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Chapter One: Gradings are
Received

Anna snuck through the halls
of the mansion, peeking around the corners, seeing no-one but the
under-maids, busy with some cleaning, although it looked like they
were just chatting, despite the hoovers and mops they had with
them. She skulked and crept through the passageways, trying to step
quietly, knowing how easily footsteps could echo, dashing up the
grand staircase before making it to her room without being seen.
She closed the door behind herself and let out a sigh, before
moving to her desk and sitting down, putting her bag down and
tugging her skirt into position. She would like a longer one, but
Ma’am insisted on the short length!

She squirmed on the seat. She probably had
long enough, if she was quick. She tensed her thighs, sliding her
hand between her thighs, settling into a comfortable position. She
was slick and ready, her panties slightly wet already. She teased
herself, fingers gently stroking herself through the lacey fabric.
Her breath started to quicken and she closed her eyes, letting a
comfortable and soothing darkness fall around her.

A floorboard creaked behind her, and she
pulled her hands away as she twisted around, the chair almost
falling over.

‘Good afternoon, Miss Anna.’ Her head maid
approached, the door swinging shut behind her. She was dressed in
the traditional style – a long, black dress, crisp white apron, her
black hair bound up beneath a white cap. ‘I do hope you weren’t
misbehaving at all.’

Anna squirmed, trying to sit demurely,
despite the seething heat she could feel. She wanted to get
off!

‘Now, let me see your exam results.’

Anna slowly slid out her report card and
handed it over, her eyes downcast.

‘Hmmm. I do hope your grades have improved.
Have you been indulging in any prohibited activities?’

Anna squirmed her thighs, feeling the warmth
between them, still wanting to get off. ‘No, Ma’am. I know I’m not
allowed to… to touch myself.’

‘Yes. Because you get distracted and naughty.
Now, let me see. The tutor says that your grades are good, but your
behavior seems to be worsening. Stand up and lift your skirt for
inspection.’

She didn’t resist, knowing that would just
bring greater punishment, standing up, her ankles close together,
using both hands to lift her skirt, the maid approaching and
kneeling. A finger, long and elegant, stroked the fabric over her
slit, pushing slightly into her, making her gasp.

‘Oh, Mistress Anna. You really are naughty,
aren’t you? And I thought you were improving. Is this why you’ve
been acting like such a brat recently? Have you been touching
yourself again? I thought my discipline last time would have shown
you the error of your ways, but clearly not. What do you
deserve?’

‘Twenty, ma’am.’ Without being ordered, she
bent herself over the bed, holding her pleated skirt up to show her
backside, feeling the bed push back against her belly. The
floorboards creaked again as the maid approached, her hand suddenly
cracking against Anna’s backside. She could feel herself getting
even more excited, despite knowing she shouldn’t. She didn’t want
to be naughty, but she wanted to touch herself so badly! Just once!
Well, probably more than once, but to actually properly get off.
The hand stroked down her legs, feeling the top of her thigh-high
socks, snapping the elastic before fingering the lace panties
again.

‘I pick the finest clothing for you, mistress
Anna. Your uniform is exquisite. Why must you sully it with such
things?’ Her hand slapped forward again, against the other buttock
this time.

‘Do I… Do I have to wear the uniform? The
other girls I see don’t have to wear it.’

Smack. Smack. ‘The other girls
are not as precious and special as you are. I like you to be marked
out and special. And you do look exquisite in your blazer, shirt
and tie.’ Smack. ‘A lady in uniform cuts an impressive
figure. If you prefer, I could dress you as a maid.’ Smack.
‘Although then I might have to put you to work along with the
under-maids.’ Smack. ‘Would you prefer to be a maid rather
than a student?’ Smack.

Her backside was starting to throb, a heat
settling into her body, seeping into her entire body, making her
want to get off even more, her head fuzzing. ‘No, Ma’am. I want to
be a student!’ That got her two more sharp slaps to her backside.
She wanted more, her slit wet and hungry. Why wasn’t she allowed to
touch herself? She had overheard other girls her age talking and
joking, about getting off, about having sex, but Ma’am was
insistent that she not touch herself. But she was so horny all the
time! Smack.

Even the impact of Ma’ams hand against her
buttocks was making her head spin, and she tried to twist, wanting
those fingers inside of her. Smack.

‘You have proven yourself worthy of fine
clothing.’ A finger traced the line of her panties against her
reddened backside. ‘But you are still lacking self-control. When
you were a little younger, you were overfond of pleasing yourself.
Do you remember your training sessions? We had to hold them in the
basement, as you were rather noisy. I thought they would have made
more of an impact, from how much you protested.’ Smack.
Smack.

Anna felt tears come to her eyes in memory,
of the days of teasing, stroking gentleness, contrasting with the
harsh strikes of a whip, or a cane, or even worse.

‘Ten, ma’am.’ The fingers stroked her
buttocks again.

‘Very good, mistress. You are keeping count;
I see my training hasn’t been entirely wasted. Now, while we are
here, I will ask you again. Have you been engaging in any
prohibited activities?’ Smack.

‘I… I touched myself this morning,
Ma’am.’

She sighs. ‘Mistress Anna knows that she is
not allowed to come without explicit permission. Apparently I
wasn’t explicit enough. If Mistress Anna wishes to behave like a
slut, then she will be punished like one.’ Smack. Smack.

The strikes were harder now or were against
already sore skin. ‘I’m sorry, ma’am! I didn’t think it was so
bad!’ It had felt so good, her brain melting and exploding with
pleasure, time passing in a blink until she recovered.

A finger traced her slit through her panties.
‘Mistress Anna’s body is precious and should not be used without
permission. Even by the young miss herself.’ Smack. Smack.
The pain was starting to build up now, her backside throbbing with
the impacts. ‘If you wish such things, then you are to ask me for
permission.’

‘But the other girls do it! And they keep
telling me about it, and it feels so good!’

‘You are not like the other girls, Mistress
Anna. You are pure and special. Or should be, if you behaved as you
should.’ The last five smacks came in a sudden, swift rush, her
backside throbbing from the impacts, even as excitement coiled
inside of her. Lips, warm and soft, gently kissed against a
buttock. ‘I do not wish to be so harsh with you, but if the young
miss will mis-behave, then she will be disciplined. Now, time to
test your mouth. On your back on the bed.’

There was no choice but to obey – any
resistance would only bring harsher punishment. She lay on her
sheets, moving her arms to the usual position, her wrists close to
the bedposts, cuffs hanging from them. Ma’am straddled her waist,
pinning her in place and holding a rubber bulb attached to a strap
in her hands. Anna shook her head, knowing what was coming and not
wanting it.

‘Open wide, Mistress Anna.’ She reached down
and pinched a nipple – even through a bra, it stung, pain
intensifying until Anna obeyed, and the bulb slid into her mouth.
‘Let’s see if you can beat your record.’ She squeezed another bulb,
pushing air into the one in Anna’s mouth, forcing it to expand and
grow. Anna tried to relax, to make it easier to have the thing
blocking her mouth, but it was uncomfortable having her tongue
squashed down, and she didn’t like the way it made her cheeks
bulge, or how it blocked her breathing.

Ma’am stroked her forehead between puffs,
until the thing was big and solid in her mouth, impossible to
dislodge without letting the air out. It was starting to protrude
into her throat, but her gag reflex had been trained out of her a
long time ago.

‘Very good, Mistress. Not quite your best,
but at least you’re not protesting like you used to.’

All Anna could do was mumble back, unable to
move her tongue or lips to form any words. ‘Nkk ou.’ Ma’am smiles
down at her.

‘Very good! At least Mistress Anna is polite,
even if she is badly behaved.’ Two sharp clicks fill the air as her
wrists are locked to the bedposts. ‘Now I need to test your
sensitivity. Allow me to fetch my equipment.’

She walked to the walk-in wardrobe and
unlocked it, careful to only open the door enough to slip inside,
only letting Anna see a little, the hangers filled with duplicates
of her uniform, along with some of the special outfits Ma’am made
her wear sometimes, clinging black latex, far too short and tight,
or tiny mini-skirts and skimpy mesh tops. Ma’am came back out with
a small leather bag and unzipped it, Anna’s heart sinking as she
saw the spiked wheel and the bundle of wires Ma’am pulled out. She
grunted, trying to beg not to be subjected to this! But all she
could do was make vague gasps, trying to ready herself for what she
knew was coming.

Ma’am pulled Anna’s skirt aside, unclasping
it and pulling it out from beneath Anna, folding it neatly and
putting it to the side. This revealed Anna’s panties fully, the
material already slightly moist with her juices. “Mistress Anna is
so wonderfully sensitive but needs to learn to control
herself.’

Ma’am bent her head down and kissed Anna’s
navel, tongue flicking out against the sensitive skin, making Anna
giggle despite the position she was in. And then the spiked wheel
gently touched her skin, just beneath the navel, the current making
her belly twitch. When it was there, she didn’t mind so much, it
was almost soothing, but she knew where it was going, as it ran
over her belly, down towards her crotch, and then a hand reached
out and tugged on her panties, snapping and tearing the material,
ripping them away.

She managed to stop herself from panting in
fear, getting her breath under control, knowing that fear would
only make it worse. It rolled, point by pricking point, down
towards her shaved slit, Ma’am’s other hand spreading her lips
wide. The spikes probed her tender folds, sending ripples of
electricity through her, her hips bucking. It hurt, but felt so
good! She wasn’t allowed to come, but this was getting her far too
close, and Ma’am would punish her even more.

The spikes were pushing against the most
sensitive parts of her body, her brain short-circuiting, burning
fuzz filling her senses, her vision wavering. A needle-prick
against her clit made her hips twitch, eyes wide and unseeing for a
moment until she recovered her senses.

‘Mistress Anna doesn’t seem to lost her
sensitivity. That is a good sign. But from now on, you will be
sleeping restrained and face up, to help you avoid temptation. And
I will be escorting you to college. I hope you have at least enough
self-control so as to not to be touching yourself in the
classroom.’

Anna tried to avoid blushing, remembering the
times when she had hidden her hand beneath the desk, slowly teasing
and stroking herself; not wanting to shame herself like a slut, not
wanting to come in class, but it felt so good, no matter
that Ma’am told her it wasn’t allowed! But she didn’t want to be
locked into a chastity belt again, so she smiled, at least as much
as she could around the gag. Ma’am patted her belly comfortingly,
before leaning in and kissing her slit, warm and wet tongue sliding
into her.

‘Mistress Anna, you have been a good girl,
but should you persist in this behavior, then I will need to punish
you again. Now, I will leave you to contemplate your position until
dinner. Does Mistress Anna require a blindfold?’

Anna shook her head. The gag was bad enough,
she didn’t want to be blinded as well! Hands grasped her ankles and
spread her legs, cuffing them to the bottom bed posts. And then
Ma’am stroked her forehead, brushing away loose strands of
hair.

‘Good girl. Now, think about what you’ve
done, and I hope no further punishment will be needed.’ She
caressed a breast before withdrawing, swiftly turning and walking
away, her apron-strings swaying as she walked to the door and left,
locking it behind herself.


Chapter Two: Lessons Not
Learned

Anna snuck through the house
again, trying to stay out of sight of the under-maids, not wanting
her presence reported. She wanted some time alone. To touch
herself, to experience that mind-melting bliss again! She managed
to make it into her room without anyone seeing her and slowly
closed her bedroom door, trying to shut it without making a noise,
everyone distracted by their work – it was cleaning day, after all,
and everyone was busy, the large house filled with the sounds of
hovering and dusting. Her room was one of the few quiet places in
the place!

She stood in front of the full-length mirror
and looked at herself – even though she knew it was naughty, she
had rolled her skirt up like the other girls she saw, the pleated
and tartan material high enough to show the bottom of her buttocks.
Her tight blouse showed her breasts well, the white fabric
contrasting with the solid black tie that fell between them. One of
the other girls had given her a gift, a cloth choker around her
neck, material stark and black against her pale skin.

Her hand dropped between her legs, feeling
her satin panties, teasing and stroking her slit, delight dancing
through her crotch, the material starting to cling from wetness.
She pushed further, probing deeper into herself, when a hand
grasped her shoulder, making her jump. Ma’am was staring at her,
dark eyes reflecting in the mirror, staring back at her.

‘Young miss, what are you doing?’

Anna squeaked. ‘I… I didn’t mean to, Ma’am! I
just wanted to explore myself.’

A hand patted against her backside, feeling
the shortness of the skirt, the padded tucking and rolling up of
the material as Anna was steered away from the mirror.

‘Do you have some issue with the clothing I
select for you? It is to highlight your finest features. And what
is this?’ She hooked a finger underneath the choker, stretching out
the material before letting it snap back.

‘It was… It was a gift, ma’am. From Sandra, a
friend I made.’

‘Hmmm. I doubt she is worthy of you. I think
perhaps your outside excursions will have to be limited in future.
But you should only wear clothing that has been selected for you.’
She tugged at the choker harder, snapping the fabric and tossing it
into the bin. ‘If you wish to have something about your neck, I
have just the thing.’

She went to the walk-in wardrobe and unlocked
it, stepping inside. Anna craned her neck, trying to see what was
inside – there had been several deliveries recently, large boxes,
their contents kept from her eyes. Inside the room she caught a
glimpse of several outfits on mannequins, sleek and black, shining
metal rings hanging from wrist, neck and ankle. If she was a good
girl, would Ma’am let her wear those?

She was only gone for a moment before
stepping back outside, the gleaming black bodies vanishing from
sight. She was holding a bag of items, as well as a black leather
collar, three inches tall, with large metal rings set around it.
Anna straightened her neck, letting it be wrapped around her skin,
the leather stiff and new, crackling as it was bent around her, a
buckle slithering shut.

‘Far more suitable for you, I think, then
that tawdry thing.’ Ma’am stood close behind Anna, making sure no
hair was caught in the collar. ‘Now, remove your panties.’

‘Do… do I have to? I promise I’ve been good!’
If she were to be inspected, then Ma’am would know she had been
naughty, and would punish her.

‘Then you have nothing to fear. Now, remove
your panties.’

Anna twisted her body, slowly shimmying her
underwear down, letting them drop to her ankles then stepping out
of them, letting Ma’am picking them up. She raised them to her face
and sniffed, her face showing disappointment.

‘Oh, young miss. What silly fantasies were
you having this time? Should I fetch some of the training
equipment?’

Anna raised her hands to feel her collar –
the tightness, the weight of it, felt right, made her feel
good and proud and… owned – as she felt a blush creeping up her
body, slowly encroaching onto her face, as she squirmed her thighs.
‘I… I want to touch myself, Ma’am. I want to…’ Her mind shied away
from the naughty words she knew she wasn’t allowed to use. ‘I want
to feel good!’

‘Perhaps I should have you strip naked and
come with me to inspect the work of the under-maids? I wonder what
they would think of their mistress being such a silly slut?’

Ma’am pushed the wet material against Anna’s
face, forcing her to smell her own arousal, the scent making her
even more turned on. ‘I’m sorry ma’am! I won’t do it again!’

‘You have said as much before, and yet still
persist in your behavior. Open your mouth, Mistress.’

Anna clamped her mouth tightly shut. ‘Nuph!’
She tried to turn her head away, but the collar was too tight and
restrictive, so she could only move her head if she shifted her
entire upper body. Ma’am grabbed the back of her head and twisted
her hair, with enough force to show that it could get more painful.
Anna slowly opened her mouth, the material getting shoved in. She
could taste herself, her sweat, and her own arousal, lust strong
against her tongue.

‘Good girl. Now, put these on.’ She pulled
out a pair of latex opera gloves, shining black. Despite the
trouble she was in, Anna grinned. She liked latex, the feel of it
on and around her body, the tight pressure of it, the teasing
pleasure of pulling it on, bit by bit, until it enclosed a limb, or
compressed her torso.

‘Es, a’am!’ She started pulling the glove on,
easting it up a bit at a time, savoring the way it clung and
pressed to her, each glove coming up and covering most of her time.
The gloves kept pulling her fingers back into slight curves unless
she exerted force, the material wanting to command and bind
her.

‘Now, have often have you masturbated without
permission?’

‘Twiph, Mauhm.’

‘Twice? Hmmm. Then, to start with…’ She
pulled out nipple clamps, a short chain between them. ‘One.’ Even
through Anna’s clothing, the metal bit sharply enough to sting,
crushing the flesh. ‘And two.’

Anna grunted as the second clamp was
attached. The chain was light enough that it didn’t increase the
pain much, but Ma’am had used the chain for weights before,
dragging and warping her skin, or to drag her around by.

‘Now, hands behind yourself, palms up.’

Anna obeyed as she sighed. She didn’t want to
be handcuffed! But she wasn’t – instead there was a crinkling
sound, a plastic cracking, and then fingers stroked and massaged
her palms and fingers, seeming to touch every inch of her hands and
fingers.

‘Now, down with me.’

The two of them moved again so they were
facing the mirror, Ma’am spreading her legs so that Anna was sat
between them. Then she reached forward and pulled up Anna’s skirt,
revealing her crotch, still visibly moist.

‘Now, your punishment will be complete when
you have made yourself come twice. You may begin.’ She kissed the
back of Anna’s head, then wrapped an arm around her waist.

Anna looked at the mirror, Ma’am gently
smiling back at her in the reflection. ‘Begin. Or should I punish
you in some other fashion?’

Anna shook her head, moving her hands to her
crotch, sliding a finger into herself, the latex feeling strangely
tacky. Was Ma’am finally going to let her come properly, rather
than sneaking in a furtive wank?

And then the pain started. Burning
started to seethe in her crotch, vicious spiking agony settling
into her folds and crevices. Ma’am tightened her grip.

‘Keep going, Mistress Anna.’

She could feel the orgasm building inside of
her, but every movement of her fingers was bringing fresh torment
now, her own wetness betraying her, carrying the burning deeper and
deeper inside of her. A tear trickled down her face as she
reflexively kept stroking and touching herself, but it hurt!
Even with Ma’am’s body pressed tightly against her, warm and soft,
this was brutal, the pleasure drowning in vicious, burning
pain.

‘Utt urns! Pleph!’ The panties still filled
her mouth, wet and thick.

‘If you cannot manage yourself, then I will
use this.’

A strap-on dildo was held in front of her
face; large, chunky and reeking of hot sauce. The size alone seemed
intimidating, at least from what she could make out through the
tears, but the fingers were agonizing now, rather than pleasurable
like they should be. She couldn’t drown out the pain, the spikes of
heat threatening to last a long time, impossible to wash out.

She sobbed and cried, Ma’am tugging on the
chain, before pushing her forward, so her backside rose into the
air. Hands spread her wide as the strap-on pushed into her, every
over-sized lump bringing fresh pain. She let her hands drop to the
floor as Ma’am fucked her, rough and hard and hot, burning
and vicious.

Even when she came, the orgasm was lost
amongst the pain, the heat rooted deeply within her. The panties
within her mouth were thick and heavy with slobber now, but she
didn’t dare spit them out, not wanting to make any more mess, aware
that her tears and pussy-juice were both staining the floor
already.

‘I’m phhooorryy…’ The strap-on was withdrawn,
more sparklines of heat as the lumps and ridges pressed against
her, before it was withdrawn.

‘Now, do you think you can manage another
yourself? Or do I have to do the work again?’

‘Phhooorryy…’ Anna slowly moved her hands
towards her crotch, carefully touching herself, then wincing at the
pain. It was like a paining needle pressing into her cunt.
‘Pleaaph, merrphhyyy…’

Gloved fingers stroked her folds, sending
more twitches of pain through into her. And then a tongue, the
spittle spreading the pain around even more, as it delved and
twisted into her, doing little to clear away the hot gel that
seemed to have flooded her entire crotch. How long would it take to
fade away? Why wasn’t she allowed to come, all she wanted was to
feel good! But at least without more being applied, the pain seemed
less, or maybe she was getting used to it now. The heat was still
brutal and overwhelming, but the tongue gave enough pleasure, sweet
and wet, that she could focus on that instead! Or was the pain
starting to feel good now? No, that couldn’t be right – pain was
meant to hurt, not be pleasurable!

This orgasm was less brutal and hot than the
first, and she could actually derive some pleasure from it, Ma’am
kissing her slit, breath sweet and gentle as she withdrew.

‘Now, I must inspect the work of the lower
maids, and they may need punishing or rewarding. Up on the bed,
Mistress Anna.’

She was hauled up onto the bed, her wrists
shackled to the posts. Then she was bent back on herself, her
ankles shackles to the same posts as her wrists, forcing her
backside up into the air.

A finger pushing against her butthole,
sliding in, more heat stabbing into her nerves. It squirmed and
twisted inside of her, smearing the vicious stuff thickly of Anna.
She wriggled around the tiny amount she could, shifting on the
mattress, wishing she could go to the bathroom and wash it off. A
hand slapped her crotch, and then Ma’am peeled off the thin
surgical gloves she had been using to protect herself from the
burning sauce.

‘I will blindfold and gag you, and then leave
you to your rest. And hopefully you will think twice before giving
into your base desires in future.’

She reached forward and stroked Anna’s face,
pushing her mouth open and pulling out the sodden panties. ‘I’m…
I’m sorry, ma’am.’ It was hard thinking and talking over the pain
still throbbing from her pussy and butt.

‘Sshhh, Mistress Anna. Do not exert yourself
further. Head up.’

It strained her neck to lift her head, but
she obeyed, a padded blindfold sliding over her eyes, before a
thick rubber ball was pushed between her lips and buckled into
place.

‘Rest well, Mistress. And I do hope this
position won’t stimulate your excessively.’

Anna could hear Ma’am walking out, the door
clicking shut, leaving her in her burning agonies, pain still
throbbing into her, the burning fuzz of the orgasm clouding her
thoughts.


Chapter Three: Helping
Hands

Anna sat at her desk, trying
to think her way through the work she had been set. They were hard
exercises, especially with the distraction between her legs. She
could feel the chastity belt, harsh and cruel against her thighs
and hips, the soft and wet warmth of her pussy leaked away. All she
wanted to do was touch herself! She mewled, a hand dropping beneath
the desk and scratching against the metal. She could, just about,
get the tip of a finger through it, enough that, if she strained
her hips, she could feel, or imagine she felt, the slightest touch
against her lips making her reel.

But there was no way to get anything else
through, to be able to properly touch herself and feel the pleasure
of orgasm, the release and bliss! She clenched her thighs, feeling
the warmth and softness there, locked away. Why wasn’t she allowed
to touch herself? It was so unfair! And now she was being checked
regularly, even those light touches making her head reel. Having to
sleep spreadeagled on the bed every night was uncomfortable as
well, her legs spread wide, her juices seeping out despite the lack
of touching, and the head maid’s disapproving look every morning,
before she was examined and then sealed back into the belt for the
day. It had even changed her clothing – she was being dressed in
longer skirts, so that others couldn’t see the belt.

She massaged her breast through her thin
shirt, playing with it, enjoying the feeling even though her
frustration was mounting. This was the closest she could get, and
it felt good, but nowhere near as good as being able to actually
touch herself properly. She groaned in frustration, feeling her
passion mount, without being able to dispel it. She was a good
girl, and she should be allowed to come, at least occasionally!

The door opened with a clatter, two of the
maids coming in, one carrying a hoover, the other a box of cleaning
gear. Their black and white uniforms were slightly dirty, smutted
with dust from whatever they had been cleaning, short skirts ending
with a fringe of petticoats. She bet they didn’t have to endure the
agony of a chastity belt! Although cleaning didn’t look much fun,
even compared to the exercise she had been set. Why did she have to
do all these number problems?

They looked at her, then at each other,
before coming in anyway. Anna spoke, trying to make her voice sound
commanding, although her hand was on her crotch, and she could
still feel the throbbing surge of her pussy sealed behind
metal.

‘I am busy, please don’t distract me.’

They ignored her, one of them plugging in the
hoover, the other taking a feather duster and starting to brush it
along the shelves. She brushed it over a small metal box that poked
out from beneath several textbooks, and Anna flushed – she hadn’t
hidden it properly!

The maid bent over to pick it up, revealing a
bare backside and a shaved pussy, peeking out from beneath the
ruffles. Anna squeaked and tried to stand, pushing the chair
back.

‘That’s private, don’t touch it!’

Her command was ignored, the maid opening up
the box, and squealing in delight as she pulled out a small
vibrator. Anna flushed – she’d managed to smuggle it home without
the head maid confiscating it, but it wasn’t strong enough to get
her off through the belt. If she was found with it, she’d be sure
to be punished though!

The maid took it out, and the long wire
connecting it to the controller, before sliding it up, the egg
buzzing into life. Even the sound, the electric
brrrrrrrzzzz, made her feel horny!

The one with the hoover smirked at her,
shaking her head, a long black ponytail flicking about. ‘Miss Anna,
are you allowed such things?’

‘I… Can do what I want! There’s nothing wrong
with it!’ She stepped forward, reaching out for it, not wanting
anyone else touching it, for all that she couldn’t use it.

The droning sucking of the hoover started up,
air suddenly plucking at her skirt, pulling at the fabric and
making her drop her hands to keep it under control. The maid with
the vibrator held it against her own cheek, feeling how much it
vibrated, as the maid with the hoover used it to poke and prod at
her, having to speak loudly to be heard over the sound of it. Anna
stumbled, falling to all fours, suddenly looking up a skirt,
stocking-clad legs in front of her face.

‘Does the young miss need cleaning?’

Her skirt was flipped up and the hoover
sucked at her thighs, a ring of force pulling on her flesh. Then it
tapped against her chastity belt, with enough force to suck through
the slit, the sensation making her head swim.

‘Guhh…’ Even that sensation was enough to
make it hard to think, air rushing over her most sensitive part. It
suddenly cut off, and she sagged down, unable to find the strength
to stand up.

One of the maids knelt in front of her, legs
spread so that her own pussy was right in front of Anna’s eyes,
scent washing out and spiking her own lust. She whined at the sheer
unfairness of it all – why wasn’t she allowed to come? Why did she
have to be locked behind metal? Her vision blurred behind tears, as
a hand stroked her cheek.

‘I think Mistress Anna’s clothing looks a
little dirty. We should collect it all and take it to the
laundry.’

The hoover switched off, and then hands
yanked out her skirt, pulling it off. Still on all fours, she tried
using one hand to keep it on, without success, her butt suddenly
bare except for the belt.

‘I heard that Mistress Anna can’t control
herself, so has to be locked away otherwise she’d do nothing but
wank all day. Now, take off your top, it needs washing.’ A foot
poked at her legs. It wasn’t fair that the maids got to wear their
glossy leather heels around the house, when she had to take her
shoes off or risk a paddling!

Hands grabbed at her top and she tried
protecting itself before she was pinched and tweaked enough, the
shirt buttons coming undone and it was removed, leaving her naked
except for her bra and chastity belt.

‘Hey….aummmmpphhh…’ Her cry of protest
trailed off as the hoover pressed against the pee-slit in the belt
again, the air rushing over her and making it hard to think. Just a
little more!

‘See what I mean? Our mistress is a horny
slut. That’s why the head maid has special therapy sessions with
her, isn’t that right?’

A toe poked into her buttock as the suction
was removed and she sagged downwards, denied release again. ‘I’m…
I’m precious! My body is special and perfect, and not to be sullied
with such… base desires!’ That was what the head maid told her, at
least, but it didn’t make it any easier to ignore the desperate,
wet yearning between her legs. One of the maids was stood in front
of her, her black mary-janes so shiny that Anna could see her own
face there, stock-wrapped legs going upwards, garter-straps
visible.

‘A horny slut, more like! I’ve heard the
groans you make and seen the mess you make of the sheets. At least
before you were locked away.’

Fingers brushed her backside, pulling on the
metal, before breath puffed through the slit and she moaned. ‘I… I
can’t help it! I’m not like you, you sluts, parading around with no
knickers on!’ She could see a bare slit, the skin freshly shaved,
not far above her head.

A hand spanked her bottom, but only lightly,
careful not to leave a mark before grabbing her flesh, nails
digging in. ‘We’re not allowed any!’

The impact made Anna sigh, only adding to her
excitement.

‘You get to sit in here all day, while we
have to do all the real work, and we get “assessed”.’ A hand
grabbed her hair, pulling her upright, another hand grasping her
throat. The tube of the hoover darted forward, sucking at a nipple,
tone of the motor changing as the tube was sucked, her breast
getting stretched out into the narrow tube and making her yelp.

‘Bet you’ve never had to have clamps on your
precious titties for a day, have you? Or get gagged and then get
punished for dribbling onto a precious vase!’ A foot tapped the
chastity, making the metal shake against her, another notch of
unfulfilled pleasure, making her groan even with the hand squeezing
her neck.

‘I think the “precious miss” needs to be
taught a lesson.’ Lips brushed her ear, before nibbling down,
teasing the flesh. A fever was starting to overcome her, her body
outside of her control, the heat strongest between her legs.

‘I… I…’ Anne bit her lip as the hoover was
pulled back, releasing her breast before latching onto the other
one, suckling at her sensitive nipple. ‘Maauuuhhh…’ She tried to
force herself to do something – she was the mistress here, they
were her staff, they should obey her – but her body refused to
obey, her mouth slack, her thighs tensing and squirming in a futile
attempt to get off.

The hoover silenced itself, her flesh getting
released as the grip tightened around her throat. Her breath was
forced short, making her body even more sensitive, as teeth gripped
her ear, a stab of pain that made her whimper.

An electric buzzing sounded out, the maid
holding up the vibrating egg. ‘How come you’re allowed things like
this when you’re locked away? We get forced to pleasure
ourselves, and get punished if we can’t do it, and we’re not
allowed anything to help with it!’

She kissed it, then lifted her skirt and slid
it into her pussy, gasping in delight as it slid into her. Anna
mewled in annoyance – that was hers, she’d never had the
change to use it, and now it was inside of someone else! And from
the look on her face, it felt good. She could see juices slicking
the maid’s thighs, staining the tops of her stockings as she
swayed, reaching out to lean on the wall before sinking to her
knees, one hand keeping the egg securely held inside of her.

The maid leaned forward and kissed Anna.
Blackness started to creep in at the edge of her vision, her mouth
now blocked as well, the maid’s lips soft and sweet against her
own, their tongue pushing between her lips.

The grip on her neck loosened, and she was
able to gulp in a breath.

‘Don’t hog it, I want a go!’

There was no answer, the other maid pressing
herself against Anna again, her uniform smooth against bare skin,
Anna’s nipples still sore from the suction, the contact making her
wince. ‘Naughty missy isn’t allowed to come!’

A hand slid between her thighs, stroking her
flesh before rattling against the cage and leaving her panting and
frustrated. ‘Please…’ She wasn’t sure if she was begging them to
stop, or to be allowed release of her own.

The maid pressed even more tightly against
her, straddling Anna’s knee and kissing her again as the one behind
her stroked her hips, then cupped her breasts before kissing her
back. Even their hair, silky, warm and soft, excited and thrilled
her as it rubbed her skin! Underneath the belt, she could feel
herself getting drenched, her juices flowing.

The maid’s eyes rolled back into her head,
her body going limp for a moment as she climaxed. Anna could feel
the wetness on her leg, and the scent in the air made her even more
aroused.

The door slammed open, colder air wafting in
a gust from outside. The head maid was stood there, a perfect and
pristine figure in black and white, her skirt falling to her ankles
in contrast to the short and fluffy skirts of the under-maids, a
cane in her hand.

Everyone froze except the maid in front of
Anna that slumped against her, lost in an orgasmic daze, falling
forward with an empty grin on her face. The maid tried to stammer
out some words, suddenly lost and fearful. Anna could only vaguely
mewl herself, thighs still tensing around her own warmth, unable to
get herself off.

‘While you were instructed to clean the
chambers of the young miss, you most certainly were not instructed
to do this, or engage in any acts of self-pleasure.’ Her voice was
cold and wrathful, the maid hugging herself close to Anna in
fear.

‘I didn’t come! It was Beatrice’s idea!’

‘Then Beatrice will be punished most harshly.
But you failed to stop her, Colette, and so you also need
punishment. And you, Anna, you appear overly stimulated. What do
you have to say for yourself?’

The maid’s eyelids started to flutter as she
recovered from her swoon, her eyes opening to see the head maid
looming over her. She yelped in fear, the vibrator sliding out of
her and buzzing against Anna’s leg. She sputtered in fear as the
head maid approached, the cane tapping against her chin. ‘Now,
Beatrice. I would have thought your previous session would have
dissuaded you from such experimentation. I wonder how long you will
be able to endure this time? Take yourself to the training room and
lock yourself into the cage. Am I understood?’

‘But…’

The cane thwipped in a swift motion and
tapped the maid’s cheek. ‘Take yourself to the training room as
instructed. Or I will be forced to use harsher measures. Perhaps
the box again? That seemed to make an impact on your behavior
before.’

Beatrice shot to her feet, before taking a
woozy step forward, her gait stiff-backed as she hunched her
shoulders and sped out of the room.

‘I was looking forward to a relaxing supper,
but I suppose I will have to discipline Beatrice instead. Now,
Colette, what do you have to say for yourself? Bringing such a toy
into the presence of the young miss!’ She glared down at the
vibrator, still buzzing away.

Colette shook her head in denial. ‘That… that
wasn’t…’

The head maid flicked the cane against
Colette’s cheek, silencing her. ‘I think you can keep the young
miss company for tonight. Mouth open, nice and wide.’

Colette obeyed, a bright red ball getting
pushed between her lips. With practiced hands, the head maid
stripped off the girl’s outfit, before wrapping rope about her
body, the cord sliding over the naked flesh.

Anne shivered and eyed the still-open door,
seeing another maid walk past and look in, goggling for a moment
but then walking away, not wanting to get involved. Colette grunted
into her gag, nodding her head at the vibrator, trying to explain
herself but unable to talk through the ball.

And then, suddenly, she was airborne, as the
ropes were thrown over a hook on the ceiling, Colette’s weight
borne by them, spread over her entire body. She was suspended over
Anna’s bed, utterly naked, hair long enough to reach onto the
bed.

The head maid patted Anna on the head. ‘Young
miss, it is time for your inspection. On the bed.’ She looked at
the workbook still on Anna’s desk. ‘It appears you have not yet
completed your exercises. You must sharpen your mind, to perfect
that as well as your body. Now, on the bed.’

Anna hated this part of the day, but there
was no choice but to obey. She got onto the bed, taking one of the
cuffs attached to the bed-posts and locking it around her wrist,
before managing to snap the other into position, spreading her arms
wide.

Colette dangled low, her hair falling where
Anna’s crotch would go. She twisted awkwardly, before the head maid
grabbed her ankle and pulled her leg into position, a cuff locking
it into position, the same happening with the other leg,
spreadeagling her into position.

Colette’s hair brushed against her stomach,
as the head maid leaned in and unlocked the chastity belt. Cool air
brushed over her sex, making her swoon and thrust her hips forward,
desperate for release. Surgical gloves snapped over the head maid’s
hands as she carefully started to finger Anna’s slit. She was so
drenched it was easy for her to slide a finger in, Anna tensing and
gasping.

‘The young miss is not allowed to come.’

‘Ple… please?’

‘No. You are precious and must not be
ruined.’ The finger withdrew, leaving Anna gasping and needy. ‘You
have been well behaved, and so may sleep without the belt.
Tomorrow, I expect you to complete those exercises.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’ Anna could feel her juices
starting to seep into the bedding, with Colette’s hair dangling
down, brushing against her. Trying to sleep, with those teasing
strands rubbing against her, moving with every breath of Colette’s.
This wasn’t fair! But the head maid was already closing the
shutters and the curtains, dropping the room into darkness. It
wasn’t even evening yet!

But she knew from past experience that there
was no way to break the restraints. Normally it wasn’t so bad, but
with the hair brushing against her, it was agony! The head maid
brushed hair off Anna’s forehead, before producing a blindfold from
beneath her apron and tying it over Anna’s eyes, then pushing a gag
into place.

‘Sleep well, mistress.’

She heard the head maid walk away before the
door was shut and then locked closed. She whimpered, thrusting her
hips upwards and trying to get off, but unable to do more than
torment herself with the strands of hair, before something wet and
sticky slobbered onto her, drool falling from Colette’s mouth onto
Anna’s belly, crotch and thighs. The warm goop stained her body,
and she mewled again – this was going to be a long and hellish
night, with the soft stroking of the hair and now the clammy
stickiness of the spit making her pussy seep with desire, and an
utter inability to get herself off. She couldn’t even beg through
the gag or do anything more than mumble powerlessly into the rubber
ball, trying to sleep, even through the fever-heat of her pussy and
the dribble falling onto her.


Chapter Four: Picture
Perfect




Anna shivered as the hands, swift and warm, stroked
her naked body. Being measured for new clothing was important, but
did she have to be blindfolded for it? The silk band was soft
against her face but utterly opaque, blinding her vision entirely.
A tape, plastic and slightly tacky, was wrapped around her hips,
the measurement read out.

‘Congratulations, Mistress Anna, you have
managed to reach the target size you were set. That means I do not
have to change your food back to the food replacement powder.’

She sighed in relief. That stuff tasted
horrible, dry and choking, and in a variety of equally bland and
vaguely-sweet flavors. Real food was far nicer! Hands pulled
her arms up and out, so she was in a “T” shape. There was an
unhappy, grunting cough, followed by the sound of a slap.

‘Beatrice, control yourself. Unless you wish
for some further training?’

There was a wet and dribbly ‘no’ from the
unfortunate under-maid, still being punished for her earlier
infractions. Anna could hear several uncertain and sharp footsteps,
ballet heels making it impossible for Beatrice to move with
anything approaching quietness, her lack of elegance having earned
her several sharp flicks and slaps from the head maid.

‘Your measurements are what they should be.
Excellent, Miss Anna.’

The tape wrapped around her neck, squeezing
tightly for just a moment. Her breath was warm against the back of
Anna’s head, and then the tape retracted.

‘And your accessories should fit as well.
That makes things easier, I do like you in a collar.’ A hand
ruffled her hair, before brushing it back into place. ‘Now, hold
these, and no spillages.’

A glass was placed into each hand, liquid
taking a moment to settle. They weren’t heavy, but it was an
uncomfortable position. Fingers brushed against her waist, lightly
brushing the chastity belt, before there was a click and it
was unlocked, the metal getting put to the side.

Anna inhaled deeply, trying to not show the
deep rush of arousal that flushed through her, her hands tensing on
the glasses. Even the air near her, brushing against her, made her
head spin. If it hadn’t been for the glasses in her hands, she
probably would have tried to touch herself, and could already feel
her juices starting to trickle downwards. The head maid must have
kneeled in front of her, as breath tickled against her, Anna’s
hands rictus-tight on the glasses.

The tape settled around her hips, where the
chastity belt normally sat. ‘Good. No bloating, still nice and
trim.’

Then the tape was held in place just above
her navel, dangling down her body before getting pulled between her
legs, wedging itself into her slit. She squeaked and shivered,
trying to keep the glasses straight and even. She was so sensitive!
The plastic tape was tugged back and forth a few times, Anna’s
pulse starting to race and quicken, before it was removed and she
sighed, barely able to stop herself sinking down.

‘Good. It seems as though you haven’t slipped
your belt.’

She’d tried, but the damn thing was too solid
and strong! Even when she bashed it against something hard enough
to bruise her hips, the metal unyielding and invulnerable. The tape
slithered through her, to thin and quick to get any real
stimulation from. Then fingers brushed against her, feeling the
shaved skin, slipping slightly into her, and she whimpered before
the fingers withdrew.

‘The young miss has been well-behaved.’

The blindfold slithered off her face and she
was allowed to see again, the head maid standing back. Beatrice
clomped past, struggling to balance in her heels, ass reddened from
cane-strikes, a fat ballgag in her mouth. They were in a dressing
room, full-length mirrors in front of her, clothing hanging from
racks. Colette was holding a clipboard, having recorded Anna’s
measurements as they were read out, in her usual mini-skirt maid
outfit.

The head maid went to the racks of clothing,
Anna suddenly feeling the shame of her nudity, along with the lust
still surging through her. Could she get off now, with the head
maid looking the other way? But she still had a glass in each hand,
and if she did come, she would probably collapse in a sweaty, cummy
mess. But it would be worth it, just to feel that good again!

The head maid turned back around, holding
something long, black and shiny. ‘I think perhaps it is time to try
this? You have the figure for it. While it is a little different
from your usual style, I think it may work for you.’ She held it
up, revealing it to be a bodysuit, with a zip over the crotch, the
breasts formed into cups. ‘Beatrice, help the young miss dress
herself. With some elegance, if you please.’

Beatrice mumbled something through the gag
before clomping over towards Anna, taking the glasses from her
hands and letting Anna rest her arms.

The two of them started to dress Anna in the
latex bodysuit, sliding her body into it. It felt like it was
hugging her flesh, pulling and squeezing at her as it embraced her
body. It settled over her like a second skin, creeping up her legs.
And then it started to get pulled over her crotch, and she had to
take a deep breath in, feeling it slide and slip with her juices.
She lost herself for a moment, the sensation overwhelming, and when
she came to, it had reached up to her breasts, the pressure there
clouding her senses even more – a constant pressure, yielding as
she breathed but something that was impossible to evade, tight
about her hips as well. Not cruel and hard like the belt, but
stretching and yielding, sort of, shaping and molding her.

When her arms were slid into the sleeves,
fingers pushing into gloves, then it covered her entirely except
for her feet and her head, and the crotch-slit was still open, the
wetness visible even against the glossy latex. She looked at
herself in the mirror – her skin was now a perfect and smooth
series of curves, black and shiny, more than human. She breathed,
feeling it resist her movement, trying to snap back to an
unstretched shape.

The head maid stroke a hand along the latex,
feeling the curves of Anna’s body, before moving close behind her.
‘Excellent. The work put into you is paying off.’ She lightly
rubbed one of Anna’s ears. ‘Yes, I think the decision to have no
piercings was for the best. You are an excellent canvas with no
need for such adornments.’

Anna nodded. She didn’t want metal stuck into
her, that sounded painful! She shifted her shoulders, smiling at
the way it made her feel. It was so warm and tight, wrapping her in
an all-embracing hug! If only she were allowed to touch
herself!

‘Yes. I think that will be just the thing for
your photographs.’

The word jerked Anna from her reverie.
‘…photographs, ma’am?’

‘Oh yes. To show you off to best advantage.
And the under-maids as well, although those are of less value and
worth.’ She attached cuffs to Anna’s wrists, and then a leather
collar around her neck, a metal ring dangling down. ‘We may as well
begin the posture training as well.’

Knee-high boots with brutally high heels were
produced, her feet sliding into them, forced onto tiptoes. The head
maid supported her weight as the long laces were wound into place,
sealing her feet in. The pressure started to build in her ankles
and calves almost immediately, even with being able to lean onto
the head maid. And her pussy was still open to the air!

‘Now, time to let the photographer do their
work. With me.’

As the head maid hooked fingers through
Anna’s collar and walked off, Anna had no choice but to follow,
tottering forwards, trying to use her arms to balance, barely
managing not to fall forward. And the latex! The sensations were
almost enough to make her come by itself, the way it felt on her
body, how it moved with her. She must have made some sound,
probably a happy purr, as the head maid gave her a smile back. ‘The
young miss is happy?’

She still wanted to touch herself, but this
was a whole new world of sensations! ‘Yes, ma’am. Thank you for
this!’

‘When you are a good girl, you are rewarded.
I do hope that you will remember this, I would prefer not to have
to punish you.’

Despite her mild words, Anna shivered again,
her body aching for a moment with the memory of canings and worse.
‘No, ma’am. I will be a good girl.’

They moved into one of the rooms, with large
white screens set up and several flashbulbs, and a padded couch in
the center, and a variety of props, as well as more racks of
clothing.

‘Sit down and spread your legs, nice and
wide.’

Anna was pushed forward and managed to
stagger over to the couch without turning an ankle or falling over,
only too glad to sit down. She spread her legs, feeling the wet
heat between her thighs, but not daring to touch herself in full
view of the head maid.

The flashbulbs went off and stung her eyes as
the head maid took a picture. The lights whined before she took
another, then another. ‘On all fours. Like a dog.’

Anna obeyed, kneeling on the couch, pressing
her backside to the camera, craning her neck awkwardly. The camera
flashed again, stinging her eyes, but at least giving something to
focus on other than the burning need between her legs. In
between poses, she managed to rub herself against the couch, the
cushion padding just rough enough to get her closer to getting off,
leaving stains on the red fabric.

The head maid crooned instructions at her,
making her pose herself, leaning back and spreading her legs as far
back and as wide as she could, using her fingers to spread herself
wide. The hot, burning desire to fuck herself was still there, but
when she tried to even slip a finger into herself, the chiding
tut from the head maid stopped her. It wasn’t fair, making
her expose herself like this, and not letting her get off! Lost in
the haze of denied lust, she barely noticed the head maid approach,
camera clicking and bursting with light, taking several close-up
shots of Anna’s pussy, taking Anna’s hands and pulling them into
position, making herself stretch herself even wider.

With one hand still on the camera, the head
maid tapped a finger against Anna’s clit, and she whimpered.
‘Please, ma’am… Please let me…’

‘No. The young miss is not permitted.’ The
words were gentle but firm, as a finger slid into her, her whole
body tensing. ‘Such things are precious.’ Her tone became softer.
‘But the young miss has been behaving recently. Perhaps she will
earn such pleasure?’

‘Pl…ease?’

‘Perhaps.’ Her head dipped forward, a swift
kiss planted on her lower lips, a tongue slipping into her, for
just a moment. Warm and wet, it curled around her clit, spit mixing
with her own fluids before it withdrew. Anna whimpered before she
was pulled to her feet, reflexively wrapping her arms around the
head maid to steady herself, getting patted on the head.

‘Put these on.’

Anna was pushed away, as Beatrice tottered
close holding a pleated mini-skirt and a blouse, along with a
school tie.

It felt strange wearing clothing over the top
of the latex, her curves hidden behind the fabric. Although the
skirt was shorter than her usual one, just barely covering her
slit, the blouse translucent so it showed the black beneath, the
tie sliding beneath the collar of the blouse.

It was harder posing on her feet, her ankles
quickly straining and tiring as she tried to follow the
instructions, bending over and feeling the tension through her
back, playing with her breasts. The feeling of touching herself was
strange, the latex numbing her touch slightly, but enervating her
entire body, senses alive with the confinement and closeness of the
stuff.

Eventually, enough pictures had been taken.
The head maid beckoned at her, and she managed to walk over,
feeling the latex fighting her as she straightened her arms to try
and keep her balance.

‘Good girl.’ A kiss to the forehead made her
feel warm and tingly before she was pulled over to the wall, a hook
from the ceiling connecting to her collar, metal cuffs locking her
wrists behind her. ‘You may practice your posture, while I prepare
some pictures of the under-maids. They will make a fetching matched
set, I think. Beatrice, Colette, to the center. It’s a shame that
Danielle is currently occupied.’

Colette was quicker to respond, unencumbered
by ballet heels, sitting down and taking a pose on the couch, legs
spread to show her own bare slit, the lacy ruffs of her
stocking-tops peeping into view.

Anna tried not to make too much noise,
although she had to constantly shift about, unable to fall down
without choking herself. Colette posed and preened, teasing herself
with her fingers, cheeks starting to flush. Anna suppressed an
indignant grunt – it wasn’t fair that the maids were allowed to get
off when she wasn’t! But a swift glare from the head maid stilled
her tongue, although she could still feel her dripping desire
between her legs.

Her eyes moved over Colette’s body – plump
legs wrapped in stockings, full breasts pushing out the
lace-trimmed front of her low-cut dress, a red welt across a tit
from some punishment. Colette’s head sagged backwards as she
finger-fucked herself, skirt riding higher up.

‘Stop.’

Colette whined but managed to obey, pulling
her fingers away from her gaping cunt, eyes glazed, tongue hanging
out. Beatrice managed to kneel next to her, ducking her head to
kiss Colette’s shiny shoes, leaving a smear of spit and lipstick,
before working her way up the leg. Colette was panting in denied
frustration, her hands tight on the couch, having to force herself
to not finish off, not helped by Beatrice’s teasing.

When Beatrice tried to stand, she wobbled on
the heels, leaning forward to support herself on Colette. Somewhat
recovered from her almost-release, Colette followed the head maid’s
orders, helping Beatrice up, but then lifting her skirt for some
pictures to be taken, her slit just as wet and loose as Colette’s
had been.

Anna shifted her hips, feeling the fabric of
her skirt settle. She tried bending and twisting around, desperate
to touch herself, trying to wriggle enough to touch herself, unable
to do more than stroke her thighs, flicking the fabric out of the
way. Being forced to watch the maids, the servants have fun,
even if they weren’t allowed to touch each other, made her feel
even hornier, without any way to finish herself off! Even squirming
and twisting her thighs together just made her even more
frustrated! The occasional look from the head maid stilled her
wriggling – she didn’t want to be punished.

Colette and Beatrice continued to tease and
caress each other, Colette taking the lead and fingering Beatrice,
kneeling down and starting to pump an entire fist into Beatrice,
making her gasp out incoherent non-words, and only standing thanks
to Colette’s support. Anna mewled – she wanted that! But she wasn’t
even allowed a finger, it wasn’t fair!

The photo session continued as the sun
dropped, the room getting cast into soft oranges. Her legs were
feeling numb and stiff, her ankles burning with tension before the
head maid ordered the under-maids to clean up, before she
approached Anna.

‘Very good, Mistress Anna. Now, time for you
to rest.’ She unhooked the collar, Anna falling forward against
her, glad to take the weight off her feet. She was scooped up in
the head maid’s arms and gasped in pleasure, nuzzling herself close
against the head maid, warm and close.

A kiss on her forehead soothed her further,
and she let herself relax, resisting the urge to move her hands
towards her crotch, knowing that would only get her in more
trouble. She let herself doze as she was carried back through the
mansion, allowed to rest.

‘Good girl, good girl.’ Another kiss on the
forehead made her wriggle happily, warm and comfortable in the head
maid’s arms. ‘I will not always be here to protect you, Mistress
Anna. I do hope you are learning.’

‘Mmmm…’ Anna was barely listening, cuddling
herself close, the throbbing lust slowly fading and becoming less
sharp, more comfortable and warm, before she was deposited into her
bed, still bound in latex. Her hands were released from the cuffs,
just for a moment before getting attached to the posts, her legs
spread wide as well, a blindfold slithered back across her eyes,
world going dark.

A slow and lingering kiss to her pussy made
her gasp, tongue swirling inside of her, the head maid savoring the
taste before withdrawing.

‘Sleep well, little Mistress Anna. And your
training shall continue tomorrow.’

Anna twisted around as the door clicked shut,
still marveling at the feeling of the latex, the tightness of it,
making her feel warm and fuzzy and loved, sealing her body. She
quickly fell asleep, into a blissful daze of being embraced and
teased.


Chapter Five: Striking
Poses

Since the photography
session, latex had taken a regular place in Anna’s outfits, various
colors, all gorgeously tight and clinging, making her body tingle
whenever she wore it. It made the chastity belt feel even crueler
though, her sex denied to her, even as the rest of her body was
displayed. Not when she went out, of course – then she wore the
more normal clothing the head maid picked out, always long enough
to hide the chastity belt. It wasn’t fair!

Anna reached between her legs and tried,
again, to touch herself. No matter which way she came at it, the
metal impossible to penetrate. The rubber padding on the inside
made it slightly less uncomfortable to wear than bear metal, but
the desperate yearning never truly dissipated. She wasn’t even
allowed to shower by herself anymore – instead, her hands were
shackled to the ceiling and the head maid would strip as well, or
put on her own latex bodysuit, and slowly and carefully wash her.
The contact and warm water were lovely, but even attempting to
grind against the head maid’s leg earned a swift flick to her
forehead or nose in rebuke. Her collar had been changed as well –
now, a thick posture collar ringed her neck, forcing her head
straight, with several metal rings attached, and only removed to
check her skin for markings and when washing. The leather was
soothing and comfortable, feeling like someone wrapping comforting
hands around her neck, although not being able to turn her head had
taken some getting used to.

Still, it was safer with the head maid than
the under-maids. She tensed as footsteps moved past her door, but
mercifully it stayed shut. Being teased by them, Beatrice
especially, was hard to endure! Having the hoover sucking against
the chastity belt, or a feather dust pushed against it so that she
could feel it brushing against her without any hope of a climax,
the feathers coming out obviously dampened, Beatrice then rubbing
it against Anna’s face. Even though Beatrice now seemed to be
muzzled on a permanent basis for her attitude, the head maid was
frequently out during the day, leaving Anna at the mercy of the
under-maids, and it was getting harder and harder to hide from them
and their cruel, teasing fingers.

She completed the page of exercises, checking
that her handwriting was of a standard that wouldn’t get her in
trouble, and that she hadn’t made any obvious mistakes. Maybe if
she had got them all right, then she might be allowed an orgasm?
Thoughts of that, dreams of a blissful, screaming release, all the
pressure and heat flowing out of her at once, distracted, making
her squirm again, nails scraping at the metal. It wasn’t fair that
the metal was locked about her all the time! All she wanted to do
was pleasure herself, that wasn’t wrong, surely? She bent over and
lifted her skirt up, trying to twist into a position to blow
through the gap. Maybe if she could puff hard enough, then she
would be able to get off that way?

She wasn’t bendy enough to move her lips
close to the slit, the air not moving enough to achieve anything.
Then she took a piece of paper and folded it into a strip, trying
to push that through. It fit! She pushed further, giving a sigh as
it poked against her sensitive parts, immediately clinging to the
moisture. She twisted it back and forth, trying to excite herself
further, but the paper had no solidity, nothing to push her over
the edge. She wanted something solid inside of herself, large and
meaty!

Anna only barely heard the door, sitting up
just in time to see the head maid enter, desperately twisting and
tugging at the paper, squashing it in her palm, feeling how damp it
was. She coughed and moved her hands to her side, trying to keep
the well away from her crotch well under scrutiny.

Eyes flicked over her work, Anna’s breath
pausing in her chest. Would she be punished for getting something
wrong? But the head maid nodded, then patted Anna on the head.
‘Very good, young miss. It seems your work is paying off.’

Anna smiled at the praise, and at the
gentleness of the head-pats, nuzzling herself against the hand and
the head maid’s crisp, white apron.

‘Thank you, ma’am.’ Could she… could she ask
to come? Would she finally be allowed to touch herself? ‘Ma’am, can
I…’

Her words were cut off, the hand coming down
and gripping her head – not harshly, but enough to control her
movement. ‘Young miss, there are other skills you must learn. While
your body is well-formed, and your mind tutored, there are certain
areas in which you are sadly deficient.’

Would one of those areas be touching herself?
She wanted to do that, more than anything!

‘Time grows short, young miss, both for
yourself and the maids, before you must be ready.’ She kissed Anna
on the top of the head. ‘And so the lessons will become even more
intense. But you will be perfect and beautiful, won’t you?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Good girl. Now, put your boots on.’

Anna looked at them with distaste – stiff
enough to stand up by themselves, high enough to come to her knees,
with heels so high that they pushed her onto tip-toe when worn.
They made her legs ache, and it was virtually impossible to balance
in them, especially when her hands were bound behind herself.

They were bought over and her feet pushed
into them, the material crafted just for her, perfectly shaped
around her flesh.

‘Do I have to?’

‘Yes, young miss. Grace and deportment are
important, and you must learn to keep your balance. Beatrice, for
all her faults, is progressing well with hers. I should have
started your training earlier, but your studies were finally
progressing and I didn’t want to distract you.’

‘But they hurt! And I don’t like them.’ She
stamped one of them against the ground, feeling it pinch around her
ankle.

‘Beauty is gained through suffering. And you
are very, very beautiful.’ She looked up at Anna, smiling as she
started to tighten the laces, leather pulling itself against Anna’s
legs, snug and tight. She liked that feeling, of being
wrapped up in something, but the pressure of the heels, the way
they forced her off-balance, made her vulnerable and wobbly, and
the strain they put on her ankles and calves, hurt. But there was
nothing she could do to stop the leather tightening around her,
laces tightening, knots done so tightly she wouldn’t be able to get
them off without assistance.

‘Come with me.’

It was a struggle to stand, although it hurt
less than it had before, her ankles stronger than they had been.
She put her arms out to try and balance herself, fist still closed
about the paper. The head maid gave her a level look, and she
bought her arms in, attempting to maintain her balance without
leaning on anything.

‘Follow me, young mistress.’

‘Yes ma’am.’

It was almost easier moving, that at least
changing where she felt the strain as she moved. But at least she
was able to keep her hands down by her waist, rather than having to
keep raised and extended.

‘Good work, young miss. I am glad that I
don’t have to attach weights to your wrists anymore or tether them
to your waist. You are getting better. But there is still room for
improvement.’

Anna managed to keep her balance, trying to
smile as she walked, despite feeling like she was about to fall
over. At least now she could manage to walk unassisted, but she
still didn’t like it. Going down the stairs was a particular trial,
requiring each foot to be carefully planted, a terrifying moment of
instability as she moved the other foot down.

When she reached the bottom, she smiled to
herself, feeling proud of herself for having managed the stairs
without using the banister. The head maid turned to a door, and
Anna’s heart sank. That was the special room, that she tried
to forget, that she was only taken to when she was a bad girl. But
she was a good girl! She didn’t deserve to be punished!

The head maid patted her on the head before
opening the door. ‘You are a good girl.’ The door opened, a grunt
of pain sounding out. Anna shivered as she took in the scene – this
was the first time she had been allowed to properly see inside; her
past visits had been blurred by hoods, blindfolds or tears.

Beatrice was there, mounted from the ceiling,
straddling a wooden pyramid, the ridge of the top covered with
metal, all her weight on her crotch. Her legs were bent back on
themselves, with weights attached to her knees, making her position
even more painful. From the way her teeth bit into the padding on
the bit-gag in her mouth, she had been there for some time, utterly
naked except for her maid’s headband. Lash-marks were red on her
breasts and belly, bright against her pale flesh. Leather pads
covered her ears, probably deafening her.

A chain ran from the ceiling to her wrists,
her sole solace from her own weight torturing her when she could
summon up her strength to pull herself up, before her arms weakened
and she was back in pain again.

‘Beatrice has been… troublesome
recently.’

The tortured girl mewled something through
her gag, unable to form clear words, but tears trickled down her
face.

‘Allow me a moment to prepare her.’

Anna didn’t enter the room, the vague and
pained memories too strong, but could see that there were all sorts
of instruments of pain and torture in there – cages, a wooden rack,
various whips and crops, spiked and hinged items that she didn’t
recognize, but that made her cringe. The thick, musky scent of sex
was heavy in the air though, and she tried to ignore her own
arousal.

Beatrice was pulled off her uncomfortable
seat, yelping as she was lifted into the air. She wasn’t freed from
her restraints – instead, more bindings were wrapped around her
doubled-up legs, a leather sleeve and padding going over her knees
and legs. Her arms were bent as well, similar bindings applied,
making it utterly impossible for Beatrice to stand. The thick
collar around her neck kept her from even looking up, her world now
limited to anything low on the ground.

The head maid clipped a leash onto her
collar, before pulling on it, making Beatrice mewl again before
following the pull.

‘Young miss, take this and follow.’ She
handed Anna the leash.

Anna looked down at Beatrice, who was testing
the limits of her movement, her bound and crippled limbs only
useful for crawling with. The heels might be bad, but they were a
lot better than being bound onto all fours like an animal! Having
the leash was pleasing though, having Beatrice at her
command for once! The marks of her punishment were clear on her
body, her slit looking sore from its recent torments.

She followed the head maid, tugging on the
leash, Beatrice following behind, her stubby limbs making heavy
sounds on the floor as she advanced, sounding clunky and inelegant
compared to Anna’s own pointed and awkward steps. Anna followed the
head maid as they moved towards one of the galleries; long chambers
filled with fine art, large windows letting in copious sunlight.
The sunlight on her skin felt warm and pleasant – although she
would rather be barefoot and sealed into latex, this was nice, even
if she did still have the loathsome chastity belt locked about her
crotch.

Along one wall were two X-frames, with
Colette and Danielle locked into them, both naked, gagged and
blindfolded, spread and exposed in the sunlight, skin currently
unmarred. Although judging from the devices behind them, spindles
with several whipping cords currently laying still, they were going
to be hurt soon. A long and knotted cord was strung out across the
gallery, ominous-looking wires connecting to the posts at either
end of it.

The head maid gave her a comforting pat
across the shoulder blades. ‘Time grows short, young miss. But this
is to make you perfect.’ She guided Anna forward, tugging the cord
downwards and moving Anna so that one leg was on either side of it.
Her hands were pulled behind her back, each hand gripping the
opposite elbow, leather straps locking them into position, and then
her skirt was removed. The leash was taken from her hand and
unclipped from Beatrice, allowing the bound maid some measure of
freedom.

The head maid tapped the cord and it flicked
upwards, tapping against the chastity belt, the thing for once
giving her some protection.

‘The skin of the young miss must not be
harmed. And so any failure shall result in Colette and Danielle
being punished.’ They both grunted in indignation, glaring at Anna,
although they couldn’t speak. ‘Now, your task is simple. You are to
reach then end of the cord.’ She tapped it again, a knot tapping
itself against the chastity belt. ‘However, should your posture be
wanting, then there will be an effect.’

She held the rope up so it was in contact
with the chastity belt for longer. The whipping cords flicked to
life, lashing Colette and Danielle across their breasts, bellies
and thighs, making them both gasp in pain. The head maid didn’t let
the rope drop, the cords spinning again, and then an electric shock
transmitting itself through the metal belt into Anna’s crotch.

‘Augh!’ Even the spiking pain of lightning
searing her was arousing, sending a tingling through her damp
crotch, her hands tensing into fists.

And then the head maid let the rope drop,
Anna managing to stay standing. She was able to turn her head a
fraction, just enough to see the head maid turning a winch to
tighten the cord, raising it up, as the whipping-cords both stopped
moving.

‘Kindly begin, Miss Anna. Unless you require
more direct persuasion to begin?’ She had moved out of sight, but
something sliced the air, a breeze running over her buttocks as
something narrowly missed her.

‘No, ma’am! I will begin!’ As long as she
kept her legs tense and straight, then her crotch wouldn’t touch
the rope – she could do this!

She took a step forward, keeping herself
straight and erect, her gait and poise just as the head maid had
shown her. The eyes of Colette and Danielle bored into her, welts
already starting to show from the brief whipping they’d already
had, tense in case of future pain, as well as promising torments to
Anna if she should fail. Another step. She could do this! She could
only take small steps, not daring to do anything larger lest her
crotch should fall against the rope, or she should stumble. She
didn’t want to get zapped, and the under-maids would definitely
find a way to torment her if she hurt them!

Another few tiny shuffling steps advanced
her, but the end of the gallery didn’t seem any closer. Something
brushed against her leg, making her pace stutter. Beatrice’s leash
was long enough that she had moved herself to be level with Anna,
shoving her shoulder against Anna’s leg.

She felt the slightest of taps of the rope,
the whipping cords starting to spin to life, the other maids
tensing in preparation. She managed to recover herself though,
quickly standing straight, so the whips only spun lazily around,
brushing over the captives rather than cracking into their
flesh.

It was harder walking now, Beatrice butting
against her from behind. Anna tried to kick her away, but she could
barely lift a foot off the ground, unable to do anything more than
knock her ankle against Beatrice’s shoulder, an angry grunt coming
back.

As she took another tiny shuffling step,
Beatrice attacked again, shoving hard at Anna. The height of the
boots protected her legs but standing fully straight with
Beatrice’s weight pressing against her leg was impossible.

The motors whined to life, the maids grunting
in pain as they were whipped, cords striking across their breasts.
Their eyes were even more unfriendly now, but Anna wasn’t sure if
she was allowed to speak and didn’t want to risk any further
punishment for herself, so tried to mouth an apology at them.

‘The young miss must be perfect. Any
imperfections must be… eliminated.’

A cane tapped against her bare buttock,
poking into the flesh. ‘A piece like Beatrice is of some value, but
far less than something of such beauty and worth as you, Miss
Anna.’

Beatrice growled at her from below, trying to
interrupt her movements again. Her footsteps were so tiny that,
even with Beatrice bound onto all fours, Anna couldn’t outpace her.
Another wobbly step made her crotch brush the cord again. Lightning
struck through her and made her reel, the sounds from the maids
drowned out by her own pain.

Beatrice made a satisfied sound, Anna trying
to collect herself. She leaned forward slightly, taking short,
swift steps, desperate to move away from the maid.

‘You show dedication, young miss. You shall
be the finest of my works.’

Normally the praise would make her happy, but
she could barely hear it right now, entirely focused on getting to
the end. Beatrice snarled at her teasingly, before moving for
another nudge. Anna managed to plant herself solidly for this one,
barely shaking as Beatrice knocked into her, her body firmly
planted.

‘Excellent, young miss. You should be able to
resist such a thing as Beatrice. You are pure and perfect; she is
well-trained, but nothing but a slut for others to slake their
lusts upon.’

The electricity ran through her again,
feeling gentler now, tingling and erotic rather than stinging and
harsh. Although at this point, it might just be any
sensation against her pussy felt good, even ones that should hurt!
As Beatrice came at her again, she kicked out, at least as much as
she could, and managed to ward her off, gaining several more
precious steps. Not that she seemed to be making much progress, but
every little helped! And maybe the maids wouldn’t hurt her too
much…

The shadows in the room lengthened as she
advanced, her progress getting faster as her confidence increased,
taking increasingly effective jabs at Beatrice. Still, she wasn’t
always successful, the groans from the other maids getting louder
and more pained as their welts got worse and worse, injuries being
stacked up on top of each other. Although from the wetness around
their thighs, they were deriving some enjoyment from it!

As she walked, the head maid stayed behind
her, alternating between driving her with jabs and prods of the
cane, and encouraging her with soft and crooning words.

By the time Anna reached the other end, she
was a sweat-stained mess, the shocks having gotten even worse as
her sweat made her more conductive. But she managed to reach the
other end, finally, tapping her nose against the wall.

‘Excellent work, young miss. A lot of
progress in a swift time.’ She was wrapped in a hug, feeling crisp
clothing wick away her sweat, feeling ashamed of herself for
dirtying the head maid’s pristine outfit. ‘I will not always be
here to train you, so I must make you as perfect as I can.’

Anna fell against her, barely conscious as
she was lifted off the rope. ‘Mmmm… I don’t want leave to leave
you.’ As she was held in the head maid’s arms, she nuzzled against
her, finding the familiar scent relaxing.

A hand ruffled her scent. ‘Perhaps I shall be
required to train your further, once you leave this place. But only
if you’re a good girl.’

Anna managed to wriggle herself upwards,
kissing at the head maid’s neck. ‘I’ll try, ma’am!’

‘Very good, young miss. See that you do.’

Anna allowed herself to fall into a slumber
as she was carried back through the mansion before being deposited
back into her own bed, still sweaty and tired. Hands caressed her
as she was spreadeagled into position, swiftly succumbing to
sleep.


Chapter Six: Suspension
of Duties

Anna felt dizzy and woozy,
blood rushing to her head. She was suspended upside down, her
ankles tethered to a spreader-bar, her crotch agonizingly and
deliciously bare, but her hands were spread and tied to a bar on
the floor. A thick leather band around her waist relieved the
pressure, but it was still uncomfortable! Being wrapped in latex
was nice, making it feel less uncomfortable and helping to avoid
her body sagging, but she could feel sweat building up beneath it,
starting to settle into cracks and crevices. Perhaps in deference
to the hot weather, she was opposite a spinning fan, but the
movement of air only served to excite and tease her.

What was this for? Posture training she
didn’t like but improved her body shape, but how would being
suspended upside help her? And she was facing away from the door,
shivering in fear and anticipation every time someone walked past.
Her legs had been getting sore from the constant wearing of the
ballet heels, but that didn’t mean that all weight needed to be
taken off them!

She moved her head the tiny amount she could
– the collar was uncomfortable in this position, running awkwardly
against her skin. She thought she was alone, but someone else could
be quietly standing behind her. A few whips and some candles were
in here but hadn’t yet been used. The window was open, letting
summer air flow in, along with insects. A few lazy flies buzzed
about the room – whenever they landed on her, she twitched, trying
to drive them off, but they would inevitably circle back to her.
The slightly numbing effect of the latex made it hard to tell when
they brushed against her, but she felt dirty just knowing they were
there, and possibly touching her.

She heard the door open and tried to crane
her neck to see who had entered, broad heels sounding against the
wooden floorboards.

A hand spanked against her buttocks before
Beatrice stepped into sight. She was back in her regular mini-skirt
maid outfit, although with a muzzle sealing her mouth and a heavy
shock collar around her neck, serving punishment for some
infraction. She also had some kind of latex under-suit on, her arms
shiny and black, as well as ballet heels. From her position, Anna
could see up her skirt, that latex panties were shiny against her
pale skin, something bulging and shoved inside her. She grunted
down at Anna, eyes brightening in a way that made Anna shake her
head.

Beatrice reached forward and ran her fingers
down Anna’s thigh, Anna trying to shake her off without success.
When they reached between Anna’s legs, she shook herself again.
‘No! Bad Beatrice!’

Her protests had no effect, and she heard the
quiet rasp of the zip between her legs getting opened up.

She could smell her own musk, coiling out
from her now-unsealed crotch. ‘No!’ A finger pushed into her,
easily sliding in, and Anna gasped and tensed, immediately
thrusting her hips forward to take more of the digit into herself,
wishing it were something larger. She kicked and pulled on the
chains holding her in place, the links clinking without letting her
go.

The finger started to slide in and out of
her.

‘Noo… Please… I’m precious…’ Her protests had
no effect, and she wasn’t sure if she wanted them to. She tried
shoving her head forward to bite at Beatrice’s legs, but the
leather of the boots was too thick.

And then the finger suddenly withdrew itself,
leaving Anna gasping, still without having gotten off.

Another pair of stockinged legs had appeared,
these ones ending in more normal mary-janes with low heels, a bare
slit visible when Anna looked up. When she craned her neck, she
could make out intricately-made brunette braids, as Danielle
grabbed at Beatrice’s shoulders, pulling her back.

‘No!’ She slapped Beatrice across the face,
although the muzzle took most of the blow. ‘The young miss is not
allowed such things.’

‘Grrpphhh!’

Danielle held up a remote control, Beatrice’s
eyes going wide as she shook her head, and then Danielle twisted
the dial upwards. The effect was immediate, the thing between
Beatrice’s eyes whirring to life. She crossed her legs, swaying
about and gulping in air.

‘You are disobedient and a disgrace to the
head maid, and the young miss. And that is why I have been given
command of you.’ She pressed a button, and then Beatrice tensed and
fell to the floor, her face now level with Anna’s. There was a
thick collar around her neck, a battery pack visible on the back.
It sparked and Beatrice tensed again.

‘Now, tell the young miss that you are
sorry.’

‘Mpphhh!’

The buzzing continued.

‘I am also reporting how many times you
climax throughout the day. What is the punishment for coming
without permission?’

Beatrice’s eyes were watering now, tears
starting to well up, but it took another shook to break her
defiance.

‘Imph sophhy, Miph.’ The muzzle moved
forward, brushing against Anna’s lips.

‘I must apologize for her, young miss. Would
you like me to punish her?’

Beatrice’s eyes widened, and she shook her
head.

Anna smiled, glad at having some shred of
power, even if she was bound upside-down and with her crotch bared.
‘Yes. Please punish maid Beatrice.’

‘Yes, miss. I will punish her, and then clean
you, as instructed.’

Beatrice was still shaking her head in
denial, twitching as another shock ran through her and then
Danielle dragged her to her feet and looked at the options on
display. The cuffs on her wrists were used to tether her onto the
wall, her arms spread wide, so that she was pressed against the
wall, only just able to turn her head from side to side, still
grunting angrily, the ballet heels making her pose uncomfortable to
maintain.

‘How should I punish maid Beatrice?’

What was in the room? Several canes, a whip,
although there was barely room to swing it, some candles… ‘Place a
candle in each of her hands and light them.’

This order was followed, Beatrice’s palms
getting twisted upwards and a candle held in each, the sweet scent
taking some of the sexual, musky scent out of the room. They were
only thin ones, so soon wax would trickle down and start to hurt
her! The thought sent another tingle through Anna’s crotch, as the
power she had made her smile, despite her current position.

Beatrice’s skirt was lifted up, something
shoved into her still stirring around. As she made to tilt her
hand, Danielle slapped her again. ‘No! Unless you want me to tell
the head maid?’

That got a mewl and a shake of the head.

Danielle looked down at Anna for guidance.
Anna could feel herself getting even more aroused, trying to clutch
her thighs together but without any effect. ‘Beat her with the
cane.’

‘Yes, Miss Anna.’

Wax beads were starting to come down the
candles, melting onto Beatrice’s hands, making her sigh and twist
from the prickling heat. Anna smiled, glad to finally be dishing
some pain out, even if she couldn’t move herself.

‘Will this suffice, Miss Anna?’ Danielle
showed her a thin and flexible cane, and Anna tried to nod, her
position and the collar making that impossible.

‘Yes. Now punish her!’

‘Yes, Miss Anna.’ Danielle made sure the
other maid’s skirt was tucked through her apron belt, showing off
her bare buttocks, latex panties wedged between them. They were
already red with other welt-marks, not yet fully healed, as
Beatrice shook about, her body starting to sweat. The first strike
was hard, butt-flesh rippling along the line of impact and Beatrice
grunting in pain. Danielle flicked her wrist with skill, applying
the cane with swift, squeal-inducing strikes, Beatrice tugging on
her wrists and trying to break free. Her cries of pain were muted
by her face being right up against the wall, and there was no way
for her to twist away from the strikes or do anything to lessen the
impacts.

Anna smiled, enjoying Beatrice’s pain. She
wanted to get off still, but at least watching Beatrice suffer was
some consolation. And from how red her backside was getting, then
it was a brutal caning, the welts getting deeper and deeper. Anna
shivered in delight at Beatrice’s squeals – she’d been caned, but
never that hard! It was like watching meat get tenderized,
Beatrice’s hands starting to twitch as more and more wax flowed
onto her hands, onto the sensitive flesh.

‘I think that will be enough, Miss.’

Beatrice’s ass was a painful-looking mass of
welts, the flesh tormented and brutalized. Beatrice was sobbing to
herself, her body shaking. When Danielle lowered Beatrice’s skirt,
even that slight contact seemed to hurt her, the light brushing of
her petticoats setting off a series of shakes and gasps of
pain.

‘Now, young miss.’ Danielle turned to look
down at Anna, who shook against her bonds. Beatrice had been
punished, there was nothing else to do, so let her down, or leave
her here until the head maid returned! A hand rested against her
crotch and made her yelp, shaking her head in refusal. Although it
did feel good! The hand moved, stirring up her desire.

‘Would you like to come, young miss?’

She pushed her hips forward, feeling her
juices slicken against the spread-out palm. ‘Yes. Please!’

The hand lifted off and swatted her cunt,
making her grunt in pain. ‘Bad Miss! We have been instructed that
the young miss is not permitted release. If you ask for it, you are
to be punished.’

‘Please! I didn’t mean it!’

The hand slapped her again, although the
stinging pain was getting her off by itself. If the maid would keep
slapping her, then it would hurt, but she might be able to get off,
maybe? But instead the hand rested there, fingers shifting slightly
to and fro, feeling at her inner thighs and crotch.

‘Please, don’t tell anyone!’ That earned her
another slap, making her grunt in pain.

‘The head maid has left instructions that,
should you try to instruct us to get you off, she is to be told,
and you are to be punished.’

Her hand moved away, before her head ducked
in, hair brushing against Anna’s thighs, before a warm, hot tongue
pushed into her. It made her shake and shiver, her head throbbing
from the sheer closeness of the orgasm.

‘You taste good. But you need to be
punished.’ Breath tickled over her slit, leaving her dangling but
still not there.

Danielle picked up another candle and lit it
from one of the candles held by Beatrice, her palms now holding a
pool of drying wax. Anna couldn’t see what was going on as it was
moved towards her, but then spikes of burning heat struck against
her thighs, making her shake and shiver. The droplets of wax dried
in place as more came down, each one another needle-spike of
swiftly burning pain.

She tried shaking around, wanting to escape
the pain, but there was no way she could move, nothing she could do
other than bite her lip and endure the vicious pricks. Anna
whimpered to herself – she had done nothing to deserve this, all
she wanted to do was get off!

Danielle stepped back and looked down at
Anna, still holding the candle up. Then she gently pulled Anna’s
pussy-lips apart and slid the candle in, deep enough to hold itself
upright. ‘The young miss must suffer through pleasure. Those are
instructions from the head maid.’

Anna tried shaking it out, her wriggle making
a bead of wax roll down onto her slit. ‘Owww!’

‘I will go and fetch the head maid. Don’t go
anywhere, Miss Anna.’

‘No! Please! Don’t leave that in there!’

She pushed it in, wedging it more deeply into
her slit. Having anything in there felt so good, but the wax
trickling down hurt, pooling and drying against her wet, sensitive
skin!

She heard Danielle walk away, leaving her
bound upside down, unable to move other than by shaking and tensing
her thighs, the candle wedged firmly inside of her, the slow
torment of the wax rolling onto her flesh.

All she could see was Beatrice’s tormented
butt, throbbing an angry red as she sobbed, her palms filled with
wax, unable to move to relieve any of the pressure or pain. Every
time that Anna tried to move, it just hurt more. She let her head
sag down, trying to at least derive some pleasure from having
something inside of her, as the shadows lengthened, casting the
room into evening shadows.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven: Be Careful
What You Wish For

Anna’s pen flicked down the
page, as she managed to answer and resolve the questions. Why did
the head maid keep having her resolve these problems? It wasn’t
fair, especially when she couldn’t even touch herself for relief!
Her hands scrabbled against the chastity belt. She wanted to touch
herself! It wasn’t that much to ask, surely, just a little of
self-pleasure! But the head maid refused to allow her any relief or
release. Maybe if she proved herself enough, then she might be
allowed to get off?

It was hard to concentrate though, with the
head maid staring at her as she worked. She was sat on the bed,
looking at Anna as she tried to focus, before erasing an answer and
correcting it. Hopefully.

‘Young miss, you need to pay more attention
to your work.’

‘I’m sorry, ma’am. But… But I really want to…
touch myself.’

The head maid’s look sharpened, and Anna
gulped. But she was so damn horny! She could feel her wetness
beneath the belt, but it was impossible to get off with the thing
in place.

‘I do hope you won’t prove yourself a
problem, young miss. You are to be raised strictly and properly,
and that means you are not allowed such things, until your training
is complete.’ She stood up from the bed and approached, Anna
tensing, hoping she wasn’t about to be punished. Although she
hadn’t done anything wrong! Had she?

The head maid stood behind her, resting a
hand on her shoulder. ‘Young miss, you are being trained to be
perfect and soft and beautiful. And that means you are not allowed
such… distractions. To pleasure yourself would be to ruin that
training.’ She ruffled Anna’s hair and kissed her on the cheek.
‘You do want to be a perfect and pure woman, do you not?’

Anna tensed her thighs, feeling the wet
tension. Just five minutes, that would be all it took! ‘Yes, ma’am.
I… I want to be perfect and pure. But…’

A finger tapped her nose. ‘Hmmm… If you wish,
and if you think you can withstand it, then you can take the final
test. If you pass, then you will be permitted to remove the
belt.’

Hope sparked within her. ‘Yes! Yes, please,
ma’am. I’m sure I can pass it!’ If it got the belt off, then it
would be worth it! Anything to be able to touch herself, to have
the blissful release of orgasm… She fell into a brief fantasy, of
laying on her bed and pleasuring herself, like she was sure other
people did.

‘Follow me, Young miss.’

Anna followed her, out of her bedroom and
down the stairs. As they approached the punishment room, the bad
room, the room that had made her memories fuzzy, Anna’s footsteps
slowed. She didn’t want to go in there! One of the under-maids
walked past, making a strange curtsey, lifting their skirt high
enough to show off their bare pussy, the head maid briefly pausing
to inspect them, fingers brushing against their flesh before
withdrawing and letting them return to their work. Fortunately,
they passed by the bad room, down another passageway, the head maid
unlocking another door and ushering Anna inside.

This was one of the many rooms that Anna had
never been into before, with a chain hanging from the ceiling, a
strange device Anna didn’t recognize in the middle on the room – a
black dildo was mounted on a pole, with a horizontal metal bar near
the base.

‘Now, strip.’

The command was sudden and unexpected, and
Anna had unbuttoned her shirt before realizing she was even doing
it. It was hard to stop once she had started, obedience seeming the
easiest path. Soon she was naked save for the chastity belt, the
room slightly chill, her skin prickling with goosebumps.

‘Very good.’ A hand stroked her cheek, before
the head maid took her wrists and cuffed them to a spreader bar,
forcing them to be spread wide, chains running from the bar to the
ceiling, a winch allowing the chain to be tightened. ‘You must show
your willpower and resist the desire to come. If you do this, then
I shall allow you to remove the belt. But should you fail, then you
clearly need more training.’

The chain inexorably tightened, pulling her
towards the dildo-shaft. But it was so high – she couldn’t get on
there! The chain kept tightening, lifting her off the floor,
straining her shoulders as they took her entire weight. She flailed
about, her feet managing to find the horizontal bar, the curved
metal uncomfortable to stand on.

The head maid reached out and twisted her
around, then kissed her navel, sliding her tongue around the cleft
in Anna’s belly. Then she took a leg and pulled it out, attaching
it to a cuff at the end of the horizontal bar. This was repeated on
the other side, so her legs were spread wide. The metal had no give
in it, so all she could do was shift her arms slightly, wriggling
enough to tap the chastity belt against the dildo, feeling it rock
slightly.

And then the chastity belt was removed. It
felt fantastic to be freed, the cool air caressing and soothing her
fever-hot pussy. But she couldn’t move, and definitely couldn’t get
off!

‘Open wide.’

She opened her mouth, feeling her lips nuzzle
against rubber as a ball found its way between her teeth, slight
squishiness of a ballgag reducing her to mumbling and grunting as
it was buckled around her head. ‘Mmmppphhhh?’ Anna tried shaking
herself around – she could tense her arms to lift herself, but only
slightly, while the leg-bar was tethered to the ground, meaning
that she could only twist her legs the slightest amount.

The head maid walked behind her, Anna trying
to turn her neck to look at her, but unable to move that far.
Coiled on the wall were whips, crops and cattle prods, all neatly
stored. She shook her arms and legs again, the chains rattling as
she did so. This didn’t seem so bad?

Then she heard the slithering hiss of a whip
being uncoiled, a crack of leather through the air. ‘Mppphhh!’

A comforting hand pressed against her back.
‘Young miss, you must calm yourself. You will only be punished
should you err.’

‘Errrphhh?’ Dribble was starting to well up
around the gag now, trickling over her lips and chin, before
falling onto her belly. She was a good girl!

Metal ratcheted below her, and she felt the
dildo move upwards, squidgy head nuzzling against her lips and
making her yelp. She was wet enough that it could easily have slid
into her, but it sat there, a presence waiting, but not sliding
into her. ‘Whhppphh?’

A hand stroked around her chest, cupping a
breast and stroking a nipple. ‘The young miss must resist the urge
to pleasure.’ The whip cracked again, Anna whimpering, not wanting
to be the target of the brutal leather strap! ‘Should she endure
without climax, then the young miss will be allowed to not wear her
belt. But otherwise, she will be punished, and must keep the
belt.’

Anna shook her head, not wanting to be
tested. The dildo nudged forward, parting her folds and entering
her, just slightly, and making her gasp, a strand of dribble
falling onto her chest, warm and sticky, making her feel dirty and
slimy. She tried to take a deep breath to get herself under some
measure of control, but the ballgag was large enough that it made
her jaw ache, and having her body stretched out was making her
chest strain with every breath.

‘Would the young miss like some help?’

‘Yepphh! Pleaphh!’

The fingers pinched a nipple before
withdrawing, the dildo twisting slightly against her, still only
slightly penetrating. Then metal, cold metal, brushed against her
chest, and she hears the slight squeaking of a clamp. She shook her
head, feeling her hair brush against her bare back – that wouldn’t
help! But she couldn’t do anything to stop it happening, as spiked
plastic nubs bit into her left nipple, crushing the flesh and
making her groan in pain. A chain tinkled, before another clamp
spiked into her other nipple, a chain running between them.

‘Mmmmppphhh!’

The pain seeped into her body, making her
feel hot and dazed. The dildo slid into her, more deeply this time,
slow and inexorable.

‘If the young miss climaxes, then she shall
be punished. She must endure for an hour.’

An hour?! That sounded forever! And there
were no clocks in here, no way for her to tell time. Her heart was
starting to race, sweat beading on her body despite the chill in
the room. She shook in her restraints, the breast-chain rubbing on
her body, scraping on the flesh.

Leather rubbed against her back – the whip,
being used to stroke against her flesh. Even used in this gentle
manner, it still made her skin crawl, knowing how much it would
hurt if used in force.

And then that was removed, leaving her
stretched out and suspended. Above the pained rasp of her own
breath, she could hear the jumpy whine of a motor, and the dildo
slid into her, a quick thrust before withdrawing, knocking the
breath from her and leaving her feeling even more dazed. It
retreated to only being slightly inside of her – still violating
her most sensitive place, but only just. She could bob up and down
slightly, feeling her pleasure start to rise.

A slash of pain burst across her back, a
savage lash of hot pain as the whip cut into her flesh.

‘Mmmaaaagggghhh!’

The head maid’s voice was soft and
comforting, a finger brushing against the line of pain the ship had
cut. ‘The young miss must not seek to excite herself.’

Anna went slack in her bonds, not wanting to
be seen to be pleasuring herself. The pain of the lash across her
back only slowly faded, the pain settling into her body, her flesh
feeling as though it had been stripped away.

‘Imph soprhy, ma’amph…’

The hand stroked her back again. ‘The young
miss must learn not to give into temptation. Her body is for the
pleasure of others, not herself.’

Any response Anna could make was taken from
her by the shifting of the dildo, as it penetrated deeply into her,
making her legs tense up as she tried to accommodate the full
length of the thing. It hadn’t looked that large, but now it was
inside of her, she could feel it stretching her out, feeling
massive and thick, her walls tight and hot and wet around it! The
tit-chain jangled again as she let out a muted and garbled cry,
writhing the tiny amount she was allowed.

She could feel the orgasm welling up inside
of her, a force she had to try to force back. She concentrated on
her breasts, the crushing bite of the clamps, hoping that the pain
would help her to resist. But the dildo was moving more now, not
just in and out, but twisting around, bumps and whorls of the thing
rubbing around inside of her, making it hard to focus on anything
that wasn’t the dildo. It felt so good! It couldn’t be a bad thing
to come, surely?

‘Auuupphhhh!’ The whip cracked against her
back again, another red sear of agony, making her go limp in her
restraints, just as the dildo surged upwards.

‘The young miss is not permitted her own
pleasure. That is protected for the pleasure of others.’

She could feel tears, hot and sharp,
trickling down her face, her insides stretching out to accommodate
the dildo, the thing filling her entirely, now slick with her own
juices, more easily able to penetrate her with every motion. When
she was whipped again, she juddered in pain. With the dildo fully
inside of her, then that motion only spiked her arousal even
further. She couldn’t take much more of this!

She tried begging, but the gag mumbled her
words, and then another whip-strike broke her concentration
utterly, leaving her dangling, gasping and mumbling-mute. Through
tear-filled eyes, she could barely see, the room fading into
water-streaked blurs.

The dildo-piston pounded all the way into
her, leaving her filled to the brim as it spun and twisted. She
felt the orgasm be wrenched from her, blowing through her mind and
obliterating any thought she may have summoned up, her body
juddering out of control.

It was so powerful that she barely felt the
whip-strikes against her back, the heat-impacts of the whip
mingling with the blasting release of the orgasm, her body melding
into a single mass of sensation, thick ropes of dribble now falling
down onto her stomach.

‘Mmmpphhhh!?’ The dildo didn’t stop, didn’t
even pause, still grinding in and out of her. She shook her head in
denial – she didn’t want more pain, or more pleasure forced upon
her.

‘The young miss is not yet able to deal with
such things. Now do you see why your training is necessary?’

‘Yeeephhh! Pleapphh, stopphhh thipphh!’

The hand touched her back again, sending
needles of pain through Anna as it pushed against the site of
several whip-impacts. ‘The young miss must learn. If she cannot
take full control of her own pleasure, then it will only bring her
pain.’

The hand moved away, and then the whip struck
again, this time across her Anna’s buttocks, searing into the plump
meat there. Even in the post-orgasmic numbness, Anna could feel
another orgasm starting to throb. She tried tensing her arms,
pulling herself upwards, but there wasn’t enough movement for her
to be able to get away from the dildo, as it continued to skewer
and torment her, the whip and the clamps torturing the rest of her
body.

It was impossible to think, to speak, to feel
anything but the hot pain of her whipped back and the sopping
intensity of her penetrated cunt, even her crushed nipples fading
away into insignificance. How long she dangled there, how many
times she came, her juices splashing to the floor beneath her, she
couldn’t say, until the motor final juddered to a stop, the dildo
sliding out of her with a wet slurping sound.

She sagged in her restraints, her falling
down, a wave of spit adding to the stickiness that coated her
belly, dribble and sweat mingling together, her thighs soaked with
sweat and pussy-juice.

The clamps were removed, fresh pain making
her moan into the gag as blood rushed back. Cool and soothing hands
rubbed her back, some cream soaking into her back and taking the
edge off the throbbing agony.

‘Would the young miss like her belt?’

‘Mmpphh…’

Nails pinched a nipple, making Anna exhale in
pain. ‘Would the young miss like her belt?’

‘Yeeppphh, pleapph… Ma’amppphhh…’ She managed
to answer properly this time, earning herself a pat on the
head.

‘Good girl. I do hope you have learned
something from this?’

The metal locked around her waist, feeling
comfortable and safe now, after the cruelty of the whipping and the
forced orgasms. Inside the chastity belt, at least she had some
degree of safety! Gentle hands unclipped her ankles, and then she
was lowered to the ground, her legs unable to support her weight as
she curled herself up as best she could, feeling all her
injuries.

‘Would the young miss like to rest now?’

‘Yeph pleaph…’ Even after her hands were
unclipped from the spreader bar, she was too tired and drained to
remove the gag, despite the continual stream of spittle that flowed
onto her chin.

‘Of course. The young miss will be washed,
and then she may rest.’

Anna tried to protest – she just wanted to
rest, even with the sweat and spit covering her body, she’d rather
just sleep than be washed – but could only manage a weak and
pathetic mumble, as she was picked up and carried away. She nuzzled
herself close against the Head Maid, ignoring the fluids she was
leaving on the crisp uniform, taking some comforting in the
closeness and scent of the woman.

She felt water, warm and gentle, lap around
her, and let herself by scrubbed down in a bath, barely conscious,
only whimpering slightly when the lash-marks on her back were
touched, or hands brushed against her still-sore nipples. Being
toweled dry made her murmur and whimper, the soft towel still
hurting as it touched her.

After being dried, she was carried away
again, feeling better for being clean and warm, senses registering
the familiar scent of her own warm. She was deposited in her bed,
but, for once, wasn’t spreadeagled to the frame. She twisted onto
her side, managing to find a position that didn’t cause pain, and
swiftly fell into a deep slumber, the tight metal of the belt
making her feel comforted and held.

 


 


 



Chapter Eight: The
Perfect Crime

Anna hid herself behind a
stone pillar, waiting until the under-maid had walked past, before
moving onwards to the next patch of shadows. With every step, she
could feel the chastity belt tight around her crotch, sufficiently
padded that it didn’t chafe, but having her pussy locked away was
an agony! She wanted to come, but she had been sealed away for so
long that it was a constant, throbbing heat. The head maid’s
inspections made her head spin, utterly destroying her focus each
night as her folds were parted and probed. She tensed her thighs,
feeling the metal between her legs, knowing that it was impossible
to get off while the thing was in place, and impossible to fit
anything large enough through the gap to get off.

She turned around another corner, hiding
herself in the shadows and listening out. From the gasps she could
hear, then another training session was being conducted, one of the
under-maids having their throat tested against a dildo. Hopefully
that should keep the head maid occupied for a while, and give Anna
the time she needed, as she entered the head maid’s room.

It was smaller than she had expected – a
large and comfortable bed, several large wardrobes, and a desk with
a smart looking computer, the screensaver showing images of
herself. But Anna didn’t have time for that – she needed the key!
There must be a copy held somewhere in here, in case the one the
head maid carried on herself was lost.

She tried opening the wardrobes, but they
were all locked, and too sturdy to force open, even when she tried
to get her fingers into the crack. Next were the bedside drawers –
maybe in there? The first one contained nothing interesting –
journals, pens, papers, random tool, but nothing else. The next one
held a selection of dildos, making Anna whimper. She wanted to be
able to use them on herself! There was even bottles of lube,
squidgy beads on strings and a few gags, all thrown into the drawer
without much care or tidiness. It wasn’t fair that the head maid
got to pleasure herself, while Anna was locked away into the belt!
By habit, Anna’s nails scrabbled against the metal, pushing the
thing against her body, still no closer to getting herself off.

The bottom drawer had a pile of
boring-looking documents – names that she dimly recognized as being
previous under-maids, along with prices and dates. But she didn’t
care about those, she wanted the key! Towards the back of the
drawer there was a small metal lockbox, which she took out. It was
locked, but when she shook it, she could hear metal shaking about
inside of it. That must be it! She tried shaking it open without
success, before taking a screwdriver from the top drawer and
sliding it into the crack, then putting the thing on the floor and
stamping down.

The first time she did it, the screwdriver
fell aside, but the second time she wedged it in more strongly, and
felt metal give way, as the box opened. Keys spilled out over the
floor and Anna started picking through them. Where was the one to
her chastity? Time after time, a key slotted into the keyhole but
refused to turn, her pussy still out of reach. But then one slid
into the lock, the key twisting and the lock clicking open.

She wrenched it off, tossing the metal aside,
feeling giddy as air rushed over her bare pussy. She was a free
spirit now! No longer bound behind metal, she could touch herself
freely! When she did touch herself, she was already moist, fingers
sliding into herself.

The dildos and vibrators seemed far more
tempting though – she reached into the draw and picked up a
broad-handled wand, the thing buzzing into life when she flicked
the switch. She lay down on the bed and spread her legs, flipping
her skirt back to make it easier to reach, and then pressed the
bulbous head against herself.

It felt so good, conscious thought dribbling
away, as she played with her breasts with one hand, the other
holding the wand in place. She was just aware enough to draw the
wand back for a moment and pick up a ball gag, strapping it into
her mouth, not wanting to make too much noise.

And then she pressed the wand back against
herself, feeling the pressure build up inside of herself, making
her whole body feel soft and wet and loose, before it overwhelmed
her and she came. It surged over and through her, juices gushing
out and onto the bedding, as sweat oozed from her body and she sank
back against the sheets, using her hands now to probe and feel at
herself. Why wasn’t she allowed to do this, it didn’t cause any
harm?

She reached over and pulled out a ridged
dildo, sliding it into her mouth to make it wet, and then slowly
pushing it between her legs. The fat length filled her
satisfyingly, stretching her walls wide. Anna groaned and gasped
into the gag, pumping the shaft back and forth, twisting it around.
It felt so good! Dribble welled up around the ball and fell
onto her chest, but she barely even noticed as twisted the rubbery
shaft around, using her other hand now to spread herself wide,
stroking her slit and clit.

It didn’t take long for her to come again,
sagging against the soft bedding, feeling spent and drained, the
sheets soaked with her juices. But it felt so good! She
wanted to do this every time, as often as she could! She threw all
the keys back into the lockbox and slid it back – the lock was
busted now, but hopefully that wouldn’t be noticed. The dildo and
the vibrator she tossed back, before ungagging herself and wiping
the spit against the sheets. It was tempting to stay, to simply
curl up and sleep, the scent of the head maid heavy in the room,
but if she were to be discovered here…

It took a few minutes to toss the sheets
over, and she tried to tuck them all in again, to make it look as
neat and smart as it had before she entered. It wasn’t quite the
same, but she wouldn’t notice that, surely? And then the chastity
belt – she looked at the thing with loathing, the metal that fit
about her so snugly, sealing her sex away, and denying her
pleasure. But if she were seen without it, then she would get in a
lot of trouble! At least she had the key now, so she could take it
off when she wanted to. But she would have to be careful not to get
found out.

The door creaked, and she grabbed the belt
and threw herself underneath the bed, hopefully out of sight, her
heart pounding. Footsteps approached – she could see the head
maid’s boots, as she covered her mouth with a hand, desperate not
to be found. She approached, her boots immaculate, black leather,
the faintest trace of moisture, probably from being licked clean by
one of the under-maids, and then paused, in front of Anna’s hiding
place.

Anna froze, not even daring to draw herself
into a ball for fear of making a sound, not knowing what the
punishment for this would be, but knowing it would be bad. The
soft, fuzzy thrill of the orgasm had faded away, replaced by a
chill fear. She didn’t want to be mounted on the pole again, or
shocked or beaten; all that did was add to the slow-burning lust
within her, that she was never allowed to discharge!

‘Hmmmm…’ The inquisitive sound from above
sent another shot of terror through Anna. Should she reveal herself
and try and think of an excuse? But she was without the chastity
belt, and that would earn her more than a paddling! Fabric was
smoothed, the head maid brushing her hands over the sheets,
smoothing and settling them, hopefully not noticing Anna’s
discharge.

And then she turned on a heel and left, Anna
sagging against the floor with a heavy sigh, still clutching the
chastity belt and the key. She waited until the door was shut
again, and then scrabbled out from beneath the bed (at least it was
immaculately clean down there). Putting the chastity belt on again
made her want to cry, the metal far too snug against her wet pussy,
but at least she had the key now! She snuck back to her room,
wincing as she heard the sounds of another training session from
behind a closed door, gagged splutters and choked gasps.

 


She was in the middle of more exercises when
the door to her room opened and the head maid entered, a heavy
wooden paddle in her hand. Anna whimpered, her eyes flashing to
where she had hidden the key – beneath her mattress, where the
under-maids hopefully wouldn’t find it.

‘Good evening, Miss Anna.’ She approached,
Anna trying to hide her mounting fear – she hadn’t been discovered,
had she? Anna dipped her head in a gesture of respect.

‘There has been an… incident. The under-maids
are being punished for it, but thus far they refuse to confess. It
would be beneficial to your education if you were to assist. Come.’
She gestured with her fingers, indicating that Anna should rise and
follow her, a directive she obeyed. The chastity belt now felt
wretched and heavy and too hot, her lust spilling about beneath it,
heavy and wet. She wanted to touch herself again, to get a fat
dildo and spear it into herself, to let herself come, again and
again! But she couldn’t say that, so had to settle for trailing
after the head maid.

As they approached a heavy and sound-proofed
door, the head maid turned and embraced Anna, in a swift and
unexpected hug, stroking her hair. ‘Miss Anna, your training is
going well. Although you can be a touch rebellious at times, you
are otherwise sweet and personable. But you do need to work on your
self-control – you are rather lusty, which is most unbecoming.’

Anna savored the warmth of the embrace, the
scent of the head maid soothing and relaxing, although it did make
her even more turned on, memories of the probing and testing
flashing through her mind. ‘I do want to be a good girl.’

‘And you will be. But you must remain pure,
and so the belt must stay on. Unless you wish to be tested on the
pole again?’

Anna shook her head again. Not that pole!
Being filled and stuffed felt good, but not when she couldn’t get
the thing out, and had to remain there, impaled until she was
released.

‘No, please. I’ll… I’ll be good.’ She felt a
twinge of guilt from lying, but she didn’t want to be locked into
the belt forever! And she could control herself, it wasn’t as
though she’d be doing nothing but getting herself off. Just once or
twice a week, that would be enough, and no-one would ever need to
know she had the key.

The head maid pushed the door open, to reveal
something that was closer to a torture chamber rather than anything
for “training”. Colette was suspended from the ceiling, chains
spreading her limbs into a tight “X” that looked quite
uncomfortable, her butt almost glowing red from a harsh and lengthy
paddling, her head hanging down, long and blonde hair veiling her
face. Beatrice on her back, bent over a wooden bar that forced her
back to be arched, wrists and ankles both shackled into place, her
thighs and belly marked up with cane marks, her whimpers muted by a
dildo that had been strapped into place. Lastly, Danielle was
mounted onto a wooden horse, the ridge between her legs, hands
chained about her head, weights tied to her ankles to increase her
weight. As Anna watched, she managed to pull herself upwards
slightly, relieving the pressure for a moment before, her arms
shaking, she fell back down, her pussy impacting hard against the
wood. Her jaw was forced wide by a fat ball-gag, spit mixing with
tears as it dribbled to the floor.

‘Young miss, there may be a time when you
need to punish your own servants.’ The head maid walked towards
Beatrice, who strained her neck to look up at her, shaking her head
in desperate fear. ‘Although the under-maids are allowed to
pleasure themselves, to make them more suitable for their future
owners, one of them has pleasured themselves in my bed.’ She tapped
the paddle against Beatrice’s crotch, drawing out a gasp of pain
and denial. ‘Young miss, take a cane.’

Beatrice’s eyes hardened as she saw Anna,
trying to splutter something out, before the head maid pushing on
the cock strapped into her mouth, pushing it down her throat. Anna
obeyed, picking up a bamboo cane. She swung it through the air,
hearing the thwip of it as it cut the air, before the head
maid gestured her closer and stood behind her.

Being nestled against the head maid was
comforting, making her crotch tingle again, the head maid’s breasts
pushing against her shoulders.

‘Now, Miss Anna, power comes from the wrist.’
Her hand grasped Anna’s wrist and extended it, before suddenly
flicking it forward, the cane tapping against Beatrice’s thigh,
although without much power. ‘Now you try.’ Her other arm wrapped
around Anna’s waist, holding her close, as she tried to strike
Beatrice. She’d been caned often enough before that she was
familiar with being on the receiving end but being able to deal it
out was rare!

Her first strike tapped against a thigh
without much effect, but her second made a sharper sound as the
cane struck against a meaty thigh, atop another welt, making
Beatrice grunt. She was straining to keep her head raised, glaring
at Anna with open dislike, as Anna felt a thrill of power run
through her. She struck again, this time across the soft and tender
belly, then on the inner thighs, noting (with jealousy) that
Beatrice was clearly aroused. It wasn’t fair that the under-maids
got to have free access to their pleasure, and she had to be sealed
away!

Her next few strikes, she tried to hit
Beatrice on the slit, but couldn’t quite manage it, although the
sounds Beatrice was making indicated that she was having some
effect, as the head maid held her close, using her other hand to
stroke at Anna’s breasts. ‘Good work, young miss. You, of course,
are pure and chaste, bound away.’ Fingers lifted her skirt and
teased against the metal, making Anna stir guiltily as a nail
tapped against the belt. She struck at Beatrice again, this time
managing a solid strike if the way that Beatrice’s body jerked and
tensed was any indication.

‘Very good, young miss. Now, Colette has been
slacking on her anal training.’ She kissed Anna on the back of her
neck, the sensation soft and warm, making shivers run through
Anna’s body. ‘In the future, you must be capable of delivering both
pleasure and pain, young miss. Fetch the strap-on and prepare it.’
She gave Anna a gentle shove towards a table filled with
implements, most of them looking used. There was a large strap-on
there, a bulbous head and a shaft covered with squidgy nodules,
just the sight of which made Anna squirm again, wanting to be
fucked herself.

She picked it up and strapped it on, the base
settling against the metal of the chastity belt, a strap going
between her thighs to secure it in place. It was already slick with
lube and juices, having been used on someone already. Anna
approached Colette from behind, watching as she stirred herself
from a stupor, blonde hair shaking about. She tried to look behind
herself but couldn’t manage to twist enough, her arms and legs
tensing against the chains that suspended her in the air. Her back
was covered in welts and paddle-marks, butt glowing cherry-red from
a sustained paddling.

When Anna touched her back, she whimpered and
shook, chains tinkling. ‘May I use the cane?’

That got an indignant grunt, the blonde hair
shaking about.

‘No, young miss. Breaking the skin can cause
future buyers to worry about hardiness.’

Anna sighed in disappointment, not really
listening to what the head maid was saying as she tossed the cane
aside. There was a sharp thwip and it struck against her own
buttocks, making her jump, the strap-on bobbing about in front of
her. ‘Owww!’

‘The young miss should tidy up after
herself.’ Anna turned to see the head maid put the cane back into
place. ‘Now, tend to Colette.’

Anna took hold of the cock with one hand, the
thing slimy with lube, and used the other to spread Colette’s
buttocks wide. Colette made a sighing whimper and Anna could feel
her buttocks clenching, but she pressed forward, pushing the
bulbous head against the small hole of Colette’s anus.

The tip started to slide in, lube easing the
passage, the small hole getting stretched wider and wider, as
Colette strained against her bonds, unable to move away from the
forceful intrusion. Once the head was in, the shaft slid in behind,
Colette’s body sucking it in and tensing up, Anna placing her hands
on Colette’s hips and thrusting in, then pulling back out, then
pushing further in, more and more of the shaft shoving into
Colette’s body each time. It didn’t take long until the entire
shaft was buried inside of her, strangled gasps sounding out.

‘Very good, young miss. This is how
ill-disciplined servants must be punished. As none have seen fit to
confess to their crime, then all will be punished.’

‘Pllleppph… Nppphhh…’ The head made slapped
Colette across the face, hard enough to turn her head. ‘Keep
going.’

Anna braced herself, grinding in and out of
Colette, watching with fascination as her pucker was spread into a
gape as the cock thrust in and out, the movements getting easier as
her insides adjusted to the violation, Colette’s gasps sounding
less pained, the head maid’s fingers teasing into her from the
front, sliding in and finger-fucking her.

She came, body spasming before her head sank
down again, Anna still shoving into her from behind until she was
ordered to stop.

‘Very good, young miss. Now remove that, and
return to your chambers, and I will continue to deal with these
miscreants.’

Anna ran her hands down Colette’s body,
feeling her tense warmth, the heat of the lash-and-paddle marks,
the soreness of her ass, feeling her own arousal build. She tried
not to show any happiness as she pulled out of Colette, the asshole
only slowly closing up after the brutal assault, before unstrapping
the cock and putting it back on the table. She was turned on
herself now, and wanted nothing more than to touch herself again.
‘Yes, ma’am.’

She beat a hasty retreat, stroking herself
already, before falling onto her bed and fumbling for the key,
already getting herself off.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Nine: Work
Experience

Anna sat on her bed, trying
not to show her fear. The under-maids were all here, as the room
was searched for contraband. She had managed to avoid looking at
the corner were the chastity-key was hidden, but every time she
tried to move, Beatrice jabbed at her with a broom, the marks from
her punishment still visible, a muzzle-gag locked around her head.
The other maids were less openly hostile, but they were still
searching every corner and crevice of the room, finding all her
secret things – the vibrators she had tried to use to get off
through the belt, various metal prods and prongs she had tried to
use to touch herself through the slit, her tiny collection of
naughty pictures – and piling them on the desk.

‘Mpph.’ Beatrice glared at her before jabbing
at her with the broom, the motion making her skirt ride up to show
off the thigh-cuffs she wore, a short chain hobbling her steps,
some device buried inside her crotch, a wire running to a battery
pack. The broom jabbed out again, and Anna relinquished her
position on the bed before the pokes got worse, moving away and
feeling nervous.

The bedding was stripped away, Danielle
sniffing at it, her fingers feeling at a wet patch that was
evidence of last night’s masturbation session. Anna tensed – could
she smell the difference between sweat and pussy juice? But no-one
else knew about the key, so surely she couldn’t be accused of
anything?

Then the mattress was flipped over. Anna’s
heart skipped a beat when she heard a metallic tinkle, the key
falling to the floor. Beatrice moved, grabbing at it and holding it
up, as the other grabbed at Anna, pinning her down onto the
mattress. Beatrice moved towards the door, grunting as loudly as
she could, before reaching for a bell on her waist and chiming
that, to call for attention.

Anna tried struggling against Colette and
Danielle, but they were too strong, Colette straddling her,
Danielle pinning her arms in place. It didn’t take long for the
head maid to arrive, Beatrice looking gleeful as she handed the key
over. Anna stopped struggling, fear seizing her tongue as the key
slid into the lock of the chastity and turned with a smooth
click.

The head maid tutted her head, sounding
disappointed. ‘Oh, young miss. You are a wicked thing.’ She pulled
the chastity off and then slapped Anna’s crotch, hard enough to
make her gasp. ‘Do you wish to be lowered to the status of the
maids? Hmmm… Perhaps I should give you to them?’

Beatrice made happy gasping nods through her
gag, eyes bright, as Anna’s heart dropped. ‘I’m sorry, ma’am, but…
I need it! I want to come!’ She could feel herself getting wet
already, as she was slapped again, her body wanting release, even
though she’d been getting off every night since she’d stolen the
key.

‘The young miss was being shaped for a very
specific purpose, and I am very disappointed in you. I shall
have to see what can be salvaged from this affair.’ She pulled out
a syringe and jabbed it into Anna’s thigh, a numb coolness
spreading through her, her brain going dark. ‘Girls – hood her and
bring her to the study. Without harming her, Beatrice.’

Beatrice made a disappointed grunt, as the
head maid moved to the door of the walk-in wardrove and opened it
up, reaching it to take a leather hood and handing it over to
Beatrice. Anna was too terrified to fight back, allowing the thing
to be drawn over her head, and then she felt herself getting picked
up and carried away, before sinking fully into darkness.

 


When she awoke, everything was dark. She
tried moving, but it was a struggle – her body was sheathed in
latex, but it felt even tighter then before, compressing and
binding her body, with her arms behind her body. She tried moving
them, but could feel bands or straps holding them in place, her
hands wrapped into mittens, so stiff she couldn’t even wriggle her
fingers.

A thin line of light appeared, like a horizon
at dawn, slowly revealing itself as the head maid’s study. But she
could only see a narrow slit of it. Her eyes darted from side to
side, but something blocked her vision of anything but what was
currently in front of her. When she tried to move her head, she
found that was also restricted, her neck encased within a thick
collar, making it impossible to face any other direction. She was
standing, something supporting her weight, more bands beneath her
breasts, her feet forced onto tip-toe.

‘Mmmpph!’ Anna tried to speak, tried to make
a sound, but a solid rubbery prong filled with mouth, blocking all
breathing except through her nose and making it impossible to
speak. What had been done to her? What was going on? Even the usual
mass of the chastity belt was gone, her body swathed in latex,
fighting her every move.

The head maid stepped into view, flicking a
crop against her hand, a look of disappointment on her face. ‘Miss
Anna, I am very disappointed in you. Your lack of control
and unsupervised releases means that I now have to extend your
training period. To regain your sensitivity, I have sealed you away
entirely, and you will remain in this state until I am
satisfied.’

She approached, using a hand mirror to show
Anna her own body – she was wrapped in black latex, showing her
body well but covering it entirely, her arms in a box tie behind
her back, her head sealed into a latex hood, but with blinkers on
either side. There was thick padding around her crotch, preventing
any accidental touching. The posture collar around her neck was
keeping her head extended and held high, while her feet were locked
into ballet heels. The only reason she was standing was that she
had been placed into a wooden frame, straps holding her up.

‘You will be helping the maids with their
work – that might give you some appreciation of your own position,
and also help with your posture training.’ She held up a remote
controller and pressed a button, and the posture collar gave Anna a
zap. ‘They are not permitted to beat you, as your skin must be kept
perfect, but this will enable them to deliver punishment, should
you be unruly.

There were straps dangling from her
shoulders, and a broad belt around her waist. The head maid took a
metal tray and attached it, anchoring it with the shoulder-straps.
‘You are to hold and carry as needed. When you can manage without
straining, then I may see fit to release you from your
punishment.’

‘Mppph!’ She didn’t want to be a
thing, she wanted to be the pure and sweet mistress! Even
the chastity was better than this! Another zap of lightning bit
into her neck, stilling her complaints.

‘You have been touching yourself without
permission. Not only that, but you sneaked into my room, pleasured
yourself on my bed and stole the key to your chastity. If you were
not otherwise well-crafted, then I would have had to begin anew.
But you can be salvaged yet.’ She reached out and stroked Anna’s
face, the feeling numbed and muted by the latex, before gesturing
at someone out of sight, Colette stepping into view and giving a
curtsey.

‘Go with her and help, at her command. Is
this understood?’ Her finger hoovered over the controller, Anna
trying to nod her head but not being able to, making a desperate
“mmph” of agreement. ‘Very good. And Colette – I expect a full
report. Don’t let Beatrice be too rough with her.’

Colette curtseyed, raising her skirt to
reveal her lash-marked thighs. ‘Yes, ma’am. Of course.’ The way she
grinned at Anna wasn’t very reassuring though, but there was no way
for her to escape, as the straps binding her to the board were
released and a leash attached to her collar. As soon as she was
unstrapped, she took an uneasy and staggering step forward, trying
to adjust to the heels, wondering how long she would have to stand
for.

Colette set off with a rapid stride, dragging
Anna by the collar and forcing her to desperately try to stay
standing – with her arms bound behind herself, it was even harder
to keep her balance, her heels tapping against the ground, her
pleading gasps having no impact on Colette. The plug wedged into
her mouth made it hard to breath, and the wrapping around her body
was so tight that it pushed against her chest with every
breath.

They arrived into one of the short galleries,
the walls covered with glass-fronted cabinets, holding all sorts of
ornaments and decorations. Colette wasted no time in loading up
Anna’s tray with cleaning tools.

‘We’re not allowed to mark your flesh, but we
all get punished because of you!’ The leash was tied to the wall,
limiting Anna’s movement again. She strained herself, trying to
keep the tray level, as a can of polish shifted close to the edge.
Colette moved around, Anna having to turn her entire body to keep
her in sight, taking tiny steps in the ballet heels. ‘I like being
spanked, but there are limits!’ Her hand flicked out, brushing
against Anna’s crotch and making her thankful for whatever padding
was around there. She tried to grunt commandingly, to maintain some
form of command, but it had no effect, as Colette poked her
breast.

‘You’re going to be sealed away for ages!’
She pushed her face close up against Anna’s, eyes bright. ‘And now
we have to put up with you as well. Just because you’re the head
maid’s favorite, it’s not fair! But now we can have some fun with
you. Keep all that stuff there, or I’ll tell Ma’am you did
something bad.’

Having to keep her posture straight and
perfect enough to keep everything on the tray was hard, with
Colette then stepping back and looking around furtively, then
opening up one of the cabinets and reaching behind several ornate
china plates, bright white and blue. She pulled out a strap-on.

‘You fucked me last time, so now you’re going
to do it in a fun way.’

Anna tried to shake her head, but the collar
didn’t let her. She couldn’t even do more than back off a few steps
before the leash drew taut, and Colette stroked at her latex-bound
flesh, making soothing sounds before strapping the thing around
Anna’s waist, the cock further unbalancing her.

‘We’re not allowed real cocks! And Ma’am
keeps fucking me in the ass, not my pussy!’ Colette spat on the
cock, then bent over and lifted her skirts, spreading her thighs
and starting to push herself onto it. Anna could feel some of the
movement through the dildo, as it slid into Colette’s body, the
under-maid making happy sighs as she was penetrated. ‘Mmmm, yeah…
This is a much better use for you, Miss Anna. You make a good
fucktoy.’

Anna couldn’t protest, and not pleasing
Colette wouldn’t probably get her in even more trouble! But there
was no pleasure for her, just that wrapped-up tightness, the suit
fighting her, not wanting her to move, her fingers straining
against the mittens without any success. Beneath her, Colette
moaned and gasped, quickly getting herself off, making a happy sigh
as she peaked, Anna able to smell her juices, feeling herself get
aroused behind her wrappings. She wanted to get off as well!

But there was no chance of that, as the dildo
was removed and hidden away again, after Colette smeared some of
her juices beneath Anne’s nose, making her even more turned on. She
grunted in aroused indignation, but was powerless to do anything
but be pulled around and used to carry cleaning supplies!

As the sun started to set, her legs were in
agony from spending all the day in the heels, calves aching, her
lungs straining from continually fighting against the latex. She
didn’t pay attention to where she was being pulled, but was
thankful when she was pushed to the ground, her legs spread wide
and tied into place. Knees clamped into place on either side of her
head, hair falling into her eyes.

Beatrice looked down at her, and Anna
squirmed, trying to break free without success. ‘We’ve got to feed
you, Miss Anna. But first I think you should have a taste of
us.’

The knees clamped tightly in place around her
head as part of her latex hood was rolled back. Before she could
try and spit the plug out, Beatrice had screwed a dildo into it,
shifting around and sliding onto it.

‘Your turn to pleasure us, Miss Anna.’

All Anna could see was the flesh of
Beatrice’s thighs, the fluffy petticoats beneath her short maid
dress, and her slit, slippery and wet. She tried to pull her head
back, not wanting to be used like this, but Beatrice simply lowered
herself onto Anna’s face, her scent falling over Anna, the folds of
her petticoat blinding her.

The dildo must have been hollow, as the taste
of Beatrice’s fluids started to flow into her mouth, making her
feel thirsty, as well as used. All she could do was lay there,
bound and trapped, as Beatrice used her like an inanimate sex-toy.
Would she be able to get her vengeance? She tried blowing through
her mouth, but that only made Beatrice gasp in pleasure, the rush
of air apparently pleasant.

After Beatrice, the other two took their
turns, riding her face until they were pleasured, and then leaving
her alone. She couldn’t turn her head to look around, couldn’t do
more than look at the ceiling of what was presumably the bedroom of
the under-maids, as fabric rustled around her. Although her chin
was now bare, the gag must have been strapped in, as she couldn’t
shift it, no matter how hard she probed it with her tongue. A dress
fell across her face, blinding her until she managed to shake it
off with an indignant grunt.

Beatrice returned, standing over her, now
entirely naked, as she rested a foot on Anna’s belly. ‘I guess
you’re like our pet now?’ She pressed down, squeezing the air from
Anna’s lungs. ‘Ma’am says that we have to feed you as well.’ She
was holding a bowl of porridge-y looking sludge, before bending
over and unscrewing the dildo, replacing it with a funnel. ‘Be a
good girl, or I’ll piss in there.’

‘Mppph!’ Anna tried to look obedient, not
wanting that. The mush was poured into her mouth a little at
a time, and she swallowed. The stuff was bland and tasteless, but
at least gave her both food and water.

‘Good mistress. I like you a lot better like
this.’

‘Mpphh…’

‘Good girl.’ She smiled down at Anna, sitting
down on Anna’s belly, rubbing against her before spitting into the
funnel. There was nothing Anna could do as the spit flowed into her
mouth, the taste and flavor of the woman covering her tongue.
‘You’re ours, Miss Anna, like a cute little pet.’

Anna whimpered, not liking the sound of that,
but powerless to get free. If the head maid would only take mercy
on her! But she was nowhere to be seen, as Beatrice spread against
her and started to masturbate, wiping her fingers against Anna’s
nose as she did so. Her weight pushed the air from Anna’s lungs,
but Anna couldn’t shake her off, having to accept the
degradation.

By the time she was done, it was late
evening, the room dark.

‘Sleep well, Miss Anna!’

She could hear the soft creaks of beds as the
maids made themselves comfortable, leaving her on the floor. Her
soft groans of protest were ignored, as she tried to fall asleep,
her body resting uncomfortably on the wooden floor.

 


 



Chapter Ten: Petting the
Mistress

‘This way! Good girl!’

Anna grunted in annoyance and tried to move
towards Danielle as fast as she could, but it was hard when she had
to crawl. She was now bound onto all fours, her elbows and knees
braced with padding to make it less uncomfortable, but it was slow
and degrading. Her flesh was still sealed away, latex feeling even
tighter as she puffed and panted, the material compressing her
breasts, waists and hips. Even her face was now behind a mask – she
had to snatch glimpses at herself, but she thought it was a cat’s
head, with over-large ears and painted on eyes, but it made it
harder to breath, having to suck in air around a gag-ball. And the
bell around her neck just made it even more degrading, making it
impossible to move silently!

She padded over towards Danielle, feeling her
tail shake about as she moved. It was attached to an anal plug, fed
through her chastity belt and bobbing about when she moved. And her
pussy! It was still hot and damp, the head maid now inspecting it
every day with the under-maids in attendance, allowing them to
check her as well. Cuffed into the medical chair, with her legs
spread wide, feeling their fingers teasing and stroking at her… It
made her aroused, despite the feelings of shame it bought. Why
couldn’t she just be allowed to come?

And now she was the pet of the under-maids!
They were responsible for her, feeding her and giving her water
every day, never letting her be a person. She wanted to walk on her
feet again, not on all fours! Danielle clicked her fingers and
smiled. ‘This way. Good girl!’

Anna managed to make it over towards the
maid, butting her head gently against the girl’s long,
stocking-clad leg, and receiving a pat on the head in exchange. She
preened, leaning into the warm leg, trying to get any human
contact. The collar was tight enough that she couldn’t look up, her
world limited to the ground.

A hand reached down and scritched her head,
and she leaned into it, fingers massaging her scalp, making her
mewl with pleasure. Danielle giggled. ‘Cute kitty-miss! Now, come
here.’

She tugged at Anna’s collar, moving her in
front of a high bookcase, Anna following with a mild grumble. Then
Danielle stepped onto her, using her as a platform to reach the
highest shelves, her blocky heels pushing down onto Anna, and
making her thankful for the stiff and rigid corset that bound her
body. She still grunted as she took the weight, feeling Danielle’s
weight press down on her. If she shook the woman off, then she’d
get in trouble! So she grumbled to herself again and let herself be
used as a platform, forced to wait until Danielle dismounted.

‘You are a good girl, aren’t you?’

Anna nodded her head, at least the tiny
amount that she could, glad to accept more head-pats and strokes.
Danielle knelt down and kissed the top of her head.

‘Would you like a treat?’

Anna made a happy mewl, as Danielle pulled
her gag out enough to drop a small candy into her mouth. She
couldn’t chew once the gag slid back into place, but could start
wearing it down with her tongue, enjoying the sugary, fruity
flavor. Danielle gave her another stroke and then stood up. ‘This
way.’

Anna sighed and followed, wanting to be left
alone with her sweet. There was a patch of sunlight that looked
just right for dozing in, with thick carpet to lay on top of. But
Danielle clicked her tongue, and so Anna obediently followed. It
was late afternoon – soon they would be done for the day!

It didn’t take Danielle long to clean the
last room – Anna tried to help, using her restrained elbow to nudge
a can of polish towards her, preening when she earned another
head-pat. Moving back through the house was a tiring strain though,
her body starting to ache from being bound onto all fours all day.
Hadn’t she been punished enough?

‘In here.’

Anna followed Danielle into the under-maid’s
bedroom. She’d been lifted up a few times and allowed to see it
fully – several simple metal beds, all securely bolted to the
ground and equipped with restraints, as well as racks with their
outfits hanging from metal frames. And now there was a cage for her
in the corner, with a cushion in. She preferred her own bedroom,
rather than being locked into that!

The head maid was there, cane in hand,
grinding her foot down on something. Anna had to crawl closer to
see that Beatrice was on the floor, face-up, restrained and spread
wide by ropes running from her limbs to the beds. Judging from the
welts that marked her body, she was getting punished for something,
although the muzzle-gag in her mouth prevented her from making
sounds other than grunts and gasps.

‘Good evening, Miss Anna. Danielle, I trust
she has been obedient?’

‘Yes, Ma’am. She’s a good girl. Isn’t that
right?’ Danielle knelt and gave Anna a hug, the warmth of her arms
making Anna feel warm and fuzzy inside.

‘Good. Beatrice was rude to a visitor, so is
being disciplined.’ She pushed down with her heel, pushing down on
Beatrice’s breast. ‘Miss Anna, over here.’

She didn’t like moving away from the warmth
of Danielle’s arms, but maybe she would be allowed to help punish
Beatrice? As she crawled past, she stamped down with an elbow,
smacking Beatrice as much as she could, pleased at the grunt of
pain she received. Then she nuzzled her face against the head
maid’s legs, letting herself be petted for a moment.

‘Very good, young miss. Now, Beatrice needs
to be shown her place.’ She pushed down with her foot again.
‘Danielle, kindly equip Anna.’

Anna felt hands brush around her sealed
crotch, as a strap-on was attached. She continued to nuzzle against
the head maid, ignoring the gagged protests from Beatrice.

‘Now, Miss Anna, kindly begin.’

Maneuvering into position took some wriggling
around, and she felt Danielle behind her, sliding the tip of her
fake cock into Beatrice. And then she started shaking her hips, her
face just above Beatrice’s. Although both their mouths were
covered, they could look into each other’s eyes, Beatrice’s wide in
indignation as she was penetrated. Anna still couldn’t feel
anything other than a sense of slippery resistance around the dildo
as it slid into Beatrice, who bucked and tensed against her
restraints, unable to break free. Their faces touched together,
muzzle-gag tapping against Anna’s own gag, Beatrice’s eyes widening
as Anna fucked her. It was nice being on top for once, even if the
latex and the strap-on meant that she couldn’t feel anything.

She thrust and ground away as Beatrice moaned
and gasped, before spasming into an orgasm, Anna feeling herself
getting even wetter. She wanted to be fucked! Just not like that,
but to feel some of the bliss of release again! She braced herself
comfortably atop Beatrice, belly-to-belly, trying to savor the
feeling of dominance.

‘Very good, Miss Anna. Now, time for your own
testing.’

Anna whimpered. She didn’t like this! But a
hand grabbed the back of her collar and lifted her off Beatrice,
cock sliding out with a wet sound.

‘This way.’

Resisting or protesting would only get her
hurt, so she followed behind the head maid, even though she didn’t
want to. The examination room was only a short distance away, all
cold, surgical steel. Colette was waiting there, and she and
Danielle swiftly stripped Anna out of her clothing, fingers swiftly
unbuckling the straps that bound her legs and arms, removing the
stiff corset and then peeling off the latex, removing her mask as
well.

The examination chair stood ready – clean,
polished and brutal, with curved stirrups to put her legs into, and
straps to restrain her on her back, with her legs spread wide. A
strap went around her neck, on top of her collar, further
restraining her, her arms pulled up behind her head and cuffed into
place. She was utterly naked save for her collar and chastity belt,
as the head maid pulled on surgical gloves, the material snapping
over her hands. Both the under-maids followed her example, the blue
latex of the gloves clashing with their maid uniforms.

Bright light dazed her eyes, making it hard
to see and making her feel even more exposed. Colette picked up a
camera and started recording, moving in close to capture Anna’s
naked body.

The head maid reached out a hand and stroked
Anna’s breast, her hand feeling smooth and dry thanks to the glove.
The ball-gag was removed, a fat wad of spit rolling onto Anna’s
chest as she obediently opened her mouth to let the head maid probe
it. Fingers stroked against her tongue, squeezing it and making her
grunt out an ignored mumble.

The hand withdrew, as the chair clanked and
titled her backwards, her legs getting spread wide, exposing her
utterly. Danielle removed the chastity belt, cool air washing
against her pussy, and she tried to hide her arousal, without
success.

‘The young miss is regaining her sensitivity.
Very good.’

Anna bit her lip, wanting this to be over,
the shame to be done with, for the belt to be back in position.
Danielle started to stroke her breasts, her gloved hands lightly
moving over Anna’s flesh, caressing sensitive skin. This was the
only time she could truly feel, when she wasn’t numbed and
swathed in latex, forced to crawl like an animal. And it was used
to make her half-crazy with lust!

‘Now, Miss Anna, you are reacting well.’

Anna whimpered, know what was coming next.
She was already dripping, just from having Danielle caress her
breasts! The head maid’s hand stroked along Anna’s thigh, light and
dry, before reaching her outer lips.

‘Perhaps it is better that you remain belted,
as you cannot control yourself.’

Anna couldn’t even look away thanks to the
restraints, as a single finger slid inside of her. She was so wet
that it just slid into her body without resistance, as she tried to
buck her hips, wanting it even deeper, wanting a full, fat cock
inside of herself.

The finger withdrew, before being joined by
another one, making her mew with frustration. Why couldn’t she
come? It couldn’t be that bad, surely?

‘Danielle, see how the young miss reacts?’
The fingers twisted, making Anna twitch. ‘Remember, Miss Anna, you
are not permitted to come.’

She bit her lip again, trying to quell the
feeling inside of her. She wanted to come, could feel the throbbing
rising up within her, a fierce, tight burning, but knew that giving
in would only result in her getting punished and hurt. The fingers
slid out, Danielle taking the head maid’s place and starting to
stroke and tease her, sliding a finger around her nub.

Her pulse was racing now, heart pounding
away, her legs twitching impotently against the bindings.
‘Please…’

The rebuke was swift and painful, the head
maid slapping her belly. ‘The young miss is to be kept precious and
pure. She is not permitted. Although the training is progressing
well.’

Colette was moving around with the camera,
recoding her from all angles, leaning in to focus on her teased and
frustrated pussy, or her face, as she desperately tried to focus on
something, anything else, than the desperate yearning between her
legs.

Soft strands stroked against her thighs, and
she gasped as something warm and wet slid into her. She glanced
down to see that Danielle had ducked her head down, and was sliding
her tongue around and into Anna’s body. The tongue curved around
her clit, and her vision blurred, tears welling up, her arms
tugging on the cuffs the restrained them.

When Danielle stopped gently tonguing her and
withdrew, Anna’s body sank back down against the metal, her sweat
making the chair slippery. She wanted to come! But she didn’t want
to be teased!

‘Please…’

A hand, wet with Anna’s juices, stroked her
forehead, moving strands of hair out of the way.

‘Shhh, young miss. You are not permitted. But
soon, your training will be complete.’

Her other hand slapped against Anna’s crotch,
making her body jolt at the impact, even the stinging pain getting
her close to an orgasm. ‘Augh!’

A finger slid back into her, twisting in and
out. ‘The young miss should speak with decorum.’

She managed to find the strength to speak,
although after all day being wrapped around a gag, her lips felt
numb. ‘Yes… Ma’am. Thank… you.’

Fortunately, that seemed to suffice, as the
head maid withdrew, not requiring anything more. ‘Very good. Girls,
dress her again and return her to her cage to rest, and then I will
put you to bed.’

They both curtseyed. ‘Yes ma’am.’

She was removed from the chair, too weak to
resist as she was forced back into the latex and the restraints,
the material tight over her skin, something she was far too used
to, forced back onto all fours and made to crawl again, before
being locked into her cage for the night. Beatrice was still tied
onto the floor, although Colette put a blanket over her and a
pillow beneath her head, as Danielle reached through the cage to
stroke and sooth Anna.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Eleven:
Assessment and Grading

Being outside of the latex
felt strange – her skin seemed super-sensitized, even the clothing
rubbing and scratching her skin, although it was good to be back in
her pleated mini-skirt and thin shirt. She could now manage very
high heels, managing the inch-long spikes with ease. Although it
wasn’t fair that the under-maids were allowed their blockier,
squared-off heels! They must be easier to balance in than these
stilettos. But they had been locked on, little padlocks binding
them onto her feet. Still, they were better than the ballet
heels!

She was back in her own room – after being
the pet of the maids, it felt strange being on her own again,
almost a little lonely without them around! And she was back in the
hated chastity belt, the metal stiff around her body, and the key
probably hidden away somewhere secure. She rapped on it with a
knuckle, that motion making a stir ripple through her body, her
arousal now near-constant, the chastity belt sticky with her
juices.

There was a knock on the door before Colette
opened it, giving a brief curtsey.

‘Miss Anna, the head maid has requested your
attendance.’

Anna obeyed, standing up and following
Colette through the manor, her eyes drawn to the maid’s backside,
her skirt and petticoats short enough to show her thighs and the
curves of her buttocks. It wasn’t fair! She could smell Colette’s
arousal – she must have pleasured herself recently. Colette smiled
at her, before kissing her on the cheek, breasts pushing against
Anna’s. ‘You were a cute pet, Miss Anna. Nice and soft and cuddly.
Now, come.’

Anna was proud of herself for managing the
stairs smoothly and gracefully despite her heels, without stumbling
or making too much noise. Although her skirt was so short that
anyone looking up the stairs would see her chastity belt!

She was led into one of the galleries – until
recently, it had been filled with old crates and equipment covered
under heavy fabrics, but the under-maids had been busy, moving
everything out and setting up a small stage area. They were also
there, their clothing immaculate, hair styled and their make-up
down. The head maid was watching as Danielle walked along the
stage, rolling her hips, arms stretched out by a metal bar running
through her collar.

From on the ground, Anna could see that her
panties were visibly wet, a wire running from a battery pack held
on her thigh by a lacy suspender belt towards her slit.

‘Very good, Danielle. Your posture is
excellent. Now, again.’

Danielle turned around and walked to the back
of the stage, spinning so that her skirt lifted up, showing off her
tight backside. The way she moved was eye-catching, drawing the eye
to her hips and buttocks, making Anna even more turned on.

‘Miss Anna. Excellent. Now is the time to
display the fruits of your training. And the under-maids as well,
but you are precious and perfect.’

Danielle started walking forward again,
placing each footstep carefully, each step directly in front of the
other, a fake smile on her face. When she placed a step wrong, the
head maid tutted and pressed her finger against a controller,
Danielle’s torso shuddering as she was shocked.

‘Now, you must be assessed. This way.’

Next to the head maid there was a metal
pillar, with several dildos sticking out horizontally, ranging from
the small to the painfully-large looking. One of the largest ones
was already wet and sticky with slobber, and Anna noticed that
numbers had been written down the side, from “1” near the tip to
“8” near the base – measuring the number of inches.

‘Kneel.’ The head maid gestured in front of
the pole, before standing behind her, a hand on her shoulder. From
down here, the cocks looked even larger, dominating her vision.
‘Now, young miss, open wide. Your capacity needs assessing.’

Anna obeyed, opening her mouth wide and
extending her tongue to lick at a cock, the thing tasting rubbery
and slightly stale.

‘Very good. Now, forward.’ A hand lightly
tapped against the back of her head, pushing her forward as she
slid her mouth around the shaft. She easily passed the 1-, 2- and
3-inch markers before the size of the thing started to slow her
progress. But she took a deep breath before pushing forward,
rocking her head back and forth to loosen her throat, slowly
pushing forward.

Beatrice knelt down on the opposite side of
the pillar before sliding her face forward, engulfing the dildo all
the way up to the 5” mark in a single movement. She looked at Anna,
the challenge clear in her eyes as she rocked backwards then
forwards, sliding even more into her throat.

Anna slid forward, trying to relax her throat
and let the cock slide further in, but she was starting to feel
resistance, the squidgy mass filling her mouth. As she withdrew,
she could feel spit welling up in her mouth, her eyes starting to
water, but she didn’t want to admit defeat, as Beatrice claimed
another inch. She was making gulping, grunting sounds as she
deep-throated the shaft, her cheeks bulging out.

It was getting harder and harder to make
progress, straining to get over the four-inch mark, then pushing
further onwards. It was straining her throat though, and she could
feel tears starting to well up as the head maid lightly pushed on
the back of her head, not letting her pull backwards. It was
starting to hurt, but Beatrice was still staring at her, pushing
herself forward, throat now building, her nose not far off touching
the pillar.

Anna tried pushing herself forward, but could
feel her throat constricting and her gag reflex rising up as she
coughed and spluttered. The hand on the back of her head relented
and allowed her to pull back, and she coughed, trying not to
dribble and ooze. Opposite her, with a triumphant look, Beatrice
managed to get the entire shaft into her mouth, although Anna could
see how it was straining her throat to keep it there, her eyes
watering before she withdrew with a “pop”, the cock wet with her
spit.

‘Very good, Beatrice. And you are improving,
Miss Anna. But you do not need to worry, your throat training is
quite sufficient for your needs.’ Her hand stroked Anna’s head,
making her smile as she swallowed a wad of spit. ‘Now, show me your
posture and how you walk when you wish to present yourself to best
advantage.’

Anna moved to stand as smoothly and
gracefully as she could, before walking onto the raised stage.
There was a tape line down the center, and Anna stood at one end,
before walking forward. She couldn’t emulate Colette’s
hip-swinging, sultry stride, but she straightened her back, her
posture collar keeping her neck straight as she pushed her
shoulders back and started to walk forward, angling her body as
though there was an audience on either side of herself, looking up
at her.

She twisted her body enough to show herself
off to both sides, pausing at the end and posing, leaning back and
thrusting her chest out, smiling at the head maid. Then she spun on
a heel, managing to keep her balance, cocking her hips and making
her skirt toss from side to side to show off her backside.

‘Very good, Miss Anna. Pose.’

Anna bent over from the waist and pursed her
lips, then wriggled her shoulders.

‘Yes, very nice. Now, Colette and Beatrice,
the two of you tease each other.’

Anna suppressed a sting of jealousy as
Beatrice approached Colette, the two of them embracing each other
and kissing, long and wet, a line of spit appearing between them
when they pulled apart, Beatrice starting to stroke Colette’s
breasts. Colette reached beneath Beatrice’s skirt and slid a finger
into the other maid, Beatrice’s hips twitching as she gasped.
Beatrice leaned into it, kissing Colette on the neck, hard enough
to leave a red mark on the white flesh.

They both continued to pleasure each other,
kissing and stroking away, Anna managing not to whimper in
frustrated lust, but only barely! The two maids kept making out,
kissing and caressing, Anna unable to stop watching. She wanted to
be able to get off by herself!

‘Halt.’

There was a pause before they obeyed,
obviously wanting to continue, but they managed to control
themselves enough to stop and step away from each other, their eyes
both slightly glazed, lips smiling at each other.

‘Your obedience does you credit. Good girls.
Now, present yourselves.’

Both of them stood up straight, shoulders
back, thrusting their breasts forward, tweaking their outfits back
into place. Their low-cut dresses showed off the smooth curves of
the tops of their breasts, both of them panting slightly from the
stimulation. Colette stepped forward with a smile, turning around
and shaking her hips to show off her backside, the tops of her
thighs and her butt flashing into view. Then Beatrice stepped
forward and lifted her skirt, showing off her panties, the silk
visibly wet over her slit. She started to tease herself, trickling
fingers along the material, the damp patch growing, her breath
hitching in her throat.

Colette approached her from behind and
started to stroke her breasts, fingers lightly tracing over the
fabric, kissing and nibbling at Beatrice’s ear. Beatrice’s breaths
were getting faster and faster, as she slid her fingers deeper
against her panties.

‘Please, Ma’am, may I…’

‘No.’

The head maid’s voice was hard, as Colette
continued to tease her. Beatrice’s hands shivered over her crotch,
still slightly touching against herself, but having to slow down.
Anna’s loins quivered in sympathy, knowing the sting of denial.

‘Now stop.’

Beatrice’s hands were shaking as she stopped
pleasuring herself, having to take in a deep breath, melting
against Colette.

‘Separate.’

Beatrice could barely stand, so close to her
edge, her panties now translucent, thighs sticky with her juices,
fingers shiny. She took another deep breath and managed to stay
standing, but her legs were trembling and weak. Colette gave a
saucy wink towards the head maid, getting a curt nod in
response.

‘Now the three of you.’

Colette and Danielle took positions on either
side of the still-dazed Beatrice, all posing and showing themselves
off, Danielle lifting her own skirt to reveal herself, a skimpy
thong doing nothing to hide her lust.

They preened and posed, rubbing lightly
against each other.

‘Kneel. All fours.’

They obeyed, all going down onto all fours,
heads raised, shuffling uncomfortably. The head maid tossed Anna a
strap-on, the shaft oversized and bulbous. Anna obediently put it
on, strapping it over her chastity belt, pulling her skirt up so it
didn’t fall over the cock.

‘Penetrate Colette.’

Anna moved around behind her, where their
skirts were short enough to show their buttocks, grabbing hold of
Colette’s hips where guiding the cock into place with her other
hand. The maid was so wet that there was scarcely any resistance as
she pushed forward, Colette wriggling backwards to allow herself to
be better penetrated, her blonde hair shaking back and forth as she
wriggled around.

Anna gripped tightly, digging her nails into
plush, soft flesh, thrusting deeply in. Having Colette gasping
beneath her was pleasurable, but she could feel her own arousal
increasing, the chastity belt knocking against her body without any
hope of release. She slammed away in annoyance and frustration,
digging her nails in, Colette gasping happily. Her skirts had
ridden up over her hips, revealing her buttocks and lower back.

She came with a happy sigh, blonde hair
sinking down her back as she gasped, her juices flowing down her
thighs.

‘Danielle, lick it clean.’

Danielle crawled around, tongue already
hanging out of her mouth, spreading her mouth wide. She kissed the
shaft, licking the edge of it before drawing back and taking the
tip into her mouth, swilling her tongue around, smiling up at Anna.
The broiling, seething denial, thoughts of that soft mouth and
warm, wet tongue so close to her own sex but the cruel metal
locking her away. She grabbed at Danielle’s hair, running fingers
through it and gripping tightly, pulling the maid in close and
spearing her throat, making Danielle cough and splutter.

The head maid looked on in approval as Anna
pushed the thing all the way into Danielle’s throat, getting her
lips to brush up against the metal of the belt, her breath teasing
Anna through the slit of her chastity belt. Anna held her in place,
pivoting her hips and gripping tightly on. There was still no
pleasure for her, beyond the frustration of the belt, but it felt
good to have some level of power as Danielle spluttered and gasped,
before Anna let her withdraw, the strap-on wet with slobber.

‘Good work, girls. Under-maids,
approach.’

The three of them crawled towards her,
managing to move off the stage, having to look up at the head maid.
Anna shook her hips, watching as a gobbet of spit flicked off it
into the air, the shaft gleaming with fluids.

‘The three of you must also be locked away,
to make you suitably receptive.’ She tossed a chastity belt onto
the ground. ‘Beatrice, put it on.’

Anna felt a twinge of sympathy as Beatrice
reached out for the metal, looking at the thing with distaste but
obeying, pulling it over her crotch, the “click” loud in the air.
This was repeated with Colette and Danielle, all of them shivering
as they were made to seal themselves behind the unyielding
metal.

‘Good work. Now, you maids may now go and
clean yourself, and the young miss. You may walk, rather than
crawl.’

They stood, brushing dirt off their knees, as
Anna moved off the stage. They gathered around her, pulling her
away, and dragging her towards a bathroom, stripping as they moved,
pulling at Anna’s clothing as well, until they were all naked
except for their belts. One of them turned a shower on, water
streaming over them as they washed each other, bodies wet and
slippery, but denied any release, Beatrice seeming particularly
annoyed as she scrabbled fingers against the metal. But it was nice
to have physical contact, rubbing against the under-maids, feeling
them touch and stroke at her, melting into a happy and wet
collection of bodies.

 



Chapter Twelve: A Night
of Changes

Anna had been locked into
her room, but from the window she could see lots of vans and
craftsmen coming and going, all sorts of lightning equipment
getting bought in, the echoes of hammering and drilling constant.
Colette and Danielle were locked in as well, both sat on the bed
and trying to find ways through their chastity belts, nuzzling and
cuddling and getting themselves, and Anna, even more
frustrated.

At least they were both gagged, mouths sealed
with black leather, something pushing into their mouths and
throats, at least from the garbled sounds they made. The sounds of
nails against the metal of the chastity’s, increasingly desperate
grunting, was making Anna get turned on, although she knew there
was no hope of getting through the chastity. Although in her case,
she was wearing a latex bodysuit as well, her hands embraced within
tight gloves, and high heels locked onto her feet. Her whole body
felt tingly and warm, every movement just a little harder, the
stuff tight around her body, but some oil had been lathered onto
the inside, making her sealed body super-sensitive.

She was trying not to move, as every motion
just made her shiver and squirm with desire. How long had it been
since she had been allowed outside? Everyone’s training had stepped
up, with Beatrice in particular spending virtually all her time in
some form of restraints, and all the under-maids had penis-gags in
their mouths most of the time. And going from being allowed to
pleasure each other whenever they wanted to being in chastity meant
that they were desperate and horny.

There was a grunt of anger from Colette as
Danielle’s fingers fumbled around her crotch, the slit not big
enough to admit more than a fingertip, not anywhere near enough to
get off. They started to grind their crotches together, the metal
scraping together, before separating in miserable frustration,
settling from a resigned cuddle. Anna twisted her shoulders,
feeling the latex pull at them, resisting the urge to stroke her
own breasts, knowing that it would only make her more
frustrated.

The door opened, the sounds of construction
echoing in as the head maid entered, Beatrice behind her. She was
walking very close to the head maid, a metal collar around her
neck, with spikes on the inside that threatened her neck if the
leash were to be pulled tight. She made a grunt of annoyance, her
lips forced wide around a fat ballgag, spit dribbling down her
chin, a hobble-chain further limiting her movement, hands bound
behind her back.

‘I do hope the two of you were not trying to
slip your belts?’

Colette and Danielle both shook their heads,
moving away from each other and trying to rearrange their skirts as
the head maid stepped fully into the room, tugging Beatrice behind
her. There were two other young women with her, both older-looking
then Anna and the under-maids, but younger than the head maid. They
were dressed smartly, in knee-length skirts and silk blouses,
although one had a thick metal collar around her neck, bright steel
matching her earrings.

She smiled at Anna. ‘You must be the young
miss? I’m here to do your hair and make-up. With permission, of
course?’ She turned to look at the head maid, who gave her a curt
nod.

‘Beatrice, Colette, Danielle; you three are
to accompany Miss Nicole, who will prepare you. Do not do anything
that will require punishment.’ Danielle quivered in response,
before standing and curtseying, lifting her skirt to show off her
chastity belt, Colette following her example. They both gag-mumbled
out something that was interpreted as a greeting.

Miss Nicole stepped forward, pulling at the
collar-ring of Danielle and pulling her close to look at her. Her
collar was only a thin twisted coil of metal, with a bright green
emerald in the cleft of her throat, a metal lock sealing the thing
in place. As she reached out, her sleeves drew back to reveal metal
bands locked around her wrists, d-rings folded back against the
shining metal.

‘A fine piece. And looks rather frustrated.’
She smiled as she stroked Danielle’s face, then her breast. ‘Now,
come with me.’ She pulled on the collar ring and snapped a leash
into place, gesturing at Colette to move closer and repeating the
process. ‘Excellent material to work with, mistress.’

The head maid smiled back. ‘Yes, they are. As
you once were.’

Nicole turned and gave an awkward curtsey,
both her and the other woman answering in unison. ‘Yes, ma’am.
Thank you, ma’am.’

‘If Beatrice misbehaves, then punish her, but
be sure not to leave any marks.’

‘Yes, ma’am. Follow me.’ She pulled on the
leashes, taking the other from the head maid to pull all three of
them out of the room, leaving Anna, the head maid and the other
woman. Who was she? Had the head maid trained her? She felt a sting
of jealousy, shivering as she woman stroked her face. ‘You are a
lovely thing, aren’t you? And your sensitivity training is quite
advanced.’

‘Yes, despite a few incidents the
young miss has been showing some self-control. But I have other
matters I must attend to.’ She stepped forward, moving close to
Anna and kissing her on the lips, hard enough to take her breath
away, her presence spiking at Anna’s lust before she stepped away.
‘Odette, to your duties then. And obey her orders, Miss Anna.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

She’d rather be tended to by the head maid,
not this stranger! But there was no way to protest as the head maid
left, the door clicking locked behind her. Odette gave her face
another stroke, before grabbing her chin and tilting her face
around – Anna was taller, at least in her heels.

‘You are a lovely thing, aren’t you?’ Her
hands stroked at Anna’s latex-bound breasts, making her shiver.
‘And without release for some time?’ Anna could feel fingers
stroking against her belly, and couldn’t stop herself
whimpering.

Odette lifted her skirt, to show off a
shining metal chastity belt, although hers had an electronic
counter on the waistband, slowly ticking down.

‘It can be frustrating, can’t it? But Master
has promised me early release for helping today.’ Odette sighed,
then kissed Anna on the cheek. ‘But today is your special day, so
now we need to get you ready! Now, are you going to be a good girl,
or do I need to be more forceful?’ She tapped her fingers against
Anna’s cheek.

‘I’ll be good, Miss Odette.’

Odette chuckled. ‘Just “Odette” is fine, I’m
no Miss! Neither’s Nicole, for all her airs, although she does keep
the rest of us in line. Master still doesn’t let her come, although
she is allowed to warm his bed sometimes. Anyway, let’s get you
washed off and made pretty. Well, prettier, you’re gorgeous to
start with.’

Anna blushed, not sure how to react to the
praise, letting herself be pulled towards the bathroom. The woman
was already stripping off, although couldn’t remove the metal that
shone on her body – blocky metal cuffs around her wrists and
ankles, as well as her collar and chastity belt. Her earrings also
had little padlocks attached, meaning she couldn’t remove them,
with studs through her belly and both of her nipples.

‘Be a good girl, and this’ll be easier for
both of us. Now, turn around.’

Anna obeyed, feeling hands brush against the
latex, the lock sealing her in popping open. It was slowly peeled
off her skin, whatever it had been coated with sticking her skin
and the latex together, needing peeling away. The sudden rush of
air made her head reel, her skin now super-sensitive.

The shower thrummed into life, water drumming
against the shower tray, Anna flinching as the water struck her
skin. It washed away the sticky gel and the sweat that had gathered
on her flesh, but she wanted to touch herself! Odette moved close
behind her, their chastity belts knocking together, as she washed
Anna down, rubbing scented gel into her skin.

Anna could feel Odette’s breasts pushing
against her back, glad of the soft warmth, and the scent was
relaxing, her skin getting cleansed and washed. Once that was done,
then she was carefully dried off, towel patted against her body,
water cleaned out from the slit of her chastity belt.

‘Let’s get you dressed. Ma’am has picked out
an outfit for you.’ Odette stroked her back, making Anna shiver.
‘She’s certainly done a good job training you, you’re lovely and
soft and sensitive. But let’s get you dressed.’

A short pleated tartan skirt was put around
her waist, just barely long enough to hide the chastity belt. The
bra was fancier than her usual ones, soft against her nipples,
making her arousal leap again. The blouse was sheer, thin enough
that her skin was visible through it.

‘Let me do your makeup next. Sit.’

Anna obeyed, sitting on the toilet seat and
closing her eyes. Brushes stroked against her face, coloring her
eyelids, then her cheeks, before her lips were touched as well,
probably getting reddened.

‘Good girl. You are nice and obedient, aren’t
you?’

Anna puckered her lips, pressing them
together to ensure the color was consistent. ‘Thank you, Odette.’ A
finger tapped against her chastity belt and made her shiver, the
vibration making her shiver again. She wanted to touch herself! Or
be touched – even if it meant being mounted on a pole again, she
wanted to get off!

A hand tapped against her forehead and she
opened her eyes, feeling Odette’s breath, sweet and warm against
her face. ‘Now, stand up and let’s get your socks and shoes
on.’

Having to balance on one leg was slightly
awkward, but Odette’s hands were smooth and soft as a thigh-high
sock was pulled up one leg, elastic pulling tight around her thigh,
white fabric getting tweaked into place, the process repeated on
the other leg.

Odette’s hand teased between Anna’s thighs,
fingers stroking at her soft flesh, Odette giggling at Anna’s
reaction. ‘Oh, you poor thing! Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll be
allowed to come soon.’ She leaned in and tweaked Anna’s skirt out
of the way to lay a kiss on Anna’s thigh, licking at her skin
before withdrawing. ‘You’re adorable, I’m sure you’ll be very
popular! Now, shoes. These have been selected for you.’

She pulled out some strappy black stilettos,
padlocks glinting on the straps. By comparison to the ballet heels,
they weren’t too bad, as they slid into place, straps locking into
place. They had leather bands that sealed around her ankles, metal
rings hanging loose. With them on, she was taller than Odette
again.

‘These as well.’ Chunky leather wristbands
were held out, Anna taking them and locking them around her wrists.
They fit snugly, tight and warm against her flesh, and impossible
to remove without the key.

‘Thank you.’

‘Oh, and you’re polite as well? She really
has trained you well, you lovely little thing! Master would love
you, but he doesn’t have any time, or space for another one. Now,
hair, and then you’re ready.’

A hairdryer buzzed into life, warm air
gusting over her, before hands teased out kinks and stray strands,
a brush stirring it into the right shape. It was nice to be tended
to, even if she was still in chastity, and with cuffs around her
limbs. Odette started to hum, a soft and tuneless noise that
further relaxed Anna as she was pampered and cared for. She closed
her eyes, letting herself relax as Odette continued to work on her.
Fingers gently brushed against her eyelids, before silk pressed
against her eyes, a blindfold tying around her head. ‘Oh, and your
collar, of course! So strange to see someone without one. You’ve
got a special new one.’

Leather, stiff and new, wrapped itself around
her neck, something clicking locked. Anna wanted to see it, but
couldn’t – it felt like it was double the height of a normal
collar, and padded on the inside, restricting the movement of her
head slightly.

‘Mmm, lovely! But you are very specially
trained. Now, open wide.’

Anna stretched her jaw, as a ring-gag was
pulled into place, a small plug in her mouth. She probed it with
her tongue – it was only about the size the size of a thumb,
secured in the ring as it was buckled into place around her
head.

‘All done. I’ll let ma’am know what a good
girl you were. I’m sure you’ll look better than the three maids.’
The plug was removed, a hard candy getting dropped in. ‘Don’t tell
anyone, but that’s for being a good girl.’

Even with the plug in place, she could still
slide the candy around her mouth, luxuriating in the fruit-flavored
sugar. She made a pleased sound, smiling as much as she could as
she was patted on the head.

‘Now, let me get dressed, and then we can get
you in place. You look amazing!’

Anna had to stand there while fabric rustled,
Odette getting dressed. Then a leash was clipped into place. Anna
reached out until she found the fabric of Odette’s top, holding on
and using it to help keep herself orientated. She could hear the
sounds of other people, footsteps and the low murmurs of
conversation, but couldn’t make out any details. A hand touched her
shoulder and she flinched, Odette hissing at someone to keep them
back. Anna walked as close to Odette as possible, not knowing who
was close by, who might be watching her.

‘Steps.’

Anna walked slowly, probing with a foot until
she found the step, moving upwards.

‘Very good. Now, I’m going to have to leave
you here for a moment, Nicole needs help with the others. That
Beatrice is apparently being badly behaved.’

Lips pressed themselves against her forehead,
a gentle kiss. Then her hands were taken and her arms spread, cuffs
snapping into place against a wall, her butt tight against the
wall. She could hear other people, the clink of metal and the
stretching of leather and latex, gagged mumbles and grunts, but
couldn’t see anything.

‘Don’t worry, soon you’ll have some fun.’
Fingers tapped against her chastity, the metal rattling.


Chapter Thirteen: Open
House

Whatever was going on, it
seemed to involve quite a lot of movement, with other people
occasionally brushing past Anna, lace and latex stroking against
her. She heard the occasional slap and a gagged grunt or gasp of
pain, along with the sounds of people getting dressed, latex
snapping into place or corsets tightening.

A hand stroked her face, making her jump, an
inquisitive gasp the most she could make from behind her gag, the
sweet now all gone. The head maid’s voice sounded, close to her
ear.

‘Miss Anna. You look exquisite.’ Anna made a
happy sound, glad of the compliment. A knuckle tapped against her
chastity belt. ‘And, despite your occasional failing, you have been
mostly obedient and chaste. Once some of the other rabble has been
dealt with, then you shall be displayed.’

Anna wasn’t quite sure what that meant, but
she gave a nod, or at least what she could manage with the
collar.

And then she was left alone again, with her
arms spread wide and tied against the wall. She could hear a crowd
somewhere close by, semi-muted by distance and barriers, before a
voice she didn’t recognize spoke, amplified by a PA system.

‘Good evening, one and all, and welcome to
the auction. Mistress Adnet has been kind enough to lend her manor
for the evening and has also trained a number of pieces for your
delight and pleasure! As connoisseurs such as yourselves will be
aware, her last subjects were released onto the market four years
ago and fetched a record price! And two of them are even here to
assist, having served their master well in all that time.’ There
was a brief smattering of applause. ‘This is the prize piece of
tonight’s auction.’

Anna heard an appreciative gasp and wondered
what was being shown. There was a mumbled complaint from close by,
and then the sound of a slap.

‘She will now be displayed for your
pleasure.’

Hands, wrapped in surgical gloves, touched
Anna’s arms, before her wrists were freed and she was pulled
forward, stumbling a few steps before regaining her balance.
Odette’s voice whispered in her ear. ‘Time for you to shine,
Anna.’

Anna tried to walk as she had been shown, her
shoulders back, head straight (although the collar didn’t give her
much choice in the matter), hearing her footsteps rattle against
what sounded like stage boarding. There was an appreciative “ooh”
from the audience, and Anna drew back – could they see her? There
was a tug on her collar and she stepped forward again.

‘Let’s get you set up.’

Her wrists were raise up, her cuffs getting
bound into place at opposite ends of something rigid, stopping her
moving them closer together and leaving her exposed and vulnerable.
It lifted upwards, so that her feet were off the floor, her toes
just about able to scrape the ground. And then they were spread as
well, another bar forcing them wide. She must be in some kind of
frame, as her body was well-supported, without her arms getting
strained by her own weight. Fingers touched against her knee, then
her thigh, before tapping against her belt, the metal clicking and
sending a quiver through her entire body as the metal was released.
She twisted around, feeling herself getting wet as air brushed
against her, pulsing her hips, desperate for more pressure, to get
enough sensation and pressure to get off. But there was nothing
there except empty air.

‘Look how sensitive she is, folks!’

Anna felt herself get even wetter, feeling
unseen eyes on her, as a gloved finger slipped into her. She
gasped, feeling herself clench around it, wanting to be penetrated
more, to have it slide back and forth until she came. But, too
soon, it withdrew, leaving her aching and unfulfilled. She felt
spit flow from her mouth onto her top, soaking into the material.
She wanted to come! She grunted and moaned through her gag, but
couldn’t manage to speak. Metal clicked and clinked and she felt
herself move through the air, and then something bigger and more
solid slid into her, just slightly.

Anna immediately tried to penetrate herself,
but she couldn’t twist around enough to get more than the tip of
the thing into herself. She whined – she wanted more! A hand
stroked against her back as Odette chuckled and whispered to her.
‘Not long now.’

Anna barely heard her, too focused on trying
to penetrate herself. Just the tip wasn’t enough, she wanted to be
filled and stuffed entirely! Instead all she could do was shake her
hips in futile frustration. Earpieces slid in, blocking out the
noise of the crowd, leaving her to stew in frustrated deafness.

She could hear, or rather feel
something of what was going on, as the crowd clapped or made
noises. But she wanted to get off! All she could do was slid
slightly against the tip, letting it push her apart, but not get
any deeper! Chill fingers slid against her folds, numbing gel
getting rubbed in and making her whine in frustration.

‘Needy little thing! Just a little more
patience.’

Anna whined, unhappy at whatever chemical was
being slathered onto her, making it even harder to get off. She
stayed suspended there, powerless and un-pleasured, feeling pulses
of sound from the crowd as she tried to penetrate herself.

Then the blindfold was yanked off, allowing
her to see. Bright lights blinded her until her until her eyes
adjusted, and she could just barely make out the audience, or at
least their general shapes behind the light. She was suspended
above the stage in her metal frame, as the three under-maids were
bought out, leashed together, and in fresh maid uniforms. The cut
was skimpy and sexy, showing off their breasts and backs, trimmed
with lace. A hand from behind her plucked out her earpieces,
letting her hear.

‘A matched set of three house-maids. All are
eager to please and trained in all skills. Beatrice is a bit
spirited, but some time with a bit or bridle will show her how to
behave. All three are lusty and keen to show their worth and will
happily serve any master. Colette responds particularly well to
pain, and Danielle loves the taste of cum and being spanked.’

The three of them posed, stretching out to
make their clothing taut against their bodies, turning around and
bending over to show off their backsides. The crowd made
appreciative noises, and then they bent over onto all fours. Light
gleamed off their chastity belts, as the head maid stalked up
behind them. She was dressed in a sleeker, tighter version of her
usual uniform, with a crop in hand. She struck it against Colette’s
pert backside, before stooping to unlock the three of them, their
belts dropping to the floor.

Her voice sounded through the speakers. ‘All
three of them are trained in every skill that might be needed. They
are skilled in cooking, cleaning, making drinks and providing
pleasure. They are cage- and lash-trained, and respond well to
punishment or praise.’

Beatrice gave a grunt of indignation, before
the crop slapped against her buttocks.

‘Beatrice will now demonstrate her skills.’
The crop cracked against Beatrice again and she crawled forward, to
the edge of the stage. A member of the audience could dimly be
seen, a masculine and masked figure, their erect cock making Anna
squirm in delight. She’d never seen a real one before!

Beatrice ducked her head, licking at the
shaft, the bright lights making the cock seem shining and bright.
After a few kisses, she slid her head forward, taking the whole
length into her mouth, the man resting one hand on her head. It
didn’t take long for him to come, some of his semen spilling out
before Beatrice could swallow it all. There was a pause before the
man gave a thumbs up, Beatrice licking him clean.

Anna shook in her restraints again, feeling
her juices flowing, the sensation returning to her pussy, whatever
had been used to numb her getting washed away. She wanted to be
fucked, and used! Or at least allowed to get off!

‘Bidding starts at five hundred
thousand.’

There was barely visible motion beyond the
lights, the announcer’s voice that Anna didn’t recognize
acknowledging it, raising the price. With the nub still sliding
against her lips, it was hard to focus, but the price started
counting up, soon getting over a million. Colette was pulled to her
feet, the head maid starting to finger her, making Anna feel giddy
from watching those fingers slide in and out of the wet slit.
Colette’s body twisted as she was pleasured, the crowd stirring in
excitement, the bidding getting faster.

She could see some of the crowd now – all in
eveningwear, suits and dresses, most of them masked, making barely
perceptible gestures to signal their bids. A few had servants close
by, leashed and collared by their feet, or sat next to them but in
skimpy clothing to show off their bodies, a few bearing obvious
lash-marks, most wearing restraint gear. Along the wall were a few
cages, the occupants forced into uncomfortable squats, unable to
properly stand.

The head maid continued to play with Colette,
making her gasp and squirm, as her dress was ripped off to show her
naked flesh. By now, there were only two bidders left – one was a
petite woman, with a bored-looking maid sat by her side, while the
other was a middle-aged man, dressed in an old-fashioned suit.
Every time he moved his hand to signal a bid, his watch caught the
light, the reflected flash making Anna wince.

The bidding moved past one and a half
million, as Colette was shoved to her knees, the head maid
whispering something in her ear. She crawled towards Beatrice and
started to kiss her, the two of them moving together, Colette’s
naked body rubbing against Beatrice’s lace and ruffles as they
began to scissor. Anna gave a whimper, wanting to have some relief
herself – she didn’t care that it was in front of everyone, she
just wanted to come! Having the nub of the dildo inside of her was
an agony, not quite enough to allow her to truly get off, as the
heat inside of her coiled and twisted.

‘One point eight! Any advance on one point
eight million?’

The man kept his hand held high, the woman
giving a sigh of irritation before she pinched the maid sat next to
her, who just rolled her eyes before pretending to yelp in
pain.

‘Sold, to the gentleman in the brown
suit.’

The head maid herded the three of them off
the stage, making all of them crawl forward, through the audience,
towards their new owner. He nodded at them, moustache bristling, as
Danielle pushed her head forward to kiss at his feet, Beatrice
hanging back and seeming more reticent. Her body suddenly
stiffened, Anna feeling herself ache in sympathy, knowing the pain
of the shock collar. The three of them all knelt by around him,
heads down, awaiting instructions, as he patted Danielle on her
head, pulling her in closer.

‘And now, the star of tonight! Mistress
Adnet’s latest creation, a piece she has worked on for several
years. Miss Anna, who has been trained for obedience and desire.
Who is willing to make offer an offer for such a delightful
piece?’

Hands shot up, as Anna’s frame shuddered
forward. The dildo slid forward, just slightly, and she gasped,
thankful for the extra stimulation, but it still wasn’t enough. She
needed more! She wanted to be filled and stuffed, to have a
cock rammed all the way into her, not just the tip! She tried to
twist her hips again, but couldn’t manage any further
penetration.

The frame descended towards the stage, hands
coming around her hips before as the cock was pulled away, leaving
her sighing in disappointment. Her wrists and ankles were released
from the frame as Odette helped her down before pushing her
forward.

‘She has been kept in chastity, desperate and
yearning.’

Anna tried to move her hands forward to her
crotch, wanting to touch herself, before her hands were grasped and
pulled behind her back, cuffs snapping together. She whined in
disappointment – she wanted to get off! Odette marched her forward
to the edge of the stage, one hand holding Anna’s wrists, the other
coming around to grope at her breasts. Anna melted against her,
pressing her ass against the woman’s clothing, enjoying the feeling
of being stroked and caressed. When she tried grinding herself
against Odette, one of her nipples was pinched, making her grumble
in pain.

She could see movement and motion as people
bid on her, but she was too focused on her seething and wet lust,
her thighs sodden, her fluids soaking into Odette’s dress. Another
attempt at rubbing against her got her pinched again, as the hand
drifted down her body, tickling around her belly button, and making
her wriggle in anticipation.

“Two million” drifted through the air as
fingers parted her folds, a fingertip sliding oh-so-slightly into
her. ‘Ple…’

Odette whispered back. ‘Not yet, little one!
You’re reserved for your new owner. I think there’s a few keen on
you.’

She kept teasing Anna, fingers lightly
touching and teasing, sliding into Anna, leaving her in a swollen
delirium, on the edge without going over it, her eyes rolling in
her head.

The audience went silent, the lack of noise
drawing Anna back to some semblance of attention. She just about
managed to hear a number – three million. Was that for her? But she
didn’t care, she just wanted to come!

‘You’ve got an owner now. Wonder if he’ll let
you come?’

Anna whimpered again. She wanted to come, and
not to be locked into chastity again. The pleasure was
there, so close, but she couldn’t quite make it there, and
she needed just a little more. She could feel the fabric of
Odette’s dress against her body, smooth and soft, and her body
beneath, the metal nipple-studs poking against her back.

She let out a long sigh through nostrils, the
plug shaking in her mouth. It felt like her entire body was
melting, warm and wet and fluid, all centered around her sopping
pussy. Odette pushed her forward, supporting Anna’s weight, as she
could barely stand. When Odette withdrew her support, Anna’s legs
gave way and she sank down.

The darkness of the crowd was ahead of her
now, masked and veiled faces staring at her, the only visible faces
those of various purchases. The three maids were now around their
new owner, Colette’s blonde hair shaking about as she sucked the
man off, his hand groping at Danielle’s breasts, his food on
Beatrice’s head.

A man approached, his features hidden in
shadow, as Anna was pulled onto her back, her legs spread wide, her
pussy wet and hot.

She thrust her hips forward, meeting only
empty air, before a hand touched against her wetness. Just the
touch, the sensation made her head reel, and she whined, unable to
speak. Odette made comforting noises behind her, stroking her hair,
as two fingers pushed into her.

‘Mmmmm!’ She could feel her face moving into
a slack grin, wanting to be filled and used. The heat was boiling
over inside of her, but then the fingers withdrew, leaving her
empty. She whined again, her head supported by Odette as the shadow
figure took hold of her legs with strong hands, gripping her thighs
and pulling them apart. She thrust her hips out, making desperate
sounds, before feeling something hard and hot push against her.

The hands grabbed hold more tightly, and then
the cock slid into her, making Anna squeal in delight, making
excited sounds of desperation. It was far warmer than a fake cock,
a far more satisfying feeling, hot as it stirred around her,
stretching and filling her.

She was barely aware of the sounds she was
making, her entire being focused on the sensation of being filled
and fucked, far better than touching herself! She came, her vision
blurring, sagging backwards. It didn’t take long until she felt him
climax, cum shooting into her. It felt hot and thick and sticky,
and she could feel it inside of herself. She gave a happy wriggle,
about the only movement she was capable of, her body light and
numb.

A hand, large and masculine, reached out and
stroked her head. She nuzzled against it, enjoying the feeling of
it, as she slumped into a vague blur.

‘You’ll do well, little one. Let’s get you
ready to travel.’ He stroked her face, and then a needle pricked
into her neck, cold darkness rushing through her veins. She sank
downwards, savoring the afterglow of her orgasm, and the feeling of
the cum inside her, as she fell into the darkness, her new owner
still stroking her face until she passed out.

 


 


THE END
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