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Introduction







Please note this story could be considered disturbing and/or offensive.

For mature readers only.




This is a Female domination themed book containing descriptions of males and women being treated harshly. It includes descriptions of slavery, bondage, punishments, execution, humiliation, torture, feminisation, lesbian domination, and female domination over males.




This story does not in any way relate to current or previous world events or people. 

This book is fantasy; please read it as such. 




This book is version two of the original story; some of the storylines and ending have been changed from the original version.







The book is a sequel to New World New Order 2055. The story continues two years after we left the first book, and it is based in the same city as before. It may help you to enjoy this book if you have read ‘New World New Order 2055’ first.




We will follow a young woman named Deborah, who has just turned sixteen and accepts a wonderful job offer in the city. Deborah considers herself a very normal girl, yet she knows others feel she is more than a genius with her gift, hence the unique job offer that was given to her.




Of course, Deborah had been brought up in a Female-Led Society, which most of the world was now. Still, she would be shocked to find out what being a real woman in the city was all about. From day one, everything exceeded her wildest dreams. She felt better than a Goddess as she explored the new world around her. As Deborah discovered new things, her boss assured her she never went without anything and everything she wanted.




As Deborah went about her new life, her inventions changing the world forever, a dark horror lurked in the background. The woman Deborah was growing to love had a very secret and twisted idea about where the young girl would end up.




This book was written in the same style as the first in the series, and as always, there will be a twist at the end. If you have a problem with a teenage girl on a trip to discover real and dark female domination then please do not read this book. We will follow some new characters in this story as they explore this great new world and will also visit some of the old characters from the previous story. The book does contain scenes of both females dominating males as well as other females, as we also explore what life is like for submissive women in this world. I hope you can sense the different lifestyles between those who are owned and those who serve within the pages.




As always, the story will reveal some of my personal beliefs on the pages of this book.




A few things to note: I have a new editor who has gone through the book, but still understand if you are looking for Shakespeare or Macbeth then don’t buy this book, go read some of their work. I will not change my style of writing to please you. I have also ensured my editor hasn't changed the style. I have never taken a degree in literature and never will, mathematics being my forte. So if you don't like the way I write or what I write about, it’s not rocket science: don't buy or read my work.




I hope that is simple enough for those narrow-minded people who think they are better than everyone else.




Hope you enjoy the read





New World New Order 2058

New Blood
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Nikki Leech


Chapter 1

Choices

Deborah sat on her bed and opened the large brown envelope that had been delivered only moments before. She held the page in her hand that she had withdrawn from it but couldn’t bring herself to look down at what was printed. Deborah knew she was clever; all her teachers had told her so. Still, she now wondered if she had bitten off too much. Most girls only studied one subject to such an advanced level, and those girls were mostly eighteen or older. Deborah, at only sixteen, had studied three subjects, and now the results of the exams sat in her hand. In a way, she wished she had just taken the normal exams for someone of her age and not let her teachers push her so much, but to be honest, the lower levels of these subjects did bore her. Deborah knew she possessed a unique gift: the ability to read a book once and remember every word on its pages. Yet her real gift was what happened after she read a book as her mind worked through all the possibilities of how what she had read could be advanced. Deborah had a love for mathematics and the sciences; she knew womankind could go so much further than they already had; women just needed to think outside of the box, which was something she did well. It still upset Deborah when she saw the names of male scientists of old, stupid men who had no real idea of what was achievable. It was only yesterday that she picked up a book written by a person called Albert Einstein hundreds of years ago; what she read was a joke that some five-year-old could have written. Within moments of reading it, she was laughing and picking holes in everything on the pages, but the horrific part was her society still used many of the principles this male had written; it was no wonder that civilization was still stuck on planet Earth. Deborah remembered after she had thrown that stupid book to the side and had picked up her own scribble pad. She turned to the page and looked at the diagram of the engine she had designed in her mind four years ago. It threw every theory the idiot Einstein had out of the window. Deborah knew her simple design would push any spacecraft well beyond any speed-of-light restrictions that mankind had forced upon Women. Finally, Deborah looked down at the page in her hands and smiled; AAA pluses in every topic. Still holding the page Deborah jumped up from her bed and ran downstairs toward the garden where her mother was pruning some roses.

Her mother had of course been overjoyed at seeing the results that her daughter had achieved; she had immediately telephoned her eldest daughter, Rebecca, asking her to come back home from the farm to celebrate. Rebecca had arrived back only ten minutes later being that the family farm was only half a mile away. Unlike Deborah, Rebecca who was two years older than her sister, wasn’t into studying and books. She was happy to take over the running of the vast crop farm from her mother and had left school at sixteen to do so. The farm kept a workforce of fifty male slaves and two female overseers. Rebecca, along with the overseers, ensured the slaves worked to the limit that their bodies could take each and every day. Rebecca’s approach to farming and how the slaves were treated was very different from what her mother’s was when she used to run the farm; over the last two years, the farm's production had increased tenfold, proving Rebecca’s ways were better. The girl’s mother now had little to do with the running of the farm and now enjoyed doing all the things she never had the chance to do before.

“So what’s your thoughts for the future?” Rebecca said towards Deborah as the three sat around the table.

“She is going to university,” Helen their mother answered on her daughter's behalf. The three laughed at the speed at which Helen had replied.

“Another glass please,” Deborah said looking towards her father who was standing at the side of the room. The man, who was dressed in just an orange jumpsuit rushed over to get the bottle of wine to refill his daughter's glass. He of course was just like his wife Helen, so proud of his youngest daughter but had not yet been given the chance to congratulate her.

“I think a little time out from books, maybe help you on the farm or something,” Deborah replied as she picked up the wine glass.

“No, you’re going to sign up with the university in the morning young lady,” her mother said with a big grin on her face.

“Yes mother,” Deborah smiled back as she spoke.

“Let’s go out for dinner tonight. What about the Mexican?” Rebecca suggested smiling.

“Yes, let's celebrate,” agreed their mother. “We will take Peter also, make this a real family occasion,” she then added. The words of his wife did bring a big smile to the man’s face, who stood silently out of the way.

“Do they allow males in there?” Deborah said in a concerned voice.

“Yes as long as they are kept on a lease,” Rebecca replied with a giggle. The three women sat at the table finishing off the bottle of wine while discussing Deborah’s bright future.

As the three women sat at the table talking, Peter stood to the side of the room out of the way. He really wanted to run over to the table and give his youngest daughter Deborah the biggest hug ever. He couldn’t believe how well she had done in her exams, and he felt so proud of her. Sometimes, he wished his wife would give him just a little more freedom, but he knew she was very old-fashioned in her ways, and he also knew the slightest movement without her or his daughter's permission would lead to a painful punishment. Still, as he stood there, he had a smile on his face as he heard the three of them speaking about what Deborah would do next. He hoped she would decide to now go to university, but he knew she would make the decision that she wanted to and that she would always have her family's blessing in whatever that would be.  Peter gave a big smile when he heard he would be taken along this evening for dinner; he hoped he would then be able to tell his daughter just how proud he was of her.

That afternoon, Deborah decided to take a walk up to the farm; she wanted to clear her head from the wine before getting ready for the family evening out. She would find Rebecca and have a coffee with her before they headed back to the house to get ready. The two sisters had always got on so well, both telling each other their problems, that was another reason Deborah wanted to find her sister today. Deborah needed to talk to her about the second envelope that she had opened this morning. So far no one knew about the contents of it. Deborah looked out over the large field on the farm road; a group of naked males were doing something or the other; they were all on their hands and knees while the two overseers used their whips on the male's backs. Deborah gave a little smile at the way her sister had completely changed the way the farm was run. They had always had slaves, but when her mother ran the place, they were treated very differently from the way they now were. Deborah remembered that they had slaves working here that her grandmother had once owned, those days were gone now. Under Rebecca, the farm was now all about maximum output; the cost of slave’s lives never came into her mind. Rebecca worked them till they dropped each day; but she had also grown the farm so much, buying up lands adjacent to their own, doubling the size of the place. Deborah knew her mother was so proud of what Rebecca had done with the farm. The family had never been so well off before. As Deborah walked towards the main building, she thought about the history of the place. The farm had been in the family’s name dating back to the eighteenth century. It was hard to believe the place had once been owned by males, who were her distant ancestors. Deborah looked up at the two naked men hanging by their necks in the courtyard of the main building; both had clearly expired; they looked funny with the way their tongues hung out of their open mouths, while their faces looked a strange mauve colour. Deborah opened the door and walked into the office. Rebecca immediately took her feet from the large desk and jumped up from her chair to greet her sister with a hug and kiss.

Unlike at home where her father did everything, here Rebecca kept a service slave. The naked and very good-looking man in a chastity tube had just served the two young ladies their coffees and now stood out of their way. Rebecca had just finished reading the letter her sister had given to her.

“Fuck wow, is this for real?” Rebecca said while still looking down in disbelief at the page in her hand. “I mean how did they know what your results would be, you only got them today?” Rebecca added, looking up at her sister.

“My head teacher told me they would know the results before I did,” Helen replied, remembering the meeting with the school's headmistress a few weeks back. Deborah remembered when she was called into the headmistress's office and what she had said. The headmistress had told her that she had a duty to report advanced students to the government. She went on to say she knew there were special measures in place to ensure these young women were used in the best possible ways to help advance society. Still, the space agency letter took Deborah by surprise this morning.

“Oh my Goddess, look at the salary,” Rebecca laughed at seeing what they were going to pay her sister.

“I know, it's mad. That’s more than I ever thought I would earn,” Deborah replied, but she looked worried.

“What’s the problem?” Rebecca said in a concerned voice as she saw the look on her sister's face.

“I would have to be in the capital; it’s so far away from everything I know,” came Deborah's sad reply. Rebecca knew that Deborah, like her, had only visited the capitol on a school trip when they were about nine years old. The city was on the other side of the country and took six hours to fly to from here. Rebecca tried to remember the three-day trip to the city, but it was vague in her mind now.

“So what do you think? I mean, you knew that’s where you would end up one day anyway. It's where the money and big corporations are.” Rebecca reached out and took hold of her sister's hands as she spoke.

“I know, but I’m only sixteen; I thought that would be six or seven years away yet,” Deborah replied sadly.

“But look at the chance they have given you. I mean it’s not only the salary, but they are going to continue your education while you can invent things at the same time. Think about all the dreams you have of the things you want to build and the difference you will make.” Rebecca squeezed her sister's hands as she spoke.

“I know. It’s just that I’m not sure if I am ready to leave you and Mum yet; it’s so far away.” Rebecca saw the tears in her sister's eyes as she spoke.

“You know you have our support whatever you decide,” Rebecca got up and gave her sister a hug. The two then spent the next half hour talking about what they remembered about the capital city when they had visited as children so many years ago. The naked slave stood silently to the side of the room as he waited to serve anything that these two young women sitting at the table may want. He knew better than to make any sound or movement as he stood there. 

That evening, the family headed to the restaurant to celebrate Deborah’s results, their father being led by the leash while dressed in his orange jumpsuit. As it went, the restaurant had changed its rules since Rebecca had last visited and no longer allowed males in, so her father was left outside while the three women went in to enjoy a meal and a few drinks. During the evening Deborah had told her mother about the job offer. Helen had felt both sadness and happiness when she heard the news. She had of course told her daughter that whatever she decided to do would have her blessing. Helen knew the actual decision would have to be for her daughter to make; she was sixteen now and therefore legally an adult. 

The next morning was warm, and the skies above were a clear blue. Deborah was alone in the house, well her father was there, but he never really counted as being a person to her. Deborah was sitting in the kitchen finishing her morning coffee as she watched her father cleaning the sink area. She often wondered why her mother didn’t get a proper house slave; for some reason her mother thought it was her father’s job to keep the house and never let outsiders in to do the task. She knew her mother was a bit old-fashioned in that way; most of Deborah's friends ’ fathers had a supervisory role over the slaves in their homes. That brought Deborah’s mind back to the capitol and how things were there. She knew the city was very different from the North West where she lived; in the city, males were not allowed any kind of power. Yet that did make sense to Deborah as the breeding program in cities meant there were so many more males than women and they had to be kept under tight control. Here in Deborah's community, it was only places like the farm that were supplied with male slaves; on the whole the number of women and males were kept fairly equal. Deborah knew that it was not uncommon for city women to have a number of personal male slaves. That thought did excite her, Deborah had never owned her own male, and the thought that she may soon have many did sound like fun. She did of course in part own the farm slaves, but that was different, they were just working slaves and not real males like a personal slave would be. Deborah decided she would go for a walk and think things through before making her decision. She returned to her room and slipped into a yellow summer dress and summer sandals before she headed out leaving her father to do his housework.

Deborah sat on a hill that overlooked the family farm; she looked down at the naked slaves working hard to ensure the crops were planted for the growing season. Deborah had to smile at seeing the overseers, who seemed to be working the hardest as they walked the line of males while whipping and shouting down at them. Deborah looked up and saw the contours of an aircraft high above; she wondered where the plane was going, and she thought about being on one heading for the city. It was at that moment that Deborah decided, she knew the offer was too good to turn down, she would give the city a try. The screams of one of the slaves below made her look back down the hill towards the farm, a slave was getting a serious beating from the overseers, Deborah smiled as she got herself up and turned towards home.


Chapter 2

Arrival




The flight had been like nothing Deborah could have imagined; the agency had bought her a first-class ticket. She had her own male slave flight attendant for the entire journey, Deborah had never felt so special. This was only the second time she had flown, the first being when she was a child on this very same journey, of course back then, she sat in the cheap seats at the back of the aircraft along with the other children. As soon as she landed, Deborah walked up to the tall man in the nice blue suit; she saw the insignia on his breast pocket stating, ‘property of the European space agency.’ He held up a small electronic message board stating, ‘Miss Deborah.’ She smiled as she walked up to him.

“I am Miss Deborah,” the man immediately gave her a low and very respectful bow. Deborah felt a little strange having this very smartly dressed man bend his body the way he did before her. She felt she maybe should have made a little more effort in the way she had dressed. Deborah knew in her sweatshirt, jeans, pink socks, and trainers that she probably looked more like a child than a lady. One of the things that Deborah hated about herself was how her face looked like she was three years younger than she really was, and she knew the clothing she wore added to her youthful look.

“Welcome Miss Deborah. I am your driver. I have been instructed to take you to the residence complex where Mistress Tracey will meet you.” The man spoke while still holding his bent bowing position and looking down at Deborah’s feet. Deborah felt the power running through her. Boys and men had shown her respect before, but this felt different.

“Who is Tracey?” Deborah asked while looking down at the man in front of her.

“Mistress Tracey looks after new staff members Miss Deborah,” the man replied while still looking down at her feet. Deborah looked at the large luxury car parked behind the man; she had never seen such a car before. She again glanced at the bent man and saw how a metal collar showing under his jacket was attached tightly around his neck.

“I take it you belong to Tracey?” Deborah said glancing down at the man.

“No Miss Deborah. I am the property of the agency,” he replied softly. Deborah remembered this from her school years: males were not always owned by females in the city but actually belonged to a company. It was so different from the way it was back home. Back there, all males were owned by a female, like the farm slaves belonged to the family and not the farm.

“Okay, let's go,” Deborah said cheerfully.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the man replied as he finally straightened his back. Deborah watched as the man opened the back door of the large car for her, always keeping his head lowered as he moved.

“No I will sit in the front,” Deborah said. Deborah wanted to see as much of the city as possible on this drive and knew the front seat would give her a much better view.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” the man replied, quickly opening the front passenger door for her.

Deborah sank into the car's leather seat while she watched the man load her cases into the boot. She had to smile at the way he was handling her luggage; he treated it like precious cargo. Deborah had little doubt that she would be treated like a Goddess in this place.

Tr6y2

On the other side of the city, Daisy (formally known as Tr6y2) hung from the wall; he had been moved from the hallway about a year ago and had now been mounted on Mistress Alison’s home office wall. He would see her most days as she came into the office; she would almost always give his cock a couple of rubs and let it grow in her hand before she went to her desk. Daisy could no longer look at anything except the wall in front of him; sometime over the last year, his Mistress had sent him back to the clinic, and ever since, his eyes could only look forward and always remained open. He had also lost the ability to cry after the last operation; he now just always hung there with his eyes fixed in one position and wide open.  Sometimes, Mistress Alison would talk to him like he was a normal person; she still, to this day thought he was happy with the nightmare existence she had given him. Then there was her maid; she was the most evil bitch anyone could imagine. Most days when Mistress Alison was not about she would hurt him so much while his amputated body just hung there helplessly. Then there was the times once a month when she had to milk him, she always used her mouth, but he was now never sure if he would cum or not. Too frequently, she started to suck him and then pulled away. She would then joke that he was to tell Mistress that he had been milked, and then the maid would giggle while walking away, knowing he had no way to communicate anything. He would then just be left there with a throbbing cock knowing he would not get a chance to be milked for another month, all while Mistress Alison thought the maid had milked him. The worst part was his Mistress really thought his massive hard-ons were because he liked being fixed to her wall. On more than one occasion, Daisy thought about just holding his breath; it was the only way he could end this horrific life that he had been given.

Alison

Alison sat at her desk in her home office. Life for her over the last years had gone from great to fantastic; everything about this city, her job, and life in general couldn’t really be better. She had recently been promoted when Helen the CEO had decided that it would be a great public relation exercise to sponsor a good cause. Alison had been asked to head this new department. She knew she had a blank chequebook when it came to the funding she could give. Alison looked through various things that she could throw the company's money into, but she wanted something big, something everyone would know about. Alison looked away from her computer screen and up to the golden statue which hung from her wall. She smiled at Daisy as his lifeless body hung there for her; she knew he loved being there, which was strange really when she thought about it. Still, he always smiled when he saw her, and his cock was always so erect for her, even after getting his monthly milking from the maid. She was happy for him; she liked that his life was so complete, he deserved it for the help he had given her when she first came to the city. Alison decided he deserved an extra treat and would tell the maid to give him an extra milking this evening; she knew he would enjoy that. Alison then returned her eyes to her computer screen and put Daisy out of her mind.

Deborah

As the car pulled into the car park outside of the main entrance of the beautiful building, Deborah saw the naked man standing on the pavement. She also saw a middle-aged woman walking towards the car as it stopped. The woman was dressed in a short black dress with her legs covered in black pantyhose; Deborah also noticed the high-heeled black shoes that she wore. The woman stopped by the door and waited for the driver to run around and open it for Deborah. Deborah guessed that the smiling and friendly looking woman was Tracey. Once the driver opened the door, he took a step backward before again adopting the bowing position.

“Deborah, it is so wonderful to meet you. How was your trip?” the blonde woman said as she took Deborah’s hand. Deborah could hear the friendliness in the woman’s voice and immediately knew she would like this lady.

“Gosh, everything was amazing. The flight and then the city as we drove through it looked fantastic,” Deborah replied with a big smile.

“You’re going to love it here; there are so many things to do. Oh dear, I better introduce myself,” Tracey said with a giggle. Deborah was already feeling much at ease with this woman; the apprehension she had about coming here was disappearing more and more by the second. Deborah saw how the naked slave was still standing in the background, and the driver still bent in his bowing position; none of them moved. “I’m Tracey. I’m one of the training officers with the agency. Not that I am here to train you,” she said with a giggle. “My job is to help settle you and another young lady who has also just joined us. I’m going to show you both around here and the city. Then I’ll be here if there is anything you need. Now how about we show you to your new apartment to start with,” she went on to say with a smile. 

“That would be great,” smiled Deborah.

“Bring the luggage slave,” Tracey then said rudely to the naked man as she took Deborah’s hand and led her into the building.

As soon as Deborah entered the building, she was stunned by the pure luxury that surrounded her. Marble floors and walls, a large water fountain in the centre of the lobby area, and beautiful seating areas around the corners of the room. The room was filled with the fragrance of the many plants that sat in huge pots within the area, everything was so clean and shiny. Tracey gently led Deborah by the arm to the large mirror doors of the lift.

“You’re on the fifth, there are such great views of the city from your balcony,” Tracey said as the lift doors slid open.

“Wow,” was the only word that Deborah said, having never seen anything like this before. Just as Tracey pressed the button marked as five on the lift panel, Deborah saw the naked man coming into the building carrying her luggage. She noticed how he walked around the room's edges rather than straight across like they had done. The doors shut, and the lift started to move upwards.

“Don’t worry; it will use the service stairs. Males are forbidden from using the lift system,” Tracey said, reading Deborah’s mind as she wondered why she hadn’t waited for the man with her luggage. “Later this afternoon, I want to give you two a little tour of the building and give you all the things you will need. But let’s get you settled into your apartment first so you can freshen up a little after your long trip,” Tracey said just as the lift doors opened.

Deborah looked out at the widest hallway she had ever seen. Again, the fragrance of the plants filled the air. Tracey stepped onto the deep-piled carpets of the hallway, and Deborah followed. There were only three doors: one on each side of the hall, made from beautiful wood, and the other at the end, which was a metal door.

“This is you,” Tracey said while swiping a card in front of one of the heavy-looking wooden doors. The heavy door swung open, and the shock of what Deborah saw hit her.

“No way,” Deborah giggled as she looked into what was now her home.

“Now that’s Divya’s place opposite you, and the door to the end is to the service stairs,” Tracey said as she stepped into the very large apartment.

“Who is Divya?” Deborah asked without looking at the other door.

“Oh she’s the other new girl, your love her,” Tracey replied with a big friendly smile. For the next twenty minutes, Tracey showed Deborah her new apartment and explained how everything worked. The place had three bedrooms, which amazed Deborah; she couldn’t understand why she had been given so much space. The balcony area was like a small garden, and the views were more than stunning. Every room in the apartment had the most beautiful furniture Deborah had ever seen. The apartment also had both a shower room and bathroom, which were on top of the en-suite in the main bedroom; everything was just pure luxury.

“This is your slaves' room,” Tracey said, walking towards a brown door that ran off of the large kitchen. A single lock secured the door shut. Deborah was a little taken aback by the words and wondered if she should have brought a man with her to the city.

“Oh, I don’t have one yet,” Deborah said, feeling a little embarrassed.  Tracey giggled at the words.

“You do now. It should be in the hall outside with your luggage,” she said while still giggling. “We take care of everything for our staff,” she added with a friendly smile. Tracey then walked into the slave room, which was the smallest room in the apartment. The room was dimly lit and was the only room in the apartment without windows. Deborah walked in behind Tracey. The room had a couple of cages in it; one was low and small, only just coming to Deborah’s knee height. The other was a standing cage that looked really tight for anyone who was put into it. There was also a metal door with locks on the outside built into the wall of the room. On the other side of the room was a small shower and metal toilet area. Deborah noticed that there was no furniture in the room other than a large chest of drawers. “It’s up to you where and how you store your slave. The metal door is a small and dark punishment storage cell for it. You’re find some fun things to use on it in the drawers, and your room key card will work all the locks in here and on the slave. Now, don’t worry if you damage the slave in any way; we will replace it,” Tracey said with a smile while handing Deborah her room key card.

“Oh wow,” again was the only words that came from Deborah’s mouth. Tracey stepped back into the kitchen.

“Gosh, I hate it in slave rooms; it always makes me feel like I am in some kind of prison,” Tracey said with a little giggle.

“I just can’t believe all this. Is it really for me?” Deborah said as she walked into the large kitchen and sat on a high chair. Deborah was still in shock at what she had been shown; she felt like she was in a dream world. She couldn’t believe that she would really be living in this place. The agency had said they would take care of all her needs but this was just on another level to her wildest dreams. She had of course had everything growing up, but the luxury here was like nothing she had ever seen before.

“Of course dear, you deserve it, and you haven’t seen anything yet,” Tracey said with a big smile.

“Now why don’t I leave you for a while to get settled and unpack, if you need anything just pick up the phone and reception will send you whatever you like. Here is my direct number, call for anything at any time,” Tracey put a small card on the table top next to Deborah as she spoke. “How about I pick you up at about six this evening? We can have a little more of a chat over dinner. And you can meet Divya then. It will also give me a chance to tell you both so much more about your new lives,” Tracey said while smiling.

“Yes, that sounds nice,” Deborah replied, but she was still in a state of shock at what she had seen of her new life so far.

The first thing Deborah did when Tracey left was call her mother and sister; she had so much news to tell them.

After the call, Deborah found herself on the balcony; the city below her was nothing like she remembered from her childhood visit. She was still taking in the views when she remembered the slave in the hall with her luggage. She couldn’t believe that she had been given the man. Tracey’s words about not worrying if she damaged the slave returned to her. On the whole, males were not treated too badly back from where she came from; they worked, and as long as they did, they were treated fine. Of course, the farm slaves didn’t count in that as they were working slaves and not real as such. Here she knew it was very different; here in the city there were so many males and they were really just seen as worthless slaves. Deborah kicked off her trainers as she walked to the front door and opened it. She gave a smile at the nice-looking naked man who was still holding her heavy cases; he gave a low bow and like the driver held the bent position.

“Well come in,” Deborah said with a little giggle.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the soft voice replied.

Deborah walked into her large living room and flopped down on the comfortable white leather sofa. She looked up at the man who had followed her into the room and now stood facing the floor while still holding the heavy cases. The man looked muscular and looked like he had been well cared for; his body was completely hairless. The only things attached to the man were a tight metal collar around his throat and the small chastity device locked onto his cock. Deborah remembered Tracey saying her key card unlocked the male's locks. Deborah had limited experience of using men sexually; her mother had a pleasure slave come to the house when she turned fifteen and was of legal age; Deborah had enjoyed him. 

“What is your name?” she said while looking up at the man's lowered head.

“FS273 Miss Deborah,” the soft voice replied. Deborah gave a giggle, she knew males in the city all had numbers as names.

“Oh well for now I will call you slave,” she said still giggling.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the soft reply.

“Well come on let’s unpack my stuff,” Deborah said as she jumped up from the sofa.

Deborah still felt amazement at the size of the walk-in wardrobe; it was bigger than her old bedroom. The room as well as the built-in wardrobes also had a changing area with large mirrors and a comfortable dresser and chair for her to do up her face. Deborah had to smile once she had the slave unpack her things, it took up next to no space at all, she knew once she started to get paid she would have to get more clothes. The sound of her front door buzzer going off brought her out of her thoughts of shopping.

FS273

FS273 stood in the now empty wardrobe room as the young lady walked out to answer the door. Inside he felt sick that he had been given to a child. He wasn’t sure how old she was, but she looked and dressed like a fourteen-year-old. FS273 had spent the last six months of his life being trained to be a house slave. He had scored so high in every test and couldn’t believe he had then been given to a child. He felt humiliated at being naked in front of her, yet he knew she was a female and that he was now her property. FS273 still felt it was so unfair for the agency to have taken him from his life before. He knew he had been so clever at what he did and worked so hard for the women in the advertising company, and then one day, he was just taken without any explanation; life sickened him at times. His mind drifted back to the room he once had in the male residence complex. He was so proud to have been given that, and now it had all gone. FS273 remembered the words of Mistress Tracey this morning who was one of the most sexiest women he had ever seen. She had made it clear to him that if his new owner had the slightest dissatisfaction with him that she would cause him the slowest and most painful death any male had ever felt. FS273 didn’t doubt her, and now he knew that the new owner to which he had been given was a child. He wanted to cry but concentrated on keeping his body perfectly still as he just stood and waited for her to return.

Deborah

“Hi I’m your neighbour Divya,” the girl said with a big smile on her face. The young girl spoke as soon as Deborah opened the front door. Deborah saw the girl looked about the same age as her, and she had a bit of an Indian or Pakistani look.

“Hi come in please,” Deborah replied with a big smile on her face also. Deborah knew from the way this girl spoke that they were going to be friends; there was already something about her that she liked.

The two sat in the living room chatting as Deborah’s slave served them coffee. Deborah learned that Divya had arrived here late last night, and like her Divya had got the top marks in her exams and was contacted by the agency. Divya had actually lived and grown up in a small town in India, and this was the first time she had been to the capital; in fact, it was the first time she had ever been to any city. Deborah knew that India was one of those strange lands where female control wasn’t in place like it was here. It was a land where women had always been seen as divine but had always had equal rights with men, hence how excited Divya was now at having her own male slave which she could do anything with. The two had sat and chatted for about two hours, and both decided they would explore the city together tomorrow if they were allowed to; they would speak to Tracey about it this evening over dinner.

“So what are you thinking of wearing this evening? Tracey never said if it was formal or anything,” Deborah said as she glanced at the clock and saw that they were going to meet Tracey in just over an hour.

“Oh shit, I never thought about that,” Divya replied with a giggle. Like Deborah, Divya was just dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. “Maybe a dress, but nothing OTT,” she added and Deborah agreed. The two said their goodbyes, and Divya headed back to her apartment across the hall to prepare for the evening out.

The slave had followed Deborah into the changing room; it felt so strange to Deborah to have this man follow her like some dog; she stopped when she got into the room and looked back at the naked man.

“What are you doing?” she asked him harshly. Of course, the man had been standing in the room while the two young girls chatted and knew Deborah was going to get ready now.

“Sorry Miss Deborah. I thought you may need to be dressed for your evening out.” The man sounded confused as he just did as he had been trained to do. Deborah didn’t understand why he had followed her into the room without her permission. It was not something she was used to happening, for her males only came when called.

“Do you think it’s right to follow me without my permission?” Deborah said while knowing she sounded cross with the man.

“Sorry Miss Deborah it is what I have been trained to do,” he said in a weak voice.

“If I bloody want you to move I will say so. Now go stand back in there,” Deborah said in a raised voice that sounded angry.

“Yes sorry Miss Deborah,” Deborah heard the fear in the man’s voice as he gave her a bow and hurried back to the living room. Deborah gave a little smiled at her power; she also knew she was going to have to train this man to do the things she wanted. Having a man see her naked while she got dressed was not one of the things she accepted.

Deborah had opted for a little black dress and black pantyhose. She only had one pair of shoes with any real heel; they were three inches high. She didn't often wear high heels; living in the countryside, she never had the need for them. Deborah made a mental note to add better and more sexy-looking shoes to her shopping list when she started getting paid. She then put some make-up onto her face, not too much to overdo it but just a bit to look nice. The man who was standing in the corner of the lounge gave her a bow as she entered. Deborah decided she would put the man away while she went out; she didn’t see the need for him to be free and to relax while she was having dinner.

Deborah walked into the slave room. She looked at the two cages and thought about locking him in one of them. Then the metal door caught her eye. She hadn’t looked inside it yet.

“Come here slave,” she called out as she unlocked the metal door and opened it. Deborah looked at the small space; there would be no room for the slave to do anything in there but to stand. For a moment, she thought it cruel to lock him in here, but he had to know she was boss, and she was still a little mad that he had followed her without permission. “Get in,” she said without looking at the man who was now standing in the doorway.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” his humble voice replied, and he immediately squeezed into the tiny space. Deborah felt the door pushing on his back as she closed it and locked it in place. Once the lock was secure, Deborah paused by the door. For a moment, she pondered if putting him in there was the right thing to do. She had no real idea if he could breathe in the small space, but time was pushing on, and she decided the cell was there for a reason. She hurried out of the slave’s room, turning off the light and closing the door behind her.


Chapter 3

Learning The Ropes

The dinner consisted of what was probably the finest food Deborah had ever eaten; it was the first time she had ever tasted lobster, and she knew it was not going to be the last. It was also the first time that Deborah and Divya had ever seen sissy males, and both had found it hilarious. Their table had its own sissy maid; Deborah had at first thought it was a woman; she knew that women who had mental problems were sometimes sentenced to serve other women in the city. It was only when Tracey had lifted the front of the table maid's dress that the two girls had seen the maid's chastised cock. 

“Okay girls, let’s get the important stuff out of the way,” Tracey said as the maid filled their coffee cups. Tracey smiled at Divya as she watched the young girl who still couldn’t take her eyes off of the sissy. “You can have one if you like,” Tracey said with a giggle.

“I may have to,” Divya replied with a big smile on her face. All three women laughed at the comment. Once the maid had filled their cups it stood slightly back to give the ladies space.

“Now girls, I normally give this chat in the office, but I hate the formality of doing it there, so let’s do it here,” Tracey said, changing the tone of her voice to a more business-like sound. Both Deborah and Divya turned their attention towards Tracey at hearing the comment. Tracey reached into the bag that rested by her feet and took out two gold-looking bank cards. She placed one in front of each of the girls sitting at the table. “Girls this is an agency bank card; you're free to use it as you like,” Tracey said with a smile.

“Wow,” came the sound from Divya. Deborah looked at the gold card in shock. It wasn’t something she had expected to be given.

“What can we use it on?” Deborah asked, still a little unsure of why she had been given this.

“Anything and everything. There is no spending limit; just enjoy it. Get yourself anything you need and enjoy the city,” Tracey said with a smile.

“Can we buy clothing and things with it?” this time, a shocked Divya asked. Tracey smiled at her.

“Anything you like. We like our staff to have everything and anything they want,” Tracey replied.

“Oh Wow,” this time Deborah said out loud.

“And don’t worry, you don’t have to pay it back; this card is on the agency; it’s one of the many perks of the job,” Tracey then added to ensure the girls were not afraid to use the card. Tracey loved these times when telling the new staff about their new lives. She loved the looks on the young ladies' faces as they found out just how important they would now be and how much value society now placed on them. “Now about work,” Tracey put on a sad voice but smiled. “We won’t start you for a few weeks as we want our new staff members to settle down and enjoy the city first. You will find work to be a very relaxed place, and you will not have any set hours or anything like that. However, we insist that our ladies never work more than six hours each day and never more than three days a week. We know how important your projects will be to you, but what we do not want is for them to take over your lives. Life is about having fun and enjoying it. It is not about having to force yourself to work,” Tracey paused to allow her words to be fully understood by the two young ladies before she continued. “You will both have your own offices and staff. You will then have the whole of the agency's vast resources to make your blueprints a real thing,” Tracey saw the looks of amazement on the girl's faces. “Now about your education, to be honest, for you to have been selected to work here, the agency feels you do not really need further education; you are both already on top of your game. However, should you decide to continue, you have both been enrolled in the city's university. Should you choose to go down that route, we would have to reduce your working week to two days only, as the university would expect you to attend at least twice a week.” Again, Tracey gave a pause as the two young women thought about what she had just said.

As Deborah listened, she knew that Tracey was right. Schooling could not teach her much more; she had read almost every textbook on science. She also knew she could write better books herself on most of the subjects. Her thoughts were interrupted as Tracey again began to speak.

“Let’s talk about the more fun things shall we,” Tracey said while giving the two girls a big smile. “I know you are both new to the city, and there is so much to do and see here. You do have a car and driver at your disposal twenty-four hours a day, but to be honest, the transport system is fantastic in the city and of course free for women to use. It is so much faster than the car, but it’s completely up to you. The city is very safe, so never be afraid to be out at any time of day or night. Should you take your slaves out, remember that they have to wear the blue overall, and remember to give it a note if you let it out without you.”

“Sorry, why would we take them out?” Divya asked.

“They make great bag carriers,” Tracey said with a smile, and all three laughed. Tracey tapped her cup with her finger, and the maid standing to the side immediately refilled her coffee. “Oh, while speaking of slave overalls, any male you see in pink is a city slave. They mostly clean the streets and likes. Just a warning: if you damage them and are caught, there is a ten-dollar fine,” Tracey smiled at the low amount. “Just use your bank card to pay the fine,” she added with a giggle. Both the girls smiled but had a confused look on their face. “City slaves are often abused. It’s just the way things are,” Tracey added again with a smile. “The only real rule is that you don’t harm males in blue, grey, or green overalls unless they have done something to deserve it,” Tracey continued to say while looking at the confused girls.

“Why?” Deborah now asked.

“They normally belong to other women. The ones in the green are doing their weekly community service, and the ones in blue are undoubtedly carrying out some tasks for their owner. And the ones you see in grey are heading to work. The disciplinarian service checks to ensure they are not out illegally,” Tracey explained. Tracey knew she was giving these two a lot of information to take in and would have to ease off now. The last thing she wanted was for the two girls to have a headache. “Girls, this is about having fun and enjoying yourself. Don’t worry too much about the rules; it's nothing your bank cards will not sort out if you make a mistake,” Tracey said with a smile, and there was a look of relief on the two girls' faces. “Now, just one last thing, your personal slaves. They have two bags of food in your kitchen cupboards. The pink bag contains their pink pill, and the blue bag doesn’t. I take it you both know what I mean?” Tracey said with a smile. Both girls smiled at the comment, and both knew what Tracey was speaking about. “Sorry, I know that was a lot to take in. Do you have any questions about anything?” Tracey said again, with her natural big smile on her face.

“Where’s the best shopping street,” Divya said, and all three burst into laughter.

Tracey had left, telling the two girls to try the dessert in the restaurant as it was the best in the city. Deborah had really liked this place, and it was only across the road from the residential building. She had a feeling this would be a place that she would frequent often. Deborah glanced over at Divya, who now had the table maid standing beside her as she rubbed its legs. Deborah smiled.

“I think I’ll be using my slave tonight,” Divya said with a smile on seeing Deborah watching her. “I got him waiting for me in the bedroom,” she added with a giggle. Deborah thought about her own slave who was waiting for her in the small cell. There was something about him being stuck in there for her while she enjoyed the restaurant that really turned her on.

“I got mine in that cell in the slave room,” Deborah answered with a smile.

“What did he do?” Divya replied while looking and sounding a little shocked.

“Nothing, I just thought that would be a fun place to store him?” Deborah replied not understanding what Divya meant.

“You got him in the punishment cell,” Divya replied while chuckling.

“Is it?” Deborah said, sounding surprised, and Divya gave a little giggle.

“You didn’t read the instruction book,” Divya continued speaking while still giggling. Deborah now also chuckled. She had seen the little booklet on the floor next to the metal door but had never bothered to pick it up. “You put them in there and set the air and temperature control; they can’t move when they are in there,” Divya said, finding the whole thing funny.

“Oh well, never mind. At least it will learn some respect,” Deborah replied, now also finding it funny. Deborah knew she had not set any controls and wondered what that would mean for the slave inside, but she put it out of her mind and turned her attention to the wonderful-looking dessert menu.

“I think we’re going to like it here,” Divya said with a big smile on her face as she pushed the maid back away from her.

FS273

FS273 stood in complete stillness in the blackness while sweat dripped from his body. He couldn’t understand why Miss Deborah had decided to put him in the punishment cell. He wondered what she had set the controls to; he knew the oxygen coming into the space was low, and that was why he felt so sick and the reason he sweated so much. He also knew the pain in his head would grow more as the carbon dioxide built up in the small space. He wondered if she had decided to kill him. He knew this cell was also used for carrying out the death penalty. He couldn’t understand why she had done this to him; it seemed so unfair as all he had done was to follow her into the room, which he had been trained to do. He thought about the way she had looked when she had put him in here. She looked a little older in the make-up and sexy dress, but he knew she was still little more than a child. He couldn’t believe that the young girl had put him in here, maybe to die. It felt so unfair, yet he knew she had every right to do this to him. Another dizzy spell came over him. He knew his now trembling legs would have given way below him, but the tight walls of the cell that pressed onto his body held him firmly in place. FS273 really had no idea if he would live or die in here. He never knew how long he would be able to survive with the lack of oxygen that the young girl had decided he should have.

Deborah

Divya had rushed back to her room after the dessert. Deborah knew her new friend was desperate to use her slave; she had really built herself up with the table maid. They had agreed to meet at eleven tomorrow morning to hit the city shopping streets. Deborah had decided to take a little walk. It was a beautiful evening, and she wasn’t ready to go back to the apartment yet; she wanted to explore more.

The streets were pretty quiet. Deborah glanced at her watch and saw it was already eleven in the evening; the day had gone by so fast. A few cars drove by her; the only other sound was her heels clicking along the pavement. Deborah saw a man dressed in pink on his hands and knees ahead of her. She had to smile as the guy swept the streets with only a dustpan and brush. The man quickly moved to the side of the pavement and knelt with his face to the floor as Deborah walked by him. Deborah gave another smile as she looked down at the trembling man’s body; it was clear to see he was in fear of her presence; she remembered Tracey’s words about city slaves being abused. As Deborah continued to walk she saw how the pavement had been split in two. There was a very wide part, which was a normal stoney colour, and then a very narrow part, which had been painted yellow. The males that Deborah had seen walking all stayed on the narrow yellow part of the pavement as they walked, and they all walked with their heads down and hands behind their backs while trying to dodge each other. Deborah had only seen one other woman while she walked; they had passed each other on the large pavement without trouble, and she had to smile at that. Deborah glanced into the shop windows as her heels clicked down the street, she knew this was not the main shopping area but still the shops had so many beautiful things on display. Ahead of her, Deborah saw a disciplinarian car parked on the side of the road. The two officers had set up a checkpoint, and a line of males in different colour overalls waited to be seen by them. As Deborah walked by the two young officers, they both politely said good evening to her; the two looked about her own age. Deborah liked the uniforms they wore; one wore what looked like combat trousers and boots, the other in a short black uniform dress with black tights and heeled shoes. Both had a gun and baton strapped to their hips. Deborah returned the greeting to them as she walked by. She then heard them shouting at the males behind her, and she smiled as she leisurely continued her walk. Deborah knew she would enjoy this city; she had a feeling this was really where she was meant to be.

Deborah got back to her apartment about half an hour later. She decided to let the slave out of the cell and wondered if he would still be alright to serve her; she knew she might have to give him a little recovery time. She kicked off her shoes by the door and then went into the slave room. As soon as Deborah unlocked the door and opened it, the naked slave fell to the floor. She saw how his body was covered in sweat and trembling; he was also gasping for air. To Deborah’s amazement, he then crawled over to her feet, and she felt him kissing her pantyhosed-covered toes as he gave her thanks for allowing him to live. Deborah made a mental note to tell her sister Rebecca that she should get one of these cells installed in her office. Deborah smiled down at the trembling naked body that grovelled at her feet. She then walked out of the room, leaving the man on the floor, turning off the lights, and closing the door of the slave room behind her. She knew he was in no fit state to be useful to her at the moment, and it had been a long day. Deborah decided it was time to try out the large comfortable bed in her bedroom.


Chapter 4

Exploration and Shopping

Deborah only wore her fluffy bunny slippers and a nighty as she left the bedroom. She usually slept in later, but the excitement of exploring the city woke her up at seven this morning. Deborah thought about her morning coffee; normally she would call out to her father to make it and bring it to her in bed. She knew the slave was locked in the slave room and realised she had to change the way she stored it overnight, she didn’t like having to leave her bed without a coffee inside her. Deborah unlocked the door of the slave room and turned on the light, the slave was already standing up when the door opened and he went into the bent bowed position. Deborah wasn’t happy with the position he held for her; it was normal for her father to kneel when she entered a room he was in. She felt a man dropping to his knees showed her the respect that she deserved far better than just giving a bow.

“Coffee, one sugar and milk,” was all Deborah said as she walked into the kitchen and sat on the high chair at the dining table.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the slave said as he quickly followed her.

Deborah looked out of the large window and felt the excitement building in her as she watched the city below her wake up to the new day. She knew it would be a day she would enjoy. The slave had brought her coffee over to her; Deborah saw the cup and saucer on the tray that he held out for her. This slave had so much to learn she thought.

“Put it on the table,” she ordered, and the man obeyed her before taking a step backward. Deborah looked at how he stood with his legs together and hands behind his back, his head pointing slightly downwards towards the floor. He held his body perfectly still. She liked his position; she felt it showed her the correct respect.

“My morning coffee will always be served in a mug from now on,” she said as she stared at him.

“Yes sorry Miss Deborah,” came the man’s meek reply. Deborah took a sip of the nice and very expensive-tasting coffee; she was still finding it hard to believe she had her very own slave. Deborah knew she was still learning about her power as a woman, she had of course been bought up to be dominant over males, but she had only really bossed her father around and bullied a few boys she met. This was now on a different level, and she knew that. Until now, Deborah’s life had been about learning; she never really had time for other things, unlike her sister, who completely understood and enjoyed her natural superiority over males.

“So what is your function slave?” Deborah said while looking up at the naked man.

“Miss Deborah I am here to keep your apartment and things clean. I can cook well for you when you like and serve you in any way you desire,” came his soft words as he held his body in perfect stillness. Deborah gave a little smile at his reply.

“From now on, when I enter a room that you are in, you will kneel.” Deborah knew her words sounded a little arrogant, but she wanted things done the way she liked and was used to.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the soft voice again answered towards the floor.

“So what’s your story slave?” Deborah asked. For the next fifteen minutes Deborah sat and enjoyed her coffee as the naked man told her about his life so far. Throughout the conversation, he stood perfectly still. Deborah was surprised at how the agency had taken him from his former life. She knew the organization must have so much power. “How old are you?” Deborah asked next.

“Sorry Miss Deborah I am not sure,” the answer shocked Deborah. She found it hard to believe that the slave who looked about thirty had no idea about how old he was. Then she thought about his life, which probably consisted of work each and every day; she supposed time had no real meaning to him. She remembered back home and how on their father's birthday he was given a special day. On that day he was excused from housework, they even allowed him out to enjoy the day, she remembered last year when they had taken him to the fair.

“Make me some toast and another coffee slave, I will be back in a minute,” Deborah said as she jumped up from her seat and headed to her changing room.

Deborah had gone for some tight and clingy jeans, a baggy sweatshirt, pink socks, and flat shoes for her shopping trip. She didn’t bother with any make-up as she wanted to let the sun hit her face while she was out. She gave a smile when she walked back into the kitchen and saw how the slave immediately dropped to his knees while facing her. Well at least the thing was trainable she thought to herself as she walked up towards him. Deborah looked down at the naked man as she stood just in front of him; he held his face turned toward the ground, looking down at her feet, which pleased Deborah. She looked at the collar around his neck, it fitted tightly, and she saw the redness of the skin below the metal. Deborah had never seen a collar like this one before, she ran her finger around it, and the whole collar was smooth. It was clear the thing had been welded onto the man’s throat and then polished to give the whole collar a nice smooth finish. Without thought, Deborah’s mind suddenly went into its scientific mode, the sight of the collar provoking her thoughts now. She wondered if the collar could somehow be wired into his nervous system. Maybe it was possible to control a male remotely. She knew the tracker system was already built into the collar; it was a legal requirement in the city that males could be tracked at all times. Deborah’s mind quickly worked through the wiring and circuits it would take to get the collar attached to the man’s spine and central nervous system. Then she thought about the options she would have once the wiring was in place. She would have to speak to a doctor about it, but Deborah had little doubt she could turn the ability of a male's movements on or off. She smiled and put that on the back burner for now as she walked over to the table and enjoyed her toast and mug of coffee while leaving the slave on his knees.

It was about an hour later when Deborah had allowed the man to eat some of the pink mix before sending him away to begin cleaning her apartment. She then decided to give Divya’s door a knock as it was close to the time they had arranged to meet.

Divya opened the door, and they embraced. Deborah saw that Divya wore a short summer yellow dress and flat shoes.

“Come in, I’ll just be a sec,” Divya said with a smile. As soon as Deborah walked into the apartment and saw Divya’s slave, she burst into laughter. The man was wearing black stockings and had his face covered in nice make-up. The man gave Deborah a perfect curtsy.

“What the fuck,” Deborah said through the tears of laughter at seeing the slave.

“Going to make it my maid,” Divya giggled back to her. “Those fucking maids last night really made me so fucking horney,” she added while still giggling. Deborah knew that Divya was fascinated by the table maid at the restaurant last night, and she remembered the way Divya had rubbed the legs of the maid who had served them. That had been the first time Deborah had seen a male feminised and to be honest she just thought of it as a novity. Deborah had found nothing sexy about it: in fact, she thought the males looked stupid dressed like women, she knew that was unlike her friend’s thoughts.

“And why not,” Deborah giggled back.

“Should we take the slaves with us?” Divya called out from her bedroom as Deborah still looked at the pathetic-looking slave that stood before her. Deborah wanted her own slave to clean her apartment and not really go out. “I hear that the shops all do one-hour home delivery, so we don’t have to,” Divya then added as she walked out of the bedroom.

“Let’s leave them here. I got my one cleaning my place at the moment anyway,” Deborah replied.

FS273

As FS273 cleaned he felt the humiliation within himself of having been given to a child, he had seen this morning once again how she looked like nothing more than a school girl. Last night she had looked older when she had done herself up. His mind went back to the cell that she had put him in; he knew he had come very close to dying in there. Just before she had returned and let him out, he remembered the world felt like it was spinning, his body unable to take the lack of oxygen any longer. He hated himself for the way he had kissed her feet and thanked her for sparing his life when she opened the door. But at that moment he really was thankful to the child for saving him. He still couldn’t believe that she had given him such a life-threatening punishment for following her into the changing room like he had been trained to do. He had little doubt in his mind that this young girl was cruel and thought nothing about killing him for the simplest of errors. He remembered the humiliation of having to tell her all about himself and the way she had really shown no interest in what he was saying. He also hated the way he had to kneel before her. The child thought she was some kind of a Goddess, and he supposed, in a way she was. As he cleaned the child’s huge apartment he felt the tears in his eyes and longed for his old life back. FS273 had heard the front door close about fifteen minutes ago and knew Miss had gone out; he had no idea where or how long she would be. What he knew was that her apartment had to be spotless before she returned; he feared what the child would do to him if she was not fully satisfied with his efforts. Again he remembered the words of Mistress Tracey as if he needed reminding of how worthless he was now. FS273 looked down at the large bed that his owner had slept in last night; he remembered when he had a bed to sleep in, not anywhere as big or comfortable as this one. But still, he once did have a bed; now he slept on the stone floor of the slave room. FS273 had been born into this world. He had worked so hard to be everything that was expected of him, and he had been rewarded for that, but now he had become the property of a child who wore pink fluffy bunny slippers like a ten-year-old child would. FS273 set about changing the bedding on the bed, he knew that was something else that he was expected to do for the child every day.

Deborah

When she had come here as a child, her school group had been taken everywhere by coach. There was so much she hadn’t seen or experienced back then. Today was the first time Deborah had ever been on a subway system. She couldn’t believe the speed at which they had reached the shopping district. Then there was the comfort of the train with so many comfortable seats. Deborah also got the chance to look at the women who traveled with her on the system. She had seen how most of them looked so glamorous in what they wore and the way they had made their faces up. Deborah knew she wanted to look just like them. For most of her life and being a student in the countryside, she normally just wore jeans and sweatshirts; that was how most girls dressed anyway back home. Deborah was looking forward to this shopping trip; she knew it was time for her country look to disappear. Divya had pointed out to her how any male on the train knelt on the floor next to a woman. It was clear that the seats were for women’s use only.  Within ten minutes the two had arrived at the shopping district and left the station with a spring in their step.

Both Deborah and Divya had to giggle while they watched all the males struggling to walk on the narrow yellow pavement: it was funny as there seemed no order and they had to wrestle past each other in the tight space; none crossed over the line onto the large pavement area reserved for women. Deborah saw a disciplinarian who was standing back with a smile on her face as she also watched the spectacle. No doubt she would deal harshly with any male who dared to walk on the female pavement. The two girls continued to walk on their spacious pavement towards what looked like a large department store.

The store was again like nothing that Deborah had seen before. The fragrances from the perfume department waft through the air. As soon as they entered the store, a woman in the store uniform gave them both a personal shopper each; this was basically a male in a nice suit who would direct them to the departments they wanted to visit and then carry the things they selected to the checkout desk. Deborah had to smile as Divya immediately made a B line towards the dresses department while her male shop slave rushed to keep up with her. The next two hours were spent trying on different dresses; now this was fun Deborah thought with a smile fixed on her face. Their personal shoppers had to make a couple of trips to the checkout desk to drop off the clothing and boxes of shoes the two young women had decided to buy. Deborah felt a bit strange paying for things with the gold card; she had always paid her way before, but she knew this was just part of the package the agency had given her. The nice-looking woman supervisor at the checkout ensured the items would be delivered to their address within the hour; she also told them that there was no need to rush home; the delivery male would wait for them to return at whatever time that may be.

The two soon found themselves back on the large pavement; Deborah had never seen so many people in one place before. However, the wide pavement gave them plenty of space to look around and plan their next stopping-off point. They decided on a coffee first and then would head towards some of the smaller boutiques and shops in the area.

The naked man stood by their table side as the two girls chatted and sipped at the beautiful-tasting coffee he had served them.

“Is there anywhere around here where I can get a maid's uniform for my slave?” Divya suddenly asked the naked man while he stood in perfect stillness, looking down toward their feet. Deborah was taking a sip of her coffee at the time and nearly choked on it upon hearing her words.

“Yes Miss, if you take the first left you will find the shops that do that kind of thing,” the naked waiter replied softly.

“You're fucking serious about this,” Deborah said while giggling and patting her face with a napkin. Divya just giggled in reply.

The girl in the shop gave them both a nice greeting as they walked in. Deborah had never seen someone dressed like the girl who was about the same age as she was. She had a very tight and short PVC dress on, the tops of her pink stockings clearly visible, and she also wore the highest-heeled shoes Deborah had ever seen anyone wear. Deborah Looked up to see if the girl was a female slave, which she knew existed in the city, but she never wore any collar. Divya told the girl about the kind of uniform she wanted her slave to wear as Deborah looked around at the many types of torture and bondage equipment the shop sold.

“We do the whole transformation package here if you are interested,” the girl in pink said when she heard what Divya had in mind.

“What do you mean?” Divya answered looking a little puzzled.

“We can take their male bits off and fit them with breasts; we also do tattoo make-up, so they always look completely perfect for you,” the young shop assistant smiled as she spoke. Deborah couldn’t believe what she had just heard, and to give her more of a shock, she saw the way Divya was really thinking about it.

“I would like it to keep the cock and balls, is that possible? But I definitely want it to have tits,” Divia answered seriously.

“Yes of course. What kind of breast are you thinking about Miss?” the girl answered as she took out a notepad.

“A bit bigger than yours,” Divya answered with a smile.

“38 DD then,” the girl smiled as she wrote on her notepad.

“What about the makeup? I really do promise it will look lovely.” Deborah was stunned as Divya looked through a brochure and chose the makeup that her slave would have tattooed onto his face for life now. As Deborah listened to the conversation, a sudden rush of power swept through her like she had never felt before. There was something about being a city woman that made her feel extra special. She knew that the breeding program here meant there were at least ten times more males than females in the city, which made them far less valuable here than they were back home. She had to admit that having the power to do anything she liked with a male who could be replaced easily and at no cost sent a tingle through her.

“I can’t believe you really booked it in,” Deborah said, giggling as they left the shop.

“I think it will look adorable, and to be honest if I don’t like it I will just lock it in the punishment cell and turn off the oxygen,” Divya replied with a giggle. The two continued to walk down the wide pavement, chuckling as they spoke about how Divya’s slave would soon look and serve her.

“So what do you fancy doing next?” Divya asked.

“I wouldn’t mind visiting the history museum; it’s just up the road apparently,” Deborah replied. Deborah remembered visiting the place as a child and found it fascinating, but there were parts of the museum that children were not allowed to visit, and she wanted to see those departments now.

“Or we could head back home and have a swim in the complex’s pool,” Divya said, showing in her voice that she didn’t really want to walk around the museum. Deborah had to admit that she too was feeling worse for wear after the shopping trip and the idea of a nice swim followed by an afternoon nap did sound nice.

They both laughed as they walked back to the apartment building. Two of the store's delivery slaves in grey overalls stood waiting for them. The two nice-looking males were holding the many shopping bags that the girls had filled this morning as they stood at the side of the complex's entrance waiting. The thought that these two males had stood and waited here for hours for their return filled Deborah with delight; there was something about being a city woman that made her feel so powerful and special.


Chapter 5

Different Feelings




The communication device buzzer had disturbed Deborah from her little afternoon snooze; she smiled when she heard that Tracey wanted to meet the girls in a bar later in the evening; Deborah had of course agreed to the visit. Deborah had rested in one of the other bedrooms as her main room was full of shopping, which her slave was sorting through and hanging up for her. She still couldn’t believe the number of things she had purchased that morning. Everything was still feeling like a wonderful dream, and she was sure that at any moment, she would wake up and find herself back home.

FS273

FS273 found it hard to believe the number of things that the young girl had delivered. As he unfolded and ironed the new things that his child mistress had bought, he had seen how everything was of the highest quality. The thought of how much this child had in comparison to himself filled his mind and he felt sad knowing his only possessions were the couple of overalls he had in the slave room, which he knew could be taken away from him at any time. His state ID and medical cards had already been taken away by Mistress Tracey; that was something else he felt sad about; those were the only things that showed he actually existed. Miss Deborah was as arrogant as always when she had come home from her shopping trip; she had ordered him to go through her new things, but before that he had to wait outside of the changing room while she changed into her bikini. He did manage to steal a glimpse of her as she came out; he was shocked at the beautiful and sexy body she had; it didn’t match her childlike face. FS273 had been on the go for most of that morning; he had cleaned the child's apartment from top to bottom and sorted all her new things out. Her many new dresses, tops, and skirts now hung in the wardrobe, her new shoes on the racks, and the many cosmetics she had bought were laid out neatly on her dresser. He had heard her return to the apartment while he was working, and he really did want to try and see her in the bikini again, but she had just gone into another room, and then there was silence.

Once the work was done, FS273 wasn’t sure what he should do; his training dictated that he should wait in his slave room now. However, he knew this girl all too well and feared that she would not be happy with what he did. He remembered his near-death experience last night because he had done what he had been trained to do. He had spent six terrible months training to be a house slave, but this young girl still found fault in what he did. FS273 knew he had no real choice as the girl had not given him any instructions, so he had to follow his training. He went into the slave room; the door automatically shut behind him; there was no way to open the door from the inside. FS273 then did what his training said he should do: he stood in the dark room, waiting for his owner to open the door and task him with whatever she wanted him to do next. FS273 knew he was now no more than a domestic appliance that had to be kept out of the way when not needed, that had been drummed into him during his training. As he stood in the darkroom in total stillness, he again remembered how nice his life had been before the agency had taken him.

Deborah

Deborah was only wearing a t-shirt, panties, and her bunny slippers as she walked out of the bedroom. She had called out to the slave to fetch her an orange juice but was only met with silence which angered her slightly. She walked into her main bedroom and changing area to see if the slave was in there, but there was no sign of it. Deborah saw how all her new things had been put away neatly, and she also saw how immaculately clean not only this room was, but her whole apartment was. She walked into the kitchen, still annoyed that the slave had disappeared and that she would have to get her own drink; this was not the way it was supposed to work. She wondered if Tracey had taken the slave for some reason; she sat on the high chair to enjoy her drink and decided she would call Tracey after her drink to find out about her slave; she did find it strange that Tracey had not mentioned the slave when she had called earlier.  As Deborah relaxed she saw that the metal slave room door was closed: it was the only place she had not looked for the slave yet, she couldn’t believe the thing would be that stupid to lock himself in there instead of being ready to serve her.

Deborah ran her key card over the lock and heard it click; as she pulled the door open and turned on the light, she saw the naked male drop to his knees.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?” She said down at him in an angry voice. Deborah saw the man’s face turning bright red; she had no idea why he had decided to go and stand in the dark room.

“Sorry Miss Deborah,” he started to say. Deborah stepped forward and slapped him hard across the face, and as she did she suddenly felt that rush of power. Deborah had of course kicked and punched a few boys over the years, but that was just for fun, and they were not her males. Suddenly, she was slapping her very own kneeling slave; it felt nice.

“Do you want me to lock you back in that thing?” again she spoke sharply while nodding towards the punishment cell with her head.

“No please Miss Deborah I am so sorry,” Deborah saw the man was now trembling in fear as he spoke.

“Get out and kneel in the kitchen,” Deborah kept her voice sounding angry while she looked down at the man as he crawled out of the slave room staying on all fours. She saw the way his body was visibly trembling, which showed the fear he was feeling for her. Deborah suddenly felt feelings that she had never had before, she supposed she had thought of this man as a household appliance of some sort, but suddenly, she felt this was a real person and one who was terrified of her. Deborah remembered Divya telling her about the things in the slave room cupboard, which she had not looked into yet.  Deborah walked over to it and opened the top drawer; she smiled as she selected a leather riding crop; she felt how the leather was twisted tightly down the length of the crop and felt the excitement building within her. 

Deborah sat on the high chair and ordered the slave to come closer to her while he knelt upwards on his knees. His naked body now knelt just in front of her as Deborah again fondled the evil-looking crop in her hand.

“Look up at me,” she ordered, and the slave lifted his face from facing downwards toward her feet. Deborah gave him a sympathetic look as she raised the crop up over her shoulder. She looked at the helpless man who knelt there with his hands behind his back and could see he was waiting for the pain she was about to inflict on him. Deborah felt her excitement grow as she allowed the crop to fly down towards the top of the man’s right shoulder at speed. She heard the air hissing as the evil leather instrument cut through it. She smiled as the man never moved as he waited for the pain to arrive. Then there was the crack as the crop cut into his skin, his body shuddered, and he let out a little squirming sound as the crop cut into him. Deborah saw the tears in the man’s eyes as she again raised the crop over her shoulder. For a moment, she sat there with her legs apart while looking down at him. She watched the painful welt she had just given him as it started to grow over his skin. “You are here to serve me. I need you ready and waiting to serve me whenever I want. You have no other purpose,” Deborah kept her voice sounding stern.

“Yes sorry,” the man never finished his sentence as Deborah again let the crop fly downwards. She was rewarded by the man’s shudder once again. This time he let out a louder scream as the crop cut into the welt she had given him moments before. Deborah again raised the crop as she saw the tears running from the man’s eyes and the trembling of fear running through his body.

“You are useless to me in the slave room; I mean, what’s the point of being in there? The last thing I want to be bothered with is to have to get up and fucking unlock a door when I want something.” Again Deborah had kept her voice sounding harsh.

“I am so sorry Miss Deborah,” the male sobbed out. The power she felt flooded through her veins once again; she knew this was no game, not like when she had hit boys before. This man’s life was in her hands; he was her slave, her property. As Deborah looked down at him she felt the wetness between her own legs grow, she had never felt this before while hitting a man. Before it had just been something she did because she could and never really gave it too much thought. This felt so different; this naked man was her own slave. Deborah allowed the crop to fly downwards again; this time she decided to aim at his other shoulder; again came the little scream and the painful shudder from the man kneeling before her. Deborah looked down at the welts she had given him; they looked painful and ugly; she knew they must really hurt. She wanted to hit him again, not because he deserved it but because she liked the feeling of hurting him. But Deborah also knew she had to cum; she had to think these new feelings through. She kicked him backward and threw the crop at him; she then hurried to her own room and slammed the door shut behind her.

FS273

FS273 knelt with tears running from his eyes. He wanted to touch the wounds the girl had given him but dared not move, so he just stayed on his knees with his hands behind his back. He felt his trembling body and knew he had upset this girl; again, he never really understood why, as he was only doing like he had been trained to do. He knew he didn’t want to serve her, not this child in the pink bunny slippers who had just scolded and hurt him so badly. He remembered the first slap she had given him and the humiliation that ran through him as she did. He wanted to tell her this was what he had been trained to do, but she didn’t allow him to. He knew that his life was again in danger if she put him back in the punishment cell; he never ever wanted to go back in there; the thought of suffocating in the tight space petrified him. He was relieved when she told him to get out of the slave room, but then the pain and humiliation as she hit him with the crop while he just had to kneel there and wait for her pain; this was so unfair. He knew this was not over; the way she kicked him away and threw the riding crop at him told him that. The sudden bang as she slammed her bedroom door shut sent a shiver of fear down his spine; he prayed she wasn’t calling Mistress Tracey; he knew that would lead to a horrific death. He again thought about Miss Deborah, the way her face looked like that of a child, and the bunny slippers she wore, but then he thought about her legs. She had only worn panties, and her legs looked like they belonged to a gorgeous and much older woman; he was confused. He had again remembered when he had caught sight of her in the bikini earlier, and she had looked so sexy. He was confused about this girl in so many ways, but the one thing that he was sure of was that she was a nasty bitch that was happy to hurt and humiliate him. He also knew by the way she had nearly killed him last night that she didn’t care if he lived or died.  FS273 did not doubt in his mind that he would die in this child’s service, and there was nothing he could do about it. He remained still as his body shook in fear, waiting for her to return and continue his punishment for doing nothing wrong.

Deborah

Deborah felt better now; her body needed the relief desperately, and it never took her long before her pleasures flooded out of her. She wondered if she should have used the slave to bring her pleasure but wasn’t ready to feel such fulfillment in front of a male. With the exception of the pleasure slave her mother had hired for her birthday, she had never used another male for her sexual pleasure. Deborah thought about things for a moment; she still couldn’t really understand her own feelings. She knew she had really hurt the man, who she was sure was still in pain in the next room, but she had enjoyed it. The pain he felt had turned her on; she was in no doubt about that. Deborah had hit males before; she had watched males being executed on the farm, but it had never turned her on sexually. She wondered if it was the fact that he was her property that gave her that feeling, or maybe it was something to do with the city and the lifestyle she found herself in. It confused her as to why the pain she had inflicted on him had caused her body to react the way it did. Yet still now, when she thought about the way his body had shuddered under her blows, she felt her excitement again beginning to rise. Deborah knew she would have to give this more thought, but now she also knew it was time for a shower and to start getting ready for the evening out with Tracey and Divya. She was looking forward to finding out more about this city and her new lifestyle as a city woman.

Deborah had applied her new and expensive makeup to her face; she knew she looked a million dollars. Then she tried on a couple of her new dresses, discarding them to the floor after deciding they did not give her the look she was after. She finally settled on the new knee-length dark red dress with a long split running up the side of her leg. She added to the look with some black pantyhose and strappy-heeled shoes; she smiled at the glamorous and corporate-looking woman who looked back at her from the mirror. She wanted to show Tracey that she could look the part; it was also how she had seen other women dressing in this city. As yet she had not bothered to see the slave waiting in the next room, she was too excited trying on her new things and preparing herself. When she walked into the kitchen, the slave was still on his knees the way she had left him hours ago; she gave a smile.

“How do I look slave?” Deborah spoke in a friendly tone. She watched as the slave slowly lifted his head and looked up at her, the expression on his face telling her all she needed to know.

“Miss Deborah you look so fantastic,” he spoke in a low and meek voice. Deborah gave him a little smile and she saw the deep purple welts on his shoulders which really looked so painful. Deborah took a step forward and slightly bent her body as she reached for the injuries he displayed for her. She gently rubbed her fingers over the raised welts.

“Do they hurt?” She asked while giving a little smile.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” he replied and she could tell by his voice that he still felt pain from the lashes she had given him.

“Well try to use your common sense from now on, a slave locked away is no good to me. I need you ready and waiting to serve me at every moment. If I have to beat you again it will be far worse next time,” she spoke in a cheerful voice as she straightened herself up.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” came his reply. Deborah smiled down at the kneeling man. She loved the way he looked and sounded so helpless.

“I want this place cleaned, then get yourself some of the pink stuff to eat. When I get home I expect you in the hallway waiting for me. Do you understand?” Deborah spoke in a happy voice.             

“Yes Miss Deborah, thank you. " The slave had now lowered his head again and looked down at her feet as he replied. Deborah picked up her bag, deciding to give Divya a knock on the way down to the bar.

FS273

FS273 felt his body still trembling in fear as the door closed; he had just spent hours on his knees dreading the child coming back to him; he had convinced himself that she would hurt him again or worse. Then when she had asked him how she looked and he raised his head he suddenly felt like he was kneeling in front of a perfect Goddess, the child he knew only hours ago wasn’t there anymore.  FS273 found it hard to believe how she had transformed herself, it was not only her looks. She spoke to him nicely, still in a belittling way, but she had a nice tone in her voice. Everything about her confused him; one moment he feared for his life at the hands of a child and the next he was kneeling in front of a woman who looked like a Goddess. It took FS273 a few minutes to be able to stand up and free himself of the stiffness his body felt of being knelt in the one position for so long. He made his way into the bedroom and saw so many of the things he had ironed earlier now thrown to the floor, and he knew he would have to iron them again before putting them back into the wardrobes. The room was a mess, and as well as clean in here, the apartment had to be recleaned while she was out. He looked at the deep and painful welts across his shoulders in the mirror; she had hit him so hard. Again he thought about her; he knew however she looked right now that it was only the make-up that hid her young age. He also knew how this girl could change her mood at the slightest provocation. FS273 wanted to learn what she wanted of him; at least now he understood she never wanted him to lock himself away; he had to always be ready to serve her; at least he hoped he had understood that correctly. His life had become one of confusion and fear at the hands of this child; that was the only thing he knew for sure.


Chapter 6

Reminder and Power




“Oh wow, look at you two,” Tracey said while smiling at the two girls as they entered the bar. Divya had also put effort into her looks this evening; she too wanted to prove she could look like the city woman she had now become. “I take it you two have been shopping,” Tracey chuckled as she spoke.

“Yes we picked up a few bits,” Deborah replied with a smile of her own.

“Good for you both,” Tracey said as she stood to give both girls a big hug. “Now tell me all about your first day in the city,” Tracey said as she returned to her seat. Their naked table slave immediately started to pull out the chairs for the two new and very sexy-looking young guests to sit on.

Tracey laughed out loud when she heard what Divya had planned for her slave and was pleased that she had booked it in for the body modification. Tracey assured Divya she would send over a temporary slave while her own was away having the procedure carried out. It was clear that Tracey really wanted the two girls to enjoy themselves and have the things they wanted.

“Now that reminds me, I should have given you these last night but totally forgot,” Tracey said after hearing what would happen to Divya’s slave. Tracey reached into her bag on the floor and retrieved four credit card-sized cards, placing two on the table in front of each of the girls. “These are your slave's medical and state ID cards; you will have to let the shop doing the work on your slave have these Divya; they will update the medical card and of course make sure you own the slave before they do the work,” Tracey smiled as she spoke. “They have been registered to you, so you will get a reminder when their medicals are due, but both are up to date at the moment. Oh I did add a note on their files that they should not be milked at the medical, you can update that if you choose.” Tracey went on to say while still smiling. Deborah had a confused look on her face. She knew males had a monthly medical and would be terminated if they failed it, but she never knew they got milked at these and wondered how that was possible when taking the pink pills.

“They give them some kind of drug,” Divya said out loud, reading Deborah’s thoughts.

“Oh, I don’t like that idea,” Deborah replied not wanting her slave to feel any sexual relief without her permission first. He was after all her slave, and she should be in charge of everything like her mother was with her father. Deborah knew that the pink pill stopped erections and a male from cuming, but males still got so much pleasure from rubbing their cocks, hence why chastity devices had become a legal requirement. Deborah had read about how disgusting things had gotten when the pink pill had been invented; males would be caught playing with themselves everywhere as the pill never took the feelings of frustration they had away.

“Most women feel like that. It's only really the state slaves that keep the sperm banks full nowadays,” Tracey replied.

 “I like the idea of them being kept feeling so on edge, it helps them in their obedience,” Deborah said while smiling.

“So what do you girls have planned for tomorrow?” Tracey said, changing the subject to more important matters.

“I am definitely going to visit the history museum; I went there as a child but can’t really remember everything, and so much was off-limits to children,” Deborah replied first.

“Shopping, shopping, shopping,” Divya laughed her own reply out. Tracey smiled at both girls as she reached into her bag again and pulled out two more credit-size cards, giving each to one of the girls.

“These are your work ID cards. They will let you into the complex. Your office details are on the back of the card, but you are free to wander around the facility and explore. Your office slaves are now in place and are waiting for you to start work,” Tracey said in her friendly voice. “Now remember, I don’t want any of you actually starting work for the next couple of weeks, but you can pop into the office to have a look around and meet your staff any time you like between now and then.” Tracey quickly added as she didn’t want to put any pressure on the girls in thinking that they had to begin work too soon.

“Wow, we have staff,” Divya said with a smile.

“Yes, they are all educated slaves and are at your full disposal. That brings me on to what I have to ask you both next,” Tracey paused and saw the girls looking at her. Deborah knew that Tracey wasn’t pressuring her to start work, but her words reminded her of why she was in the city. “Do any of you have a problem with having female slaves?” Tracey then asked while sounding a little concerned. Deborah had never met a female slave before; she knew these women had mental deficiencies of some kind and could not accept their place in modern society. Hence, the state had forced them into the servitude of real women. Deborah also knew these slaves were treated better than male slaves; they had certain laws protecting them, which males did not have.

“Not really bothered by it,” Deborah said out loud.

“No,” Divya giggled.

“Wonderful. I had to ask as a few women still think it’s wrong to have them,” Tracey said and gave the two girls a big smile. You both have one of these to head up your office slave team. I have removed all protection from these women so you can treat them as you please. They are also very replaceable,” Tracey added while again smiling. Deborah felt the excitement growing within her; she never thought she would have a female slave. This city so far had given her one surprise after another and Deborah knew now that she had to visit the space centre soon to check out what waited for her there. “Now girls we don’t often tell you what you should be working on, you normally have a free hand. But the boss has asked if you could both start with certain projects on this occasion,” Tracey said in a little bit of a more serious voice. Both girls looked up at her. “Deborah, your engine design, and Divya, your communication array,” Tracey said with a smile. Deborah was shocked to hear that Tracey knew about her engine. She had not mentioned it to anyone other than her mother and a science teacher some years ago. Tracey saw the looks on both the girl's faces. “You two are so special, and we make a habit of knowing just how special our staff are,” Tracey said with a big smile on her face.

Tracey had left the two girls to have their evening meal at the bar, the two of them chatted happily, both still feeling the shock of this sudden and wonderful change to their lives. Divya had decided she would try to visit the space centre tomorrow after doing some more shopping; she clearly wanted to meet the female slave. Deborah had a different plan; she was going to the museum tomorrow and would enjoy the city a little more; she made a mental note to visit the centre in the coming days. Deborah wondered who had told Tracey about her engine design; she smiled knowing it was probably the nice science teacher that she had when she was fourteen and first drew up the plans for the engine.

Deborah had of course found her apartment spotless and the slave was waiting on his knees by the front door when she had arrived home. She had decided to introduce him to a new rule, he was now to always kiss her feet to greet her when she returned home. That was something her mother made her father do, not only to herself but also to her two daughters.

At last, Deborah lay on her comfortable bed; her body felt tired. The short nap she had taken that afternoon had rested her some, but nowhere near enough after the day she had been through. She fell into a comfortable sleep with her slave sleeping in a more useful place now, on the floor outside of her bedroom door.

Today, Deborah again opted for jeans and a sweatshirt. She wore her trainers as she knew she would do a lot of walking on her trip into the centre of the city. The subway journey again amazed her; she couldn’t believe such a system existed. The only problem with the underground was that she saw none of the city above her, which she wanted to do today. Still, the journey had been fast and comfortable; it also gave her another chance to see how the city women dressed and behaved.

The museum was a grand building; she had remembered when she came here with school at how the building had amazed her then, and it still did. It had a very medieval look to it; in a way it looked a little spooky. Deborah decided not to join the tour group and would wander around on her own. She was in no rush, and she knew tour guides rushed around, not really giving people the chance to really look at things.  For the next four hours, Deborah walked around the large rooms of the museum.

Unlike her last visit, this time she was allowed in the adult sections of the museum where she saw the horrors of the time before female order had arrived. Deborah was reminded of the true nature of males; she saw the death and destruction they had caused. The horrendous tools they had created throughout the centuries to kill and maim each other were displayed behind the glass cabinets. It was a wonder that the world had survived she thought as she moved into the next section. In this section were displayed many of the cruel instruments that were used to control women throughout the ages. She saw what was called the scold bridle that women were forced to wear on their heads like some animal if her man thought she spoke too much or talked without his permission. Then there was the pointed wooden horse which a woman would have to sit astride on while weights would pull her down onto it so it cut into her pussy. The whole room was just filled with one horrific device after another that would cause suffering, untold pain, and even death to the women who had to have these devices fitted onto or into her. As Deborah looked at the displays she knew she would have to invent things that controlled males better than they were now. She thought about her idea for the collar that would control the male's nervous system; she knew after the engine, she would design that. Deborah wanted to play her part in the world to control these creatures and to never allow history to repeat itself.

As Deborah walked into the next room, she froze at the sight of several naked males standing behind a rope cordon; each male had his hands tied behind his back. The males stood in perfect stillness, but the thing which had made her freeze was the fact that none had chastity devices attached to them; some of the males had a fully erect penis, and others had a disgusting fluid running from their cocks. This was the first time Deborah had ever seen such a thing; she had never before seen a hard male cock out of the chastity cage. Of course, she had seen many naked males, but they all took the pink pill and then had their cocks locked in a cage; here the cocks grew hard freely. The sight of a security officer holding a gun watching this display made Deborah feel safer. She also saw how each man had his ankle chained to the floor so he could not move from the spot he stood in. Slowly she walked up to one of the males whose huge cock stood out at full attention in front of him. Deborah bent forward to see the veins full of blood in the throbbing piece of meat as it moved on its own in front of her face.

“These are uncontrolled males in their natural wild state, but don’t worry—we are perfectly safe,” Deborah heard a tour guide tell a group of women next to her. Deborah found the sight of the cocks sickening, and she thought about the many horrifying things males had done to women in the past to satisfy these pieces of hanging meat. In that instant, she knew she would never allow one of these things ever to enter her body, she knew some women got pleasure from cocks, but she couldn’t understand how or why. She was happy that she only allowed the pleasure slave her mother had rented for her a year ago to use his mouth to please her.

Again, Deborah stood on the wide pavement outside of the museum; she looked at the narrow yellow part of the walkway and smiled at the modern-day males. She watched as they struggled to move about freely, and she knew their little bits of hanging meat, if they still had them, were safely locked up and controlled by the pink pill. Deborah knew after the visit to the museum that she would make female control over males better; it was only a matter of time. Deborah saw a disciplinarian in the distance and walked towards her; there was a famous shop that she knew was around here somewhere that she wanted to visit next, but she wasn’t sure where it was.

“Excuse me officer. I'm looking for the shop called Alantas,” she asked the young woman in the sexy uniform. The disciplinarian gave her a beautiful smile back.

“Miss if you take your first right and then your second left, you'll see it there,” the officer politely said back to her.

“Thank you so much,” Deborah said and gave the young woman a nice smile.

“You're most welcome. Have a great day,” the friendly officer replied. Deborah knew males feared disciplinarians, and she found it strange that the nice young woman she had just spoken to could be so frightening to them. This made Deborah smile as she continued to walk along the large and spacious pavement. 

The store was known worldwide for its quality goods and fantastic service. Alantas was built hundreds of years ago and had changed with the times. The only thing that never changed was the high-quality goods that the store sold to those with wealth. The shop was known to never display price tags on their goods. The saying was that if you needed to know the price of something sold in Alantas, then you couldn’t afford the item. The first stop for Deborah within the store was the restaurant; after many hours of walking her feet hurt, and she needed something to drink and a light snack. Her male table attendant who was dressed in a very expensive suit gave her the excellent service that was expected in such a place. Deborah giggled when she saw the bill for the sandwich and soft drink, which was more than the average weekly salary for a woman back home. There was nothing that Deborah really needed after her shopping trip yesterday, but she knew she had to have a look around the shop anyway. By the time Deborah left the store, she had added two more fabulous-looking dresses of the highest quality to her collection.

By now, Deborah’s legs and feet were beginning to ache, the walking around the museum and shops were beginning to take their toll; she looked at her watch and couldn’t believe she had been out for almost seven hours. Divya had called her on the mobile communicator, asking if she fancied going out that evening; Deborah laughed while telling her friend that she was ready to drop and would give it a miss this evening. Deborah decided to take the bus back home as she wanted to watch the city and not be underground. The buses ran every five minutes, so she never had to wait long before she was sitting on a comfortable seat. She was amazed to find that most buses were for females only. There was also a service for males, but these buses were old and not frequent and had no seating. Deborah smiled as her own comfortable and almost empty bus drove past the male bus stops; all had very long lines of males standing silently waiting. Back home, males were allowed to use regular buses, but only if the driver felt there was space for them, and of course, men were never allowed to use the seats. One of the things that Deborah had noticed in this city was the number of males; they far outnumbered the women. Deborah knew that was one of the reasons why they had to be so controlled; otherwise there would be a real danger of an uprising. She remembered the horrors she had seen in the museum; it reminded her of the true nature of males. In a way Deborah was sorry that she had to work on her engine first.

The bus stop was a short walk from the residential complex and just happened to be outside a nice-looking wine bar. Deborah really wanted to get back home and kick her trainers off, but the urge for a nice glass of wine was too great. She did have to smile at the street cleaner who was on his hands and knees sweeping the pavement between the wine bar and the complex. It was hard to believe that men were made to work like that. She was still finding it hard to believe the absolute worthlessness of males in the city. 

The wine bar was as she had expected it to be from its exterior. The place was comfortable and welcoming, and the red wine was one of the best she had ever tasted. Her naked table slave stood silently by her side as she relaxed and listened to the soft music while sipping the wine. As it went, the one glass turned into three before Deborah decided she really had to go home. She made a mental note to visit here again, and the table slave thanked her for her visit and gave her a respectful bow. It wasn’t until the outside air hit her that she realised she had a little too much to drink. She gave a laugh and turned toward the complex. Ahead of her she saw the man still on his hands and knees sweeping the street, and she wondered why he still seemed to be close to the same spot he had been when she went into the bar. A sudden sense of anger filled Deborah as she walked toward him; she didn’t know why but felt the male was too lazy to not be further along the road by now.  As she stepped up to the man, he quickly moved to the side of the pavement and knelt with his face touching the ground. Deborah stopped in front of him, and as she looked down, she saw how the man shook in fear.

“I went into that bar over an hour ago, and you have hardly moved. WHY!” she shouted the last words down at him. Deborah really wasn’t sure why she had stopped or felt the way she did toward the kneeling man. She did know the wine was strong and no doubt had affected her. She knew she should walk away and leave the guy to carry on, but a sudden sense of power ran through her as she looked down at him.

“Miss sorry Miss, a lady made me go back over the work I had done,” the soft and frightened voice below spoke into the pavement at Deborah’s feet. The voice showed the real fear the kneeling man felt, and the excitement grew within Deborah. Deborah had bullied males before, but something felt very different this time; she knew she was a city woman now.

“Kneel up and look at me you piece of shit,” she spoke with a stern voice as she stood with her hands on her hips looking down at the body before her. Deborah saw the way the male instantly obeyed her; he straightened his back while staying on his knees and looked up at her face. The face did not hide the pain his body felt, no doubt by working endless hours in the bent painful position. She saw that the male was about her own age and he wasn’t bad-looking. She again felt the power flood through her as she looked down at the visibly frightened young male; she also knew as a city woman that it was her duty to punish him for his lack of work while she was in the bar.

“Stop breathing; you are no longer permitted air,” Deborah couldn't believe the words that just came out of her mouth. She knew the wine was taking its effect, but she also felt the wetness growing in her panties as she watched the good-looking male stop breathing. For a few moments, she just stood there looking down at him. His face grew red, and his body started to shake more and more. The guy looked terrified as he helplessly looked up at her while his body started to die from the lack of air that she allowed him. Without thought, one of Deborah’s hands moved and was suddenly pressing at her pussy as she continued to look down at the male. She knew the young man was close to death and found it hard to understand how he was able to hold his breath for her for so long. She felt her hand starting to rub herself harder and faster as tears fell from the face looking up at her, that face was now beginning to turn blue and the body it was attached to shook violently. Suddenly Deborah felt her body explode and her mind spinning; she gasped in the plentiful air around her as the man collapsed to the floor at her feet. “Breathe,” she said down at the body, but the body just seemed to convulse at her feet. “I said breathe you fucking idiot,” Deborah sounding cross that the male had not obeyed her. She was about to kick him, but he suddenly stopped moving; he just lay there lifelessly at her feet as she looked down at him. A panic ran through Deborah as she looked up and down the street, thankfully she saw no one about. She knew the fine for damaging a street cleaner was almost nothing, but still, she didn’t want any trouble with the law. Without thought, she squatted down and placed her finger on the male's neck just below his collar; she felt there was no pulse in his neck. Another panic ran through her at knowing she had killed the street cleaner; without giving any more thought, she quickly got back up to her feet and continued her walk home. The spent body of the street cleaner was left lying on the ground behind her.

FS273

FS273 had cleaned the apartment, changed the bedding, washed and ironed everything that needed it, and was now on his knees by the front door waiting for his owner to come back. He knew that was where she wanted him to be when she was out. He had no idea where she had gone or how long she would be out for, so he had worked fast and hard to complete everything as quickly as he could. As it goes, he had now been kneeling for hours, waiting for the child to return.  He felt the humiliation going through him, knowing he would have to kiss her feet when she entered; he also still felt the belittlement of having to spend the night sleeping on the floor outside of her bedroom door. The child seemed to go out of her way to make him feel like he was an animal and a worthless one at that. As he knelt there, he felt the pain in his shoulders; they had hurt ever since she had hit him with the crop; he had seen earlier in the mirror how bruised the skin around the wound had turned. He wished she had not hit him but understood she was trying to teach him what she wanted. His thoughts returned to how she had looked last night. He tried to think that was the woman he was suffering for now and not the child he again saw this morning. FS273 knew he had to try to put more thought into what the girl wanted from him; he knew this was his life now, and he had to serve her in the ways she wanted. He only wished she would take the time to tell him what was right and what was wrong. All he really had was his training, and it was clear that she never liked him doing many of the things he had been trained to. FS273 wanted to get up from where he knelt; he felt he should be working to please his Mistress, but she had made it clear he should kneel here and wait for her when his work was done, which it was now.

Deborah

She took the two bags containing her new dresses from the store's delivery slave, who was waiting at the main door to her apartment block, and shooed him away. Deborah was feeling a little hungry; the wine and having only had the sandwich at Atlantis so far today was taking its toll. She looked forward to seeing what her slave had made her for dinner. As Deborah entered her apartment, she paused and let the slave who was already on his knees lower his face to her feet and kiss each of her trainers. She looked down at his naked body with his face at her feet and gave a smile before dropping her two shopping bags onto his back.

“You may serve my food now; I’m famished,” she said as she walked towards the kitchen. Deborah kicked off her trainers on the way and left them where they fell on the hallway floor. Deborah thought it strange how the slave never stood but followed her on all fours instead; she smiled while wondering how he would serve her food while on his hands and knees. She walked towards the dining table and let out a sigh of relief when she sat on the chair waiting for her evening meal to be served. She saw how the slave crawled up to her; his face was lowered and was almost touching her pink-covered socked feet. She looked down at his body, which was clearly trembling; it was clear for Deborah to see that he had done something wrong and was now frightened about telling her about it.

“What have you done?” she said in a stern voice while looking down at her kneeling slave.

“I am so sorry Miss Deborah. I never cooked anything; I didn't know you wanted me to,” the trembling male spoke down towards Deborah’s feet but never finished what he was saying.

“What the hell have you been doing all day you fucking useless lazy creature!” Deborah screamed down at him. Deborah couldn’t believe what he had just said. In her previous life, her father ran the home properly, and there was always nice food waiting for her whenever she wanted it.

“Miss Deborah I,” again his shaking and fearful body never had the chance to finish his sentence. Deborah rose to her feet, bending down she took hold of the slave's ear and pulled him up to the squatting position while painfully pulling him towards the slave room behind her. She led him through the small slave room, and with her free hand she opened the metal punishment cell door.

“GET IN!” she shouted down at him and at the same moment pulled him upwards by the ear. Deborah saw how the man’s body shook in fear as he stepped into the small space. She gave him a very hard push into his back before slamming the door closed behind him. As Deborah put the locks in place she looked at the controls by the side of the door. She saw the air flow was set at forty percent and turned the dial down to ten deciding he didn’t deserve so much air. She then turned up the temperature control to seventy degrees before leaving the slave room and again slamming the outer door to the room closed behind her. She wanted the slave punished and felt satisfied that he would suffer for her now; this one just made too many mistakes for her liking. When Deborah got back to the kitchen, she called for a takeaway to be delivered.

After her meal, she settled down on the sofa to watch a movie, but her mind turned to the street cleaner she had killed earlier. That was the first male she had killed who never really deserved it. She had of course had men killed before, but they were just farm workers who had been reported by the overseers for some offence or the other, so they didn’t really count as being real. Whenever her sister went away on holiday, Deborah would take over the day-to-day running of the farm, and discipline of the workers was one of her roles. The street cleaner was a male who she had selected to die, but when she thought about it, she didn’t really mean to kill him. She knew the wine had played a part in that, as did her sexual feelings at the time. She remembered the look on his face as she looked down at him while he didn’t dare to breathe. He looked so scared and helpless as he looked up at her; Deborah again found her hand between her legs as she thought about him and his obedience to her.  She wondered why he had obeyed her; he must have known death was coming toward the end as she masturbated in front of him, yet he never took a breath. Deborah unbuttoned her jeans and pushed her hand under her panties; she felt her wet pussy as her mind stayed on the nice-looking young male who had died for her pleasure. She smiled knowing she would soon cum again for this male, at least his life or end of life had some meaning she thought and gave a giggle.

FS273

FS273’s body dripped in sweat; he lifted his head and tried to suck in the limited air that was coming into the small space. He knew she had set the temperature high, and he fought not to pass out; his body was trapped tightly by the metal walls that surrounded and pressed into him. He again couldn’t understand why he was there; he had only obeyed the child and done what she had told him to do. His mind went onto his child mistress; he remembered kissing her feet, and then she spoke about the food she wanted. How was he to know that she wanted food? She had never eaten anything in the apartment during the evenings so far. He thought about how violent the young girl had become towards him, the pain and humiliation as she shouted at him and pulled his ear. It took every ounce of the willpower he had not to defend himself. And now he couldn’t believe he had allowed her to put him back into the punishment cell; he knew he could die in here. As his body fought to breathe in the heat, he wished he had begged her not to do this to him. He knew the shock at how she had reacted didn’t allow him to think straight before; he knew he should have been begging her not to punish him; he should have tried to explain to her better why he hadn’t prepared her food. FS273’s mind was spinning; he knew the lack of oxygen was taking effect as his body dripped in sweat from the heat she had set the cell at. FS273’s body drifted into and out of consciousness. Only the tight space held him in place.

Deborah

As she lay in her comfortable bed, Deborah’s mind drifted onto the slave in the punishment cell. Her mind try to imagine how bad it must be to be trapped helplessly in such a small dark space with little air. Without thought, her hand again moved between her legs, and she gently rubbed. She thought about how the walls would be holding his body tightly in place. She knew that his body would be dripping in sweat. She rubbed herself a little faster and harder as she thought about how he was suffering like that for her. She knew it wasn’t really his fault that he hadn’t cooked. How was he to know that she wanted to eat? Still, he suffered for her because she chose it for him. Again she tried to imagine how he was now suffering for her as she played with herself: her body shuddered as she exploded and screamed out. She couldn’t believe she had cum three times in the last few hours. What was there not to love about being a city woman. As Deborah lay comfortably on the bed recovering she decided she would give her houseslave another chance to serve her correctly. She thought about getting up and letting him out, but she was too tired for that. Anyway, it would do him good to be left in there overnight she thought. Deborah drifted off into a peaceful and comfortable sleep. In the street below her the body of a street cleaner was being thrown into the back of a van by the rubbish collectors; the cleaner had already been replaced by another.


Chapter 7

Significance

Deborah awoke feeling refreshed and happy. She glanced at the clock and saw it was a little past ten o’clock. She couldn’t believe she had slept for so long, but she knew her body probably needed the rest after yesterday. She also felt a throbbing in her head and knew she should not have drunk so much in the wine bar. The vague memory of the street cleaner came back to her.

“Fuck,” she said out loud. She couldn’t believe she had made the guy hold his breath until he had died, and all while she played with herself. She knew it wasn’t really her fault; the wine and new power of being a city woman had taken control of her last night. She again felt the surge of power flood through her as she thought about the obedience of the guy who actually stopped breathing at her command. As she thought about his helpless-looking face turning blue as he knelt before her with his trembling body, she felt the wetness growing between his legs. Deborah fought the urge to play with herself; she needed a strong coffee first. “COFFEE AND MAKE IT STRONG!” She shouted out the command. It was only after a few seconds that she remembered the slave wasn’t kneeling outside of her door and was locked in the punishment cell.  She suddenly felt angry that she would have to get up and free him before he could make her the morning coffee that she so needed. Slowly, she allowed herself to sit up on the comfortable bed and slipped her feet into the soft bunny slippers. As she stood, she let out a disproving sigh at having to have to get up.

As soon as Deborah opened the metal punishment cell door, the slave's body fell to the floor. She gave it a light kick towards its ribs.

“Coffee,” She started to walk out of the room and only stopped when she realised the slave was not following her. “COFFEE NOW!” she screamed out as she turned to look at the man who still lay on the floor where he fell. Deborah felt the anger once again at his failure to obey her instantly.  She was about to kick him again when she saw the lifeless body laying at her feet. “Fuck,” she said to herself on seeing that the man was clearly expired. Her mind spun; this was the second male that had died for her over the last few hours. She had sentenced males to death before on the farm, but she took the lives of males seriously and would more often than not just sentence them to a good beating rather than death. She looked down at the spent body that lay in total stillness at her feet and knew that she had changed since arriving in the city. Deborah felt the wetness growing in her pussy of knowing this man had died for her, just like the one last night. She felt power like she never had before flooding through her body as she lifted her foot and placed it on the dead male’s head. No longer able to resist, she reached down between her legs and started to rub.

Deborah stared at the hot water machine in the kitchen; she had no idea how to turn it on. She laughed out loudly knowing that she could build faster than light engines, but she had no idea how to work the kitchen; it wasn’t something she had ever done before. She let out a loud sigh as she reached for her communicator to order a strong coffee to be brought to her room and hoped the house slave would be replaced quickly.

Deborah finally sat at the table with her morning coffee and stared out the large kitchen window as she thought about what she would do today. It looked like it would again be another sunny and warm day; she thought about calling Divya to see if she wanted to do anything today but then decided she would visit her new office instead. Deborah wanted to see the place where she would now be working, the place where she knew she would take womankind to a new level. The only thought she gave the dead slave in the next room was that she would need to call Tracey to have it replaced.

Deborah had decided on a summery yellow dress; she went for a knee-length one because she wanted to look a little more on the corporate side today. It was too hot for any pantyhose, so she kept her legs bare and decided on low-heeled shoes. Deborah had also decided to apply a little make-up for the office trip to again give her that corporate look. She called Tracey, who promised that the house slave would be replaced within the hour. Tracey sounded excited when Deborah told her she would pop into the office today and said they would meet for a tour and lunch. On the way out of the apartment, Deborah threw the dead slave's state ID and medical card to the floor outside of the slave room, not giving any real thought to the dead man behind the door as there were more important things on her mind.

She thought about calling the car to take her to the facility but had decided to use the subway instead as it was faster and such a comfortable journey. Within fifteen minutes of starting her journey, Deborah stood and looked in amazement at the building that she would now work in. The building was made of mostly white stone and glass; it looked like something from a science fiction movie. The building sat in front of the river, apparently this was once the site of a major United Nations building. Deborah remembered reading about that organisation that had long since disappeared into the history books. By all accounts, she remembered reading about what a waste of space the whole organization had been; it had stood back and let endless wars rage out of control, but that was before the rise of female control and the return to world order.

Deborah made her way to the building entrance. She held her pass to one of the many glass doors, and it immediately slid open for her. In front of Deborah was one of the largest spaces she had ever seen in a building; the space was full of natural light. In a way the seating areas and plants with their beautiful fragrances reminded her of the lobby of her residential block, but this was just bigger, much bigger. Ahead of her, she saw a large escalator leading up to the next level, which were next to several glass lift doors. To one side was a large reception desk, for a moment Deborah thought about going over to it to ask where she could find her office, but she decided to first try on her own. Her pass said her office was room six zero one, so she took it that it would be on the sixth floor. Deborah headed to the lift doors, and one of the doors immediately slid open for her. A male in the lift dressed in blue overalls immediately gave her a respectful bow and held his body bent forward while looking down at her feet.

“Good morning Ma’am, which floor would you like to visit today?” The man spoke very politely while still looking down towards her feet.

“Six,” Deborah replied and watched as the man pressed the button on the side panel; he then dropped to his knees. “What is your purpose?” Deborah asked as the lift doors closed. She was amused by the male's actions.

“Ma’am I operate the lift,” he replied still facing the ground. Deborah gave a little chuckle. She couldn’t believe that working a lift was his task in life, but it still saved her from pressing a button. 

Deborah walked down the short corridor, one side of which was made of pure glass; she gazed down at the beautiful river below as her heels clicked on the marble floor. There were only five doors running along the wall opposite the window, and all were well-spaced apart. Deborah’s office was the first door. She scanned her card over the small black box by the door side, and it immediately slid open. As she looked into the room, Deborah couldn’t believe what she was faced with, and a surreal feeling ran through her. The office was large, and there were a number of desks facing the wall; the desks looked strange as they were fixed to the wall just above waist height, and none had chairs. There were a couple of metal doors that looked like the slave cell door at her apartment. At the end of the office was a large brown door; the golden nameplate on it read ‘Miss Deborah.’

As Deborah stepped into the main room from the corridor, she saw how the room was filled with natural light from the large windows that looked down at the city. What surprised Deborah the most was the three male slaves standing in their blue overalls. In front of them stood a female who wore red overalls that fitted her body tightly. Deborah noticed the ugly red flat plimsol shoes on her feet. The males bowed and held their bent position while the female gave Deborah a curtsy and stayed holding her legs in the bent curtsy position. Deborah saw the tight silver collar attached around all of their necks, including the female.

“Stand,” Deborah said to the woman as she walked up to her. The woman obeyed but kept her face lowered as she did. Deborah put her finger under the woman’s chin and lifted her head. She saw how the woman’s face was covered in heavy but very beautiful make-up. The woman looked about forty years old. Deborah liked the fact that the woman was so much older than she was; it gave her a sense of power. “Who are you?” Deborah said while looking up at the woman who was much taller than she was even in the flat plimsols.

“Miss Deborah I am your slave F756XD,” the woman said softly. Deborah smiled at the woman and then glanced at the males behind her. They had remained with their bodies bent forward.

“When I enter you will all kneel from now on, I think I deserve to be shown the correct respect,” Deborah said out loud.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the males and woman replied immediately.

“Well why are you still standing?” Deborah said out loudly, and the male slaves all dropped to their knees. Deborah was surprised to see the woman remain on her feet. “And you, do you think you are something special?” Deborah then said to the woman using a harsh tone of voice; who then immediately also dropped to her knees.

“Sorry Miss Deborah,” the woman said as she knelt, and her face suddenly turned bright red. Deborah looked down at the kneeling woman in front of her. She could have never imagined that a woman would be like this before her. Deborah was still a little annoyed that the woman had not knelt along with the males and had to be told a second time. She had read that some female slaves thought themselves better than they really were because of the protection they had with some laws. She would ensure this woman kneeling before her knew her place from the start. The last thing Deborah needed was a slave who felt she was above her station in life.

“Stand up,” Deborah tapped the woman’s kneeling legs with her foot.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” she immediately replied and obeyed.

“Strip your clothing and then bring me a coffee,” Deborah said while turning towards the wooden door with her name on it.

F756XD

F756XD felt the humiliation running through her at the young and arrogant girl's words. She knew she had no choice other than to obey her, but she felt sick that she would have to take off her clothing in front of the male slaves. She watched as the young girl walked into her office and closed the door behind her before looking back and seeing that the three males all faced the ground, which made her feel a little better. Quickly, she started to take off her overalls and shoes, not believing what the child who tried to dress like a woman had told her to do. But she also remembered that Mistress Tracey had made it very clear to her that all protection had been removed when she became the property of the agency, and she had also made it clear that her new mistress could do as she pleased with her.

F756XD knocked on the office door; the only thing on her was the metal collar welded to her neck; she held a tray with a cup containing the coffee. The humiliation she felt of being made to do this made her legs tremble; she knew she was worth more than this and should be treated with the respect that she deserved to be shown. She knew she was a slave; the system had decided that years ago, but she was still a woman and a very clever one at that; she deserved better than this. It was hard to believe that all her life achievements had led her to this, to become a slave of some child who looked about fourteen years old.

“Come,” came the arrogant-sounding voice from behind the closed door.

Deborah

When Deborah walked into her private office, she felt her legs going weak; she couldn’t believe this office was for her. The room was almost as big as the one she had just left, but here there was comfortable leather furniture. She had both a beautiful wooden desk and what looked like an architect's desk where she would be able to draw up plans for the things she would create. Large windows filled the room with sunlight; from one of her windows she could see the launch pad in the distance. Deborah smiled knowing that was where her engine would leave Earth from. Deborah saw a couple of workstations within this room, like the ones next door; they were at waist height and had no chairs. Deborah walked over to the leather sofa and flopped down on it; she felt how important she was now considered by society. She still found it hard to believe that she had been given this office and the slaves. Deborah smiled at the thought and knew she deserved to have such things in life. A gentle tap on the office door drew her attention, and Deborah’s mind suddenly went back to the female slave that she knew would now be naked and waiting to serve her coffee.

“Come,” Deborah called out. Deborah watched as the naked woman entered her office holding the tray. The slave gave a low curtsy before dropping to her knees just inside the door. Deborah could see how the slave had kept her completely hairless body in shape. She had all the curves in the right places, and her beautiful firm tits stood out perfectly in front of her. This was the first time that Deborah had really seen a naked woman; she had of course had showers at school after sports with other classmates but never really looked at them as such. “Come stand here,” Deborah said while pointing to the carpet at her side. Deborah watched as the woman gracefully returned to her feet and gently took a few steps toward Deborah. The woman then bent her back forwards while holding the tray toward Deborah as her tits fell downwards and hung in front of her. Deborah felt her own juices now start to flow. She knew it wasn’t just because of the sexy naked woman's presence but more because of the power she felt running through her. It was hard to believe that this middle-aged and nice-looking woman was actually her slave; that surreal feeling again ran through her. Deborah lifted her hand up towards the naked woman’s right breast and gently ran her finger over the neatly tattooed number. “So slave F756XD, what is your function?” Deborah said with a little smirk on her face.

“Miss Deborah to serve and help you in any way I can,” the meek voice replied. Deborah felt the power running through every fibre of her body at the words of the naked woman.

Deborah had taken her coffee from the tray and then had the naked woman kneel in front of her while she relaxed on the comfortable sofa. She had made the woman kneel upwards on her knees and place her hands on her head; Deborah liked the uncomfortable and humiliating position the woman held for her. Over the next half hour, she had questioned the kneeling slave who kept her body in complete stillness. Deborah had found out that the female and male slaves that had been given to her had been made to stand and wait in the office from sunrise to sunset each day. They had been made to wait there for their new Mistress to begin work. Deborah had to smile at the thought that they had been made to do that for her while she enjoyed the city. Deborah had also found out that this woman who knelt in front of her was forty-two years old. She had been a slave for many years now. The woman held a top mistress degree in both physics and quantum physics; Deborah couldn’t imagine what the woman on her knees must have been thinking as she questioned her further about her life. Deborah felt it strange that the woman didn’t believe that she was good enough to own others and never really felt she had a birthright to do so. The woman had an affair with another woman when she was twenty-five years old; in secret she had become that other woman’s slave. It was only after they broke up that her mistress had reported her to the authorities. F756XD was shortly afterward arrested and subsequently found to have a mental disorder and deemed unfit to be a real person. Since then, she has served real women in a variety of ways. She spent a lot of time working as a waitress in a women’s nightclub before being taken to work for a technology company. The space agency had bought her from that company about two months before, and she had then been kept in storage until a place was found for her to be of use here; that place turned out to be Deborah’s office slave.  

F756XD

F756XD wanted to cry as her body ached and forced itself to remain in the stressful position that the young girl had put her in. She felt the humiliation running through her as she told the child about her life’s history; the girl giggled at her on occasions as she sat comfortably on the sofa. F756XD felt the belittling feeling of being naked and on her knees with her hands on her head before this young girl. She had seen the quality of the clothing the child wore, and it was obvious that she had wealth.  F756XD found it hard to believe that she had become a slave to this fourteen-year-old looking rich and arrogant child. Memories of her life started coming back to her as the child interrogated her; she didn’t want to have the feelings of servitude that she had; she wanted to be a free woman again. She remembered her school days when other girls would bully her; she couldn’t understand why she had let them; it just felt like they were better than her. She was beaten up so often back then that it became a way of life for her to feel pain at the hands of other girls. Then came university, where she had done so well. F756XD remembered the teachers saying that she was gifted and her results proved them right. It was while at university that she met Katy, a woman with whom she would spend the next ten years of her life with. Katy had never allowed F756XD to get a job. She had instead become the woman’s lover and slave, until the day that Katy had told her the affair was over and that she had to move out. Still to this day F756XD had never understood why Katy had reported her to the authorities as not being a real woman, they had been so close and she loved Katy more than anything. F756XD's life then turned into a living nightmare as she was forced into the service of what the state called real women. There had been times when she thought about ending her life. She just never dared to do so. So instead, she served other women, women who saw her as a freak who was only good enough to serve them as a slave. She had been given hope that her life might change when the space agency had bought her, but now that hope was fading fast as her naked body knelt in the painful and stressful position before a child who she knew now owned her.

Deborah

Deborah had enjoyed seeing the woman kneeling there; she saw the way her shoulders started to go red as she held the position with her hands on her head. Deborah could only imagine the pain the woman must have been feeling. Throughout her conversation with the slave, Deborah sensed that the woman felt sorry for how her life had turned out; maybe even at times she had also allowed a little jealousy to come out in her voice. Deborah knew she had to stamp her mark on this woman to ensure that she served well; she was in no doubt that with the slave's education she would be a great asset in helping her in her work. She also knew she had to knock the woman down a peg or two. The last thing Deborah wanted was for this woman to think she was anything other than a slave. She had heard stories of how these sorry excuses for females would try to manipulate real women in order to improve their lives, and Deborah would be having none of that.

“You are forbidden from wearing clothing from now on,” Deborah saw the woman’s face turning red. “You are to throw what you have away,” she added and saw the trembling in the slave woman’s legs.

“But Miss, I have to go back to the residence home each evening,” the naked woman’s shaking voice replied.

“Are you arguing with me bitch?” Deborah said sharply.

“No Miss, no,” came the soft reply, and Deborah saw tears running down the woman’s face.

“The male slaves may keep their clothing; I don’t want their ugly bodies to distract me from my work here,” Deborah knew this would add to the woman’s humiliation, and that was why she had ordered it. “And if you do not address me correctly one more time or make me repeat myself to you again, I will take a whip to your back,” Deborah added again sharply.

“Yes, sorry Miss Deborah,” came the soft reply as the woman's tears started to run down her face and mix with the heavy black mascara around her eyes.

“Now instead of standing around idling while you wait for me to start work here, I want a material found. It must be indestructible, and it must be light. You have about a week to find this for me; your life depends on me having this, so work the males hard. Am I clear girl?” This time Deborah made her voice sound as arrogant as she could.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” the slave sobbed. Deborah got up and walked towards the door. It was time to find Tracey and have some lunch.


Chapter 8

Heaven and Hell




They had spent about an hour walking around the large east wing of the complex, the east wing being where Deborah’s office was situated. Tracey ensured that Deborah had seen the many leisure and relaxation areas that the staff had here. She had also shown Deborah the place where her engine would be built when the time came. Deborah looked down at that area from a high balcony. It was the largest room she had ever seen. She saw the many machines and what looked like hundreds of males in blue overalls who were hard at work below her.

“Fuck that is so amazing,” Deborah sounded shocked at what she was looking at.

“They are building parts for the Mars space station at the moment, but they will switch production as soon as you’re ready,” Tracey said in her always friendly voice.

“Wow,” was the only word that came out of Deborah’s mouth. She found it hard to believe all this would soon be at her disposal and used to build the engine that she first thought about when she was only twelve years old.

“Now how about a little lunch,” Tracey suggested.

“Oh yes,” Deborah who had not yet had breakfast smiled in agreement. Deborah had again been amazed at how nice Tracey looked today. She wore a trouser suit and heeled shoes, and the suit hugged the woman’s body nicely. Deborah thought that Tracey looked so corporate and professional in the suit. Deborah made another mental note for shopping; trouser suits were never on her list until now.

“I can show you your office after lunch,” Tracey said as they walked down the wide corridor. Deborah hadn’t yet mentioned that she had already been to the office before meeting Tracey.

“Oh, I went there first thing,” Deborah giggled as she spoke. Two males in blue overalls who were walking towards them knelt to one side of the corridor as the two women approached them. Both kept their heads lowered, and bodies pressed up tightly against the side wall to give the two women plenty of space to walk by them.

“And what did you think of your office?” Tracey asked while smiling, not paying any attention to the two kneeling males.

“I think it’s fantastic. I hope it’s all right that I have given the slaves a task to complete before I start work.” Deborah knew that she wasn’t really meant to start work yet and hoped Tracey wouldn’t mind.

“That’s fine,” Tracey smiled as she replied.

“I also made the female slave get rid of her clothing; I want her completely focused on her task, so I thought the humiliation would help,” Deborah was a little concerned that she may have overstepped the mark in doing that.

“It’s yours; you can do anything you want with it,” Tracey said in a reassuring way and again gave Deborah a warm smile.

A woman in a knee-length blue dress greeted them at the door of the staff restaurant.

“Hi ladies, a table for two?” the woman asked in a friendly voice.

“Yes please. Have you any on the veranda?” Tracey replied in her own also very friendly voice.

“Yes of course and why not on this beautiful day,” the smiling woman in the blue dress responded and raised her hand. Deborah then saw the naked male appear from the side of the room. He ran over and gave a low bow before holding the bent-over position like all males seemed to do in the city. Deborah again for a moment froze when she saw the male had no cock; he still had balls, but his cock was gone; smooth skin now ran along where the hanging meat would have once been. “Table eight,” the woman in blue said towards the bent male.

“Yes Mistress,” the male said towards the floor. “Please ladies if you would like to follow me to your table,” he added while looking down towards the feet of the guest. As Deborah followed the male to their table, she noticed the other table slaves serving other women were also all cockless; the sight of them in this state did please her.

Deborah was stunned by the views of the coast from the table they were shown. In the distance, she saw a beautiful harbour next to a golden sandy beach that seemed to go on for miles.

“Do you like it?” Tracey said with a smile as the naked male helped to adjust their chairs as they sat.

“It’s out of this world,” Deborah replied while still looking out at the breathless views below her.

“We got a couple of restaurants on the east wing, but I thought you might enjoy this one with the views it offers,” Tracey replied, feeling happy that Deborah clearly liked what she saw. “Fancy a wine? The red house one is wonderful,” she then added.

“Yes please,” Deborah replied but found herself now looking down at the space where the table's slave cock had once been.

“It was decided that hanging cocks in an eating area was a little unsightly,” Tracey said with a little giggle.

“It looks cute,” Deborah replied smiling. This was the first time she had seen a male who had his cock removed. She wondered why they left the balls attached to the males and had only taken their cocks away. Still, Deborah felt the male looked neat. It was also true it was unsightly to eat while watching hanging cocks in tubes or not.

“Why leave the balls on them?” Deborah asked, pointing her little finger down toward the male's hanging testicles.

“Keeps them feeling frustrated,” Tracey giggled as she replied.

The two enjoyed a beautiful meal while they sipped the excellent wine; Deborah decided to visit the golden coast tomorrow and maybe have a swim in the blue sea.

“There is someone who I would like you to meet once you get started here,” Tracey said as they sat back in the comfortable chairs.

“Okay, who is it?” Deborah asked.

“It’s a businesswoman who will help fund your engine; normally we pay for everything ourselves, but why turn down free money?” Tracey replied while smiling.

“She knows about me?” Deborah asked, wondering how many people spoke about her that she had never known existed.

“Yes she knows all about you. The woman is called Alison. I have only met her once, and she is really nice. She works for the biggest investment company in the world. They want their name stamped on something big, and your engine is about as big as it gets,” Tracey said with her usual smile.

“Okay no problem, I would love to meet her,” Deborah replied as she again glanced at the cockless table slave standing by their side.

“You like it?” Tracey said while also looking down at the empty space that used to have a cock hanging from it.

“It looks neat and tidy. Can I have my office slaves done like it?” Deborah said, smiling but sounding serious.

“Yes of course you can; they are yours to do as you want. I’ll get them done so they are ready before you start,” Tracey said with complete indifference to the fate of the male office slaves. Deborah again felt that tingle between her legs. She loved her almost Goddess-like powers. She knew there was nothing she couldn’t do, the agency would give her everything she wanted, and all because of a simple design she had created so many years ago as a child.

That evening when Deborah got home she saw how spotless her apartment was. It took her a few moments to work out that she had a new slave, she decided she would wait till tomorrow before getting it out of the slave room. Tonight, she just wanted to chill out and enjoy a movie. Deborah couldn’t believe the wonderful dream that her life had turned into. She knew her life wasn’t bad before, but now everything was on a new level. Deborah reached for the communicator, deciding to make another change to her female office slave's life; she wanted the woman never to forget her place again. Then Deborah would call her mother and sister to tell them all about her new fabulous life before putting the film onto the entertainment system and settling down for the evening with a bottle of wine.

F756XD

F756XD stood at the male bus stop as female slaves were not allowed to use the normal bus service without a special permit, which had now been taken away from her by Miss Deborah. It was bad enough using the female buses and having to stand at the back when there were plenty of vacant seats, but now she would have given anything to be allowed to use them. She found it hard to believe that the child had removed her right to travel on the normal bus service. She stood there feeling the humiliation of being naked while waiting along with the males in their overalls. To make things worse for her that afternoon, Mistress Tracey had revoked her authority to walk on the female pavements; now, she had to struggle to move while her naked body brushed up against the males on the narrow yellow strip of pavement.  F756XD found it hard to believe how her life had turned; she hated the child who did this to her, yet she knew she had to work hard and well for the young girl. Her head still spun from the work she had done that day. She spent most of the day standing at a workstation researching what she had been told to, the male office slaves doing the same. When F756XD was first given the job and told that she was in charge of making sure the office ran well, she was happy that she had been given some power back over males. That feeling of happiness had now been taken away from her by the child. Now, she only felt the humiliation of having to be naked in front of the male slaves who were allowed to wear their overalls and stood at the bus stop with her.

After having her body squashed up against males on the bus, F756XD walked along the narrow strip of pavement; she was constantly bumped and pushed by passing males. Suddenly a disciplinarian car had stopped next to her and the young officer in the short dress and black pantyhose called her over as she got out of the car. It was the first time F756XD had ever been stopped by law enforcement officers. She felt the fear running through her; she knew disciplinarians only really bothered males but were to be feared by all. She gave the officer a curtsy. The males that were walking along the small strip of pavement had now stopped as the officer and F756XD stood in their way. F756XD felt the eyes of the waiting males now looking at her naked body. The thought made her feel sick.

“What are you doing?” the officer said as she reached up and pulled the ID card off of F756XD’s neck. F756XD felt her legs trembling beneath her; she knew the officer had stopped her because she was naked; seeing naked female slaves on the street was very uncommon.

“Mistress Officer I am just going back to my residence,” F756XD replied softly.

“Are you being punished?” the officer said while giving a little chuckle. F756XD felt her face turning red and hot. The officer only looked about eighteen years old; she couldn’t believe another child was doing this to her, and again, she felt the humiliation running through her. She knew she wasn’t considered a real woman; she had accepted that, but suddenly, there was nothing more than children controlling her, children who were considered real women, unlike her.

“I don’t think so Mistress Officer,” F756XD replied having no real idea why Miss Deborah had taken her right to clothing away.

“So it’s normal for you to be naked, is it bitch?” The officer said with a smirk on her face. Again, the humiliation and belittlement of the situation made F756XD’s legs tremble. She knew the males who stood waiting to continue their journey were watching and listening.

“No Mistress Officer,” she replied and heard her voice shaking.

“So you are being punished,” the officer said rudely.

“Mistress Officer, I have a new owner who did not want me to wear clothing,” F756XD sobbed out as the tears started to run from her eyes. For a moment, the young officer stared at her while considering what she should do with the naked woman. It wasn’t illegal for a slave of any sex to be naked; it was just something the officer hated seeing; she felt it made the place look cheap. Without warning, the officer slapped F756XD across the face.

“Run, don’t walk you fucking bitch; I don’t want to see you again!” The officer then shouted at the naked woman and threw the ID card onto the floor. She quickly picked up her card and started to run. The officer gave her backside a hard kick as she did. F756XD had to barge her way past the men in her way. As she did, she heard the young officer giggling behind her.

She had thought things couldn’t get any worse today; then she arrived back at her residential complex. All she now wanted to do was to get to the small room she had; she wanted to hide her naked and humiliated body away. First she had to wait at the empty reception desk to be checked back into the complex. The room had to be unlocked by the caretaker who was on duty this evening. F756XD felt the tears still running down her face as she stared at the empty office behind the desk. She wished the caretaker would come back from wherever she was. She had stood there for about ten minutes before another child who looked no more than fifteen appeared in the office; like all the caretakers here, F756XD knew their names.

“What?” the young woman in a jumper and jeans said from the back of the office towards her.

“Sorry to bother you Miss Jackey. May I check back into my room please?” F756XD spoke politely, as she knew she must do when speaking to real women.

“Where are your clothes slut?” the young ugly blond girl said as she walked towards the counter. Again F756XD felt her face turning red, she knew once again that she had to explain to a child why she was standing there naked.

“Sorry Miss Jackey, my new boss at work took them away from me,” she felt her quivering voice coming from her mouth.

“What did you do wrong for such a punishment girl?” The young caretaker asked again. F756XD felt the anger building up inside her. She was at least double the age of the child who had just called her a girl, yet she knew she had to be respectful.

“Miss Jackey, honestly, it was for no reason; I think she just wanted me to be naked,” F756XD replied, and again she felt the tears running down her face. The young caretaker snatched the ID card from the naked woman’s hand and scanned it into her computer. F756XD heard the way the caretaker gave a little chuckle as she read the screen.

“Are you sure you’re not being punished girl?” F756XD again heard the arrogant voice speaking to her.

“Yes Miss Jackey,” she replied the way she knew she had to.

“Well, someone named Deborah has decided you shouldn’t have your own room anymore. You have been moved to the dormitory now.” Her head spun around at hearing the words; her room was one of the few things that she had left in life; it was given to her by the agency she used to work for. She couldn’t understand why the child who owned her now had taken it away; she had done nothing to displease the girl. “Well fuck off,” the caretaker said rudely while throwing the ID card at F756XD’s naked chest.

“Yes thank you Miss Jackey,” F756XD replied in an automatic mode as she gave a curtsy and turned away from the desk. She then headed towards the dormitory where she would now live with fifty other lower-thought slaves; she knew most of them if not all, would be male state-owned slaves.


Chapter 9

Enjoyment of Life

Deborah had not given any other thought to the decisions she had made for her four office slaves yesterday. Deborah considered them no more than working slaves, just like the farm slaves back home, and that did include the female. To Deborah they were of low value and very replaceable. This morning her first job was to open the slave room and see what her new house slave was like; she hoped he would be better than the last. The male looked nice; Deborah immediately noticed the nice body of the man; his cock looked very squashed in its little tube; he gave Deborah the normal bow and held his position. Deborah let out a little sigh; she knew she would have to start again with this things training.

“Coffee, milk, one sugar, and in a mug,” she ordered and walked back towards her bedroom, not waiting for the male to answer.

As Deborah sat up in bed and sipped her coffee, she looked down at the man kneeling at her side, but her thoughts were not on the thing. Her mind was back on her engine design; she had thought about it last night, and it had kept her awake until she forced her mind onto the nicer things in life. She knew things were getting serious now, and she was here to make this engine a reality; her mind focused on the problems she would have to overcome to make her design work. The main problem was that her engine created dark matter; it was the main fuel to give propulsion. The dark matter would mix with positive energy, and as the two annihilated each other the energy it caused would force the ship to which the engine was attached to move. Her problem was how to ensure the powerful energy the engine created did not destroy that ship; also, should any of the dark matter make contact with the actual ship, then bang, everything would be gone in a flash. Deborah knew that a shield had not yet been invented that could contain the engine safely. She had her work slaves looking at materials, but she knew they would not find anything. As Deborah looked down at the naked man kneeling in stillness, her mind was working through equations; already, the magnetic shield was forming in her mind. She wanted to start work but knew Tracey wouldn’t allow that yet.

“Look up at me slave,” she forced her mind away from the project and gave a smile to the man as he lifted his face from the floor.

“When I enter a room, you kneel, not bow; if I have just returned home, you kiss my feet; I take my coffee in a mug. Your task is to clean and serve me, nothing else. If I want you to follow me like some dog, I will say so. At night, you sleep on the floor outside of my bedroom door; during the day, you stand in the hallway if you have nothing to do. It’s not difficult. Use your small and limited brain capacity. Do we understand each other?” Again Deborah gave a little smile down towards him.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came his soft reply.

“And always make sure there is nice food waiting for me whenever I want it,” Deborah added, remembering the reason why her other slave had died.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the soft and polite reply once again. For a moment, Deborah thought about it; she had read that males who did not take the pink pill were better slaves; they were so much more attentive and obedient. Of course, they suffered so much in their tight little cock cages as their bodies tried to function in their ancient disgusting ways.

“You only eat the blue food; throw the pink one away,” Deborah said again, smiling as she saw the man’s face turn red.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” he still replied.

Divya decided to join Deborah today, and she was excited when Deborah called her and said she was going to explore the beach. Deborah had to laugh when she had asked her new house slave if her tits stood out too much in the bikini top; his face as he looked up at her was worth its weight in gold. Deborah was looking forward to the pink pill wearing off. She fully intended for this male to learn how to control his cock in her presence without the help of medication. Deborah slipped a yellow summer dress over the bikini and had her slave put some matching yellow flat shoes onto her feet. She then left her apartment with a spring in her step, looking forward to what fun the new day would bring.

They decided to use their driver today, both girls having had a hard week exploring their new world. Again, both were impressed by the beautiful car as they sat in the back chatting. The leather seats almost instantly adjusted to their bodies to maximize the comfort it gave the two girls.

“Did you get to the office yesterday?” Divya asked as soon as the driver pulled away.

“It’s so unreal. Did you see the swimming pool and gym there?” Deborah replied smiling. “I'm not sure I’m going to have time for work,” she added while giggling.

“Did you get up to the roof terrace?” Divya enquired.

“No, is it nice up there?”

“Oh you bet, the views are so amazing,” Divya replied sounding amazed.

“I’ll have to visit when we start work,” Deborah made another mental note.

“I got my slave girl to give me a walk around; she knew more places there than Tracey did,” Divya said, chuckling as she spoke.

“You let her out of the office during work hours?” Deborah replied, sounding shocked.

“Oh, that girl I’m going to have fun with. I decided to dress her up a little. The jumpsuit was so drab on her,” again came the giggle from Divya as she spoke.

“How did you dress her?” Deborah thought it strange to make the slave feel more like a real woman but was still inquisitive about it.

“Got her in some nice stockings, heels, and a little baby doll,” Divya chuckled. “Of course I let her wear that ugly overall to travel to her residence after work,” she added still while giggling. Deborah knew that Divya had completely different thoughts toward her slaves than she did; she also knew that Divya had a thing about having her slaves looking sexy and feminine.

“Oh,” Deborah replied with a little smile, but Divya heard the way her voice sounded.

“Did you do something with your one?” Divya asked. Deborah gave a little chuckle. It was the first time she had really thought about the office slaves since leaving work, except for the call she made to the slave woman’s residence.

“Well, I decided not to let the slave woman wear clothing, I mean never,” Deborah giggled.

“Oh, that’s so fucking evil,” Divya said but laughed as she did.

“Well there’s more,” Deborah said in an innocent tone of voice.

“More,” Divya laughed out. “What have you done?” she added while pulling a shocked-looking face.

“Well I decided to have her moved into a dormitory, I didn’t want her having her own room,” Deborah gave a little bit of a put on evil smile as she spoke.

“You evil bitch, why?” Divya said, but she found it funny and smiled as she spoke.

“Want to keep her in place, didn’t want her feeling special or anything,” Deborah replied. “Oh, I did something else too,” she then added with a little giggle

“What?” Divya said excitedly, really wanting to know what else Deborah had done.

“I’m having the male slaves cocks cut off,” Deborah giggled as she spoke. Divya started to laugh at hearing that. The driver, who was listening to the two girls behind him, now had a red face; fear also ran through his body at the evilness of the girl sitting behind him.

The beach was way beyond what the two girls thought it would be like; there was a free public beach, but they decided to visit the VIP area. They had used their gold cards to hire a couple of beach slaves each before heading down to the luxurious beach area. As the two women ran into the sea for their first swim in the clear blue warm waters, their hired slaves prepared them cocktails.  Later, as Deborah lay on the deck chair while the nice-looking male slave massaged suntan lotion onto her bare back, she felt like she had died and gone to heaven. Divya had already used one of the slave's faces between her legs, and Deborah had to admit to herself that she was now also feeling a little sexually frustrated. The hot sun, sea, cocktails, and lotions on her skin were adding to those feelings, and she felt the fire burning inside. She knew her own body would soon have to do the same as Divya had done with one of her hired slave's faces.

F756XD

F756XD had been through hell since Deborah had become her owner. Her painful and bruised body stood at the workstation as tears ran from her eyes. This morning a disciplinarian had again taken offence to her naked body and beat her for no reason with a baton. F756XD had really thought the officer was going to beat her to death and had whacked her again and again, all while calling her every name under the sun. To make it worse, this had taken place at the bus stop with males watching and all while real women walked by, some giggling at seeing her suffering. Now F756XD stared blankly at her computer screen. She did not doubt that Miss Deborah would kill her if she never found what she was told to. To make things worse, the three male slaves who were supposed to be her office workers were gone, and she had no idea where they were taken. F756XD thought about last night, sleeping in the room full of males on the wooden bunks, and then this morning lining up with over fifty naked males to use the two showers and toilets. She wondered if her life could get any worse; for a moment, she hoped she would not find what her Mistress had told her to. Miss Deborah had threatened her life if she failed, and right now, F756XD felt death may be better than the life the young girl had given her. She couldn’t understand why the child had decided to make her life a living hell. All she wanted to do was to serve and to be given the chance to prove she could be a real woman and control the office slaves. As F756XD started to research, more tears ran down her uncovered face; she wore no make-up now as that was left in her old room, which she had been kicked out of.




RT46YS

RT46YS was still in shock; he found it hard to believe he had been given to the young woman; he also was still astonished from looking up at her beautiful and sexy body this morning while she was in a bikini. He couldn’t believe that she had asked him about her tits that had filled the bikini top. The woman had the body of a sexy and fully grown woman yet the face of a child. He remembered the fluffy bunny slippers she wore on her feet and the way she had a child’s way about her, a very arrogant way at that. RT46YS was confused as to how old his new mistress was; what he did know was that she wanted things done completely differently from the way that his house slave training had taught him. He also remembered Mistress Tracey’s words telling him that Miss Deborah’s last slave lived for just over twenty-four hours; she had found that amusing. RT46YS also worried about not being allowed the pink food. He knew the pain that any attempted erection would cause him in the small tube that was locked onto his cock. The apartment had now been cleaned, and RT46YS was sure there was not a speck of dust to be found anywhere; he decided next to cook his mistress a meal. He had no idea what time she would return home or if she would be hungry but he remembered her words to always have nice food ready for her.

Deborah

Both girls had enjoyed the day at the beach, and as the sun began to settle down in the distance, they decided to eat in the seafront restaurant that was part of the resort. Again, Deborah saw that the place had males dressed as women serving at the tables. Deborah gave a little giggle at how pathetic she thought they were, whereas Divya loved the males in the short maid dresses that served them.

“I so needed today,” Divya said with a relaxed smile.

“I know. It really has been such a hard few days. It was nice just to be able to relax and chill out for the day,” Deborah replied, feeling that the day had done her good.

“So any plans for tomorrow?” Divya asked now smiling.

“To be honest, I haven’t thought about it yet,” Deborah replied with a chuckle. She did know she wanted a few hours to jot down her ideas for the engine magnetic system.

“I’ve got my slave coming back from the body shop sometime tomorrow,” but they will drop it off,” Divya spoke as she rubbed her hand under the table maid dress that stood next to her. Deborah giggled at what her friend was doing, but she couldn’t understand how she found these creatures sexy. 

“Did Tracey send you a replacement for it?”

“Yes, I am meant to send it back when my one returns, but I have been thinking about it and may ask Tracy if I can keep it as well,” Divya said while giggling

“Why? There isn’t enough work for two slaves in the apartment,” Deborah said, sounding shocked. Deborah was a firm believer in keeping males busy; it was how she had been brought up. Her mother had always said a busy male is a happy one, and an idle male can be a dangerous one.

“The thing is so cute; I was thinking of getting it transformed as well. Then I can have two little sluts serving me in so many different ways.” Divya said with another giggle. Deborah saw how Divya’s hand was now fondling the table maid's chastity tube under the little skirt it wore.

“You know you’re a pervert don’t you?” Deborah laughed as she spoke.

“Yup,” Divya said, and the two girls laughed loudly.

It was late that evening when Deborah arrived back home; her house slave was kneeling on the floor in the hallway. As soon as Deborah entered, she smelled the aroma of a nice meal that had been cooked for her. She gave a smile as the kneeling slave bent his back; he placed his face on her feet and kissed her shoes. Deborah walked towards her bedroom, not saying anything to the still kneeling male, but she was happy with him; at least this one seemed to have half a brain and could obey her. Deborah slammed her bedroom door closed behind her; the day had worn her out, and she was ready to drop into her comfortable bed.

RT46YS

RT46YS was still on his knees by the apartment’s door when he heard the bang of Miss Deborah’s bedroom door. The sound sent a shiver down his spine. He wondered if he had done something wrong and felt the tremble of fear running through his body. His mind spun as he wondered if the young girl was mad at him. He had been in the hall on his knees like she wanted, and he had kissed her feet when she had entered. The meal he spent hours preparing was ready for her to enjoy, and her apartment was cleaned from top to bottom. He had not looked up at her when she entered the apartment, his face never looking away from the child’s dusty shoes. Slowly, he stood and walked towards her closed bedroom door, deciding the best thing he could do for now was to kneel there and wait. It wasn’t until hours later that he dared move and returned to the kitchen to dispose of the now ruined meal he had made his mistress; he also felt the hunger he had at not being fed today. RT46YS then cleaned the kitchen before returning to the outside of Miss Deborah’s bedroom door, where he curled up on the floor and slept like a dog.

F756XD

F756XD had spent the day standing at her workstation trying to find the strongest material known to womankind. Her body ached, not only from the beating she had been given this morning but also from the way she had stood bent over the screen for many hours. With the exception of the fifteen-minute break Mistress Tracey had given her to visit the slave's feeding area, she had been alone for the entire day in the office. Her journey back to the residence building that evening had taken her over four hours, most of that time standing at the male bus stop waiting in fear for a disciplinarian car to stop. When the bus arrived her naked body was pushed up against the dressed males next to her. The female bus driver decided to stop her as she left the bus. The driver called her a few nasty names to ensure that she knew what the driver thought about women like her. F756XD still thanked the driver when she gave her a dismissive wave of her hand. After standing and waiting at the reception area for over an hour to check in, the young girl who had worked there that evening finally allowed F756XD to go to the dormitory. As she lay on the wooden bunk, tears ran down her face. She knew there was nothing good in the living hell that was her life now, a life that a child had decided she should have.


Chapter 10

Surprise 3




Deborah opened her eyes as the sunlight filled the room. She hated herself for not closing the blinds before she slept last night. There was still a dull ache in her head, and she knew she maybe had one or two cocktails too many yesterday; the memory of the fun day at the beach made her smile. She stretched out in the comfortable bed and thought if she should start her day or roll over and sleep a little longer. Deborah glanced at the clock and couldn’t believe it was only eight. She remembered that she had arranged to visit a theme park with Divya today, but that wasn’t until later.

“Coffee,” she called out, deciding it was time to get up. She giggled as she heard the muffled voice behind her closed bedroom door.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah.”

The slave had served her morning coffee in a mug, and Deborah was pleased that this one was doing things correctly for her. As she looked down at the naked male kneeling by her bedside, she thought about the many ideas and equations that she would jot down this morning. Deborah knew she wasn’t meant to start work yet, but her mind had not really stopped churning ideas around about her engine design.

“My slippers,” Deborah said as she swung her body up from the comfortable bed. She watched as the slave immediately slipped her fluffy bunny slippers onto her feet. “Toast and another coffee, I’ll take it in the kitchen,” Deborah ordered the kneeling male as she walked into her en-suite bathroom.

By the time Deborah walked into the kitchen, her toast and coffee were ready on the dining table; the slave was on his knees by the side of her chair.

“Have you eaten yet today slave?” Deborah said as she took her seat.

“No Miss Deborah, you haven’t given me permission.” The naked male replied, knowing his training taught him never to eat unless told to. 

“What about yesterday?” Deborah asked while looking down at him. She knew she had not given him permission to eat since he arrived and found it hard to believe he was that stupid to have not taken nourishment into himself.

“No Miss Deborah, I did not have anything,” the soft voice looking down at her slippers replied.

“You mean you had nothing to eat yesterday?” Deborah said with a little giggle.

“No Miss Deborah, you never told me to,” again the reply was aimed at her feet. Deborah couldn’t believe the stupidity of these creatures. How did they think they could be good males if they didn’t have the energy to serve her? She made a mental note to hit him later with the riding crop she had used on the other male slave. As she remembered, that had seemed to have helped the other one a little. Deborah glanced up at the male's food mix on the work surface by the sink. She smiled at seeing the pink container gone.

“I expect you to feed before I get up each day. You can again feed after I have retired for the evening,” she said while looking down at him.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” again came the soft reply at her feet.

“Now go and make your mix. Eat it here at my feet,” Deborah said, giving the kneeling male a little smile. She had to admit she did like his obedience.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the reply as he started to stand up.

“Fetch me a writing pad and pen first from my office,” Deborah ordered as she took a bite from her toast.

As her male knelt, eating like a dog at her feet, Deborah began to write down equations on the notepad he had bought her. Within minutes, she had filled pages with her ideas and plans for the magnetic containment field that would allow her engine design to work and not destroy the spacecraft it would be built into. She never gave any thought to the way she was dressed, only in a t-shirt, panties, and fluffy bunny slippers. The only thing on her mind was the design that she knew would now work. The sound of Deborah’s communicator device vibrating on the table beside her brought her out of her thoughts. As she reached for it, she looked down at the naked male as he was licking his food bowl clean like a good dog, and she had to smile.

RT46YS

RT46YS hated everything about this child; this morning he had caught a glimpse of her, and he was sure she was only about twelve years old. Most of the time, he had just looked down at the silly child bunny slippers she wore; he did not doubt that the girl had the body of a grown woman; he had seen that. But her face and what she wore told him all he needed to know. He still found it hard to believe that this girl was now his owner, and he still felt the humiliation of eating out of the bowl at her feet like a dog. Then he thought about the way he had slept on the floor outside of her bedroom door; he was sure that all she saw him as was of some kind of pet. RT46YS was born into this world about ten years after the Great War and the female takeover. During his life, he had worked hard to be everything he was supposed to be. To pay him back, the state had made him a pet to some child, but at least she understood he had to eat, and he was grateful when she told him he could feed twice a day. Now again, he found himself kneeling and looking down at the bunny slippers on the child’s feet as she worked above him. As he knelt there, he felt the inadequacy that the system must have had for him; he also felt the humiliation of being naked while kneeling below this spoilt and arrogant child.

“Make yourself useful and go clean something slave,” he heard the child’s voice say and felt the tap to the side of his head from her foot.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” he replied and forced his stiff body to move as the child answered her communicator.

Deborah

Deborah was a little shocked at Tracey’s call. She knew she did not have to make the visit today, as Tracey had made that clear to her. However, she also did not want to upset Tracey, who had been good to her, so she agreed that she would visit this woman called Alison this afternoon. Alison had apparently invited her to her home for afternoon tea and a chat about the project that she wanted to fund. Deborah had been looking forward to going to the theme park later and having fun, but she also knew there was a more serious side to her life that had to take precedence, and the park could wait until tomorrow. Deborah decided she would give Divya a knock and tell her that she had to cancel today's fun trip. As Deborah walked into her changing room to put something on, she found the slave sweeping on his hands and knees.

“Get out,” she ordered the naked male as she opened a wardrobe and selected her jeans and a sweatshirt. Later, she would try to work out what she would wear for the visit to Alison's home.

Deborah couldn’t help but burst into laughter as the maid opened Divya’s front door and gave a perfect curtsy. She looked the creature up and down; the maid's face was covered in perfect make-up, and the very short and flared pink maid dress showed her pink stocking tops. Deborah was amazed that the maid could not only drop into the curtsy but hold the position in the high-heeled shoes it wore.

“What do you think?” Divya said while chuckling and walking towards the door.

“No fucking way,” Deborah laughed, knowing this maid was Divya’s old house slave. Deborah gave the maid a push backward and walked past it into Divya’s apartment.

“They did a fantastic job,” Divya said while standing back and looking at her maid, who now faced the two girls. Deborah stepped forward and raised her hand to the maid's face. She pressed into the makeup and ran her fingers down its face. “It will never smudge or come off,” giggled Divya as she watched her friend examining the maid. Deborah’s hands then ran down the maid's body, and she gave its firm breast a little squeeze. “Display Fifi,” Divya said, and the maid instantly spread its legs and lifted the short dress high so that the two girls could clearly see its caged cock.

“You gave it a name,” laughed out Deborah.

“Yup, and going to call the other one Lola,” Divya giggled.

“What? Are you keeping the other one as well?” Deborah said in disbelief.

“Yup, it’s at the shop getting done as we speak. Fifi is going to have a girlfriend. Arnt you my little slut? Divya said giggling while looking at the displayed maid.

“Yes thank you Mistress Divya,” came the now high pitched-sounding voice from the slave. Deborah burst into laughter at the sight and the sound of the creature.

“Fancy a coffee?” Divya turned towards Deborah as she spoke.

It was half an hour later that Deborah returned to her apartment after telling Divya about her visit this afternoon; the two had agreed that the theme park could wait until tomorrow. Deborah still found it hard to believe that her friend had turned the slave into a maid and was getting another one; she was also amazed at the training Divya had no doubt given the creature. Still, Deborah found the whole thing pathetic, but if her friend enjoyed that kind of thing, then so be it. Deborah had also found it funny that Divya had decided that her slaves would no longer take the pink pill, but she knew that Divya also had other plans for their stiff cocks unlike herself.

Deborah had every wardrobe door opened that contained clothing, and already about six dresses were laying on the floor. What did not help Deborah was that she had no idea what to wear for the visit. Tracey had told her that Alison was rich but had never given any idea of how she should dress for the visit. In the end, Deborah decided she was who she was and selected a knee-length dark green dress that she had bought in Atlanta; the dress had a high split running up the legs. As Deborah slipped the tight-fitting dress on, she felt the fine material against her skin; she had never felt such softness in a garment before. She smiled when she looked in the mirror and was happy that she had bought the dress. Deborah decided to give her already made-up face a hint of green eyeshadow to blend with the dress. To finish her look she went for some patterned black pantyhose and black heeled shoes.

“How do I look slave?” she said as she walked into the lounge where the naked man was cleaning. Again, she smiled as his face said more than his mixed-up words.

“Miss Deborah oh Miss you look so glamorous Miss,” came the reply from the stunned-looking face.

“Back to your cleaning slave,” Deborah said, giving him a little giggle as he forced his eyes away from her.

Deborah had used the car and driver to travel across the river to the beautiful southern part of the city. The door to the apartment block lobby was open, so Deborah walked up to the golden lift doors. She was shocked to see that like the complex at work, the lift had a male who spent his life greeting people and pressing buttons for them.

“Good afternoon Ma’am, which floor would you like today?” The man in a black suit said as he gave a bow and held his body in the bent position.

“Apartment eight,” was Deborah’s only reply as the man pressed a button for her and then fell to his knees. He kept his body lifeless while looking down to the ground in front of her feet as the lift started to move upwards.

As the lift doors opened on the top floor of the building, Deborah immediately saw the maid waiting for her in the large hallway. The maid dropped into a curtsy.

“Good afternoon Miss Deborah. Mistress Alison is expecting you if you would like to come this way please,” the maid spoke softly and politely. Deborah saw the tight metal collar attached around the maid's throat and wondered if it was a male or female slave. Males dressed as sexy women seemed to be a very in thing in this city for some strange reason. Deborah looked the maid up and down, as she waited with her legs bent in the curtsy position. Deborah had to admit the maid did look attractive; her face was covered in glamorous-looking make-up, and the short black dress and white body apron hugged what looked like a fit body beneath it. By the way the maid held up the hem of the dress, Deborah saw she was wearing sheer black pantyhose; her lacy black panties could just be seen through them, but Deborah still couldn’t tell if this was a female or not that she was looking at.

“Lead on girl,” Deborah said to the maid, who was at least twice her age.

“Thank you Miss Deborah,” the maid replied and straightened her legs. The maid's high heels made her tower above Deborah. The maid led Deborah into one of the largest and most luxurious apartments she had ever seen.

Alison

Alison walked through her office to greet Deborah as soon as she heard the clicking of heels on the marble floor of the apartment's hallway. The maid saw Alison approaching, so she moved to one side and dropped into a curtsy.

“So nice to finally meet you Deborah,” Alison held out her hand as she spoke. She gave the young girl a quick discreet look up and down and was pleased to see that she had made an effort in her appearance; in fact, the young girl was dressed very well.

“Thank you so much for the invitation; your home looks WOW,” Deborah replied smiling, and the two shook hands warmly.

“I so love that dress. Now that’s got to be from Alantas.” Alison really liked the dress and could see the girl had good taste.

“It is. I only visited the store once, but I will undoubtedly be going back,” the now-at-ease Deborah replied.

“Please come into my office. We can have a glass of wine before afternoon tea,” Alison linked her arm under Deborah’s and stepped towards her office door. Alison had already noticed the young girl's curvy body in the tight dress; the high splits up the side of the dress showed her gorgeous legs off to the full, which looked really sexy in the patterned pantyhose she wore. She knew the girl was sixteen, so well above legal age, and already Alison was fantasizing about making love to her; there was something about younger women that had always turned her on. But for now, Alison would have to put that idea on the back burner; today was about finding out if this girl's ideas were worth putting millions, if not billions of dollars into.

Deborah

Deborah instantly took a liking to the woman; she was shocked as she had imagined Alison would be a lot older; she only looked like she was in her mid-twenties.  Deborah was also happy that she had dressed the way she did, as Alison also looked really good in her short gold skirt and tight-fitting white blouse. She had to admit that the woman also had beautiful legs; she wore flat shoes, but her legs still had a perfect shape to them. It was clear this woman did a lot of exercise, so another mental note came to Deborah’s mind: start to visit the gym every few days each week. Deborah walked into the large room that had two walls made of glass; one window facing towards the golden coastline and the other towards the city centre. The views from both windows were amazing.

“Wow,” the sound came out of Deborah’s mouth without her meaning it to.

“It’s one of the reasons I bought the place,” Alison said as she watched the young girl take in the views.

“It’s so amazing,” Deborah's shocked voice replied.

“Please take a seat,” Alison indicated to the dark red leather sofa. “White or red?” She then asked as Deborah sat on the most comfortable of seats.

“Red please.” Deborah took her eyes away from the wonderful views and allowed herself to look around the room. Without meaning to, she again let out a little gasp as she saw the golden male with no arms or legs hanging from the wall. The male's cock was on show, and without it being locked in a chastity device it was standing at full attention. For a moment, she stared at what she thought must be a statue, but there was something about it that looked like it was alive.

“Oh sorry do you want me to cover it?” Alison said, sounding a little concerned. For a few seconds, Deborah just stared at the golden decoration that hung from the wall; it took her a moment to see it was breathing.

“It’s alive,” Deborah said with a little giggle.

“This is Daisy. It was my first slave when I arrived in the city. The thing helped me so much that I gave it the greatest of gifts that I could think of and had it hung here so it would never have to suffer again. Are you alright with it? I can cover him if you like,” Alison still sounded a little concerned.

“No, it's fine, it’s just that the cock shocked me a little,” Deborah replied just as the maid served them the wine. “Did it have an accident or something to lose its limbs?” Deborah asked as she studied the hanging male. She had seen the way the creature never blinked; in fact, his eyes were fixed in place and never moved. “May I have a look?” Deborah asked now fully intrigued by what she saw.

“Yes of course, feel free to touch it if you like. He won’t bite,” Alison said with a little giggle.

As Deborah walked up towards the hanging male, she placed her hand on its belly to steady herself as she stretched to look behind it. She saw how a bolt secured the back of the male's head to the wall; the bolt looked like it went into the hairless male's skull. As Deborah again moved to the front of the male, she rubbed her hand over his golden skin. It had a weird feeling to it.

“It’s always a talking point,” Alison giggled as she watched the young girl examining her artwork.

“I love it,” Deborah replied as she stared at the stiff cock.

“You can touch it if you like,” Alison nodded her head towards the male’s standing cock. Without thought, Deborah put her finger to the cock and lightly allowed it to run up the length; it was the first time she had ever touched one that wasn’t locked in a tube. The cock suddenly bounced, and Deborah let out a little gasp while pulling her hand away.

“That’s very naughty Daisy,” Alison said up towards the male while chuckling.

“It doesn’t respond to you?”  Deborah asked, wondering why the male had not immediately verbally responded to his mistress and apologized for his disgusting behaviour.

“I had his vocal cords removed when he was first done,” Alison replied with a smile.

“Wow,” again came the sound from Deborah.

“So what happened to make you hang it like this? I mean, how did it lose its limbs,” Deborah inquired.

“I had the arms and legs removed; it’s a reward for his hard work. He loves his new job for me now,” Alison said proudly.

“He does look happy, I have to admit,” Deborah had seen the way the male kept smiling as he looked at the wall opposite him. “Can I give it a rub?” Deborah indicated to the massive cock with a nod of her head. She had never rubbed one before and wanted to know what they felt like to touch like that.

“Of course my dear,” replied the still smiling Alison. Deborah looked up at the man’s face as she put her hand around the stiff cock. She then gently gave it a couple of rubs and felt the already very swelled cock grow in her hand.

“Yuk,” Deborah said as she pulled her hand away.

“You don’t like cocks I take it?” Alison said with a little giggle.

“I think they are ugly and unnecessary,” Deborah's reply pleased Alison.

“Let’s have a chat about your engine,” Alison said and nodded back towards the sofa.

As Deborah returned to the comfortable seat, she thought about the male hanging on the wall. She couldn’t imagine what he must have felt like at being the way he was. Yet he had that smile on his face, and she could see he did really look happy. It was hard for Deborah to understand how having his arms and legs removed and then being attached to a wall made him feel happy. He was after all now no more than artwork, and that was all he would ever be. Deborah knew males were strange creatures, and she knew she would never be able to fully understand what went through their heads, but in a way, it was nice to see that the male was happy and content with the life his owner had chosen for him. It was also clear to see that Alison was proud of this male and had given him what she thought was best, and at the end of the day, that was what really mattered.

Tr6y2

Tr6y2 felt that sickening and helpless feeling again; he knew he had grown when the woman had just rubbed his cock; he wanted more of her touch, so much more; he wanted to shout out and beg her to touch him again. When the girl had first walked into the room with his mistress, all he could see was her legs covered in the sexy pantyhose. He wanted to look at her more, but his eyes and head were fixed in place. He had felt his cock grow as he stared helplessly at the long split in the girl's dress and the way her legs showed through it. Then, when she had touched him, he felt her gentle hand on his belly and felt her weight resting on him as she examined his helpless and hanging body. He had only caught glimpses of the beautiful young girl's face as his head was forced to look down at her breast, which filled the tight dress, but then when she had rubbed his cock his world had spun. He wanted her to rub him more, but she had pulled her hand away, making it clear she never liked his cock. Now, as his mistress and the girl sat to the side of the room, he could no longer see them but heard them speaking; he wanted to turn his head; he wanted to see his beautiful mistress and her sexy visitor, but of course, his eyes and head were fixed in place. Tr6y2 knew the maid was in the room somewhere; he knew she was watching him, and the fear of what she would do to him later ran through his body. He concentrated on stopping his cock from throbbing, which it had done since the woman had rubbed him; he knew if his mistress commented on it that the maid would make him feel so much pain. He knew he had forgotten himself for a moment at the young lady's touch; he had to remember he was just hung up meat, just a decoration on his mistress's wall. Tr6y2 wanted to cry, but instead, he just held his smiling face as he hung on the wall silently.


Chapter 11

Fun Things




Deborah sat back in the comfortable seat of the car and closed her eyes; she couldn’t believe she had stayed at Alison's home for five hours. She had really liked the woman so much; there was something about her that put Deborah at ease. Alison had immediately on hearing about the engine, agreed that she would invest totally into the idea, but then their conversation had moved on. They spoke about their old homes and the city. They talked about politics and everything else. Deborah had so much enjoyment from Alison's company that the two agreed they would meet again. Alison promised to show Deborah some of the things in the city that she felt she would enjoy. As Deborah relaxed in the car, her mind drifted onto the male hanging from the wall. It was the first time she had ever rubbed a cock; she had mixed feelings about it. It was fun to feel it grow in her hand; it made her feel powerful, yet she didn’t like the fact that she knew her touch gave the male a feeling of pleasure. In a way, she didn’t understand why Alison had not had the male's cock removed; Deborah knew she would have it removed if it were hanging on her own wall. Her mind drifted onto the male’s feelings; he looked so happy to be hanging like nothing more than a living painting. It was weird that he felt happy to have been put there like that; males were very strange creatures. Deborah made yet another mental note; maybe in time, she would have some living art decorating her own walls; she knew they would not have cocks when they did. Deborah soon found her thoughts back on Alison. The woman was not only friendly but incredibly sexy. Deborah had never thought about another woman in the way she thought about Alison; there was just something about her; there were times while they were having tea on the balcony that Deborah had wanted to touch the woman, maybe even kiss her. This feeling was strange, but it was a nice feeling that went through Deborah. Without thought, she moved her hand between her legs and gave her already moist pussy a light rub. The communicator vibrating in her ear spoilt the moment for her.

“Hi Tracey,” she said as she allowed the call to connect.

Of course, Tracey had been over the moon when Deborah told her how the meeting went and that Alison had agreed to the funding. Deborah was relieved to be back home now. She paused in the hallway to allow her slave to kiss her feet before going into the lounge and flopping down on the sofa.

“Slave fetch me the riding crop from my desk and come in here with it,” Deborah said aloud as she remembered that she wanted to hit the man yet couldn’t remember why. She had to giggle at the thought of punishing a slave for a reason she had long forgotten. By the time the slave was standing in front of Deborah with the evil-looking crop, she had kicked off her shoes and sat with her legs folded up on the sofa below her.

“What have you cooked for me this evening?” Deborah spoke softly while she looked the naked man up and down. She had smelt the nice food as soon as she walked into the apartment.

“Miss Deborah a Salmon Alfredo Pasta,” came the soft reply from the naked man looking down towards the floor. Deborah heard the nerves in his voice as he spoke. She also saw the tremble in his legs. She wondered if he was scared because he feared that what he had cooked may not have been to her taste or if it was the fact that the crop he held looked so evil. Deborah saw how the man’s cock now filled the plastic tube; yesterday his little piece of hanging meat that was controlled by the pink pills had hardly been visible behind the plastic. 

“Sounds nice,” Deborah replied with a smile he didn’t see as he looked down at the floor in front of her.

“Come stand closer to me slave,” Deborah pointed to the floor just in front of her as she spoke. The trembling man immediately took a few steps forward, he still held the crop with both hands up by his chest. Deborah allowed her hand to drop towards the tube on his cock; she lightly tapped it with her painted fingernail. Almost instantly, she saw the trapped meat try to grow some more, but the clear plastic held it in place. The man’s legs still trembled below him as he fought the pain and fear he now felt. Deborah liked the sight of his cock all squashed up; it looked better than the free cock of Alison's hanging wall art. “Why do you make yourself suffer so much?” Deborah said while still looking down at the cock; she knew it must hurt as the thing was really pressing onto the plastic now.

“Sorry Miss Deborah I don’t want to,” Deborah looked up at the man’s face as his voice sounded like he was crying. She smiled when she saw the tears running from his eyes, and they were eyes that looked like they were in agony.

“You have to control yourself; I mean, it’s not like I’m going to allow you to fuck me with that thing, is it?” Deborah continued to play with the little tube as she spoke.

“No Miss Deborah, sorry,” came the sobbing words from the man who trembled more with each passing second.

“Does your cock hurt?” Deborah said in a sexy voice.

“Yes so much Miss Deborah, it's agony,” more tears streamed down his face as he spoke.

“I will help you with the pain,” Deborah said sympathetically and with a smile as she looked up at the man’s helpless face. She wondered what was going through his mind at her words. No doubt he thought she would remove the device from him.

“Thank you, thank you Miss Deborah,” his soft and desperate voice came down at her. Deborah reached up and took the crop from his hands; he then automatically placed his hands behind his back.

“You need to take your mind away from that stupid meat. It will stop hurting then. Now go and bend over the chair,” Deborah pointed to one of the armchairs in the room as she spoke. She saw the look of horror on the man’s face, now knowing what she would do to him. “And get that cute backside of yours high in the air for me,” Deborah added with a chuckle. She remained seated and watched as he obeyed her, seeing how his whole body now shook in fear. As the man bent over, he held his legs together and placed his hands on the floor on the opposite side of the chair so that his body was stretched. Deborah fondled the crop in her hand as she continued to sit comfortably and watch him. She then looked down at the crop in her hand. The leather was of good quality, and the way it twisted around itself tightly felt nice; Deborah smiled knowing it would soon not feel so nice for the male bent in front of her. For a few moments, Deborah continued to caress the crop as she looked back at the shaking man who was bent over while waiting for her to bring him pain.

The man had never heard Deborah walk up behind him as she had left her shoes off. She raised the crop high behind her shoulder and picked out the spot where she wanted the leather to land. The only warning the man got of the impending pain was the hissing as Deborah forced the crop to cut through the air as hard as she could. Then there was a sharp crack as it hit his skin. Deborah tried to drive the crop through the skin; she knew how to use a crop well. The man’s body shuddered as the pain cut into him, his head shot upwards. He could not contain the pain he felt as he let out a low scream. Deborah was impressed that his body had not moved except his head and the expected shudder. She watched the welt immediately start to grow, but the crop was already above her head, and as the man’s head fell back down, the air hissed again. Deborah aimed to land the crop on the same spot as the last lash; her aim was good. She gave a satisfying smile as the leather cut into the already raised purple skin on his backside; her reward was the painful juddering of the male’s body, followed by a scream as again his head shot up. He still managed to hold his position; the only movement was the fearful trembling, which pleased Deborah.

“Hold firm slave; you know you deserve this,” Deborah said softly as she raised the crop and looked down at the purple-damaged skin of the male's backside.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the man’s word sobbed out. It was clear by his voice that the male before her was in agony. The air hissed again; this time Deborah had decided to land the crop just below the welts she had already given him. The third lash was delivered as hard as the previous two, the reward to Deborah was the same as she saw the new welt immediately start to grow and heard the agonising sound coming from the males mouth. She loved the way his body had shuddered under her blow. She felt the wetness between her legs grow as his new welt also did. Seconds later, the air hissed again as Deborah aimed to land the crop on the same spot as the last lash. This time, the male's scream was louder as his head shot up, and the normal shudder of his body came. He also raised a leg slightly, which Deborah found amusing.

“Please no please I beg you no please Miss,” came the confused sounding words along with the scream. Deborah smiled down at him as she again held the crop above her head. She gave a slight pause to allow him to settle while looking down at the damage she had caused the backside so far. She felt the throbbing and wetness between her legs growing as she watched his skin turning a deeper purple colour as the welts grew higher. 

“It’s not that bad, now hold still for me,” She smiled as she spoke.

“Sorry yes sorry Miss Deborah sorry, sorry,” came the tearful and painful-sounding words below her. The air hissed again; this time Deborah aimed for the first set of welts she had given him; she knew the skin would be very tender there, and she wanted to cause him the maximum amount of pain. The swish of the crop sounded as it cut through the air. Deborah had stood up on her toes just before letting the crop fly down with all the power she could muster. Her aim again hit the spot where she intended it to, the crop landing on the raised welts that her first two strikes had caused. This time the man’s scream was loud and came from deep within him. His body shuddered forward violently, and his arms which held his body weight gave way as he fell onto the chair below him. For a moment Deborah looked down at him as his hands moved toward his backside and his body shook.

“GET BACK OVER THE CHAIR, GET YOUR HANDS BACK DOWN!” she screamed down at him. Deborah sounded and was feeling furious as she screamed at him; she didn’t want him moving; she wanted and expected him to take the pain she was giving. “I’LL FUCKING LOCK YOU IN THE PUNISHMENT CELL AND LEAVE YOU TO DIE LIKE THE LAST ONE IF YOU DON’T GET BACK OVER!” again she screamed down at him in a temper. As the man started to obey her, Deborah let fly with the crop, hitting him as hard as she could across his back. She continued to hit him until his shaking and crying body was back over the chair. “That’s better, now hold firm slave,” Deborah had changed her voice back into one of calmness. She smiled as she looked down at his backside; the dark welts rose high, and she could only imagine the pain they must have caused him. She then glanced at his sweating back and again saw the many welts that her crop had just caused.

“Sorry, sorry Miss sorry, I beg you please,” the blabbering words were cut short. Deborah smiled as she bought the crop down again as he started to beg. His body shuddered again violently as the sudden agonizing pain cut into the wounds he had already received. The loud scream filled the room; this time only his head shot up from the shock of the pain.

RT46YS

RT46YS knelt on the floor under the kitchen table with his face lowered to the ground just in front of his mistress's feet. He looked down towards the feet that were covered in the patterned black pantyhose. His body still trembled, and the fire burned deep into his rump. He stared at the pretty feet in front of his face but knew they belonged to the most brutal and evilest child anyone could imagine. He couldn’t believe the pain and humiliation he had just gone through, and he had no idea why the girl had decided to beat him like that. After the whipping, she had him serve her dinner like nothing had happened; he felt angry, shocked, and belittled at what had happened. He watched her toes wiggling beneath the pantyhose as she sat above him and ate the food he had served her. His face was so close to her feet that he smelt the nylon. His mind went to the moment he had stood up when the whip had crashed into his flesh; the sudden change of mood from the child when that happened and the way she had screamed at him sent a shiver of fear down his spine. He had really thought she was going to kill him in the punishment cell; he wondered what had made her kill her last house slave. As he kept his gaze at the pink-coloured toenails beneath the black nylon, he wondered how it was possible for a child to be allowed to cause him so much suffering. He remembered the dress she was wearing now and how it hugged her body so tightly. Then there were the splits that showed her incredibly sexy legs, but this was still a child, he reminded himself. He felt the tears building up within him. He had already cried while she had beaten him, but he knew there were still yet more tears to fall.

“This is so lovely slave, well done,” the happy voice came from above him.

“Thank you Miss Deborah,” he replied while still looking at her feet. Part of him wished she would choke on the food she now ate, but part of him felt relief that she liked it. He felt fear running through him when he had served her food; he had little doubt that he would suffer badly if she never liked it. He found it hard to believe that he was so petrified of this young child.

“I didn’t check. Has that cock of yours gone soft now,” he again heard the arrogant voice and was sure there was a smug look on her face as she spoke.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” he again spoke to her feet. He felt sick at her words but the pain she had caused him had indeed softened his cock.

“I told you I would help,” this time she giggled as she spoke.

“Thank you, Miss Deborah,” he replied softly, and more tears started to fall from his eyes.

“Thank me correctly slave,” again came the giggling voice from above the table. RT46YS moved his lips towards the nylon-covered feet and began to kiss and grovel out his thanks for the beating he had received.

Deborah

On the way to the bedroom that evening, Deborah made a quick stop at her desk; she inserted her house slave medical card into her computer. It took her a few seconds to add a note that his chastity device was to be replaced with something smaller and more painful on his next medical. Deborah then headed for her comfortable bed. She was ready for a good night’s rest, but first she reached for one of her sex toys. The day had filled her with sexual excitement, and as of yet, she had not had the time to fully relieve herself; she knew that would be corrected now.

The following few days were like a dream of some kind for the two girls. Deborah and Divya had slipped back into their youth each day and had enjoyed everything the city could throw at them. They had trips to theme parks, a water world, and a few other attractions. Deborah had allowed her mind to forget the reason why she was here; this was suddenly just about having fun, and she had enjoyed every moment. Deborah was also really pleased with her house slave. The beating she had given him a few days before had really helped him so much. He of course still carried the ugly marks on his body from where she had hit him, but she had not seen his cock try to grow in the cage again and his service to her was impeccable.

It was a couple of days after Deborah had used the crop on her house slave that she had gone back to Divya’s home for a coffee after one of their days out. Deborah was more than surprised as she sat on the sofa with her friend and looked at the two sissy males that stood in front of the two women. Both slaves were dressed the same, and their faces looked almost identical in the make-up that had been tattooed onto them. Divya had also decided to give both of them the same pink bob-like hairstyle. The two wore very short dresses, the flair at the bottom of the dresses displaying their nice-looking legs, which were covered in black stockings. The very high-heeled black shoes the two wore also helped to ensure their legs held a very pleasing shape. The tits the two slaves had been given looked the same size and pushed out into the tight dresses. In fact, as Deborah looked at the two, they did look identical; the only way to tell them apart was by their little name badge displaying their new names. The two young women sat on the sofa sipping the coffee the sissies had served them while chatting about the day they had. The two had spent the day at another theme park and had now kicked off their shoes as they relaxed; both wore jeans, t-shirts, and socks. As the two girls chatted, Deborah did give the occasional glance towards the two sissies that really did look like women; the two of them stood in perfect stillness. Deborah had a bit of a confused feeling towards them; they did look pathetic, but there was also something that she liked about them. Deborah wondered about their cocks which were hidden under the pink lacy panties they wore. She wondered if they were trying to get hard because of the way they were now made to look.

“Are they still off of the pink pills?” Deborah said, taking the conversation away from the scariest ride imaginable that they had been on that day.

“Gosh yes, I don’t want any chemicals in my little bitches,” Divya replied with a little giggle.

“Do you use them? I mean sexually?” Deborah said. She was not sure if she should have asked the question or not. As it went, Divya found the question amusing and replied quickly with a big grin on her face.

“Oh yes, the bitches love to pretend that they are a couple of lesbians and like nothing better than a threesome,” the reply came with a chuckle. “Enjoy each other sluts. Show my friend what little slut sissy whores you are,” Divya then said while looking up at the two sissies. Deborah was amazed as she sat and watched the two sissies immediately turn and face each other. Without another word from Divya, the two of them put their mouths together and started to kiss. Their hands began to rub each other’s backsides as they did. Deborah couldn’t help but laugh out loud as she sat and watched them. “Wait for it,” Divya whispered to Deborah. Deborah had no idea what her friend was referring to as she sat back and watched the two of what used to be males getting hot with each other. “Lola, get that tongue of yours right down Fifi’s throat; I want to hear her gagging on it,” Divya said with a little giggle. Within moments Deborah heard the gagging sound coming from one of the sissies. Deborah laughed out loud, but what happened next made her laugh even more. The sound of the unmistakable agony the two sissies felt as their cocks tried to grow in the tight spaces of the chastity devices.

“I think their little clits are hurting a bit,” Deborah laughed.

“Come on girls keep it up. I want to see that goo in your panties,” laughed out Divya. Deborah laughed out as she watched the two creatures pressing into each other’s bodies, their hands rubbing and feeling each other while their mouths stayed tightly locked to each other’s lips. And all while, Deborah heard the sounds that the two couldn’t hide as their cocks tried to grow in their little cages. It surprised Deborah that she found herself getting wet as she watched the stupid males. It wasn’t the fact that they looked sexy which turned her on. What she found herself enjoying was the pain and humiliation that they both must have felt as they amused the two women watching them. The girls turned their attention back to the conversation of their day; they paid no more attention to the two sissies kissing and hugging each other in front of them. To Deborah, they were nothing more than a TV switched on in the background.


Chapter 12

New Feelings




Deborah was surprised when she got the call from Alison. The two had talked about going out together when they met, and Alison had mentioned she wanted to show Deborah some places that were a little off the map. Still, Deborah had not really expected to hear from the very rich woman again until she got the call last night. Deborah had agreed that they would meet up this evening for dinner at a place that Alison felt Deborah would enjoy. As Deborah sat in bed enjoying her morning coffee, she wondered what she should wear for the date. Deborah thought about Alison and the feelings she remembered having for the sexy-looking woman. It was the first time she had felt like that for another woman, and it was something she was not averse to exploring further. It wasn’t only Alison’s looks that appealed to Deborah; there was something about her, something she found fascinating and enjoyed. Deborah knew her sister was in a relationship with another woman; lesbian couples were not anything rare; in fact, there are more female couples than mixed-sex ones nowadays. Of course, there were still women who liked men and had relationships with lower males, her mother being one of those. However, Deborah knew she could never have any real feelings of love towards a male; she never really liked the creatures. She remembered the two sissies Divya had kissing each other. They were so pathetic. Deborah then looked down at her own kneeling house slave; the welts on his body had faded but were still visible; she knew she could never have any feelings towards these pitiful things. Deborah’s mind went back to what she should wear that evening; she decided she would go out of her way to look as sexy as she could and see where that would lead.

“On your feet,” Deborah said sternly as she looked away from the naked kneeling male.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the soft response as the house slave stood up. Deborah now looked out of her large bedroom window. The sky looked so blue.

“I have decided on a name for you. You will now be known as Freak.” Deborah never looked at the man as she spoke. Instead, her eyes gazed out of the window towards the contours of a high aircraft passing by.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” his soft reply came.

“Slippers Freak,” Deborah smiled as she sat up from the bed, and the male dropped back down to his knees to put her bunny slippers on her feet.

“Toast and coffee Freak,” Deborah said as she then stood and pushed past the kneeling male as she walked toward her bathroom.

F756XD

F756XD’s life had followed its normal hell; the only difference was that when she had arrived at the office this morning, the three male slaves had returned. She again felt the humiliation of being naked in front of the three men in their overalls who were supposed to be her staff.  She had given each of them tasks to complete, and like they usually did, they had obeyed her, each addressing her as Ma’am and thanking her for the work. She heard something in their voices as they replied to her; something was different about them, but F756XD had no idea what. She had worked at least sixteen hours each day since Miss Deborah had tasked her, and that, along with the hell she went through when not at work, was taking its toll on her. She had looked at her haggard face and bruised body in the mirror this morning and couldn’t believe how different she now looked from the way she had only days before. She had constantly lived in fear since Miss Deborah had become her mistress. And now she feared she would not have what Miss Deborah wanted before she started to work properly here. She also feared the disciplinarians who could not drive by her without giving her some abuse or beating. Then there was the utter humiliation of being one of the few naked slaves who had to travel to and from work each day; she felt she was lower than males, and to make things yet still worse, every real woman she encountered seemed to have to remind her of that fact. It was only yesterday that F756XD had spent over sixteen hours at work and then had the four-hour bus journey, which was full of its normal abuse, before she got back to the residence; all she wanted was to go to her bunk.  After she had lined up at the reception desk for an hour behind a line of men, she finally got to the counter. The young caretaker had then just looked up at her and smiled before telling her to join the back of the queue which had formed behind her. Tears filled her eyes as she walked back to the rear of the long queue of males, which the caretaker was in no rush to check-in. F756XD felt worn, she felt beaten, and her only hope was that the new material that she had found, which was made with diamond cuttings and was the strongest material ever created, would please her young mistress. She prayed that Miss Deborah would be impressed with what she had discovered and hoped that she would give her some of the female privileges back. She had each of the three male workers now researching this stuff further, trying to find out just how strong it was. Of course, it would have helped if Miss Deborah had told her what the material would be used for, but she had not.

Deborah

A bunch of clothing lay around Deborah’s floor as she tried different things on, discarding them afterward for not giving her the look she wanted for the evening out.  Eventually, she selected a little black dress; she knew nothing would ever beat a little black dress when she wanted to look appealing. The dress was tight-fitting yet stretchy, so it hugged and showed off her body beautifully; the dress was also short enough to show off her black pantyhose-covered legs. Deborah glanced down at her ever-growing collection of shoes; she wasn’t sure if they would walk far this evening, but she wanted to impress Alison, so she selected a shoe with a higher heel. The shoe had slim black straps which allowed the shape of her foot to be clearly seen. Deborah smiled when she looked in the mirror; she looked and felt sexy. She gave a quick check of her make-up and hair before leaving the apartment; she did not bother speaking to the house slave who was cleaning in the kitchen at the time.

Deborah was surprised to find Alison was waiting in the car. Alison had said she would send a car to collect her, but Deborah had no idea that Alison would be with the car. The male driver gave a bow as he opened the back door of the large car for Deborah.

“Hi, you look wonderful,” Alison immediately said as Deborah entered the car. Deborah was glad that she had dressed the way she did when she saw Alison. Alison wore a very short pink dress, like Deborah; she wore black pantyhose and high-heeled shoes.

“Hi, thanks, and so do you,” Deborah replied, giving the woman a wonderful smile.

“How has your week gone? “Deborah felt Alison moving closer to her on the back seat so that the side of their bodies and legs touched.

“I had some great fun. This city is the best place in the world.” Deborah said with a little giggle as she purposely allowed her leg to rub against Alison; as their soft nylon-covered legs rubbed against each other, Deborah started to get that warm feeling inside of her. Deborah had never really had sex before. Of course, males had pleased her orally, but that wasn’t sex, and if Deborah was to really lose her virginity, she wanted it to be with this woman.

“Well, this city has some other fun places you can visit, but some places are not to everyone’s taste,” Deborah heard the hesitance in Alison's voice.

“Sounds interesting,” Deborah replied with a warm smile. “So what happens in these dark-sounding places?” she added, still with a warm smile on her face. Again, Deborah allowed her leg to rub against Alison, and again, the soft feeling sent a warm thrill through Deborah.

“People like us have fun while others suffer, I mean really suffer. It’s a place that allows us to really feel and use our power,” Alison's face carried a look of excitement as she spoke. Deborah was a little confused by her words; she already felt her power every day, and since she had come to this city, she had never had as much power as she did now; the thought of owning a female work slave reminded her of that. “I heard you took all of your female’s slaves privileges away at work.” Alison smiled as she spoke, and Deborah felt the way Alison pressed the top of her leg closer to her own so that now their thighs were touching.

“Is that a problem?” Deborah had a sound of concern in her voice. She hoped that Alison never felt that she was too hard on the slave woman.

“No, the opposite; you seem like a lady who knows and enjoys her privileges; you’re a natural,” Alison paused and smiled. “You are so much like me.” As Alison added the last words, Deborah felt the woman’s soft hand touch the top of her leg. Deborah looked into the eyes of the beautiful woman sitting next to her; she also allowed her body to lean slightly towards the woman; she hoped that she wasn’t reading this situation wrong. “How did it make you feel?” Alison spoke softly as she moved her face closer to Deborah’s.

“The slave woman?” Deborah said, sounding a little confused.

“Yes, how did it make you feel to make her life so bad?” Alison looked into Deborah’s eyes as she spoke.

“It didn’t; I never thought about it; she is just a slave,” Deborah replied honestly. The slave woman had never crossed Deborah’s mind since she had seen her that day. Deborah now felt the way that Alison’s hand was rubbing the tops of her pantyhose-covered legs; she felt the wetness growing between her own legs at the gentle touch.

“You so deserve to have people suffer for you. Do you want to make some more suffer and maybe die for your pleasure this evening?” Alison's voice was in a whisper as she held her beautiful red-painted lips just inches in front of Deborah’s, and all while she still rubbed at Deborah’s legs.

“Yes,” Deborah's excited voice replied as her pussy now throbbed. Suddenly Alison's lips were touching hers; she felt the woman’s hand slip under her dress as it began to rub at her already wet pussy. As their tongues met, Deborah had feelings going through her like never before. Without thought Deborah fully turned her body towards the older woman and wrapped her arms around her, she pressed her tits into Alison’s, and for a few minutes, she was lost in the best feeling she had ever had.

“We should wait till later,” Alison said after a few moments and pulled herself back from Deborah. Deborah saw the smile on the woman’s face; part of her didn’t want to stop; she wanted this woman in her bedroom desperately. “It will be better if we wait,” Alison whispered and smiled.

“Okay,” Deborah put on her innocent little girl-sounding voice. Alison smiled and touched the side of her face with her hand, giving it a gentle rub.

“You and I are going to have so much fun; that’s what life is all about, our pleasure and fun. Nothing else matters, you know that don’t you?” Alison spoke softly while looking at Deborah’s face.

“Yes, and I would like that,” Deborah replied softly.

“Take us to the Diana club,” Alison said to the driver of the still stationary car.

The car had stopped, but the two ladies in the back hadn’t noticed as they kissed and allowed their hands to explore each other’s bodies once again. Deborah felt like she was in heaven; on more than one occasion during the journey, she had almost exploded, but Alison had read her body so well and pulled off at the right moments. Alison giggled when she realized that they had arrived; the driver was standing outside the back door of the car, waiting for the signal to open it for the ladies.

“We’re here,” Alison said softly.

“Shame,” Deborah replied in a whisper. Both of them laughed at the comment as Alison gave the waiting driver a little nod. 

As their heels clicked across the pavement towards the large golden doors, Deborah felt Alison’s hand on her backside. The hand was under her dress, and she felt the way Alison's thumb rubbed at her pantyhosed-covered crack. So far, everything this evening had gone way above Deborah’s wildest expectations, and she knew the evening was still very young.


Chapter 13

The Club




Deborah only gave a glance at the two naked slaves that opened the double golden doors as they approached; one of the slaves was female, the other male. Deborah noticed that both the slaves had good bodies as they dropped to their knees and waited for the two women to walk by them. Deborah had expected they would walk into a building beyond the doors; she froze momentarily at the sight she saw. A squeeze to her backside from Alison, who still had her hand under the back of Deborah’s dress, brought her back out of the shock she had at the sight in front of her. Deborah looked at the courtyard that they had now entered; a red path ran along the ground towards another set of gold doors ahead of them; there another two slaves stood and waited. The path to these doors was lined with naked hanging slaves; every other hanging slave was a female. Deborah didn’t count but felt about twenty slaves were hanging on each side of the path; the slaves hung by their wrists in a spread-eagled position, their legs pulled far apart below them. The slaves never hung high; in fact, because of their spread legs, their head height was no higher than Deborah’s in her heeled shoes, but none of the slave's toes actually touched the ground. Under each slave and between their legs was a metal spike. The spike never went into them but stood just below their spread legs. Deborah looked at the faces of the slaves; they all looked nice, the female ones wearing heavy make-up, and each was beautiful. All the hanging slaves had large red ball gags stuffed into their mouths, but Deborah could see in their eyes the fear they felt.

“Kill one,” came the soft voice from Alison. Deborah turned and looked at the beautiful woman by her side who still caressed her pantyhosed-covered backside.

“Why?” Deborah spoke softly.

“Because you can, because you deserve to,” Deborah felt the hand squeeze the cheek of her backside as Alison answered. Again Deborah felt the wetness in her pussy growing at the touch of the beautiful woman that stood next to her. “Pick one, anyone,” Alison added and smiled at Deborah. Deborah looked down the line of hanging slaves, the males did not have tubes locked onto them, and their cocks dangled in front of their bodies. She noticed one that had a longer cock than the others; the sight sickened her. Deborah took a few steps towards this hanging male; her heels clicked on the path as she did. She saw how the male she had walked up to trembled in fear; only the bonds were keeping him in place. Alison walked up next to her; for a moment, Deborah watched as Alison inserted her bank card into a small box next to the hanging male. There was a click, and a small control box popped out from above the box into which the card had been inserted. Deborah looked at the three softly lit-up buttons on the control box. Alison then put her finger to one of the buttons, and the sharp spike started to lift up between the hanging man’s legs; as soon as Alison moved her finger, the spike stopped moving.

“That one is to adjust the height, and this one,” Alison spoke softly as she pressed the next button. Deborah saw how two sharp-looking barbs sprung out from the top of the spike. “And this one,” Alison smiled as she pressed the third button, which made the barbs spin round. “The longer I hold it, the faster they spin,” Alison said with a giggle. Alison then moved her finger to the first button again; the barbs then stopped spinning as they folded back in place, and the central spike dropped away from the male’s open and waiting backside. “Make him suffer and die for you,” Deborah saw the beautiful smile on Alison's face as she spoke, and she also felt her wetness grow. A muffled sound came from behind the gag of the hanging male, which made Deborah look towards his face. The man looked completely petrified, his eyes wide open as they pleaded for life. Deborah gave him a nice smile as she reached for the first button; she looked down as the spike lifted. As the top of the spike disappeared into the man’s backside, the sounds he made changed. The sound of muffled agony now surrounded Deborah. Deborah looked up at the male's face as she held down the little button, and the spike lifted higher inside him. Tears fell from the male's eyes, the look of agony and complete fear filled his face, and all while the agonizing sounds tried to escape from the gagged mouth. Deborah glanced back down to the spike, and now a trickle of blood ran down it. Satisfied that the spike had now gone deep into the male, Deborah took her hand away from the first button and moved her finger to the next. The feeling of power was now running through her like never before, it was a feeling that made her pussy feel so wet, and she felt the throbbing below her. “You don’t have to kill it, it’s up to you,” came the soft voice next to her. Again, Deborah felt the hand rubbing her backside. Deborah looked up at the man’s face again; she saw the pleading eyes; she saw in his face the agony she had already caused this male. Without thought, Deborah pressed the small button; the man’s face immediately shot upwards, and a deep sound of agony came from behind his gag as his bonded body shuddered. Deborah saw how his body shook in the bonds that kept him hanging and spread out for her as she moved her finger along to the next button. Deborah turned her head and looked at Alison's face; Alison gave her a warm and beautiful smile. As Alison moved her lips to Deborah’s and their tongues touched, Deborah pressed the button.  As the two lost themselves in a loving kiss, the muffled agonizing scream filled the air around them. The two stayed embraced, their tongues twirling with each other’s as the prongs in the male also twirled as they ripped his insides apart. The two didn’t release themselves from each other until the screams from the now-hanging dead male had stopped.

A beautiful Chinese woman had shown them to a table, which was large and had two very comfortable seats. In front of the table was a large concrete floor area; shelving filled the walls of that area; on the shelve were many items that could only be described as medieval torture devices. The concrete space in front of the table had various wooden frames built into the floor. It was clear that the frames with their leather straps attached were to bond slaves to. This restaurant was not like anything that Deborah had ever seen before; it seemed it had many private rooms, one of which Alison and Deborah now sat in. The four naked table slaves that had served at the table now knelt on the concrete floor in front of the two women as they enjoyed the food and wine that was served to them. Deborah glanced down at the slaves as she took a sip of wine; she had already seen that all four of the slaves were good-looking; two were female, and two were male. The female ones wore beautiful make-up; if they were clothed, they could have easily been mistaken as being real women, Deborah had thought. The two males both had long cocks, none of which were locked away, which Deborah found a little revolting. As Alison and Deborah enjoyed the food and wine, the conversation between them moved on to Deborah’s inventions. Deborah had told Alison about the slave control collar that she wanted to design. Alison was very excited about the idea and immediately said that she would fund it; she also said she would have words with the people at the space centre to allow that to be Deborah’s next project after the engine.

“You are one of the smartest women I have ever met, and I have met some very clever women,” Alison said, giving Deborah a warm smile. Deborah felt her face blushing at the comment. Alison reached out and softly took hold of Deborah’s hands. “I mean that I really do, and you are so beautiful,” Alison said softly as she moved her body towards Deborah’s and kissed her on the lips. Deborah had not yet cum this evening, and she felt the desperation; she wanted to be in bed with this woman; she wanted to touch her and to feel her touch on her own body so badly.

“I haven’t done this before, but I want to sleep with you,” Deborah said without thinking. Alison gave her a beautiful smile.

“I want that so badly too, but later. First we must have some more fun. Alison pulled back slightly and looked down at the four naked kneeling slaves. “What shall we do with them?” Alison said and smiled.

“What do you mean?” Deborah replied, again confused by the words.

“They belong to us. They are here to entertain us. We can kill them; we can let them live, anything we like,” Alison looked back at Deborah and gave her a warm smile.

“This place must be so expensive to visit,” Deborah replied and giggled.

“Money is to be enjoyed; there is no point in having it if we don’t,” Alison smiled as she spoke. “Let’s play with them first and then.” Alison nodded towards the back of the room where a comfortable-looking woollen blanket lay over what seemed like a kind of mattress; it reminded Deborah of something that you would find in an Arabian tent. “What do you think?” Alison then added and now sounded excited. Deborah again felt the throbbing between her legs. The power just oozed out of Alison, and it was something that Deborah loved; she also wanted to lay on the blanket with this woman so badly.

“Okay,” Deborah smiled as she answered.

“Stand up slaves,” Alison said sharply as she again looked at the four naked kneeling people before them. Deborah watched as the four naked slaves stood; she again saw their bodies trembling and the fear that filled their eyes. “I think I will play with a male one first,” Alison said as she looked towards one of the standing men.

“All right,” Deborah replied while feeling the excitement growing between her legs. Deborah’s only real thoughts were getting onto the mattress with Alison, but she knew Alison wanted to play first.

“I’ll take that one. Why don’t you choose a female to play with?” Alison said, pointing her little finger at the man she had selected. Deborah looked towards the trembling bodies of the two naked women; both had their faces looking towards the ground.

“Look up at me girls,” Deborah said in her own stern voice now. Both the women lifted their heads and looked towards her. Both showed the real fear they felt. Deborah again saw how beautiful these two women looked, and for a moment, she didn’t want to make them suffer, but then she remembered they were not real women like she and Alison were. The task of these women in front of her was to serve and amuse her; she knew if that meant they would have to suffer, it was of no real concern to Deborah.

“You,” Deborah pointed the toe of her shoe to one of the women.

“Good choice,” Alison said as she looked at the incredibly sexy woman that Deborah had chosen. “Attach them to the frame,” Alison gave the order to the two remaining slaves. “Why did you pick a male to kill outside?” Alison looked towards Deborah as she picked up her wine glass once again. Deborah was surprised by the question.

“Because I don’t like males, especially with uncontrolled cocks,” Deborah replied.

“You know you are better than these female creatures; they shouldn’t really be called females,” Alison said and glanced at the naked woman who was now being fitted to the frame next to the male that Alison had chosen.

“Yes I know,” Deborah replied, sounding a little nervous.

“I want to see you really hurt one of them, a female slave I mean. That would make me so happy.” Alison paused and leaned forward; as she did, she placed both her hands on Deborah’s lap and slowly stroked. “It would also really turn me on to watch you do that,” she then added with a sexy smile. Deborah felt her juices again flowing; she felt the electricity of Alison’s touch run up her spine.

“Then this woman will suffer,” Deborah replied and smiled back at her and leaned forward, allowing their soft lips to meet. Alison allowed herself to get lost in the kiss for a few moments before standing up and walking over to the male, who was now attached to the frame in a spread-eagled position. Deborah had remained on the chair; she had also now allowed her hand to slip between her legs as she looked over at the shaking naked woman who waited for her attention. Like the male bonded beside her, the woman was also stretched out in the spread standing position.

“You don’t like cocks do you sweetheart,” Deborah looked toward Alison as she spoke. Alison was leaning with her elbow resting on the male's chest as her free hand rubbed his now very stiff cock.

“No,” Deborah said softly and smiled at her friend.

“In which case, this one shouldn’t have one,” Alison let go of the stiff cock and walked to the shelving. Deborah gently rubbed herself as she watched the man’s trembling and helpless body. “It’s warm in here, isn’t it?” Alison spoke, and Deborah was shocked to see Alison had started to remove her dress as she spoke. The dress fell to the floor, and Deborah stared at the woman’s beautiful and sexy body, which was now only wearing a lacy bra, pantyhose, panties, and shoes.

“And getting warmer,” Deborah said with a smile.

“Slave undo my bra,” Alison looked towards the spare female slave who knelt to one side along with the other naked male. Deborah’s hand moved a little faster between her legs as she watched the slave girl standing behind Alison undoing her bra. “Don’t you dare cum without me,” Alison said in a strict voice as she looked toward Deborah. Deborah never answered but eased the speed at which she now rubbed herself. In a way, she found the strictness in Alison's voice really sexy as she just said those words to her. “Take off my shoes bitch,” the order was directed at the slave woman, who immediately dropped to her knees and unfastened Alison’s shoes before removing them. The surreal feeling again hit Deborah as she watched; for a moment she forgot where she was; she felt she had been transported to another place. Her hand still continued to rub her dripping pussy as she looked at Alison, who was now only in pantyhosed and panties, her perfect body now fully displayed. Deborah wanted to close her eyes and bring herself off, but she did not want to miss a moment of what would happen next. Alison selected a sharp-looking knife and walked back to the bonded male; she held the knife to his stiff throbbing cock.

“Please, please no Mistress, please I beg you no,” the male’s words trembled like his body did as Alison pressed the knife along the stiff shaft. Deborah saw how the knife had just slightly cut the skin so that a trickle of blood ran from the wound.

“DID I SAY YOU COULD SPEAK CUNT!” Alison screamed up at the male’s face as she raised the knife to his chest just under his neck. For a moment, Deborah had to stop rubbing herself; she knew she would explode if she continued. She watched as her friend ran the knife down the male's chest; this time, she cut deeper, really splitting the skin but not deep enough to cause internal damage. Blood ran from the male's chest and he was now breathing heavily while his body shook in fear. He had let out a low scream that the pain of the cut to his chest had caused. Again Deborah watched as Alison turned her attention to his cock; she again rubbed it, and blood dripped onto her hand. “Beg my friend to allow you to keep your cock,” Alison smiled as she continued to gently rub the stiff cock; she also held the knife by its side.

“Please I beg you Miss, please allow me to keep my cock, please please Miss please I beg you please,” the man pleading voice said as he looked towards Deborah. Again Deborah allowed her hand to gently rub herself as she allowed the man to continue to beg for his cock. She watched how his body shook and saw how terrified he was. She was sure if he were not secured to the frame, his face would have been at her feet, grovelling for her mercy. “Please, I beg you Miss, please,” the petrified voice continued to beg as Alison continued to softly rub his cock. Deborah gave the male a compassionate smile.

“No, you may not keep it,” she said softly to him. Deborah watched as Alison looked up at the man very sympathetically. Then there was a horrific scream as Alison sliced through his cock with the knife. The now detached meat fell to the floor as blood gushed from the male's wound. Deborah had now lost control; the sheer power she had ran through her every fibre; she pressed her fingers into her pussy hard and rubbed franticly; she heard Alison laughing as she exploded into her panties. Deborah felt the world spinning; her body trembled as she gasped for air, and for a moment, she felt she was floating. The man’s screams of agony filled the room as Deborah allowed her eyes to close; she felt her pussy pumping like never before, and her body trembled in sheer delight, she was in heaven, and she knew that. Deborah didn’t open her eyes until the screaming man fell silent; as she opened her eyes, she saw Alison rushing towards her. She then felt her pantyhose being torn away, and then the pressure of Alison's tongue replaced her fingers deep inside her throbbing pussy. The next part of Deborah’s life seemed to come in segments. She was being licked; her tits sucked, then she was on the woollen carpet with her own face deep inside Alison’s pussy, one climax after another followed for both women. It wasn’t until the two lay on the soft and comfortable wool in a tight embrace that Deborah came back to her senses.  Deborah felt the sweaty and hot body of Alison’s pressing into hers, both of them gasping for the air they needed.

“Thank you,” Deborah whispered as she looked into Alison’s eyes. Alison just moved her lips closer to Deborah’s, and their tongues met.

“I didn’t get to see you torture the female,” Alison whispered a few seconds later with a little giggle.

“Sorry,” Deborah replied.

“Next time,” Alison gave Deborah a big smile, and they fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter 14

Everyone Has A Place In Life




Deborah didn’t really know where the last two weeks of her life had gone; all she did know was that it had been the best two weeks of her life so far. The memory of the night with Alison a couple of days ago still felt like it had been a dream, the most wonderful dream that Deborah could have imagined. She thought about the two males who had died that night; she was happy that they did; they had added to the sheer delight she had felt. Deborah’s only regret about the night was that she didn’t torture the female slave; she knew she would have killed her to please Alison, and she wished she had held off for a little bit longer and would next time. Deborah took another mouthful of her morning coffee as she looked down at her naked kneeling house slave; she knew he would soon suffer for her a lot more than he had done over the last few days. She had seen his cock try to grow more than once in the plastic tube, but later that would no longer happen.

“Slave, I have booked your medical for two o’clock today,” she said softly while looking down at the male.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came his soft reply. Deborah gave a little smile as she looked down at him; no doubt he thought he would get a milking.

“I have updated your travel card to go there. You will come straight back here after the medical.”

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” he replied while still looking down towards the floor.

Deborah had decided on a short light blue dress and white pantyhose for her first day at work. To finish the look, she added some three-inch heeled shoes which matched the dress. She picked up her briefcase, and without speaking to the house slave who was working somewhere or another in her apartment, she left for the short journey to work. Again, the journey had amazed her; the comfort and speed of the subway system could not be improved. Deborah smiled as she leisurely walked along the large pavement from the station toward the space centre. The thousands of males looked like ants as they fought for space on the yellow strip by her side. Deborah found it amusing to watch them and knew her house slave would be among them later when he went for his medical. As Deborah walked into her office, the three male slaves in their overalls and the naked woman all fell to their knees and faced her; she gave a smile.

“Fetch me a coffee girl, and then bring these creatures into my office,” Deborah said as she walked towards her private office door.

F756XD

F756XD’s blood ran cold when Miss Deborah entered the office; she, like the males, all fell to their knees and faced the young woman. Both fear and humiliation ran through her body as she looked up at her mistress, yet she was still amazed at how sexy and elegant her child mistress looked. Again, she felt the belittlement at the way she was called a girl by a child who was half her age. F756XD felt the pain as she got up from her knees and rushed to the side kitchen to make the coffee. Only yesterday had another disciplinarian decided to beat her for no reason. That, coupled with sleeping on the hard wooden bunk, had added up, and now her body just hurt. The only comfort she felt was that her many days of long hours in the office had paid off; she had found the material that her mistress had wanted, and there was nothing stronger. She really hoped the child would appreciate the hard work that had gone into this; for the last two weeks, she and the male slaves had spent up to twenty hours every day in the office to ensure their Mistress would have what she wanted. The humiliation again ran through her as she ordered the male slaves, who were dressed in their overalls, to come with her; she knew they looked at her naked and bruised body. It was hard to believe that she was the one in charge of them when she was the only one who was not allowed clothing. F756XD knocked on the office door while holding the tray with the coffee; behind her stood the three male slaves.

“Come,” came the child’s voice from behind the closed door. F756XD walked in and gave a curtsy, and the males behind her dropped to their knees just behind her. She saw how Miss Deborah pointed to the desk without looking up from her computer screen; quickly, she rushed over and placed the child’s coffee down. F756XD then stepped backward and to the side of the sitting girl and stood looking towards the floor.

“What the fuck happened to you?” The words came a few minutes later from the sitting child, and F756XD’s blood ran cold from the harsh and sharp words. She slowly lifted her gaze to look at her Mistress, and she saw how young the girl looked. She saw how she wore makeup in an attempt to look older, but it never worked. She felt the humiliation as she saw the child looking up at her naked and bruised body; she knew one of her breasts still bore the painful bruising that the disciplinarian baton had caused.

“I am sorry Miss Deborah a disciplinarian beat me,” F756XD replied and felt the tears building in her eyes.

“What did you do wrong?” Miss Deborah’s voice sounded angry, and she felt her face glowing bright red. She knew she did not do anything wrong or deserved the beating that the officer gave her.

“Sorry Miss Deborah, she just took offence to me being naked,” F756XD heard the way her voice shook as she spoke.

“You need to start being more careful girl,” the humiliation of the words cut into her.

“Yes sorry Miss Deborah,” came her reply as she fought to stop herself from breaking down.

“Why aren’t you wearing make-up? Do you think you work on some farm?” again, the girl spoke harshly towards her. F756XD felt her body tremble in both fear and embarrassment as the child spoke to her like she was some young schoolgirl.

“Miss Deborah, I am so sorry it wasn’t given back to me when I was kicked out of the room,” Again, she heard the tremble in her voice.

“Well, why didn’t you fucking buy some more? If I wanted to see your ugly uncovered face, I would have said so.” She wanted the ground to open up and swallow her as she heard the young girl’s words; she had never felt this kind of humiliation before, and it was all in front of the kneeling males. She saw the way the arrogant child now stared up at her. It was like the child was looking at something disgusting.

“I am sorry Miss Deborah, I don’t have any money,” the tears were running down her face as she replied to the sitting child. F756XD saw the way her Mistress now looked away from her and down towards the three kneeling male slaves.

“Males strip, stand up, legs spread, hands on head,” Miss Deborah barked the order out towards them. F756XD felt the way her legs were trembling in sheer fear of the child. She felt she was about to be punished because of the way she looked, which was no fault of her own. She had always spent so long each morning making sure she looked nice for real women. She had so much pride in making her face look perfect, and now she was going to be punished because her makeup had been taken away along with her nice room. She heard the giggling sound coming from the child and looked back up towards her face.

“That’s better boys, so much neater,” she saw the satisfying look on Miss Deborah’s face as she spoke.

“What do you think girl? They look much better, don’t they?” Miss Deborah said while nodding in the direction of the males. F756XD turned her face towards them and couldn’t believe what she saw. The three males all stood like Miss Deborah had told them to; beneath their spread legs hung their heavy balls; above that was a neat space where their cocks had once been attached to.

“Yes Miss Deborah, they look much better like that,” F756XD replied as she stared at the cockless males standing with their hands on their heads.

“Boys, you are all now forbidden from wearing clothing; I want you to show those neat bodies off to everyone,” Miss Deborah gave a childish giggle as she spoke.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” the three males with glowing red faces all replied as one.

“Right girl, it’s time to get serious. Now we have a lot of work to do, so playtime is over.” The words shook F756XD; what did the child think she had been doing for the last two weeks? F756XD’s life had been a living hell, and the young girl sounded like she thought she had been doing nothing. “I want all these ideas converted into a computer format. Make certain the plans are re-drawn precisely. I will check everything tomorrow morning before I send them off for approval.” F756XD saw Miss Deborah staring up at her. She also held up a large A4 writing pad while she spoke. “Everything is in here. There will be no breaks and no going home until the work is done. Am I clear girl?” Miss Deborah added, giving a stern look towards her.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” she replied, feeling sick at knowing the work would most likely take the whole day and night to complete.

“Well get out of my sight and take your cockless monkeys with you,” Miss Deborah said and gave a dismissive wave of her hand. F756XD gave the child Mistress a curtsy before she left the office with her three office slaves in tow. When she was back in the main office room, she opened the book that Miss Deborah had given her and now knew for sure that she was not going back to the dormitory that evening. As she flicked through the pages, she saw that nowhere was her new material needed; she felt sick knowing the two week’s worth of work she had done had been for nothing. Part of her hated Miss Deborah, yet part of her stared in wonder at what this young girl had prepared in the plans; amazing was an understatement. Her thoughts were disturbed as Miss Deborah entered the room; she and the males immediately dropped to their knees.

“I’m going out for a while, and for fuck sake girl, put some overalls on; the sight of your body sickens me.” For a moment, F756XD wanted to kiss the young girl's feet in thanks. Those few simple words would change her life, and she couldn’t believe how grateful she suddenly felt towards the young woman.

“Get up you cockless cunts, work!” She shouted at the still kneeling naked males as Miss Deborah left the room. She suddenly felt different; she felt that Miss Deborah had given her a chance to prove that she too could be a real female; she fully intended to prove herself by ensuring her office slaves worked harder than they had ever done before.

Deborah

Deborah’s heels clicked along the corridor as she walked towards the staff restaurant to meet with Tracey; she had not been to this restaurant before, which was one of three in the east wing. As always, Tracey had been her usual happy self when she had just called Deborah asking to meet for a coffee, but Deborah did sense a little sound of excitement in Tracey’s voice. Deborah looked out of the huge windows as she leisurely walked along the corridor; she looked down at the beautiful coast views and remembered the fun day she had with Divya at the beach. She remembered when she told Alison about it, and Alison said she would take Deborah to a better beach in the coming weeks; Deborah looked forward to that so much. Her mind went on to Alison as she thought about the best night of her life so far; she thought about Alison’s beautiful body and the sex they had; it was like nothing Deborah had ever felt before. Deborah really hoped that Alison was not just a one-night stand; she knew the woman was so rich and powerful and could have any woman she wanted. How Deborah so wished she had not cum so quickly that night, how she wished she had tortured that slave woman to please Alison. As Deborah walked along the marble floor, she paid no attention to the many males who knelt to the side of the wide corridor to allow her free and unhindered movement.

As Deborah walked into the staff restaurant, she immediately saw Tracey giving her a wave from one of the tables; another woman who was sitting with her looked toward her. Deborah smiled and waved back as she started to walk towards them. She saw how the woman with Tracey looked old; she must have been in her seventies, but like Tracey, she had a big smile on her face. As Deborah approached the table, she saw the old woman stand up to greet her; Tracey quickly also stood.

“Now you must be Deborah. I am so happy to meet you young lady,” the old woman said in a very friendly voice. She moved her face to the side of Deborah’s, giving her a peck-like kiss on the cheek.

“Hi Deborah, this is Lucy. She is our director,” Tracey said before Deborah could respond to the friendly old woman. For a moment, Deborah was unsure what to do. She didn’t know if she should curtsy or something.

“So nice to meet you too Ma’am. Can I say thank you for the wonderful chance you have given me?” Deborah replied, feeling her voice didn’t sound as confident as it normally did.

“Now none of that silly Ma’am stuff my girl. Let's have some coffee,” Lucy said as she again sat down. Deborah immediately felt at ease with this woman; she couldn’t believe that the head of the space agency was about to have a coffee with her.

“We had a call this morning from Alison,” Tracey said as the sissy maid poured the three ladies their coffee. Deborah had seen how the table staff in this restaurant were all dressed like maids; she preferred the other one, where the staff were naked and cockless.

“She likes you,” Lucy added with a smile. Deborah was happy with that comment and smiled in return.

“She is a lovely woman,” Deborah replied.

“She is and has a lot of money at her disposal,” Lucy said with a little giggle. “Thanks to her we can build your engine design without cutting back on any other projects; I have made your engine a priority. I intend to build the new craft around your engine,” Lucy added as she picked up her coffee cup.

“Wow. I hope to have the plans for the building department ready in the next few days,” Deborah said, noticing the surprised look on both Lucy’s and Tracey’s faces.

“That soon,” Tracey spoke now.

“Yes sorry, I did the last bit of tweaking to the design over the last two weeks. I have the office staff converting it into computer language now.” Deborah replied, sounding a little guilty, and Lucy smiled warmly toward her.

“Very naughty,” Tracey said with a warm smile of her own.

“I know sorry, but sometimes when I get ideas, I just have to put them on paper before I forget,” Deborah said while now also smiling.

“Don’t I know about that,” Lucy laughed. “Just make sure you don’t burn yourself out my girl. You have many many years here to make all your dreams come true, and I never want any of my staff feeling any pressure,” Lucy added while smiling.

“I promise,” Deborah replied.

“Now I want to hear about the collar you told Alison about. It’s not something which we would normally get involved in, but I like what I have heard.” Lucy said and again gave Deborah the most friendliest of smiles.

“Oh gosh, she told you about it,” Deborah felt herself blushing.

“Our director knows everything,” Tracey said with a bit of a snigger.

“So what will this collar do?” Lucy asked, clearly intrigued by the idea.

“Well, I thought it would be nice if we could turn males on and off at a press of a button, have the ability to freeze their bodies anytime we liked,” Deborah said while thinking what else she could say about it. “My idea is to wire the collar into the male's nervous system, and at a press of a button it would freeze him,” she added.

“I love it; maybe it could also deliver pain, kind of a short sharp shock or something,” Lucy said, who was clearly now in deep thought about what else the collar could do. Deborah thought about that idea; she knew that it would be a simple enough thing to do.

“Yes, that would be possible,” Deborah replied.

“Could it have a default body position it would set the male to be in when activated?” Tracey asked this time. Deborah glanced up at the maid, who stood by the tableside in stillness. She looked at the metal collar around its throat; her mind was going through equations. The two women sitting with her saw the deep thought that Deborah was in and remained silent.

“Yes, that could also be set to be whatever the male’s owners wanted it to be,” Deborah replied after a few seconds. “I would need to speak to a doctor about how to integrate the system into the male body, but it should be simple; it should need no more than a little control unit placed somewhere into the male's nervous system,” Deborah added with a smile.

“And would all the workings fit into the collars they wear now?” Lucy asked.

“Oh yes, everything is so small now. I am sure we can insert everything into the existing collars,” Deborah replied with a reassuring smile.

“Please make that your next project, but please remember there is no rush. The last thing I need is you being stressed out,” Lucy said, giving a serious look. “Once Deborah is ready, please introduce her to the medical team. I want her to have full access to anyone she needs to speak to,” Lucy said, looking towards Tracey now.

“No problem,” Tracey replied with a smile.

“Well, I have to run along; you two enjoy your coffee,” Lucy spoke as she stood up. Deborah immediately also stood up again, feeling she should show this wonderful old woman some respect. Lucy laughed and gave her another kiss on the cheek. “You really are so sweet; we are so lucky to have you on our team,” she said with her face showing the sincerity of her words. “Can you have that maid killed? The scruffy bitch does not have its stocking tops straight. I don’t want the standards dropping in here,” Lucy said to Tracey as she started to walk away. Deborah glanced down at the table maid's stocking tops and saw how they did not sit dead straight at the top of its legs. It was only the slightest deviation, and Deborah would not have noticed if Lucy had not said anything. Deborah saw the tremble now in the maid's legs; it knew its life was about to end at the whim of the nice old lady.

“Leave it to me,” Tracey replied as the old woman walked away. Tracey called over the beautiful woman who was the restaurant supervisor; the woman could not apologize enough about the scruffy maid and took it away, replacing it with another.

“She likes you so much,” Tracey said as the two continued to drink their coffee.

“I can’t believe I met the boss; she is such a wonderful woman,” Deborah replied.

“I know we are so lucky to have her. She is so kind to her staff and makes sure we want for nothing. Now is there anything you need? A bigger office, more staff, anything,” Tracey said, taking on a more serious look but still using a friendly tone of voice.

“No honestly everything is fine,” Deborah replied with a smile.

“If you want anything, just let me know,” Tracey said now also with a smile on her face. The two then turned their conversations to the attractions Deborah and Divya had visited over the last weeks.

As Deborah walked back towards her office, she had a new spring in her step; she wondered if her life could get any better; she doubted it as everything was so perfect. As Deborah walked along the corridor, she looked down through the large windows towards the large courtyard at the rear of the building; she saw the maid that Lucy wanted to be killed being led to some gallows by the nice restaurant supervisor. Deborah smiled and continued walking, now lifting her gaze towards the beautiful coast. The sissy maid who was about to be executed for not having straight stocking tops left her mind.

RT46YS

As Freak struggled down the yellow pavement, he began to feel the pain growing as the chemical the nurse had injected into his cock began to leave his system. He had only caught a glimpse of the small plastic tube she had fitted to him, it was half the size of his old tube, and he had seen the sharp pins inside just before the nurse had squashed his cock into it and locked it in place. He did not want to think about that nurse; normally, the nurses at the medical centre wore trousers, but today, the beautiful young nurse who had dealt with him wore a short dress. He remembered her legs covered in the white pantyhose and knew he had to get her out of his mind before his cock reacted to the thoughts of her. He felt the barges of other males as he walked along the crowded pavement; he knew he had to keep his head lowered like the other men walking along, which never helped to avoid collisions with them. As he struggled to get home, he wondered why the nurse had put the evil thing onto his cock, but he knew it would have been his Mistress that had decided that. He felt the pain of the welts on his back, which the evil child that owned him had given him. She always seemed to hit him for no reason, and she always hit him so hard. He couldn’t understand why she treated him the way she did; he always worked hard for her and was everything she had told him to be. Suddenly, the line of men he had walked with had stopped; he discreetly raised his head a little and saw the two sexy Disciplinarians ahead who had decided to set up a checkpoint. He hoped they wouldn’t be mean ones, but he knew better; they were all bitches, and they all enjoyed giving pain. 

Deborah

Deborah sat with her feet up on the desk. She wondered if her day could get any better. When she walked into the main office, she gave a smile when she saw the bruising on the naked kneeling male’s backs; it was clear to her that her now-clothed office female had given them a good whacking. She knew the girl would make them work hard, and that was what Deborah needed. Deborah answered the call as her earpiece gave off a soft humming sound. Her day had just gotten better when she heard Alison’s voice asking if she would like to go to her apartment tomorrow and assist in selecting a new house slave. In a heartbeat, Deborah had said yes.


Chapter 15

Deadly Selection




Deborah had of course decided to look as sexy as she could for the visit and fully intended to make Alison want to fuck her. Deborah went for a short yellow summer dress and strappy high-heeled shoes. It was another warm day; she didn’t really want to cover her legs but knew she would look sexier if she did, and today was all about looking as sexy as she could. So, to add to her look, she wore black pantyhose, which made her legs look fantastic under the short dress. Deborah had to laugh when she asked her kneeling slave how she looked. The agony that his little tube caused him could not be hidden as he looked up at her. Deborah saw the way his cock pressed tightly against the small tube as the pins inside of it dug into the meat. She chuckled as she walked out of the room, leaving the kneeling man in tears and agony. She would deal with him later for the show of disrespect toward her. 

Alison’s maid led Deborah up to the apartment block's roof garden. She had not been up here on her last visit and never knew it was there. Once again, Deborah was amazed at the fantastic city views and seafront from the top of the building. The garden looked amazing, and if it weren’t for the views, she would have thought she was in a real garden on the grounds of a house and not high above the city. There was a large grass area that was surrounded by fabulous flowers that filled the air with beautiful aromas, but it was the sight of Alison and the people around her that shocked Deborah the most. Alison was sitting at a table sipping a glass of wine; she wore a t-shirt and shorts with flip-flops on her feet. Deborah could see that the woman had not made any real effort to dress to impress Deborah today, but she still looked sexy. As Alison saw Debroah, she rose from the table to greet her, but it was the other people present who caught Debroah’s eye. Two naked men and two naked women stood to the side of the grass area; all had their hands tied behind their backs. All also had tight metal collars attached around their throats, telling Deborah that the females were slaves and not considered real women. Another woman who wore a blue paramedic uniform stood by the side of the four naked people. All the women curtsied, and the males bowed on seeing Debroah approach.

“You look amazing darling,” Alison said as she walked up to Deborah and embraced her. Deborah felt the hands suddenly squeezing her backside as their lips met. She knew in her heels that she was taller than the woman kissing her, who must have now been standing on her toes. As she hugged and kissed the woman, Deborah felt her juices start to flow. For a moment, the other people present left her mind as she pressed her body in tightly to Alison’s and felt their breasts push together. After a few seconds Alison pulled away; Deborah hated how she did that and remembered on their last meeting how the woman could leave her wanting so much more. “Let's have some wine,” Alison spoke as she headed back to the table. Deborah followed the woman back toward the table and saw how sexy she looked, even dressed as she was in the baggy shorts and t-shirt.  As Deborah took a seat at the table, she saw the two small dog cages sitting on a concrete area to the side of the garden; what appeared to be a drum of fuel sat next to them. To the side of the table, there was a small paddling pool filled with water; it looked like a young child's pool. The sight of these things confused Deborah. “For the selection process,” Alison spoke with a chuckle.

“What do you mean?” Deborah replied, now completely confused about how these things would help select a new house slave.

“Red or white?” Alison gave as an answer, and she gave her a warm and lovely smile, which melted Deborah’s heart.

“Red,” Deborah replied softly, knowing all she really wanted to do was make love to this woman. The maid, who was standing to the side, immediately gave a curtsy and rushed towards the bar area.

“On your knees,” Alison said toward the other five people who were still holding the curtsy and bowing position. All five instantly obeyed the command. Deborah noticed how sexy every one of them looked. They all had perfect bodies, and the females wore beautiful makeup on their faces. The paramedic did confuse Deborah as she looked like a normal woman and never had the collar attached to her throat like the others, yet she had obeyed the command given to her.

“Is that one a slave?”  Deborah asked while nodding her head toward the kneeling woman in the blue uniform. Alison chuckled at the question.

“Technically no, but with one phone call, she will be designated a non-woman and then be a slave,” she replied with a smile. Deborah saw how the paramedic's face turned red at hearing the words.

“I’m not even going to pretend I know what that means,” Deborah said and giggled. The maid returned and placed a glass of nice-smelling red wine on the table before she took a few steps back and stood in perfect stillness. Deborah had that surreal feeling going through her as she sat comfortably at the table with the woman she lustered for and maybe even fell in love with, all while six other people held their bodies in stillness while kneeling or standing.

“She is one of those weirdos who likes to serve, but for now the state doesn’t know, but if I make a call, she knows her life is over. So yes, in a way she is my slave girl,” Alison spoke as she looked down at the kneeling woman.

“WOW, so you kind of own her,” Deborah replied, knowing the woman was being blackmailed.

“Yes very much so,” came the chuckling reply. “So what have you been up to?” Alison looked back toward Deborah as she spoke.

For the next half an hour, the two spoke and laughed while sipping the wine; the slaves around them remained perfectly still while holding their uncomfortable positions. Alison told Deborah about a beautiful beach, and the two agreed that they would visit it the next day. Deborah was happy that her office slaves would do all the work, and there was no real need for her to go to work until they had finished the task she had set them, which would take a couple of days to do anyway.

“Well shall we get on with the selection,” Alison spoke as she looked back at the four kneeling naked slaves.

“Are you going to interview them or something?” Deborah asked as she also looked down at the four people.

“Kind of,” Alison replied chuckling. “Karen prepare, and you four stand up,” Alison barked the command out towards the kneeling people. Deborah watched as the four naked slaves all stood up, and the paramedic opened a bag by her side, pulling out lifesaving equipment and laying it on the floor. Deborah was more than confused as to what was happening, her mind still wanting the woman in front of her to forget about the slaves and take her to the bedroom below. “I want a slave who is willing and happy to die for me, so I devised this little test for them,” Alison spoke while smiling at Deborah.

“Oh,” Deborah said, sounding confused.

“Which one do you think is the ugliest of them? " Alison said, pointing to the standing slaves with her little finger. Deborah turned her head toward them and saw that they all now had a tremble of fear in their legs. She felt that like her, none of them knew what was about to happen. Deborah looked up at their faces, and all were beautiful-looking. She was sure that Alison had only selected the very best-looking people to be standing in front of her now. The males never had any cock restraints on them, which again displeased Deborah; she couldn’t understand why Alison allowed this.

“That one,” Deborah pointed the toe of her shoe toward the male with the largest cock, and Alison giggled.

“You really hate cocks don’t you?” She asked while still giggling. 

“Yes,” came the chuckling response from Deborah.

“Your first then,” Alison said while looking up at the man that Deborah had indicated to. Deborah saw how the man looked very scared at hearing the words. No doubt fear ran through him as he wondered what would happen next.  “You have a choice. Option one is that you kneel and put your face under the water in the pool, and you drown yourself. Option two is you will be put in that cage, have petrol poured over you, and die a horrific and agonizing death.” Alison looked toward the small dog cages as she spoke. She then picked up her glass and sipped the wine. Deborah was shocked at hearing what the woman had just said; she couldn’t believe that she was going to kill the man she had just selected because he had a big cock. “If you die well for me in the water, then I may get the paramedic to resuscitate you. Of course, if you burn, then there is no hope of survival,” Alison said up to the man and smiled at him as she spoke. Deborah saw how the man shook at hearing the words; the slaves standing next to him also trembled in fear at hearing what was about to happen; they had little doubt they would soon face the same choices. “Well slave what will it be. Fire or water?” Alison said while chuckling. 

“Water please Mistress,” came the horrified-sounding words of the man. Deborah instantly felt her pussy throbbing as she looked up at the helpless man who would now drown himself.

“If you raise your head from the water, I will burn you. You will drown yourself. Are we understood?” Alison's voice turned stern as she spoke.

“Yes Mistress,” the man replied as his body now shook.

“Well get on with it. We haven’t got all day,” Alison barked and pointed to the pool at the side with her foot. Deborah felt the wetness growing between her legs at the sheer power of the woman sitting in front of her. It took all her willpower to keep her hand from sliding under her pantyhose as she watched the man step up to the pool and drop to his knees in front of it. For a moment the man looked down at the water below him as his body shook.

“GET YOUR FACE RIGHT DOWN TO THE BOTTOM OF THE POOL NOW!”  Alison screamed out the command, making Deborah jump. In disbelief, Deborah watched as the man knelt forward and pushed his head deep into the water. Alison chuckled as she again picked up her wine glass while sitting comfortably and looking down at the naked man with his head underwater.

“Are you really going to kill him?” Deborah asked as she looked down at the kneeling body with the submerged head.

“Oh yes, I need a slave who is willing to die for me,” came the gigging reply. Nothing seemed real to Deborah as she watched the kneeling body start to convulse due to the lack of oxygen. She wondered if the man would really die or lift his head from the water; she had no doubt that he would be burnt in the cage if he did lift his head. Without thought, Deborah’s hand slipped down between her legs, and she gently rubbed as she watched the convulsing man's body. The man’s shaking seemed to get worse, and at one point the head raised slightly but not enough for the man to breathe. Deborah heard the chuckling coming from the woman opposite her and looked up at the woman. “Don’t you dare cum, move your hand away,” Alison spoke with a smile. For a moment, Deborah didn’t like the way the words sounded like an order, but she did force her hand away from her pussy as her face grew red. “Good girl,” Alison said with a smile.

“Should I save him Mistress Alison? " The paramedic's words brought Deborah out of her upset state at having been given an order which she had obeyed.

“No, my friend doesn’t like his cock, so it can stay dead,” Alison replied as she and Deborah both looked down at the now still body slumped down with its head still under the water. “It died so fast; he must have rushed it and taken breaths while underwater,” Alison said while sounding amused. Deborah felt her pussy now bubbling; the fact that the man had killed himself in front of her and now knowing he would stay dead because she had selected him for having a cock that she thought was too big was beginning to overwhelm her.  Deborah found herself looking back at Alison as she fought to keep her hand away from her pussy. “Oh those puppy eyes,” Alison chuckled out the words as she looked at Deborah, who just wanted to rub her pussy again. “No, leave it alone, this time only I am going to make you come,” Alison smiled as she spoke. Deborah felt her face growing red and hot under her makeup. She suddenly felt like a child being told what she could and could not do. She didn’t like it, but at the same time it excited her further.

“Okay,” Deborah spoke in a childlike voice, which didn’t hide how disappointed and belittled she felt. Alison made a kissing motion with her lips toward her.

“Throw the body over the side,” the words from Alison were directed toward the standing paramedic. Deborah watched as the woman in the uniform struggled to lift the dead body from the pool; she then pulled it to the side of the garden area and threw it off the roof. 

“It may hit someone,” Deborah said as she suddenly thought about someone walking by below.

“It's just the garbage area down there. It will be taken away with the rubbish in the morning,” Alison giggled out her reply.  “So which one shall we test next? You choose.” Alison said while looking back towards the three remaining slaves, all of whom shook as they stood and waited. Deborah forced herself to look away from Alison and look at the waiting slaves.

“That one,” Deborah again used her foot, this time pointing it toward one of the beautiful naked women.

The woman had shaken and cried as she walked up to the pool, but without hesitation she knelt down and placed her head below the water. Like the man who went before her, her body convulsed violently as she rushed to breathe the water into her lungs. Deborah found it hard to believe how she purposely drowned herself and did it quickly so as not to make Alison have to wait for her death. Deborah felt sorry for the woman as the paramedic tried to revive her, but whatever the paramedic tried did not work. After about five minutes, Alison ordered the woman’s body to be thrown over the roof. Deborah had seen death before; she had ordered it and given it, but it had never turned her on as it did now. Her pussy was throbbing and dripping; she was beyond desperate at this stage. Yet she forced her hands to stay away from between her legs. It was not that she had to obey the woman sitting next to her, but she wanted to please her by doing what she had asked. 

“Only two left. Which shall we do next?” Alison said with a happy smile.

“Fuck them, I need to get down to your bedroom now,” Deborah replied and made her voice sound as desperate as she felt. Alison laughed loudly at the comment.

“You little horny bitch.” She said while giggling.

“It's not my fault,” Deborah replied in a childish voice. “I just need to fucking cum,” her voice added, and again, the desperation showed.

The two had left the remaining slaves standing and waiting on the roof garden as they went down to the bedroom. What followed was the best fuck that Deborah could have dreamed of. Both women had multiple orgasms, and afterward, their sweaty bodies lay on the bed as they hugged each other tightly. None gave thought to the two slaves who had died or to the others waiting to prove they would be worthy of serving Alison. All that mattered to the two was this moment and the pleasure they had just given to each other. Deborah wondered if her life could get any better; everything felt like it was perfect for her. It was hard to believe that at just sixteen, she felt the way she did, so complete and happy.

The two had agreed to meet tomorrow morning for a trip to the beach. Deborah did not go back to the roof garden and left after she and Alison had lunch. That afternoon Deborah beat her house slave harshly with the riding crop for the disrespect his cock had shown this morning when it grew in the chastity device. At least that evening, Deborah was able to let her hair down as she and Divya visited the wine bar that she had found at the bus stop a few days before. It wasn’t long before the evening became a real teenage drinking session.


Chapter 16

Sun, Sea, Sex and Suffering




Deborah felt worse for wear this morning; now she wished she had never gone out with Divya for a quick drink that had turned into a mammoth session. Deborah did smile when she saw the ten-dollar ticket she had been given for the beating she had given the street slave. She couldn’t remember why she had beat him up so badly, but she remembered it had been fun. At least now the painkillers and coffee had taken effect. However, she made yet another mental note: when going out on a drinking session with Divya in the future, take it slowly; she smiled at the thought. She glanced over at Freak; the poor creature still had blood dripping from the tube as he knelt crying. Deborah had again played with the tube as she drank her morning coffee, and the cock inside the now very small space had tried to grow; she did smile as she watched the pins digging into the trapped meat. The new welts on his body also looked pretty. She had given them to him yesterday for not controlling his cock, but he never seemed to learn. Deborah’s mind drifted onto the day ahead. She knew she would feel the greatest pleasure later with Alison and couldn’t wait to meet up with her in a few hours.  She knew today she would have to control herself so much better than before; she wanted to impress Alison so much and would make sure she didn’t cum without Alison touching her body, the thought sent a tingle through her, and already she had begun to feel the wetness between her legs. The thoughts of what took place yesterday were still fresh in her mind, not so much the slave selection but what had happened in the bedroom. She smiled and wondered if the other two slaves had survived their selection process. 

“Clean that fucking mess up,” Deborah said, looking down at the blood that had dripped onto the floor below the male as she turned and headed for the shower.

Deborah had again selected a short yellow beach dress to wear over her bikini and flip-flops on her feet. She also decided to take an overnight bag with her after remembering the state in which she had travelled home on her first date with Alison. At least yesterday wasn’t so bad, and in a way she was glad that she had left and not stayed the night. But today, she would be prepared for anything.

Again, Alison had been waiting in the car. She gave a little giggle as Deborah threw her rucksack onto the floor.

“I did the same,” she said and patted on the leather seat next to her. Before the driver had closed the door the two women were lost in a deep kiss. Deborah felt the hand reaching under her dress and the gentle rub that was given to her pussy.

“Did you bring a change of bikini,” Alison whispered as she played with Deborah’s now dripping pussy. Deborah had not noticed that the car had started moving as the two made love on the back seat, each too desperate to wait, but both knew there would be a lot more later.

They had both laughed as they lay back on the comfortable seat of the car, now their bodies feeling fully relieved and distressed.

“I’m not sure where we are,” giggled Alison as she glanced out the window. Deborah laughed at the comment, knowing that they had been lost in each other and had taken no real notice of what was outside of the darkened windows of the car.

“Mistress we should be there in about ten minutes,” the driver said upon hearing what Alison had said.

“Did you bring another bikini?” Alison asked again as she looked down at their bikini bottoms, which were on the floor of the car by their feet.

“No,” Deborah giggled. “I will just have to be bottomless,” she added with a smile.

“Yummy,” Alison replied, and they both laughed loudly.

It turned out that none of them needed a bikini, as they lay on their comfortable sun loungers entirely naked. Again, Deborah was surprised by where Alison had bought her. It seemed the beautiful woman had a love of seeing others suffering, and it appeared she had a special desire to see female slaves suffer. This place was strange as it had no male slaves; all the slaves were beautiful-looking women, and the only things these females wore were the tight collars around their throats and beautiful makeup on their faces. It struck Deborah as funny as the only way to tell these females were different from her was by the metal rings welded to their throats. Deborah took another sip from her cool cocktail before handing it back to the woman standing next to her to hold. Deborah glanced over toward Alison, who had her eyes shut, her beautiful and well-oiled body soaking in the sun as she relaxed on the sunbed. Just to Alison's side was another slave, who had been attached to a wooden pole. This female slave had her hands bonded behind her with the back of her collar attached to the pole; a long leg spreader ensured her legs were spread wide apart. Deborah gave a little smile as she saw the legs of the woman trembling; they had been ever since Alison had told her she would die today. Deborah knew she would bring that death, and she would ensure the woman suffered greatly to please Alison. Deborah had a last look at the beach before she too would lay back and shut her eyes, allowing the sun to golden her own well-oiled naked body. The place was busy, but each person had their own space, like where Deborah relaxed now. Each of these areas had a dining table, loungers, and personal slaves.  For a few moments, Deborah watched two children playing in the sea with their mother; it was clear to see the two young girls were having the time of their lives as they threw a ball out into the water and watched a female slave swimming out to retrieve it. Deborah lay back and closed her eyes; it seemed like only yesterday that she was the age of the children that she had watched playing.

“Hungry darling,” the voice said, making her open her eyes. She saw the beautiful Alison smiling down at her.

“I must have drifted off,” Deborah giggled as she replied.

“You did. You look so beautiful when you're sleeping,” Alison said softly as she bent downwards and kissed Deborah’s lips. “The food is here,” Alison said again with her beautiful smile. Deborah turned and saw their dining area was full of delicious-looking food—more than they could ever eat.

The two sat and ate the food while enjoying the finest wine Deborah had ever tasted. Alison told Deborah her story about how she had come to the city about four years ago, not being much older than Deborah when she came here. The two seemed to have so many things in common; as they spoke, Deborah played with a skewer from which she had eaten the fantastic-tasting meat. As she talked, she glanced over at the bonded slave woman. The sun, combined with the wine and scent of the sea mixed in with suntan oils, had again made Deborah feel incredibly sexy. She wanted and intended to fuck Alison again, but first, she wanted to please her. Alison smiled at Deborah as she watched her naked body get up from the table; she saw how Deborah had picked up an apple and wondered what she was going to do with it and the skewer as she walked to the bonded and sexy-looking female slave.

Deborah gave a smile towards the face of the bonded female slave, who she had decided earlier would be tortured for the entertainment of her friend. The slave looked about thirty and was very beautiful; Deborah was sure that she would also be beautiful without the heavy make-up she wore.

“Hello girl,” Deborah said while looking up at her face. The woman was tall and had a fantastic body, which was one of the reasons why Deborah had selected her.

“Hello Miss,” the trembling voice replied. Again, Deborah felt the power running through her. She knew how frightened this woman felt of her, and that sent a tingle through Deborah’s body.

“I like your body girl,” as Deborah spoke, she reached up and stroked the woman’s firm and nice-looking breast. Deborah liked the droplets of sweat that ran down the woman’s chest; her skin felt hot when Deborah touched it.

“Thank you Miss,” again the trembling reply came from the helpless woman.

“I’m going to make you suffer. Do you know why?” Deborah spoke up softly towards the woman’s face while she fondled her breast.

“No Miss,” Deborah smiled as she felt the woman’s body shaking in fear; tears were swelling in her eyes now. Deborah knew these women understood that their lives were forfeited when the state designated them as a non-person. Most of these creatures were still lucky enough to serve real women, but some ended up in places like this and the other places that Alison knew. 

“You’re going to suffer to turn my friend on, and then when I am done with you, me and her are going to have great sex,” Deborah again smiled at the woman as she spoke; she also felt the wetness between her own legs grow. For a second, she looked up at the petrified-looking woman and knew she felt no sympathy towards her. Deborah knew these women were dangerous; they would take the world back to the bad old days in the blink of an eye. Deborah also knew this hanging woman’s suffering would please Alison, and that would lead to great sex.

“Please I beg you Miss please no,” the naked woman sobbed out the words as tears ran down her face. Deborah held the apple up in front of the woman’s mouth.

“Bite into it and hold it in your mouth; if it falls, I will burn you alive,” again, Deborah smiled as she spoke. The woman immediately opened her mouth wide, and Deborah forced the apple into it; she watched as the shivering woman bit into it. Now, the only thing on Deborah's mind was how she was going to make this creature suffer. She wanted to please Alison, and that was all that really mattered.

“I don’t want to hear a sound coming out of you. Just enjoy the pain that you’re going to feel for my friend.” Deborah fought the urge to touch herself; she only wanted Alison to play with her now. When she glanced back, she saw that Alison was watching intently; she also saw that her fingers were gently rubbing herself.  Deborah felt happy that Alison was clearly enjoying this. The slave woman let out a little gasp as Deborah squeezed one of her breasts tightly in her hand while her other hand brought the sharp point of the skewer up towards it. “Remember, make no sound girl,” Deborah whispered up at the woman as she pressed the skewer into her breast. At first, the skewer did not penetrate the slave's skin, but then, with a popping sound, it entered her; Deborah gave a smile as she pushed it right through the flesh until the sharp end popped out the other side. A trickle of blood ran from the woman as Deborah stood back and smiled.

“Bring me another skewer,” Deborah called out to another waiting slave girl who rushed to the table to find another skewer.

Ten minutes later and again Deborah was standing back looking at the shaking woman, now with three skewers going through each of her breasts. Deborah saw how the woman’s breasts never looked so nice now; they seemed to look deformed and had turned a deep purple colour. As Deborah stepped up to the bonded woman again, she whispered up to her face which showed the pain it was in.

“Does my friend look like she is turned on yet,” the woman nodded the best she could with her bonded neck as she looked towards Alison. Deborah smiled at the way the apple still held her mouth wide open. The woman had bit into it harder, but it was still in place. For a moment, Deborah paused as she thought about what she would do next with this slave. She wanted to excite Alison more, and that was all that mattered to her. Deborah knew that Alison wanted to see suffering; she wanted to see these creatures die, that was something that turned her on. “Bring me a knife, a sharp one,” Deborah again said to one of the other waiting slave girls. Deborah saw the way the bonded slave tried to shake her head, she no doubt wanted to beg for this to stop, but that was something Deborah had no intention of doing. Within moments, Deborah had a long and sharp knife in her hands; she held it up to the woman's shaking and disfigured breast before she pressed the blade into the side of the hanging meat. The woman tried to scream out at the agonising pain, but the apple in her mouth stopped the sound from being too loud.  Suddenly, Deborah felt the arm around her, and as she turned, she saw Alison standing beside her. Then, it was Deborah’s breast getting attention as Alison started to fondle them in her hand. Deborah felt the wetness almost instantly between her legs; she also saw the excitement on Alison’s face as she looked at the knife in the slave woman’s breast. As Deborah moved her mouth towards Alisons, she forced her hand, which held the knife downwards; a deep but dull scream came from the slave as Deborah’s tongue met Alisons. As blood gusts from the slave’s wound, Alison and Deborah fell to the sand, their bodies intertwined as they started to feel and lick each other’s bodies.

The two women now just lay in the sand in a tight embrace; Deborah wasn’t sure how many times she had climaxed or how long they had been making love. She heard the little giggle coming from the woman who she hugged tightly.

“Thank you,” Deborah whispered to her face, and she felt the kiss on her forehead.

“Why do you always say that?” Alison whispered back.

“Because you make me feel special,” Deborah answered as Alison rolled onto her back. Deborah moved her head down and rested it on Alison’s beautiful breast; she felt her hair being stroked.

“That’s because you are so special,” came the soft reply. For a moment, the two just lay there in the sand as the sun beat down on their naked bodies. Deborah heard the little moan coming from the bonded woman on the pole but didn’t pay too much attention to it; the hanging woman had served her purpose.

“I’m fucking covered in sand, inside and out,” came the giggling voice of Alison. Deborah gave a little laugh as she felt the sand sticking to her own sweaty and oiled skin.

“We should have used the rug,” Deborah said, remembering the comfortable-looking fur rug that was laid out near the dining area.

“I was too desperate for you to make it over there,” the soft reply came from Alison. Deborah gave a little giggle. She knew that when she had tortured the slave that Alison had really been working herself up. That thought pleased Deborah so much; she was happy that the slave woman had suffered to make Alison feel the way she did.

“Let’s go for a swim, get rid of the sand,” Alison started to sit up as she spoke. Deborah didn’t want to lift her head from the woman’s breast, and she heard Alison's giggle. “There's more to come later,” again came Alison's soft voice.

“Promise,” Deborah replied in her own soft and sweet voice.

“Yes,” giggled Alison. “You're far from done yet,” she added in a sexy voice. Deborah felt the love she had for this woman flooding through her. Slowly, Deborah lifted herself into the sitting position; she looked down at her tanned skin, which was now covered in golden sand; she knew Alison was right, and she needed to go into the warm blue ocean, which was only feet away from them. Deborah watched as Alison's naked body gracefully stood and walked toward the sea; again, Deborah wondered at the beauty of the woman; she also smiled at seeing her sexy body covered in sand like she was. As Alison walked past the woman still hanging from the pole, Deborah watched as she rubbed her hand across her blood-covered belly, not paying any other attention to her. For a moment, Deborah looked at the slave; her right breast hung from what was still left attached to her body. Deborah was surprised that she had cut half the breast away; the skewers were still embedded through the hanging messy meet. The woman’s other breast, which looked swollen as that had the skewers still running through it had turned some dark and strange colour. Deborah had to giggle a little as she looked at the woman’s face; her mouth was still held wide open with the apple in place. The face of the female had black streaks running down it from the tears mixed in with the heavy make-up the woman wore. The woman was still crying, and her body was shaking, showing the pain and shock she was in. Deborah found it strange that she had no feelings of sympathy for this woman; until she had come to the city, she had never seen a female slave; all the unreal females where she lived were bought here to serve city women. Deborah had to remind herself that the woman hanging there wasn’t real; she had looked like a real woman before Deborah went to work on her, but she wasn’t. Deborah saw the slave looking down at her perfect body as she sat looking up at her; she gave the hanging female a nice smile as she stood up and walked toward her. For a moment, Deborah stood in front of her; she looked at the half-cut-off hanging breast that still dripped blood. Without thought, Deborah put one of her hands between the slave's legs and gave a gentle rub; she was surprised as she felt the wetness grow and wondered how the slave in the state she was in could find pleasure; a gentle moan from behind the apple confirmed that the slave liked the touch. Again, Deborah remembered that this was not a real female; the fact that she liked to be tortured confirmed that. Deborah glanced towards Alison, who was splashing around in the sea; without too much thought, she let go of the slave and ran towards the gorgeous woman in the beautiful-looking water.

F756XD

F756XD felt how her body ached more than she could ever remember. She had worked through the night, giving herself and the three naked male slaves one ten-minute toilet break. Since Miss Deborah had left work yesterday afternoon, the four of them had stayed on their feet working at their workstations. It had taken them until early this morning before the brilliant plans that Miss Deborah had created were on the computer system. F756XD checked and had her slaves check and recheck each of the many hundreds of long equations, making sure that each of them was inputted correctly. This morning, F756XD still had the males looking over the work, ensuring there were no errors as she waited for Miss Deborah to come to the office. By eleven O’clock, F756XD felt the hunger biting; like the males, she had not had anything to eat or drink since yesterday morning. She had assured Miss Deborah’s orders that they should have no breaks were complied with and that the work be ready for when their Mistress came in. Again, F756XD forced her body to bend over the workstation and tried to make her eyes focus on the screen, but now she wondered if she had been up all night for nothing. She began to wonder if Miss Deborah was going to come to work today. By the time darkness came, she knew Miss Deborah was not coming in. She felt sick at the effort she had made over the last thirty hours; she had worked non-stop for the child who couldn’t be bothered to turn up today. Now, F756XD faced a dilemma: would she take a break and give one to the males? She knew they all needed one. However, she also knew what Miss Deborah had said about having no breaks. Tears filled F756XD’s eyes, knowing she had to work through the night again; she couldn’t risk the child punishing her for disobedience; she had only just been given back permission to wear clothing, and she couldn’t risk losing that right again.


Chapter 17

Progress







Deborah smiled at Alison as she opened her eyes. The two had spent much of the night making love in Alison’s bed. When they had left the beach, they decided to return to Alison's apartment, where they had shared the shower and then the bed together. As Deborah lay there again, she wondered if it was possible for life to get any better.

“How did the slave selection go the other day? Did you find a new one?” Deborah ask the woman laying next to her. Alison let out a little sigh.

“No, it was a useless waste of time. The male lifted his head out of the water, so I had to burn him in the cage. And then the woman did the same, but it was funny as she then ran to the side of the building and jumped off. I suppose she knew what was coming,” Alison chuckled as she spoke.

“Oh gosh, sorry to hear that,” Deborah replied.

“It's Ok I got my eye on another who is going to make a perfect personal slave to me,” Alison replied, and then Deborah felt the woman's hand on her pussy. 

“I’ve got to get up,” Deborah said as she looked at the beautiful woman beside her.

“Why?” Alison giggled back.

“Work,” came the soft reply.

“Fuck work, no fuck me instead,” again came the giggling response from Alison.

“I want to, but I promised to submit the plans for the engine; I should have done it yesterday really,” Deborah felt the soft touch of Alison's hands on her pussy as she spoke. “Fuck they can wait till later,” Deborah added as she gave off a delightful little moan at the woman’s wonderful touch.

It was mid-afternoon when Deborah had finally walked into the main office, and the four slaves all fell to their knees. Deborah giggled at how tired and stiff they all looked and remembered telling them they could have no breaks a couple of days ago.

“Coffee slut,” was all Deborah said as she walked into her private office. As she sat back in her comfortable leather chair, Deborah put her feet up on the desk; she felt relaxed and happy; in fact, she had never felt as good as she did now.

Deborah had the female slave put her coffee on the desk; she never really wanted one and had just ordered it for the sake of it. The female slave now knelt by her side as Deborah looked out of the large window at the blue sky above, her mind still on Alison and the wonderful day she had spent with her yesterday, followed by the best night of her life. Deborah had no doubt in her mind that she had fallen in love with the older woman; she hoped that Alison had the same feelings toward her.

“Is everything done?” Deborah asked without looking at the kneeling woman at her side.

“Yes Miss Deborah, I have sent everything to your computer to check,” came the soft reply from the kneeling woman.

“Why would I waste my time checking it? I am sure you have done that. After all your life depends on it being perfect. And even for a brainless bitch like you, copying something can’t be that difficult,” Deborah replied again without looking at the woman.

“Sorry, yes Miss Deborah, it has been converted to computer format perfectly.” Deborah heard the humiliation the woman was feeling in her voice.

“Send it to the director’s office,” Deborah gave a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the very humbled-sounding reply. As the slave woman got up from her knees, Deborah glanced over at her; she watched as she started to walk towards the door. Deborah saw how the overall she wore looked too big for her. The first overall she saw the woman wearing had fitted her nicely and smugly and showed off the woman’s nice curvy body. The slave also never wore the silly-looking plimsoles any longer, and Deborah wondered why.

“Stop!” Deborah shouted out to her. The slave stopped and immediately turned to face Deborah, who still had her feet resting up on the desk. “You look like a sack of shit; why doesn’t your overall fit correctly, and where are your plimsols,” Deborah spoke with a stern voice towards the bear-footed woman now standing in front of her; Deborah liked the way the woman’s face turned bright red; she looked so helpless and humiliated by the comment.

“Sorry Miss Deborah I had thrown mine away like you told me to. I had to wear one of the male overalls, and they had no plimsols to fit me,” the now shaky voice came from the woman with trembling legs.

“And you didn’t think to go to stores for new clothing?” Deborah pulled a face, showing she thought the woman was stupid as she spoke.

“But Miss, you told me to work without leaving the office,” came the confused and quivering reply from the red-faced woman.

“How dare you be insolent to me you stupid bitch,” Deborah saw the fear now in the woman’s eyes, and she felt the wetness between her legs growing at her power. “Strip,” Deborah gave the single-word command and watched as the slave woman removed her overalls.

Now Deborah saw the trembling of the naked body standing in front of her. The woman’s body still had many painful bruises clearly displayed. For a moment, Deborah just stared at the woman from her comfortable seated position; she found it hard to believe that she was getting a sexual kick out of being mean to another woman. Deborah’s mind then drifted to yesterday and the woman whose tits she had destroyed, and again, she couldn’t understand why she had enjoyed that. Deborah knew that part of her still saw these female slaves as women, yet she knew they were not really real; this feeling still confused her so much. Deborah then thought about Alison; she knew Alison loved to torture these female slaves, and it was something that really turned her on. As Deborah’s mind drifted, she still looked at the trembling naked woman standing in front of her; it had surprised Deborah at the number of female slaves that were in the city. She knew that most of the country shipped females deemed unreal to the cities, but it had still surprised Deborah at the number of unreal females there actually were. She had always thought of them as being a kind of prize possession, but it was clear that here in the city, they were as cheap and poorly thought of as males. Deborah’s mind drifted back to the museum and the way things used to be in this world. She remembered the way men treated women back then and the devices she had seen in the displays that were once attached to the bodies of females to give the males some sexual kick. A chill ran down Deborah’s spine as she thought about it. Then there were those hanging and dripping cocks wanting to fuck any woman they pleased. The thought again sickened Deborah as she glanced at the naked woman standing in front of her. It was because of these weak and submissive creatures that men had ruled and treated women as nothing more than animals. Deborah knew there was nothing human about the naked creature that stood in front of her now; like the other non-real people, they had to be controlled.

“You don’t deserve clothing, now fuck off and do my work,” Deborah said in an arrogant tone towards the slave and saw the tears swelling in the woman’s eyes.

“Yes thank you Miss Deborah,” came the sobbing reply as the woman gave a respectful curtsy and left the room. As soon as the slave left the room, Deborah spread her legs on the desk, and her hand immediately started to press between the legs of her tight jeans. There was something about seeing the older woman burst into tears that turned Deborah on so much; she knew this woman wasn’t real, but still, the sight had pleased Deborah. Deborah knew that since arriving here, she seemed to be horny constantly and couldn’t get enough sexual relief. She giggled as she rubbed herself faster and harder.

F756XD

F756XD felt sick to her core; every ounce of gratefulness she had for the child had disappeared in an instant. She hated the young bitch, now as she stood back in the main office, she felt her body shaking. She felt angry, sick, belittled, and totally humiliated by the way she had just been spoken to. How dare this child with her feet up on the desk call her insolent. She had only tried to explain what the child already knew. Slowly and begrudgingly, she walked over to her computer and sent the file off; in a way, she hoped the engine would blow up when they turned it on, but she knew by the plans that it wouldn’t do that. The one thing that F756XD knew was that the arrogant bitch of a mean child was very clever, maybe one of the smartest people to have ever lived. F756XD looked down at her bruised body and knew as soon as she was allowed to go back to the residential building that she would get humiliated and beaten more. She cried knowing that would be because some fifteen-year-old girl didn’t care about her; she was just a worthless and unreal woman in the child’s eyes.

Alison

Alison was also sitting with her feet up on a desk as she stared up at the hanging golden male on her wall. She had for a long time wanted another golden slave hanging on the opposite side of the room. The pair would really make her home office look so lovely. It was a shame that all the slaves on the selection a couple of days ago had failed, but none had really been good enough to decorate her office. She knew that there was a plan B. In a way, she felt sorry for the beautiful young girl who would be hung opposite Daisy. Alison knew she had decided the girl's fate the moment she had first seen her. The original idea was to replace the housemaid with Deborah, but now the way she would be used had changed. Alison knew she had to fight the feelings of love that she had growing toward her; at the end of the day, the young girl would just be another slave, and this one would decorate her office wall.

“You’ll have a partner soon Daisy,” she said up towards the lifeless figure hanging on the wall. “At least you won’t be so bored when you're in here alone. I suppose you can’t really chat, but at least you’re be able to look at each other,” she added and then giggled. Alison shut her eyes and smiled; she knew she always got whatever she wanted and knew that before long, Deborah’s limbless and beautiful golden body would add to her office décor. The idea of having such a clever, sexy, and beautiful young woman donning her office wall filled her with excitement. She also knew that Deborah would be happy to hang there for her; why wouldn’t she be? She knew the girl would do anything to please her, so Alison knew she would be more than happy to hang and decorate her office.

Deborah

Deborah had again had to whip Freak for the blood she found in his tube that morning. This time, she had really felt mad at him; he should have learnt self-control by now. She also hated the thought of a male getting hard for her. It was so disrespectful and disgusting. She had hit him until he had bled and was a shivering wreck on the floor. She knew her patients would soon run out with him. She thought about just putting him in the punishment cell and leaving him without air, but he was now trained in the things she liked, and she didn’t want to have to start over with a new male. She decided her best course of action was simply to have the things cock removed. At least without a cock he would just serve and lose his disgusting sexual thoughts toward her. She decided to book him in for the procedure later.

Deborah had decided to wear a lovely yellow summer dress today; the bottom was flared and really showed off her legs, which she kept bare as it was too warm for pantyhose of any kind. As Freak knelt down and placed the soft yellow leather shoes onto her feet, Deborah looked down at his back; she felt a tingle once again at the deep cuts and bruises she had put across it. Her mind then drifted onto the collar around his neck, and Lucy’s idea of the thing being able to cause pain, an idea sprung to Deborah’s mind. Automatically, her mind thought about components that could be used in the system that would control males; she smiled; this would be simpler than she first thought.  

As Deborah walked into the office, two cockless naked males and her naked female office slave fell to their knees.

“Where’s my other male?” Deborah said down to the kneeling female slave.

“Sorry Miss Deborah, he did not make it to his residence last night; apparently, on the way home he got a beating, which turned out to be fatal,” came the soft reply from the kneeling woman.

“Why?” Deborah asked. She was not too concerned about losing the male as she felt that having three in the office was too many; she had considered getting rid of a couple of them anyway.

“Sorry Miss Deborah, I am not sure,” the kneeling woman replied as she looked up at Deborah.

“Find out,” Deborah responded sharply.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” came the soft reply once again. Deborah looked down at the three naked people kneeling before her; she saw the many marks on their bodies and wondered why her office slaves had been beaten so severely. For now, she put it out of her mind as she had more important things to concern herself with.

“When I enter the room, you will now crawl over and kiss my feet; I need much more respect shown to me by my office manager,” Deborah said while looking back down at the naked female slave, who now had so many more bruises on her body than she did yesterday.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” she saw the tremble suddenly appear in the kneeling woman’s body.

“Well, I have just entered a room stupid, " Deborah said again, speaking harshly to the woman.

“Yes sorry Miss Deborah,” came the soft and humiliated-sounding reply. Deborah gave a smile as she watched the naked woman drop onto all fours and crawl over to her feet. As the mouth of the woman pressed down and kissed the toes of her shoes, Deborah again felt that surge of power running through her.

“Coffee slut,” Deborah said as she turned and walked towards her own office.

As Deborah walked toward the facility's staff restaurant, she had a big smile on her face and a spring in her step. The meeting with the medical team had gone better than she had expected; when Deborah had shown them the plans she had for the collar, they were totally amazed at the simplicity of the system. After the two-hour meeting, it was decided that a simple injection that could be given to the slaves during their monthly routine medicals could implant the small chip into the slave's brains. They had called an expert in metals to the meeting to see how the other solar-powered chip could be inserted into the existing collars that were fitted to all males and unreal females. It turned out to be a simple task. The only thing left for Deborah to design was the actual control unit that women would have to carry with them to control the collars. Deborah wanted something small, light, and easy to use; she would work on that after her lunch with Tracey. Deborah had received a call this morning from Tracey, who had wanted to meet up with her for lunch, saying she had some good news.

“I have some great news. The production for the engine has been approved, and the work started this morning on the build,” Tracey said with a big smile on her face.

“Wow, that fast,” Deborah replied, shocked that things had moved so quickly.

“Lucy adores you. She says you should have a few days off before you start work on the collar. You know she worries about burnout in her staff,” Tracey said with a smile, and Deborah gave a little giggle.

“Sorry, the collar is almost ready for a test build and trials,” Deborah said, finding it funny that Lucy felt this was burning her out; so far, she had done no more than a few hours of work on everything since starting here.

“Oh, you really are a genius, but once the collar is ready, you are taking a holiday my girl,” Tracey smiled and spoke in a caring way.

“Okay, I would like to go home I suppose, see my mother and sister for a few days,” Deborah replied as she watched the table maid refill the wine glasses. She then saw the way Tracey, who wore a trouser suit, moved her hand up to the inside of the short skirt of the table maid and gave a few rubs. Deborah had wondered why Tracey always came to this staff restaurant where the table slaves wore the sissy stuff. Deborah preferred the first restaurant they had visited in the facility where the table slaves were naked and cockless.

“Can I ask you something?” Deborah said as Tracey withdrew her hand from the sissy maid.

“Of course, anything,” Tracey smiled as she replied.

“What is it with these sissy things and female slaves? I mean, I have never seen it before coming here.”  Deborah hoped that her question did not offend Tracey in any way. Tracey gave her a smile and for a moment, thought about the answer.

“I suppose us city folk like the power of having other women under our control, and since there are not enough unreal females, we make males look like women to fill the gap,” she then said with a smile. Does that concern you? You know you don’t have to enjoy them or even have them?” Tracey added suddenly looking concerned.

“No, it's nothing like that. In fact I do enjoy them. Well, the female ones anyway,” Deborah replied with a smile, feeling a little relieved that city women shared her feelings.

“And with the wealth you’re going to have you will be able to have as many of them as you like,” Tracey gave Deborah a beautiful smile as she spoke. “So tell me all about the collar and where you are with its design,” Tracey said in her usual friendly fashion as she changed the subject.

When Deborah walked back into her main office, she felt happy and in a way relieved that there was nothing wrong with her newfound feelings of power over other women. The naked slaves knelt as soon as she entered the room, and the female again crawled over and kissed her shoes; Deborah gave a smile.

“In my office girl,” Deborah said as she turned away towards her private office, knowing the naked woman with the beaten body was following her.

“Please, may I say something Miss Deborah?” the kneeling woman said as Deborah sat on her comfortable office chair.

“Yes girl,” Deborah replied as she reached for her scribble book with all the notes for the collar inside.

“Miss Deborah, I found out what happened to the male slave last night,” the naked woman said softly as she looked up towards Deborah. In all honesty, Deborah had forgotten all about that and had to smile at hearing that the woman had found out.

“Well what happened girl?” Deborah said sharply as she pulled a pencil from the drawer and started to draw out her idea for the control box and the components it would have inserted.

“Miss Deborah, it seems that being naked drew the attention of some drunk teenage girls, and they decided to beat him up,” Deborah half listened as she wrote and drew what she had on her mind onto the pad. At hearing the words she remembered about the night she had beat up the street cleaner and got the ticket for it, she smiled.

“Is being naked the reason why you’re covered in bruises girl?” Deborah said without looking away from what she was doing.

“Yes Miss Deborah, it does make disciplinarians and some real women want to beat me,” came the soft and sad-sounding reply. Deborah didn’t respond for a few seconds as she finished drawing the diagram. Once she was satisfied with the drawing and her notes, Deborah looked down at the kneeling woman by her side; the woman looked up at her, and Deborah saw her sadness.

“Well, you’re going to have to be careful because I don’t think you deserve clothing, so you have to accept the beatings you get. Anyway, it’s your own fault for being mentally deficient, isn’t it girl?” Deborah saw the tears building in the woman’s eyes. “I mean, I really can’t imagine why any real woman would ever want or allow someone to dominate her; you are a strange creature and deserve everything you get. DON’T YOU!” Deborah shouted the last words down at the kneeling woman. In all honesty, Deborah had never understood these women. There really was something very wrong inside their heads. Why any woman would want to give their life to another or feel pain for the pleasure of others was beyond Deborah, yet she was happy that these women did exist as they had bought her fun.

“Yes, Miss Deborah,” the tears fell as the naked woman sobbed out her reply. Deborah then reached for her writing pad and threw it at the kneeling woman.

“As normal, none of you have any breaks until this is in computer format and sent off to Lucy's office; now get out,” Deborah said rudely and then turned her attention to her computer screen.

“Yes Miss Deborah,” the office slave replied as she got up. As soon as the door was closed behind the slave, Deborah’s hand went straight under her dress; she had loved every moment of the exchange, and she felt the power surging through her as she humiliated and belittled the much older naked woman. Within moments, Deborah's legs were spread up on the desk as her fingers went under her own panties.


Chapter 18

The Trap







That evening Deborah went to Divya’s apartment. The two sat and spoke as Divya’s two house slaves served them wine. Deborah had to laugh at the sight of the two things that served them. Divya had one dressed like a Barbie doll while the other was in some kind of fairy tale dress that was very short. Deborah still found it comical to have males dressed like this, but at least she knew why now.

“Will you change them for real female slaves in due course? Deborah asked as she watched the two stupid-looking males serving them.

“Gosh no,” Laughed out Divya. “I love their cocks too much for that,” she added. Deborah knew her friend often allowed the males out of their tubes when she used them sexually; they had spoken about it before. In a way, Deborah could understand why Divya did that. She knew having these males fuck her the way they looked with their bodies adapted that it must have felt like Divya had females that were pleasing her.

“It’s like having females with cocks,” Deborah laughed as she spoke. Finally, the penny dropped for Deborah in knowing why city women enjoyed these sissies.

“Precisely,” Divya let out a loud laugh as she replied. Deborah knew this kind of thing was never going to be her cup of tea; she preferred sex with the one woman who she knew she felt real love for; no cock would ever replace Alison’s touch. The thought made her smile.

The following day, Deborah saw that she had received a message from Alison, who was desperate to meet her again, and suggested Deborah go to her home so that they could spend the day together. Deborah wanted to, but she also wanted to make sure the collar design had met with approval, so she first called Tracey. Deborah was over the moon when she heard that it had been approved, and the prototype was expected to be ready tomorrow. Deborah knew there was not much point in going to the office until the collar was ready, so she called a desperate-sounding Alison, who wanted her to come over as soon as she could. Deborah smiled, knowing she was going to have a very fun and sexy day today.

Deborah felt it strange that Alison never sent the car to pick her up that morning, but she put that out of her mind and decided to take the subway. As always, she had made an effort to look really sexy for Alison, going for a pink summer dress and strappy-heeled shoes that showed the curves of her feet really nicely; again, she had left her legs bare as it was another hot day. As always, when meeting Alison Deborah had applied extra makeup to her face to ensure she looked her best. She was happy to get onto the air-conditioning train, which cooled her face from the heat of the world above. The only thing on Deborah’s mind during the journey was Alison. She loved being in the woman’s company so much and had little doubt that she had fallen in love with her.

Alison’s maid, who Deborah was sure was a female, led Deborah into the large apartment; again, she felt it strange that her friend didn’t come to the door and greet her like she usually did.

“Please, if you wait here Miss Deborah, Mistress Alison will join you shortly,” the maid said before giving a curtsy and disappearing into one of the many rooms. Deborah felt it weird that she was left in the large hallway like this; nothing about today's visit seemed the same as her visits before. She looked about for a seat, but there were none. It seemed odd to Deborah that she had been made to wait here; this wasn’t what she had expected, and she wondered if maybe Alison was on an important call. She knew that Alison was a businesswoman and had many projects going on, but still, she felt a little low at being made to stand and wait here like some child.

When the door at the end of the hall opened, Deborah’s jaw dropped at the sight of Alison; for a moment, she was frozen on the spot as she watched Alison gracefully walk towards her. She watched as the beautiful woman’s long blonde hair bounced in the air as she took the elegant steps forward. Deborah looked in wonder at Alison’s sexy body, which was covered in a sheer black nylon body stocking and black high-heeled ankle boots on her feet. Alison walked straight up to Deborah without saying anything, and then suddenly, their lips met. Deborah felt Alison reach under her dress. As soon as Alison’s fingers touched Deborah’s pussy she felt the wetness grow. Alison then suddenly moved her hand and took a few steps back, leaving Deborah desperate to feel her touch again. For a moment, Alison stood there and looked Deborah up and down before giving a beautiful smile.

“Strip, I want you to feel my body without your clothing being in the way,” Alison said in a really sexy voice. Deborah felt the request a little strange; she wasn’t sure that she wanted to be naked in front of a dressed woman, but then again, she thought Alison wasn’t really dressed in the see-through body stocking that she wore, so Deborah slowly took her dress off and allowed it to fall to the floor. She again felt the hint of humiliation going through her as she stood in front of the smiling Alison. “Panties,” Alison said again, giving Deborah a sexy smile. For a moment, Deborah hesitated; she didn’t know why; she had been naked with Alison a number of times before; it was just this situation felt different. “Come on sweetheart, don’t be shy,” Alison spoke softly. Deborah knew this was some kind of sex game, but still, she felt herself blushing as she removed her lacy panties; she also felt the throbbing coming from deep within her. “Shoes,” Alison’s words sounded a little stern this time. Again a strange feeling ran through Deborah at knowing that Alison wanted her completely naked. Still, Deborah was desperate, and she just wanted to feel Alison’s body again, so she dropped to one knee and started to unstrap her sexy shoe as Alison stood and watched. Within moments, Deborah’s other shoe was off; she was about to stand up when Alison stepped toward her.

“Stay on your knee,” Alison said. Deborah froze on one knee as she looked up at the sexiest woman she had ever been in the presence of, who was now standing in front of her. Without saying anything, she felt Alison’s hands behind her head, and then her face was pushed forwards towards the pussy covered in the body stocking, which was now just in front of her face. Without any further words from Alison, Deborah instinctively forced her tongue out and began to lick at the already damp nylon. The sweet smell of the pussy filled Deborah’s nostrils as her tongue found the spot to cause the lady in front of her to give out a little moan of pleasure. Without thinking, Deborah had gone onto her knees fully; it put her at just the right height to comfortably lift her head between the spread legs above her. Deborah allowed her own hand to drop and forced it between her own legs, which were closed as she knelt between Alison’s open legs.

“No, don’t touch yourself; move your hand,” Alison said in her now excited voice. Begrudgingly, Deborah obeyed and lifted her hand from her own throbbing and dripping pussy as she continued to work on Alison’s pussy with her tongue. Deborah felt a little confused about the situation, but she was happy as she knew she was pleasing Alison. Without warning, Alison again suddenly took a step backward, and for a second Deborah was kneeling there with her tongue sticking out of her mouth. She quickly retrieved it and started to stand up. She looked up at Alison's beautiful and smiling sexy face.

“No, stay there on your knees for me,” Alison said with a hint of sternness in her voice. Deborah dropped back down to her knees and again looked up. Suddenly, she really did feel humiliated at her position; she had never knelt in front of anyone before.

“Did you like the feel and taste of the stocking over my pussy,” Alison said with a smile.

“Yes,” Deborah answered timidly back, knowing that she did.

“What does it feel like to kneel in front of me like this?” Alison asked as she placed her hands on her hips and looked down at the naked girl kneeling before her. Deborah felt her head spinning; so many thoughts were going through her mind at once now; everything else in the world except Alison had vanished. “Well?” Alison said, sounding impatient as she waited for an answer.

“Love, humiliation, shock,” Deborah listed the first three words that came to her mind.

“Do you like kneeling in front of me?” Alison said while giving a nice and sexy smile.

“No, yes, I don’t know,” Deborah felt confused. In all honesty, she didn’t know if she liked this or not; Alison let out a little giggle at Deborah’s response.

“Don’t worry; we are behind closed doors. Let’s play a very private game. It will be fun and exciting for both of us, I promise. Do you want to play?” Again, Alison spoke in her friendly voice as she smiled down at Deborah.

“Yes,” was all Deborah said. Deborah knew she could trust Alison and that Alison would give her so much pleasure in whatever game she had in mind. “What is the game?” Deborah asked, looking up at the sexy woman standing before her.

“The game is a sex game. We are going to pretend that you are not a real woman and that you are my slave. Remember, we are in a very safe place here, so shall we play?” Deborah’s mind was suddenly spinning; she didn’t really like the sound of this game, yet she felt excited by it. She knew it was just a game, just some fun, and not real. She also knew she would play whatever game that Alison wanted to.

“Yes,” Deborah replied softly.

“I think you mean yes Mistress, don’t you girl?” Alison said sharply down to her.

“Yes Mistress,” again came the soft reply as Deborah felt her face growing hot under her make-up.

“Kiss my boots then girl,” Alison pointed to the high-heeled ankle boots. Deborah felt her body tremble at the words, which sounded like a command, but she then dropped onto all fours and crawled over to Allison; she dropped her face to the floor and kissed the shining black boots. Deborah felt the wetness between her legs as she did. She also felt the humiliation of what she was doing as her pussy throbbed and longed to be touched. For a moment, Deborah’s mind thought about the slaves that had kissed her own feet as she looked down at them, but she knew that was different as this was just a game and not real.

Alison

Alison smiled as she looked down at the naked girl kissing her boots; she knew she already had enough evidence to have the girl convicted, but now was not the time, and she also wanted to play with her some more anyway. Alison knew the cameras were filming in her bedroom, so she decided to move the game there next.

“Come girl,” Alison said as she turned and started to walk down the hallway. She glanced back and saw that Deborah was starting to get up from her knees.

“No, stay on all fours and follow me girl,” Alison commanded and started to walk again. As Alison passed some glass doors, she saw the reflection of Deborah’s naked body on all fours, following her like some dog; Alison gave a smile, knowing this was being recorded.

“Lay on my bed and spread out your arms and legs,” Alison said as soon as Deborah crawled into the room behind her.

“Yes Mistress,” Alison smiled at the unprompted reply, which would strongly add to the evidence that she needed.

Deborah

Deborah’s mind was spinning as she sat in the back of the car that Alison had provided for her journey home. She had felt pleasure today that was far beyond anything she thought was possible; while strapped down tightly to Alison’s bed, she had been made to cum again and again. She had lost count of the number of times in which her body had exploded. She also knew she had given Alison so much pleasure in return as Alison rode her face time and time again. She knew this had been a game, but she still felt a little shocked at the names that Alison had called her while she pressed her pussy down onto Deborah’s face. It had seemed strange the way Alison had just gone back to her normal self when the game was over. They sat drinking wine and never spoke of the game further. Still, Deborah had to admit to herself that she had enjoyed every bit of the day; her legs and arms were sore from being spread out and tied down to the bed for so long, but that was the price for playing the game, she thought with a smile. She also knew it was a game that she hoped Alison would play with her again.


Chapter 19

The Test







Three comfortable chairs had been set up in Deborah’s main working area. Two were occupied so far by Deborah and Tracey, who both held coffee cups and were happily chatting. Deborah’s three naked slaves knelt on the floor in front of them in stillness. To the side of the slaves was a trolley, which had the new collar components and control box resting on it. There were also a couple of medical tools on the tray.

“So what’s the next project?” Tracey said in her normal and friendly way.

“Well, I want to do some more work on the collar; I think I can make it do more,” Deborah said with her own smile. “I’ve also been doing a bit of scribbling. Whatever they build around my new engine is going to need protecting. The speeds the ship will travel at will make the smallest bit of space debris deadly, but the new shield I have in mind will give it all the protection it will need,” Deborah gave a little giggle.

“You are a pure genius. You know that?” Tracey replied.

“Yup,” Deborah said in a childlike voice, and they both laughed. As Deborah spoke, she couldn’t help again seeing how sexy Tracey looked. She wore a tight-fitting cream dress with matching high-heeled shoes. As she crossed her legs on the seat, the dress lifted, showing her fantastic legs, which were covered in white patterned pantyhose. Deborah wished she had made a little more effort in the way she had dressed today. She only wore a black satin blouse and trousers with flat shoes.

“But I want you to take a two-week break once the collar is complete,” Tracey said, sounding a little concerned.

“Yes I promise,” Deborah replied. She had already decided to do that and travel home to see her family for a few days during the break she knew she didn’t need.

The door to the office suddenly opened, and Lucy walked in. Just behind her was a much younger woman dressed in a white dress, white pantyhose, and flat white shoes. Her clothing resembled that of a nurse's uniform.

“Hello ladies, sorry I got held up,” Lucy said as she walked towards the empty chair.

“Would you like a coffee?” Deborah asked.

“No, let us just do this. I have a meeting soon, and as always I’m running late,” Lucy replied with a smile and took her seat.

“Which one,” the nurse in white asked as she looked down at the three kneeling slaves.

“Any one of the males, in case it fries their minds,” Deborah replied while smiling at the young nurse.

“Kneel up,” the nurse tapped one of the kneeling men on his head with her finger. Deborah smiled as she saw the man rising higher onto his knees, his body trembling in fear.

“You think it may not work?” Lucy said, sounding surprised by Deborah’s last comment.

“The collar and implant will work fine. I'm just not sure how the male's brain will react to it. Medical said it would be OK, but when we start to play with the controls, we will be sure. The only real way to know will be to see what happens,” Deborah explained. A little yelp came from the kneeling male, which made Deborah look away from Lucy and back towards the slave. The nurse was just pulling a large and thick needle out of his head. The three women sat and watched as the nurse held something to the collar, and there was a little drilling sound.

“All done,” the nurse said a few seconds later as she took a step back from the kneeling and shaking man who had heard the conversation the three ladies had.

“Amazing, that was so fast,” Tracey said.

“It’s a very simple procedure, a little painful for the male but an easy task to have done at their medical, " the nurse replied with a smile. Deborah got up and walked towards the trolley. She picked up the small control box before returning to her seat.

“At the moment, there are only a couple of settings, just to test the thing out,” Deborah said while holding up the bank card size control box.

“What are they?” Lucy asked.

“The red button turns them on or off, and the pink button is the pain switch. The longer it is held down, the more pain is given,” Deborah replied with a smile.

“Ok, let’s see if it works,” Lucy sounded like she was in a rush.

“Stand slave,” Deborah said while looking down at the man who had the new device fitted to him. As the man started to stand up, Deborah pressed the red button, and he instantly froze in mid-movement. Both Tracey and Lucy giggled at seeing the position the male had been frozen in. Again, Deborah pressed the button. For a moment, the man looked a bit stunned and then continued to stand up. “Hands on your head and spread your legs,” Deborah commanded and again pressed the button as soon as the male was in the position. “Kneel,” Deborah next ordered, but the male stayed perfectly still. “KNEEL OR I WILL HAVE YOU BURNT ALIVE!” Deborah shouted at the frozen male, and again, he remained perfectly still.

“Amazing,” Lucy said as she stood up and walked up to the naked male. Deborah watched as the old woman in the long dress touched the male's body. “Do you see the way its trembling has stopped,” Lucy said as she held her hand to the naked man’s chest. “Can it feel my touch?” she then asked.

“I’m not sure,” Deborah replied.

“Turn it back on,” Lucy said while still looking at the standing slave in amazement. Deborah pushed the button, and the man blinked and gave off a little gasping sound.

“What did it feel like slave?” Lucy said standing just in front of the naked male.

“Mistress, it was like I had no control of my body. Mistress I did hear what you was saying and felt your touch on my chest,” the soft voice of the man replied.

“Are you able to move freely now?” Lucy asked.

“I am not sure Mistress,” the male replied.

“Walk around the room, then come back here and kneel,” Lucy ordered. As the male walked around the room, Lucy returned to her chair. Soon, the man was kneeling on the floor in front of the women once again.

“Any pain when you moved,” Deborah asked as she looked down at the man.

“No Miss Deborah, everything felt normal, the man with the trembling body replied.

“Let’s see how the pain button works,” Lucy said while looking down at the man. The man’s face immediately turned bright red, and his body trembled some more at hearing he was about to feel pain.  Deborah moved her thumb over to the pink button; the male instantly arched his back, his arms shot out to his side, and the agonizing look on his face told the ladies all they needed to know. Deborah again pressed the button down and this time held her thumb down on it. The male started to shake wildly as he fell to the floor, his body again arched in a strange position and thrashed violently without control.

“That’s the maximum setting, for now anyway,” Deborah said towards the two sitting women.

“Why isn’t it screaming?” Lucy asked as she looked down at the thrashing male on the floor in front of her.

“I’m not sure. I think we need to run some tests on it,” Deborah replied.

“Let's see how it recovers,” Lucy said, and Deborah pressed the small off switch. The male instantly stopped the violent movement. Deborah smiled as he moved back onto his knees to face the sitting woman, his body trembling more than it had before.

“What was that like?” Lucy said while looking down at him.

“Pure hell, agonising Mistress,” the males voice trembled in fear as he spoke.

“And now, do you still feel pain?” this time Tracey asked as she looked down at him.

“No Mistress Tracey,” came the soft but shaky words.

“You don’t mind if we take the creature to research, do you?” Lucy said, looking over to Deborah.

“Not at all; I’ll fit my other two with the device and run some tests here as well,” Deborah said with a smile.

“Well done my girl. This is an amazing creation. I can see every slave in the world having your device fitted to them. You have such talent.” Lucy got up and walked towards Deborah before she bent over and kissed her forehead. Now I’ve got to dash. We will speak later about how to move forward with this.” Lucy left the room smiling.

“You fancy some lunch?” Tracey said while giving a lovely smile towards Deborah.

“Oh yes,” Deborah replied as she stood up feeling as happy as ever.

“Do you want me to insert the device into these other two before I go,” the nurse said, looking down at the two naked office slaves.

“Yes please, if you don’t mind,” Deborah replied as she turned to follow Tracey out of the room.

F756XD

F756XD felt fear running through her body as she knelt on the floor. Her mind was spinning around at what she had heard and seen. She had seen the agony the male slave was in as he rolled and thrashed on the floor between her and the seated ladies. She had heard the woman talking about how he wasn’t able to move; her mind spun as she wondered what they had done to him; she moved her eyes to the side of the room where the male they had experimented on now stood motionlessly. She wasn’t sure if he had been frozen or just stood in stillness. A painful scream came from the kneeling man next to her.

“SHUT UP!” the nurse standing next to him shouted. F756XD felt her own body trembling in fear. She knew that Miss Deborah wanted whatever controlled the male standing to the side also fitted to her. Then she heard the sound of drilling coming from next to her; it sounded like a dentist's drill. F756XD wanted to turn her head to look but dared not move. A few seconds later, after the drilling had stopped, the nurse stood in front of her and the kneeling man next to her.

“Stand, hands up on your head, spread your legs,” F756XD looked up at the young nurse, who was looking down at the man next to her. F756XD heard as the man obeyed the young lady, and then she saw how the nurse touched something in one of her hands. “Kneel,” the nurse then said towards the standing man next to her. Through her peripheral vision, she saw how the man never moved. The nurse gave a giggle as she walked back to the trolley behind F756XD.

“Kneel up bitch.” F756XD felt the light kick to her back and knew the nurse would work on her now. She felt the trembling of fear going through her body as she obeyed the young woman. She didn’t want this; she didn’t want whatever had been done to the males to happen to her; she wanted to beg the young nurse to stop. This didn’t feel fair; she was a woman and had once enjoyed all the power that free women held. Now she felt like a frightened animal; she had no control over what would happen to her.  She thought about calling out to Miss Deborah for help but knew the child who owned her had gone to lunch. A sudden sharp pain in her head blackened her thoughts, and for a moment, her vision blacked out. “SHUT UP BITCH!” F756XD heard the rude words above her. She didn’t know she had screamed out. The pain in her head had stopped as suddenly as it started, but she felt like there was something in her head that wasn’t there before; she felt the lump deep inside her. F756XD couldn’t control the shaking of her body as she held herself up high on her knees to allow the nurse to do as she pleased with her, but she felt helpless and just wanted to run. Then came the sound of drilling, and she felt the vibration in her collar; it soon ended, and again, the nurse walked to the front of her and looked down at her trembling kneeling body.

“Stand up bitch, hands on head and spread your legs,” the nurse spoke sternly. F756XD didn’t want to stand; she knew the man next to her was frozen, and she did not doubt that the young woman in white would do the same to her. Yet she knew she had no choice other than to obey the command; she knew the pain and suffering that she would be put through if she disobeyed a real woman. F756XD rose to her feet and positioned herself as she was told to. She felt her body trembling as she watched the nurse touch something in her hands. Suddenly, she felt a click deep inside her head, and a strange feeling ran through her body; it was not like a feeling she had ever felt before; her mind, for a moment, felt numb. “On your knees bitch,” came the stern command from the lady in front of her. Without giving thought, F756XD went to drop to her knees, but her body didn’t move; a terrifying feeling ran through her. She saw the smile the young nurse gave as she walked out of the room with the male who was first experimented on following behind. She tried to scream, to beg the nurse to come back and help her, but no sound came from her mouth. F756XD’s paralyzed body stood in complete stillness, the feeling of terror running through her as the lights were turned off.


Chapter 20

The Nightmare Begins




Deborah gave a little giggle when she walked back into the main office and saw the two naked slaves frozen; she immediately knew the nurse had switched them off as they never fell to their knees when she entered. Deborah walked up to the male first and stood just in front of him as she looked down toward where his cock had once been. She liked the way the area was now smooth and neat looking. The hanging bollocks of the male did spoil the nice smooth look. Being that the male had been taken off the pink pill, the balls had been producing male milk, which made the sack heavy; the sight of the heavy bollocks hanging between the spread legs reminded Deborah of a cow udder. The sight also reminded Deborah that she had booked her house slave into the clinic this morning when he had again bled overnight; she now decided his bollocks would come off as well; the sight of heavy hanging udders was not something she wanted to see in her home. Next, Deborah stepped up to her female slave. She thought about the nice body this female had; the large and painful bruises on her tits and body did spoil her a bit; no doubt a disciplinarian had given her that on her journey to or from work. Deborah pushed her finger into the purple bruise; she pressed hard while looking up at the female's face, knowing it must have hurt.  Deborah smiled at the face, which just remained frozen. Taking a few steps backward, Deborah again stood facing the two frozen bodies that stood in front of her; she saw the way the two looked dead, their bodies rendered completely inoperable by the collar that she had created. Deborah suddenly felt pride running through her; this was her creation from idea to design, and she knew that her bosses liked what she had done; she also knew how highly they thought about her. Deborah knew she deserved the good life that she had now; she felt special and knew that she was; there were so many good things that she would bring to society in the coming years. Deborah turned and walked towards her private office, leaving the two frozen bodies where they were; she had some ideas that she needed to note down.

Deborah had been sitting at her desk for about an hour while putting her ideas on to paper. She was just thinking about freeing the female's body to make her a coffee when the communicator buzzed. She saw it was Tracey calling.

“Hi Tracey,” Deborah answered happily. There was something about Tracey that Deborah loved; maybe it was the woman's naturally nice way.

“Get to my office now,” Tracey said fairly rudely and hung up. For a moment, the voice had made Deborah freeze; it was clear that Tracey was upset about something; for the first time since she had arrived in the city, Deborah felt worried. Things spun around her mind; there must have been a problem with the collar or the engine, but still, she couldn’t understand why Tracey sounded so rude to her. Tracey must have known that she would fix any problems. As Deborah stood from her desk, she felt a tremble in her legs; she felt that she was going to be told off like some child. She had of course been told off a few times by her mother when she was young but never by anyone else. Well, that wasn’t strictly true, she thought and gave a smile, remembering Alison telling her off during their sex game. Deborah decided she was being silly, and it only sounded like Tracey was rude. She must have been doing other things at the time and was no doubt just rushing and not thinking straight while she spoke to her.

The door to Tracey’s office was ajar, so Deborah walked in; it was something she always did. As Deborah stepped into the office, she saw Tracey leaning on a wall to the side of the room; she had her legs crossed and arms folded just below her breast. Deborah again thought about how sexy this woman looked, especially in the white patterned pantyhose that the short dress displayed nicely.

“Hi, you wanted to see me,” Deborah said, finally taking her eyes away from Tracey’s body and looking up at her face. Another tremble ran through Deborah as she saw the way Tracey was looking at her; it was the look that showed disgust. Deborah only then realized that there was another person in the room; she turned and saw the disciplinarian standing there. The officer looked about Deborah’s age; she saw the black dress and pantyhose that the officer wore, and she also saw the sternness of the woman’s face. “Hello,” Deborah said nervously to the officer.

“You are under arrest for impersonating a real woman. Now strip,” the young officer said with sternness in her voice. Deborah felt her body shake at the words. She knew this must be some kind of mistake and looked back towards Tracey, who still had the same look on her face. “FUCKING STRIP BITCH!” the shout from the officer made Deborah jump.

“What is this? What’s going on?” Deborah aimed her comment at Tracey's stoned face.

“You stupid child, you had the world at your feet,” Tracey said while showing the revulsion she felt in her voice. Suddenly, the pain hit Deborah. It was like something had just stabbed her through the heart. She felt her legs giving way as her arms shot out by her sides, and her body violently shook. She fell hard to the floor, but the pain kept coming, and she felt her body banging onto the floor as it violently thrashed without control. Then, the worst pain that Deborah had felt in her life just stopped.

“Strip cunt, or do you want to be zapped again,” came the words from the disciplinarian. Deborah looked up from the floor and saw the officer was pointing a kind of weapon down at her. Deborah felt her body shaking and also felt the wetness in her panties from where she had urinated herself; her body hurt from where she had hit and shook on the floor. Her mind was still spinning, and tears ran from her eyes; Deborah knew she would do anything not to feel that pain again. “Move cunt, I got better things to be doing than wasting my time on you,” again came the harsh voice from the young officer. Full of fear and confusion, Deborah started to remove her dress, her body still shaking as she did. “At least we caught the bitch young before it could contaminate others,” Deborah heard the voice of the officer.

“I still can’t believe it; I would have called you myself if I had known,” Tracey replied to the officer, and her voice now sounded like the nice and kind voice that Deborah had always known.

“It’s not your fault these creatures are good at hiding themselves,” Deborah knew they were talking about her as she pulled the dress from her shaking body. “Everything off cunt, QUICKLY!” Now the officer lost the polite tone in which she had spoken to Tracey with. Still in fear from the pain she knew the officer would give her, Deborah reached down and pulled off the wet urine-soaked panties and kicked off her shoes. “Stand up cunt, hands behind your back,” the officer gave Deborah the command. As Deborah started to stand up, she suddenly felt this wasn’t real; she knew she must have fallen asleep at her desk and was having a kind of nightmare from which she would awake at any moment. “Turn away from me bitch, look at the wall,” again came the harsh voice. Deborah’s still shaking body obeyed the command; she wanted to wake from this nightmare and tried to force herself to come out of it; suddenly, she felt the metal of the handcuffs against her wrist as her hands were locked behind her back. “I’ll get this creature out of your way now. Thank you for your assistance,” Deborah heard the way the officer suddenly sounded polite again.

“You're welcome, and thank you for dealing with it,” again, Tracey's polite voice sounded. Deborah felt the humiliation of being called an it and a creature; she wanted to protest but feared the pain the officer would give her. For a moment, she stood naked with her hands locked behind her back and shook. Suddenly, she felt the hand behind her neck; the hand grabbed the back of her neck tightly and hurt.

“Bend your body cunt, look at the floor,” came the rude words from the officer. As Deborah started to obey, she felt herself being pulled forward towards the office door.

Deborah felt confusion and humiliation as her naked, bent body was forced through the corridors of the building; she saw how people stood to one side to let the officer pull her past them. Deborah heard a woman saying to another, “Must be a defect.” Deborah wanted to scream out at them; she wanted to protest and tell everyone that she was innocent and was a real woman.

In the lift, Deborah was held in the bent position, forcing her to look down at the officer's black low-heeled shoes; other women in high heels were also in the space with her. Deborah felt these women looking at her while her naked body shook. When outside of the building, males stopped walking as the officer pulled her across the yellow strip on the pavement to the back of a disciplinarian van. As the door to the van opened, Deborah saw the small cage inside. The cage was fit for some wild dog to be locked into, not for a woman.

“Get in cunt,” came the rude words, and Deborah felt the officer forcing her toward the open cage. Deborah felt her body beginning to shake worse than it had as she looked at the bars of the cage. “Get used to cages you fucking dirty whore. NOW GET IN, OR I WILL FUCKING HURT YOU BAD!” the officer screamed the words down at Deborah. The fear was too much for Deborah, and she thought her legs would give way, but the officer forced her forward, and Deborah climbed into the cage, which held her down on her knees. Doors slammed shut, and suddenly, Deborah’s naked body was trapped in a small cage like an animal with her hands still locked behind her back.

RT46YS

RT46YS had no idea why he had been sent back to the medical centre so soon; he hoped that Miss Deborah had decided that the cruel device fitted to his cock would be removed. Ever since his last medical a week ago, his life had been a painful living nightmare. He couldn’t understand why Miss Deborah punished him so much when his cock tried to get hard; if she hated hard cocks, why did she take him off the pink pill?  Now his cock was constantly teased by the small new tube, which never stopped pressing on him, the thing was a constant tease, and then each time his cock tried to get hard, the pain was instant. His cock was just a mess now. The pins inside the tube had been cutting into his cock ever since it was fitted. Yet every time Miss Deborah saw that mess, she would lose her temper and punish him, which was unfair; she was after all the one who had taken him off the pills and had decided he should have this torture tube fitted. Still, he hoped his visit to the medical centre today was to replace the tube with one like the one fitted to him before, which was still painful but nothing like the one he had locked onto him now. RT46YS walked with his head down while other men pushed past him on the narrow pavement. As he walked towards the centre, he started thinking again of Miss Deborah, who had looked really nice this morning when he caught sight of her leaving the apartment. The pain in his cock was instant and intense once again, and he felt the tears building in his eyes.

RT46YS had joined the long line of men waiting their turn to be called up to the reception desk at the medical centre; after about an hour, he was finally standing in front of the young woman who sat behind the desk. He handed his medical card to the young lady and knew he would now have to wait until a nurse was free to see him. His mind raced, hoping that his Mistress had sent him here to be put on the milking machine, which had not happened for months now. 

“You are in the wrong zone; go to zone C, " the woman behind the desk said after scanning his card and throwing it back towards his face.

“Yes sorry thank you Miss,” RT46YS replied and gave the young woman a respectful bow. He had no idea why he was being sent to a different zone as he had always come here for his medical. As RT26YS walked away from the desk, he looked up towards the signs that hung from the ceiling; he saw an arrow that indicated he had to walk back out of the building to get to zone C. As he walked towards yet another building, he kept his head lowered and hands behind his back; he also felt confused about where he was going and why. Finally, he came to a door and glanced upwards at the sign above to make sure this was where he was supposed to be. His blood ran cold when he read the sign above the door stating, ‘Zone C castrations.’ RT46YS felt his body shaking in terror; he couldn’t believe his child Mistress had decided to do this to him; part of him wanted to turn and run.

“Scary, isn’t it?” RT46YS heard the soft woman’s voice at his side. He had no idea that a woman was there. He quickly looked toward the voice and saw the woman in a blue uniform. She had the top few buttons of her shirt undone, her legs covered in what looked like combat trousers, and the bottoms tucked into her black combat-type boots. He saw the gun hanging from her hip. He immediately gave her a bow and held the position.

“Yes Mistress officer,” he heard his trembling voice reply to the pretty woman that was leaning against a wall while smoking a cigarette.

“Don’t call me that. I’m not one of those evil fuckers,” came the nice voice of the woman.

“Sorry Miss.” RT46YS felt a little relieved that the woman wasn’t a disciplinarian, but he still had no idea who she was.

“Come here, stand straight,” the soft voice said towards him. RT46YS straightened his back and took a few steps toward the woman; as he stood in front of her, he felt his body trembling in fear. He kept his gaze lowered towards her boots and his hands behind his back. He then saw the woman’s hand moving towards his face, and he saw the way her fingernails were painted a very light pink colour. He felt her fingers under his chin, lifting his face up. He was amazed by the beauty of the woman when he looked at her face; she had the most beautiful blue eyes that he had ever seen, and the make-up she wore really highlighted them. Her long black hair ran over her shoulders and down towards her breast and looked so light as it waved in the light breeze. He saw the nice friendly smile she gave him as she raised the cigarette to her red-painted lips and took a puff. “So what’s your story?” she spoke softly while looking at him.

“Sorry Miss. I’m not sure why my mistress sent me here,” he replied, sounding very nervous. He saw how she smiled at him; it was a soft smile that showed kindness.

“There must be a reason why your Mistress wants your cock removed; why?” again came her very sexy and calm-sounding voice. RT46YS felt the humiliation running through him, knowing he would have to explain to this beautiful and kind-looking woman why a child wanted his cock removed.

“Miss I was taken off of the pink pill, and then at my last medical, I was fitted into a very small chastity device. I think it is because I keep getting hard in it that I have been sent here by my Mistress,” his humiliated voice replied, and he felt his face burning a bright red. He saw how the woman again smiled before taking another puff of her cigarette and discarding it to the floor. As the cigarette fell, he lowered his face towards her boot and saw how she squashed the cigarette below it.

“What a bitch,” the woman's voice spoke softly. “Show me it,” again RT46YS felt his face burning. “Strip and show me the offending meat,” he heard the little sound of amusement in the woman’s voice. He looked back up at the woman’s face; he saw the nice-looking smile; he also knew he had to obey this kind-looking woman. 

“Yes Miss,” he replied, hearing the way his voice showed the humiliation he was feeling. As RT46YS removed his overalls, he saw the words ‘Medical Centre Security’ written on the woman's tight blouse.

Within moments, he stood in front of the young woman completely naked. He again put his hands behind his back and saw the beautiful officer looking down at his trapped and painful cock.

“Ouch, that really looks bad.” RT46YS heard a hint of sympathy in the woman’s voice. “I take it your Mistress doesn’t use it sexually then,” the woman added as she reached into her pocket and retrieved her cigarette packet.

“No Miss, I think she is too young for that,” again, RT26YS felt the humiliation of having to speak to this woman while standing in front of her completely naked. He saw the look of surprise on the woman’s face as she lit another cigarette and blew the long plume of smoke toward his face.

“How old is she?” the woman enquired as RT26YS coughed at the smoke he inhaled from the woman’s cigarette.

“I’m not sure Miss but I think about thirteen or fourteen years old,” came the humiliating reply. He saw the shocked look on the woman’s face.

“Fuck losing your cock for a child; that’s got to feel so bad,” again the woman spoke in her soft and kind-sounding voice. RT26YS felt the tears building up in his eyes.

“Yes Miss,” he replied, feeling the humiliation once again. For a moment, the woman just stayed leaning back on the wall as she smoked her cigarette and looked down at his cock.

“I understand now. It’s pretty obvious that she wanted you to control your own cock,” she paused and let out a little chuckle. “Looking at that, you failed badly,” she then added, still looking down at the plastic tube with blood stains on the inside. RT26YS again felt the trembling in his legs from the humiliation he felt, yet part of him wished this lady was his owner. There was something so nice about her; she always had such a kind tone in her voice.

“Yes Miss,” he replied, finally feeling the tears running down his face. He saw how she looked back up at his face and gave him a beautiful smile.

“At least your suffering will end when they cut the thing off you, but it is such a shame as it looks like that was once a nice cock in there,” again, the smile came.

“Yes Miss,” his sobbed back toward her and again he so wished this was his owner. He watched as she again discarded her cigarette to the floor and stamped it out under her boot.

“Well RT26YS, it's been nice speaking to you, but you better run inside now and get the chop,” she again spoke softly as she read his name from the tattoo on his chest. 

“Yes Miss,” he replied as he bent down to start to dress again.

“No, leave them off. Just carry them in with you,” again she smiled as she spoke.

“Yes Miss,” the humiliation ran through him as he picked up his overalls and plimsoles from the floor at her feet. RT26YS watched as the woman turned and walked away. He saw how beautiful and sexy she looked in the tight uniform and would have given anything to have belonged to her. He turned towards the door, his naked body taking the few steps towards the place which would castrate him, and all because some arrogant evil child had decided she didn’t want him to have a cock.


Chapter 21

Captivity




When they arrived, the officer dragged Deborah by the hair and forced her into the standing cage that held her body tightly. Deborah had tried to speak with the young officer. She tried to tell her this was a mistake of some kind, but the officer had just hit her across the head and told her to shut up. Now Deborah stood in the cage in some yard; there must have been fifty other cages that filled the yard, all standing in rows. Most held crying and terrified-looking naked people; most were male, but there were a few women also. Like Deborah, they all stood behind bars with their bodies shaking in terror and confusion at what had happened to them. As each cage stood at least ten feet apart, none of the prisoners they held tried to speak to each other, all too fearful to do so anyway. Deborah felt the bars pushing against her body as she stood and shook, her mind confused and full of fear. She couldn’t understand why she was here; the officer said she had impersonated being a real woman, and Deborah had no idea what she had meant by that; she knew she was a real woman and a powerful one at that. Deborah desperately wanted to speak to someone in authority. She knew this was a mistake, but the only officials she saw were disciplinarians who arrived in vans and dragged naked people from the vehicles, and placed them in the free cages.

Deborah was not sure how long she stood with the bars that surrounded her body holding her in place; she felt like she was an animal that had been locked in here; she felt she couldn’t be trusted to wait and had to be secured behind the bars. She had cried many tears as she stood there and waited. Occasionally, she saw smartly dressed women go to cages and take the person inside away with them. Deborah knew she had to wait for one of these women to take her; they looked official, and she would then be able to clear this mess up when one collected her. Her mind went to Tracey; she found it hard to believe how Tracey spoke about her to the officer. Tracey had always been the friendliest of people, and today, she looked down at Deborah like she was some worthless creature; that confused Deborah so much; how was it possible for Tracey to change like that? Then Alison came to her mind. Alison was a very rich and powerful woman; Deborah knew she needed to call her; she needed Alison to come and help her and knew she would when she found out what had happened. Deborah would demand to call her friend and lover as soon as one of these officials came to her, and then this nightmare would be over. As Deborah stood there, she shook in fear whenever she saw a disciplinarian walking by. She remembered what the young officer had done to her, the agony she had caused, and a shiver of fear ran through Deborah’s spine whenever she saw one of these evil women. For now, Deborah knew she had no choice; she would just have to wait and not speak to anyone until she was taken from this cage; only then would she get her wonderful life back, and she knew Alison would make sure of that.

Deborah saw the Chinese-looking woman walking towards her cage. The woman looked about forty; she was short in height and wore a nice-looking blue trouser suit. Deborah looked at her face as she came towards the cage. She never wore much makeup, but her face had that strict look to it; maybe it was the way that her hair was tied back tightly that gave her that look. The woman unlocked the cage door.

“Come with me,” was all she said as she turned away from Deborah. Deborah felt stiffness in her legs and back from standing there for so long.

“Please, I need to make a call. There has been a dreadful mistake,” Deborah said as she stepped out of the cage, still with her hands locked behind her back. The short woman in front of her stopped and turned.

“If you ever speak again without permission, I will cut your fucking tongue out of your fucking useless cunt mouth. DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME BITCH!” The words sent a shock wave through Deborah; she felt helpless and scared; it was a feeling she had never felt before. Her body again shook in terror as the woman in front of her again turned and started to walk away. Deborah now felt like a child; no, it was worse than that she thought; she felt like an animal as she forced her naked and bonded body to follow the short woman.

Deborah followed the woman into a building and down a long corridor with doors that looked like cells spread along it. Deborah was desperate to speak to this woman; she felt the woman had authority and could sort this out, but she feared what the woman had said and knew she had to wait until she was allowed to speak. For now, she looked down at the low heels of the woman’s boots, which clicked along the stone floor in front of her. Eventually, the woman opened one of the metal doors and led Deborah into one of these rooms. The room was large, and a fearful shiver ran down Deborah’s spine as she looked around. The room was mostly empty, except for various cages and metal frames that were clearly there to attach people to. Deborah followed the woman to the centre of the room; a comfortable-looking chair sat just to the left of where the woman stopped and faced her.

“Turn round bitch,” again the Chinese-looking woman said sternly, and again Deborah felt her body shake in fear as she obeyed. Once her back was facing the Chinese woman, Deborah felt her hands being unlocked. “Face me bitch and give me your hands,” the next sharp command came. For a moment, Deborah thought about making a break for it; she was bigger and stronger than this woman, and finally, her hands were free. Then she remembered the short woman was the law; she had been arrested, and this little arrogant woman would be able to sort this whole mistake out. Deborah turned and faced her; as she did, she held out her hands and felt the handcuffs again being locked onto her wrist.

“Please Miss, look this is,” Deborah started to say but never got to finish what she was saying. The slap to her face was so hard that it knocked Deborah sideways; tears filled her eyes as her face burned; no one had ever slapped her before, well, except Alison in their sex game.

“I will not fucking tell you again whore, do not speak unless spoken to!” The woman said in a loud and fearful voice. Deborah felt her body shaking in both humiliation and fear. Suddenly, a chain appeared in front of Deborah, which the Chinese woman had pulled down from above her head; Deborah helplessly stood and watched as the chain was locked onto the handcuffs that held her hands together. The Chinese woman then walked to the side to where the chair was. “Face me you worthless cunt,” came the rude command. As Deborah turned her body slightly to face the woman sitting on the chair, she felt the chain pulling her arms upwards. Within moments, her arms were stretched upwards above her head as she stood in front of the comfortably sitting lady in front of her. The chain that pulled her upwards only stopped moving when Deborah was standing on her toes. The only movement from Deborah’s body was the terrified and uncontrollable shaking. She felt the humiliation going through her at being strung up naked in front of the fully dressed woman who was now looking down at a notepad. “You are accused of impersonating a real woman. Do you plead guilty to this crime?” the woman said without looking up at Deborah. Confusing again filled Deborah’s mind. She didn’t understand why this was being said to her. “I don’t fucking like being kept waiting for an answer bitch,” the Chinese woman looked up with an angry face. “Are you guilty of this crime?” she said sharply.

“NO, NOW I DEMAND TO CALL SOMEONE!” Deborah shouted down at the ugly, rude, and arrogant woman. Finally, she had lost her own temper at being treated like some animal. She knew once Alison heard about this that it would be this ugly bitch who would be hanging here naked. Suddenly, the pain hit Deborah; her legs gave way as her body shook without control; she screamed out and felt the way her back arched backward. The pain was far worse than what the officer had given her when she was first arrested. She could barely see but saw enough to see the conceited face looking up at her. The pain stopped as the Chinese woman moved her hand from something in the arm of her chair.

“It’s fucking simple, yes or no. I can fucking hurt you all day long if you like. NOW ANSWER MY QUESTION!” the angry shout came from the sitting woman. “Do you plead guilty to your crimes,” the voice suddenly sounded calm.

“No,” Deborah sobbed back as tears ran from her face. The pain came back without warning, and again, Deborah screamed at the agony she felt going through her body; her body violently shook as her legs gave way again, leaving her hanging from the wrist. Then, as suddenly as the pain started, it stopped.

“Address me as Mistress Officer you worthless slut,” came the arrogant words. “Well are you guilty?” the woman added while looking at Deborah’s shaking body.

“No Mistress Officer,” Deborah sobbed out her answer as her mind worked out that the electricity that had just tortured her came from above her via the chain that held her arms high.

“So you're telling me you don’t feel inferior to real women, that you’re not turned on by being controlled by a real woman. Maybe you dream of a fucking male ordering you about bitch. Is that what you really want? Maybe you want to suck some male's cock so he can get a kick from your suffering?” Again, the voice sounded arrogant.

“No, Mistress Officer, that’s not true,” Deborah sobbed out the words as her body shook and tears flooded from her eyes. Deborah saw how the sitting woman reached for a button on the arm of her chair again, and she braced for the impending agony that would bring.

“Please no, please no Mistress Officer, please don’t hurt me,” she heard herself pleading, not wanting to feel that pain again. Instead, the wall behind the sitting woman came alive, and a film played. She watched herself kissing Alison's boots; she saw herself tied to Alison’s bed, begging to be hit, and she heard herself calling out to Mistress Alison to hit her again.

“Please Mistress Alison, hit me again. I deserve it; I am your useless slave,” Deborah heard her words as she watched Alison hitting her during their sex game. The large screen then turned off, and the Chinese woman looked up at her, her face filled with disgust at the video she had just played.

“Are you saying that isn’t you? It certainly looks like you,” the woman said in her normal arrogant way. Confusion filled Deborah’s mind. She couldn’t understand how this video could have been filmed.

“It was just a game Mistress Officer, and it’s not real,” Deborah again sobbed out.

“Well, it looks pretty real to me whore,” a smug look came over the Chinese woman’s face as she spoke.

“Please Mistress Officer it was just a sex game we played, please I beg you to call Alison,” Deborah heard how desperate her voice sounded. Deborah watched as the woman looked back down into her book and started to read out loud from it.

“I was shocked when Deborah asked me to do this to her, but I liked the girl, so I decided to play along. I still remember how it felt strange when the girl came into my home, and before I knew anything, she was on her knees begging me to hurt her and treat her the way she said she had always felt real women should treat her. She confessed to me while I had her tied to my bed that she felt males were treated badly and that society had gone wrong. She said she had always dreamt of serving real people, both men and women; she kept begging me to hurt her. To be honest, I did hit her because I felt sorry for her; it was only after she had left my house that I felt it was wrong and dangerous for such a woman to be at large and contacted the law about it. The whole thing sickens me, and I am still shaken by what happened.” The woman paused and looked up at Deborah. “This is what your so-called play partner Alison told us,” the woman added and again paused.

“That’s not true Mistress Officer. She made me do it,” the sudden agony ran through Deborah’s body again as the woman pushed the button on her chair. Again, she screamed out as the pain cut into her; her body shook violently as it hung in front of the woman who looked up at her. Then the pain suddenly stopped, and Deborah fought to stand up, her mind now beginning to feel hazy from the pain it had been through.

“I find you guilty of impersonating a real woman and designate you an unreal person. I will decide what will be done with you later. I can’t be bothered to waste any more of my time here.” The woman got up and walked towards the door. As Deborah’s mind spun, her legs gave way, and she felt herself hanging from the chain, which pulled her arms upwards; then there was pitch blackness as the lights were turned off.

Deborah stood there in complete darkness, her body naked and arms stretched above her head. She had shaken and cried for what seemed like an age; she felt helpless and wanted her mother. She knew she needed to call her mother for help. Deborah had screamed out for someone to help her, but there was only silence that met her pleas for help. Confusion ran around her mind; she had little doubt that Alison had set her up but couldn’t understand why she had done that. She had such feelings for Alison, and that was why she played the silly but sexy game that Alison wanted to play. Deborah thought about the great times that they had spent together while her mind tried to work out why Alison had done this to her. Deborah again had that surreal feeling; part of her couldn’t believe what was happening to her was real, but she remembered the pain, and her body shook again at the memory of it; that pain was very real. Again, Deborah cried as she helplessly just stood in the darkness, not knowing what was going to happen to her; the sound of the door unlocking brought her back to her senses, and as the lights came on, the brightness blinded her. Deborah tried to focus her sight on the sound of the clicking heels that walked towards her; as she focused, she saw the woman and man in the dark blue overall standing just behind her. Deborah felt the shame of hanging here naked in front of a male.

“Hello Deborah, my name is Miss Jane. I am a solicitor and have been appointed to assist you,” Deborah's eyes focused on the beautiful woman. She looked a little older than Deborah; as the woman sat, she crossed her legs. She wore a longish dress, but her heeled black shoes and nearly black pantyhose could be seen. The male stood beside her, and Deborah felt relief that he looked towards the floor and not at her hanging naked body. Deborah looked towards the face of the very pretty woman. She looked pale, but Deborah could see that it was the light colour makeup that gave her that look. Finally, Deborah felt that she might get the help she needed. “You have been found guilty of impersonating a real woman, and you have also now been designated an unreal person,” the lady spoke as she reached for the bag that the male held open for her.

“Please, can you take me down from here,” Deborah said as she saw the woman taking a pen and notepad from the bag.

“Please address me correctly,” the woman said while glancing up toward her. She did not say the words in any bad tone of voice; in fact, the woman sounded polite. From where Deborah hung, she smelt the aroma of the nice, expensive perfume that the sitting woman wore.

“Sorry Miss Jane, please can you take me down,” Deborah felt the tears running down her face as she spoke.

“No, I can’t do that, and to be honest, I wouldn’t if I could,” again the kind and gentle voice said up to her. Deborah felt the humiliation of hanging up like a piece of meat before the fully dressed woman and man.

“Please, I need help Miss Jane; there has been a terrible mistake here.” Deborah sobbed out the words as she looked down at the woman.

“I am not here to argue your case, so please don’t think that. You have been found guilty of a very serious crime. You have to understand that the law is very clear that any woman with feelings like you have should report it to a doctor. You failed to do that. What makes things more serious for you is that you impersonated being a real woman and forced another woman to act out your fantasies.” Again, the sitting lady spoke calmly and had a sympathetic and kind look on her face. Deborah felt her body shaking; what the woman was saying wasn’t true; it was Alison who made her play the game.

“No, that’s not true; I was made to play a game, that’s all; I never want to serve others. I am a real woman,” Deborah sobbed the words out to the sitting woman below her. She saw how the woman moved her finger towards the button that the Chinese woman had pressed, the button which caused the pain; Deborah felt herself shaking in fear.

“Look, it’s not my job to hurt you, but if you do not correctly address me, I will cause you a lot of pain. It should be easy for you to address a real woman respectfully anyway,” the soft voice said as the woman hovered her finger just above the button.

“Sorry, sorry yes Miss Jane,” Deborah’s petrified-sounding voice said quickly at not wanting to feel the agony again.

“Thats better girl, now the crime you have committed carries the death sentence.” Deborah felt her legs give way as she heard those words; her body shook in fear as it again hung from her wrist. “Pull yourself together girl; I will try to get the officer not to give you that sentence if I feel you're worth saving,” Deborah heard the words, but her head was spinning; she felt this couldn’t be real. Only this morning, she was at work and being treated like the clever real woman that she was, and now she hung here like some animal being threatened with death.

“Please help me Miss Jane, please I beg you,” the sobbing words came from Deborah’s mouth as she forced herself to stand up on her legs again. The woman smiled up at her.

“As I said, that’s why I am here,” the kind voice spoke, and again, Deborah found hope in the words that this would be sorted out.

“Thank you Miss Jane.” Deborah fought to pull herself together; she needed this woman’s help badly, and she knew that.

“Good girl, now as I have said, the officer has found you guilty, which I cannot and will not try to change; this is now about the sentence you will be given when the officer returns to deal with you.” Deborah’s body again started to shake at the words; this wasn’t right; she couldn’t understand how the little Chinese woman had decided that.

“Please, Miss Jane, the officer didn’t understand what had happened and that I was made to do those things; I am a real woman; I enjoy dominating; I have kil,” Deborah’s words were interrupted.

“Look shut up with all that, I don’t have time to go round in circles with you. I know you’re not the brightest spark, but you must understand that you are an unreal person now. You did force your warped ideas onto a real woman and forced her to play some pathetic game that she didn’t want to. The officer has decided that. Do you understand me girl?” This time, the sitting woman sounded a little angry and raised her voice slightly. “If I am to be honest with you, what you are and what you did sickens me, so stop playing silly word games if you want to live. AM I CLEAR GIRL!” The woman shouted the last words up at Deborah. Deborah felt herself shaking; this wasn’t fair; the humiliation of the way this woman spoke and the belittling and hateful words used again brought tears running from her eyes. Deborah wanted to beg this woman to help her; she wanted to make the woman see what had really happened. Deborah saw how the woman moved her finger toward the pain button on the chair.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” were the only words that came from Deborah’s mouth.

“Good, now when the officer comes back, you will change your plea to guilty. You will fully confess to her your real feelings of servitude, and you will beg her for mercy. Do that, and the officer may choose to spare your life. I will speak to her beforehand to let her know you will now be honest,” The woman gave Deborah a reassuring smile.

“May I ask what will happen if I don’t do that Miss Jane,” Deborah’s body still trembled in shame and terror as she helplessly stood there with her arms above her head.

“I guess the officer will execute you instantly; we don’t need your kind poisoning others, do we?” The woman smiled at Deborah as she spoke.

“No Miss Jane,” Deborah said helplessly back down to the sitting woman. “Please, Miss Jane, can I call someone? I want to speak to my mother,” Deborah sobbed.

“No, you cannot; as soon as you were found guilty, you became state property. You have no one to call now. You will have but one purpose if the officer permits you to live, and that is to serve the state or anyone it gives you to,” again the woman smiled up at Deborah. Deborah watched helplessly as the woman stood and put her book back into the bag; she then turned and walked towards the door with the male who carried her bag following. Then, there was sudden pitch blackness as the woman and man closed the door behind them and turned off the lights.

Deborah wasn’t sure how long she was left there; hours seemed to have passed by, and a few times she had fallen asleep only to be woken by the pain as her legs gave way and she was pulled upwards by her arms. Her mind never stopped spinning in confusion; she cried, and her body shook; she felt angry that Alison had done this to her. She felt it unfair that no one was in the slightest bit interested in hearing the truth. Deborah dreaded the Chinese woman coming back; she didn’t want to die, but she wanted the woman to listen to her. More and more hours went by as Deborah stood naked while on her toes and in the pitch blackness with her arms fastened above her. Again and again, Deborah’s legs had given way; she felt so tired, and her body hurt from the way she was forced to stand. She knew that she had been here for the night as she helplessly waited for someone to come into the room. She prayed it would be someone who would help her.

The lights suddenly turned on, blinding and hurting Deborah. She shielded her face with her raised arms to protect herself from the painful light.

“Sorry miss,” came the male voice in front of her. Deborah again felt the sudden humiliation of standing like this naked in front of a male; she forced her head to turn and saw the man in the blue overall holding up a large spoon. “Please Miss its food,” came the soft words from the sorrowful-looking male. Deborah felt the hunger inside her; she had done so for hours. Without saying anything, she opened her mouth. The man put the spoon up to her and emptied the contents into her mouth. Deborah swallowed the tasteless gooey substance. “Please Miss have another spoonful it will help you feel better,” the soft voice spoke again. Deborah watched as the man put the spoon into one of the buckets he had brought into the room; as the spoon came up, Deborah instinctively opened her mouth. She felt the humiliation of being fed by this man running through her, but she was starving. She then watched as the male filled a cup with water from his second bucket; as he held it up, Deborah gulped the stale-tasting warm water down. The man turned to leave after she had drunk the water. Deborah wanted to tell the man to stop; she wanted to ask him about what help she could get, but she felt too humiliated at being in his presence while naked, so she didn’t say anything. Again, the lights went out, and she stood in the silent darkness waiting. Deborah didn’t yet know how, but she was sure that she would get her freedom back and sort this mess out.


Chapter 22

Punishment







Alison felt happy; everything had worked out perfectly so far. She knew Deborah would soon belong to her; as Alison sat with her feet up on the desk, she looked up at Daisy's hanging golden body. She saw the smile on his face and the stiff cock standing out for her. She knew she had made his life complete. Alison allowed her hand to slip under the short nighty she still wore. She felt the wetness of her pussy as she watched the throbbing cock of the man hanging from her wall. Alison made a decision. She wanted to feel that cock inside her and to give Daisy a gift that he had probably wished for years to have. Alison slowly stood and moved a chair to the front of the hanging body. She slipped her nighty off and climbed up onto the chair. She then reached up around the hanging man’s head and pulled herself up onto him; she saw how the man tried to say something, so she smiled at him and allowed her body to drop; holding her legs apart, she felt the stiff cock sliding into her. Alison gave a little moan of delight as she began to ride the man with no arms or legs who was attached and hung from her wall.

Deborah

Over the following hours, Deborah fought to stand; her legs hurt badly, as did her back. She had long lost feeling from her arms that were stretched above her and attached to a hook of some kind above her head. Once or twice, her legs gave way, and the pain as her arms took her weight made her scream out in agony. There was no light in the room; only pitch blackness and an eerie silence surrounded her. Deborah felt the coldness around her naked body as she stood and waited. It seemed like it had been hours since the man had come into the room and fed her, and since then, she had not heard a sound or seen any light. Deborah felt a sudden feeling of worthlessness running through her; she knew she could die here, and no one would blink an eye. Both the solicitor and officer had said she was now a non-person; the thought sickened her to the core. Deborah didn’t understand how the Chinese officer could hold so much power to take a person's right to be a human being away, but then she thought about the evidence she had seen against her, and tears fell from her eyes.

Without warning, the painful light hit her, and her eyes burned from the sudden brightness. Deborah heard the heels clicking towards her and forced her eyes to focus on the figure that was coming in from the door. Deborah’s blood ran cold when she saw the Chinese-looking woman approach. The woman wore a short dark blue dress this time, her legs covered in black pantyhose, and the sound from the high-heeled shoes she wore clicked on the stone floor. Behind the woman, Deborah saw a man in blue overalls following her into the room.

“Good morning slut,” came the arrogant-sounding voice of the woman as she sat on the chair in front of Deborah and crossed her legs.

“Good morning Mistress Officer,” Deborah forced the words out knowing the pain this woman could make her feel at her whim.

“I have decided to sentence you to death, and you will now be hung. Is there anything you wish to say before your sentence is carried out,” as the woman spoke, the male in the overalls stepped forward and pulled down a noose from above Deborah’s head and placed it around her throat. As Deborah looked down at the woman with the sexy legs, she felt her own legs shaking below her; she again felt the urine she was holding flow out of her.

“Please, I beg you not to kill me, please Mistress Officer, please don’t kill me. I confess to everything; I am sorry I lied to you, Mistress Officer please don’t kill me, please, I beg you Mistress Officer, please.” The words came flowing out of Deborah’s shaking body as tears fell from her eyes. She couldn’t believe she was about to die but had no doubt that she was. She saw the way the Chinese woman gave her a smile and then looked towards the man. Deborah’s shaking body waited for the seated woman to give the man the signal to end her life. “Please Mistress Officer, I beg you not to kill me; I want to serve a real woman, I can give so much to society, please Mistress Officer, I really beg you to give me a chance to serve,” again Deborah pleaded for her life. The sitting woman looked back up towards Deborah’s face.

“Why did you lie to me yesterday whore?” The arrogant voice said up at Deborah. Deborah’s mind spun; she knew these could be the last moments of her life, and she knew the woman sitting there didn’t want to hear the truth that she was innocent. Deborah didn’t want to die, and she knew she never deserved to; she had done nothing wrong.

“Mistress Officer I am sorry. I wanted to go back to my life; I knew what I had done was wrong and wanted to try to turn my life around and start to be a real woman,” Deborah cried as she spoke.

“You will never be a real woman; you are damaged inside your head, you know that don’t you,” again came the voice of the woman.

“Yes Mistress Officer, yes I do. Please allow me to serve, please Mistress Officer; I know I can never be a real woman, but I can serve real women really well and make things to give all real women a better life.” Deborah sobbed out as her body shook in terror at what was about to happen to her.

“So did it feel right to you when you begged Alison for pain?” The arrogant voice said up towards Deborah.

“Yes Mistress Officer it did, I wanted a real woman to hurt me. I know it’s what should happen.” Deborah’s shaking voice replied. She knew she was now fighting for her life.

“Do you understand that you are some kind of freak? An abomination that must be controlled. Pain is the best you can ever hope for?” Deborah saw the smug look on the woman’s face as she spoke.

“Yes Mistress Officer,” came the sobbing reply.

“Yes what?” Again the arrogant voice said up to her.

“Yes Mistress Officer I am a freak and an abomination that must be controlled,” came the humiliated reply. Deborah prayed that she was doing the right thing; she knew she had to get this arrogant woman to spare her life. That was all that mattered right now.

Li

Li looked up at the naked girl hanging up in front of her, she had fully intended to hang the bitch by the neck when she had come into the cell. There was nothing about her that she liked; this creature had tricked her way into a top job; she had pretended to be a real woman and then manipulated a wealthy woman into playing her sick games. Everything about the creature sickened Li, and she had told that to the solicitor who pleaded for the creature's life. Li had also learned how clever this thing that hung up in front of her was. It was hard to believe that the sixteen-year-old manipulative bitch was so highly thought after. The space agency had told Li that they would take her back as a slave if she was permitted to live. Li rubbed at her pantyhosed-covered leg as she looked up at the shivering wreck that had now been left hanging there for the last twenty hours. She knew this creature was a dangerous trickster, but she also knew that society would benefit if she allowed the thing to live. Li was in two minds as she looked up at the shaking and crying girl: she knew with a nod of her head that her male slave would hang the bitch and put an end to the creatures evil ideas of women becoming slaves once again. Li decided she would have to give this more consideration; she got up and walked out of the room, leaving the male slave where he was, holding the end of the noose, ready to kill the girl if Li decided she would die.

Li took her job very seriously; she knew she was part of what stopped society from slipping back into the chaos that it once was. She had terminated many females who would have tried to do that, and now another female with those evil thoughts of enslaving women waited for her in the cells below her office. Part of Li just wanted to execute the thing; she had already tricked one very clever woman, and Li knew the creature was a real risk to society. But then she thought that if the space agency wanted her back, then the creature must have something that could benefit womenkind. Li flicked through her notepad trying to find the name of the woman from the space agency that had called her yesterday.

“Hello Tracey my name is Lu. I am dealing with the female we arrested yesterday at your office,” Li spoke into her communicator.

“Hi Li, how can I help you?” A very friendly voice came to Li’s ear. Li told Tracey all about the confession and that she was now considering if she should return the girl back to the space agency as a slave or to terminate her. Tracey wasn’t too concerned about the girl being killed, but she told Li that the creature would be put to good use if she was to be returned. Li told Tracey about her concerns on how dangerous the girl was in her eyes. She also told Tracey that if she allowed the girl to live, she would have to be strictly controlled at all times. Li was shocked to hear about the new control collar that the hanging girl in the cell below had invented and was assured that the evil girl would be under full control for the rest of her life if Li decided she should live. Tracey had also agreed to take responsibility for the creature if she was returned to the agency.

Again Li rubbed her leg as she sat at her desk considering what was to be done with the girl waiting in the cell. Li forced her hand to stop rubbing her leg; she knew she had this thing when in deep thought to rub her leg, she had ruined so many pantyhose while doing it. Li did smile at the thought of the collar which the creature had designed being used to control her, it had a kind of poetic justice to it. Li made up her mind that the girl would be sent back to the agency, but she would list Tracey as the unreal female's owner rather than the agency; at least that way she knew someone would be accountable for the creature. Li decided she would deal with the girl this afternoon after lunch.

Deborah

Deborah had no idea what was going on; she had waited with the male holding the noose for what seemed like hours. During that time, Deborah had cried, trembled, and prayed. The large male who stood next to her never spoke or moved. He just stood there like her and waited. Deborah guessed that when the order came for her to die that the strong male would simply pull her up by the neck. Whenever she thought about that, she shook, and she felt that helpless and sick feeling in her gut. The officer's words about how she could never be a real woman and had a damaged head kept coming back to Deborah time and time again. Deborah cried when she thought about it; she knew that wasn’t true and that she was a real woman; she wondered why Alison had done this to her. Again, tears came to Deborah when she thought about Alison; she had killed a male and seriously maimed a female just to please the woman who she was falling in love with, and this was how she had paid Deborah back. Confusion ran through Deborah’s mind as her aching body just continued to stand and wait. The officer had left the lights of the cell on when she left, yet in a way, Deborah had wished she had turned them off so that the male next to her would not have been able to see her naked body. More than once over the hours that she was left there with the man, Deborah’s legs had again given way, and she screamed out as pain shot through her body; the man never moved and just watched her hanging from her wrist while she fought to regain control. Over the last hours, Deborah had never felt the pain like she had as she just stood there with her arms bonded high above her; she felt worse than an animal. Now, as she waited, she tried to think about what she had said to the officer before she walked out of the room. Deborah had done what the solicitor had told her to, which made her feel sick. She had confessed to a false crime and had begged not to be killed; she didn’t want to die, and it wasn’t right that she should be facing what she was. Suddenly, there was the sound of heels clicking as the officer walked back into the room. Deborah felt fear running down her spine, and she immediately felt her body tremble in fear as tears fell from her eyes.

The Chinese woman sat on the chair and crossed her legs. For a few moments, the woman just sat there looking up at Deborah’s face. Deborah felt the terror running through her; she had little doubt that on the woman's command the man would pull her up by the neck.

“I will be watching you like a hawk; if you put a single foot out of place, I will bring down on you the most painful death anyone in this world has ever suffered. Do I make myself very clear slut?” the words were spat towards Deborah. Sudden relief flooded through Deborah at the woman's word, she knew those few words gave her the chance to live and prove her innocence.

“Yes, thank you Mistress Officer, thank you,” Deborah sobbed the reply. It felt strange, but Deborah felt a sudden gratefulness towards the ugly woman who sat in front of her and had spared her life.

“Make no mistake in that little head of yours, as far as I am concerned you are a dangerous, stupid, and insignificant little slut. The only reason I am allowing you to breathe is that others think you may be useful. Prove them wrong and I will take the greatest of pleasure watching you die a slow and painful death. Do you understand me whore?  Deborah heard how the words were said with real hatred.

“Yes thank you Mistress Officer,” again came the sobbing reply. Deborah had never thought it would be possible to feel as helpless and low as she did right now as the short Chinese woman belittled her with every word she spoke. Deborah’s body shook as she stood naked in front of this woman who was telling her just what she thought of her. Deborah knew she never deserved this; she knew the woman had got this all wrong, yet she agreed and thanked the woman for each insult that was thrown at her. All that mattered in Deborah’s mind now was to escape death, and she knew this woman was utterly indifferent to her living or not.

Over the following hours, things moved quickly for Deborah; a very large disciplinarian had come to her. When the chain above her head was undone, Deborah could not carry her weight and fell hard to the floor by the officer's boots. As she tried to regain control of her arms and legs, the large woman screamed down at her to get up while delivering hard kicks into her body. Deborah had begged the woman to stop kicking her, but her words fell on death ears; she still wasn’t sure how her painfully bruised body had managed to get up from the stone floor; she really thought the officer was going to kick her to death. Then Deborah had her hands tied behind her back again and shackles locked onto her ankles by the officer. The chain that held her ankles together was so short that Deborah could barely hobble when the officer used her long hair as a leash to lead her out of the cell painfully. In her bonds and under the control of the large woman, Deborah was beginning to feel like she was a kind of dangerous animal that was not allowed any freedom; she couldn’t understand how her life had come to this. Deborah was taken into a room where a male was standing and waiting; her blood ran cold when she saw metal collars that all slaves wore hanging on the walls and the welding tools sitting to the side on a trolley.

“Kneel, make a sound and I will kick the shit out of you whore.” The large disciplinarian pointed to the floor in the centre of the room as she gave the command. Tears filled Deborah’s eyes again; she didn’t want to have a collar attached to her; she wasn’t an animal or a slave; she was a real woman who had been set up. Deborah wanted to beg the officer not to do this to her, but she was too fearful of the large woman to speak.

“Make it nice and tight around that throat,” the officer laughed as the male began work on welding the metal collar around Deborah’s throat. As she felt the heat and heard the sounds behind her neck, Deborah’s naked body just remained still, only the trembling letting others know that she was still alive and a real person.

Deborah constantly felt the tightness of the metal around her neck as she was next made to hobble out of the building into the yard where she had first arrived; again, she was placed into one of the tight-standing cages. Then, still with her legs shackled and hands bonded behind her, the cage door was secured closed, and the large officer walked away. As the bars held her body in place, Deborah again cried; she wanted her mother desperately. Deborah never knew how, but she knew somehow she would escape this; she would be a free and real woman again; she wasn’t some animal that had to be controlled; she was the one that should control others. But now, as she helplessly stood, she cried. She had never felt pain like she had before; she never knew what real pain was, even having given it to many others over her life.

Deborah had no idea where she had been taken; she had been transported here in the cage at the back of the windowless disciplinarian van; the officer that had brought her here had only barked commands at her. Now Deborah felt the humiliation as she stood with six other males in a white room. The males all wore overalls and were without bonds while Deborah stood there naked, still with her hands secured behind her back and shackles locked onto her ankles.  Everyone stood still and silent in the windowless room with white painted floor and walls. The door to the room had been closed, and everyone stood wondering where they had been brought to.

Deborah recognized the woman as soon as she walked into the room; the young nurse was dressed in the same way that she had been when she came to Deborah’s office to fit the extensions to the office slaves' collars. The nurse looked towards Deborah, giving her a bit of a disgusted look up and down.

“Come with me girl,” the young woman said and started to leave the room. Again, the humiliation ran through Deborah; the last time she had met this nurse, Deborah had been a free and well-dressed woman; now, Deborah’s naked body hurriedly hobbled behind her while her hands remained tightly bonded behind her back.

As they walked into the medical office, Deborah felt that sick and helpless feeling going through her as she saw the tray with the large syringe and collar implants that she had created.

“Kneel there girl,” the nurse said while pointing to the floor next to the tray. A shiver ran through Deborah’s spine; she couldn’t believe what was about to happen; this wasn’t right Deborah thought. She had designed this cruel device to be fitted to slaves, not to her; tears filled Deborah’s eyes as she struggled to kneel down. Above her, she heard the clanking sounds as the nurse prepared to carry out the procedure. Deborah felt her body shaking in fear; she didn’t want the device fitted into her head. This wasn’t fair, and Deborah knew that no real test had been done concerning the effects of the device on the human brain. “Kneel up,” came the words from the young girl standing just behind and over Deborah’s kneeling body.

“Please don’t do this to me Miss, this is all a mistake,” Deborah sobbed out the words as her body trembled.

“Kneel up now bitch,” the nurse said rudely and gave a fairly hard kick into Deborah’s back. The kick hit one of the heavy bruises already given to her by the large disciplinarian this morning. The pain ran through Deborah’s body, and she instinctively fell forward, hitting her forehead on the floor by her knees. “Make me tell you again and you will be very sorry, KNEEL UP NOW!” the young woman screamed the last words down at her. Again while full of fear, Deborah forced herself back up onto her knees, this time kneeling higher so that the nurse could work on her head and collar. Deborah's body trembled in fear and anger at what was about to happen; again, she felt the collar that had been fitted tightly around her neck; she knew soon the collar would control her body. Deborah was about to speak again; she knew she had to beg this woman for help. The sudden pain shot into Deborah’s brain and then down her spine without warning; her vision went black, and she felt like she wanted to be sick. Then the pain stopped, and her vision came back, but she felt like something was inside her head; she could feel the lump in her brain. Her body shook, and she wanted to grab her head, but her hands were stuck in place behind her. Deborah felt the panic within her; she knew what was now in her head; she didn’t want it there; she wanted it out.

“Please take it out miss, please,” again Deborah sobbed out the words.

“That’s not coming out without taking half your small brain with it,” the nurse said while giggling. For a second Deborah thought about that; she knew it was true. The implant was deep inside her head, and there was no way to get it out. Deborah had designed it to be tamper-proof; to remove it would kill the person it was now part of. The sound and feel of the vibration followed; Deborah knew what was happening and also knew that the small device now being fitted could never be removed from inside of the collar. Deborah badly trembled and felt so helpless now; she again never understood how this could be possible and wished she had tried harder to stop the nurse from fitting the device to her.

“Stand up girl,” came the next command. Deborah struggled to get up onto her feet; having her ankles shackled and hands stuck behind her back made it hard work. As Deborah stood, she saw the young nurse walk up to the front of her and saw that the girl was about to press the button on the control box in her hand.

“Please Miss, don’t do that,” Deborah said without meaning to; she felt confused, and what she was thinking came out of her mouth in words.

“Why, do you think you are something special slave girl?” The nurse had a smirk on her face as she spoke. Deborah was about to plead again when the nurse pressed the button. Deborah heard a click deep in her head; she felt strange as if she was suddenly floating above the floor, a sensation she had never felt before was now running through her body. She opened her mouth, but her mouth never moved. Terror ran through Deborah.

“Kneel,” she heard the command coming from the girl in white. Deborah tried to move different parts of her body, but she was frozen; panic now ran through her as her own body encased and entrapped her. Suddenly, in panic, Deborah felt the world spinning, and she felt she was going to collapse, but her frozen body held her in place. She wanted to scream out and beg for freedom, but nothing happened. Deborah could never have imagined how bad this horrific experience would feel like. One panic attack seemed to hit her after another. She felt her brain throbbing next to the box which had been inserted into her head and now controlled her freedom of movement. She could only see straight ahead as her eyes were frozen in place. She heard the giggle coming from the nurse as she freely moved her body to the side and out of Deborah’s view. Deborah wanted to beg the nurse to free her, to turn the device off, but confusion spun inside Deborah’s mind. Again, she felt the humiliation of knowing this thing that now imprisoned her was her own idea and design, but it wasn’t meant for her; it was supposed to control others, not her; the thought spun around inside her head. This wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair; again and again Deborah called out, but no sound left her locked body.

Deborah saw Tracey walking into the medical room; suddenly she felt such relief flood over her at seeing a friend. Deborah wanted to run over and give the woman a hug, but of course, she couldn’t move in her still-frozen body; she willed her mouth to move to call out for help. Deborah watched as Tracey walked in front of her and looked her up and down; her face showed no emotion.

“Did they leave the keys to unlock her?” Tracey said towards the back of the room.

“Hi Tracey, sorry I never saw you come in,” came the voice from the nurse behind Deborah. “Yes, they are on the tray, but they did say it should be treated carefully as it's dangerous and only to unlock it at our own risk,” Deborah again felt sick as they spoke about her like she was some out-of-control animal. Deborah wanted to tell Tracey this was the same her, she wasn’t dangerous, and all of this had been a mistake and a setup.

“Ok, I think I will leave it locked for now until I know I’m safe,” Deborah couldn’t believe what Tracey had just said; she also felt the humiliation of being referred to as an ‘it’. Tracey again stood a little way in front of Deborah. Deborah saw how elegant and sexy Tracey looked in the short blue dress and black pantyhose with heeled shoes; then it hit her that she was completely naked, and the degradation of that hit her.

“In a moment, I will unlock your body. Should you speak or move without my permission, I will press the pain button and leave you in agony to die; there will be no more warning given about this. I so hope we are clear girl.” Again, the humiliation ran through Deborah; Tracey had made herself very clear in both words and by the tone of her voice. Deborah also knew from what she had heard that Tracey thought of her as being some dangerous animal that she fully intended to control through fear and bondage. Now Deborah stood frozen as she watched the woman who once worried and cared about her so much picking up the control box from the tray. “One sound from you and I will kill you,” Deborah heard the words and felt the click in her head; suddenly she felt normal and felt the trembling return to her legs and body. Now Deborah desperately wanted to speak; she wanted more than anything to beg the nice lady in front of her to listen, but she saw Tracey’s thumb hover over the red pain button on the box in her hand. “Follow me,” Tracey said rudely and turned away from Deborah. Deborah had to move her shackled ankles quickly to follow the sexy and beautiful woman in front of her.


Chapter 23

A Different Kind of Return To Work




Deborah felt her face glowing a bright red as she followed Tracey into the large main office that was once hers. Three male slaves in overalls immediately gave Tracey a bow and held their bent position while looking down at the floor, while the female slave, who also wore overalls, gave a curtsy and again held the lower position.

“I want this creature to work hard, keep its feet locked, and keep a very close eye on it; if it gives you any trouble, use the remote on it,” Tracey said while looking towards the female office slave. The slave woman was the same one that Deborah had once controlled. She now once again wore the tight-fitting overall that she had worn when Deborah had first met her, along with the horrible-looking plimsols.

“Yes Mistress Tracey,” came the reply from the woman who still held the uncomfortable position.

“I want the shields and life support system plans on my computer by the end of the week, or you will suffer. Am I clear girl?” Tracey said sharply toward the woman.

“Yes Mistress Tracey,” again came the soft reply.

“Remember this creature is dangerous, and I want it constantly monitored. Treat her in any way you choose to get the best out of it. Do you have any questions girl?” Tracey spoke sharply towards the bent woman in overalls.

“Should I find a residence for her Mistress Tracey,” came the meek reply.

“No, it’s not allowed to leave here; it’s far too dangerous to be allowed to travel,” Deborah’s body felt the humiliation, and she thought her legs would give way at any moment as she stood there listening to what was being said. Deborah wanted to speak. She wanted to call out to Tracey to tell her she wasn’t dangerous and that this was all a mistake, but she feared the pain she knew would come as she remembered the threat that Tracey had given. Suddenly she heard Tracey’s heels clicking away.

“Back to work cunts,” Deborah heard the words of the woman in the overall as Tracey left. This time, the woman’s voice was not like Deborah had heard before; there was no softness or submission in it now. The three males immediately went back to their workstations as the female office slave walked up in front of Deborah; she saw the smile and then felt the pain from the hard punch to her chest.

F756XD

F756XD smiled as she looked down at the naked bonded body that was gasping for air at her feet. She had hit the bitch as hard as she could. All her built-up anger for this child was put behind a single punch, but that wasn’t enough. She knew that. This thing at her feet was going to suffer so much more; every day of the arrogant child’s life would be a living hell, she would know what it was like to be treated no better than an animal, the hell that she had been through came flooding back to her, and everything had been caused by this bitch who was now folded in pain and gasping for air below her. F756XD looked at the remote control in her hand, which Mistress Tracey had given her; again she smiled as she pressed the pink button. For the first time in many months, she felt the wetness between her legs as the body below her twisted and thrashed on the floor. The screams from the naked bitch echoed off the walls of the room. F756XD took a step backward so she could watch better the agony that the naked bonded body was going through on the floor, and she smiled as she saw the way the naked body arched its spine backward as it thrashed around. It reminded her of a fish that was out of the water and fighting for its life. F756XD held down the button as she still watched the agony below her. Suddenly, her life had just improved a thousandfold, and she knew that. Not only was she going to get revenge on the bitch that had caused her so much suffering, but she knew she had also been given a chance here, a chance to prove to Mistress Tracey that she was a real woman and had recovered from the mental disorder she had suffered so many years ago.

Deborah

Deborah looked at the horrible blue plimsolls in front of her face. Her body was still shaking without control while tears flooded from her eyes as the pain suddenly stopped. The pain was the only thing on her mind; she had never felt pain like that before; she felt her heart pumping so fast that she thought it would stop beating at any moment. Deborah knew that after the punch that had knocked her down that the slave bitch had activated the collar. The pain grew worse every second; Deborah had wanted to grab the collar and rip it off her throat. She knew that was impossible to do even if her hands were free. As the pain grew, her mind blanked out from anything as the agony ran through every fibre of her body. It felt like she was being torn apart from the inside. Now she just lay on the floor in front of the horrible shoes and shook. She knew this device was never designed to be used on someone like her; this was wrong, and it was unfair. Deborah tried to control her body, but she had no control and knew it would take time to recover from the collar's pain. She heard the giggling coming from above her.

“Kiss my feet cunt,” came the words from above. Deborah’s mind ignored the words; only the pain she felt were in her thoughts. Her mind was spinning at how anyone could make her feel that kind of suffering. Then suddenly, the pain hit her again. She screamed out and felt herself thrashing and banging on the ground. Her mind lost all thoughts except the agony she was in. She wanted to beg for the pain to stop, but all she did was scream and thrash on the floor. She felt her spine arching and felt it might snap as she screamed. Now she could not see; her vision just blanked out, but the pain kept coming into her, and then it stopped.

“I can do this all day bitch, now kiss my feet you fucking useless cunt.” This time, Deborah forced her shaking body to the plimsolls and started to kiss frantically at the horrible-looking shoes. All that Deborah wanted was not to feel that pain again; nothing else entered her mind; she kissed and kissed the shoes in front of her as she lay on her belly. Without warning, the plimsolls took a step backward. “Stand up cunt,” came the sharp words from the office slave. Deborah’s body was still shaking; she had some control back, but she still felt the shaking that her nervous system caused her. As Deborah struggled to obey the command with her hands still locked behind her, she felt the sudden pain as her hair was grabbed and pulled upwards. Tears fell from Deborah’s eyes as she looked up at the woman's face in front of her. The woman was ugly. At least the bitch should try to cover her face with some make-up were the thoughts that ran through Deborah’s mind, but then she remembered that the slave bitch had no make-up after Deborah had put the restrictions on her life; Deborah felt a little bit of satisfaction in knowing she had done that.

“Don’t look at me, you ugly filthy dirty little cunt,” came the sharp words that sent fear through Deborah. Deborah quickly lowered her gaze downwards toward the woman’s large breasts under the ugly overalls. “You don’t ever look up at any female, you dirty whore; if I ever catch you looking at a female's face, I will hurt you more than you can Imagin. Do you understand me cunt?” The words were spat out at Deborah, and again, she felt her body trembling in both humiliation and fear as her naked body stood in front of this woman who was once her slave.

“Yes,” Deborah replied and heard her voice trembling. The sudden and unexpected hard slap across her head knocked Deborah to the side; she felt the burn and the pain in her head from the blow.

“Yes who cunt?” Came the nasty words.

“Yes Mistress,” Deborah sobbed out as more tears ran down her face. As Deborah’s naked body stood in front of the clothed woman, she knew she was in shock. Her mind was spinning at how things had changed; this ugly woman was her slave not that long ago. She had gone out of her way to ensure the woman knew her place, and now she was calling this slave woman Mistress. Her mind continued to spin at the situation she was in and the effects that her own designed collar had left on her. She wanted to tell the woman that she was only sixteen and that this wasn’t fair or right. Instead, she just stood there and shook.

Tr6y2

Daisy's mind had only thought about one thing ever since his Mistress had mounted and fucked him; however much he hated the woman, he felt so grateful to her for the feelings she had allowed him a few days ago. He had exploded into her again and again while she rode him on the wall; the experience was painful as she bounced, and the weight had pulled at the pegs that were now his arms, but the feeling of her fucking him was still amazing. She had screamed out in delight as she rode him. He remembered how he so wanted to thank her when she was done with the sex and just hugged him tightly as she hung from his body. He still didn’t understand what she had meant when she said he would soon have company and not have to hang here alone day after day. What use was the company when he couldn’t speak or move? He knew he would never forgive this woman for what she had done to him, yes, he was grateful for being fucked, but he knew deep down he would kill the bitch for what she had done to him given the chance. He also knew he would never get the chance to kill her. He was now just decor that would hang on her wall until he finally died.

Deborah

Deborah’s life had become a living hell; she stood at her workstation for hours each day, and her feet stayed in shackles while she dared not stop moving her hands that wrote and typed constantly. She knew the woman who watched her would give her incredible pain if she thought Deborah was not working hard enough, and when the woman was not in the office, she would get one of the male slaves to stand and watch over her to ensure she never stopped working. The only time that Deborah stopped working was when her ugly tormentor came into the office; she would then have to fall to her knees and crawl over to the woman to kiss her stupid-looking plimsolls. At night, before the office slave went home, she would put Deborah in bondage and lock her in a dark office cupboard; that was the only time that Deborah could really think about anything other than the work that she was tasked with doing. Every night Deborah cried; she wanted her mother and sister. She knew they would help her, but she had no way of speaking to them. Everything felt so unfair to Deborah; her way of life now was the way for a slave to live, not her. Every day, the ugly woman who should have been her office slave hit and kicked her, and Deborah felt the constant pain from her bruised body. She also knew everything she was going through was because of one woman. She would never understand why Alison had done this to her. Her mind went to the sex game that had started all this; Deborah knew she had enjoyed that game. The feeling of giving herself to Alison had made Deborah question herself; maybe everyone was right, maybe she was an unreal woman and really had a mental disorder. The thought confused her so much each night as she fell asleep in the dark and small space that her ex-slave kept her in.

The day had been the same as the days before; Deborah was dragged out of the cupboard by her Mistress. She was given the normal morning kicks, she screamed out at the pain like she always did, and then her naked body was put at the workstation where she would not stop working for the day. As Deborah looked down at the screen, creating new ways to improve real women’s lives, her mind was blank of everything else. She knew she had become a machine. She just worked and constantly feared the pain that could come to her without reason at any moment. Deborah had started to accept that this was right for her; she knew now that she was not a real woman; no real woman would have allowed Alison to do what she had to her. Deborah had also accepted the fact that she deserved the pain that her new Mistress and old slave gave her every day; she knew the slave woman was better than her, and that’s why Mistress Tracey had given her the power to treat Deborah in any way she pleased. Now, each time that she was hit or kicked, she thanked the woman in the overalls for giving her the pain that she knew she deserved to feel.

Deborah heard the office door open and the sound of heels clicking into the room; without thought, she fell to her knees. She never looked up; she knew she was forbidden to. Deborah quickly crawled towards the nice-looking feet in the low-heeled shoes and immediately dropped her face to the ground, kissing the toes of the real woman who had entered the office. Through Deborah’s peripheral vision, she saw the male office slaves bow and her own mistress going into the curtsy position. This had been the first time that anyone had come into the office since Deborah’s new life had started; the last real woman that was in here was Mistress Tracey the day that she had brought Deborah here. As Deborah knelt looking at the sexy feet in front of her, she wondered if this was Mistress Tracey; maybe she had returned to rescue her, maybe Mistress Tracey had found out what had really happened. Deborah heard the little giggle; her blood ran cold as she recognized the sound of the voice.

“Fucking hell, I didn’t believe it was true; kneel up girl,” Divya said down at her. Deborah felt the humiliating tremble as she forced her painful and aching body to kneel higher; she still kept her face lowered and her gaze down on the feet in front of her. She saw how her friend squatted down and then felt the hand under her chin lifting her head. The smiling face of her friend appeared in front of her. Divya looked pretty in her beautiful make-up. Divya moved her hand, and Deborah saw how her friend looked down at Deborah’s bruised breast. Deborah let out a little yelp as her friend pushed her finger deep into one of the many bruises that her office Mistress had given her. Mistress always hit her breast every day, and Deborah knew her Mistress enjoyed seeing them discoloured and feeling constant pain. “Ouch, that looks so painful,” Divya said with a giggle as she still pushed into the painful and discoloured breast. “Does it hurt?” she said in her usual happy voice.

“Yes Miss Divya,” Deborah replied with tears of pain and humiliation running down her face. Deborah knew that Miss Divya was a real woman and had every right to hurt her as she wanted to.

“So all those times we were together, did you want to be my slave? I bet you did, didn’t you girl?” again came the giggling voice. Deborah wanted to tell her the truth; she had never thought about being her slave; she had enjoyed Divya as a friend. But Deborah’s mind also wondered if she would have become Divya’s slave if the woman had told her to, again the feeling confused Deborah.

“Yes Miss Divya,” Deborah replied, knowing that the way her friend worded the question that she wanted to hear that answer. Deborah also wondered if what she had just said was true. A very real part of Deborah knew the woman she now knelt in front of was better than her; Miss Divya was a real woman, unlike Deborah, who was now a non-person.

“Your such a stupid bitch, you should have told me, and I would have added you to my slave collection; I could have had such fun with you,” again Divya spoke with a smile on her face.

“Sorry Miss Divya,” Deborah sobbed out the reply. Deborah watched as Divya stood upright again; she lowered her gaze back down to Divya’s feet. Deborah’s mind was on Divya’s words. She now wished that she had understood back then that she was not a real woman. She wondered what her life would have been like if she had become Divya’s slave; she knew it would be better than what her life was now. As Divya turned and walked out of the office, Deborah heard her friend's words.

“Hurt the bitch; she deserves it.” The pain came instantly as Deborah’s Mistress activated the collar, obeying the command given by Divya. As Divya walked away, she smiled and felt the wetness grow between her legs as she heard the agonizing screams and thrashing on the floor behind her.


Chapter 24

Change Of Plan







Rebecca felt sick as she sat at her desk and read the report. She had sent the inquiry to the city police when she couldn’t contact her sister, and now their reply was in her hands. She knew she would have to tell her mother about this, and she knew the news would hurt her. Rebecca also knew she had to make a choice: She could make a call or do nothing. She hated what her sister had become and felt confused by it. Rebecca wondered how long her sister had had these thoughts in her head and whether it was the city that changed her or if she had these feelings while living here. There was nothing that Rebecca liked about these flawed women, and part of her wanted to leave her sister to her fate in the city, but still, she was her sister. Rebbeca looked up at the two naked men who stood in front of her desk; a large woman who was an overseer stood next to them. The bodies of the two males were covered in welts and bruises that had been given to them by the large woman. The males had been brought to Rebbeca as however much they were beaten, they could not reach the workload that was expected of them.

“Hang them,” Rebbeca said as she again glanced down at the page in her hand. As the sound of unbelievable gasping came from the males who had just been sentenced to death, the large woman grabbed them both by the scruff of the neck.

“Yes Miss Rebbeca,” she replied as she dragged the two out to the gallows in the courtyard. Rebbeca gave a sigh as she again read the report in her hand.

Alison

Alison walked into Tracey’s office; as always, the polite and sexy-looking woman stood up with a big smile on her face to greet her visitor. Alison saw the tight dress that hugged the slender body of the woman, and then her legs, which were shaped so well by the high-heeled shoes, came into view as she stepped away from her desk to give the customary kiss on the cheek. How Alison would love to own this one; she thought the same thing every time she saw Tracey. Maybe Tracey would be her next project, Alison thought with a smile. After the customary cheek kiss, Tracey beckoned her guest to take a seat on the comfortable office sofa, immediately ordering a male slave to fetch them a glass of wine.

“So what brings you all the way out here?” The smiling Tracey spoke as she sat next to Alison. Alison saw the way that Tracey crossed her sexy legs. She felt the wetness and tingle between her own legs as she did.

“Oh, it’s a bit of business,” Alison said. She pulled out an envelope from her small bag and handed it to Tracey. Alison watched as Tracey opened up the envelope and read the document inside. She saw the shocked look on Tracey’s face as she read the court order changing the ownership details of the slave girl Deborah. Alison had paid a lot of money to get this document. The disciplinarian Li had been a real pain, but like everyone else Li had a price and in the end she had done all the necessary paper work. She had also made sure all the laws protecting the slave girl had been removed, which now allowed Alison to do as she pleased with the girl.

“This surprises me,” Tracey said as she read the document. “I mean, after what she did to you, I thought she would be the last person in the world that you would want.” Tracey looked up confusedly at Alison as the male slave carefully poured their wine.

“I know, but in a way I feel sorry for the girl; maybe I can help fix her problem. You never know. Maybe one day she will be normal again.” Alison said back in a sympathetic voice as she took a mouthful of the expensive and nice-tasting wine.

“You do know that you would never be able to remove the collar from her neck or take the implant out of her head if you do manage to fix her,” Tracey said as she thought about the permanent changes made to the young slave girl. Alison knew that the collar could never be removed; the only way to take the thing off was to remove the wearer's head; she also knew that removing the implant from the brain was impossible without also killing the girl.

“Yes, it would be such a shame if I did manage to fix her, but it would be a reminder to her for the rest of her life of the wrong she has done,” again came the sympathetic-sounding reply, followed by a sigh.

“Will you take it with you now? I will have it bought up here if you like.” Tracey asked while knowing this would be a real loss to the agency but also knowing the court order was not something she could argue against.

“No, it’s OK. Let it finish whatever project it is working on, and I will have it collected at the end of the week,” Alison replied with a smile.

Deborah

Each of Deborah’s days was the same; she did not think about freedom anymore; she just worked hard and felt pain as new bruises were added to her body by the office slave girl whom she used to own. Deborah knew no one would ever listen to her; she was now just some unimportant, non-real woman in a city full of others just like her. Deborah’s life was now just a living hell; in fact, she knew it was no more than just an existence now. Her only purpose was to feel pain and to work to improve the lives of real women, and she knew she wasn’t one of those and never would be again. The only real regret in Deborah’s mind was that she had ever come to this city, and the only consolation was she knew things couldn’t get any worse for her.

Deborah had no idea what was going on, her Mistress had switched her body off, and then a male in overalls had come into the office. Like a piece of cargo, Deborah had been loaded onto a trolley and wheeled out of the building. At least the man handled her frozen body carefully when he put her into the back of the truck. She had been in the back of that truck for only a short while, her mind spinning at what could be happening to her. No one had told her anything; again, she felt so belittled by that; it was like she wasn’t human and never had feelings. The only good thing that Deborah felt was knowing that she was away from the bitch slave Mistress. That woman had done everything possible to make Deborah’s life a living hell over the last weeks. Before long, Deborah had been wheeled into a white room that resembled the place she had first been taken to when she was delivered to the agency, she wanted to move her head to have a look around, but no part of her would work after the bitch had frozen her this morning. Deborah hated being stuck in her frozen body; there was no worse feeling in the world than feeling this trapped, and it was hard to believe that it was her own idea and invention that did this to her now.

Two young women came into the room, and they both just wore casual clothing. Deborah’s frozen body heard the two women discussing the many bruises that her Mistress had covered her body in. Deborah felt pain as one of the women prodded at her while discussing with the other the things that could be covered on her body that would not heal. It sickened Deborah to know that the office slave had beaten her so badly that some of the scars would never heal. Deborah then felt confused at the way the two women manipulated her body; they had pulled her arms up and out to her sides as they drew things on her. They spread her legs, and she felt the way the marker pen drew lines on her skin; Deborah had no idea why they were doing that. When the two had left, Deborah had her arms stuck out to her sides and legs spread wide. She felt so helpless being frozen like that, and again, she wanted to cry, but she also knew she was not a real person and anyone could now do whatever they pleased with her. Deborah had now fully accepted what she was. She knew that it was because of people like her that women had once been enslaved. She knew she deserved everything that she now suffered. It was strange that when she now thought about Alison, there was no hatred; in fact, she hoped the woman would one day take her as her slave. The thought of Alison’s slave selection process went through Deborah’s mind as she stood frozen. She knew she would put her head into the pool while taking deep breaths and die for the sexy and powerful real woman. It was odd that Deborah actually now felt grateful toward Alison. She knew the woman had seen what she was and had bought that out. She only wished that Alison had spoken to her about it rather than to report her to the authorities, but she knew that Alison had done the right thing and what the law required. Again Deborah wondered where she was and what was being done to her, but she knew it was really none of her business. Her body no longer belonged to her; the state had decided she wasn’t real, and now real women decided her fate.

Alison

Alison had been sitting at her desk looking up at Daisy while her hand rubbed at her wet pussy when the call came. She knew at the time that Deborah was at the shop having her body modified to fit the wall opposite Daisy and hoped the procedure had been carried out before the shop got word about the change of ownership. Alison fumed when she heard the news and couldn’t believe that she had been overruled like that, but she also knew the girl's sister was one of the main suppliers of the city's food supplies. Alison made a couple of calls to protest but was met with stupid and stubborn women who said the court had made a decision and that it was final.

“Sorry Daisy, the fucking idiots have decided to postpone your company,” Alison spoke up to the golden body that hung on her wall. “But don’t worry my boy I have a plan B,” she added as she reached for her communicator and called Tracey to arrange their first date.

Deborah

It had seemed a long while before a man in orange overalls came into the room; the humiliation of being naked and standing in the exposed and awkward position ran through Deborah. For now, all she could do was to watch from her frozen body. She felt horrified when she saw the long needle in the man’s hand, he moved it up toward her neck, and she wanted to run but couldn’t move.

“Sorry Miss this may hurt a little,” the man spoke, and then she felt the stab going into the side of her neck. It wasn’t overly painful after what her body had been through she thought as she felt the fluid in the syringe flowing into her neck veins. Deborah felt that sickening helpless fear in the pit of her belly at what was being put into her; she had heard about how slaves that failed their medicals were given an injection to terminate them humanely. Deborah wanted to scream out at the thought of how a male could be killing her, but her world spun, and blackness came.

“Can you hear me girl? Open your eyes,” Deborah heard the woman’s voice above her. “Come on wake up girl,” again came the voice. Deborah opened her eyes and looked at the feet in front of her, which were covered in black pantyhose and black court shoes. “Can you hear me?” again came the soft and kind-sounding voice from above Deborah.

“Yes Miss,” Deborah replied as confusion ran through her. She wondered why the feet that she spoke to were on the other side of the slim steel bars and then she felt the way the bars pressed into her body as she knelt in the confined space.

“In a moment I will let you out. You will keep your eyes on the floor. I really don’t want to hurt you girl,” again came the soft and kind-sounding voice.

“Yes Miss,” Deborah again replied to the feet in front of her face. As she spoke, she felt the tightness of the collar around her neck and the bars of the cage that held her down. She felt like a dangerous animal being kept controlled, and she knew that she was. As the woman in front of her squatted down, Deborah saw that she was wearing a short black skirt that showed off her very sexy legs; then there was a click as the lock on the cage was undone, and the small door opened. As the woman stood up and took a step backward, she spoke again.

“Out, stay on all fours.”

“Yes Miss,” Deborah replied and forced her painful body to come out of the cage. She stayed on all fours as she crawled toward the woman's feet, never taking her eyes away from the black shoes in front of her face. Deborah knew she was still naked and felt her painful breast hanging from her chest; the office mistress had beaten them so badly.

“When I say you will stand up. You will face away from me and put your hands behind your back. Am I clear girl?” the soft voice above her spoke again.

“Yes Miss,” A sudden agonizing pain ran into Deborah’s head and down her spine. She screamed out, but the pain quickly stopped.

“Don’t make me hurt you girl,” The soft voice above spoke, and Deborah knew the woman was reminding her that she had control of the collar around her throat. 

“Yes Miss,” Deborah replied in a shaky voice to the feet in front of her. Again, the feeling of knowing she was considered dangerous ran through Deborah; she didn’t understand why she was feared so much. She knew her place and would always obey real women.

“Good girl, now turn and stand,” the woman spoke as she took a few steps away from Deborah. As Deborah turned herself away from the woman and slowly forced her painful body to stand, she knew the woman was afraid of her, and again, she felt like she was some kind of dangerous animal. Deborah looked at the white brick wall in front of her as she placed her hands behind her back. She wondered where she was and knew she had been transported somewhere in the small cage below her. The last thing she really remembered was the man injecting something into her neck. She hated how things were done to her without her knowing, but she also knew that she was not really a person, and real people now decided her fate. Deborah felt the steal of the handcuffs going around her wrist and the sound of the lock clicking in place. “Spread your legs slightly,” the next instruction came from the woman behind Deborah.

“Yes Miss,” Deborah replied as she obeyed the command she was given. She then felt the steel shackles being locked onto her ankles.

“You may turn and look at me now girl,” the voice behind her spoke softly.

“Thank you Miss,” Deborah replied as she turned to face the woman. She struggled to move her feet as the short chain holding her ankles close did not allow her much freedom of movement. Deborah kept her eyes down at the woman's feet when she was facing her and suddenly saw the hand with the well-manicured pink fingernails coming up towards her face. The woman placed her hand under Deborah’s chin and lifted up her face towards her own, and as she did, Deborah saw that the woman wore a uniform. She wore a white shirt and blue jacket; her neck had a yellow and blue scarf wrapped around it. Deborah recognized it as the uniform the airline staff wore on her trip to the city.

“Sorry I had to hurt you. You do understand we don’t get many of your type here, and I don’t want to get hurt. In fact, you’re the first one I have ever met,” the woman with a beautiful face and friendly voice spoke.

“That’s okay. I understand Miss,” Deborah replied, knowing that the woman had every right to be careful of her. Deborah had heard stories about how unreal women could suddenly become violent. She knew she wouldn’t, but she couldn’t blame the woman for being scared of her. 

“You have been treated so badly,” the woman said as she lifted her hand toward Deborah’s exposed and bruised breast.

“I deserved it Miss,” Deborah replied and felt like crying, knowing that she never really did. An unreal woman had done this to her out of revenge for the way she had treated her. But Deborah knew the office slave deserved the way she had treated her, whereas Deborah didn’t. Deborah felt her body tremble as she waited for the woman who now touched her breasts to squeeze them; she knew people like to hurt her. Instead, the woman stroked her breast lightly, and she felt her nipples start to grow.

“How old are you girl?”

“Sixteen Miss,” Deborah replied to the soft voice of the woman as she took her hands away from her. She wanted the woman to touch her again. She liked the soft and gentle touch.

“Have you always been unreal?” the woman asked with an inquisitive look on her face. Deborah liked the woman's face; it was a little chubby, but the makeup she wore really made her look sexy.

“I am not sure Miss; I only really found out a few weeks ago,” Deborah answered honestly. Deborah wanted to ask the woman where she was and what was happening to her, but knew she couldn’t do that and would be told if the real woman wanted her to know. Again, Deborah saw the woman raising one of her hands and saw the small control box of the collar in her hand. She wanted to beg the woman not to activate the collar, but the click inside her head came, and suddenly Deborah was locked in her frozen body.

“I can't imagine why your kind have the feelings you do. Anyway you will be collected later and delivered to your new owner.” The woman gave Deborah a little smile as she turned and walked away.

Deborah stood frozen in her body with her eyes fixed straight ahead. From what she could see, she knew she was in a warehouse; males in overalls were working and moving boxes, but everyone ignored her as she stood there naked at the side of the room. In the distance, she had heard the sound of aircraft engines, so she knew she was close to the airport. She tried to think about where she may have been taken. The woman wore the airline uniform, so Deborah worked out that she could have been flown anywhere in the world. She wondered if and why the space agency had sold her. She had so much to offer the world and felt sad that she had been moved on. She wondered who owned her now and if that would be another agency or a person. She knew she would serve them well; that was her only function now as a non-person, but she hoped they wouldn’t hurt her like the office slave had. It did still sicken Deborah that a non-person had caused her so much pain and suffering; she knew she didn’t deserve that. She saw the man in the orange overalls walking directly toward her. He was pushing a trolley and she also saw the syringe in his hand.

“Sorry Miss I have to put you to sleep,” the man said politely as he stepped up to Deborah. She wanted to beg the man not to do that to her, but the needle went into her neck quickly, and her world spun.


Chapter 25

Hope







Rebbeca looked down at the naked body that lay on the floor at her feet. As she did, she had mixed feelings about the unconscious girl who still had her hands locked behind her back and ankles shackled together. She glanced at the leaflet that the delivery driver had given her, which explained how dangerous the girl should be considered. Rebecca felt sick knowing this was her own sister who lay there. She had been in two minds about rescuing Deborah from the city; part of her hated the girl so much, yet part of her loved her. When Rebbeca had told her mother about Deborah, she immediately disowned the girl and made it clear that she never wanted to set eyes on her again; part of Rebecca felt the same. It was beyond Rebbeca to comprehend how any female member of her family wanted to serve others; again, the thought sickened her.

“WAKE UP!” She screamed down at the naked body at her feet. She used her foot, which wore cowboy boots, to lightly press into the girl's ribcage. “WAKE UP!” she again screamed and prodded the girl a little harder with her boot. She heard a moaning sound coming from below. “On your knees,” she used a stern voice as she spoke. There was another moan from the body below her and a slight movement. “ON YOUR FUCKING KNEES NOW!” again Rebbeca screamed down at her naked and bonded sister. This time, the body below her started to move quicker and struggled up to her knees; as she did, the girl looked up at her, and Rebbeca saw how her face turned to one of instant relief.

“Rebbeca, thank heavens,” came the weak-sounding voice. At hearing the words, Rebecca pushed down on the button of the small control unit that she held in her hand. The effects were immediate as the naked girl doubled over in pain and screamed. Again, Rebecca had mixed feelings as she held the button down and watched the body begin to thrash on the floor at her boots. Part of her didn’t want to hurt her sister, yet part of her wanted to torture her until she died. 

“You address me as Mistress Rebecca,” she said in a harsh voice as she moved her finger from the pain button.

“Sorry yes Mistress Rebecca,” came the sobbing voice at her boots.

“On your fucking knees,” she said rudely to the shaking girl who had again fallen to the floor.

“Yes Mistress Rebecca,” the words were sobbed out, and the voice was clearly very shaky. This time the naked girl got to her knees but kept her eyes down on Rebecca’s boots; except for her sobbing, the girl remained silent.  Rebbeca looked down at the naked torso of her sister, which was covered in bruises, her tits seemed to be especially bad, and no part of them didn’t have the marks of a severe beating showing on them.

“Look up at me,” Rebecca ordered and watched as her sister slowly lifted her head. Tears streamed down the girl's face, which again had bruising and swelling to it. Rebecca was under no illusion that whoever her sister's mistress was, they did not treat her well. “You stupid bitch,” this time Rebecca spoke in a softer voice.

“I’m sorry Mistress Rebecca,” the tearful girl sobbed out the words.

Deborah

Deborah felt instant and sudden relief when she heard her sister's voice; she knew her nightmare was finally over. But then she felt the agony as Rebecca activated the collar; disbelief had filled her mind as she thrashed on the floor as pain shot through her body. Now she felt the humiliation of kneeling before her beautiful sister while naked and in bondage. She knew tears streamed from her eyes as she looked up at the real woman who stood in front of her.

“Did you have these thoughts before you went to the city? Why didn’t you speak to me about them?” Rebecca fired the two questions down at her.

“No Mistress Rebecca, it happened in the city,” she sobbed her answer out, finding it hard to comprehend that she had to address her sister as Mistress. Deborah felt the way her naked body shook, both from the pain and the humiliation she now felt at being in front of her fully dressed-sister. She wanted to tell her sister about what had happened, that she had been tricked, but she felt too afraid to speak freely with her sister holding the remote control in her hand. Deborah knew her sister had no qualms about using it to cause instant agony.

“I don’t know what to do with you, you stupid bitch,” Rebecca sounded confused as she spoke, and Deborah felt this was the chance to tell her sister what had happened.

“Please Mistress,” Deborah did not have a chance to finish her sentence as Rebecca froze her with a touch of the button.

“Just shut up; I don’t want to hear your voice,” her sister said rudely. Deborah felt utterly helpless and powerless as her frozen naked body looked up at her sister. “I will deal with you later. I need to think,” Rebecca spoke just as she turned and walked towards the door of her office.

As Deborah knelt in her frozen body while alone in the room, she knew everyone who had once liked or cared about her now hated her. She felt the tears running down her face and wanted to wipe them, but her body would not move, not that she could wipe them anyway with her hands locked behind her back. Part of her was so relieved to be home, yet she wished she wasn’t here. The embarrassment of what she had become was almost too big to bear. She still felt the humiliation of being naked in front of her sister while Rebecca made it clear just what she thought about her. Deborah still found it hard to believe that her sister had hurt her so much and had treated her so badly. She knew Rebecca hated women like her; they had spoken about such things before, and her sister had always had the viewpoint that such women should be killed on the spot. Deborah wanted her mother; she knew her mother was a kind and loving woman and was sure when Rebecca told her that she was here, she would come running to her. Her mother would hug her and then help to sort this whole mess out; Deborah was sure of that. Deborah hoped that her sister would give her some clothing before her mother came; she didn’t want her mother to see her naked like this, especially with her body in the state that it was in. Deborah’s mind went to the bitch office slave that had beat her every day and left her covered in bruises; she would be the first one that Deborah would deal with when she was a real woman again. It then hit Deborah, and the thought hit her hard. She knew she would never be considered real again; the system had judged her, and she knew they were right.

As Deborah knelt in the empty and silent room, her mind now turned to Alison, the woman who had found out that she had this mental disorder and then reported her. She found it strange that she still couldn’t dislike Alison for what she had done. In fact, she hoped Rebecca would give her to the woman as a slave. She knew she had feelings toward Alison like she had for no other woman. She knew she loved her but also knew Alison would never love her in return now that she was a non-person. Yet all that mattered to Deborah was to be with the woman, to be part of her life, and if that was as her slave, then so be it. Her only wish was that Alison had not reported her. She knew that had been the right thing to do, but she so wished that Alison could have enslaved her without the system knowing, as she had done with the paramedic who was present on the slave selection day. Deborah knew that the wonderful life she once had was over; she also knew she deserved what she had now become; she was broken and no longer real. She decided that when she got the chance, she would beg her sister to give her to Alison, and at least that way, she wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation of being with her family.

Rebecca

“Mother, I don’t know what to do with her,” Rebecca said, sounding concerned.

“I told you, I don’t want anything to do with her again. As far as I am concerned, you should have left her in the city,” Helen spoke dismissively while picking up her coffee cup from the table.

“Mother, she is still your daughter and my sister,” Rebbeca had the sound of desperation in her voice now.

“Do you know how much shame she would bring on the family if word got out? No she is no longer my daughter, and she is no longer your sister. Just get rid of it; you should have never bought her here in the first place.” Helen then looked away from Rebecca and up toward Jacob, who was washing up the plates from the evening meal at the sink. “Work quicker, or I will fucking beat you,” her stern words followed.

“Yes, sorry Ma’am,” the nervous words from Rebecca’s father followed. Rebecca knew her mother’s stubbornness and knew she would not change her mind regarding Deborah. She also knew that her mother was correct in what she said about the shame that her sister would bring on the family if word got out. Rebecca decided she would have to sleep on this and decide in the morning; after all, Deborah wasn’t going anywhere tonight, so there was no risk of anyone seeing her. Rebecca also looked up at her father now.

“WORK, STOP FUCKING IDLING!” she screamed up at him and smiled.

That evening, Rebecca and her mother relaxed while chatting and enjoying a bottle of wine; Deborah never came into their conversation or thoughts. It wasn’t until Rebecca was lying in her comfortable bed that night that she again thought about her sister. She now wished she had left her in the city, but she was still her sister and wanted to help her all she could. Her mind went back to the police report that she had read, the part that told about how Deborah had confessed to the woman that she wanted to serve a man. Rebecca felt sick that her sister could ever have such feelings; it was then that the idea hit her; she wondered if it would be best to terminate her sister. Rebecca knew she could get one of the overseers to do that discreetly, and it would put Deborah out of her misery. She felt a tear running from her eyes as she gave it more thought before drifting into a peaceful sleep. 

Deborah

Agony now swept through Deborah’s frozen body; the one thing the collar never did was take away feelings. She was unsure how long she had been left kneeling upright, but now it was dark. She found it hard to believe that her very own sister had left her like this; it left her in no doubt about Rebecca’s feelings toward her. Deborah would have screamed out if her naked and pain-riddled body was able to make any sound. Instead, her body stayed in complete stillness as she just knelt and waited. Through her hours of agony, so many thoughts had gone through her mind. She had finally come to terms with the fact that she had been stupid and naïve. She knew Alison had tricked her; the woman had set a trap for some sexual kick, and Deborah had walked into it like a foolish lovestruck child. Deborah wanted her life back; she wanted her sister and mother; she wanted slaves to suffer and serve her. Tears fell from her lifeless face as the collar she had designed kept her body frozen to the spot.

The worst night of Deborah’s life came to an end as the door to the office finally opened. As her body which was filled with agony knelt frozen, she heard the sound of heels clicking across the wooden floor. Suddenly, her sister appeared in front of her and leaned back on the desk. Deborah could only see up to Rebecca’s waist because of the way her head was fixed in place; her sister wore a short skirt, and her legs were covered in naturally coloured pantyhose, which the heeled shoes gave a beautiful shape to. Deborah knew that when her sister dressed to impress, she did it very well.

“Coffee,” the single word came from her sister.

“Yes thank you Mistress,” came the sound from the naked slave who had come into the room with Rebecca. Deborah suddenly felt the click in her head as Rebecca deactivated the collar. Two things happened at once without any control from Deborah: the first was her body let go and urine flowed from her, and the second was her naked body collapsed onto the floor as the pain from the position she had been kept in all night bit into her.

“Your fucking disgusting,” Deborah heard the words coming from above her as the many cramps took over her body which thrashed on the floor at her sister's feet.

“Please, please help me please, I beg you please,” Deborah gasped out the words through her pain and then a new pain hit her as her sister pressed a button on the remote control. As her back arched backward, her thrashing on the floor grew worse as the agony of the collar cut into her; her mind went blank; only the pain was present, and then it stopped.

“Address me correctly; you are no longer who you once were slut,” the hateful-sounding words came from above her. The pain from her cramps was still present as Deborah still rolled in her urine at the feet of her sister, who was looking down at her. As Deborah tried to fight the agony she felt she couldn’t believe her sister's words or that she had activated the collar.

Rebecca

Rebecca looked down at the sorrowful mess that thrashed about at her feet; it sickened her to think this was her own flesh and blood. She knew at that moment that this creature was no longer her sister. Her sister had died in the city. The naked slave walked into the room at that moment carrying her coffee on a tray. Rebecca held her hand towards him, and he hurried over to allow her to take the coffee without having to move her body. As Rebecca took a sip from the cup, she saw the naked body on the floor move toward her feet and felt her feet being kissed.

“Please Mistress Rebecca help me, please,” the grovelling words came from below her. Rebecca looked down at the naked back which was covered in whip marks, as the face continued to worship her at her feet.  “Please help me. I beg you Mistress Rebecca,” she again heard the sound of the grovelling.

“Shut up and get on your knees slave,” Rebecca said down at the shaking body below her. In that instant, she knew she would have this creature terminated; this was not her sister; it was just something that needed to be put out of its misery. “Tell Lucy I would like to see her,” Rebecca said towards her naked male slave who was standing in the corner.

“Yes thank you Mistress,” came his instant reply before he bowed and hurried out of the office. Rebecca knew Lucy would be discreet: she was the best overseer that the farm had ever employed, and she would ensure that the body of the wreck at her feet would never be seen again. Satisfied that this problem would now be dealt with, Rebecca looked back down as the naked body below her got onto its knees, but then it happened as the girl looked up at Rebecca.

Rebecca looked down at the shaking and bruised body that knelt before her and saw the innocent and frightened face that looked up at her. She saw the tears that fell from the girl's swollen and bruised eyes, and suddenly she felt pure anger at who had done this to her sister.

“DON’T FUCKING LOOK AT ME!” Rebecca screamed down at the naked body, but she knew it was too late.

“Sorry Mistress Rebecca,” the voice below her sobbed as her sister looked back down at Rebecca's feet. Rebecca felt the tears building in her eyes, and suddenly she was full of remorse for the way she had treated Deborah, her poor sister, who had been through hell. Without further thought, Rebecca fell to her knees and wrapped her arms around the scared, shaking, and naked girl who knelt in front of her. 

Deborah

Deborah screamed out as her sister pressed her body into hers; the pain of her wounds shot through her body. She was also confused about what was happening. A few moments ago, Rebecca was treating her like the dirt she had become, but now her sister was crying and hugging her.

“Sorry,” she heard her sister's words as she pulled herself away from Deborah. Deborah wanted to hug her back even with the pain that would cause, but her hands were still tied behind her back.

“It's alright Mistress Rebecca,” Deborah sobbed as she looked at her sister kneeling before her.

“Don’t call me that,” now Rebecca spoke through her tears. “I was going to have you killed,” she added as tears ran down her face. 


Chapter 26

No Second Chance







Deborah sat at the table with a blanket wrapped around her naked body; she had been free of her bonds with the exception of the unremovable metal collar and device in her head.  After some food, she sat with Rebecca, drinking wine while telling her sister everything that had happened to her. It surprised Deborah how much her sister wanted revenge on those who had done this to her; she told Deborah she would seek the best legal advice to get this straightened out, but Deborah knew better. Deborah understood that once convicted and designated an unreal person, there was no coming back from it. The law was clear about that, and she knew her sister understood that too. They talked about taking Deborah to see a doctor. but both knew it was too risky for her to be taken out and be seen, so Rebecca had organized for a doctor she could trust to come to the office tomorrow to give Deborah a checkover and some strong painkillers.

The two cried and laughed together, and for the first time in weeks, Deborah felt like she was human again. It saddened Deborah to learn that her mother wanted nothing to do with her again, but she understood why. Their main concern now was what they should do with Deborah. Both knew that she couldn’t be seen and that she couldn’t return to the main house because their mother could not know she was still there.

“I don’t know where we are going to hide you,” Rebecca said sadly. Deborah's heart hurt when she heard those words, but she knew she was no longer considered real and that any real woman could now do as she pleased with her. That was when it hit Deborah that her life was never going to return to what it had been before, and if she stayed here, she would become a burden on her sister.

“I have to go back,” Deborah felt the tears in her eyes as she spoke.

“To the city, no chance. We will fight this,” Rebecca said with hostility in her voice.

“We both know that we can’t fight this. I have been designated now, and nothing will change that. I am also collard and can be tracked easily. Before long, the disciplinarians will come to check on me and speak to Mum,” Deborah cried as she spoke. Rebecca put her face into her open hands and also cried at hearing her sister, but she knew everything she had said was true. Her sister would never be considered anything but a non-person and a slave for the rest of her life. The system had long ago decided that such women could not be cured of their illness and posed too much of a risk ever to be free again once convicted.

“let me speak to Mother again. If she agrees, then the world will think you're my slave,” Rebecca spoke with some hope.

“Then everyone around here will know what I am. I can't bring that shame on any of you,” Deborah sobbed. For a moment there was silence as both girls faced the truth and the hopelessness of the situation.

“But who will I give you to in the city? I suppose I can send you back to the space agency.” Rebecca’s words reminded Deborah that she was her sister's property. It was a strange feeling knowing that for the rest of her life she was going to belong to others; she would always now be property, and the feeling did upset her.

“There is no point in giving me back to them; Alison will just take me from them.” Deborah knew who she would have to be returned to.

“That bitch who entrapped you and caused this fucking problem, no way am I giving you back to her,” Rebecca spoke angrily. For a few moments, there was silence again as Rebecca thought about things while staring at her sister's bruised face. “You want to go back to her, don’t you?” Rebecca’s voice took on a sterner sound as she asked the question. Deborah felt a tremble run through her body at her sister's tone; she knew how Rebecca could suddenly change her mood. Deborah felt her mind spinning; she hated what Alison had done to her, but she also had feelings toward the woman, and nothing would ever take them away. “ANSWER ME!” this time Rebecca shouted, and a sudden fear ran through Deborah.

“I love her,” tears came to Deborah’s eyes as she spoke. “I don’t want to be a slave, but I am,” she added as the tears began to fall.

Rebbeca

Rebecca knew then that the state had been right in its judgment of her sister. Deborah was broken in her head. How she could ever want to be returned to that woman was beyond Rebecca. Rebecca felt her anger starting to build. She had gone out of her way to help her sister and paid good money to rescue her, and this was how the girl was paying her back. Rebecca knew she needed time to think this through; she also knew her sister would only be happy as that woman’s slave; there was no question any longer about Deborah’s mental state. She also knew there was nothing she could really do to help her, especially after her sister had admitted that she loved the woman who had done this to her. Rebecca had read articles on there being no cure for this disease and how it grew stronger with age, making the desire for the person to serve stronger with each passing day. She also had to think about her own reputation; if word got out that her sister had been designated a non-person, it could affect the business.  

“Take that sheet off you and get on your knees,” Rebecca said in a blank tone of voice.

“Please don’t be like that Rebecca. We both know it’s the only way,” Deborah sobbed out the words. Rebecca reached for the small remote control on the table that controlled the collar around her sister's throat, and she saw the terror in Deborah’s eyes as she did.

“DON’T MAKE ME FUCKING HURT YOU!” She shouted out the words and saw the way Deborah jumped in shock. The fact that her sister then obeyed her took some of the anger Rebecca was feeling out of her. “Face to the floor,” Rebecca commanded, and the girl who knelt before her again obeyed the order. Rebecca looked down at the naked body that now had its face on the floor in front of her feet; she saw how her sister trembled in fear. She also saw the deep welts across her back and knew the marks would never leave her sister's body. Rebecca just stared down at the girl for a few moments. It was hard to believe this was her sister. She had forgotten what her sister really was when they chatted, but now she once again remembered.

“A slave is all you will ever be now, you silly girl,” she said down at the body below her.

“I know Mistress Rebecca,” the sobbing words came up from the floor. Rebecca pressed the small button in her hand, and the body at her feet instantly froze. On the way out of the office, Deborah turned off the lights and locked the door behind her, leaving her sister frozen on the floor.

Rebecca never mentioned Deborah to her mother that evening. After their dinner and usual chatting, the two relaxed and watched a movie while drinking the wine that her father served them.

“There’s a new add-on for the collar. I think Dad should have it fitted,” Rebecca spoke while the ads interrupted the movie.

“What does it do? Is it some new tracker or something?” Helen replied while smiling at her daughter. Rebecca glanced over to her dad, who was standing in the corner of the room facing the wall.  She knew her dad was a good male; he was loyal and obedient to the family, but she liked the idea of her mother having more control over him.

“It allows you to freeze their bodies and give them pain at a press of a button,” Rebecca said and chuckled as she spoke.

“Why not then? That sounds like fun. Can you sort that out for him?” Helen replied with indifference.

“Leave it to me. I have them do it at his next medical appointment,” Rebecca replied as the film started on TV again. 

It wasn’t until later that night, when Rebecca stretched out in her large bed, that she thought about her sister again. She knew she would not return her to Alison; there were a couple of reasons for that. The first is that she knew that was what Deborah wanted, and she never wanted Deborah to have a decision in her fate. The girl after all wanted to be a slave, and a slave should never get what they wanted. The second reason was that she hated Alison for what she had turned her sister into and would rather an overseer hang her sister than be given back to the woman. The thought of terminating her sister did come to the forefront of her mind then; maybe that would be the kindest thing to do to her and would put her out of her misery. In a way Rebecca now regretted that she had sent the overseer away earlier, this whole problem would have been gone now if she had allowed the woman to hang Deborah. She knew her sister was now kneeling on the floor of the dark office, her body unable to move and no doubt was in pain. It would have been kinder to have terminated her. Rebecca rolled over on the comfortable bed and put her sister out of her mind.

Deborah

The night passed slowly, and Deborah wished her sister had not frozen her while kneeling down like she was. However, she knew her sister was upset with her, which saddened her. She also knew this was a punishment her sister had given her; Rebecca wanted her to suffer for what she had become. Deborah knew that others now had the right to punish her as they saw fit; she knew the day the Chinese officer had found her guilty that any freedoms she once had were gone forever. Another painful cramp shot through her aching body, and if she were able to, she would have screamed out as the agony bit into her bent body once again. She knew that when she was returned to Alison, she would be treated better. She had no doubt Alison loved her, and that was why she had entrapped her, to ensure that Deborah would always be hers. The thought of making love to Alison again was the only comfort that Deborah had. She was sure her sister would arrange to return her to the woman tomorrow. For now, Deborah knew there was nothing that she could do but suffer until her sister returned and deactivated the collar. She still found it hard to believe that Rebecca had punished her this way. The thought of being like this for her sister was more than degrading, but she knew how her sister's moods would suddenly change and had seen that this evening. However much Deborah hated the idea, she knew she was her sister's property and would remain so until she was signed over to Alison. Throughout the long and painful night, Deborah’s mind spun at everything that had happened to her over the last few weeks. She had gone from being a happy free woman to a slave. Many tears fell from her eyes as her body was kept perfectly still in the dark office, and part of her wished she had a time machine. She knew in her heart that if she could go back in time, she would have never agreed to play that silly game with Alison, and she would still be a free woman enjoying her life to the fullest.

When Rebecca entered the office in the morning, she did not speak to Deborah and just left her frozen on her knees. As Deborah silently knelt with her face to the floor, she listened to her sister going about her usual business above her. Deborah desperately wanted to speak to her sister; she wanted to see if there was a way out of this. She had realized during the night that she never wanted to be a slave, and that was even to the beautiful Alison. Right now, all that Deborah wanted to do was to beg her sister for help, but Rebecca just left her frozen on the spot below the desk. Feeling helpless, degraded, and humiliated, Deborah knelt in stillness as she listened to her sister above making phone calls about the running of the farm. Deborah was in no doubt that her sister was a real and important woman as she sat above making deals worth millions of dollars, all while her own naked body could not move. The sound of the knock on the office door started Deborah.

“Come,” she heard her sister say. The sound of heavy boots walked into the office, and Deborah instantly knew it was one of the overseers. The humiliation ran through her at being naked on her knees in front of this woman who she was once the boss of.

“Good morning Miss Rebecca. Would you like me to take care of the problem now,” Deborah heard the rough sound of the overseer's voice above her. 

“Yes please,” Rebecca replied.

“Do you have any preference in the method used, Miss Rebecca?” The overseer's horrible male-sounding voice again spoke above Deborah.

“No,” came the indifference-sounding reply. Deborah had no idea what the two above her were talking about; all she felt was the humiliation of being naked on her knees. The sound of a chair being pulled back came, followed by the sound of footsteps; then Deborah saw the black ankle boots of her sister in front of her face.


Chapter 27

Problem's Solved







Rebecca had been in two minds about how she would deal with Deborah when she woke this morning. The option of having her terminated was still very much at the forefront of her mind. She knew it would be the kindest way to deal with her sister. She also considered just putting her on the open market and knew a female slave would fetch a good price; Rebecca was after all a businesswoman and making money was always a good thing. The money her sister would fetch would pay for a new tractor she wanted to order. As Rebecca sat at the breakfast table sipping her morning coffee, she pondered what she would do. Her naked father, who had served her the coffee, stood at her side. Rebecca had ordered him to strip this morning as his overalls were too bright and had annoyed her.

“Good morning darling,” her mother's voice rang out as she entered the kitchen. Rebecca turned and gave her a smile as her father instantly began to make his wife a fresh coffee pot. “That was such a great film last night,” Helen said as she sat at the breakfast table.

“It was, but the ending was so bloody silly,” Rebecca replied, remembering the film they had watched last night.

“Why is he naked?” Helen said as she looked toward her husband, who was making her morning coffee.

“The fucking overalls were too bright and gave me a headache,” Rebecca chuckled out the reply.

“Amanda is coming round for lunch today. I forgot to mention it last night,” Helen said, returning her attention to her daughter. Rebecca hated Amanda, who was a close friend of her mother's. She found the woman to be a real snob who had been born into wealth and had never done a day's work in her life. She never understood why her mother even liked the woman, let alone be a close friend of hers. “You have dealt with that other problem, haven’t you dear?” For a moment, the question confused Rebecca, and she stared blankly at her mother. “The wench,” her mother added at seeing the confused look on her daughter's face. Rebecca then instantly knew what her mother was talking about.

“I am still deciding what to do with her,” Rebecca replied.

“Just put a twelve bore to the back of its head and get rid of it. I don’t want Amanda accidentally seeing it,” her mother spoke, showing annoyance in her voice that Deborah was still on the farm. Rebecca found the way she spoke about her own daughter strange, but she also knew her mother was right. If Amanda knew about Deborah, the gossip would spread around town like wildfire.

“I will deal with her before Amanda arrives mother,” Rebecca replied reassuring as her naked father poured his wife her freshly made coffee.

“Good girl, how about you and I go out for dinner tonight,” Helen said now changing the subject.

Rebecca looked down at the naked body kneeling at her feet. She knew what must be done but could not bring herself to carry out the termination personally, hence why the overseer was here. Part of Rebecca felt sad at what was about to happen, but she tried to remember her real sister was already dead; she died in the city. This thing at her feet now was just the remains of what was once her beautiful and clever sister. Rebecca pressed the small button that she held in her hand, and instantly, the naked body below her fell flat to the floor and started to thrash about. Like yesterday, the urine flowed from the body that rolled in it. Rebecca really felt that she was looking down at some animal; this was not a person, and it was certainly not her sister.

“Please help me, please please help me, please I beg you Mistress Rebecca please I don’t want to be a slave, please,” the sobbing words came as the girl who was clearly in agony started to kiss her feet. For a couple of seconds, Rebecca looked down at the wreck that grovelled and begged for life at her feet. She then turned and gave the overseer a nod before returning to her desk to continue working.

Lucy

Lucy bent down and took a handful of hair before dragging the screaming girl out of the office behind her like some rag doll. She wasn’t sure if that was the right thing to do with her boss's sister, but Lucy only knew one way to deal with slaves, and that was to be harsh with them. As it goes, Miss Rebecca said nothing. Once out of the office, Lucy laid a couple of hard kicks into the screaming girl.

“FUCKING BE SILENT; YOU'RE GIVING ME A FUCKING HEADACHE BITCH!” Lucy screamed down at the body that was twisted in agony. Lucy had always hated the young snob who she now dragged and kicked. The bitch had always thought she was better than other women; how the mighty had fallen, she thought as she lay another hard kick in the girl's ribs. At least the bitch had stopped screaming now and just sobbed as she was dragged by the hair to the gallows outside of the office.

“Please, please,” the sobbing and weak voice cried as Lucy put the noose around its neck. Another hard kick silenced her as Lucy stood up while holding the rope's end, which went over a swivel above her head. Lucy was a large and strong woman who had no trouble pulling the shaking body up into the air. She then looked up at the face of the dying girl who could no longer breathe and smiled up at her. There was something about the face of a slave hanging by its neck that always turned Lucy on; she felt the wetness between her legs as she tied off the end of the rope. For a few moments, she stood there looking up at the thrashing dying body before she decided she had wasted enough time on the bitch this morning. She would come back in an hour or two to give it a chance to die before she would burn the body and dispose of any remains in the pit she had a slave dig at the back of the farm. Now it was time to have a slave make her cum and have a nice cup of coffee, Lucy thought as she turned away and walked back to her own office, leaving the twitching naked body hanging by its neck.

Rebecca

Rebecca felt the tears running down her face as she looked out of the window at the naked body hanging from its neck. She knew that the body was that of her sister, yet it was not her sister who she had executed. She tried to force the memories of her real sister from her mind and replace them with the thoughts of the dysfunctional naked girl who wanted to be a slave and now dangled from her neck. She wondered if the girl was dead yet; the body still gave off little twitches. For a moment, the thought of running outside and cutting the body down came to her mind, but she fought the urge to do so, knowing any female who wanted to be a slave was better off dead. Rebecca returned to her desk, putting the hanging girl out of her mind. She had two bits of business she needed to take care of. The first was a call to the space center. There was a female office slave there that she wanted here. The bitch who had hurt her sister so much would suffer more than she thought possible, and then she would hang outside on the gallows. Once that was taken care of, Rebecca booked her father into his medical, requesting the new collar add-ons that her sister had invented to be fitted to him. With all her problems now solved, Rebecca turned her mind to lunch. The morning had been busy, and her appetite had built. As Rebecca strolled past the hanging body on her way back to the main house, she never looked up at it. She knew by the time she returned after lunch that the corpse would have been removed and destroyed. Tomorrow, she would issue a public statement informing the community that her beautiful and clever sister had died in a tragic accident while in the city. Rebecca was satisfied that her sister would be remembered as the beautiful genus she was and not as the non-human slave girl she had died as.

Alison

“Oh Mistress Alison. Look at her. She’s crying tears of joy like the other one did. She is so grateful to you.” The maid's happy voice said as Alison sat at her desk and looked up at the two magnificent pieces of artwork that hung on her office wall. They both looked so beautiful, and it filled Alison with happiness in knowing that they were both so happy at what she had done to them. Alison honestly couldn’t think of a better life for a slave. She had taken their suffering away and allowed them to look so beautiful for the woman they loved and adored. Alison lifted her legs onto the table and spread them far apart.

“Maid come kneel in front of me and get that tongue of yours working, I think I deserve a reward,” Alison said out loudly.

“Yes Mistress Alison,” the maid replied and rushed over, squeezing herself between the desk and the open pussy in front of her face. As the maid knelt there gently licking her pussy, Alison looked up at her new living hanging wall art. She had been surprised at how easy it had been to take Tracey. Alison had used a different approach on Tracey; after playing the little sex game, she had shown the woman the video and given her a choice: be her secret slave or be arrested. She was surprised when the sexy woman had dropped to her knees and begged Alison to take her as a slave. Tracey had never known what was happening to her when she went to the body shop. Alison just told her she had a wonderful gift to give her. Now, Alison looked up at the golden body without the arms or legs that hung from her wall, and the woman looked so happy. Alison felt so happy and pleased, not only for herself but also for the two people who hung lifelessly for her. She knew she had made their lives complete, and they would forever be thankful to her.

“Lick faster girl, lick,” Alison gasped out the words, and the kneeling maid reacted instantly.

As Alison left her office to get ready for a night out, she paused and looked back at the two golden figures that decorated her wall. She saw how especially beautiful Tracey looked. Alison thought about how she would look hanging in the living room, maybe under a small spotlight that would enhance her wonderful and sexy look. Alison felt a little sorry for Daisy as he had only just got some company, but she knew he would forgive her. Alison smiled at the two hanging people as she turned off her office light and left the room to continue with her evening and life.

F756XD

F756XD had no idea where she was or why she had been bought here. Her naked body now knelt on the floor in some office as she looked down at the feet of the sexy woman through the open fronted desk. The delivery driver had dropped her off here some time ago, and all that the woman at the desk had ordered was that she was to kneel and remain silent. F756XD was sure she had been sold to this woman and had no idea why the space agency had done that. Things had just started to get better for her; she had been given her room and other privileges back. She worked the office slaves hard for the new Mistress who had replaced that stupid child who she took great pleasure in beating up each and every day. She remembered the last time she had seen that child; every part of her body was covered in bruises. But now it was clear that the space agency had moved her on, and she had no idea why they did that or to whom she now belonged to.

A while later, she heard a knock on the door, and the woman behind the desk told the person to enter. F756XD heard the heavy boots walking into the room.

“Would you like me to deal with it now Miss Rebecca?” A hard-sounding woman's voice said from the person standing at the side of the room. F756XD watched as the woman sitting at the desk got up and walked to its front before resting back on it.

“Look up at me girl,” the woman's sexy voice said down at her. F756XD lifted her face and saw the beautiful young woman looking down at her. The woman wore a short dress that really showed off her incredibly sexy legs. F756XD felt happy that she had been sold to this very sexy lady and not to some ugly woman.

“Do you like to hurt people?” The soft voice of the beautiful woman asked while looking down at her. The words confused F756XD.

“No Miss, I am just a slave,” she replied in a confused-sounding voice. She saw the smile on the young woman's face.

“Yes you are,” the woman replied and then paused for a few seconds. The young woman stared down at her before turning toward the person who had entered the room.

“I want every bone in this bitches body broken. I want her death to be the most painful death possible, make the fucking creature suffer for as long as possible before it dies,” the young woman smiled as she spoke.

“With pleasure Miss Rebecca,” the hard voice in the corner instantly replied. F756XD's body started to shake at the young girl's words. She had no idea what was happening to her or why, but there wasn’t much time to dwell on it as the pain of her hair being pulled suddenly came and was followed by a hard kick into her ribs.

Rebecca

Rebecca smiled as the screaming slave was dragged away by her hair. She wondered if she should have told the bitch that had tortured her sister why she was going to die a horrific and agonizing death, but she supposed it was none of her business really. Rebecca glanced up at the clock; it was time to get ready for her sister's memorial service. She knew most of the town would be there to pay their respects. Deborah had been a highly respected woman before her tragic death in the city, and everyone wanted to honour her life and the legacy of the faster-than-light engine she had left womankind.




End


Afterword







Please take the story you have read as fantasy; many aspects of it were too farfetched and extreme to ever be real. However, to me, it did portray a perfect world where the natural order of females and males is shown.







I may come back to this story in the future.




I so hope you enjoyed this book. 

Please remember to rate this story.




Till next time

Take care

Nikki





Books By This Author

Taken

In this story, we follow Stewart, who replies to a simple ad, hoping it will lead him to a perfect Mistress. He has no idea of the mistake he is making or where it will lead him. As Stewart enters a world of extreme Female Domination he finds out just how valueless his life is thought of. Stewart finds himself in a world of forced feminization, where the life of a slave is considered cheap, if not worthless.


Madam Saint Clare and her two daughters rule their world with an iron fist along with their overseers. There is no shortage of males that can be enslaved so the value of the slaves that are taken is not something they have to concern themselves with. Slaves have but one purpose, to serve and happily give their lives up to the family that now owns them.

As Stewart's life descends into a life of hell, he learns that the family that he now belongs to considers themselves holy. Yet Stewart finds it hard to understand how such people can allow his body to be modified and abused by other men who look like sexy women and are considered his superior. It doesn’t take long for Stewart to understand that his life is considered worthless, and to live, he needs to totally dedicate himself to the service he gives and pray that none of the real females or overseers in the house decide to kill him.

Soon, Stewart finds the only thing that stands between him and death is a fourteen-year-old child. This young girl and the mercy she shows becomes his only hope for survival in a world where everyone else seems to want him dead. Stewart must suffer untold humiliation and pain to keep the young princess who now owns him happy. Yet he knows that at any moment, with just a few words, she can have him killed in the most horrific way. To add to the fear and misery his modified body has to go through, Stewart finds the young girl's personal assistant and slave has taken a dislike to him and wants him dead.

The Mistress: The journey

Daniela had big plans for herself. However, leaving school at sixteen without a qualification to her name would make achieving those dreams a little hard. Yet with ruthless determination, she would achieve all her dreams and more.

In this story, we follow Daniela as she reminisces about how those dreams became a reality. From a bag packer at a local supermarket, she would become the goddess she had always dreamed of being. She would use as many people as necessary to achieve her goals. The only thing that mattered to Daniela was her happiness and her climb to the life she knew she deserved to have. The lives of others had no meaning to her other than to bring her pleasure and wealth.

Stevens Journey

This book is a prequel to my first book ‘Hotel Diana’

We will follow Steven’s journey as he travels into a life of slavery to a woman he has loved since childhood. We will also discover how our world turned into one of absolute Female superiority.

A major war in Europe was beginning to grow out of control, a female supremacist was doing all she could to end the conflict. With the help of a photograph and some visitors from the other side of our universe, she would gain a lot more than she could ever hope for.

All while Steven waited for the woman he loved to return from a holiday she was on with her boyfriend. The news that Steven got on her return was what he had waited so many years for, however there was a heavy price to pay if he was going to spend the rest of his life with the woman he loved more than anything.

As the world changed around Steven, so did the life he now had to lead. He had to choose between his freedom or a lifetime spent in servitude. He had many things to learn and overcome on his journey into slavery. He would in time have to face the outside world and hope to survive an encounter with a new kind of police force.

And then once again a change came to his life with a twist that he never saw coming.

Caroline’s Revenge

An election for a new government with a shock result turns the world upside down. We follow the story of the two main characters in this fast-changing world as Josephine the new president enforces her will on the population. This new party was about as far right as possible, with the leader seeing men as nothing more than a worthless low species of animal to be controlled or eradicated.

Caroline's life had been difficult to say the least, at 40 years old she had drifted from job to job never being able to settle down. Her problem was her size, at only just over five feet tall she found men took every opportunity to belittle and humiliate her. Now there was some paying back to do.

Meanwhile for Dave life had been going well, he recently had been victorious in a bitter divorce court battle with a woman he once loved but now hated. Dave was now the owner of his own home and yet with another promotion at work life was about the best he could remember. Little did he know how quickly things would fall apart.

It had been many years since Caroline and Dave had cross paths, however destiny was about to bring them together once again.

Warning this book is extreme in places with the execution of males a common theme throughout.

Caroline’s legacy

The book is a sequel to Caroline’s Revenge and may be difficult to follow if you have not read the first book.

Over the following year the new regime grew stricter on those who would oppose it, many found themselves at the facility being dealt with by women who took their jobs very seriously and enjoyed their work. Caroline’s career flourished during these times and finally she was recognised for her work at the highest level.

In this story we will continue to follow Caroline and some of the other characters from the first book as well as introducing a few more people, some will thrive under the new regime, and others will suffer the real cruelty of the system.

As new officers take to their new roles we will explore their real reasons for taking on the job. Some of these cold-hearted and evil disciplinarians get a kick out of their new power, while others still have some feelings toward the prisoners that are brought before them.

As with the first book both Caroline and her niece would ensure that those who would oppose the system were dealt with severely, mercy was not a word they knew, and both would bring out the best in the women they led.

The Gift

Cathy was a woman who cared about two things in life, first and foremost was herself, and second was her sub-husband Carl. To Cathy everyone else in life was a tool, a tool for her and her husband's pleasure. Cathy would employ any means possible to ensure that those she chose to serve her would be left with little choice other than to please. Once her slaves had the collar from hell locked around their throats she could ensure total obedience from them.

Cathy knew she had given Carl a very hard life. Now she wanted to pay him back so had selected John her tenant to become a sex toy for her husband, little did John know what future lay ahead of him on their first meeting. Cathy not satisfied with just owning John set her eyes on his ex-wife, she would make a perfect slave for Cathy.

We follow the story as John and his hated ex-wife Mandy descend into a life of servitude. Over time they not only become what Cathy wants they also start to enjoy it, serving her becomes their very reason to live. Throughout Cathy would change the roles of her servants, always keeping them on edge with them never knowing what they would have to suffer next to please her. As time passed Cathy would rid herself of old slaves to ensure only the very sexiest looking people would serve her and her husband, to Cathy her slaves were nothing of importance and would only exist until they had served their purpose.

Who Am I: Truth or Fiction

So I decided to tell everyone all about myself, my feelings, my viewpoints and my beliefs, but to make this book a little more fun not everything is true. Much of what you read is my reality and the way I live life, however you will have to decide what is real and what is fiction. I will at times show my more natural humorous side in this book, however, be warned you will also meet what many will consider a very dark side to me. Some will hate me after reading this, others will love me LOL.

Before you decide to buy this book, be warned: I am a female supremacist in every sense of the word; I see males as nothing but tools to be used for my own comfort and needs. I will show you my innermost thoughts about males in this book, and if that offends you, then don’t read it.

The photographs within the book are of my home and staff.

The Enslavement : Becoming Fiona’s perfect male

Nick had always dreamt of serving a beautiful and sexy woman. He had waited his whole life to find a woman to serve, but when that woman did appear she was far from the person he had ever thought it would be. Nick suddenly found himself in the service of the last woman on earth that he would ever want to be a slave to. Fiona was not the kind of woman that Nick had ever thought of serving, there was nothing about her that he liked, in fact he disliked everything about the woman.

Trapped in his own beliefs and desires to serve a woman Nick’s life spiralled out of control as Fiona and her beautiful daughter began to train him in the ways Fiona wanted him to be. Nick would be treated worse than he could have ever imagined in the pursuit of being Fiona’s perfect slave. He would have to overcome suffering, torment, and humiliation to become the slave of a woman he never wanted to serve.

Nick would discover that he never really had a choice in who would own him or in the ways that woman would use him. What Nick found out and is an important message for all males reading this book is to understand the superiority of all females over you, you must also understand that you do not have a choice and will serve females in the way they decide.

2055: New World, New Order

This book is based upon a female dominated world in the year 2055. The story takes place in a future London, a place where many rules ensure males are held in their rightful places. They would never again cause the havoc that is now resigned to the history books. In this place the sole purpose of the male is to serve the female. From birth the male is educated to believe in the system in place. This is backed up by deep held religious believes installed on the masses.

This future world still resembles the world we inhabit today in many ways, just this new world is a calmer and more productive one. It is also one where females only rule.

The story will follow the lives of two main characters describing life in this future city.

We will follow a woman called Alison who moved to the city from her country home when a fantastic job offer came her way. Like most of the people of the world she was bought up in a female dominated society, however this city was like nothing she had known before.

The other main character is a male known as Tr6y2 who was born into the system. He is state owned, however due to his outstanding educational results he found himself in a good job, one giving him what very few unowned males had, his own apartment to live in. However there are those that want to ensure he never forgets his place.

The paths of the two will cross and lead to major changes in Tr6y2’s life, they may be for the better or worse. Other characters within the story will help to explore what life is like in 2055, in this world of pure female supremacy.


Reform

Sarah and Bobby had been friends since early childhood, but now they were both coming of age. The two had been like brother and sister as they grew up together, Sarah being the smartest had always been the leader of their small pack. Now in their late teens they both wanted more from each other, little did Bobby imagine that what Sarah wanted was nothing like he dreamt of.

Sarah unlike Bobby who dropped out of school at sixteen was about to go away to university, with the help of her mother she fully intended to come back to the man of her dreams, well wife of her dreams who be closer to the truth. Sarah had decided she wanted her man fully feminized and very self-controlled. Her mother Susan who ran her own female led home was fully qualified to ensure her daughter would have the man of her dreams.

We follow the life of Bobby as it descends into a life of servitude. How far is he willing to go for the love of his life. We watch as innocent Female Domination turns into the extreme and a life that Bobby loses all control of.

However there is a final twist and one that no one could have imagined.

Other World

I thought it would be fun to write a shorter than normal story about female domination and alien abductions. Did you know that more than 600,000 people disappeared last year in the USA alone, I wonder where they all went. Now add to that the hundreds of thousands of reports of alien abduction and I feel a fun story coming on.

Tony is what you can call a normal guy, as an ex-soldier he still enjoyed those trips to the hills to unwind and feel at one with nature, only on this trip he wasn’t coming home.

Tony found himself on board an alien slave trading vessel heading to a distant planet with technologies way in advanced of our own. In this world some of the very advanced technologies were installed inside captured humans to ensure they were totally controlled. These unfortunate people were then sold into slavery in a far far away place with no hope of ever returning to their own world.

Tony found himself the property of a beautiful woman, one who saw him as nothing more than an animal of some kind. His future lay in her hands as he served as little more than a domestic slave to her. With no hope of escape he slowly became lustful of the beautiful woman that owned him, a lust that would cost him dear in the end.

The Temple

Jason lived a happy life in the stereotype female dominated family. Him and his father serving his mother and sister who ran the household. Jason had now reached eighteen and was looking forward to a wife of his own to serve and dedicate his life to. Unfortunately his younger sister Sandra had other ideas, the powerful young woman deciding the way her friends thought about her far outweighed the dreams of her brother. Sandra deciding it would add to her fame if she sent her brother off to become a monk.

Jason found himself in the service of the temple as a monk. Here was a life of hell on earth as he served the Goddess, his overseers being the nuns that ran things. Pain and suffering were just a way of life for monks, all while the nuns enjoyed their powerful vocations to the fullest.

We follow Jason on the worst journey possible and to a very uncertain future as each day became a fight to survive the suffering he had to go through to please a Goddess who thought nothing of him. We will also follow some of the nuns who enjoyed life to the fullest as they ensured the males under them existed only to serve the Divine Female.

The Passage

Paul dreamt of becoming the property of a beautiful woman for as long as he could remember. He loved to dress in girly clothes and post photographs of himself on social media sites. While doing this he had his first encounter with a woman who taught him so much about his inner feelings, he never met this woman and only communicated with her in the virtual world. She had also given him fair warning on being careful for what he wished for.

Then one day out of the blue an opportunity showed itself. Unwittingly and eager to fulfil his life’s dreams Paul walks into the human trafficking market. A beautiful woman who heads up a gang of slave traders is keen to sell him on for profit, she puts him up for auction. Paul’s life now depends on a buyer being found. The slave trader does not care if a man or woman buys him, her only concern is the profit he will make for her. Paul soon finds himself a mare commodity to be sold and bought by those with money to spend. A life somewhere between paradise and hell would soon become Paul’s way of life.

Soon he finds himself in the service of the most beautiful woman he could ever imagine and felt his life ambition had been started to be fulfilled. To soon afterwards he also finds his body adapted and learns there is more to life as a sissy maid than just cleaning a house. Although his body is frequently abused Paul still finds that hidden desire to serve, where will it end.

The photographs found within these pages are to assist the reader in understanding the clothing Paul had to wear in the story. All photographs are of my own maid who kindly agreed to assist in the finishing touches to this book.

Hotel Diana

In a not too distant world where female’s rule with absolute power, all males must be owned and registered.

This story follows a male called Steven who is dumped by his long-term partner and owner. Suddenly finding himself unowned he must report to what is now called The Disciplinarians Station for reassignment. The normal procedure being he will now become state owned property, the state will then reallocate him to another female or send him to do state work. However, the young Disciplinarian on duty decides to ship him off to a hotel in a foreign land so she can receive a small bonus.

The hotel on the coast of Spain is one of the most popular holiday destinations for the wealthiest of females from across the globe.

Steven finds himself in a place where males are nothing more than feminised slaves. He finds out just how worthless he and all males are here due to the constant flow of new slaves. Once his training is over if he survives steven will find himself in the role of a skunk maid. A skunk maid has but one task in life, to clean.

The hotels strict all female staff ensure that males are worked hard. The only concern here is for the wellbeing of the female guest. Behind the scenes Stevens along with all the other male’s destinies are sealed, as the hotel owners plan for a better future.

The story begins with Steven arriving at his destination, his new home for the foreseeable future.

Eastern Dreams

East and West had so many wars over the last thousands of years, it was only a matter of time before the final conflict would come. China the silent tiger had lay in wait for many years, now they would strike with the help of a newly born Arab Empire. Yet all was far from what it first seemed, the daughter to the king of the new Arab State had her own plan, only a select few knew what this were.

Naadia and her sister would soon rule Europe with an iron fist, this world would be one of female domination, but only by a few select women, at least for now.

In this first part of the story we see how the world changed shape, new rulers enforcing there wills on a conquered people. We will follow the lives of a few characters over the opening months in a new chapter of world history. There would be conflicts within as different woman had different views about how this new world would take shape.

This book is extreme in places so please do not read if offended.


Genesis

It is said that a captain of a nuclear submarine is one of the three most powerful people on earth. Only the president of the United States and Russia having more power than them, world events were to prove this incorrect.

Jane Hathaway commanded the United State ballistic submarine Trump, the latest and most deadliest addition to the American fleet. Jane made history by being the only female commander of a submarine in the entire fleet. There were two sides to Jane, the first being the one everyone saw, a professional and well educated woman. Then there was her darker side that few knew about, Jane believed that females were superior to males in every way. She had always seen men as tools that she used to get what she wanted, the cost to the men never concerned Jane. She also had a dream, well it was more of a fantasy, a world where women ruled and men served. Little did Jane know that her dream would become a reality on this patrol, as tensions grew between east and West the Trump and its crew disappeared below the waves.

As the world above her fell apart chance ensured Jane could take no part in the ensuing war. When her submarine was finally able to establish what had taken place above the war was over, as was the world she once knew. Jane knew it was time for change now, but could she persuade the few female crew members that it was a time for that change, time for them to take control of the submarine and if she could do that then what next?

As one problem after another showed its face, Jane knew she couldn’t fail, the fate of the world depended on her resolve and callousness. She would let no one stand in the way of her dream, a new world which was ruled and led by women, man had has his day.


Home


I thought I would write a fun short story which came to mind when I visit a friend who happens to be a sale rep for a house building company. However the story did not go the way I planned; it took on a life of its own as soon as I wrote the first line.
Still I hope you enjoy the read.

Jenny the sweetest and kindest sales rep in the country also had a hidden side to her that not many people knew about. She love to enslave lone males who decided to buy a property from her. Nothing gave her greater pleasure than taking everything they owned or would ever own away. Each site that the twenty-two years old had worked on she had found a male. She enslaved them and then used them while she worked on that site, they would then just become another slave which Jenny owned. Jenny had a great teacher in how to achieve this, that was the owner of the building company and her mother.

Andy had worked hard for many years and set about building himself a new life far from the city. Finally finding the perfect spot to settle down into his new life, he unwittingly set himself on a collision course with Jenny who saw him as nothing more than easy prey.
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