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“You have,” said Matron, “each been sent
here by your masters for training.”

It was a scene, and a
scenario,
right out of The Story of O. But where Pauline Réage had written her account
in the middle of the nineteen-fifties, this was happening right
here, right now.

The other woman who’d come in
with me, Vivian, was tall, skinny and blonde. I was
shorter and
brunette but had more curves. People said that I had wide lips and
a beautiful smile. Matron was taller than me, shorter than Vivian
but probably weighed at least as much as the two of us put
together, equal measures of bone, muscle and fat. I was later to
find out that she was meaner than both of us put together
too.

“Jesse,” said Matron, pointing to
me, “take off your clothes.”

This wasn’t difficult since all
I was wearing was a somewhat worn, and very wrinkly, black
faux-leather dress. I had nothing on underneath.

Vivian had to work harder to get
into her
birthday suit. First off was a form-fitting red top. Then a leather
mini-skirt. Pantyhose also had to be removed before she got down to
pink lingerie—lace bra up top and matching French-cut panties
below. Beneath her bra were two perfectly proportioned all-natural
breasts. Each breast had a pink circle and an even cuter pink bud
in the middle. Under her panties were subtly curved buttocks and a
full muff of flaxen pubic curls.

The air was cool which made our nipples
pucker.

After we were nude,
Matron walked
around us, inspecting her new arrivals. She had introduced herself
as ‘Matron’, making it clear that no further information about
herself would be forthcoming. Her dark hair was wrapped in a bun
atop her head. She wore a white dress which hung down over her
body, loose except around her waist where the dress was cinched
tight against her stomach by a black leather belt.

Matron gave Vivian a quick swat across her
right butt cheek.

“Ow!” cried the blonde.

“Did I give you permission to speak?”

“No, Matron.”

Swat! This time against her left
butt cheek. When Vivian held her tongue, Matron grunted her approval. She
then circled the blonde, poking, prodding and pinching as she went.
The only parts of Vivian’s body left untouched where her nipples
and her sex.

“Spread your legs,” said Matron.

When Vivian
swiftly
complied, I shot a quick look at her pussy. She had large and
pronounced pussy lips—absolutely gorgeous! My pubic hair had been
completely shaved off and my inner lips were so delicate that the
outer folds of my vulva completely hid them.

Then Matron turned her attention to me.
“Spread your legs.”

I spread them as far as they
would go, but apparently that wasn’t good enough for
Matron
because she put a fat thumb on either side of my vulva and pulled
back. I had to stifle a gasp as the cool air hit deep inside. Her
throat made an indistinct noise.

Swat! I heard as much as felt her hand
strike my butt. But I held my silence.

Swat! “I’m going to hit you until you
scream.” Matron’s voice was without inflection, but I got the
distinct impression that she was enjoying herself.

I let her hit me three more
times before I gasped. She’d kept hitting me in the same spot which
was now very
tender.

“Once more, then I’m going to take off my
belt.”

Swat!

“Ow!” I yelped. That had really hurt.

When Matron came
back around in front
of me, her hair was ever so slightly less tight atop her head. Her
thick lips were pulled into a triumphant smirk. She ran her fingers
up and down across my nipples and I moaned as I felt the little
buds engorge. A broad smile spread across her face.

“You like that, don’t you, you little
slut?”

“I’m not a slut,” I moaned.

“No? Are you sure?”

Her fingers circled
softly around
my nipples. Since my areolae—the darker areas of skin surrounding
my nipples—were as wide as they were sensitive, it was easy for her
to provoke another moan.

“Slut,” she whispered.

All I could do was groan.

Suddenly she grabbed my
nipples. Her
right thumb and forefinger pinched only my delicate little nub. Her
left thumb and fingers grabbed more—my entire areola. “Which should
I twist?” she asked.

“No, Matron, please!”

“Choose!”

Matron gave both a gentle twist and I
gasped.

“Perhaps we
should let
Vivian decide,” she said.

“Right,” said
Vivian.

Matron twisted with her right
hand. Fire shot from my nipple into my breast.

“Ow!”

“This one?” asked Matron.

Vivian nodded.

Matron twisted again.

“Ow!”

Matron let go and gave my
breasts a gentle pat. I took a deep breath.

“Ready to admit that you’re
a slut?”

I shook my head. Matron let go
of my left breast and moved her hand lower.

She smiled and looked straight
into my eyes. The finger between my legs was warm and wide. It
pressed right into the cleft in the middle of my sex, pulled up, then
pressed downward. Up and down she moved, each stroke making my
pussy warmer.

“Only a slut would enjoy this.”

I shook my head. Up and down
went her finger. Then the first hint of moisture inside my cunt.
I bit my lip.
I was not going to give her that satisfaction!

Up and down went her finger.
Despite my best resistance, I was getting warmer and wetter with every stroke.
Then her finger touched the top of my pussy and my legs almost gave
way. One touch on my clit and my pussy wanted her to push her
finger inside.

“Are you ready to admit that
you’re a slut? Or should I see for myself?” The tip of her finger was right at my
opening.

“I’m a slut,” I wheezed. “I’m a
slut!” I shut my eyes, waiting for her finger to thrust inside.

But she pulled her hand
back, wrenching my eyes open. Her back was towards me. I wanted
to beat on it with my fists. I wanted to pull her hair out of its
bun. I wanted to kiss her fat lips. I wanted to make her finish
what she’d started. But I dared not.

Vivian looked over at me.
Unlike the blonde,
the only places Matron had touched on my body had been my butt, my
nipples and my pussy.

Matron was opening a large
cupboard on the other side of the room. When she turned
around, she
was holding a metal collar in each hand. She came over to Vivian
first, pried the ends of the collar apart, fitted the collar around
her neck, joined the ends together and pressed down on a small
plate. There was a soft click. The collar had a ring at its front
which Matron tugged to ensure that the collar was properly
secured.

My collar was of similar design.
But whereas
Vivian’s was barely an inch thick, mine was over two inches thick.
And when Matron pressed down on the locking plate, the click was
quite loud.

“Your Masters have the only keys
to your
collars,” said Matron. I was later to discover that this wasn’t
true, but at that moment, I had assumed she was telling the truth.
“If you successfully complete your training, your collars will
remain on when leave the Chateau.”

“You have each come
here of your own
free will, as you confirmed when you arrived,” continued Matron.
“Should you ever wish to leave, you need merely say so and you will
be immediately discharged, no questions asked. But, while you are
here, you will be always available for oral, vaginal and anal
intercourse. In addition, you will be subject to physical and
painful discipline. Anyone who is not collared will be free to do
with you as they wish. Do you agree?”

We both nodded.

But Matron shook her head. “You
must give your oral assent. Jesse, do you agree to the rules of the
Chateau as I have stated them?”

“Yes, Matron,” I heard myself
say. My heart thundered in my chest. I didn’t dare look down for
fear that its beats were jiggling my breasts. I had given my consent already:
to my Master before coming, and again when entering the Chateau.
But now, standing here, nude, making a public affirmation, I knew I
was crossing a line. The skin on the back of my neck tingled. My
right foot wanted to run; my left was anchored firmly to the
hardwood floor.

“Vivian, do you agree?”

“Yes, Matron.”

“Are you sure?”

We both nodded again.

Matron affixed bracelets to each
of our wrists. Even on Vivian, these were quite thick, almost
five
centimeters wide. Then she handed each of us another pair of
bracelets. “These are for your ankles.”

We clicked
them in place
on our ankles and then stood up.

She handed me a shiny red
corset, a pair of black lace panties and a pair of sheer
pantyhose.
“Hold up your ankle,” she told me.

When I complied, she held a metal magnet
against my ankle bracelet and it popped loose. Her eyes were on my
crotch and she made me linger in this position for a moment. She
repeated the process on my other ankle, her eyes lingering even
longer on my crotch.

“As you can see,” she said, I have the key
for your ankle bracelets, but not for the collar around your neck
or the bracelets on your wrists. Only your Masters have those.
Whenever you need to change your panties, or obtain a fresh pair of
pantyhose, you will have to come to me and explain why you need me
to unlock your ankle bracelets.”

We nodded. I quickly pulled on my panties
and pantyhose.

Matron pulled my corset in
place. “Your corset is attached at the back with Velcro so that it is easy
to remove.” It was tight enough to accentuate my waist and push my
breasts up, but I could breathe.

For Vivian, Matron brought a
black bra, black cotton tank top, black pantyhose and a low cut
reddish-brown corset. “You will have a bra and a top because your Master
says that sometimes you catch a chill.” Vivian’s clothes went on
just like mine. While her corset enhanced her waist, it fit just
below her breasts. She didn’t need more from her corset; her bra
cupped and separated just fine.

Matron snapped our ankle
bracelets
back in place and pointed to our hips. “Your pantyhose and panties
are available to be pulled to the floor or ripped asunder at a
moment’s notice.”

We followed her eyes down to our
crotches and nodded.

“Remember the rules of the
Chateau,” she continued. “Anyone without a collar may have you at any time. Do
you have any questions?”

Vivian and I looked at each other and slowly
shook our heads.

And it didn’t take long for me
to find out what the rules meant. Matron took Vivian upstairs, leaving me
alone. But alone only for a moment. A custodian came in and pointed
at me. “You,” he said, “come with me.”

He was tall and muscular. He
turned and started to walk towards the back of the Chateau.
His neck was
bare—no collar—so I had no choice but to follow. His T-shirt was
bright white and appeared to be new. His pants were clean, but
stained. He took me out the back door and into a garden. It was
huge!

To the left was an open yard,
the grass immaculately trimmed. Beyond the yard was a small forest of
bushes. They were confined to a square and from what I could see
there was a pathway which led inside. To the right was a series of
ponds with a wide variety of flowers around their edges. A
pebble-covered path led between the ponds. Bridges traversed the
larger ponds.

It was very warm outside. And
humid. The glorious perfume of the flowers almost made me
dizzy.

All around the garden was a wide
swath of grass, the kind which is used on golf
course
greens—soft stems closely packed together. Behind the ponds, just
outside of the swath of grass was a small stone shed.

“Follow me,” said the custodian.
He headed straight for the shed. Thankfully, since I was without
shoes, he walked on the grass. As I approached, I saw that the shed was
made of mud bricks, not stone. And it was only half finished; one
wall was completely open.

There was a large pond, more of
a mud pit, to the side. Between the pit and the shed were two
wheelbarrows, one full of sand, the other full of small rocks. On the ground
were six wood boxes, the same size as the mud bricks on the three
completed walls of the shed.

He pointed to the boxes. “I need mud,” he
said.

I walked around the
wheelbarrows, searching for a shovel or a pail, but there was
nothing.

When I looked
back up, he was
smiling. “Use your hands,” he said.

I walked to the edge of
the mud pit,
filled my hands with mud, and deposited a meagre amount into the
box closest to the pond.

“More,” he said.

When I returned
to the box, my hands
again full of mud, he pointed to the next box. I repeated this
process until I had a little mud in each of the boxes. The mud was
thick and cool. While it felt nice in my fingers, it was also runny
and streaks of drying mud began to coat my forearms. As I started
my second series, I began to sweat.

The custodian went into the
shed, came back with a shovel and dribbled sand into each of the boxes.
“The best mud is in the center of the pit.”

I held my hand out for the shovel.

He shook his head. “Use your
hands.”

“Come on. You can’t be serious.” I pointed
to my pantyhose.

“Use your hands.”

Walking to the center of the pit required
that I wade knee high through
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