had never worn high heels. A brief attempt in a shoe shop had
cured her of any inclination to do so, and she had always watched
in wonderment as female presenters and weather forecasters strutted
around their studios on seemingly impossible stilettos. She had
realised that they imposed a line and shape on their bodies that
the producers obviously thought desirable, and wondered at their
willingness to cooperate.

The two
friendly nurses returned with tea in the mid-afternoon, and again
she was inspected and anointed. The soles took about an hour to
cure, apparently, and were now ready to use outdoors. Then one of
them took a call on her mobile, and announced that Mistress
Clementine had arrived to take Janice home. With no time for her to
practice walking, she was wheeled to the lift and out to the
reception area, where Clementine was indeed waiting, talking to the
masked doctor. She hugged Janice and, with the aid of the nurse who
was pushing the wheelchair, helped her to stand and totter
unsteadily out to the car, in which she was placed, on the back
seat, with her arms still behind her back. They tucked a blanket
around her, the nurse kissed her briefly on the lips, and they
drove off. Looking back at the clinic, she tried to rate the
service she’d received. Good nurses, she thought, but taciturn and
arrogant specialists. Terrible food, and patients kept in chains.
Three stars, perhaps, and like the curate’s egg, ‘good in
parts’.


Chapter Six:
Homeward Bound

 


Janice
fell asleep almost as soon as the car reached the public road, so
Clementine did not have to explain why she was not taking her to
her own home. Emerging unsteadily into the open air, the bewildered
girl took a moment to take in the scene; an isolated cottage
surrounded by a hedge, in a wooded valley she knew not where. It
was actually not far from Lewes, but there was no other property in
sight. She submitted to being helped to the door and inside,
finding it comfortably furnished with period, rather than genuine
antique, furniture. The place was small, hardly bigger than her own
flat, so presumably it had been deemed to be an equivalent. It had
a garage, and one detail that she did notice was that her keys- a
Skoda remote control with a bright blue metal torch on the fob- was
on the hall table. She could hardly muster the energy to ask what
it all meant, but when Clementine had helped her down onto the sofa
in the small but cosy living room, she was looking so bewildered
that her mistress decided that it was time to explain.

‘We decided to exchange your home with one of ours, which is
more suitable. The trouble is, that although you don’t seem to have
much in the way of relatives or close friends, someone could go
there to look for you. We don’t want you to be seen in public, and
it’s much more private here, and you can entertain our guests for
us without anyone noticing. There are cameras here in all the
rooms, just to stop you getting into trouble.’

Janice
had been wondering what it would be like to return to her old life
after everything that had happened to her over the weekend. In the
hospital, after the paediatrician’s attentions, she’d been more
apprehensive. She didn’t know the neighbours very well, but had
never seen her in high heels, with a tongue piercing, or with
strangers visiting her at all hours. New she knew the answer; she
was never going back. Her life had changed forever, and she was
Clementine’s sex-slave, her body already modified to her mistress’
specifications. The thought sapped her of her remaining strength,
and she dropped off to sleep without even acknowledging what
Clementine had told her. The latter unlocked her wrists, put a
blanket over her, went into the kitchen to check the contents of
the fridge and freezer, placed the house keys on the hall table,
and left the house, making sure that the lock clicked
shut.

Janice
only slept for an hour and felt much livelier afterwards. Her first
attempt to get up almost led to disaster. Her new heels were
anchored to the skin of her real ones, but not the bone, so they
wobbled precariously unless she placed her feet carefully, her
weight directly above them. They enforced not only an elegant,
upright stance but also a ‘catwalk’ gait, stepping onto the soles
of her feet instead of rolling her feet on the floor. Mincing
around thus she explored the house, which was well equipped and
comfortably furnished, with one large and one very small bedroom, a
kitchen-diner and a small utility room with a toilet. The fridge
and freezer were very well stocked with fresh food and ready-meals,
and there were generous supplies of filtered milk, bottled water,
fruit juice and wine. Her medications were arranged in the
bathroom, complete with instructions, her usual pills being
gathered in daily compartments in a dispenser. She took a minute to
refresh her ointment and mouthwash, and only then realised that she
was naked. In the clinic they’d wrapped her in a coat for the
journey, but Clementine had removed it when they arrived. She
looked through the wardrobes, hoping to find her clothes, but all
she found was two short, plain dresses, one black and one navy
blue, three identical white blouses and three skirts, one of them
flared, one pleated, one straight, all just above knee length.
There were a couple of cardigans, an anorak and another coat, but
no underwear and no nightwear. She put on one of the dresses. There
were three pairs of specially adapted shoes and a pair of indoor
slippers that just covered the upper part of the foot, rather like
spats, but as it was warm enough in the house, she decided to
remain barefooted.

For the
next two days Janice was totally alone, although the time passed
quickly. The audio-visual system was a challenge, but once overcome
the variety of available entertainment was almost unlimited. She
practiced walking as much as she could, and fine weather on Friday
allowed her to explore the garden, which was large for such a small
cottage. She even made a perfunctory effort to do some weeding,
though she assumed that the gardening was somehow taken care of.
Her own laptop had been brought to the house, but it now lacked the
ability to send emails directly, or to contribute to social media.
There was a protocol for seeking prior approval, but she preferred
to take an internet holiday, not being an intensive
user.

Personal
hygiene took up much of her time. Determined not to fall victim to
infections, she was meticulous in her use of the ointment and
mouthwash. They seemed to do their job, for by Friday afternoon all
traces of soreness and inflammation had disappeared. She used the
butt plugs according to the instructions in the case. She was
supposed to use the smallest one until she forgot it was there, and
then go up to the next size, but that didn’t happen before the
weekend. She always felt slightly constipated. Before inserting it
she always gave herself an enema, though the equipment- a nozzle
that replaced the shower head- was primitive.

On
Friday afternoon she steeled herself to go for a short drive.
Remotes had been provided for the garage door and the front gate,
but she wanted to reassure herself that she wasn’t a prisoner. She
had to use the adapted shoes and face driving, for the first time
in her life, with heels, and risk being seen with her new tongue
attachment. The clothing provided seemed barely adequate, but if
she didn’t do it then, she was afraid that she’d never do it at
all.

The act
of driving wasn’t difficult, partly because the car was an
automatic. She knew that lots of women drove in high heels, so she
tried not to think about it. She chose her route more or less at
random, avoiding the worst of the local traffic, and found herself,
eventually, at a garden centre on the inland side of the South
Downs, not far from Devil’s Dyke. She paused in the car park, and
then plucked up the courage to go inside. She’d brought money with
her, and felt that she wouldn’t have proved herself unless she
bought something. She stepped out of the car and walked- stiffly-
through the outdoor section into the centre, which was, given the
time of year, mostly given over to Christmas goods. Janice
suspected that she wouldn’t need to decorate the cottage; nor would
she be sending cards or presents. She went to the café, which sold
the best home-made cakes for miles around, and managed to order tea
without incident, speaking through lips that she was careful not to
open too far. She also kept her legs crossed as much as possible,
not being sure that the small table would protect her modesty. She
was not as inconspicuous as she would have liked, for apart from a
pair of very young children, there was no-one in the café who was
not old enough to be her grandparent. Nevertheless she enjoyed her
tea- with a slice of Victoria sponge- and it seemed a refreshing
novelty to be out among ordinary people living ordinary lives.
There were moments when things threatened to get out of hand.
Watching an elderly couple on the next table, leaning towards one
another and chatting away companionably, she couldn’t help
wondering if, at home, a sex-slave waited for them, chained naked
to their bed, and she succumbed to a fit of the giggles. Luckily
someone had left a magazine behind and she pretended to be reading
it.

She felt
that all eyes were on her as she left, and the floor was slightly
uneven. Just before she passed out of sight she put more weight on
her left heel than usual, and it wobbled, causing her to lurch to
one side. Someone coming into the café caught her arm and steadied
her and she thanked them, feeling herself going red and hurrying
on, barely registering whether they were male or female. Back in
the open air, she paused by the displays of winter-flowering
pansies, calming herself and resolving not to retreat to her car.
Instead she headed for the food shop, which had a separate
entrance. Someone told her that they sold the best meat pies in the
world, and although that seemed hyperbolic, she bought two
individual steak and kidneys to try for future lunches. That was a
different kind of challenge, for while in the restaurant she’d been
able to stare down at the menu when talking to the waitress, here
she faced the assistant on the same level, and she felt sure that
the metal in her mouth was visible. Nevertheless she left holding
her prize, and made her way to her car, to drive home with,
probably, excessive caution. She hadn’t thought about it on the
way, but now it struck her, suddenly, that if she had an accident,
the paramedics would be surprised by her lack of underwear, her
strange foot attachments, her tongue and labial rings, and her butt
plug. Sitting on a hard seat for half an hour had ground it further
into her bottom, and even when back in the car she was more
conscious of it than before.

 



***

 


On
Saturday morning she spent longer in the bathroom than usual. She
stood in front of the mirror, playing with her breasts, squeezing a
nipple to see whether anything would come out. Nothing did, but she
had been feeling a slight tingling during the previous twenty-four
hours, as though some sub-cutaneous activity was taking place, like
volcanoes preparing to erupt. She didn’t want to be taken by
surprise by a sudden leakage in a public place. She was also
wondering about her lips, which felt slightly swollen. In the
mirror she couldn’t see much difference, except that it seemed
easier for her to affect a pout, especially if she held her mouth
slightly open. She fancied that her lips were also more sensitive,
but it was difficult to be sure without someone to kiss them, or a
cock to suck. She wished that the people at the clinic had been
more forthcoming in telling her what to look out for.

She
always had breakfast before the main part of her morning routine,
so she was in no hurry to get back downstairs. When she did, she
was astonished to find Polly in the living room, looking impatient.
‘Do you know that it’s half past ten?’ she demanded. She ran a
finger over a nearby occasional table, and grimaced at the fine
coating of dust that was revealed. ‘Do you expect this place to
clean itself? You’ve a guest coming this evening.’ She shook out a
length of rope. ‘Why are you dressed? Are you expecting
someone?’

Janice
was taken aback by what seemed like a sudden and unprovoked
onslaught. ‘N . . . no, madam’, she stammered. ‘It just seemed
normal to wear clothes, in the daytime.’

‘You aren’t “normal”’, she mimicked. ‘You wear clothes when you
need to. If you aren’t warm enough, turn the heating up. It’s
geothermal here, so it costs hardly anything. Now get them
off.’

A few
seconds later Janice was naked, and Polly used the piece of rope to
tie her wrists behind her back. Then she examined her carefully,
fondling her breasts, pulling out her tongue, and feeling the holes
in which the labial rings were installed. ‘Does this hurt?’, she
asked, pinching a little.

‘No more than usual, ma’am’, Janice replied. ‘I think they’ve
healed up properly.’

Polly
tugged a ring. ‘I think they have. You were a bit too neat down
here, and you need stretching a bit. Men, particularly, like to
have something to play with.’ She fingered the butt plug. ‘Are you
still using the smallest? You should be moving up my
Monday.’

‘I will, ma’ am. It still stretches me when I put it in, but it
is getting easier.’

She
wasn’t used to being handled so clinically by Polly, but the mood
began to change. Next to be examined was her mouth. ‘Your lips look
a bit fuller, a bit more pouty’, was the verdict, confirming
Janice’ opinion. ‘Let’s sit on the sofa here and make out for a
while.’

It
wasn’t the most romantic of invitations, but Polly’s manner was
always brisk and businesslike, and once they began, ‘making out’
raised the temperature considerably. ‘French’ from the start, the
kiss was sinuous and deep, with their heads constantly moving
against one another to maintain the maximum friction. The ring
seemed to excite Polly, as she flicked it constantly with the tip
of her tongue, turning it over to face back or front, and trying to
rotate it in its socket. For a while Janice held it more or less
still, allowing her to explore it at leisure, but then she fought
back, invading the mistress’ mouth and reaching towards the top of
her throat. It was a very long kiss and Janice enjoyed every minute
of it, especially when Polly’s hands started roaming over her
breasts, and one finally reached between her legs to test her
wetness. Then it was suddenly broken off. ‘Sixty-nine’ said the
mistress, never one to waste words. They made the necessary
adjustments, and were soon lapping away at one another’s pussies.
Janice was already aware that, with bound arms, it was better to be
on top, with gravity to help. When underneath, it was a constant
strain on the neck muscles, and worse if she was wearing a heavy
collar. On this occasion they spent some time side by side, which
worked well enough as Janice’ torso was the longer, so she could
rest her head between Polly’s legs and push directly up to push her
tongue deep inside, or reach her clitoral area with both tongue and
lips. She had a rough ride when Polly climaxed but managed to stay
in contact, and when she came again two hands came down and pushed
her face hard into the now soaking crotch. Then, satiated and much
more relaxed, Polly worked Janice into a powerful series of
multiple orgasms, showing herself to be the most accomplished giver
of cunnilingus that she had yet encountered. The relief was very
welcome, for although Janice’ libido had been largely supressed
after the procedures in the clinic, she’d masturbated on Friday
evening, and by Saturday she was feeling very needy.

The
opportunity to get closer to Polly was also very welcome, as Janice
was sure that she was very influential in Clementine’s
establishment. She was still uncharacteristically affectionate when
they sat up again, hugging and kissing Janice, and complimenting
her on the speed with which she was learning to use her tongue
attachment. ‘Remember to use the tip and the flat of your tongue as
two separate tools’, she advised. ‘You’re doing very well already.
I really enjoyed that.’

‘As I did, very much, ma’am’, replied Janice, and immediately
wondered whether she’d said the right thing. Polly seemed to be
uncertain about how to respond.

‘This is a difficult area’, she began, rather obscurely. ‘It’s
hard for me to give you clear advice. Think about it. I’ve just
eaten you out and you’ve told me you enjoyed it. On the face of it,
that’s fine. But if you say that every time, I’ll start to think
you’re just flattering me; currying favour. Then if one day you
don’t say it, what will I think then? That you’re telling me I’m a
lousy lay? What happens then, my dear?’

‘So I shouldn’t have said that, ma’am? If so I’m sorry, but I
did mean it.’

Polly
laughed. ‘I’m very glad to hear that, Janice, and don’t worry, I’m
not trying to catch you out. I’m not going to whip you today. What
I’m trying to say, in my roundabout way, is that it’s a matter of
feeling and instinct. Be careful what you say to partners that you
don’t know very well. Remember also that some might feel that it
isn’t your place to give them compliments. Their role is to take
pleasure from you, not the other way around. Any enjoyment that you
get is a by-product, almost a waste-product, and not something they
need to be interested in.’

‘I’ll bear that in mind, Madam Polly, and thank you for taking
the time to advise me. I’m happy to say that, so far, I’ve been
very lucky. Most of my users have found that my enjoyment was
something in which they wanted to take an interest.’

She
couldn’t resist putting the emphasis on the ‘in which’, drawing a
wry smile from the mistress. ‘Being too clever by half isn’t always
a good idea, either’, she replied, ‘but some might find it amusing.
A good sex-slave is always looking for ways to add value to his or
her services. Now; I think I’ll heat up those pies you bought
yesterday. After all that I feel like something robust.’

‘I’d be happy to do that, ma’am, if . . .’ She turned slightly
to show her bound wrists.

‘No. It’s extra work for me, I know, but I do prefer you tied
up. In fact, you’ve reminded me that I intended to do your ankles.’
She produced another length of rope.

Over
lunch- and the pies were indeed the best Janice had ever tasted-
Polly explained what was going to happen. A middle-aged couple was
coming to use the cottage as a holiday home, staying three nights,
and as they’d be dining with Clementine at a Chinese restaurant in
Brighton, they wouldn’t arrive until about nine o’clock. She was to
be at their disposal, in every way. She was part of the package.
They would probably be out during the daytime, but that was up to
them. They would probably leave her with enough freedom to cook
their dinners for them, and she would eat with them unless told
otherwise. Were there any questions?

She
could probably have thought of a great many questions, given time,
but she could only think of one. ‘Ma’am, will they be used to using
a sex-slave, and won’t they feel that they’re being unfaithful to
one another?’

To some
extent she was just testing the veracity of Miles’ answer to a
similar question, and indeed Polly’s response was the same. ‘Sex
with slaves doesn’t count’, she replied, more concisely. ‘They are
Organisation members, but they don’t own slaves and they aren’t
particularly well off. This holiday is a prize that they won at an
event. They should know what to do with you, but you might try to
be encouraging without being too forward, if you get my
drift.’

Her
’drift’, thought Janice, was that she was on her own. If she didn’t
please them it would be her fault. If she did please them,
Clementine and Polly would get the credit. They were cheeseparing,
of course. The couple were getting the holiday free, so they were
also getting a raw beginner to serve them. Proper pleasure slaves
were for people who paid good money. She decided to let the subject
drop, and for a while they talked about the local tourist
attractions. Janice would be responsible for providing dinners, but
they would get their own breakfasts and be out for lunch. Nearby
Lewis was well worth visiting, and if they were energetic and
blessed with clement weather, a walk on the Downs from Devil’s Dyke
would be invigorating. It was taken for granted that they’d want to
visit Brighton, and possibly Worthing. If they were culture
vultures, Virginia Wolfe’s house was within easy reach.

At about
two o’clock Polly decided to get ready to leave. First she fitted
Janice with a full set of four cuffs and a collar, and locked her
wrists in front of her body, with about a foot of chain to enable
her to reach her bottom. She would remain naked, probably for the
whole of the next three days. She put a fresh supply of pills, in
daily doses, in the bathroom, and took out the trash to her car,
intended to call at the tip on the way back to the farm. She also
brought in the mail from the box outside the gate, but it was all
junk leaflets. There was a brief exchange when she finally kissed
Janice goodbye. The latter, remembering an earlier one, felt
mischievous. ‘Thank you for not whipping me today, ma’am’, she said
with a grin.

Polly
kept her face straight. ‘For what, Janice? Are you saying that you
deserved to be whipped? What have you done?’

Janice
thought fast. ‘I don’t know of anything specific, ma’am. Surely,
all slaves must reflect, in the presence of their mistresses, on
their imperfections, and the ways in which they could be encouraged
to do better.’

‘Evasions and tergiversations, Janice. You’ve forgotten to
confess something that’s troubling your subconscious? Perhaps a
taste of the lash would bring it to the fore; help you to purge
yourself of it?’

Janice
knew she was being played with, and kicked the ball back. ‘I’d very
much like that, ma’am, but I must try to be unselfish. Surely it
would be better if your guests had an unmarked body to start
with?’

‘OK. We’ll think about whether you’d benefit from it next time
I see you. Good luck with the holidaymakers. You should call them
Master and Mistress Smith.’

‘Of course, ma’am. Safe home to you.’

She
breathed a sigh of relief when the door closed behind Polly, for
she’d half-expected to be accused of criticising her driving. All
in all she was delighted with the encounter, for she now felt she
knew the seemingly distant lesbian much better, and had discovered
in her a dry, ironic sense of humour. She also knew where the
bondage equipment was kept; the cuffs had come from a cupboard
under the bookcase in the living room. She was stung by the
accusation that she’d been neglecting the housework, and for the
next two hours she was busy with dusters and, a vacuum cleaner and
a carpet sweeper, all found in the utility room. Working with her
chained wrists was not difficult, but she was constantly reminded
of her status, and it felt strange to be doing it naked, with her
big breasts swinging freely as she moved. Unhindered by any
clothing, her rings and links clinked and rustled as she moved,
especially when she was dusting. She stopped for tea at about four
o’clock, and then worked on the kitchen surfaces, the utility room
toilet, and the bathroom. Then it was time to feed herself, and as
she was now tired, she took her time and relaxed over her coffee
afterwards. She dozed off and woke at about seven-thirty, and after
a sudden panic, decided that she still had time to get ready for
the guests. She quickly got out some snacks, nuts and biscuits and
put them in bowls covered with clingfilm. She made sure that tea,
coffee or hot chocolate could be produced at short notice, and that
drinks of all kinds were ready on a trolley in the living room. She
even checked that they’d be able to find the breakfast cereals,
etc., quickly and easily, and put bottles of both still and
sparkling water, with glasses, in the bedroom. In her opinion,
there should have been bondage equipment available there, but it
wasn’t her place to move it from its cupboard. They’d have been
given a brochure that told them where to find it.

Being
satisfied with the house, she cleaned herself very thoroughly,
moisturising her skin and oiling herself very lightly. She’d almost
forgotten about the chain by now, and understood much better how
Girl handled herself so easily in her light bondage. She hadn’t
been told whether or not to remove her butt plug; the implication
in Polly’s instructions was that she should leave it in, but she
felt that she could take a normal-sized cock, and finally decided
to leave it out. She could wear it during the daytimes when they
were out. All this took her until nearly nine o’clock, although
Parkinson’s Law probably explained that. She had not been told how
to greet the Smiths, so she sat in the living room, ready to move
quickly into the hall. Her heart was hammering now, and she did all
the relaxation and deep breathing exercises she knew to bring it
under control. She was entering uncharted territory with only
perfunctory guidance. During her weekend at the farm, being a
sex-slave had brought with it complete freedom from responsibility
and decision-making. She had not been free from fear, but she was
free from anxiety. Now she felt anxious, and she resented that,
while still being determined to do the best that she
could.


Chapter Seven:
The Name is Smith

 


At
exactly ten past nine, Janice heard a car scrunching on the gravel
drive. Then came the ‘thump’ of the car doors closing, by which
time she was already in the hall. As the Smiths came into the
house, she was kneeling with her legs wide apart, her hands behind
her head, and looking down at where she expected their feet to be
when they stopped in front of her. She got it about right, and
almost immediately, male fingers lifted her chin, and then she was
taken by the shoulders and helped to stand. She was looking at a
smart, almost distinguished man of about fifty, with a full head of
silvery hair, clear blue eyes and a straight, handsome face and a
smile on his small but well-formed mouth. His body was slim and his
stance upright. He was a great relief, as was his wife when she
came fully into view. Janice guessed that she was a little younger,
with a broad, pleasant face and a clear, smooth complexion, but
clear laughter lines both under and in the corners of her brown
eyes. Her mouth was broad, with a natural smile, and she had
managed to avoid developing wrinkles over her upper lip. She was,
in short, another relief, for she was easily old enough to be
Janice’s mother. She was shrugging off her coat, revealing a
tight-fitting dress, cut low at the front to show the tops of
large, creamy breasts and generous cleavage. Round the tummy and
hips she was carrying some extra weight, but that was probably
necessary to support her bust and buttocks. If their personalities
matched their looks, the Smiths were a gentle beginning to her
career as a cottage hostess-slave. It was the woman who spoke
first. ‘You must be Janice, my dear, and you’re as lovely your
owner said you are. Our name is Smith, but let’s not be formal.
Just call us “mistress” and “master”.

‘Thank you, mistress. Would either you or the master like
anything to eat or drink?’

‘We had a splendid meal, thank you, but we’d both like a glass
of white wine. By all means get one for yourself as well. Let her
go, dear.’

That
solved a minor problem, for Mr. Smith already had a breast in each
hand, and she couldn’t have walked away from his touch. The
harmless exchange left her in no doubt that she would be well used
during the next three days, and she didn’t have long to wait. They
all sat in the living room sipping wine for a few minutes, talking
about their meal and their conversation with Clementine, who had
obviously made an impression on them. ‘Have you never met Madam
Clementine before, master, mistress?’, asked Janice.

Mrs.
Smith, who obviously did most of the talking for both of them,
replied. ‘Let’s not be so cumbersome, dear. Just one title will do;
let’s say the nearest one to you, if there’s any doubt. We’ve met
your owner twice before at Organisation weekends, but always in a
crowd. It was good of her to find the time to dine with us. She
said that we were your first guests.’

‘I’m afraid I’m not very experienced, mistress. I hope you’ll
be satisfied with me.’

‘My husband’s already satisfied with your tits. Please step
through your chain for me, dear.’

That was
only just possible, for Janice was no contortionist, but she’d
anticipated the demand and made sure that she could do it. They
knew where to look for equipment, but just used a single padlock to
join her wrists behind her back. Mr. Smith then sat back down, and
his wife stood with Janice in front of him. ‘Undress me dear’, she
ordered. As she obviously knew, that wasn’t as difficult as it
sounded. Her dress was closed by a long zip down the back, easily
pulled down with her teeth. The same method pulled it down to her
waist, and with her back turned she used her hands to work it far
enough down for its wearer to step clear. Both of them made a
performance of it, for Mr. Smith’s benefit, as he lounged on the
sofa, still sipping his wine, one hand casually covering his
crotch. The underwear was more of a challenge. Luckily the bra was
not the type that closed at the back with multiple loops and eyes,
notoriously difficult even with two hands, but was fastened with a
single button at the front. She began with a false start, trying to
grasp it in her teeth and turn it to slip through the buttonhole,
but after two attempts failed, she tried biting the material just
above it to stretch the hole, and pushing the button with her
tongue. She wasn’t at all confident, but on the second attempt it
worked. The cups separated and the pale mounds fell free, not as
firm as her own and with faint signs of stretchmarks on their upper
surfaces, but with hard, perfect nipples and still very suckable.
The open bra was soon pulled away, leaving the panties as the last
hurdle. In a mad moment she contemplated pulling them as hard and
fast as she could, but failure would cause them to snap back
painfully. She had no choice but to work them down a few inches at
a time, kneeling and then crawling round her feet. She stepped out
of them when they reached her ankles, but she was wearing shoes,
which Janice removed by grasping the heels in her teeth. Then she
was pulled back to her feet and kissed, long and deeply, and in the
corner of her eye she could see that Mr. Smith had pulled his penis
out, and was stroking it with his hand. His wife was putting on a
performance for him, groping and kissing Janice while they both
stood in front, making sure that he could see every move.
Experience had come with age, and Mrs. Smith was highly skilled,
able with the fingers of one hand to poke, prod, stroke and rub
both lower openings, teasing the clitoris until Janice was ready to
cum. Unused to standing orgasms, she nearly collapsed in a heap,
but the other hand steadied her and their lips remained clamped
together, providing a kind of anchor point for her concentration.
She could see in the corner of her eye that Mr. Smith was stroking
himself more vigorously, hand wrapped around his shaft, but as far
as she could tell he was not trying to bring himself
off.

As soon
as Janice was steady on her feet again, Mrs. Smith turned and bent
onto her husband’s lap, hands on his thighs and his penis in her
mouth, fellating him slowly and gently as she waited for the
threesome to be completed. Her legs were apart, and Janice needed
no guidance, kneeling behind her and tonguing her anal opening,
stroking it firmly to start with, and then trying to push the tip
inside. Mrs. Smith was quite tight, so she guessed that she was not
sodomised regularly, but once the trio was more or less stable, her
hands came around to hold her buttocks apart, and that helped a
little. Janice was not experienced in the discipline, but analingus
is straightforward and rarely lasts very long. She soon realised
that Mrs. Smith was doing her best to push her buttocks higher, and
she started lapping her tongue further down to include the pubic
mound, now dripping moisture from between the opening lips.
Slipping inside, she tried her best to push deeper and to stimulate
the base of the clitoris. She could barely reach far enough, but
Mrs. Smith was excited by the feel of the metal on her tender
membranes. Eventually she abandoned her husband’s penis and turned
over to rest on his lap, trying, probably, to wedge it between her
buttocks as she presented her open pussy to Janice’ mouth. He
probably got some pleasure from her movements as she squirmed under
the probing tongue and lips, now working directly on and around her
bud, and he might have found it difficult when she came, using her
feet on the floor to bounce up and down, holding Janice’ head down
on her with both hands. She stayed in place for two more
orgasms.

By the
time Mrs. Smith had finished, Janice’ mouth felt bruised and
battered, although she knew it would recover very quickly. In her
clothed state the mistress had seemed quite staid, almost stately,
so the extent to which she could abandon herself to passion was a
surprise. She was now very sweaty; much more so than Janice, while
Mr. Smith had not even removed any clothes. That soon changed as
his wife ripped his shirt open, buttons flying everywhere, and she
pulled his trousers off, underpants still inside them. She
practically dragged him over to the sofa, but before he lay down he
insisted on removing his socks. ‘I know you were born in Wigan, my
dear, but you know very well that I’m from Standish.’ When she’d
got him flat on his back, she brought Janice over and helped her to
kneel over him, cowboy style, and impaled her on his erection,
still firm, straight and proud. Then she ‘bounced’ her vigorously,
holding her steady until, purely coincidentally, both came at once,
which was quite noisy. Afterwards he stayed inside her, never going
completely soft and obviously benefitting from chemical
enhancement. His wife told Janice to stay where she was, and he
felt so good inside her that she was very happy to obey. Mrs. Smith
bustled round, picking up the glasses and refilling them in the
kitchen, fetching crisps from a cupboard and generally behaving as
if waiting on guests who were watching football on TV. Meanwhile
Mr. Smith reached up with both hands to fondle and knead Janice’
breasts. ‘These are lovely’, was his not-very-original verdict. ‘I
suppose they’ll get bigger; Clementine told me you’d had all the
necessary injections.’

That was
news to Janice, who was labouring under the misapprehension that
they were just to start her lactating. ‘They don’t tell me that
sort of thing’, she replied, trying not to sound resentful. ‘I’m
happy to be what they want me to be, master.’

‘Good answer, my dear. Don’t worry, they injections stimulate
the growth of normal tissue, so the result is much more natural
than implants. If you were mine I’d only add about twenty-five per
cent. The extra bulk will help you carry the milk without drooping
or feeling swollen, and you’ll find yourself being titfucked a lot,
I’m sure.’

‘That’s happened to me already, master, but if I may say so,
you seem to know a lot about such things.’

‘I’m a biochemist working for a pharmaceutical company, and my
department specialises in breast treatments. We do work on the side
for the clinics that accept Organisation clients.’ He tweaked her
left nipple between his finger and thumb. ‘I think they’ve done
some work here too. Women’s nipples tend to spray milk all over the
place. It’s becoming standard practice to block some of the
openings and widen the largest, to produce a faster,
better-directed flow.’

To
Janice the situation seemed unreal, increasingly so. This was her
first conversation with a middle-aged, prosperous-looking man, in
the presence of his wife. Not only was she mounted on his cock,
with one of his ejaculations already filling her vagina, but the
subject was her breasts, which he was examining carefully and very
manually. His fingers, like those of a pianist, were stout and
strong but sensitive and agile, and she fancied there was more
feeling in her fleshy mounds than usual. Had the tingling feelings
been the harbingers of more fundamental change, and not just the
onset of lactation? She had always found it exciting that others
saw her breasts as sex objects. It was thrilling to watch and feel
the effects they had on sexual partners, even other women. She felt
that she might now be moving to a position in which her breasts
were erogenous zones in their own right. She couldn’t yet be sure,
but if she was right, it would be a game-changer. Inter-mammary
sex, for instance, would be transformed, becoming much less like
masturbation and much more like lovemaking.

Mrs.
Smith drank some wine as she held a glass, complete with straw, for
Janice. It was the first time she’d either eaten or drunk while
mounted on a penis; one of too many ‘firsts’ to remember since
she’d driven to Clementine’s farmhouse. It tasted good, but then it
was better wine than she’d ever been able to afford. Mr. Smith got
some too, his head held up carefully by his wife, who then put the
glasses aside. Her husband knew what was about to happen, and he
hardened inside Janice, who tried to encourage him by moving up and
down slowly, although with her knees on the sofa and her wrists
still locked, there was a limit to what she could do unaided. Then
she realised that Mrs. Smith was climbing aboard, kneeling over her
husband’s mouth, facing her and placing her hands on her shoulders,
helping her to bounce on him without slipping off or toppling to
one side. They rode him together, leaning forward to kiss from time
to time, and both of them climaxed before he did, shooting a
second, smaller load to join his first. Finally, somehow, they all
managed to curl up together in a tangle of limbs, the sofa a
three-seater but far too small to make a viable double
bed.

 



***

 


When
they finally retired, Janice slept between the Smiths ‘top to
tail’, so that, with only a light sheet to cover them, The idea was
that either of them, waking in the night, could use her for
fellatio or cunnilingus, without necessarily disturbing the other.
She got about four hours’ sleep, but with the hope of making up the
debt during the day, when they were out. In the morning both Smiths
shared the task of cleaning her, though he put out the breakfast
things. They had locked Janice’ wrists behind her again when they
rose, and mindful of the day’s tasks, she sought a tactful way of
reminding them not to leave her like that. ‘May I ask, Master and
Mistress, whether you’ll be back for lunch, and if so what you
would like, and what you would like for dinner?’

‘Don’t worry about either’, replied Mrs. Smith. If we do come
back for lunch we’ll bring something with us, and we’ll get a
take-away for dinner; probably Chinese tonight and Indian tomorrow.
Clementine gave us some recommendations. We’ve been doing
“self-catering” for years, but we never cook, or have anyone cook
for us.’

‘May I ask, mistress, whether you always take your breaks in
the UK?’

‘In the past we usually went abroad, but always in Europe. We
don’t like flying very much. Covid put a stop to that, and when we
could we started exploring parts of the UK that we’d never visited.
Surprisingly, that was most of it. We’ve been to Devon and Cornwall
but never Sussex or Kent. We went to the Orkneys in the spring, and
the Isle of Man in the summer, though that isn’t in the UK. We
always use the four weekends a year we get as part of our
Organisation membership, and this prize filled a gap in our
schedule. We never think of going away in December. It looks as if
the weather’s going to be kind to us.’

They
didn’t want Janice to do any work while they were gone, but neither
did they want to leave her in uncomfortable bondage, or vulnerable
should an accident, or a house fire, occur. Their solution was to
leave her with her wrist cuffs locked together in front of her
body, her ankles also joined, and a chain linking the two pairs. It
was just long enough for her to stand upright, but to raise her
hands to her face she had to double her body up tightly. She could
manage to make herself tea or coffee by sitting on a stool,
enabling her to reach over the worktop to the kettle and the
supplies kept on it, though the upper cupboards were now out of
bounds. So, therefore, was the microwave, which was built into one
of them.

The pair
left her at about half-past ten, kissing her and almost skipping
out to their car, obviously looking forward to their day. The plan
was to visit Brighton, exploring the pier and the seafront, and
riding on the strange contraption that would lift them high in the
air for a panoramic view of the coast. The rest of the day would be
spent in the shops, and especially in the famous Lanes. They were
intending to ‘park and ride’- for the car parks cost up to £10 an
hour- and had researched their route carefully. After they’d gone,
Janice ignored their strictures against working and shuffled round
the house, finding empty glasses, replacing water bottles and
straightening the bed. Her bondage made the stairs a challenge,
forcing her to bump up and down on her bottom, and even thus the
descent was nerve-wracking. She had only her elbows to steady
herself, though she also tried rolling to one side to get her hands
on the treads. They had probably expected that she would stay on
the ground floor, reading or watching the television. After about
an hour of cleaning and tidying- and lots of effort expended- she
flopped on the sofa, hoping to take a nap, but she found herself
constantly playing with her chain, pulling at her cuffs, and
generally exploring the limits of her movement. Bondage for sex was
quite different to being left in quite strict restraints for hours
on her own, driving home the message that it was now her natural
state, rather than an occasional treat or adventure. She was glad
that the cottage, with its high hedges, fences and gates, had been
equipped to make chance visits by postpersons, salespersons,
delivery men and women, meter readers, etc., both unnecessary and
impossible. Then she did drop off for just a few minutes, and
dreamed, very vividly, that the window cleaners had arrived. She
woke up sweating with anxiety, yanking at the chain as she expected
a face to appear at the window at any moment. Fortunately, before
she’d actually rolled onto the floor in an attempt to hide against
the sofa, she realised that a cat, scratching at the glass, had
provoked the dream.

Lunch
was the next challenge, but she kept it simple with a plain
pastrami sandwich. Anything involving gas burners, or even the
toaster, just seemed too hazardous, but she did make herself
coffee. She was glad of the downstairs toilet, but just as she was
settling down for what she hoped was a longer sleep, in walked Mr.
Smith, without his wife. ‘We weren’t as long on the seafront as
we’d expected’, he explained, half apologetically. ‘The wind was a
bit brisk, but I didn’t fancy a whole afternoon in the kinds of
shops that she likes. I took a but to Lewis and a taxi from there.
She’ll bring the car. Don’t get up just yet. I’ll throw something
together for my lunch.’

She made
a bit of room for him, so after he’d made himself some toast to eat
with the Patchwork paté that he found in the fridge, he sat with
her on the sofa to eat it, obviously ready to chat with her. ‘To be
honest’, he told her, ‘I thought Lewes looked more interesting than
Brighton. I think we’ll go there tomorrow. We both like antique
shops.’

‘It is a lovely town’, she replied. ‘There are some good places
to eat lunch, and the churches are interesting.’ There followed a
silence, for Mr. Smith, although an amiable man, was not good at
small talk. She decided to break it by trying to learn more about
how the Organisation worked, and what its members were like. ‘My I
ask, master, if you don’t mind a personal question, how you and
Mrs. Smith came to be members of the Organisation?’

He
seemed pleased that she had supplied him with a topic of
conversation. ‘I’ll start at the beginning’, he replied. ‘Mrs.
Smith and I have been married about fifteen years; it’s the second
time for both of us. We were adventurous in those days, and we met,
believe it or not, at a bondage party; part social occasion, part
marketing, like Tupperware. We fell for one another and assumed
that we had a love of BDSM in common, and that would guarantee us a
great sex-life. We were married by the time it dawned on us, that
we are both dominants, and it was just to be fair that we submitted
to being tied up by one another. We weren’t unhappy- we’re very
fond of one another anyway- but we both acknowledged that there was
something missing.’

He
stopped for a drink of water, gathering himself to continue, and
she got the impression that for him, this was a long speech. ‘We
agreed that we needed to make contact with one or more submissives,
but we didn’t know how. We did some searching on the internet, but
were afraid of encountering a prostitute or a blackmailer. I asked
the person at whose party we’d met, and he agreed to keep his ears
open. Then, out of the blue, we were contacted by someone from the
Organisation. Obviously, we’d never heard of it, and we were
suspicious, but she invited us to an event at a country house in
Lancashire, and we decided to take a chance. It was wonderful;
everything we hoped for. We joined immediately, and we’ve never
regretted it. It’s expensive, and that’s one reason why our
holidays have tended to be modest, but it’s worth every penny. Our
only regret is that we’ll never be rich enough to keep our own
slaves.’

‘I must confess, master, that I’ve no idea what a slave
costs.’

‘It isn’t that. Slaves are usually priced in currency units,
and it isn’t impossible to save enough, or win enough, or combine
resources in a syndicate. A slave like you could be sold to as many
as a dozen individuals or couples, rather like a time-share
property. The problem is not buying a slave, though that isn’t
easy. It’s keeping her, or him. We have a nice, four-bedroomed
detached suburban house, on a street with many others. There’s no
cellar. Our neighbours aren’t nosey people, but I think a
chained-up sex-slave would probably be noticed, sooner or
later.’

‘So only people with country estates, or farms, can keep
slaves, master?’

‘Well, not exactly. A place like this is secluded enough, but
family circumstances matter as well. We both have children by our
first marriages, and grandchildren, so lots of people come to stay.
Even if we owned Chatsworth Hall, we wouldn’t be able to do
it.’

‘Does anyone ever keep slaves in an ordinary house,
master?’

‘A few do, but they treat them more as servants, or even
companions. They live normal lives, going out shopping, even having
part-time jobs. It’s only when there’s no-one else around, and the
curtains are drawn, that the chains come out.’

‘Don’t they ever run away, master?’

‘If they do, they soon get caught. All slaves, including you,
have trackers implanted in their flesh. If they can’t be trusted,
they get sold to someone who can keep them properly.’

‘And do they get punished, master?’

‘Not just for escaping. The owner is fined, or suffers some
kind of sanction, for his or her misjudgement. But if a slave
injures anyone in the course of escaping, then the penalties can be
life changing. I don’t want to talk about that. I can’t see
anything like that happening to you. Go upstairs now, and I’ll
follow in a few minutes.’


Disappointed that he hadn’t made it easier for her, she
bumped her way up, visiting the loo when she got to the top. She’d
worked out a method of rinsing herself with a plastic bottle
pre-filled with water, though the cold made her gasp. Then she
assumed that she was supposed to lie on the bed and wait for him,
which she did. He joined her about five minutes later.

 



***

 


Janice
managed to get into what she hoped was a presentation position
before Mr. Smith came into the bedroom, kneeling facing the door,
but with her hands necessarily held low, concealing her vulva. She
tried to pull in her elbows to push her breasts up and forward,
with the nipples facing directly ahead. He chuckled as he came in.
‘My dearest, if I wanted you in that position I wouldn’t have left
you chained like that. Let me show you.’

He
helped her turn over to kneel facing away, with her bottom high in
the air and her legs as far apart as she could manage, the cuffs
allowing some room for manoeuvre because of the two links that
joined them. She was thus offering a clear view of her pubic mound
and anal opening, both ready for penetration in the doggie
position. ‘If the mattress is too soft for you to stay upright’, he
went on, ‘you can lie on your side in the same position’. He pushed
her over gently to demonstrate. ‘There’s another, more difficult
position you can use.’

It was
indeed more difficult. She had to lie on her back hard against the
headboard, and lift her feet, with her hands to help, and hook them
over it. Her openings were thrust forward towards him ready for a
‘pile driver’ type of assault. Ideally, her face would peer out
between her legs, but for that she’d need more chain between her
ankles. She wasn’t at all sure that she could reach the basic
version of the position unaided, and was far from convinced by the
whole demonstration. How many masters wanted to see their slaves
‘mooning’ at them? He was changing the subject, however.
‘Clementine told us that you’d be wearing a plug’, he remarked.
‘Did you forget to put it in today?’

‘No, master. I didn’t know whether or not I was supposed to
wear it today. I thought you might want to bugger me,
master.’

He
shrugged. ‘Don’t worry about it, but you’re probably thinking too
much. Always obey instructions in matters like that. I could always
have pulled it out.’

‘I’m sorry, master.’ Actually she was wondering when he was
going to get around to using her. She was horny and her breasts
were tingling again.

‘Forget it. You meant well. Now, just a little briefing. I have
a device installed that enables me to control my erections. That
means I can stay hard all afternoon, even after I’ve ejaculated. I
can do that more often than nature intended, but not at will. You
might find it helpful to bear those facts in mind when you pace
yourself, my dear.’

Janice
was getting impatient. Normally a taciturn man, he obviously found
her easy to talk to, and the floodgates opened. There were limits,
however. Once she was back on her side, bottom facing him, his
instincts took over. For the first time in many months he was ready
without using his erection regulator, and he snuggled up behind
her, guiding himself into her vagina from behind. Then his hands
were on her breasts, pinching her nipples, and he thrust and thrust
without subtlety or any attempt at control, until he came quickly
and copiously, well before she was ready to climax. Then he
suddenly turned into the considerate, caring lover. He activated
his controller and kept his erection, moving more slowly, but he
also dropped one of his hands to her sex, fingering her clit. He
was gentle and took his time, but she was finding it easier and
easier to climax as the treatments took effect. She was aware that
he was doing nothing unusual, and that the tiny movements that made
Miles such an experience were lacking, but her chaining made a
difference. In the past she had usually been almost completely
helpless, but now she could do something with her body, partly
straightening it, jacknifing it, feeling and hearing the links
grating together as she pulled at them. Having her ankles close
together did not make it difficult for him to enter her from the
back, but it did make her tighter, the default position being that
his penis was gently squeezed. She was able to use her ankle cuffs
as an anchor, contracting and relaxing the muscles of her legs to
vary the effect, to their mutual enjoyment.

When
she’d enjoyed a series of three or four orgasms- they were not
clearly separated- he waited for no more than a minute or two. Then
he pulled out, smoothly but quickly, placed his tip against her
anal opening, and pushed forward. As he was very well lubricated
and she was thoroughly aroused, he slipped in almost effortlessly.
She felt stretched at first, but as he moved quite slowly, she soon
adjusted to the sense of fulness and started to enjoy it. She also
felt very relieved that it had been at least as easy as with Miles.
She tried to make contented sounds, humming and moaning her
approval to encourage him, and he gradually increased the strength
and pace of his thrusts. His enhanced testicles had already
produced enough for a small ejaculation. Somehow, the act made her
feel more fully enslaved than any other form of sex.

The rest
of the afternoon was spent lounging on the bed together, her wrists
now locked behind her back and her ankles free. For most of the
time he kept himself about three-quarters erect, so she could lie
with her head on his stomach or thigh and pleasure him gently,
while he rested or talked to her. Depending on how her arranged
her, he could do the same, lightly fondling her pubic area or her
breasts, or stroking her lips with his fingers. He recounted
anecdotes from Organisation events, and it was the first she’d
heard of the girl or boy-hunts, the rowing races and, more
disturbingly, the whipping competitions. It seemed odd that she’d
encountered Whipmistress Sadie without understanding the reason why
she was so well-known. ‘Mrs. Smith is good with ponies that she’s
never met before’, he told her proudly, ‘and I’ve been on courses
in rope bondage. Between us we usually manage to win something, or
place high enough to get extra access to the better pleasure
slaves. Of course we aren’t getting any younger, so we’re hoping to
get instructor status, so we keep our privileges without having to
compete anymore.’

Janice
had been wondering what happened with older masters and mistresses,
and slaves for that matter. It wasn’t easy to phrase a question
tactfully. ‘Master, how old are the oldest members of the
Organisation?’

‘Not sure, but it was founded about thirty years ago, and if
the oldest members then were my age, they’d be in their eighties
now. I know there are a couple of old folks homes for members, and
for slaves.’ He laughed, as if he had just understood the reason
for the question. ‘It isn’t usual to put young slaves with very old
members’, he added. ‘The value of pleasure slaves can be reduced if
they’re exposed to anything that they find unnatural or repulsive.
Most of us get a lot of our pleasure from watching and feeling the
pleasure of our slaves, if you see what I mean. Ours is as big an
age gap as you’re likely to encounter, my dear.’

She
giggled, and kissed his penis near the root, noting that it
stiffened slightly as she did so. She’d have liked to have handled
his testicles, and wondered whether masters ever regretted the
limitations they imposed on their slaves. She liked his body, a
little wirier and more worn than those of younger men, and his
weathered but wrinkle-free face. ‘I’m sure I could manage another
ten years, master’, she replied, wondering whether a taste for
older men would be a valuable extra string to her bow. ‘How long do
sex-slaves usually serve, master?’

He
obviously didn’t know, exactly. ‘Remember that the medicines to
which we have access give us longer, more productive lives. Some of
the octogenarian members are in homes, but others are fully active,
along with their slaves. As they grow older, the slaves often take
on other duties- cooking, housekeeping, secretarial work, even
accounting or nursing- but if they’re well matched, they can carry
on their sex work into what outsiders would regard as old age. For
every sixty-year-old slave there’s a seventy-year old master, or
mistress, etc. etc.. Clementine told us you are twenty-two, so you
could well have forty or fifty years of sex-slavery ahead of you.
By then, it might be possible to extend it further.’

Janice
experienced one of the waves of weakness that usually happened when
she was confronted with the reality of her position, and the future
that she faced. Half a century as a sex-slave! How many people had
used her in her first week? How many would she service in a month,
a year, ten years? Would her body be strong enough to withstand the
constant pounding? She tried to cover her confusion by taking the
whole of his penis into her mouth, letting the tip sink deep into
her throat, and then she brought it up again to let her ring tease
the tip. She felt her skills with the metalwork were in their
infancy, but everything she had tried had had a positive effect. On
this occasion he did not wait to be fellated to orgasm, but
suddenly pulled her up to the doggie position, and took her again
in the vagina, which was usually his destination of
choice.

After
he’d finished, he went down to the kitchen in search of something
for their afternoon tea. ‘Mrs. Smith will be stuffing herself with
scones and clotted cream’, he said, ‘so we won’t be dining until at
least eight o’clock’. There were, in fact, scones in a tin, with
butter and strawberry jam, but no cream, so he brought them up with
a pot of tea, all on a large tray. They sat against the headboard
with it on his knee, and her fed her by hand, with the usual straw-
not plastic- for the tea. It would have been the work of a moment
to chain her ankle to the bed and release her hands, but she she’d
already realised that masters and mistresses loved to keep their
slaves dependent on them, even for every mouthful of food. It meant
extra work, but he had, after all, devoted his whole afternoon to
her, for which she felt quite honoured.

 



***

 


After
tea they both had a short nap. Janice was still not used to
sleeping with her hands behind her back, and dreamt that she was
trying to climb out of a swimming pool, which had helpfully shallow
steps, while five naked males were swimming as fast as they could
from the far end of the pool. The rule was that any who touched
her- without impeding her progress- would use her, simultaneously,
afterwards. The dream tapped into a number of anxieties. Although
now used to having her wrists locked thus, she had minor concerns
about falling into water, climbing stairs and anything that
required quick and precise movements. Mr. Smith’s talk of
girl-hunts had sparked off her imagination, and she was still
awaiting her first gangbang, and wondering what it would be like.
Nevertheless it was one of those dreams that, although born of
anxiety, was far from being a nightmare, and she found herself
wishing that it had gone on for longer. It was Mr. Smith who had
woken her up, wanting to change her bondage. ‘Mrs. Smith will be
back soon’, he told her. ‘She’ll need relief when she
arrives.’

The
’relief’ was going to be oral, and to that end Janice was staked
out on the bed, on her back, in an ‘X’, with her cuffs chained to
the corners of the bed. She had been previously unaware that it had
little compartments from which they could be pulled out and stopped
at the desired length with a latch. He was careful to allow just
enough slack to keep her from being stretched when the mattress was
depressed by the weight of another person. Then he surprised her by
thanking her for a ‘lovely afternoon’, kissed her, and left her
alone. His timing was good, for Mrs. Smith arrived about fifteen
minutes later. She had shed her coat downstairs, and was now
wearing a simple blouse and skirt, but she stripped immediately,
chattering as she did so. ‘You’re a sight for sore eyes’, were her
first words. ‘Shopping gives me an appetite, and not just for cream
scones.’

She
nevertheless took it quite slowly. She bent down to give Janice a
very long, sensuous kiss, and then oiled her breasts, massaging
them with a compound from a pot found in one of the bedside tables.
It was so erotic, so arousing, that the pinioned slave girl began
to pull at her bonds as if hoping in vain to return the favour,
taking long, deep breaths and starting to beg her not to stop.
‘Shush, my dearest’, said Mrs. Smith. ‘Don’t speak. I don’t want to
have to gag you’, she said quietly. Nevertheless she carried on for
longer than she’d intended, until Janice was struggling to lift her
body, to push her mounds harder against the kneading hands. Mrs.
Smith’s original purpose, as well as getting them well lubricated,
was to get the nipples as hard as possible, but that took no time
at all.

When she
could wait no longer, Mrs. Smith, who was straddling Janice, moved
slightly to one side, and guiding it with both hands, pushed the
left breast into her vulva, forcing the nipple directly onto her
clitoris. Then she started to stimulate herself, moving both buds
against one another to get the maximum effect. To Janice the
sensation in her nipple was almost enough to make her squirm, and
she was surprised at how strong it was. She’d seen something like
it done in lesbian porn movies but had never believed it to be more
than an act to excite watching males. She strongly suspected that
Mrs. Smith, like herself, had been treated to enhance her libido
and the sensitivity of her breasts. For Janice he combination of
the rubbed nipples and the grasping hands was indescribable, and
she was constantly pulling and straining at her chains to give
herself an outlet for the sensory overload. After four or five
minutes- and it seemed longer- Mrs. Smith started cumming, rubbing
herself and gripping even harder, and it took a conscious effort
for Janice to avoid crying out. When she’d finished she paused for
a kiss, and then started again on the other breast. This time, the
sensations were just as strong, but exhaustion made Janice more
passive. Afterwards Mrs. Smith moved up to kneel over her mouth,
pinioning her arms as she did so, but to her considerable relief
she was not expecting cunnilingus. Instead she ordered her to open
wide, and pressing with her knuckles on the sides of her pubic
mount, squirted a seemingly impossible amount of juice into the
waiting mouth.

Mrs.
Smith had not finished yet. Like her husband she always tried to
give as much pleasure as she received, even from slaves, so she
curled up between Janice’ legs and proceeded to administer
cunnilingus, at which she was highly skilled. With both her breasts
prickling, and waves of raw desire suffusing her entire body, she
started cumming almost immediately, and given no respite by the
probing tongue, continued, going from one multiple orgasm to the
next, for several minutes, until she’d pulled at her chains so hard
and so long that her wrists and shoulders were sore and aching. In
the later stages she was howling, almost screaming, and glad of the
thick walls of the old cottage, and the quadruple glazing that had
probably been installed with such events in mind. Mrs. Smith
ignored the noise, but rested both her arms on her thighs to
control the thrashing that was making it difficult to keep her
mouth plugged over the clitoral area. As Janice finally began to
subside she did not just stop, but gradually decreased the
pressure, finally replacing her mouth with the fingers of one hand.
The result was a long series of after-shocks, steadily declining in
intensity until at last, totally exhausted and gasping for breath,
she was almost completely still. It was by a big margin the most
intense, longest and most overwhelming series of orgasms that she
had ever experienced.

Janice
felt listless during dinner, although the food, chosen, ordered and
collected by Mr. Smith, was very much to her liking, and she ate
everything that was forked and spooned into her mouth. Her wrists
were once more behind her; anything else would have felt unnatural.
The guests were planning their next day out, and as the forecast
was again very good, Mr. Smith favoured a long walk on the Downs,
even having an Ordnance Survey map at the table to point out the
proposed route. Mrs. Smith wanted lunch at Shoreham Airport, and
had a National Trust handbook with her, hoping to find a house
and/or garden open in December. There was nothing close enough, so
they agreed on the lunch, followed by the walk. That settled, they
talked about an upcoming meeting, in January, at a place called
Underhill Manor. Apparently it had extensive cellars, making hunts
practical in the bleak mid-winter. They were planning their
approach to the various activities, hoping to win more points to
add to their savings. They were also of an age when it could make
sense to buy a slave for cash. Over the age of forty-five, they
were released from the unit-only system, and with the latest
treatments could have many years of sexual service ahead of them.
There was also no need to keep them in strict security, although as
Mrs. Smith pointed out, that took much of the excitement out of
slave ownership. Janice thought they were really fantasising. As
Mr. Smith had explained to her, unless they were prepared to uproot
themselves and abandon their families, slave ownership was beyond
their reach. They would always live from one event- one weekend-
one prize- to another. In a sense, they had started too late, and
now had too many vested interests in the real, mundane
world.

It was
getting late when they rose from the table, but the Smiths had
something they needed to do. They told Janice to go up to the
bedroom, which she did on her feet, getting steadily more confident
about moving with her arms behind her back. She waited on the bed,
expecting to be used again, but when they came up they had other
intentions, as Mr. Smith explained. ‘Since we got married, we have
never used a bed without having sex with one another in it. Here,
we want it to be tonight, just in case anything happens to stop us
tomorrow. We do quite like to be watched.’

They
stood her at the foot of the bed, and hoisted her wrists up behind
her in strappado, using a rope to a convenient hook in the ceiling.
She was uncomfortable, never having been tied like that before, but
not in actual pain, and by raising her head he could look right
over the length of the bed. The Smiths both stroked her bottom,
felt her breasts as they hung down below her chest, and bent right
down to kiss her. Then they stripped, lay on the bed, and started
making love. It seemed to her remarkable that she’d been put in
such stressful bondage in order to watch a married couple have sex
in the missionary position. Was it the case that by Organisation
standards, such normalcy was seen as perverted? As she watched,
however, she appreciated the spectacle more and more. There was an
elegance and a beauty about the way their bodies reacted to one
another. They were made for one another, both knowing exactly how
to move, where to touch, how close they were to the next orgasm.
Like Bach’s music, their lovemaking broke no new boundaries, but
perfected a range of existing techniques. As Mrs. Smith bucked and
twisted on her husband’s shaft, Janice’ body was flooded with
desire, and she pulled at her arms, already weakened from the
afternoon’s activities. As Mrs. Smith began her final series of
climaxes she was almost hanging from her wrists, her shoulders at
risk of dislocating, her feet scrabbling for grip on the floor. She
would have been much more stable kneeling, but her wrists were
hoisted up too high for that to be possible. Fortunately the ordeal
lasted no more than an hour. Having enjoyed their ‘missionary’
coupling the Smiths went on to do it ‘doggie style’, with her
propped up on all fours and him kneeling upright. They faced her,
looking straight at her throughout, but Janice was distracted by
Mrs. Smith’s breasts. As her body was jolted quite hard by her
husband’s thrusts, their movements- swinging, twisting and
bouncing- grew winder and more complex, with the skin creasing in
interesting ways. They resembled thin suede bags, filled with water
and rhythmically shaken, and Janice wondered whether, when she was
in the throes of her passion, hers ever looked like that. Mrs.
Smith’s had slackened with age, so perhaps hers were the shape of
things to come.

When
they brought Janice down the Smith’s rubbed her shoulders with
ointment, which brought immediate relief. With her wrists still
locked behind her, they snuggled up with her between them, turning
her over from time to time, each using one hand to finger her anus
and her vulva, another on her breasts and one of them kissing her
constantly. They seemed to have the knack of keeping her in an
almost constant orgasmic state, while keeping them mild and gentle
to avoid exhausting her completely. Before her enslavement she
would have dismissed as ridiculous the idea of having so much sex,
and so many orgasms, in a single day, and wondered now how much to
attribute to the treatments, how much to the Smiths’ skill and
endurance, and how much to the change in her own attitude brought
about by her bondage and the freedom from responsibility that it
brought.

 



***

 


The
night was very much like its predecessor, but they had a surprise
in store for her after breakfast, which was about an hour earlier.
‘Yesterday, we told you not to do any housework’, said Mrs. Smith.
‘You disobeyed us, but we didn’t punish you, because we know you
were only trying to help. This morning, though, we going to make it
easier for you to obey us.’

More
equipment came out of the cupboard. Working quickly as always, her
hands were locked into bondage mitts, her hands forced into fists
and her wrists locked together in front of her body. They were
designed to fit over her existing cuffs, which did not have to be
removed. The next step was a first: they made her stick her tongue
out and ran a thin chain through the ring. It was then looped
through the hasp of the padlock that joined her wrists, and a small
padlock used to form a loop, holding her mittened hands at about
the level of her nipples. She was almost, but not quite, helpless;
just about able to grasp and drink from a mug or can, and they left
a few filled water bottles in the kitchen and the living room for
that purpose. A couple more were left, handily placed, in the
toilet, for she might with a bit of luck be able to rinse herself.
As Mr. Smith went to get their coats, his wife whispered in Janice’
ear. ‘Don’t worry about trying to eat, my dear. I’ve no intention
of spending the afternoon schlepping around the Downs. I’ll be on
my way back as soon as I’ve had my lunch. I’ll just put your ankles
together; don’t try and go upstairs.’

That was
out of the question anyway. After they had gone Janice spent nearly
an hour shuffling about the ground floor, trying to get used to
holding her hands high enough to avoid pulling on her tongue. It
was hard on her elbows but she carried on as long as she could,
trying to reach drinks, and the two cereal bars they had unwrapped
for her, and the bottles of water in the toilet. She didn’t need to
do anything- the Smiths had cleared up the dinner and breakfast
things and loaded the dishwasher- but she thought it wise to
explore the limits of her restraints. Not all her guests would be
as considerate as the Smiths. The mitts were very restrictive, but
she was most conscious of the tongue chain. Attempts to speak
produced strange, mangled ‘words’, and the feel of the chain
reminded her of her few minutes as a ponygirl. Mouth restraints
were somehow dehumanising; much more so than other forms of
bondage. When she’d had enough she retreated to the sofa in the
living room, and was soon asleep. She was still there at two
o’clock, when Mrs. Smith arrived by taxi. ‘Shoreham Airport was
very interesting’, she reported, ‘and the food was good, even if I
had to queue up to order it. Afterwards Mr. Smith decided to kick
the Downs into touch and booked himself onto a sightseeing flight.
That’s at about three o’clock, but he’s going to a model shop in
Worthing afterwards. We’ve probably got until about six, my
dear.’

While
she was talking she was removing the tongue chain, but the mitts
remained in place while she fed her pieces of a prawn sandwich that
she’d picked up on the way home. Once they’d both had coffee she
ordered Janice upstairs, which she could manage easily now on her
bottom. Then, leaving the mitts in place, she chained her face down
in the ‘X’ position on the bed. Then, using sweet almond oil mixed
with patchouli, she gave her long, thorough, massage, working her
way down her body from shoulders to feet, then returning slowly
upwards to her buttocks. There she lingered, her fingers making
lighter, more sensuous movements, and then more overtly sexual.
With fingers and thumbs in both openings she worked her up to a
mountainous series of orgasms, though Janice, even as she pulled at
her chains, could not help comparing them with what she’d
experienced the day before. Was she tiring of the Smiths? She had
to remember that she existed to serve them, not the other way
round. Besides, there was no such thing as a bad orgasm. Perhaps it
was a mistake to keep comparing them. When it was over Mrs. Smith
turned her over and repeated the performance, but this time it
ended with her sitting on her face, and she continued grinding
herself down on Janice’ mouth for what seemed like an eternity. It
did end, however, and Mrs. Smith, lying exhausted half on and half
off Janice’s pinioned body, was in a more conversational
mood.

‘You know, my dear, most people who accept slavery do so under
pressure; crushing debts, a prison sentence, fear of abusive
partners or relatives, or a more general sense that they struggle
to cope with everyday life. The last slaveboy we rented was a
gambling addict who had lost everything that mattered in his life,
but knew he’d relapse unless kept in strict confinement. At one of
the weekend meetings we had an Italian girl who had stolen money
from the Mafia. Slavery was her only way to avoid- as she put it-
swimming in cement boots. I gathered from Clementine that you were
completely different. You were living independently, you had enough
money to survive, you had a home, you were a normal girl living a
normal life. What made you accept a life of sexual
slavery?’

Janice
wasn’t at all sure that it was the right question, but she tried to
answer it. ‘Mistress, I had enough for my basic needs, but only
just, and my life was quite dull. None of my relationships had
really worked. I’d discovered a love of bondage, but the man who
was then my lover wouldn’t do it strictly enough, or for long
enough. Once I knew that I was a true submissive, I also knew that
it would be difficult to find satisfaction without running risks. I
could easily have met an out-and-out sadist, or someone who would
steal what little I had and leave me chained up in a cold cellar. I
thought from when I met her, Madam Clementine seemed both
uncompromising and trustworthy, mistress.’

Mrs.
Smith let her have a few sips of water, holding her head up a
little and dribbling it into her mouth. ‘And did it turn out the
way you expected, my dear?’

‘I didn’t know what to expect, mistress. I felt from the moment
I entered Madam Clementine’s farmhouse, that I would come out a
different person. I had no idea what would happen to me. I was made
to do so many different things, with so many different people. It
was like nothing I’d ever dreamt of. So has been this time I’ve
spent with you and the master, mistress.’

‘So when did you decide that the life was for you, Janice?
There must have been times when you were tempted to walk away, or
felt that the future seemed too frightening?

‘Mistress, it’s difficult to walk away when one is chained to a
bed, or harnessed to a ponycart, or gagged and blindfolded. People
have said to me that I’d be given a choice at some point, but it’s
never happened. I don’t think I really want it to happen. I think
that Madam Clementine chose me very carefully, and she knew that it
was right for me. I expect, mistress, that her judgement was
confirmed by Madam Polly, and Master Miles.’

‘Nevertheless, you’re telling me that you never volunteered to
become a slave, and you haven’t had a probationary period, or any
chance to back out.’

‘That’s true, mistress. But isn’t that a contradiction? A slave
who has the chance to back out isn’t a slave at all, surely? Such a
person is just role playing. I didn’t want that, so I’m not sorry
that things turned out the way they did. On the other hand, I’m
very glad that Madam Clementine didn’t decide to make me a hucow,
or even a dedicated ponygirl.’

‘But you’d have accepted that?’

‘I don’t think I’d have been given a choice, mistress. I was
kept in chains from after dinner on the first evening, when it was
decided by some sort of quiz that I’m sure was rigged,
mistress.’

Mrs.
Smith seemed to have heard enough, and was lowering one of her
nipples into Janice’ mouth. ‘I’m glad it turned out the way you
wanted’, she said. ‘Now suck me for a few minutes. Then you can
munch my cunt.’

Her
occasional uses of coarse language always indicated a narrowing
focus on sex and pleasure, and that occupied the rest of the
afternoon. Kept stretched out on the bed, Janice thoroughly enjoyed
it without quite reaching the highest summits, while Mrs. Smith,
for whom ecstasy was no novelty, was long past making such
comparisons. When Mr. Smith came back he used her briefly before
washing and brushing up for dinner, while his wife ordered the
food. She went out to collect it, as deliveries to the house were
not encouraged, and by the time she returned they were both
downstairs, sitting at the table, with Janice’ wrists, inevitably,
behind her back. As the packages were pulled from the bag she leant
forward, sniffing the air in mock anticipation and letting her
breasts rest on the table. She was exceedingly fond of Indian food,
and especially the king prawn biryani that she’d been allowed to
order. ‘When I was a girl’, said Mrs. Smith disapprovingly, ‘my
mother always told me not to rest my elbows on the table. I’m sure
she’d have frowned on tits even more. Don’t you agree?’

‘Not really, mistress. I think you’re still a girl.’ She sat up
anyway, because Mr. Smith, having broken a poppadum into the
approximate shape of an aeroplane, was ‘flying’ it towards her
mouth. She opened wide.

The meal
was as delicious as she’d hoped, and both Smiths were solicitous
about feeding her exactly what she wanted. Conversation was easy,
because he talked almost continuously about his sightseeing flight.
Apparently the weather had been perfect and he’d taken lots of
photographs, and even persuaded the pilot to fly over the cottage.
‘It’s a pity it isn’t summer’, he told his wife. ‘I could have got
you to stake Janice out in the garden.’

‘I don’t think Clementine would have approved of that’, was the
tart reply. ‘I’m sure you weren’t the only one taking
photos.’

‘At that point, I think I was. I’m thinking of getting a good
drone, though. There’s something addictive about looking down on
things from the air. The model shop had some interesting ones for
about a grand. I’ll read some reviews.’

The
subject of the model shop lasted for the rest of the meal. The
stock and service had exceeded his expectations, and most of his
purchases were still in the boot of the car. Nevertheless, he had a
few to show them; boxes full of incomprehensible bits of plastic
or, in one case, balsa wood. There were other items too; an obscure
paint manufacturer was now selling a colour that was unique to the
Venezuelan Navy. He showed them the tiny bottle. ‘It’s probably big
enough for the real thing’, he said, and laughed heartily at his
joke. When he got up to take everything to the car, ‘to save time
in the morning’, Mrs Smith said quietly to Janice: ‘It’s the only
thing that interests him as much as sex; possible more
so’.

 



***

 


The
Smiths decided to spend at least part of that evening, like the
last, enjoying their conjugal rights. For Janice they had a
different position, though the presence of the necessary equipment
suggested that it was far from original. She was hung by the ankles
over the bed, a rope around her ankles connected by a pulley to a
stout hook in the ceiling. She’d noticed it before; the bed, unlike
those that usually featured in novels and videos, was not a
four-poster, and did not hide the ceiling above it. The pulley
incorporated a battery-powered motor that not only spun her slowly,
but also uncoiled more line, so she descended very gradually,
closer and closer to the action. At first she found it quite
frightening to be hung upside down, even wondering whether there
was a risk of bringing up (or rather down) her dinner all over the
loving couple. Luckily she was able to force that vision from her
mind before it became a self-fulfilling prophesy, for the feeling
of blood rushing to her head took precedence. There was also some
dizziness, although she was soon able to get that under control by
watching static objects, transferring her gaze from one to another
as she revolved. After a few minutes she felt more stable, and was
able to do what she was there to do; watch the Smiths making love
below her. Their bodies were locked together with her legs locked
round her husband’s, and they were performing a kind of interrupted
roll; a quarter-turn every couple of minutes. They had to do some
squirming and shuffling to avoid rolling right off the bed, but
they’d obviously done it before and obviously liked the extreme
closeness of the position. Once they had both enjoyed orgasms- one
for him and several for her- they stopped moving for a while,
kissing deeply and right under Janice’ head, which was now only
about a foot above them.

When
they finally separated, the hanging girl was lower still, and they
lay face-up, waiting for her to reach the limit of her descent. He
was still erect, so they arranged themselves so he would plug in to
her mouth as she dropped the last few inches. Then his wife was
able, with the remote control, to ‘jiggle’ her up and down by a
couple of inches, using the servo-assisted pulley. Janice continued
to turn slowly, keeping her tongue in contact with his shaft, with
the ring adding to its effectiveness.

Assisted
fellatio was not an original idea; it has long been common to see a
kneeling woman with a clamped head, pushed back and forth a penis
by a rod from a fucking machine. This was different, for Janice had
to cooperate by holding her head back, trying to ensure that her
mouth was her body’s lowest point. That had the advantage, however,
of making it very close to her body’s axis, so the turning motion
did not bend his penis or pull it from side to side, but ensured
that her lips stroked it constantly. She thought at the time that
the Smiths had missed a trick. Her head could have been held in the
optimum position with a frame of some sort, or by a rope between
her hair and a waistband or her ankles. She managed to hold the
position until he ejaculated, when she sucked quite hard to prevent
gravity from causing any spillage. Mrs. Smith had the presence of
mind to hold her still, with his whole length inside her, at the
critical moment. They admitted afterwards that they’d never tried
the technique before, and considering that it went very well, but
Janice was full of ideas for improving and automating it. It would
be very simple to program the servo motor to ‘bounce’ at the push
of a button, and to ‘hold’ at another command. A more sophisticated
version would have sensors to detect when a change of motion was
desirable. Obviously, such an arrangement could be used to fellate
a number of males in succession.

There
were no more males hidden in the closets, but Mrs. Smith wanted to
try it as a means of delivering cunnilingus. For that purpose the
spinning motion could be stopped, but it was still difficult to
achieve the perfect position, in which Janice’ tongue could push
down onto the clitoral area. The slightest mispositioning caused
her to push herself away instead of pressing harder. In the end a
team effort produced the desired results, with Mr. Smith holding
her head in place and pushing it forward on request, while his wife
held herself open with her hands. A cushion under her bottom also
helped push her sex upwards, like an offering on a sacrificial
altar. Mrs. Smith had a satisfactory number of orgasms, but unless
she had a particular fetish for suspension, Janice found it
difficult to see much added value in it. When she was finally
brought down she felt weak and floppy, and would not have trusted
herself to stand upright for at least the first few minutes. Her
ankles were only slightly sore, for they’d been bound with thick
rope, so she hadn’t had to hang from metal cuffs.

She did
not have to stand for at least another hour, for the Smiths chained
her in the ‘X’ position and worked on her together, Taking turns at
each end of her body. One gave her cunnilingus while fingering her
anus; the other kissed her while fondling her breasts. It was
another long series of muscle-straining orgasms, making her wonder
how she’d cope if guests stayed for a full week, or even a
fortnight. Not only was her stamina, and the durability of her
sensitive tissues, in question, but so was her enthusiasm; her
responsiveness. A life dedicated to sex and bondage required
continuous innovation and ingenuity from her users, and she began
to think that she’d have to contribute her own ideas in future. She
liked the Smiths, she had enjoyed their company and the sex had
been shatteringly, exhaustingly successful, but she knew in her
heart of hearts that two days was enough. Any more would seem
repetitive, and she’d be going through the motions, responding on
automatic pilot. It would not pass unnoticed, for the Smiths were
empathic and sympathetic users who took pleasure from the reactions
of the slaves they borrowed, hired or won.

That
night they all slept right through, and in the morning there was
only time for another quick threesome, making sure that they all
climaxed at least once. As with most holiday cottages they were
supposed to be out by ten o’clock, leaving the place clean, tidy
and secure. Those requirements included Janice, who was fed and
cleaned, inside and out, as usual, and hogtied on the sofa. They
assumed that, if they had to leave by ten, someone would be along
by eleven- at the latest- to ensure that she didn’t suffer. Janice
was amazed at how quickly they packed, so they were ready with ten
minutes to spare. They spent that kissing her, praising her,
promising her five-star reviews, and assuring her that they’d
choose her again, given the opportunity. She did her best to
respond in kind, but felt slightly relieved when they finally left.
They were wrong about the timing, however. It was noon before
Clementine appeared, with Girl in tow. She was uncomfortable by
then, for the hogtie was strict, with her ankles locked directly to
her wrists.


Chapter Eight:
Newcastle Central

 



Clementine and the Girl made a great fuss of Janice, taking
it in turns to kiss her, fondle her breasts and stroke her pubic
mound. ‘The hogtie suits you’ gushed the mistress, who had
already received good reports from the Smiths of her new slave’s
performance. ‘It’s the perfect way to show off your tits. I wonder
why we didn’t try it last weekend.’ She looked accusingly at Girl,
as if the omission was her fault. She pinched the exposed nipples.
‘The Smiths are good with rope, and all kinds of restraints’, she
explained. ‘They win most of their points that way. But they’re
also very gentle people; the perfect introduction for you. I think
we’d better let you move about a bit.’

A few
minutes later, Janice was doing press-ups on the floor, urged on to
greater efforts with a light whip. Meanwhile Girl raided the fridge
for their lunch, and they ate together companionably, round the
kitchen table. Janice’ hands were once more behind her back; it was
an unbreakable rule that she must never feed herself in company.
Clementine had produced a new ‘manual’ for guests, making that
absolutely clear. It also established that she was to be exercised
for at least an hour each day, and to that end an exercise bicycle
and a rowing machine where being installed in the garage, her car
being removed to make room. To Janice that meant more than the loss
of her means of transport. It was a link to her past, and a symbol
of the freedom that she had lost. Its removal told her that she was
another step away from her old life, and as usual, she felt
weakness spread through her body, an ambivalent combination of
apprehension and arousal.

After
lunch Girl fitted Janice with the largest size of butt plug,
deciding to skip the middle one. Clementine left them to spend an
hour together in the bedroom. Sex with the Smiths had been exciting
and orgasmic, but with Girl it was very different; gentle and
loving. Janice could imagine how, in a different world, she could
spend her life with the black girl, never needing anyone else. That
would have to be a life without libido-enhancement treatments, she
knew, because one woman would never be enough for her now, even
without her need for cock. She was aware of a feeling in her
vagina, now, that she found it impossible to define, but somehow
she knew that only cock, or an excellent imitation, would make it
go away, even for a short time.

Having
checked that everything was clean and tidy downstairs, Clementine
had Girl make afternoon tea. The Smiths had taken seriously the
request to leave the cottage as they had found it, but Janice
couldn’t help wondering how she’d cope with tenants who left it
messy and dirty. ‘Why d’you think I brought Girl?’ was the
surprised answer. ‘This has been a day off for her. If we do get a
lot of untidy guests, I’ll need a labour-slave. Are you ready for
tonight?’

Not
having the faintest idea what she meant, it took Janice just a
second to come up with the right answer. ‘I’m always ready to do
your will, Madam Clementine, though it might help me to know what
is expected of me.’

‘Didn’t Girl tell you? What have the two of you been doing up
there all this time? Never mind, I don’t want to hear the sordid
details. We have a young gentleman- he’s about twenty- coming with
his girlfriend; they’ll only be here for one night. On the
following day they’ll be taking the night boat from Newhaven, and
driving down to the Loire Valley. Now here’s the thing: she’s
insisted, and he’s promised, that she’ll still be a virgin on her
wedding night, which is about a month from now. She doesn’t want to
deprive him, and she hasn’t sworn off lesbian sex, so you get to be
a kind of mediator, a bit like the synchromesh in a
gearbox.’

‘Forgive me, ma’am, but I’ve no idea what that is.’

‘A kind of cushion between them, might be one way of putting
it. Think of yourself as a kind of conduit for their passion,
filtering out the sin and taking it upon your own soul.’

‘Won’t that make her feel just as guilty, ma’am?’


Clementine just shrugged, but Girl had an answer ready. ‘I
spoke to her about that when she was booking the night. When
they’ve finished with you she will pray for your forgiveness, and
later on she’ll light a candle for you. Then you’ll be
forgiven.’

‘It’s as easy as that? Perhaps, ma’am, we should order a gross
of candles to keep here? More for the farm?’

She just got a withering look, and a few minutes later the
pair made their preparations to leave. Girl got a sleeveless top-
Clementine and Polly probably had a gross of those- to replace the
one cut off her when she arrived. Janice noticed that it had
integrated ties around the waist and under the breast, and when
pulled tight they turned the garment into an effective
straitjacket. Earlier versions she’d seen had been more basic. Her
own cuffs were locked together in front of her body. A chain
encircled her waist, and her cuffs were linked to it with about a
foot of slack, with a similar length joining her ankles. Clementine
made sure that bottles of water were strategically placed, and told
her not to attempt the stairs. Then she was alone again. There was
no work to do; she’d been assured that the couple, who would arrive
at about five o’clock, would be bringing dinner with them.
Shuffling around the house on her enhanced heels was tiring with no
hands to help her balance, and in truth she rather resented them as
a pointless handicap. In theory they gave her body a more graceful,
elegant curve, but she wondered how many of her users would be
interested in what she looked like standing upright. After a few
minutes’ practice she decided to catch up on lost sleep, and lay on
the sofa. With no means of setting an alarm, she committed
the faux pas of
being caught asleep by the new guests, although they didn’t seem to
mind much. Although he was an Organisation member and she would be
automatically enrolled when she married him, they seemed slightly
intimidated by her, even when she scrambled up and knelt on the
floor, apologising profusely.

The
couple who told her to call them John and Jane seemed very young; a
thin, nervous and callow youth who would probably be handsome when
he filled out, and a Barbie-doll of a girl in a flouncy, flimsy
dress. Janice had been expecting something more austerely puritan,
but in fact she was an American girl who had fallen for the notion
of ‘giving her virginity to her father’, and ‘going for the fairy
tale’. Her prince charming was the son of a business associate and
the marriage was almost an arranged one, but she seemed happy and
had managed to convince herself that she was in love. She did most
of the talking for both of them, for he was nervy and socially
awkward. Clementine had revised the cottage handbook to include
step-by-step instructions for changing Janice’ bondage, dispensing
her pills and cleaning her in the mornings, and various other
tit-bits of advice about her use and maintenance. It seemed
reasonable to guess that a number of enquiries about the cottage
had been from persons with little experience of slave-use. Jane
started off by re-locking Janice’ hands behind her back, using a
chain to a staple in the wall as security while doing so. John,
meanwhile, went to the kitchen to microwave three Tesco’s ‘finest’
paellas, and to open wine and lemonade, for his fiancé numbered
teetotalism among her peculiarities. Nevertheless, Janice liked
her. She was superficial, naïve, and impossibly reactionary, but
she was also pretty, loyal, warm hearted, determined, and thorough.
Looking forward to her sojourn in France she’d turned herself into
a mine of misinformation about the country. How she would fare when
confronted with the real thing, Janice couldn’t imagine.

At
dinner they were conscientious about feeding her. Although the
portions were meagre she liked paella, and there were fresh
raspberries and cream to follow. It transpired, as they talked,
that they were expecting her to take the lead when it came to sex,
for despite John’s connections they had never used a sex-slave
before, and he was as inexperienced as Jane. It seemed paradoxical
to play the dominatrix with her wrists locked behind her back, and
quite the opposite of what she’d expected when she’d become a
sex-slave. She tried to concoct some sort of plan while seeming to
listen to their plans, refraining from pointing out that it was not
actually possible to explore Nantes, Angers and Tours in a single
day, while on their way to a gîte in Amboise where their French
sex-slave would be waiting for them. They assumed that she would
speak English, and if Janice suspected otherwise, it wouldn’t be
her problem.

With
Jane feeding her as a mother might feed her baby at the table in a
highchair, Janice tried to make it more intimate, leaning close and
rubbing her breast against her shoulder, breathing more deeply as
if affected by their closeness. When food was spilt on her and Jane
started to use a paper napkin, she tried for a break-through.
‘Mistress, it’s customary to lick it off’, she said quietly,
although as far as she knew that only applied to slaves. Jane
didn’t know any different; looked hesitant for a moment, and then
applied her tongue. Janice then contrived to get some food smeared
around her mouth, and when Jane licked her, she managed to turn it
into an impromptu kiss. It had been much easier than Janice
expected, and the girl’s tongue was soon exploring her mouth,
playing with the ring and swivelling it back and forth. Then she
became more passionate, sealing their lips together and feeling her
breasts, abandoning the rest of the raspberries to be consumed by
her fiancé. For a few minutes he seemed content to watch, but as
the snogging pair broke off to take a few deep breaths he protested
mildly. ‘I was told you were a complete virgin; never been kissed.
You seem to know what you’re doing.’

‘Dearest love’, replied Jane, ‘My girlfriends and I were all
told by our parents and the minister that we must never let boys
touch us, and we obeyed. Nothing was ever said about
girls.’

‘Are you a lesbian?’ He was obviously starting to
panic.

‘No, my darling. I’m probably bisexual, but I promise you I’ll
never give myself to a free woman. I’ve never looked forward to
anything so much as I look forward to our wedding
night.’

He
looked only partly convinced, so Janice felt the need to step in.
‘Master John’, she said earnestly, ‘there must be a reason why you
were advised to stay here, with me. I have a function, master, a
role to play in your lives. If you will allow me to help you to use
me, I think you will see the point, during the next few
weeks.’

The last
sentence, she knew, was clumsy and obscure, but she could hardly
tell him to shut up and let her get on with it. It seemed to do the
trick, so she suggested, meekly, that they both take their clothes
off. Jane was, as she expected, fleshy, curvaceous and desirable,
but he, all skin and bone, was nothing to write home about. He was,
however, erect, and she expected that he’d stay that way.
Undoubtedly he’d been given some chemical assistance, whether he
knew it or not. It was by far his most attractive feature, for
although she knew she’d have to kiss him, his face and mouth were
narrow and mean, and somehow shifty.

‘Perhaps, when master is ready, he might come around behind me,
and push the chair out of the way’, she suggested. ‘I’m here for
both of you.’

She
stood up and leant down over Jane, bringing their mouths back
together, and their heads twisted and pushed against one another as
John followed her advice. She didn’t know whether he was a virgin,
or whether he’d need any help to penetrate her. She might possibly
be able to reach down with one of her hands, but it wouldn’t be
easy. At least the butt plug would prevent him from taking her
anally, though he might want to do that at some point. When it came
to it, he was more proficient than she’d expected. She felt his
hand feeling her public mount, lifting her labial rings and testing
their weight, and she gasped, momentarily surprising Jane, as he
dropped them rather suddenly, stretching her pierced flesh.
Surprisingly, the Smiths had shown very little interest in them,
but John was fascinated by the way they pulled the inner lips into
the open. Then he was testing her for wetness, and she felt a very
brief scratch from one of his fingernails; a clear sign of
inexperience. She was well lubricated, as she almost always was, so
a few moments later she felt his shaft slipping in, a deep but very
slow thrust, as if he was determined to relish every moment. His
hands clutched her hips and his feet shuffled, pushing his toes
under her ankle chain, and she guessed that even if he was no
virgin, he hadn’t done it in that position before. She kept on
kissing Jane, letting her mouth roam more widely across her lower
face and throat, and finally, bending lower to reach her breasts
and nipples. Without her arms it was a strain to keep that
position, especially with the pushing from behind, but Jane started
to help by gripping her breasts very firmly, squeezing and kneading
them, and pinching the nipples between her fingers and thumbs. The
extra sensation was now very noticeable, and Janice almost craved
more, even bruising pressure. She also felt something released-
squirted- for it transpired afterwards that she’d been secreting an
almost clear liquid onto Jane’s hands and stomach, the early signs
that lactation was starting.

As John
thrust harder and faster, Janice could feel an interaction through
her vaginal wall between his shaft and the big ball of the butt
plug. With so much going on it was inevitable that she’d start
cumming soon, although without much clitoral stimulation her
orgasms would not rival those of the previous few days. He seemed
to be holding off as long as possible, for like so many young men
he was probably terrified of premature ejaculation. He continued
without pause when she was climaxing, having no idea how to adapt
his pace and vigour to her changing needs, and only afterwards did
he allow himself to cum, thrusting so hard that he almost upset the
equilibrium of the threesome. Janice was happy with progress so
far, but Jane remained unsatisfied. She did not seem unhappy, for
very young lovers are flattered by their partners’ pleasure, taking
it as testimony to their own skills. She’d felt Janice cum several
times and watched and heard her fiancé slake his lust, assuaging
any guilt she felt at denying him her own body. To Janice, however,
she was the more deserving of the two, despite her eccentricities.
She fell to her knees, and with Janet now sitting facing her on the
very edge of her chair, she was able to reach her sex with her
mouth. John came around behind her, and although not permitted to
kiss her or handle her sexually, placed his hands on her shoulders.
Knowing that she was now the centre of attention gave her the
confidence to help with her own fingers, so although Janice found
it difficult to get an effective angle of attack, she came quickly
and hard, and everyone was left pleased and happy as they
re-arranged themselves for coffee. ‘I wonder whether we’ll be able
to do that in France’, said Jane. ‘They prefer anal over
there.’

‘Strange as it may seem, mistress, they think the same about
us.’

 



***

 


Having
broken the ice over dinner, Janice found the rest of the evening
easy, basically doing using the same formula but in different
situations; first the sofa, then the bed. She made sure that Jane’s
pleasure was prioritised, but both were increasingly in awe of her.
The night was similar to those with the Smiths, with her chained
along the bed between them. For the Smiths she’d formed a conduit;
with John and Jane she was both that and a layer of insulation.
They had never slept in a bed together before, and with her present
they could follow their natural instincts and affections without
touching one another. In the morning they followed the cleaning
instructions very carefully, throwing in an extra enema for luck.
John insisted on leaving the plug out. ‘I need to try her ass
before we leave’, he told his fiancé. ‘I’ve never cum in one
before.’

Janice
was not looking forward to the morning. The couple had decided that
having used her together so far, they would take turns, the other
one taking the car to explore the neighbourhood, or just go
shopping. John would have her first, probably until about two
o’clock. They had plenty of time as the ferry check-in gates opened
at nine in the evening, the boat sailing at eleven-thirty. Before
she left, Jane helped to chain Janice face-down on the bed in the
classic ‘X’ shape, her bottom raised by a few cushions under her
midriff. Then she kissed her- as best she could with her head down
on the mattress- and left, with no more than a nod to John. He then
disappeared for a while, returning about twenty minutes later with
a large bag, which she assumed was equipment from the locker in the
living room. It was not typical behaviour for a very young man, who
should in theory have fallen on her at the moment the door had
closed behind his fiancé. He did that now, however, lying on her
body and thrusting into her pussy without foreplay or subtlety,
jerking her ankles against the chains that held them apart. Knowing
that he would cum before her, she tried to avoid getting aroused,
but it was beyond her control now, especially when his hands pushed
under her body to grasp her breasts. He did cum far too soon, but
she managed, by crying out, gasping for breath and dragging at the
chains, to convince him that she was climaxing too. It was a risky
thing to do, for Girl had told her that it was forbidden for slaves
to ‘fake it’. On the other hand she was supposed to be building
John’s confidence, preparing him for when Jane’s body would be open
to him. Caught between the Scylla of breaking the rules and the
Charybdis of failing in her duty, she chose the former, hoping that
she was not compounding her crime by getting him into had habits.
Somehow he had to be taught to time himself better, but that
something on which her French counterpart would have more time to
work.

After
he’d finished he spent a few minutes lying near her, stroking her
buttocks and running his fingers over her bottom. ‘Your ass and
Jane’s are quite like one another’, he told her. ‘It doesn’t seem
fair that I have to marry her without feeling it first.’

She
assumed that a comment was required. ‘I can’t really answer that,
master, because I’ve never had my hands free to feel it. All I can
say is, that when you’re married, if you find her lacking in any
way, you can get what you want from slaves. The same applies to
her, of course, master.’

The last
part seemed to take him by surprise. ‘I don’t know about that. My
father treats my mother as a kind of slave-wife, and she never goes
out without a chastity belt. Once I’ve broken Jane, I’ll do the
same with her. Now open wide.’

While
they were talking he’d produced from the bag a faux-rubber panel
gag, complete with a penis insert which he now forced into her
mouth. It had a breather hole, for which she was grateful, but she
had no inkling of why he was using it. She’d assumed that he wanted
to talk with her, since he’d been so forthcoming up to then. The
answer came very soon; the remaining items in the bag were three
whips of various kinds, and a short, flexible plastic switch. ‘I’ve
never whipped anyone’, he explained, and although I’ve seen lots of
videos, I don’t know how real they are. I need to know something
about the effects of the different materials, and how hard I can
swing them without doing serious damage. There isn’t much space in
here, so I can’t try bullwhips or anything like that, but with you
lying down, and the ceiling being quite high, I should learn
something. I’m afraid it’ll sting a bit, but you must be used to
that.

Janice
was very frightened. She wasn’t used to it at all, for her brief
session as a ponygirl was the only time she’d ever felt the sting
of the lash, and that expertly wielded. Now she was going to be
whipped by a rank amateur who freely admitted his ignorance of the
likely effects. Her back tensed with anticipation, her skin
crawling as she waited for the first blow. That came soon, with a
single-strand whip about five feet long, very light but slightly
weighted at the tip. He aimed diagonally across her back, standing
on her right, and using no more than about a quarter of the
strength of his arm. The impact surprised, more than hurt her, but
the next stroke, with about double the force, was like a sudden
eruption of fire, and she bit hard onto her gag. Although he was
satisfied with his aim, he felt that his timing could be improved,
so a second stroke followed, with roughly the same force but this
time the tip raked her back as it struck her, prolonging the
sensation. Much happier with that, he followed with two
full-strength lashes that would, had her mouth not been packed,
have had her screaming. Knowing that a dozen lashes was a standard
punishment, she couldn’t imagine having to stand that. It was the
worst pain she’d ever felt in her life.


Satisfied that he’d mastered the single tail whip, John
picked up the next one, which was somewhat shorter with nine
thinner tails, also weighted at the ends. Less of a precision
instrument, he assumed that he’d be able to use it backhand, still
standing by Janice’ legs, out of her line of sight. The effect was
remarkably similar, although the fire that tore into her back was
broader, even intersecting with some of the earlier strokes. He
stopped after the first four strokes because she was bleeding from
those points, and smeared the affected areas with soothing and
healing ointment. That gave her the false hope that he’d given up,
whereas in fact he’d only finished with her back. The third whip- a
very short one with a single, thick rubber tail, was for her left
buttock. It was for that- and the switch- that her bottom had been
propped up on cushions, and in careless or sadistic hands both were
dangerous instruments, both capable of breaking the skin. When he’d
finished with both she was mewling piteously through her gag and
praying to lose consciousness, but she never did quite faint. She
learnt a lot during those few short minutes; managing somehow to
detach herself from what was happening to her, feeling the pain
wash over her body like hot water in the shower, not resisting it,
but knowing that it would soon stop. She knew that what she was
experiencing was not a normal whipping or caning, the kind that,
say, Whipmistress Sadie would administer as discipline or in a
competition or demonstration. John was experimenting, and wanted to
see the kind of damage that would result from the maximum effort he
could use without losing accuracy and control. There was broken
skin on both of her buttocks afterwards, and he slathered them with
ointment, which stung so much that she cried and whimpered. It was
almost as painful when he sodomised her, without finesse or concern
for the way his body bumped constantly against her damaged flesh.
At least he remembered to apply more ointment afterwards, and while
he was away washing and using the toilet, she was able to compose
herself, wiping her tears on the bedsheet, so she seemed outwardly
calm and collected when he unchained her from the bed, locking her
wrists behind her back. He was now quite gentle and affectionate,
stroking her breasts and kissing her nipples. ‘Brave girl’, he told
her. ‘I wish I hadn’t promised you to Jane this afternoon. I’d like
to whip your breasts.’

She
almost collapsed against him as the waves of weakness took her. She
was reacting to him in several ways at once. Her rational self knew
him to be an unpleasant young man with few social skills, a mean
and weaselly face and a skinny, hollow-chested body. He had abused
her trust and that of her owner, and abused her terribly while she
was helpless. He might have done lasting damage, and certainly her
next users would be able to see the marks. On the other hand, under
his whips she had learnt what it was like to be utterly helpless-
even to cry out for mercy- in the hands of a master who took his
pleasure without any regard for her welfare. Previous users-
Clementine, Polly, Miles, the Smiths- had all interacted with her,
using her feelings as a stimulus for their own. John lacked that
empathy. To some extent he could simulate it to impress his future
wife and allay any suspicions that he might have about him, but
when alone with a slavegirl his boundaries blurred and his only
reference was his own pleasure, and his own curiosity. It was that
helplessness, on a level that she’d never before experienced, that
was still sending waves through her body, and the smarting from her
back and bottom was spreading through her as a kind of erotic heat,
causing her to want him in her vagina, however undesirable she knew
him to be. It was not going to happen, she knew, because he had
gone down to the kitchen to assemble some finger food for their
lunch. He helped her to kneel on the mattress while he fed her, for
she couldn’t contemplate sitting on her wounded bottom, and there
was very little conversation. What he did say didn’t improve her
impression of him. ‘D’you think I should put the whips back in the
box?’ he asked her. ‘Will they all be cleaned before the next
guests arrive?’

‘Nobody has said anything about that to me, master, but as some
of them will have my blood and bits of skin on them, it might be
better to leave them out. Otherwise everything in the box would
have to be cleaned.’

‘OK. It’s probably best that Jane gets a good look at them.
Sometimes she seems to think she can say anything she likes to me.
I really enjoyed myself this morning. Did you? I know a lot of
sex-slaves like to be whipped.’

She knew
it was her duty to feed his ego, but she couldn’t bring herself to
do it. ‘I learnt a great deal’, she replied, and it was a measure
of his self-absorption that he seemed to accept it as a
compliment.

When
they had finished lunch he didn’t bother with tea or coffee, but
stood in front of her, wobbling on the mattress, while she fellated
him. Afterwards he was inordinately proud of having ejaculated
three times in one session, calling himself a ‘one man gang-bang’.
He did not provide her with water to wash down his seminal fluid.
‘Jane won’t take it herself’, he told her, ‘so she can taste it
when she kisses you.’ Then he left her, for the couple were using
the spare room as a walk-in wardrobe, and he didn’t even bother to
say goodbye before he went downstairs. She waited, bound on the bed
and thirsty, for nearly an hour before Jane came in.

 



***

 


Jane was
as bubbly and cheerful as usual, but her mood changed when she saw
Janice’ back and buttocks. She said very little, but spent nearly
an hour cleaning and disinfecting the marks and wounds, re-applying
the healing ointment and protecting the worst areas with dressings
from the cottage’s first aid kit. To reach her back more easily she
moved her hands to her front, locking the wrist cuffs directly to
the collar. Although there was little that Janice could do but
accept the ministrations and murmur her pleasure and appreciation,
she was impatient to get closer to a more sympathetic- and
attractive- human body. Jane didn’t even strip until she’d
finished, but then she lay with her, holding them close but doing
her best to avoid putting pressure on the damaged areas. She had
already given Janice lots of water to drink, knowing the dangers of
dehydration, so John’s attempt to pre-flavour her had little
effect. They kissed for a long time, Jane fondling Janice’ breasts
while the latter kept her hands flat against her throat to keep
them out of the way. Then the younger woman slipped down to start
sucking her nipples. After the whipping the bed had been wet in
three places; under each breast and where John’s semen had run out
of her vagina. It was more obvious now that she was lactating,
although the fluid was still weak and translucent. Jane seemed to
enjoy the act of suckling, however, and kept at it until both
breasts were empty, and the nipples were swollen and much more
sensitive than usual. Janice felt comforted, and it was wonderful
to feel that she could give so much pleasure so easily and so
painlessly. Then she was enjoying the feel of Jane’s tongue in her
pussy, and it was if the milking had primed her, and the delicious
feelings there were enhanced by the warmth in her breasts. She was
sure they were growing now, and feeling firmer as she tossed her
torso from side to side, pulling at her cuffs as if to reassure
herself that, despite the different position, she was still
enslaved and in bondage.

Jane
took her pleasure on Janice’ mouth afterwards, and unusually, the
latter was able to bring her fingers into play. There was time,
then, for a good long sleep, before they went down to enjoy another
‘finest’ product; moussaka this time, with cheesecake to follow. To
Janice’ relief, a ‘phone call from John warned them that he would
not be joining them, but was going for a McDonald’s and a walk on
the Brighton seafront. The news seemed somehow to release Jane, who
hadn’t said very much during the afternoon. ‘I don’t like what he
did to you’, she said, out of the blue. That was obvious from the
way she’d fussed over the wounds, and Janice thought it both
unnecessary and unwise to answer. Jane finally took the
plunge.

‘Somehow, I’ve got to get out of this. John is a horrible
person, and I can’t possibly marry him. Somehow I thought that
having slaves would make it easier for me to put up with him, but
the opposite is true. This religion thing is a sham; if I liked him
I’d be sleeping with him. What can I do? How can I get away from
him? My father wants me to marry him, and his family would probably
lock me up if I made any trouble.’

It was
not completely unexpected, but Janice had no idea how to help.
‘Mistress, I’m a slave; you’re a free woman. How can I help you?
Surely, you can just leave him, and your parents if they don’t
support you, and set up on your own?’

‘I have nothing of my own. They control my bank account and put
a strict limit on my cards. I’m not really free. Think of me as a
sexual serf. I’d rather be a slave like you, and take my chances
with lots of users, than be his for the rest of my
life.’

‘Being a slave didn’t help me to avoid your fiancé, Mistress
Jane. Quite the reverse. All I can suggest, Mistress Jane, is that
you contact Madam Clementine, appeal to her, and tell her what he
did to me. I’m afraid you don’t have time to think about it. You
have a couple of hours before he comes to collect you, and you
won’t find it easy to escape him in France. I expect he has your
passport?’

‘Of course. I’m going to do it now. Let me photograph your
back, so I’ll be able to show her what I mean.’

She took
a couple of snaps with her mobile, and then retreated into the
living room, preferring to face Madam Clementine on her own.
Janice’ only concern was that there might be a connection between
her owner and Jane and/or John’s family, but there hadn’t been any
mention of that in the latter’s conversation. It was actually Polly
with whom Jane spoke, and she simply told them to wait. They
huddled together on the sofa for an hour, kissing one another
constantly to ease the tension. Jane found Janice’ hands annoying
and put them in wrist-to-thigh cuffs, and with better access,
sucked her breasts dry again. If anything the soreness in her back
and bottom was worse now, for the healing and soothing agents had
no effect on the developing bruises and the inflammation around the
open wounds. They were really meant for the much more superficial
marks that might be left by experienced whipmistresses and masters,
or the damage to a slave’s wrists and ankles caused by pulling too
hard at metal cuffs. There was a different ointment for muscle
strains and joint pain, but it wasn’t intended to treat bruising,
and in any case neither John nor Jane had found it in the bathroom,
where it was hidden between the hair conditioner and the cough
medicine. Janice had eaten her dinner kneeling on a pouf brought
from the living room, and now she and Jane were kneeling on the
sofa, facing one another. They were still there, mouths locked
together, when Polly and Miles walked in.

Events
unfolded very quickly then. Jane’s possessions were gathered up and
she was hurried away by Polly, who had come in her own car. Miles
put a cape over Janice, found a couple of pillows, and took her out
to the van in which, days before, she had arrived at the cottage.
In her condition she would never be comfortable sitting in the
back, but the pillows made it bearable. It was some time before she
found out where Jane was taken, or how John had been dealt with, or
what was done about the arrangements in France. Janice was taken
straight to the clinic, where she remained for the next three
days.


Chapter Nine: One
Careless Owner

 


Janice
was at best semi-conscious for most of her second spell in the
clinic. She registered the meticulous attention that was lavished
on her back and buttocks. She could hear much of the conversation
around her, and gathered that only Jane’s careful attention had
saved her from permanent scarring. ‘She’d never been whipped
before’, she heard a doctor tell a nurse, ‘so her skin didn’t have
the strength or the resilience to take it, and the guy had no idea
how to wield the lash anyway. Even an established whipping slave
would have been damaged.’

Even
with healing accelerators, it was a slow process and they wanted to
watch her progress carefully. Miles came to see her at one point-
she didn’t remember exactly when- and told her that Girl had taken
over her duties at the cottage, temporarily. She was dimly aware
that quite a large number of procedures were being carried out,
making use of her unscheduled visit to save time later on. She was
tattooed with a small letter ‘K’ on the inside of her right thigh,
and under it a string of numbers and a QR code. Anyone with the
right software would be able to identify her and her owners, whose
title would be recognised throughout Europe and the Americas,
though not necessarily elsewhere. Normally, with a slavegirl whose
looks were highly prized, it would have been done on the soles of
her feet, but the artificial heels militated against that. Those
were now replaced, but more extensive surgery was performed to
create a screw-in socket in her actual heel, so the slightly higher
replacements were more stable. A plastic foot extension was now
glued in place and the heel itself slipped through it to be screwed
in place, with a locking facility. The change meant that higher or
lower heels could be fitted at a moment’s notice. It was done on
the first morning, and not until she left was she allowed to stand
upright on them. Although she had to get used to the new height,
they were much more stable now they were anchored in solid
bone.

The other treatment, of which she was dimly conscious, was the
administration of the clitoral cells that had been grown from her
stem cell cultures. Normally they would have waited longer, not
only for a larger stock to be reproduced from their samples, but
also to wait for the chemical and hormonal treatments to bear full
fruit. They did, however, have just about enough, and having her
immobile in the clinic was an opportunity too good to miss. All she
noticed was a very slight soreness in her lips, nipples and just
inside her anal opening, but it lasted only an hour or two. The
cells were injected using flexible pads on which thousands of tiny
needles were mounted, making it possible to treat a whole lip, or
half a breast, at a time. The doses were minute, but would
reproduce quickly once in
situ, so she would feel the effects within
a week at most.

The time
passed quickly, mainly because she was sedated for most of it. When
she was released from the surgical and medical part of the clinic,
she spent a fourth day in the adjacent rehabilitation centre. She
was kept naked, but for the first hour she was allowed to test her
new heels with her hands free. Not having walked any distance since
her first visit, she also had to accustom herself to the motion of
the metal links between her legs. It was easy to find that, after a
few purposeful strikes, one suddenly became trapped, snatching at
the delicate flesh above. On her visit to the garden centre, and
her circumperambulation of the cottage garden, clothing, or a very
measured pace, had prevented that from happening After a few
circuits of the largest room, her hands were locked, more
typically, behind her back, and she had to come to terms again with
the effect on her balance. With the higher- albeit steadier- heels,
the bondage and the irons in her labia, and after lying in bed for
most of the past few days, walking briskly in an open space
required every ounce of concentration she could muster. Her
trainer- a very athletic woman of about forty- added a large
locking butt plug later in the morning, and finally started
coaching her on the proper presentation of her breasts. ‘You’ve got
big ones, and they’ll soon be bigger’, she said, very much stating
the obvious. ‘It would be good if you could get a good swing going
when you walk.’ To help her she attached a couple of nipple clamps
with pendulums, and they pinched hard enough to produce a rapid
improvement in Janice’ performance, though it had nothing to do
with the rhythm of the hanging weights.

Lunch,
in a little private dining room, was a wholesome collection of
greens, salads and nuts, washed down with freshly squeezed orange
juice. ‘Dessert’ was unpasteurised goats’ cheese on some strange,
gritty biscuits, and Janice was very much hoping to be able to raid
the cottage’s supply of ready meals at dinnertime. Before then she
had to satisfy the trainer in particular, and the clinic in
general, that she was fit to be discharged. ‘We don’t want you
whipped again for at least a week’, said the trainer. ‘That means
you have to be able to satisfy all your users. I’m going to try you
out when we’ve finished our coffee, but first I’m going to milk
you.’ She did that into a flask, squeezing and pumping the nipples
and sometimes using the other hand to pull down on the upper part
of the breast, drawing the milk towards the tip. It felt good, and
Janice was pleased to see that it was now an opaque white, and came
out in a single, powerful jet. ‘Do you enjoy this?’ asked the
trainer as she started on the second globe. ‘They certainly feel
ripe and healthy. I often wish I had big ones, but they’d probably
get in the way of my work.’

‘I like being milked’, replied Janice, ‘and your hands feel
good on my breasts, if I may say so, mistress.’

‘Just call me Mary. I like to treat all my clients alike, free
or slave.’

Janice
only just managed to keep her face straight. She lifted her face to
accept the first kiss, softening her mouth to be both sensuous and
submissive. Mary was a compact, handsome woman, not overtly sexy
but easy on the eye for someone now well used to both males and
females. The sex that followed was in a way quite clinical, for
Janice was being both trained and tested. When Mary gave her
cunnilingus she was registering her reactions, second by second,
timing her progress to orgasm with surreptitious glances at her
sports watch. The intensity of the climax was rated on a scale of
one to ten. When the favour was returned the emphasis was more on
instruction, though she disguised it as a series of gasping,
begging expressions of dire need. She taught Janice to treat her
pussy lips like those of her mouth, French kissing her vulva,
twisting her face back and forth while thrusting her tongue deep
inside, or letting it rove over the clitoral area. It was a subtle
change, perhaps more of attitude than technique. For Mary it was
more enjoyable than teaching maths, or even history. Once she’d had
her first multiple climax she made a number of suggestions about
the use of the tongue ring, and reversing their positions, pulled
at Janice’ labia rings with her mouth, while pushing fingers
inside. The results were as predictable as they were clinically
calculated, and afterwards Mary pronounced herself fully satisfied.
‘You’re ready to go back to work’, she said, ‘but monitor yourself
constantly. From now on your pussy, your asshole, your breasts and
nipples, your lips and your tongue, will gradually become more
sensitive. That’s something you will learn to use, day by day, week
by week, until your abilities as a pleasure slave are second to
none. I hope your user are worthy of you, unlike the brute who
almost ruined everything. You owe a lot to the woman who was his
fiancé.’

‘Do you know what’ll happen to her, Mary, and to “the
brute”?’

‘No, not yet. But she is safe, and he is beyond causing any of
us any trouble. Now I’m afraid the time has come for us to part.
Miles will be here in a minute to take you home.’

 



***

 


Janice
left the clinic as she had arrived, in the back of the little van.
She was tired and relaxed, and was asleep before it reached the
main road. She failed to hear, therefore, the faint hissing of the
gas that turned her slumber into unconsciousness. Having been
loaded into the van from the rear by clinic staff, she hadn’t seen
the driver, but had assumed, as she’d been told, that it was Miles.
It was not, and the van, with a full tank of diesel, was not taking
her to the cottage. It was going north, nearly four hundred miles
to the Organisation’s headquarters in Newcastle-upon-Tyne, a modern
office block built above a catacomb of storage cellars, natural
caverns, mines and smugglers’ caves. She was aware of nothing until
the vehicle stopped and the doors were opened, just as she was
coming back to consciousness. They were underground or in a
cavern-shaped garage; possibly a railway arch, she thought, but she
was immediately strapped into a wheelchair and pushed by a naked
male slave to a lift, but she was still too far gone to take much
notice of his appearance, or to count the number of floors they
went down. Then she was being pushed along a tunnel, passing many
branches, doors and openings. A few people passed them or were
visible in the caverns through which they passed, but her vision
was still clearing and they were little more than blurred shadows.
Then she was wheeled into a cavern that was furnished at one end
like an office, in the middle like a living room, and at the other
end as a place to display and inspect slaves, with a St. Andrew’s
cross and two upright posts. She was lifted onto a sofa and left to
recover more completely. With her wrists still locked behind her,
and her ankles together, she had no choice but to lie there and
wait.

She was
there about half an hour, after which her vision was clear and her
mind sharp, and she was fully aware that she was a long way from
anywhere she could call home. She also understood that she could do
nothing but wait on events, so when two plain, strong and muscular
women came in, she made no attempt to resist them. They were firm
and businesslike but not rough, and they handled her with practiced
confidence, taking her to the toilet, giving her a shower and an
enema, but leaving her without a butt plug. They didn’t speak to
her, and when she tried to question them they held their fingers to
their lips and didn’t reply. They obviously admired her body,
although to her they seemed almost asexual beings, with stocky
bodies, well-developed muscles but small breasts. When they had
dried her they took her back to the multi-purpose room and bound
her in a quite rigid ‘X’ between the two posts, standing her on
blocks and removing them when they’d finished. Her wrists and
ankles were tied with thin rope directly to the uprights, which,
she would eventually learn, was a ‘display’ position, leaving her
with virtually no scope for movement. Her ankles took most of her
weight, so she was not hanging, and felt that she’d be comfortable
for at least an hour or two. Her cuffs and collar had been removed
at some point when she was unconscious, and she was tied to the
posts with thin but soft cord. The women were obviously experts at
rope bondage; in her- admittedly limited- experience it was highly
unusual to rely on that alone, without metal cuffs and chains for
extra security. Her position showed off- among other things- her
piercings, with the metal links hanging straight down and pulling
the inner labia further into the open. Although bound tightly she
was able to wriggle her bottom a little, to feel them swaying and
tugging at her tender flesh. She wouldn’t have been able to explain
why she wanted to do that. She was not able to talk coherently, for
the last thing they did before they left her was to clip a small
metal ball onto her tongue ring. It was still possible for her to
close her mouth- looking as if she was sucking a gobstopper- but
she could not form words.

She was
alone for about ten minutes. She suspected that the delay was
calculated to enhance her feeling of complete helplessness and
nakedness, and she did spend much of the time testing her bonds,
turning her head to work out how and where the knots were tied.
When she was absolutely certain that she’d never be able to escape,
the door opened and two free men came in, dressed in simple shirts
and shorts. Both were quite large, athletic and very masculine in
appearance and manner. One was black, with finely chiselled
features and a short, well-trimmed beard, while the white man was
rounder of face with a fuller, softer mouth. Both seemed affable
and friendly, and were clearly in a good mood, coming in chatting
amiably with one another, as if they’d been sharing a joke, and
possibly a pleasure slave. The black man’s accent was West Indian,
while his companion was probably a Yorkshireman, though his accent
was very faint. The former was probably the senior of the two, or
at least the more assertive, for he started his assessment first,
coming up close and running his hands over Janice’ body, testing
her breasts, tasting her milk, feeling her buttocks. He kept up a
running commentary for his friend’s benefit. The breasts were ‘nice
and soft, but with good shape and lots of room for milk’, and her
hips ‘a lovely curve, with just enough flesh to cushion them’. Her
‘twat’ was ‘wet, juicy and tight’, but as for her back passage; ‘I
think it needs a bit more easing’. A long kiss, partly obstructed
by the gagging ball, was, to her disappointment, only rated ‘very
satisfactory’, but he liked her legs, which had ‘good strong
thighs, but a lovely tapering ankle. She’s probably good for light
pony work.’ Although well used to nudity now, to be stretched out
for so verbal an inspection was deeply embarrassing, and she felt
herself flushing redder with every comment. Helpless under his
strong hands and firm lips, her feelings were a strange mixture of
fear and arousal. What would happen if he didn’t like her? If he
was going to use her body for his pleasure, why was she tied like
this? Questions raced through her mind as his touches became ever
more intimate, her heart raced and her breathing deepened. She
tried to see whether he was erect but he was always too close. All
the time the white man watched dispassionately, adding to the sense
of unreality and disorientation that she felt. Then came
disappointment. The black man stepped back. ‘Your turn’, he said to
his friend, and went to a water fountain to refresh himself. A
moment later the white man was going through almost exactly the
same routine, though without most of the commentary. He was, if
anything, even more thorough, though still very gentle, and
afterwards his verdict was encouraging, if brief. ‘First class.
Suitable for pleasure or several other roles. She’s ready for
penetration now.’

As he
said that he was wetting two of his fingers in her pussy and using
them to lubricate her asshole. Her body was almost burning as she
understood what was about to happen, and why she’d been tied
between the posts at such a carefully measured height. The white
man moved behind her, his associate stood in front, and they drove
up into her together, bringing a loud, almost despairing moan from
her, not of pain, but of satisfaction. She’d never have thought it
possible to enjoy fore-and-aft double penetration under such
circumstances, but bondage now came so naturally to her, and the
strangers who were handling her were so attractive, that it made
her feel instantly complete, as if a void in her body had been
filled. Sandwiched between the two males, neither of which had
fully undressed, she felt useful, wanted, and she tried to keep her
body relaxed as her arousal mounted. The white master was holding
himself against her back with hands around her stomach, letting his
fingers stray down to the top of her slit to press on her clitoris,
just above where the black piston was pumping in and out. Its
owner, standing with his legs planted firmly apart, had no need of
support, and was using one hand on her breasts and the other around
the back of her head, holding her mouth against his. The
stimulation was almost too much for Janice, for she guessed that
they would probably want her to progress slowly and smoothly
towards her climax. Instead, long before they came she was shaking
and shuddering, mewling into the black master’s mouth and trying
hard not to pull and twist her wrists, for she didn’t want to be
badly marked so soon after arriving in what seemed to be her new
home. The two males tried to adjust their thrusts to her peaks and
troughs, with the ‘front man’ wriggling his body from side to side
to maximise the friction on her vaginal wall, and they steered her
through a long succession of orgasms that left her exhausted and
hanging in the ropes. When the two men came almost together, and
her mouth was free again, a curious whistling noise emerged as she
panted for breath, the result of the air interacting with the
metalwork on her tongue. When they had all calmed down both men
hugged and kissed her briefly, but there was no real afterplay and
they left her where she was. ‘I’ll see you in about an hour’, said
the black man. ‘By the way, my name is Abraham’. The white man
didn’t introduce himself.

Janice
was left for another doubtless symbolic ten minutes before the two
handlers returned to take her down. By that time she had managed to
stiffen her legs enough to take most of her weight, but when they
took her down her wrists were, as she’d feared, deeply grooved. The
women put ointment on them as they replaced the cuffs, which
concealed most of the damage, and her ankles were similarly
treated. They gave her both a douche and an enema to wash out the
semen, a quick shower and a light meal; a cheese and tomato
omelette with some greens, a glass of orange juice and- what she
appreciated most- a cup of coffee. Then she was chained down on her
back to a very narrow bench, just wide enough to support her body.
Her hands were locked underneath it, and her legs held down flat
with straps. The gagging ball, removed to let her eat, had not been
replaced, so it did not tax her brain to work out that she was
being positioned to deliver cunnilingus.

 She was left for another few
minutes to reflect on her situation, before the door opened and two
women entered. They were not quite what she had expected; one was a
pretty but slim slavegirl, hands behind her back and towed along on
a lead. The other was a full-figured, fully dressed woman
apparently in her fifties, though Janice later found out that she
was much older than that. She wore a long, flowing skirt and a
quasi-dirndl blouse that left the creamy tops of her generous
breasts almost overflowing the neckline. Remembering Hilda and Mrs.
Smith, Janice felt quite relieved, thinking- perhaps prematurely,
perhaps not- that she had the knack of pleasing older women. This
one started out by pulling up a chair and sitting down, leaning
forward and grasping her breasts, kneading them to test their
firmness. That was a worrying start, as in the supine position they
tended to sink and lean outwards, and with much of their milk
sucked out by the men they were softer than when full. The woman
seemed happy enough, however. ‘I’m Fiona
Monbeauclark-Smythe’, she announced. ‘Slaves usually call me “Lady
Fiona”. I’m the Exec. Chairman’s wife. I thought I’d come and
inspect you myself, as I’ve heard some good things about you. My
girl here is Leila. She won’t be having sex with you yet. She’s off
tomorrow for an operation to undo some nasty things that were done
to her when she was very young. You’ll have to make do with
me.’

To
Janice the girl, who was obviously of mixed heritage, still looked
very young. But did Lady Fiona mean the Chairman of the
Organisation? If so, it confirmed what she already suspected; that
the labyrinth of caves, mines and tunnels was, or was underneath,
the Organisation’s HQ in Newcastle. Had Clementine and Polly sold
her? She would have to wait for an explanation, and deal with each
challenge as it came. ‘I’m honoured, Lady Fiona, that you would
visit someone as inexperienced as me.’

‘I’m not so sure about the “inexperience”, my dear. We’ve a
fairly detailed account of your story so far.’

While
she was speaking she was stepping out of her skirt, revealing a
neat and clean-shaven pussy. The top came next, and then the
half-cup bra that supported her boobs, which were quite floppy but
nicely shaped and with only a suggestion of stretchmarks on the
upper surfaces. Below that her stomach showed signs of creasing but
was still flat. She bent down for a kiss, her lips firm but full
and her eyes narrowing, with the wrinkles of someone who smiled and
laughed frequently. Janice took an instant liking to her, and when
she swung a leg over and lowered herself onto her mouth, she
prepared herself to do her very best. As she sealed herself into
position, she was directing her slave to suck Janice’ nipples,
draining her completely. Leila also made a perfunctory attempt to
reach her sex, but with her arms locked behind her back and the
legs tight together, it was of no avail. Nevertheless, Leila’s
efforts were arousing enough to add something to her performance,
as Lady Fiona could feel the tremors and the little shudders as the
tongue, with its metal accessory, explored her private
passage.

Lady
Fiona had, over nearly four decades of practice, become an expert
in receiving cunnilingus, and moved slowly but constantly over
Janice’ mouth, ensuring that the tongue and lips were applied to
the parts that needed them the most. She had, with the aid of the
local branch of the chain of confidential clinics, tweaked her
system to juice very freely, and now she used her fingers to make
herself spurt, forcing Janice to swallow and introducing more
interesting movements in the process. Most women would not have
noticed such things, but the Chairman’s wife, with access to both
the new acquisitions and the most experienced pleasure slaves, was
a connoisseur of almost every form of sexual activity,
subconsciously classifying and assessing every variation, however
small. She was impressed by Janice, having expected a raw,
unschooled performance but finding her surprisingly advanced, and
able to understand and follow her non-verbal cues to improve
minute-by-minute. She had intended to stop after a single orgasm,
but what she experienced was so long and intense that she couldn’t
resist the temptation to turn around to face Janice’ feet, and
start all over again.


Afterwards she spent a few minutes chatting, taking the
trouble to give Janice some water from a bottle with a nozzle that
dispensed it in a slow dribble. ‘I’ll be following your progress
with interest’, she told her. ‘You’re very accomplished for one so
recently enslaved.’

‘Thank you, Lady Fiona’, she answered. ‘You’re very kind, and
if I may say so, I enjoyed serving you.’ It was true; she’d found
the spurting both exciting and in some ways helpful. When there was
no immediate answer, she went on: ‘Can you tell me, Lady Fiona, why
I’ve been brought here? I’m guessing that we’re in Newcastle, but I
was expecting to be going back to a holiday cottage in Sussex. I
thought there were clients on their way there to use
me.’


Interrogating a mistress, and one as eminent as the
Chairman’s wife, was risky, but there was no sign of annoyance.
‘You are in Newcastle’, she said, ‘although down here that doesn’t
seem to matter very much. As to why you are here, assuming you mean
that in the non-philosophical sense, it isn’t my place to tell you.
You’ll be seeing Abraham again soon. He’s one of my husband’s
closest associates, and he’s a member of the Executive Committee
now.’

‘So he’s a recent appointment, Lady Fiona?’

‘You are curious, aren’t you? Well, it isn’t a secret. One of
the members stood down when her partner was badly injured during a
minor war in South America. It isn’t clear whether she’ll ever
resume her seat or not. Abraham is a temporary appointment.
However, that’s enough time spent gossiping about Organisation
politics. When you see him, remember that he speaks for the whole
Executive Committee. Now it’s time for us to leave you; we’ll meet
again, I’m sure.’

 



***

 


 


There
was no waiting this time, for the two handlers came in immediately
to release her from the bench. They locked her wrists behind her
back, and put an additional chain around her waist to further
restrict their movement. Her ankles remained free, however, and she
was still ungagged. They helped her on the toilet and gave her
plenty of water to wash away the salty taste, and made a token
attempt to straighten her hair. Then, with one on each side, she
was marched through a series of tunnels. There were more people
about this time, a few of them on electric scooters with
larger-than-usual wheels to cope with the uneven surfaces. Others
were pushing or pulling carts laden with anonymous-looking boxes,
though some were obviously food or drink. Most were slaves, naked
and chained, usually allowed just enough freedom to perform their
tasks. The cart-pullers were locked by their wrists to the shafts,
while the pack-slaves had them behind their backs, their burdens
strapped to their bodies. A few pleasure slaves- she guessed their
identity from their looks and figures- hobbled along on high heels,
their ankles chained close together. They walked a surprising
distance, but eventually entered a large, luxurious suite with its
own hallway. Abraham was in an opulently furnished living room,
lounging on a sofa, apparently working on an iPad. He looked up and
waved Janice to an upright but well-padded chair that faced him
from about ten feet. Somehow he seemed more languid, more decadent,
than when she’d first met him. Perhaps he’d had some wine with his
evening meal. She sat and waited for him to speak, but when he did
it was disappointing. ‘Your legs are together’, he said sternly.
‘They aren’t restrained, so open your knees. I should be able to
see your slit.’

She
complied immediately, but his attention was elsewhere. He
gesticulated to one side of the room, where an opening led to an
alcove in which another slave sat waiting, sitting on a bench. Now
she advanced into the room, a bewitchingly beautiful mixed-race
girl with almost golden skin and the most exquisite, pouting lips
that Janice had ever seen. Her figure was, perhaps, a slight
anti-climax; faultless but with medium-sized breasts and a small
but round bottom. Her bust was enhanced by her bondage; she wore a
very tight, tapering armbinder that pulled her elbows close
together and forced her shoulders back. Her nipples were prominent
and erect, pointing directly ahead as she walked with a slight
flounce. ‘Meet Irma’, said Abraham to Janice. ‘She’s a recent
acquisition, and I’m training her as my personal pleasure slave.
Say hello to Janice, Irma.’

Irma
didn’t respond verbally, but changed course to come over to Janice
and perched on her knee, bending down for a kiss. The confidence
and grace with which she moved and balanced, with her arms in such
close confinement, was impressive, but it was the all-encompassing
softness of her lips that made the biggest impression. Their
surface was smooth but with a suede-like texture and a slight
moistness, creating the perfect amount of friction as their heads
twisted and turned against one another. ‘That’s enough’, called
Abraham after a couple of minutes. ‘I told you to say hello, not to
eat her for supper. Come over here and give me a number
four.’

He
opened his flies to reveal his flaccid penis, easily accessible as
he wore no underpants, and spread his knees wide. Irma knelt
between them and lapped it up into her mouth, and her head remained
still as she worked with her lips and tongue. Meanwhile Abraham
addressed Janice, talking in a conversational tone as though Irma
was a pet or a new gadget. ‘Reports say that you’re good with your
mouth, Janice, so you can learn something from Irma. Lots of men,
and some women, like to be mildly stimulated while they work or
relax. They all have levels of arousal that they prefer for various
different activities, and from time to time they might want to cum.
Pleasure slaves have to learn to supply what they want, and that
requires both skill and empathy. I’ve devised a ten-point scale to
act as a guide, to make it easier for a slave to serve different
masters and mistresses. It isn’t a silver bullet, because we all
respond differently. Slaves need a few minutes to be calibrated to
suit a new user. So far, Irma’s the only one who’s been fully
trained to use the scale, and it took a couple of
months.’

Janice
view of Irma was limited. She was still very impressed by the
girl’s balance, with her armbinder waving in the air above her back
and her knees close together on the carpet. Her only anchorage to
another object was her mouth on Abraham’s genitals, and she could
hardly use them as support. Her stillness was surprising. Porn
clips of bound women performing fellatio always showed their heads
bobbing up and down as they aimed for the earliest possible
ejaculation. As that was not the aim, Irma’s lips grasped him while
her tongue wrapped around the shaft, although Janice couldn’t see
that from where she sat. The attention didn’t seem to distract
Abraham, who soon turned to the subject of the meeting. ‘I always
think that slaves perform best if they understand their roles, and
the reasons for why they are where they are’, he said, sounding
slightly obscure. ‘You know where you are, but I’m assuming you
don’t know why. Is that correct?’

‘It is, master. I expected to be going back to the cottage in
Sussex. Now I understand that I’m in Newcastle, at Organisation
HQ.’

‘Correct. The Organisation has many rules and regulations.
Clementine is one of our valued members who has, shall we say,
taken a flexible approach to them. After a few years of dropping
gentle hints, the Executive Committee has acted against a few of
the most notorious culprits. Clementine is one of three mistresses
and masters who have been taken into custody. She’s very popular
and nothing serious will happen to her, but a report will be
prepared outlining her worst misdeeds, and a fine imposed. Her farm
is under temporary administration, and her non-resident slaves have
been confiscated. Although the investigation will take some time,
it’s been decided that you will be part of the fine. In other
words, you will be the property of the Organisation.’

‘Am I allowed to ask, master, what Madam Clementine did
wrong?’

‘Clementine and her associate, Polly. I don’t mind satisfying
your curiosity. They had various ways of circumventing the rules
prohibiting exports and imports of slaves without special
permission. They had links with other groups that infringed the
Organisation’s monopoly of the slave trade in the UK. They
recruited new slaves, including you, without the probationary
periods required by our regulations. They allowed inexperienced
outsiders to take charge of slaves, and inflict excessive and
damaging punishments. It’s an Organisation rule that the whip must
not be used to draw blood without the specific consent of the
Committee’s Punishments Sub-Committee. That’s a serious matter,
Janice. You could have been scarred for life.’

‘I understand, master. I’ve got over what happened to me, but
the rest sounds serious.’

‘It is. The Organisation occasionally expels a member, and the
ultimate penalty is enslavement and export to a plantation. This
time, we’re opting for rehabilitation. That’s enough on that topic.
You shouldn’t be involved in affairs between owners.’

‘Thank you for telling me that much, master. Are you going to
tell me what will happen to me now? Will I be sold,
master?’

‘You’re an unusual case. You’re a very high-value slave, young
and beautiful, and remarkably skilled, but lacking in experience.
The committee has decided to keep you. We are always short of
versatile sex-slaves, and for the time being you’ll be sent to
Underhill Manor. I don’t know whether you’ve heard of the place.
Just about everything happens there, and it’s a great place to
develop your talents. Two things: “Janice” is a weak name for a
slavegirl. We’ve decided to rename you “Rings” for the time being.
Also, because of your potential as a hucow, your breasts will be
referred to as “udders” from now on. Don’t forget that.’

‘I’ll try my best, master.’

She was
struggling, now, with the waves of weakness that were coursing
through her body. She’d even been deprived of her identity; her
name. Was it possible to sink deeper into slavery? He had an answer
to that. ‘One more thing, my dear. Although Clementine abused your
trust, the committee thought that you were complicit in the
process, and in the breaches of the Organisation’s rules. It seemed
appropriate to try out an idea that a couple of members have been
pushing for some time. The use of a sex-slave is usually dictated
by the owner. Typically he or she is usually available to guests
and friends, but others are supposed to seek permission. There are
grey areas, but for the most part the boundaries are respected.
Here we have to be very liberal with the Organisation’s slaves, as
there are always visitors and provincial officials here. With you
we’re going one step further, introducing a new designation that is
valid throughout the United Kingdom and Ireland. You will always be
available to any member of the Organisation, or any trusted
associate, When you’re not in use by a free person, any member of
the Organisation may give permission to use you to his or her
slaves, individually or collectively. The Organisation will decide
your place of residence. Your day-to-day location will probably be
a matter for the local authority, whoever that is. At Underhill
Manor there are two owners, but the place is run by a kind of
informal committee, some of whom are slaves. I’m sure you’ll be
able to find a place for yourself among them.

Janice
was less interested in Underhill Manor than in her new designation,
which she found difficult to comprehend. ‘Master, the people you
listed- the members, associates, slaves- how many are we talking
about, if I may ask?’

He
laughed. ‘We don’t take a census. The associates come and go, there
are always visitors from abroad, and there are always favours to
return. A very rough guess might be about ten thousand people, at
any one time.’ Seeing her reaction he laughed again. ‘Don’t worry,
my dear. They aren’t all waiting outside the door. I don’t think
there have ever been more than two or three hundred in one place at
one time.’

She felt
faint. ‘It . . . it’s still difficult to imagine, master’, she
managed to stammer out.

‘It isn’t difficult at all, Rings. Were you a walker in your
previous life? If so, you saw the signs everywhere, and now they
apply to you. You are now a public footpath.’

 


THE END
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