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“How fresh are these?”

“They were cut just yesterday, ma’am,” Emily said.

The old lady looked at the tulips, then up suspiciously at Emily, then back at the tulips.

Emily kept her face expressionless. Customer service was not her forte, but it was the best job she’d been able to get of late. She liked the flowers, the hours were fine, and she didn’t have to wear a uniform. She wore jeans and a tank top most days, for it was warm in the flower shop, and her shoulder length brown hair was tied back in a loose ponytail.

The jeans and tank top were both too tight. The jeans were wrapped around her bottom like a second skin, while the tank strained against her full breasts. It wasn’t that she was trying to show her body off. The tank had shrunk, and the jeans had been the closest she had been able to find to her size at the Salvation Army shop. Anyway, she wore an apron over them so nobody complained.

Not that any of the male customers were likely to complain, of course. With her lovely face, silky brown hair, and firm, athletic young body Emily was quite popular with them. The old ladies, on the other hand, tended to glower at her suspiciously, or perhaps jealously, she thought with a mental shrug. But they’d had their youth, she thought, and had probably enjoyed it a lot more than she was.

When the police came for her, Emily was behind the counter, carefully wrapping a set of pink roses for a customer. She looked up from the flowers, nicely wrapped, to see two unsmiling police at the counter, both looking hard at her. She froze, then bolted, ignoring a yell from behind as she ran around a stack of potted cedars, darted through the back door and ran straight for the chain link fence which separated the shop from the woods behind.

She tore off the apron and took a flying leap and caught the fence halfway up, then fairly flew up and over the top, dropping to the other side just as the cops were coming through the rear door. She didn’t stop to chat, but ran immediately for the tree line as the cops ran for the fence and hurled themselves up against it.

She thought she would make it. The tree line wasn’t far, she had a head start, and she was young, healthy, and athletic, her muscles well-toned by a nearby gym. She didn’t do a lot of running, however, and the cops did. Worse, they didn’t have to actually catch her. They only had to get close enough for one to fire the tiny darts from his stun gun into her back.

The impact was like a bee sting, and Emily cried out in pain, then lost her voice an instant later as fifty thousand volts ripped into her body. Her head and back arched violently back even as her legs kept running on sheer momentum, and then she collapsed into the tall grass, shaking and thrashing in helpless pain.

The cops trotted up, panting lightly, and Emily felt a knee in her back as her arms were drawn back behind her back and her wrists tightly cuffed. Then, above her, the cops, all-businesslike, discussed the best way to get her to their car as she lay in a trembling daze. By the time the shattered pieces of her mind had begun to reassemble themselves and her body had eased its shaking one of the cops had already gone back, gotten their car, and driven it around to the road which bordered the field.

“Let’s go,” the other one said, yanking up on her arm with a steel-like grip, forcing her to her feet, then, another hand on the scruff of her neck, he marched the dazed girl through the grass to where his partner waited. She was put in the back seat, still gasping, still blinking, still panting.

“The Elgin Street facility?” the younger cop in front asked.

“Yep,” replied the older cop beside her

Emily’s mind began to function and she raised her eyes, looking around anxiously, then to the side, up at the cop there.

“I-I didn’t do anything,” she protested feebly.

“Course not,” he said.

“I’m not a criminal.”

“Fraud is a crime.”

“I didn’t – I’m not --.”

“You know the law, honey. That’s why you ran.”

“But they changed the law! They changed the law after I – after I borrowed all that money!”

“Wouldn’t have mattered if you’d paid it back.”

“But -. “

What point in telling him about her fascination for medieval history, how she had chosen it as her field of study, gotten student loans for six years in university to get her masters, then been unable to find a job. Sure, the Republicans had been in power, but she wasn’t political, and had paid little or no attention to what they were doing.

Indeed, few would have ever guessed, when Bill HR 5899 was introduced, that it would change so much about life in America, and eventually, the entire world. It was an innocuous bill, intended to amend Public Law 106-335, and titled,“A bill to amend Public Law 306-348”.

It followed on laws which had re-instituted the concept of “at hard labor” in prison sentencing, requiring criminals to work while behind bars.

It cost a lot of money to imprison people, and the deficit being what it was, the politicians had decided that not only should prisoners work hard as punishment, but they should work to pay at least a portion of what their incarceration was costing the state. Of course, there were limits to what profits could be had from prisoners, even with the large manufacturing centers which had been built into prisons.

Bill HR 5899 essentially rented non-violent prisoners out to private businesses and factories for cheap labor. Not only would it help defray the costs of incarcerating them, said the conservative politicians who supported the bill, but it would provide America with a source of raw labor whose cost could at least begin to approach the cheap overseas labor which was stealing so many American jobs.

There were, when the bill was introduced, some two million people in prison in the United States for various, mostly non-violent offences. And the only real concern with the idea of renting some of them out was ensuring they neither harmed anyone nor escaped. 

The prisoners own well being was not really an issue for either the politicians or the public at large.

Bill HR 5899 passed easily, and over the following years, a number of American businesses came to make use of, and rely on their “prisoner-laborers”. In fact, the program was so popular the prisons were soon all-but empty; only the most violent and uncontrollable criminals still kept behind bars. This, of course, allowed judges to impose more and more severe sentences with the certain knowledge there was plenty of room for the criminals, that they would be of use to the state (in some cases the first time in their miserable lives the prisoners had been of use to anyone) and that doing so was, as always, very popular.

Due in large measure to the popularity of the program with business, pressure was brought on the government – in the form of large corporate donations - to increase sentences for a variety of offences, especially white collar crimes – which tended to produce the least violent, and best educated criminal workers. The government then began cracking down on income tax fraud and tax evaders. 

In addition, while it had always technically been fraud to write a bad cheque or fail to pay ones bills, a little known amendment to the bankruptcy act strengthened the wording to the point where those who failed to pay off their creditors could be sent to prison with relative ease. And two years ago, student loan defaulters had been included.

Emily had certainly heard about that then, but it was too late to shift over to a more profitable field of study. Her only real hope had lain in getting good marks and doing an impressive doctoral thesis.

The problem was that most of the jobs for history majors were in universities teaching history to new history majors. And with the new law in place the number of students taking liberal arts courses plummeted. Who was going to risk taking out a loan to study an unprofitable subject when that could land one in prison? Everyone crowded into computer engineering classes, and fewer and fewer had any interest in history.

The cops dropped her off at what had become known as a debtor’s prison. The name was a misnomer as it was not a prison so much as a holding and processing facility. Still, it acted much like a prison, as Emily was turned over to a hard-faced, overweight woman who took her by the arm and led her down a narrow back corridor where she was fingerprinted and had her mug shot taken.

She was then taken in a small side room with nothing present by a table and a few chairs.

“Strip,” the woman ordered brusquely.

Swallowing fearfully, Emily toed off her sneakers, then reached down cross-handed and peeled her tank top up and over her head, dropping it on the table. Flushing pink, she undid her jeans and skinned them down and off, then stood there self-consciously in her thong and bra for a moment.

“All of it, honey,” the middle aged woman in the brown uniform said.

Flushing, Emily obediently undid her bra and dropped it on the table, then pushed her thong down and off, and stood straight, thighs tightly together, an arm across her chest, cupping her sex.

The woman let out a short bark of laughter. “You can forget about modesty, honey. Step against the table, lean over and spread your legs.”

“Is this necessary?” Emily demanded. “It’s not like I was arrested for robbing a bank or dealing drugs.”

“Policy. Now move, or do you want me to bring in some people to help hold you down?
Red-faced, Emily gripped the end of the table, then leaned over and spread her legs apart as the woman pulled plastic gloves on with an elastic snap and moved behind her. Emily winced and clenched her teeth as she felt the woman’s plastic clad fingers against the opening to her sex, felt them spreading the lips of her sex open and then pushing inside her.

There was some kind of lubricant on the gloves, but Emily still winced in pain as they squirmed ever deeper into her tight cavity, and her knuckles grew white as she gripped the edge of the table. 

They withdrew, and then Emily felt even more stricken as she felt pressure against her wrinkled little anal opening. She felt tears of shame filling her eyes as the fat woman slowly forced her finger up Emily’s ass, twisting it around within her before withdrawing it.

She felt a sigh of relief escape her at the sound of the plastic gloves being snapped off, but could hardly bring herself to move.

“All right. You can straighten up and stop showing off your better side,” the cynical woman said with a smirk.

Emily straightened, glowering. The woman had a pig face, was grossly fat, and probably had never gotten past high school. She was a dumb, ignorant, plodding blue collar worker. And yet it was Emily, with her intelligence, sophistication and sensitivity who society had somehow deemed to be the inferior. Simply because of a little student loan.

The woman pulled her wrists back together behind her and cuffed them again.

“Wha – don’t I get my clothes!?” Emily gasped, feeling a sense of panic.

“Why? You’re not going to wear them any more.”

“But… but – don’t I get something to wear?!” she gulped as the woman, gripping her upper arm, led her to the door.

“Eventually, after your sale.”

“Wha – what? What about my trial? Bail! Uh, a lawyer!?”

“For debt evaders?” she snorted. “You got money for one? No? Not surprised. So you want the taxpayers to pay for it? Haven’t you already cost us enough money?”
Emily tried to hold back, but the woman had more than double her weight, and easily pulled her out through the door and into the hall. Shocked, she tried to twist free as a man passed them, eyeing her with an appreciative smirk. But the woman yanked her along up the hall, then into a wider, open area.

There were large cells on two sides of the room, and a counter with three uniformed people in the center. Two of the three were men, and Emily felt stunned, again trying, but failing to twist free, to hide her nudity.

This was routine to them, however. The woman signed her over, and one of the men took her to the side of the room and pushed her into one of the large cells where a dozen other naked women sat, cuffed, dazed, some whimpering, others jaded and unconcerned.

Across the room, the other cell was filled with men, also naked and cuffed. Emily found a bare spot on the wall and then, like the others, sank down to sit on the floor and drew her knees up in front of her protectively.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “What’s going to happen now!?”

“You go before the judge, plead your case, and then get sent over to sales,” a jaded looking older woman said. 

“Sales?”

“It’s the law now, you know.”

And Emily remembered news stories she’d heard over the past year. Responding to a request from business to help them “stabilize” their work force, the law had been amended so that rather than “renting” prisoners from year to year, business could purchase prisoners for the duration of their sentences.

Of course, getting prisoners to work, and work hard, was not, at first, an easy task. The only legal method open to their jailers was to encourage hard work by granting special privileges, like more luxurious quarters, and better food. But after a tough-talking, arch-conservative President was elected, this changed. President Smithson pointed out that corporal punishment was a fact of life in a number of countries, and worked very well there. Furthermore, if impertinent schoolboys could be strapped or caned for misbehavior – without producing any ill effects he could see but proper respect, then why could adults not be similarly disciplined?

There was quite an argument over that, of course, especially since caning and strapping had been largely done away with in schools. But in the end, the law was changed to allow for such “disciplinary measures” as were required to render the prisoner cooperative without causing them any health risks. If schoolboys could take it, then surely so could criminals.

This law was appealed all the way to the Supreme Court, but, that body being dominated by more arch-conservatives, it passed easily.

And so the stage was set for a dramatic court case just a few years after the introduction of prisoner labor. A business owner having been arrested by police for beating a prisoner too harshly, his lawyer made the audacious claim that under the Constitution, a man was entitled to do whatever he wanted to do with his property, and that having purchased the prisoners, as opposed to renting them, the prisoners were, de facto, owned by the businessman. As such, the state had no business trying to tell their owners how to look after their property.

Private property rights were extremely important to the conservative judges on the court, and they came down on the businessman’s side.

Not only did this allow those who had purchased prisoner-workers to do with them as they chose, but it allowed them to buy and sell these ‘workers”, use them as strictly and harshly as they wished, and impose whatever discipline they wanted. They weren’t called slaves, but that was, in effect, what they became.

But little was said about this in the media. What happened to criminals was not a large consideration for the bulk of the population. They had known for decades about the cruelties and sexual abuse in prisons, and cared not at all. So what befell those who were now purchased property rarely became a topic of party conversation. In any case, mistreatment was rare, they were assured. Most were simply working in factories as unpaid labor, out of sight, out of mind.

* * * * 


An hour later the guards opened the cell door.

“Everyone on your feet,” the woman called harshly.

There were about fifteen women in the cell then, some fat and middle aged, some young and lithe. They all struggled to rise, their faces going red as they were forced to uncover their bodies in front of the male guards. Then they were pulled and pushed in a line out the door and up the hall. Emily was shocked and dismayed when they emerged into an open courtroom, lined up along the side of the open area near the judge’s bench. Off to the back were rows of seats filled with men and women, mostly men, who looked on with interest. Several police stood around to keep order.

Emily, like many of the women, dropped her eyes to the floor, face flaming with humiliation as she was forced to stand naked before all those strangers.

Unfortunately, she had hung back as long as possible in the cell. That put her at the back of the line, and the judge was dealing with them in order. She was forced to stay still, her mind squirming, as he dealt with all the other women in front of her. On the other hand, he spent very little time on each case. It quickly became obvious he was not especially interested in their sad stories about how they had come to default on their various loans and debts. All he wanted to know was how they intended to pay the money back.

After twenty minutes or so he had dealt with those before her, and her name was called as the guard gripped her upper arm and yanked her forward to stand naked in front of the judge. He was an old, sour faced man with dark, angry eyes. He scanned her over the top of his glasses, then looked down again at something on his desk before raising his eyes again.

“You owe the state fifty eight thousand, four hundred, and eighty five dollars and fourteen cents,” he said. “How do you plan on paying the people of this state back the $58,000 dollars you owe it for your education?” he demanded.

Emily just stared at the floor, then jumped in alarm as he brought his gavel down harshly. “Look at me when I ask you a question,” he snapped.

“I-I don’t know,” she gulped, voice trembling.

“You don’t know,” he sneered. “Well don’t you worry, missy. I know.”

He brought the gavel down again with a bang. “Five years prison time,” he said, glowering. 

“Five years!” she gasped.

“It will take you about that long, minus the charges for your upkeep, to pay off your debt,” he said. “Next case!”

“Docket Nine-One-Seven-Four-Three-Seven-Five,” the man in uniform called as the dazed young woman was led off across the court through another door.

In short order, Emily found herself loaded into a van with benches down both sides. She was placed next to another woman, and then strapped into place. She waited, trembling, as another woman was brought out and placed next to her, then continued to wait.

And now, it seemed, they were dealing with males. For she and the other women in the van gasped as the guards brought out a naked man and placed him into the van, shackling him hip to hip with the woman across from Emily. He was a fat, hairy man, his shriveled penis laying between his hairy thighs as all the woman fought to look elsewhere.

More time passed, and one by one, the rest of the places in the van were filled by men. Some were as embarrassed as the women, but some were not. Repeat offenders with little care about their nudity, they stared and smirked openly.

“What’s your name, girly?” one of the men across the van asked of Emily.

She ignored him, looking down.

“You look like you’ll sell for a pretty penny,” he said. “One of the whorehouses will probably buy you, no doubt, or some rich man who wants a pretty little slut to be his house servant.”

Emily did not look up, but her eyes widened. Prostitution had been legalized a few years back, but surely they didn’t make debt-bondsmen work there!

“Nice tits on her,” another man said. 

“I like `em bigger,” said the first man.

“Bigger an’ they get saggy,” countered the second. “Look how firm and round those titties are. Such stiff little nipples, too.”

Emily blushed hotly. It was true her nipples were hard, but that was because she was naked in the chilly van!

“Are you a good fuck, baby?” the first one asked “Hey, you, slut, I’m talking to you.”

“She’ll learn to be more obedient,” said the other with a snicker, “And if she ain’t a good fuck now she’ll learn that too.”

The two men chuckled together.

Gradually, the two tired of their taunting, but by then Emily was numb to them, to their words, to her nudity, and simply sat there in misery as the van moved through traffic. After an hour or so it pulled into an alley behind a large gray stone building. The rear doors were opened next to a large doorway, and guards directed everyone down and out.

Naked, hands shackled behind her, Emily hopped down, blushing under the eyes of this new group of men, and then followed the others into the building, where they found themselves sitting in an almost identical fashion along benches in the stone corridor.

One by one they were taken into a small room for “processing”. This consisted, in part, of a medical examination, followed by the insertion of a contraceptive strip into her upper arm which she was told would last a year. Emily took this as a bad sign, but no one was interested in answering her questions or accepting any protests. She was in a system now, and the system operated on its own without regard to what it was dealing with.

From the medical exam room she was taken to the next stage of processing. She found herself standing before a brusque little man behind a desk with combover hair who glowered at her in a prissy fashion.

“Make her stand straight,” he demanded of the guard in a high-pitched voice.

The guard jerked back on her collar and kicked her legs apart. Emily gasped and her heart beat faster.

“You are now D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four. Do you have any job skills, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four?” he demanded.

“Wh-what?” she asked, blinking in confusion.

“I said, do you have any job skills, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four?”

“I-I’m a history major -- .”

“Is that a no?” he asked sarcastically.

“But I - .”

“Do you have job skills anyone might have a use for?”

“I-I was working in a garden store,” she said hesitantly.

He grunted and tapped on his keyboard. “What else?”

“Well, uhm, I know how to use computers.”

“Every idiot knows how to use computers. Never mind, we’ve already got a very strong bid on you.”

“Excuse me?”

He ignored her and tapped on his keyboard again “Sold,” he said with a look of satisfaction.

“Wha- what do you mean?”

“Hyperion Enterprises has purchased your contract for a very good price,” he said.

“Who? But what - .”

“Take her to loading.”

“But - .”

The guard jerked on her arm and pulled Emily away from the desk, then led her back into the hall, down it and into a separate holding area.

“In here, baby,” he said, pulling her into a small, separate cell. 

She gasped as he reached up and fondled her left breast, giving it a good, thorough squeezing. She tried to pull away and he chuckled, then slapped her bottom sharply enough to make her cry out in pain.

“Don’t be shy, girl. Where you’re going you’re gonna get a lot more than a little grope.”

He sat her on a small wooden bench, leered, then left, locking the cell door. It was quiet, and from time to time she could hear the distant and not so distant sound of sobs, angry shouts, and cries of pain.

After an hour or so, she was taken out and put into the back of another van, the doors closed, and driven off.




























Chapter Two

















She was taken from the van and placed into another institutional setting, not very much different from the one she had left. The guard pulled her down a corridor and threw her into another small cell, where she again waited for a time before someone came and got her.

Lost and adrift, Emily simply did as she was ordered: It wasn’t like she had a choice.

And then, she was brought into a small, stone examination room of some sort. It had a metal examination table, benches, and rows of cabinets and shelves. The woman there waiting for her was tall and dark haired. She had on tall, high-heeled boots, leather pants and jacket, and leather gloves.

“Put her there and leave,” she ordered the guard.

When he had gone she walked up to Emily and peered at her in an unfriendly fashion. Emily tried to meet her gaze, though she was quite anxious. The woman smiled thinly then slapped her face, sending Emily staggering back a step.

“Your first lesson,” she said in a cold voice, “was that you do not ever look anyone in the eye. You drop your eyes, or look over their shoulder. Do you understand?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Emily gasped, voice quivering.

Another slap sent her stumbling back.

“Your second lesson, is that you will respond with `yes, sir` or `no, ma’am` as appropriate. Do you understand D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am!” Emily cried, cheeks burning with pain.

“You will stand straight at all times, feet apart, shoulders back, chest out,” the woman said as she circled the younger girl.

She came around in front of where Emily was standing rigid and frightened.

“This is an employment resale center,” she said with that thin smile. “Here you will be made familiar with the requirements of your new position. Because of your looks and because you have no other trainable skill which is of superior value, that position will be as a sex worker.”

Emily gasped in disbelief. This could not be happening!

“It pays very well, and will allow us to profit nicely on what we had to pay out for to cover your debts.”

“But-but… you can’t!”

Another slap to the face sent her staggering back.

“You do not tell people what they may and may not do, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four. You have forfeited that right until and unless your debt to us, and then to your new employer is paid off.”

She glanced down at a hand-held computer. “As it happens, we’ve already had a number of offers for you.”

Emily stared at her in disbelief, and saw that chilly smile again. “What? You thought you’d be paraded out onto a stage and sold? Grow up, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four. All such transactions are done on the Internet now, and you’ve been in our database since we bought you from the state several hours ago. It only remains to familiarize you with your duties, give you preliminary training, and ship you off to somewhere you can pay back your owner for his troubles.”

The door opened, and another naked woman was brought in by the guard – no – two naked women. Both were young and beautiful. One was a buxom blonde, while the other was a lithe Asian girl, her face stricken. Emily stood straight as the dark haired woman slapped them into proper position, and did something with her hand-held computer. Then the door opened and two more naked young women came in. One was probably still in her teens, her face flaming. The other was older, in her late twenties or early thirties, but stunningly attractive, with flowing red hair.

A very tall, statuesque blonde woman in a uniform stood behind the dark haired woman as she faced down the row of five naked girls.

“I want you all on your knees now,” the dark haired woman said. “Quickly.”

Emily and the others knelt nervously. The dark haired woman moved forward, grasping the redhead’s shoulders, forcing her to sit down on her heels, to spread her legs wide apart, straightening her back. The others all imitated her, including Emily.

“You are all beautiful, which is both a curse and a blessing. Instead of having to work in the mines or on a farm picking cotton or tobacco for much of the rest of your lives, you’ll be able to use your bodies to pay off your debts.”

“I’d rather pick tobacco!” the redhead shouted.

The dark haired woman snorted and looked down at her. “After deducting your room , board, and medical care, a tobacco worker earns less than four thousand dollars a year. Are you prepared to work as a tobacco picker for the next – “ She consulted her computer. “The next twenty three years, D-Five-Nine-Four-Four-Two?”

“It would be better than being a sex slave!” the girl shouted desperately.

“Nonsense! You’ve all had sex, presumably liked it, and can do it again with little harm. You might even come to enjoy it, and you’ll have your debts paid off by working in relative luxury. Think of those poor men working in the mines and forests and on fishing trawlers for years and years of hard labor. This is much superior.”

“Now then, my name, as far as you are concerned, is “Ma’am. We are not going to know each other for long, as I am only going to give you the rudiments of what you need to satisfy your new owners. It will be up to them to train you further.”

The blonde woman handed her two objects, one a short, club like object, the other a short handled whip.

“These are the standard employee performance assurance tools used in this country,” she said with a cold smile. “Many employers use other objects, but these are quite popular as they cause no lasting physical harm to the employee when used properly. They are also quite good at ensuring discipline and proper behavior and respect.”

She touched the short club-like object to her desk, and it did nothing. She then stepped aside and pressed it against a metal cabinet and sparks crackled. Smiling, she then took the second object, the thing that looked like a little whip. It had a short rubber handle and a three foot length of what Emily had assumed was leather. However, when she slashed it across the desk it did nothing but produce a very light-sounding “crack” of noise. When she struck the cabinet, sparks flesh again.

“None of you have a heart condition,” she said. “So you should stand up well to discipline.”

And without warning she swung the little whip down across the redhead’s shoulders. It was not a hard blow at all. Even Emily could tell that. But when it struck the redhead the girl let out a shocked cry of pain and flew forward onto her face on the floor.

She struck the second girl in line, who also screamed and flew forward. The third girl was half turned towards her, trying to draw back. “Please - .” she gulped.

The woman swung the little whip in and struck the girl’s chest. She screamed and flew backwards to land on her back, legs splayed, on the floor.

“I am giving you the merest taste of what you face if you are disobedient,” the woman said.

The fourth girl jumped to her feet and tried to run away, and the tall woman stepped quickly and caught her from behind, grasping her long, thick hair effortlessly and jerking her head up and back against her chest. Then, holding the club in her other hand, she brought its tip up against the underside of the girl’s jaw. 

The girl let out an explosive cry of shocked pain, and her body jerked violently back, then collapsed. The black-haired girl let her drop heavily to her knees, then held her there, her hair wrapped around her fist. When she let go the dazed, trembling girl fell sideways and lay on the floor, trembling weakly.

Emily did nothing but stare, wide-eyed, in fear as the woman turned to her. She swung the whip and Emily tried to brace herself, turning away. It struck her below her shoulders without much force or effect in itself. But a screaming electrical shock ripped through her in an instant and Emily’s back arched violently as she let out an explosive cry of pain and collapsed forward onto the floor.

“I should tell you that these can be dialed up in power, and used repeatedly, if your employer finds your behavior wanting,” she said. “Now place yourself back into position on the floor before me.”

All five girls slowly crawled back into position, gasping and twitching in the aftermath of the electrical shock. The redhead was slowest, and looked a trifle more dazed than the others. But all were soon kneeling, sitting on their heels, backs straight, knees apart, staring up towards, but not at the dark haired woman.

“You had best abandon your pride and any sense of dignity or independence,” the dark haired woman said. “All they will bring you is pain. Get used to the fact that your body does not belong to you and will not for some years. Stop whining and sniveling and thinking anyone cares. You are not people. You are owned property.”

“But it’s not fair!”

The dark haired woman’s eyebrows rose high and she stared down at the Asian girl. She nodded at the other woman in leather, the tall blonde, who stepped to the Asian girl and grasped her by hair and collar, yanking her to her feet and bending her across the table before them. With quick and certain movements, she locked her in place bent over the table, ignoring her protests and her desperate apologies.

The dark haired woman lashed her bottom with the whip in a leisurely fashion, hardly hitting very hard. But each blow made the Asian girl’s hips buck wildly, her legs flailing and jerking as she cried out in pain.

“You girls will have to learn that disobedience and protests are no longer to be part of your lives,” she said. “All they will gain you is punishment.”

She smiled thinly as she looked at the trembling, sobbing Asian girl, then at the four wide-eyed girls kneeling before her. She looked back as the Asian girl and gave the whip a little flick which sent the thin cord flipping up between the Asian girl’s trembling thighs to strike her softly furred sex. Emily winced as the girl howled, her legs flying up and apart as the dark-haired woman looked on, smiling.

“Remember, girls, disobedience and protest are in your past, obedience in your present, and pleasing anyone who wants to make use of your bodies in your future.”

She nodded to the blonde, who moved forward and released the sobbing Asian girl, half dragging her back to where the others knelt and placing her on her knees. There she twitched and jerked and panted – but more or less silently, as the dark-haired woman paced slowly back and forth before them all.

“You think I am a cruel woman?” she asked carelessly, “You think I would get in trouble if anyone knew? Think again. You are disposable. You are nobody. You are nothing. You are property, and I can do with you whatever I choose.”

She held up the club, which Emily now saw as quite phallic in shape.

“How would you like me to shove this up your pretty little bottoms and then set it to continuous shock? Do you think I’d get in trouble for that?”

She leaned over Emily and pressed the thing in against the underside of her jaw, forcing her head up and back. “Do you, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four?”

“N-No, Ma’am!” Emily gulped.

The dark-haired woman smiled and pulled the club back. “And what would you do to avoid having me do that?”

Emily stared up at her, frightened.

“Anything I wanted?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am!” Emily said nervously.

“Right answer,” the dark-haired woman said.

She slid the club under the still-trembling Asian girl’s jaw and forced it up and back.

“And you, D-Five-Nine-Four-Six-Nine?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

The tall woman turned and paced back towards the desk, then stopped and whirled, raising her arm and pointing the club at the Asian girl. 

“On your belly, D-Five-Nine-Four-Six-Nine!”

The Asian girl bent and slid forward onto her belly on the cold floor.

“Now crawl to me on your belly.”

Whimpering, the Asian girl wriggled forward across the floor as the other four anxious girls looked on. When she reached her, the dark-haired woman raised a foot and placed it against the Asian girl’s head, jamming the stiletto heel painfully into her forehead. 

“Raise your bottom and spread your legs, D-Five-Nine-Four-Six-Nine,” she ordered.

Moaning, the girl obeyed, and the tall woman drew her foot back.

“Now clean my boot for me, D-Five-Nine-Four-Six-Nine,” she said. “Clean it so that you and these others realize that you have no dignity or pride, nor any disobedience left in you. Clean my boot to show that you will do as you are told rather than face punishment.”

Emily was shocked, but she had been experiencing one shock after another since her arrest. Now she watched the pretty Asian girl, tears in her eyes, licking at the woman’s leather boot, her tongue lapping up and down along the sides.

“You!” the woman said, pointing the club at – Emily!

“Yes, Ma’am!?” she cried fearfully.

“I want you to come in behind this one, on your belly. Now!”

Now it was Emily’s turn to wriggle forward on her belly across the cold stone floor, her tender breasts mashing beneath her as she made her way in behind the Asian girl.

“On your knees, slut.”

Emily flinched, but obeyed, getting onto her knees.

“Now lean forward, put your head between this slut’s legs, and lick her little pussy for her.”

A shock passed over all the girls, and even the Asian girl stopped moving.

The dark-haired woman smiled. “Did you not hear me earlier? Did you not think you would not have to please both men and women with your pretty young bodies? She pointed the club at Emily, her eyes glinting. “Obey, or this goes inside you, D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four.”

Emily stared at her in dismay and fear, then at the rear of the Asian girl kneeling before her. She had a small, neatly trimmed pussy, and while Emily had occasionally thought about experimenting with women, she never had. But she knew she had no choice now, and so as the dark-haired woman’s eyes began to narrow she leaned in behind the girl and pushed her tongue out. She hesitated briefly, feeling a wave of distaste, then licked along her neat little slit.

“Raise your ass higher, and spread your legs,” the dark-haired woman said in amusement. “Don’t you want a girl to lick you, too?”

Emily didn’t. But she was too filled with pain to do anything other than obey.

“Lick harder, slut. If I catch you pretending to obey, and not doing a good job, you’ll get even worse punishment!”

Emily’s tongue pushed harder against the Asian girl’s sex, forcing its way between her pussy lips, sliding up and down between them, and stroking up and down across her clitoris. She had little expertise, but she was determined not to be accused of disobedience.

She licked as the dark-haired woman turned her attention to someone else, the busty blonde, and ordered her in behind Emily. Emily flinched and braced herself, then gasped as she felt the other woman’s tongue licking at her own shaven sex.

It was evident almost immediately that the blonde woman knew much more about oral sex with women than Emily. Emily found herself starting to imitate what the woman was doing, anxious not to be punished, not to be found wanting. Embarrassment faded quickly. She was simply part of the group, and all were doing the same thing, more or less. And disobedience was unthinkable!

Her tongue slid up and down across the Asian girl’s clit, and she closed her lips against it to suckle intermittently, as the blonde was doing to her. 

The dark-haired woman laughed lightly. “You see? This life can have its pleasure if you let it.”

Emily wasn’t entirely sure what the woman was talking about, at first. But then she began to detect movement from the Asian girl, her bottom pushing back in short little jerky movements that jammed her pussy against Emily’s mouth. Emily was shocked at first, but then she began to feel a sense of warmth and power coming from her own sex, felt the throbbing heat rousing as the blonde girl licked her, and knew that her body, too, was being affected by the lewd lesbianism.

“Enough, D-Five-Nine-Four-Six-Nine, crawl around behind the line and start licking,” she heard.

The Asian girl wriggled away, leaving a frightened Emily facing the tall, cool woman above. The woman extended her foot, and Emily stared down at the glistening black leather for a moment before crawling a bit forward, bending her swan-like neck and taking a tentative lick across the toes.

The blonde shuffled forward to continue licking at her pussy, and presumably the rest did, as well. But Emily had time for nothing but the woman’s glistening boot as her tongue lapped up and across the heel, then up higher along the woman’s calf. But then she felt the blonde’s long, slick tongue plunge deep into her pussy and gasped, startled at the sudden rush of sensory pleasure.

The dark-haired woman drew her foot up and back. “Suck, slut,” she said, her voice filled with scorn and contempt.

Emily flushed, but rolled her eyes up at the woman to ensure she understood, then slid her lips along the thin stiletto heel, sucking at it as the woman pumped her foot slowly to push it in and out through Emily’s pursed lips. The woman was deliberately trying to humiliate her, Emily thought, perhaps so she could punish her. But Emily was determined to obey.

The woman drew her foot back, tilting it back so the underside faced her, and Emily, eyes rolling upwards anxiously, licked along the bottom of the woman’s shoe, gasping and jerking occasionally as the blonde licked and sucked at her clit.

“Enough. Back into line, sluts,” the dark-haired woman growled, shoving Emily back.

The five girls quickly formed a line, kneeling, a bit breathless, faces red, legs apart.

The dark-haired woman walked to where Emily knelt, and seized her by the hair, then did the same to the blonde girl beside her. She turned them forcefully towards each other, then pushed them together so their breasts pillowed against each other.

“Kiss,” she ordered.

The blonde woman and Emily looked at each other, then kissed, kissed passionately, kissed fearfully, knowing the dark-haired woman was watching. Their hands still shackled behind their backs, they opened their mouths and plunged tongues into each other’s mouths as the dark-haired woman held them together.

“That’s it. You’re starting to understand, aren’t you, my little whores?”
























Chapter Three

















It felt very strange, her naked body pressed against the blonde, their breasts squeezed together, mashing and rubbing as the woman twisted her fingers in their hair. But Emily was solely concerned with avoiding punishment as her tongue twisted together with that of the blonde girl, both fearfully doing their best to ensure the dark-haired woman was pleased with their performance.

Emily’s hair was released, suddenly, and the blonde girl’s head was turned around as the dark-haired woman gripped the girl on her other side. Now it was their turn to kiss, to demonstrate their lack of inhibitions. But Emily was not left alone. The other woman, the cruel looking blonde who had remained largely silent since coming in, now sat and gestured for Emily to come to her.

Emily crawled forward on her knees, and the blonde seized her hair. She gasped as she was pulled up and forward, and then twisted so that she sat astride the woman’s lap, being kissed by her and kissing back.

The blonde woman kept her left hand on the back of Emily’s neck, gripping her hair there. Her right roamed freely over the younger woman’s body, kneading and caressing her breasts, stroking and lightly pinching her nipples, slipping down between her legs to stroke lightly across her clit.

She brought her hand up to Emily’s lips, stroking along them, then pushed them slowly into the brunette’s mouth. Emily, tense, fearful, began to lick at them, then suck at them as the blonde stared at her with a dark leer. She pumped the fingers in and out of Emily’s mouth, then brought them down between her legs and rubbed along her slit.

“Spread your legs, slut,” the blonde ordered.

Emily obeyed again, feeling a stab of resentment, but also a rush of fear. She felt the blonde woman’s fingers penetrate her slowly, stroking and pushing, twisting and turning. They came out and again pushed into Emily’s mouth, and she was too frightened to resist, sucking and licking submissively until they were withdrawn. Once again they pushed into her pussy, going deeper now. The feeling was not unpleasant, but it felt quite strange to Emily to have another woman finger-fucking her.

Still, she had adapted fairly quickly to having no say in what was done to her body, and her priority remained avoiding punishment and pain When the blonde kissed her, she kissed back, her tongue pushing up against the other woman’s without hesitation.

The blonde pushed two fingers into her, turning them slowly, pumping them in and out. “Do you like this, slut?” she asked softly.

“Y-yes,” Emily lied.

Her hair was immediately yanked back hard, so that she cried out in pain.

“Ma’am,” the woman growled into her ear. “You forgot to say `ma’am`, slut.”

“I-I’m sorry, ma’am!” Emily gasped, back bowed sharply, hair pulled cruelly down.

Her head was eased back up again, and once again the blonde pushed her fingers into Emily’s mouth.

“Filthy little slut,” she purred. “Dirty little whore.”

She pulled her fingers free, and gestured to the blonde girl Emily had been kissing.

“Come here, slut.”

The blonde crawled across on her knees, and the woman slapped at Emily’s thighs, ordering her to spread them wider, then directed the blonde in between them. She bent Emily’s head back more, pulling on her head, and her mouth moved in to suck and bite and lick lightly at her exposed throat. Her right hand kneaded and caressed her nipples as the kneeling blonde began to lick at Emily’s clit.

The sensations were – not physically unpleasant, and despite herself, Emily began to feel a quickening of her pulse, her pussy beginning to throb and grow warm. The blonde licked her way down her chest and mouthed her nipples, sucking and licking as the other girl continued to lap at her sex.

Beyond them, two of the other girls were licking at each other’s pussy, while the third was performing oral sex on the dark-haired woman. It was all just background noise to Emily, yet it reinforced the bizarreness of the scene, and reinforced the fact she was utterly helpless, and need not at all concern herself with trying to resist or protest or try in any way to avoid whatever was wanted of her.

With acceptance came a certain slackening of tension, a certain abandonment of pride and dignity, and while she did not fully embrace what was happening to her the heat of her body began to spill up her veins and into her mind. Balanced precariously across the woman’s lap, her legs spread, back arched, Emily’s hips began to grind and push back against the delicious sensations coming from between her legs, and her breathing came in more and more ragged gasps and pants and moans.

Suddenly, the woman’s hand returned to her sex, two fingers thrusting sharply into her as the kneeling girl turned her head to move around it and began to suck on Emily’s clit. 

All the fear, tension, shame and alarm faded as an orgasm blossomed up from deep within her, and her entire body convulsed with the pleasure and heat and energy which crackled along her spine. Emily shuddered and bucked back against the finger, gasping and crying out in a low, gurgling moan as the climax took hold.

“Your first lesson, slut. Obedience can bring pleasure,” the woman said.

Then it was the other blonde’s turn to sit astride her lap as a panting Emily knelt and began to lick and suck at her clit. After that, Emily performed oral sex on the dark-haired woman, who kept a tight grip on her hair and directed her tongue and lips to where she wanted them, instructing Emily in how to please her shaven sex.

With that done, the two leather-clad women drew out five strange little devices. They consisted of small, half round, leather-covered frames with thick leather coated dildos protruding from the tops. Each girl was ordered to kneel straddling the things, and then the dark-haired woman looked down at them, smiling at their anxious faces.

Erin’s knees were getting sore as she knelt on the cold stone. Her legs were well apart, her thighs squeezing tight around the narrow, leather frame. The dildo was pressed up just below her pussy as she looked up at the two women.

“There are sensors in those dildos, ladies. So we get an idea of what your tight little pussies are capable of,” the dark-haired woman said. “Now go ahead and sit down. Take them deep into your little tummies.”

Reluctantly, Emily eased down, feeling the cool leather press against her slit, then force her sex lips apart and push upwards into her body. She felt herself straining a bit as she was stretched wide. Then the dildo slid deeper and deeper as she sank lower. By the time she was sitting fully on the half-round frame, the dildo was buried inside her, the tip jammed against her cervix.

“Now pretend those are your boyfriends. Fuck them,” The dark-haired woman said. “Go on. Move your skinny little asses.”
The dildo was uncomfortably thick inside her, but Emily did as she was ordered, riding slowly up and down on it as the two women looked on, skimming their eyes across the five of them. The woman looked at her hand-held computer every now and then, and frowned, then stepped forward, stopping just in front of Emily

“Is that how you fuck your boyfriend, slut?” she demanded. “Squeeze your pussy as you rise. Don’t you know anything!?”

Emily did as she ordered, frightened, squeezing down on her pussy as she rose up, easing up as she slid down. The woman glanced at her hand-held device and moved to the next girl. “You’re not taking it deep enough, slut!”

She moved along, then lashed out with the electric whip, snapping it across the redhead’s belly. The girl cried out in pain, doubling over briefly. “Faster, slut! You’re not here to rest!”

Emily’s head was turned that way, and she only had a moment to see the blonde as she lashed out with her own whip. The thin electric cord snapped across Emily’s breasts and a painful electric shock jolted her. “Pay attention to the one you’re fucking, slut,” she growled.

Emily’s breasts crackled and burned with the aftermath as she rode desperately up and down on the dildo.

“You’re not squeezing your pussy enough!”

Emily squeezed down as hard as she could each time she rose, gasping and moaning as her eyes rolled upward in fear. Her thighs were aching but she didn’t dare slow as the blonde glowered down at her.

* * * * 


It was called a timeout. It was not, the dark-haired woman said, designed specifically as a punishment, or at least, not as a punishment for anything specific. It was meant to familiarize her with some of the things she would be subjected to in her “employment”, and to give her time to adjust her mind to her current situation.

In this case, it was also designed to give her time to practice her oral skills.

Emily was standing, legs spread, attached to a spreader bar. Her shackled arms were lifted straight up behind her, forcing her to bend at the waist. Her newly pierced nipples were drawn down by wires attached to the rings piercing them so that they stung and ached even more than would otherwise be the case. The temptation to bend lower so as to ease the pressure was great.

Unfortunately, the soft, latex dildo in her mouth made that difficult. The dildo was on a short pedestal directly beneath Emily’s mouth, and the first few inches were firmly inside her mouth, which was held wide by a ring gag. Emily’s job was to take the dildo deep into her throat, something the dark-haired woman and her blonde assistant had demonstrated with ease.

None of the girls had that talent however. Now all five were lined up in the same situation, bent over, legs spread, bottoms raised, mouths penetrated by the long dildos. 

In addition, their two instructresses had placed what they called “fucking machines” behind each girl. The machines were dildos attached to metal shafts which were driven in and out by small motors. Each girl had one inside her pussy, and the machines pumped them steadily, or unsteadily, in and out, altering their speeds and strokes occasionally to keep the girls from getting too used to them.

Emily could hear the motors, and could hear the occasional gagging as the other girls tried to go lower on their dildos. But for her, it was all just background noise. What was important was the dildo in her mouth, the pull against her sore nipples, and the dildo pumping in and out of her pussy. Her sore back was important, too.

She stared down the length of the dildo, a little-cross-eyed, moaning a bit as she breathed around it. Her shoulders ached, and her nipples were on fire. She tried to just do as the two women had instructed, and swallow the dildos, but it wasn’t easy. Each time the tip of the dildo pushed into her throat she gagged and jerked back.

But she had to keep trying. All of them had been told they would stay put until they could swallow their dildos.

She was a little panicked about this, and trying to control it. What if she couldn’t swallow the thing? It wasn’t as though she, like all young woman, hadn’t experimented before, hadn’t tried to see if she could deep throat. She’d never been able to!

Of course, she had a lot more incentive now.

None of the girls had succeeded by the ten minute mark. To add to their encouragement, the two instructors moved along behind them, using the electrical whip on their backsides. Emily screamed around the gag as the thin cord lashed her bottom and delivered a fiery electrical jolt. Her body jerked, and then jerked again at the second blow, and the third, as the blonde woman told her to try harder.

Then a different kind of encouragement was given her. A long, thin probe was extended from beneath the dildo, pressing a buzzing little vibrator directly against her clit. At first Emily ignored the added sensations, but they began to deepen, and she tried to put herself into the right frame of mind to accomplish her given task. She had always been able to ignore mere physical discomfort when aroused. One of her previous boyfriends had been hung like a horse, and had loved to bend her in two, put her ankles over her shoulders, and just pound away at her. If she was aroused enough that turned her on, if not, it just hurt.

So she tried to embrace the pumping dildo, the buzzing vibrator, to pretend she was sucking a beautiful man’s cock. She bobbed her lips on the dildo experimentally, moaning around its length, closing her eyes, trying to force herself into excitement. The lewdness of her position helped, and she eased her mouth lower, taking the head of the dildo into her throat. She gagged again, but not at first. It went a couple of inches into her before she gagged and jerked back.

She was greatly encouraged by this. It had gone in with very little discomfort.. Her confidence increased, she continued to bob up and down, then sank lower. Again she took it a couple of inches deep in her throat before her gag reflex forced her to jerk back. Her body began to throb with sexual energy and hunger now and she kept her eyes closed, feeling her fiery nipples pulling down, feeling the dildo plunging deep into her pussy.

Again she sank her head down, this time taking the dildo deep, though not fully into her throat. When she gagged, she tried to hold her position. The thing was four or five inches deep, and she forced herself to stay where she was as tears filled her eyes. Then she jerked back, gasping for breath. She would get it! She would!
The electric whip lashed her bottom again and she screamed and jerked and twisted as the dark-haired woman told her to work harder.

* * * * 


She had been in training for three days before she was given a real cock to practice on. They were three very long days, for the girls were given little rest. When they were sent to their cells they were given clear instructions in continuing to develop their skills. In aid of this, the cells were tiny, as were the beds, and two girls were assigned to each.

They practiced their lesbian skills on each other – with a growing lack of inhibitions – and practiced their felatio skills together on the very realistically shaped dildos given to them, each knowing that they would be tested on their progress, and punished if it was not deemed sufficient.

On day four, Emily was tricked out in what she was told would be her regular “uniform” for much of her time as a “sex trade employee”. This consisted of a three inch high intricately carved stainless steel collar wrapped around her throat, and matching shackles on wrists and ankles. A slender chain was attached to her shackles, which were locked together behind her back, that chain attached to the smaller, foot wide chain which linked her ankle restraints. A much smaller pair of chains connected her nipple rings with the thick ring at the center of her collar. Another thin chain was attached to her belly button ring, and connected it to her clit ring, which stood out obviously at the top of her expertly depilated pussy.

This sort of nudity continued, even by the fourth day, to lend everything an air of unreality, of bizarreness that made her feel as though she was in a dream – or a nightmare. Was this sort of thing normal!? She had surely never heard anything about it! Oh, certainly, there were rumors of sexual exploitation, even of sexual abuse, but she hadn’t really paid much attention to that sort of thing, not when she’d been in college anyway.

She knew the law, though. That had been drummed into her head, into all of their heads. She was property now, owned by the person or group which had purchased her. And she would remain property – no one ever said slave – until such time as she paid off her debt.

Property did not have any rights. So said the Supreme Court. The owners could do with them whatever they wanted. And it appeared that some of those owners had more in store for them than simple prostitution. 

She was led into the room by one of the black-shirted guards who accompanied the girls wherever they went. As she was alone, he took the opportunity to grope and fondle her. This, she had come to accept as routine, and hardly paid it any mind. When she saw the man in the room, however, she could not suppress a quick blush.

“Thank you, leave us,” he said.

The man was tall, broad shouldered, and wearing black leather – which the instructresses did. His presence gave her a small hard, throbbing ache in the center of her belly, and she was suddenly acutely aware of her nudity.

“You may call me sir,” he said. “On your knees. There.” He pointed.

Emily walked forward, using short, quick steps, and sank immediately to her sore knees before him, automatically sitting back on her heels and spreading her knees wide.

“Have you been taught how to suck cock, whore?” he asked in a cold, intimidating voice.

“Yes, sir,” Emily said nervously.

She was used to being called names now. One of the girls had protested, and been whipped for it. Then they had been told that they were being gotten used to how they could expect to be addressed after they were sold.

The man walked to her, picked up a straight-backed chair, and set it down in front of her. Then he moved behind her and released her shackles so her hands were free. He sat down on the chair and spread his legs.

“Do it,” he said, staring at her beneath furrowed brows.

Taking a deep breath, Emily smiled hesitantly up at him, then reached for his leather trousers. They were held together in front by laces, so they could open widely at the crotch. She quickly undid them, then pulled his cock free. It was hairless, shaved, just like the women. Her mind raced as she tried to remember everything she had been shown, the videos she’d seen, the practice sessions, and set to work.

She licked slowly and teasingly around the base, her fingers gently massaging the soft flesh. She kissed at the head, the side, then down along its length before kissing his balls. She focused on these, her kisses becoming fuller and wetter, until she was sucking his balls into her mouth and massaging them against the insides of her cheeks.

She held his cock out, licking up and down its length in slow, languorous strokes of her tongue, then took it all into her mouth and massaged it with her tongue.

As he began to harden, she felt a small pulse of satisfaction. With it came a sudden fleeting thought: It had not even occurred to her, not even once, to refuse his order. She cast the thought away as useless, and continued to work, sucking and licking on him until he hardened.

Then she let him push into her mouth, moaning around his shaft, sucking as she took it in inch by inch, slurping and licking and moaning, bobbing in ever increasing strokes, pulling back to lick up and down its length.

Finally, she took him deep. She gagged a little, but managed a reasonably smooth swallow that soon had her nose pressed against his belly.

He was well-disciplined, however. She spent some minutes bobbing up and down, sucking and licking, and he did not explode. 

“Enough, slut.”

She eased back, swallowing, breathing heavily. He stood up and leaned over, casually grasping her hair, pulling her up to her feet, then turning and pushing her roughly against the table. He bent her over and kicked her ankles apart.

“Raise your ass, slut.”

Panting, feeling a strange mixture of embarrassment, anxiety, and now, oddly, actual excitement, Emily obeyed, her breasts squeezed against the table, her nipples sore, as she felt his hands at her pussy, then his moist, spit-wet cock pushing into her.

This was an event she had been expecting for several days. Now she had the first real cock inside her, and her mind was fluttering between shock and excitement, all the while trying to remember everything she had been told. She squeezed down with her pubic muscles each time he drew back, and tried to move her bottom around in slow circles as he fucked her. 

She began to let out a soft series of pleasurable grunts, as she had been taught, but gasped as he slapped her bottom. Was it a reprimand? Had she done something wrong? Yet no words followed, nothing to indicate she had performed badly. She continued, and was slapped again, his fingers digging into her soft buttocks as he thrust into her.

His fingers seized a thick handful of hair, yanking her head up and back, half lifting her upper body off the table as he pumped harder. His other hand came beneath her, groping her full breasts, tugging on her nipples and rings.

Another sharp slap, and finally an order. “Shove that tight, bitch whore ass back at me, slut!”

She obeyed immediately, thrusting back to meet his thrusts, gasping more loudly now as he fucked her harder.

A sense of bizarreness, of wrongness, of unfairness swept through her as her body shook to the beat of his hips, but she shrugged it off, focusing on the job at hand. Her groans became louder, but not too much so. They were supposed to sound real, after all.

She felt a finger or thumb at her anus, rubbing, pressing, pushing until it slowly sank into her. His thrusts came harder, jolting her body, and she gasped and moaned for real as she absorbed the force of his heavy, muscular body.

And then, suddenly he stopped, and with a sigh, he eased back, his cock softening as he released her hair and dropped her chest back onto the table. Emily stayed in place, breathing heavily, waiting her next instruction.

“Have you ever been sodomised, slut?”

“N-No, sir,” she gulped.

He moved away, doing up his leather trousers. When he came back he had a butt-plug in his hand, and proceeded to work it slowly up her ass. Then he slapped her bottom.

“Kneel and wait.”

Emily resumed the kneeling position she was becoming used to, knees apart, sitting on her heels, and thought about her college courses, and what she had thought they would lead to. The fucking had not been terribly unpleasant, but the sense of being nothing more than a possession, a thing which could be used by anyone who wanted to, was depressing her. They called her whore, but she was less, and more than that.

Another man came in, this one more slender, with dark, curly hair. He smiled and sat down, then had her crawl to him and suck him erect. This one wanted her to straddle him in the chair and ride him, which she did of course, gasping and moaning in only partly feigned excitement as she rode his stiff cock.

The third man took her on all fours. Then a fourth man came in, and for the first time, she had to suck one cock while her body was jolted to the force of another thrusting into her from behind.

The next man fucked her on her back, with her legs up across his shoulders, kissing her. Then she had a break, in the form of female instructresses she had to please with her tongue and lips. Then came lunch, a tasteless gruel which was said to be nourishing. To help remind them of their low position in society now the girls ate on the floor.

In the afternoon came dancing classes, where they were taught to pole dance and strip, as well as give lap dances. The last of these were given with a live audience of black clad men whose laps they had to straddle and ride. 

The time out that afternoon came with a flog. This was not one of the electrical whips, but an actual flog on the end of a robotic arm, much like an automatic tennis or baseball arm which flung balls for practice. This one, however, lashed her with the long, thin thongs of a light flog as she all-but hung from her wrists.

It was not a rapid flogging, the arm pulling back ever so slowly, cocking, and then slashing forward to bring the flog across her back. Each time it struck and pulled back, it dropped an inch lower. It started at her shoulders, and gradually the thongs cut into her buttocks. At that point it somehow reached the length of its drop and rose up again to strike her shoulders.

Emily, meanwhile, simply stood there, for she had no choice. Her arms were drawn up and apart and held in place so she could neither move nor turn away. The only relief or comfort from the sharp, biting little slashes was the vibrating, stainless steel ball on a post just in front of her. It was a little smaller than a billiard ball, and her bare little pussy was jammed against it, grinding harder every time the flog cut across her throbbing, burning back.

The flogging was so intermittent, at first, that she had plenty of opportunity to ponder her situation, her past, what had led her here, the unfairness and indignity of it all, and the impossibility of doing anything about it. At least, she hoped, no one she went to school with would know how far she had fallen.

She was half consciously grinding her naked sex against the ball as she stood in place, and the ball was growing slicker with her juices as it buzzed against her. She cried out as the flog lashed her back, clenching her teeth and cursing under her breath as the pain began to ease.

The vibrations were powerful, and she determinedly gave herself to them, knowing that, aroused, the pain would be far more bearable. It worked even better than she had hoped. A strange, dark, newly awakened part of her began to eagerly anticipate the blows as she pushed her sex more and more heavily against the ball. She was soon so slick and hungry that with some effort and a groan of discomfort, her sex lips were forced apart and she took the thing inside her gasping as she tried to force it deeper into her pussy.

Another sharp blow from the flog made her back arch as she cried out.

She pushed herself up, glorying in the feel of the ball forcing her sex lips apart, coming free. She ground herself against it, then took it inside herself again, shuddering as the flog lashed her bottom.

What a slut she was to act like this, a sad part of her mind thought miserably. Then it was swept away in sex-heat as the orgasm flooded her and she began to jerk and thrash, her muscles spasming as she rode the buzzing silver ball.




























Chapter Four

















“I’m sure your new owners will teach you much more about their preferences,” Ma’am said. “Just remember, you are nothing. You are property. And as such, the only value you have is what you are sold for. Your bodies do not belong to you. Obey.”

With that, Emily and the others were send to shipping. Like them, she was desperately anxious to know who or what had purchased her, and for what purpose. Was she going to wind up in a whore house? Or would she get lucky and be purchased by a wealthy man? Perhaps a corporation would buy her and use her as an “entertainment consultant” to seduce and sleep with potential client representatives.

She sat in the cage, with the other girls, wearing nothing but her collar and shackles, her nipple and clit rings glistening brightly as she waited. The guard came for her, removing her collar, and replacing it with an identical collar, but with the engraved name and address of her owner on the front. Then he took her arm and led her out from the holding area, and she searched the men waiting on the far side of the counter, wondering which was going to take her away.

And received a shock. 

She recognized one of the men there! His name was Andrew Garrelson, and she had gone to school with him! He looked at her with a familiar, distinctive smirk, as she stared back, open-mouthed, numbed. Surely this was a terrible coincidence! 

Andrew had been one of the “gang” she’d hung around with her first couple of years at college. There’d been about ten or twelve of them, and they’d partied, dated, studied, played and ate together for a while. Andrew had always wanted to sleep with her, but she’d never really been interested. In fact, she was more of a hanger on than an actual member of the group. She knew them fairly well, and occasionally partied with them, but she wasn’t as much an intimate as Andrew and some of the others.

But as she was led past the counter and a leash attached to her collar, he stepped forward, and the guard handed it to him.

“Here you are, Mr. Garrelson. This is D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four,” he said. “Enjoy your new employee.”

“Thank you,” Andrew said. “I’m quite sure I will.”

He took the leash and gave it an experimental pull which jerked Emily forward

“How you been, Emily?” he asked with an immensely smug look of delight.

Emily stared at him, unable to speak.

“You can call me sir,” he said.

He pulled on the leash and jerked her after him as he headed outside. With her wrists bound, there was nothing Emily could do but stumble after him.

He walked quickly, making her trot to keep up, and then led her out of the building into a wide parking lot – outside. 

Emily looked around wildly. Surely she was to have clothing outside! She didn’t remember reading about the slaves – that is, the bond employees being forced to run around naked outside!

But Andrew led her calmly across the parking lot, naked, to a blue Ford, then stopped, turned and smiled at her again.

“How nice it is to see you again, Emily.”

“Andrew,” she gasped.

His smile deepened. “Did I say you could use my name, slut?”

Her face flushed. “No, sir,” she gulped.

He opened the car door. “Get in, slut.”

He pushed her into the car, closed the door, and then went around to the drivers side and got in. Then they were driving through traffic.

Andrew, she remembered with a sinking sensation, was a lawyer. And a soulless creature. That was why, despite the fact he had a well-toned body and a handsome, square cut face, she had never really liked him. Though they had never really had any fights, their relationship within the group, especially after she refused to date him, had been of casual dislike for each other.

Now he owned her!

“I see your history degree benefited you as much as I used to say it would,” he said. “Stupid girl, wasting so much time on something like that. And without the money to pay for it either.” He tsked mockingly. “Well, you’ll pay for it now. I have, after all, paid your debt to society. So now I own you. And you’ll have to pay me back.”

He turned and smiled. “I intend to make this a very profitable investment, too.”

He reached over and cupped her breast, squeezing it hard enough to bring tears to her eyes, then tugging at the nipple ring so her nipple ached and burned.

Andrew lived in a condo on the east side. It was a townhouse with parking out front, and as he parked and pulled her out of the car a couple sitting on the porch next door stared in amazement.

“Let’s go inside, slut.”

A woman pushing a carriage paused and glared at them. “There are children in this neighborhood, you know,” she said coldly.

“So?” Andrew demanded. “You think they’ve never seen a pair of tits before?”

“Show some decency! Either put some clothes on her or keep her inside!”

Andrew made an obscene gesture at the woman, who glowered back, as he tugged on the mortified Emily’s leash and led her up to his porch. Then he stopped, turning, smirking at her as Emily tried desperately to avoid squirming. She wanted to run past him to the doorway, but he was clearly enjoying keeping her here outside, humiliating her.

A car drove past, the woman inside gawking, and Andrew took her arm and then pointed just up the street. “See there?” he said. “See that box thing? That’s a community mailbox. Every morning and afternoon you’ll go over there and check for mail for me.”

The man who had been sitting on the porch next door wandered over. The woman had gone inside.

“Andrew,” he said.

“Hi, Jeff.”

“I uh, see you bought a uh, debt-bondswoman…. ?”

“I’ll use her as a maid,” Andrew said blithely.

“Uhm, sure. But uhm, is there some reason you don’t put some clothes on her?”

“Do you put clothes on your dog, Jeff?” Andrew asked smoothly.

“She’s not a dog,” he said in irritation, trying not to stare at Emily.

“She’s property. Like a stove. I wouldn’t dress up my stove, would I? Why should I dress her up? Besides, she looks good naked, don’t you think?”

He jerked back on Emily’s hair, and she gasped, arching her back.

“She’ll do anything I want, Jeff,” Andrew said with a grin. 

He turned to her. “Kneel, slut.”

Face flaming, Emily knelt on the gritty pavement, instinctively spreading her knees apart.

The man turned and looked behind him, doubtless to where his wife watched from the window.

“That’s all well and good, Andrew,” he said. “But could you please keep this shit inside?”

“Hey, I don’t tell you how to dress your dog, don’t tell me how to dress her,” Andrew said. “And if your wife bitches, well, tell her this is my property and I’ll do what I want with my property.”

He looked down at Emily. “Open your mouth, slut. Wider.”

Mortified, Emily opened her mouth wide as the two men looked down at her.

Andrew grinned. “Guess what she can do with that pretty mouth, Jeff,” he said.

The other man shook his head and walked away, and Andrew sniggered.

“All right, slut. On your feet.”

He led her inside, then.

There was a narrow kitchen on the left. They passed it into a wide living and dining room with a brick fireplace at the end. The furniture was cold – leather, glass and stainless steel or chrome.

Andrew threw himself onto the sofa, sprawled out, hands behind his head, grinning up at her. “Well, Emily, little Emily,” he said. “Shall we put your talents to use?”

He motioned her towards him, then turned her and unlinked her wrist restraints. Then he picked up a remote control and turned on the stereo.

“Give me a lap dance, slut.”

The music pounded, and Emily, face red, had little alternative but to sway in tune to it, and then to slowly straddle him, grinding and rubbing her body against him as his hands rose to caress and fondle her. She could not look at him, however, as she rolled her hips and swayed in time to the music.

He brought her breasts to his mouth, sucking and chewing on her nipples and the surrounding flesh, and then unzipped his trousers and drew out his erection.

“Suck my cock, little Emily,” he said. “Let’s see if you’re worth what I paid for you.”

Deliberately numbing her mind, Emily slid backwards off his lap onto the floor, then began to lick and kiss around his cock.

“Don’t fucking play with it, bitch,” he growled, “I just want a suck.”

He gripped her by the hair and pulled her forward onto his cock. Emily took it into her mouth and began to lick and suck on it as he pulled down harder and harder on her head, swallowing it as he forced her mouth down deeper.

“Ahh, yeahhh,” he groaned, “I know those lips would feel great wrapped around my dick.”
He pulled down harder, jamming her nose against his groin, and held her there as he reached past her head and began to fondle her breasts. “Nice fucking tits, too. You really found your calling, baby. “

He chuckled. “Maybe I’ll have you do a research project, a historical report on whores.”
He laughed at his own joke, and jerked her head roughly up and down on his cock by the hair.

Then he gasped and pulled her off.

“Get on top, put it in your hot little cunt, and ride me,” he ordered.

Emily climbed up his body, straddling him, then gripping his slick, spit-wet cock and centering it against her slit. She felt the head cleaving the lips of her sex as she sank down, felt it sliding up inside her, pushing aside the soft, tight walls of her pussy. She was gripped by a terrible sense of unfairness, of embarrassment and resentment. How could he make her do this!? Why was this allowed? It wasn’t fair!

His hand slapped her bottom.

“Faster, slut. Ride my prick!”

She rode him, gasping for breath, plunging her tight, aching pussy up and down on his stiff erection as he leered at her, as he fondled and groped her, as he reveled in her helplessness. She still wouldn’t look at him, though, despite the face he jerked her face around to meet his eyes several times.

“You’re an okay fuck,” he said as he pushed her off afterwards. “But you’ve got a lot to learn. And I don’t like your attitude.”

He took her roughly by the collar and yanked her after him.

“Oww! Please!” she gasped.

He ignored her, leading her down a narrow flight of wooden stairs to the basement, past the rec room with its billiards table and bar, and then past the furnace into an unfinished section. There were wooden ceiling support posts in the basement, and he led her to one, then took her wrists and led them up to the post, linking them together, then attaching them to a ring set well above her head.

“What are you doing?” she gulped.

“Teaching you your place,” he said.

She turned her head frantically, first over one shoulder, then the other, her breasts pushing against the dark wooden post as he moved out of the room. When he returned he had one of the shock whips and she felt a surge of fear.

“But I haven’t done anything wrong!” she exclaimed.

“I get to decide that,” he said. “And I don’t like your attitude, employee.”

He swung the shock whip and it snapped across her shoulders. Emily cried out as the shock rippled through her muscles, setting them spasming and jerking in pain. The next blow struck her bottom, and she squealed in pain again, her hips jamming against the wood.

He laughed, and landed a flurry of blows across her back that made her jerk and shake and twist.

“Please!” she cried in anguish. “Please!”

She didn’t know what else to say.

He smirked and turned her around, so that her back was to the post, then swung the whip across her breasts. The shocks set her skin on fire, and she squealed and cried out, then again, and again as the whip cut into her belly and abdomen, into her breasts again and again.

“You’re going to learn, little Emily, that we’re not around the café idly discussing philosophy and politics any more,” he said, “You’re a worthless little piece of property and you’re going to jump when I say jump, and go for my cock like you’re starving and it’s the tastiest meat you’ve ever seen!”

He turned the power of the whip up, and Emily’s screams rose as the shocks set her nerves twitching and spasming again and again. The whip sliced across her breasts and chest, across her belly, and, as she was flung back and twisted around, across her back and buttocks. He laughed as she twisted and writhed in pain, as her cries became more desperate, as she was flung about beneath her bound wrists like a fish on a line.

He turned the whip up to its highest setting, and she screamed as the shocks ripped through her body, screamed until she had no breath left to scream, until she hung by the wrists, eyes glassy, jerking to each new blow, gurgling in dazed pain, until blackness surrounded her and she sank down into its embrace.

* * * * 


Emily peered carefully out the window, pressing her cheek against the glass, looking as far up and down the walk as she could, then opened the door and peered out.

There did not seem to be anyone around.

Face red, heart thumping, pulse racing, she stepped out onto the little porch, then, padded down the stairs to the walk and walked up along it towards the mailbox.

As she walked – naked, of course – she passed door after door, window after window. She reached the end of the walk and the mailbox there, and quickly fumbled the little key into the right lock, opening the mailbox and taking out a few bills for Andrew. She locked the box, turned and hurried back up the walk to the house, her bare feet cold against the gritty pavement, breasts bouncing a little, which pulled her nipples against the rings which were chained to her collar.

She reached the house and let herself in, gratefully locking it behind her, then set them down and picked up the long list of tasks he had set for her.

He was not kidding about her being the maid. She had to wash all the floors, vacuum the rugs, clean the toilets, sinks and tub and shower, polish his shoes, do his laundry, including ironing, clean out the cupboards, clean out the oven, and dust all the furniture in the house.

Her nervous system still felt shaken from the electric whipping he had given her the other day. She twitched and jerked helplessly as she worked until well into the morning.

She worked without stop, numb, trying not to think about doing this for years on end. She had never liked Andrew, but now she despised him, hated him, and felt a rage inside her at the thought of what he had done to her, of his cruelty and sadism. Yet what choice did she have? They had all been told about the collars. The collars were large, covering most of their throats. They couldn’t be hidden, and had the word “Debt-Bondswoman” in large words in the front, along with the name, address, and other contact information for her “owner”.

They also had a tracking system. If she disappeared it would take them no time at all to find her and bring her back – where Andrew would, no-doubt, punish her severely.

The thought of the punishment he had already given her made her flinch and speed up her work every time she thought of it. She had been given shocks before, but never so many. Before they had just been to encourage her to work faster, and to show her what could happen if she failed. Andrew had done it out of pleasure, more than anything else, and she cringed at the thought of what else he might do to her.

In late afternoon she began his dinner, then quickly washed herself, did her hair and makeup (he had been quite specific), and set the table. She had his food ready at the appointed hour, and then quickly scanned the list yet again, making sure there was nothing there she’d forgotten to do.

She heard the door and hurried over, sinking to her knees in front of it, automatically spreading her legs.

He came in and she forced a smile on her face, ignoring the wave of anger and hate which swept through her.

“Welcome to your home, sir,” she said, as the task list specified, “Your house slut has everything ready for you.”

He smirked in a way which made acid boil in her stomach, and closed the door behind him. He checked the mail carelessly, then walked past her to the stairs. Emily started to rise but his hand shot out to halt her. “Crawl,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” she said, cringing inwardly.

She crawled hurriedly up the stairs after him, following him into the master bedroom. He stopped before the closet and snapped his fingers at her, pointing at his shoes. Emily hurriedly crawled to them, bending her mouth, licking at one.

“No, you stupid slut!” he barked, shoving her back with his foot, almost kicking her, “Take them off.”

“Yes, sir!” she said anxiously.

She untied the laces, pulling at the shoes, and he lifted his feet one at a time, letting her remove them.

“Now undress me,” he ordered.

Emily undid his belt, pulled it out of the loops and then, checking anxiously, rose to hang it on the back of the door with the others. She sank to her knees again, undid his trousers and pulled them down as he stepped out of them. She rose, folding them neatly, and hung them on a hanger, then removed his suit jacket and did the same. He undid his tie, as he looked silently down at her, and hung that in place, then unbuttoned his shirt and removed it.

“Put it in the hamper for laundry, slut.”

She obeyed, and then hesitated.

“Suck my cock.”

She tugged down his boxer shorts and mouthed his balls, working her small hands on his cock as it rose and thickened, then took it into her mouth and began to suck and lick as she took more and more of it into her mouth, and then down her throat. It did not take long, and when he was finished, he flung her backwards and pointed.

“The khakis and sweatshirt, slut,” he said impatiently, indicating the clothes he had left on the table that morning.

“Yes, sir!” she gulped, quickly fetching them and helping him into them.

“From now on, unless you need to stand for some reason – and it better be a good one – you’ll crawl. Understand, slut?”

Emily stared at him a long moment, and he slapped her face, sending her stumbling backwards.

“Yes, sir! I’m sorry, sir!” she gasped.

She sank to her knees before him, cheek smarting.

“Did you get through all the tasks I set for you, slut?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Let’s see.”

He moved around the house, inspecting everything minutely. But she had expected him to, and had been very careful to do every job very, very well.

“Very good” he said. “Tomorrow you’ll wash the windows, inside and out.”

He gripped her collar, dragging her to her feet, and shoving her belly against one of the chairs which was neatly pushed into the dining room table. He bent her over, and t hen forced her legs apart.

Emily grunted as her breasts pillowed out against the cool wood, her pulse rapid as she felt his fingers at her sex. Then he was pushing something hard against her there, something hard and round which slowly forced her pussy lips in and back, spreading them wider and wider. She grunted as the thick, round thing slid into her, pushing deeper, then deeper still.

She thought, at first, it might be a dildo, but her pulse quickened as she began to suspect it was not, that it was something else again.

“Did I do something wrong, sir?” she gulped desperately.

“No.”

She moaned as the thing twisted from side to side, and then pushed deeper.

“I’m trying to do everything you want, sir!” she said, her voice rising in pitch.

“Of course you are, and I’m sure that you’ll learn, even if you are a stupid, brainless liberal bitch.”

And then the shock club went off inside her and Emily screamed in agony as the electricity tore into her belly. Her legs flew up and out and her hands clawed at the table as she heard his laughter ringing out above her.

“Please!” she screamed. “Please! Please!”

The shocks tore through her again and again, flinging her forward against the table with such power her mind was blasted and flayed, unable to think, shattered and scattered. Her body’s frantic reaction drove her right up over the back of the chair and across the table, then right off the other side to tumble head-first onto the floor, writhing and screaming.

He laughed as he came over beside her. He reached down, taking her thick hair in his fist, and dragging her bodily out from behind the table, across the floor and into the living room.

“P-Please! Please!” she gasped, her voice stuttering, gasping for breath. “I was good! Please! I was good!”

“I know,” he said with a smile.

“W-Why!?”

“Because I like to.”

“I-I never hurt you!” she wailed.

“I know, but I always wanted to hurt you.”

He jammed his thumb down on the button and her insides flashed like fire. Emily screamed and writhed, bucking and twisting and jerking on the floor like an epileptic, all the breath driven out of her until black dots danced before her unseeing eyes.

He stopped and she was aware of him squatting next to her.

“I’m going to teach you a new attitude, Emily, a respectful attitude towards your betters. When I’m done with you you’ll be delighted to do what you’re told like a good little mindless fuck toy.”

He dragged her a little further away by the hair, then bent again and locked her wrist restraints together. Pulling on wrists and hair, he got her up to her feet, then lifted her arms and lifted her wrists overhead. A flower pot had hung there, but now he slipped the links of her restraints over the hook and stood back with a smile.

The door bell rang, and he turned in annoyance, then left her there and answered it.

There were two policemen there, both men.

“Yes, officers?”

“We’ve had a report of screaming, sir,” one said.

“Ah yes, I just recently purchased a bondswoman,” he said. “I was disciplining her.”

He opened the door and gestured, and the police came inside, eyeing him warily. The came over to where the glassy-eyed girl stood, swaying, only held aloft by the wrists. They checked her collar and eyed the base of the shock club protruding from her naked sex. One shrugged.

“Sorry to bother you, sir, but we have to check these things out,” one said.

“Of course,” Andrew said.

“You might want to gag her,” the other said. “The neighbors will make a noise complaint otherwise.”

“We don’t want to have to keep coming out here,” the other said with a frown.

“I’m really sorry. I should have thought of that,” Andrew said contritely. “Would you like a piece of her?”

He cupped a firm breast and grinned.

“Really can’t while on duty, sir,” one of the cops said, but his eyes looked appreciatively at the lovely young woman. “How much did she cost?” he asked curiously.

“Only sixty thousand,” Andrew said.

“That’s too rich for me,” the cop said. “But she sure looks like a hot one.”

“I just have to improve her attitude a little,” Andrew said.

“Well do it quietly please, sir,” the other said, frowning with obvious disapproval.

Andrew saw them out the door, then returned, backhanding her. Emily’s head was flung back and she lost what little balance she had, her body twisting and sagging under the hook.

“Loud-mouthed slut,” he said. “I should have realized that.”

He shoved a gag into her mouth, then turned the shock club on again. Emily screamed, her body writhing and twisting, lower body flopping and swinging wildly as he stood back and grinned. When he turned it off he pulled back on her hips and spread her legs wide, then forced his cock up her ass, thrusting hard and cruelly fast as she dazedly stared at the wall.

His hips thumped hard into her bottom, her head shaking, her body vibrating, her eyes rolling as he sodomized her. Then with a sigh he emptied himself inside her and stepped back.




























Chapter Five

















The next day, Emily had to wash the windows. This was made harder than it had to be because Andrew had insisted that her wrist restraints be locked together at all times now, though at least they were together in front of her, not behind.

Because the window was only about six feet from the sidewalk which went in front of the row houses, she was fully exposed to anyone who happened to walk past as she scrubbed at the inside. That, however, was infinitely less embarrassing than doing the outside.

She had to step outside to do that, feeling embarrassed almost to the point of nausea as people caught sight of her.

It wasn’t just that she was naked, either. For Andrew had also thrust a butt-plug into her ass, and a big vibrator up into her pussy. The latter was locked in place by a thin chain attached to the bottom which went up across her clit to her belly button ring. The vibrator protruded a full two inches from her shaven sex, however, and was quite visible, not to mention awkward.

It was also remote controlled. Andrew could activate it from wherever he was, so that, without notice, it would suddenly start buzzing away, startling her. The little chain delivered the vibrations upward across her clit quite strongly, too, so that, despite her anger and anxiety, she found her body responding.

People stared at her as she washed the windows. She worked as quickly as she could, but her fear of him finding some flaw in her cleaning work made her work very carefully, as well.

The police showed up, and she cringed as they got out of their car and walked over to her.

“Did your owner tell you to wash the outside of the windows naked?” the woman asked scathingly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily gulped, ashamed. “And the porch.”

The woman cursed under her breath and shook her head, then took down the name and contact number on her collar and went away.

Emily set to work on the porch. Thankfully, it was not very large. She knelt on all fours, scrubbing at it with the brush she had been provided, painfully aware of men idling along behind her on the sidewalk, or in the parking lot, staring at her.

She was terribly grateful when she was able to say the porch was clean, and go back inside.

She went down to the basement then to wash up. She had been forbidden use of the bathroom for any reason. Instead, there was a small hose attached to the sink in the basement, and she was to clean herself while squatting over the drain in the floor there.

That’s what she did, soaking and lathering her hair, then rinsing it off with the hose and blow drying it in the small, cracked mirror he’d set against the stone wall. Then she crawled back upstairs, checking the clock on the wall every so often as she made his dinner. 

When she heard his key in the lock she flung herself onto her knees in front of it, heart pounding.

“Welcome to your home, sir!” she cried. “Your house slut has everything ready for…. you.”

He grinned at her. He wasn’t alone. Brian Mcallister and Mike Jones was with him. Both had been part of their group in college. Brian and she had actually dated a couple of times, and she’d fucked him once, though she’d been drunk and hardly remembered it. She stared at them, stricken, and they stared back with wide eyes.

“As you can see, guys, my house slut is all ready to serve,” Andrew said with smug satisfaction.

“Ho-ly shit!” Mike said.

Face burning, Emily dropped her eyes to the floor, her knees inching closer together.

“Emily!”

“This is the sad example of what happens when you don’t pay your debts,” Andrew said.

“I don’t believe it!”

“I told you.”

“I know but – shit!”

“Get us drinks, slut,” Andrew said. “Three beers.”

Emily forgot to answer. She scuttled to her feet and hurried into the kitchen, desperate to get away, humiliated before the two men she had once been friends with.

She dawdled as long as she could, pulse racing with shame, anxiety, and fear of punishment if she delayed too much. She couldn’t bear to go back, but didn’t dare not.

“Get out here, slut!”

She cringed, and gripped the bottles. Her hands were trembling as she picked them up, and carried them back into the other room, averting her eyes from them, setting the bottles down before them, face burning under their gaze.

“Hi, Emily,” Mike said.

She didn’t, couldn’t answer.

“Answer him, slut,” Andrew ordered.

Emily cringed anew.

“Hello… sir,” she whispered.

“She’ll do anything I tell her, you know. You want a blow job? She deep throats now.”

“I can’t believe you could actually buy her!” Brian said. 

“You’re allowed to keep her naked like this?” Mike demanded.

“I fucking own her, man!” Andrew boasted. “I can make her do anything. She’s not even a person under the law. She’s just my belonging.”

He snapped his fingers at her. “On your knees, slut. Suck Mike’s cock.”

“Woah, man,” Mike said, protesting as Erin sank shakily to her knees.

“You know you always wanted her to suck your cock. You used to tell me so,” Andrew said.

Mike blushed and looked uncomfortable.

“Believe me, this slut has had a lot of cocks down her throat since they arrested her.”

“I thought they, like, had people work in factories and stuff,” Brian said.

“Yeah, they do. But basically, they sell them to whoever is willing to pay the most. Now if darling Emie was fat and ugly, they’d probably make her work in a factory for ten years to pay back her loan. But she’s lucky. Because she’s got a hot body she can fuck people for a little while and pay off her debts that way.” He glared at her. “Suck him, slut.”

Emily had no choice, under his harsh demand, but to crawl in between Mike’s legs, and while he pushed her back, his resistance was half-hearted at best.

“You don’t have to, Emily,” he said.

“Of course she fucking has to,” Andrew said. “She has to do any fucking thing I tell her. That’s what it means to be in the debt bondage program, dummy. Now suck him off before I whip your ass, slut.”

She reached past Mike’s feeble effort to block her hand and unzipped his pants, then undid his belt and opened his pants completely to draw out his cock.

“Oh man,” he said.

“I don’t think this is right,” Mike said.

She slipped her lips around Brian’s cock and began to suck. She could do little else. And though it made her burn and ache inside, she did not want to give Andrew any further excuse to punish her. She bobbed up and down, sliding lower and lower, her hands massaging his balls as he groaned in pleasure. When she took him into her throat he gasped in delight, and she heard a grunt of surprise and excitement from Brian.

“When did she learn to do that?” he asked.

“I’m sure they teach their sluts a lot of things,” Andrew said as she sank to the bottom of Brian’s prick.

“Oh, fuck that feels incredible!” he groaned.

She slid her mouth slowly back up his cock, sucking and licking as it came out of her throat, then lifted his cock up, licking and sucking at his balls. He reached down and began to knead her breasts as she worked.

“You want to do her?” she heard Andrew ask.

“Uhm, no thanks,” Brian said.

“Slut, suck Brian’s cock. Show him that deep throat action.”

“No, that’s okay,” Brian said.

But like Mike, he did nothing to really stop her as she undid his pants and began to work on his prick. Mike shifted off the sofa, and moved behind her, and she felt hands on her hips pulling her bottom up and back. She spread her legs, taking Brian down her throat as Mike entered her and began to thrust happily away.

“Ahh, tight little pussy,” he sighed.

“We ought to get the gang together,” Andrew said, “Sort of a reunion. I’m sure they’d all appreciate seeing our Emily at her best.”

“Some of the girls would be pissed,” Mike grunted as he thrust into her.

“Oh, everyone appreciates seeing an object lesson,” Andrew said. “I’m sure they’d come around. She’s a heck of a pussy eater too, I’m told.”

Brian was pushing down on the top of her head, forcing her deeper on his prick as Mike’s hips slammed into her hard and fast from behind. Whatever anxiety they might have about “abusing” her seemed to be fading as it became more and more obvious she would make no objection. After coming inside her, they sagged back, and seemed fascinated and excited as Andrew made her dance for them, then crawl across the floor on her belly and lick his feet.

Brian seemed a little concerned about that, doubtful of whether she should be treated in so degrading a fashion, but he didn’t object when Andrew had her masturbate for them with a dildo.

And both were amazed and aroused, though a little embarrassed, when Andrew snapped a leash to her collar, and had her crawl on all fours next to him as he led her up to the bedroom. There she straddled and rode him as Brian forced his cock into her ass and Mike gripped her hair and drove himself in and out of her mouth and throat.

Afterwards, Andrew had her act as his foot stool while he watched TV. Then she crawled after him to his bedroom, undressed him, sucked his cock, and finally, crawled into the dog cage where she slept every night, settling down on her side, knees drawn up, as he climbed into bed.

“For tomorrow, slut, I want to wake up with my cock in your throat,” he said. “If I wake up and my cock isn’t in your throat I’m going to be fucking mad. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she said dully.

* * * *

Daylight came, and the small vibrating alarm in the cage went off. She stopped it and opened the cage door, then crawled out and very, very gently, slid up into the bed. She eased the covers back and began to lick lightly at the head of his cock. She drew saliva into her mouth, and slowly eased her lips over more of his prick until the whole thing was in her mouth. There, she gently began to lick and suck, and felt it pulse and begin to harden.

She eased back, her tongue swirling along the underside of his cock, slowly moving up its length as she drew back. It hardened as she worked on it, and when it was semi flaccid, she sucked a little harder, and moved her lips down its length.

“I’m already awake, whore,” he said.

Emily halted, stricken.

“Continue on. You’ll get your punishment later.”

Sighing, she sucked more freely, licking more heavily, getting him hard. Then she took him down her throat, bobbing up and down as he lay back limply. Before long he began to thrust up into her face, and his hands came down on her head. Abruptly, he gripped her head firmly, pulling her face against his groin, and then rolled over – rolling her over beneath him. 

Holding her head tightly, he began to thrust into her mouth hard and fast, ramming his big cock down her throat again and again until, with a groan, he spewed his load of semen into her belly.

Sighing, he rolled back, releasing her head, and Emily lay still, gasping, chest heaving, as he rolled out of bed and turned on the lights.

“Get on your knees, slut, face down, ass up, legs apart,” he ordered.

Emily obeyed, looking anxiously back at him as he moved up behind her.

“Raise that ass, press your face down. Reach back and pull your ass cheeks apart, whore. I want to see that pretty little hole.”

Emily did as he ordered, watching as he twisted a meter long whip of some kind in his hand. It was not a shock whip or the club, but an actual riding crop, she realized, with a small, flat little leather piece at the end. He rubbed that flat piece against her anal opening, against the small, wrinkled hole, and then drew it back a little and slapped her directly on the sensitive little rosebud.

It stung, but only a little, as did the second and third blows, but he kept slapping her there, the end of the crop a blur as it slashed down faster and faster in short, rapid, nearly continuous blows against her anal opening.

Slap-slap-slap-slapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslapslap!” it went

The little opening was beginning to hurt more and more, and Emily struggled to keep her position as the pain mounted, as her breathing became more rapid and her fingers whitened against her buttocks.

He stopped. “Roll onto your back, whore, and draw your knees up and back.”

Whimpering, Emily obeyed, pulling her knees up and back and spreading her legs. He slapped at her anal opening again, then shifted his aim to her clit. As before, the individual blows were not bad, for he only drew the tip back about six inches, but the repeated blows made her clit terribly sensitive, and began to raise the pain level to the point she could barely keep still.

But she could not resist! She knew if she did the punishment would be ten times worse!

He tired of it, thankfully, or else he just thought the punishment was enough.

“Go and make my breakfast, slut.”

He had his shower while she cooked him breakfast. She needed to go to the bathroom, but he had forbidden her, and she didn’t know when she would be allowed to relieve the pressure in her bladder.

He came downstairs and ate as she knelt nearby. As he had the other day, he set out food for her in a bowl on the floor, and she was required to eat like a dog, without using her hands.

When he was finished, he drew out a leather harness of sorts, one she hadn’t seen before. It fastened together around her upper torso, and consisted mainly of narrow straps and buckles. The straps circled her breasts tightly at the ribs, squeezing them out so they were puffy and taut. When he had her kneel on all fours they were even more puffy, sticking out a little to the sides.

He drew her hair up into high pig-tails on either side of her head, and then fit a sort of headpiece over her, which consisted of a pair of straps cutting down on either side of her nose linking to another strap cutting around the sides of her face and meeting at her mouth. There they were linked to a leather covered steel wedge, almost a tube of sorts, which was forced between her teeth, sideways, so it looked not unlike she had a bone in her mouth.

He put on his shoes, then attached a leash to her collar. He picked up the shock whip, and, of all things, a little baggy and a small shovel, and to her horror, led her to the front door.

“You’ll do your business outside from now on, except when it’s too cold,” he said.

She stared at him in appalled shock, and he grinned cruelly.

“Let’s go, slut.”

“No!” she moaned. 

Of course, the thing in her mouth blocked her words, and he tugged on the leash and forced her to the door. His foot against her bottom shoved her through, and he came behind, closing the door. He had to pull sharply on the leash and threaten her with harsh punishment before she came off the porch. Then, dazed, she crawled alongside him, on the grass, as he walked on the walk.

“You’re going to do your business here, slut, or you’re going to hold it until I get home, and then I’ll walk you again,” he said. “And if you piss on the floor in the house I’ll whip your tits until they bleed, and then hang you from them.”

They passed a middle aged man who stared at her in astonishment, then at Andrew, who smiled and nodded.

“Good day, sir,” he said.

The man hurried past without speaking.

Emily tried to keep her head well down, but he snapped the shock whip across her bottom and she squealed and jerked in pain.

“Keep that head up, slut,” he ordered.

They walked to the end of the walk, then, with Emily wincing in pain and skinning her knees on the narrow road, they crossed into the small children’s park there. They passed a woman on her way to work who glared at them and said “Oh for God’s sakes!”, and a pair of teenage girls, who stared and then giggled in astonishment and embarrassment.

“Better do your business, slut,” he said. “I don’t have all day, you know.”

She needed to go so badly… but doing it outside like some kind of animal was so outrageous, so shocking and degrading!

“I’m going to call the police!” an angry woman said.

Andrew smiled at her.

Finally, when they reached a tree, she felt she had no choice. She squatted lower, spreading her knees wide, and whimpered as she began to urinate into the grass.

Several people walked by as she was doing it, but she couldn’t bare to look, and kept her head turned away.

When she was finished, she felt broken and dazed, and Andrew patted her head and said. “Good girl,” in a soothing voice. “Do need to do number two now!?”
She shuddered and he shrugged and led her back towards the townhouse. The police car arrived just as they crossed the street, and two police, both men, came out to confront him.

“Sir,” one said. “You can’t walk your – debt bondswoman like this. People are complaining.”

“This is my property,” Andrew said blithely.

“It’s still against the law to have her naked like this in public.”

“On the contrary, officer,” Andrew said. “I am an attorney. I can tell you categorically that as property, none of the laws which apply to people apply to her. I can, for example, strike her with full impunity. I can beat her if I feel the need. You can’t do that to a person.”

“Look, why don’t you just have some consideration for your neighbors and keep her indoors.”

“She needs to do her business,” Andrew said, as if it were obvious.

The cop’s eyes narrowed. “Your house doesn’t have a toilet?”

“Why officer, what a thought,” he said, pretending to be shocked. “I don’t have my dog do his business in the toilet. Why would I have her do hers there?”

“Because despite how you seem to be trying to treat her she’s human, you asshole,” the other cop said.

Andrew smiled at him. “Not under the law she’s not.”

As if to prove it he swung the shock whip up between her legs as Emily knelt on all fours, and she squealed as it struck her pussy with a crackle of power, jerking her hips up violently.

The cops glowered at him. “Why are you acting like this?” one of them demanded.

He smiled. “Because I can.”

“We’re going to check with the city attorney’s office on this,” the other cop said.

“Feel free,” Andrew said. 

He looked down at Emily. “Get moving, slut.” 

He swung the whip down across her bottom this time and she lurched forward with a cry of pain as the two cops looked on helplessly.




























Chapter Six

















Andrew’s attempt to utterly humiliate, degrade ,and dehumanize her continued over the next few days. He forbade her from speaking for any reason, and locked the bathroom when he was away. She tried desperately to resist by using the kitchen sink to urinate in and washing it thoroughly so he would not suspect, but he was not a stupid man, just evil, and beat her with both shock club and whip, then hung her by her hair for hours.

Two days later she was forced to have her first bowel movement outside, and he cheerfully used the little baggie and shovel to clean it up while congratulating her as though she were a dog.

And then came the buggy.

The buggy was little more than a thin plastic chair mounted on a frame held up by four bicycle wheels. Andrew strapped her arms back together behind her back, so tightly that her elbows ground together. He put a harness on her which circled her breasts, squeezing them together tautly, put a strange feathered headdress on her head, gave her a pair of thigh-high stiletto heeled boots to wear, and hung little bells from her nipples.

Then he put her into his SUV and drove her to a large park where people walked their dogs, jogged, drove their bikes, and had picnics. He put the long, leather covered steel thing in her mouth, a bit, really, and then took out the buggy and set it up.

Emily’s heart sank when she realized she was to be on display outside again, and her mind cringed down as he led her, on the strange high-heeled boots, around to the front of the buggy. There was a thin arm extending out from the front, and he had her straddle it, then brought it up between her legs. What she had first taken to be a butt plug was shoved up into her bottom, and then straps went over her hips and were cinched in tightly.

She was gripped by shock and disbelief as she realized his intent.

“Move, slut.”

He pulled on her arm and she shuddered and took a step forward. The leather covered butt-plug thing up inside her was wedged in beneath her tail bone so that as she moved forward, it jammed back against the tailbone, which effectively dragged the buggy forward.

People nearby were already stopping and staring in amazement as he climbed carefully into the little chair, and then swung a longer version of the shock whip at her bottom.

“Giddyap!” he shouted.

Emily screamed as the whip sent electricity crackling across her bottom, and lurched forward against the thing stuffed into her rectum. At first the buggy didn’t move at all, despite the pressure. But another blow, and another, and another, made her frantic, and she dog the stilettos in, pulling despite the pain, leaning forward, trying to run away. And slowly, the buggy began to move. It ached terribly as it jammed back against her tailbone, but once the buggy got going the pain eased to a tolerable level.

She pulled the buggy along the walkway as people by the dozens stopped and stared, pointed and laughed, glared and giggled. The bells on her nipples bounced and tinkled, and a dog began to trot alongside, barking at her. Children nearby pointed and gaped as parents tried to hustle them away.

Andrew sat happily in the buggy, holding the thin reins which were attached to either side of the bit in her mouth, pulling this way and that to turn her, as she struggled to pull the buggy along. She was very quickly soaked in sweat and gasping for breath, but the shock whip leant her desperation, and she kept pulling.

They were stopped by the police, again, and a different pair of officers glared at him for causing trouble. They seemed to so sure that something, at least, must be illegal about what he was doing that they decided to “impound” her. That didn’t please him at all, but they were oblivious to his arguments. Before they wrapped her in a blanket and put her in the blanket he gripped her by the harness and whirled her around.

“Just remember, slut. I’m going to read the arrest reports, and if you say one word to anyone for any reason I will stick the club up your tight, buttery little cunt and turn it on full power until it runs out of juice!’

Thirty minutes later she was wearing a jumpsuit, and sitting in an office in the police station while they tried to figure out what to do with her. She hoped and prayed they would find Andrew had done something wrong, had broken some rule, and would have to give her up. But after consulting with the city attorneys it turned out there was nothing they could do. There were laws against cruelty to animals, but none yet against cruelty to property.

And not all the cops were as sympathetic to her either. For as she sat there in the small interview room, alone, a tall, slender cop of about forty eased the door open, looked furtively around, then snuck in and closed it behind him. As soon as he did he unzipped and pulled out his cock.

“Let’s go, girly. Get to work,” he ordered.

She obeyed, of course, almost without thought, sucking his rapidly hardening cock into her mouth and bobbing up and down as he gripped her hair and pulled her further. She deep throated him, and he grunted and moaned, fucking her face rapidly for about two minutes before coming – and then going.

The cops who had been more sympathetic were forced to look on, glowering, as Andrew came to claim his “property”. As soon as he got her out into the front room he ordered her to strip off the jumpsuit right in front of everyone, then had her done the harness, mouthpiece, bells and headdress, and just to rub it in, made her crawl out behind him as he tugged on a leash.

He took her back to the park and had her pull the buggy around again, then brought her home and “walked” her before sodomising her and letting her go to make his meal.

He added exercise to her daily regime, forcing her to run on a treadmill, with her nipples hooked to the front bar, and a weight jouncing and bouncing from her clit. And the next time he made her pull the buggy he added a small sign which hung from her collar, just above her breasts, and said “I didn’t pay my student loan”, then he had her pull him up and down along the walkways through the university.

That got plenty of open-mouthed looks, of course, but Emily was starting to become almost immune to shame.

Almost.

Andrew held a little reunion for a number of the people from college they both used to know. 

So as to not instantly outrage the women among them, he put a very short leather “skirt” on her, which, being slit at the sides, was really more of a loincloth. Her “bra” consisted of leather straps which circled and squeezed her breasts, and she was wearing the little bells again on her nipples. She was also allowed to walk upright for the party, for she was to serve drinks and snacks. 

A two and a half inch wide leather strap circled her head, covering her mouth completely. It was not evident on looking at it, however, that a very large penis gag was attached to the inside, filling her mouth, and resting snugly deep within her throat.

Wearing shoulder length leather gloves, Emily was forced to stand at his side, holding a silver tray with drinks on it as guest after guest arrived, stared at her in shock, called her name, and had her new status explained to her by Andrew. Only one of the guests, Annie, a girl she’d been quite good friends with, refused to come in, slapping his face and then storming away.

The others came in, either bemused, amazed, or embarrassed – or a combination of all three, until about ten of the people she had spent years hanging with were sitting awkwardly around the room drinking, and, in some cases, trying not to stare at her.

A couple of the women insulted Andrew somewhat angrily and accusingly, and his defense – that if he hadn’t bought her someone else would – did not go over entirely well. They left quickly.

But those episodes were, if anything, even more embarrassing.

Six of the men stuck around, as did three of the women. Valerie Stoles seemed quite amused by Emily’s predicament, while Christine Moore actually seemed happy about it, smugly delighted at her embarrassment and shame. But then, Christine had never liked her. They had fought over any number of things, and Emily had never liked her either.

Andrew explained the theory of property and debt crime, and how he basically owned her and could do anything he wanted with “property”. 

“Does that include sex?” Peter Maton asked

“You bet your ass,” Andrew said with a grin. “I can do anything I want to her, and I can let anyone else I want do her too.”

“So what, you guys gonna gang bang her?” Christine asked.

“Christine!” Amanda gasped.

“Well, I’m sure it wouldn’t be the first for her. She always was a slut.”

“She wasn’t that bad,” Greg Summers said, frowning uncertainly at Emily.

“I wouldn’t want to do anything to offend you, Christine,” Andrew said.

Christine grinned. “Wouldn’t offend me. Go ahead. I wouldn’t mind watching.”

“Well I’m not sitting around for some freaking orgy,” Amanda said, glaring at her.

“She’s very good at licking pussy too,” Andrew said. “I understand she had the best lesbian trainers.”

Amanda snorted, but she looked thoughtfully at Emily. Amanda was a lesbian.

“And, of course, she has a lot of other talents,” Andrew said.

He snapped his fingers to get her to kneel, and then undid the strap behind her head, then gently pulled it away from her mouth. There were audible gasps as it pulled away and everyone realized that the penis gag was on the insides, and those gasps became amazed curses as he pulled it further and further away and inch after inch slid out of her open mouth.

“How fucking long is that thing!?” someone gasped.

Andrew grinned, and continued to pull, until the tip was finally out and he could hold the entire fourteen inch length of it up for everyone to see.

“Woah,” someone said.

“Nice deep throating, Emily!”

“Bet you’d like to sit on that, Christine,” Valerie taunted.

“No, but I bet Amanda would like to sit on Emily’s face!”

“Fuck you, bitch,” Amanda said not very convincingly.

Andrew gripped Emily’s hair, pulling her to her feet, then undid the skirt and whipped it off. Everyone’s eyes quickly noted that she wore no underwear, and that the base of a vibrator stuck out from between her bare little pussy lips, while the base of a large dildo stuck out of her backside.

Andrew laughed at their reaction, attached a leash to her collar, and put her on all fours, then walked her over to Christine, and had her lick at the woman’s shoes while Christine looked down, bemused. He led her to Valerie, and made her lick at her shoes, and Valerie giggled and laughed. Then he led her to Amanda. Amanda halted her, and then examined one of the bells, pulling on it so it pulled on her nipple.

“Show me your little tongue, slave girl,” she said.

“She’s not a slave, she’s an indentured servant,” Andrew said righteously.

“Spare us, Andrew. She’s a slave in all but name,” Amanda said, then turned her eyes back to Emily. “Show me your tongue little slave.”

Emily pushed her tongue out dully. Like other parts of her, it had been trained by the women at the center, and it had become stronger, more agile, and – longer.

“Such a pretty little tongue,” Amanda said dryly.

After licking more shoes and then fingers, she had to swallow the fourteen inch gag again as Andrew strapped it in place. Then she stood up and served drinks and refreshments. Several guys groped her, discreetly, at first, giggling as they did, and as the drinks flowed, there was more open groping, and requests for Andrew to have her do other things.

“How about a lap dance?” he asked.

Of course everyone thought the most appropriate target of the lap dance was Amanda, so Emily had to straddle the lesbian girl and grind her pelvis against her. Amanda smirked as she did, and then lay her hands on Emily’s bottom, squeezing lightly as the men hooted and taunted. Her hands moved slowly up and down Emily’s back, and then her sides, before cupping and squeezing her breasts.

Emily, meanwhile, performed as mindlessly as she could, trying to put herself into another place, operating almost on instinct, except when Amanda pulled her back, but tugging on her nipple rings and then pulling her breast in to suck and bite on it.

She could almost feel the atmosphere in the room changing. At first most were at least a little embarrassed and self-conscious. But now they were coming to see her as an object and not a person, coming to see her as little more than a sex toy, instead of the friend they had spent so much time with.

The blow jobs came, after that, one after the other, as the rest looked on and hooted and laughed and made jokes. The girls didn’t want to have anything to do with her, though, not even Amanda, except for groping her from time to time.

Andrew had been making her drink beer in between blow jobs, and she had to go badly. She didn’t say anything, though, desperately hoping everyone would go home first. Andrew knew very well, however, and grandly announced it was time to walk the dog.

Emily’s hopes collapsed, and she knelt miserably as he put on her harness and put the bit back into her mouth, then put on her new knee pads – small leather pads which allowed her to crawl outside without tearing up her knees. Then he put on her leash and led her outside for “walkies”.

Of course everyone thought this was hilarious, so they all followed along not far behind, giggling and cracking jokes as Andrew led her into the park. Emily wanted to hold it, but knew that if she didn’t she wouldn’t be walked again that night, and the pain for peeing on the floor would be awful. Besides, her pride was so small now that it almost didn’t matter.

Still, she flushed as she squatted and urinated, and the laughter and jokes rose from around her.

They went back to the house, but Christine and Valerie left soon after, and Amanda wouldn’t stay around without them. That left just the men.

“Who’s gonna be the first?” Andrew asked with a lewd grin.

It was Brandon. He took her on all fours, ramming his cock into her with mighty thrusts. A minute into it Jeff knelt in front of her and let her suck his cock as he fingered her nipples. The gang bang went on from there and lasted most of the evening.

* * * *

She was “dressed” for her walkies again, in the strap and halter thing, with her mouth held wide by the leather covered bit, but Andrew had decided to walk her in a more public park, where more people would see her. It got the stares he was hoping for, and Emily crawled along trying not to look at anyone.

And then, in front of them, was a tall, stern looking woman – leading a naked man on a leash. He was slender, but seemed well-built, and like Emily he was crawling on all fours. His hands were covered by a kind of padded leather glove which was made to look like a paw. His knees were in a similar kind of thing, with his ankles drawn up and back tightly against the outsides of his thighs and strapped in place.

He had a metal brace in his mouth which held it open, a metal bit jammed in against the corners of his cheeks. His tongue hung down low, pierced and with a weight dangling from it. It seemed amazingly long for a human being. His cock hung below him, very large, and very erect, with a cock ring around the base squeezing it tight.

“Well, how do you do,” Andrew said to the woman, quite pleased.

“I’m Bertha Williams,” she said as they shook hands.

“Andrew Garrelson. I like your er, paws there. Did you have them specially made?”

“There’s a place downtown that makes them. Quite cute, aren’t they?”

“Yes. He seems a frisky little fellow,” Andrew said, eying his big erection.

“A more advanced version of Viagara,” she said smugly. “You put a little into his breakfast and he won’t go down until after bed time.”

“That must be uhm, hard for him,” he said with a smirk.

“He’s there to be used,” she said, “I call him Animal. Speaking of which. He seems to find your bitch interesting.”

He did indeed, Emily saw warily. The male debt bondsman had strangely glassy eyes, and she wondered what else was in that drug the woman had been feeding him. He was straining at the leash the woman held, and even though she struck him twice with a shock whip he still pulled towards her, making gurgling noises around the bit in his mouth.

A number of people were staring at the pair, whispering and goggling at the sight, and Emily tried to draw back behind Andrew’s legs as the male lunged at her again.

“He’s programmed, you see,” she said, tugging back on the leash in irritation.

“You should consider a choke chain,” Andrew said. 

“Yes, a good idea if he’s going to come across bitches in the park like this.”

“Well, if it will make it any easier for you, he can have a quick go at her. Will that settle him down?’

“Why yes, it usually does. You wouldn’t mind? Animal has all his papers. And the drug ensures he stays sterile unless I decided to breed him.”

Andrew jerked on her leash. “Turn around, slut. Show him your better side.”

Emily moaned, but obeyed, crawling around and presenting her backside to the woman and her “animal”. The male lunged for her. The woman released his leash and he mounted her, seizing her between his “paws” and jabbing his erection against her groin. He jabbed at her several times, his cock like a soft, moist fist punching against her before finding the mouth of her sex. Once it did he drove in hard and deep, causing her to cry out in pain as his fat cock jammed into the tight sleeve of her pussy.

The people walking by stopped and stared. There was almost a crowd now, staring in fascination as the panting male thrust into her from behind, forcing his cock deeper and deeper, and Emily shuddered and quivered miserably. It sheathed itself inside her and began to rut wildly, making strange, animal noises around its gag and drooling down onto her shoulders.

Emily sobbed weakly, aware of all the watchers, forced to spread her legs wider to ease the pain as the male pounded his big cock into her aching pussy with furious rutting motions..

“She’s a pretty little bitch, “ she heard the woman say. “Nice teats on her. Have you considered milking them?”

“No, I haven’t, actually,” Andrew said thoughtfully.

“Buy a breast pump and have her use it a few times a day. Before too long she’ll give you very good milk. It’s quite healthy, and you can put it in your coffee.”

“An excellent idea,” he said.

The male riding her was licking at her throat around the bit in its mouth, the weight attached to his tongue swinging and bouncing as he rammed his hips into her bruised bottom and plunged his eager cock deep into her belly. It was very much like being ridden by an animal, and Emily was stiff with despair and misery as more people came buy, stared, whispered, pointed and laughed.

“What did you pay for her?”

“Well… oh, oh. Police again. They’re such a pain.”

“I know,” the woman said in disgust. “It’s like you have to educate each of them separately. Don’t they teach the law any more?”

“Not to police, apparently. And I am a lawyer.”

“Why, so am I!” the woman said with a broad smile.

Then the cops were there, glaring and demanding they stop the “fornication”, but the two lawyers smugly informed them that what two non-humans did was not their business.

The male was hammering away at her with an almost frenzied stroke now, as Emily gasped and moaned around the bit and struggled to brace herself on the sidewalk. Someone drove by on a bicycle and almost ran into a tree, and a pair of joggers stared in outrage as they swept past. The lawyers argued with the police, and the male continued to pound violently against her as she groaned and panted for breath and desperately wished he would finish soon and get off.

The power of his strokes was too much, and pounded her forward, inch by inch as his hips slammed against her buttocks. The nose of his cock was punching against her cervix, and she ached inside, and whimpered and moaned around the bit. And then, thankfully, he went even faster, and then with a gurgling howl, he came. He came so much, so violently, that she was sure she could actually feel his come shooting inside her, spraying wildly against the back of her pussy and flooding down into her womb.




























Chapter Seven

















Meeting Bertha Williams only made her life worse. Bertha and several other like-minded individuals had already been pushing the debt bondage laws to their utmost, seeing how far they could go to turn their indentured servants into virtual slaves under the law. There were any number of court cases going on now where they were challenging the government, or the government was challenging them.

The pads Andrew bought for her knees and hands at least made it easier to crawl around outside. But every day, now, she had to attach a glass suction cup to her nipples and use a kind of hand pump which performed very irritating suction on them. Her nipples were becoming bigger and her breasts seemed to be growing, too.

Worse than any of that, though, were the drugs Andrew bought and began to give to her in her morning meals. They were a variation of what was being given to the males, and made her perpetually horny. They also made her nipples ache and increased the sensitivity of both nipples and her clitoris and mons. Emily found herself masturbating several times a day to incredible orgasms.

Andrew ordered her not to, but she couldn’t help herself. And so, of course, she was punished, and the punishment was a different kind of torture in that it played the heightened state of her sexual needs.

He put her in the basement, against the wall, with her belly pressed against a narrow wooden work table. Her wrists were held up and apart, chained to the wall, her bottom stuck out, of course, and her ankles were shackled in place, legs spread wide. Her nipple rings were chained forward against the wall, the chains taut and pulling at the rings so that they strained and stretched her nipples.

A large, fat dildo was attached to the wall in front of her, and her mouth was forced over it, all the way down to the base, and her head was strapped in place. Then another large dildo was shoved deep into her pussy and strapped it around her hips. It ached, but ached in a delicious way that had Emily rutting back against it, in helpless, embarrassed heat. Andrew then showed her a sort of “screw” shaped dildo, a large one, which widened towards the base, and “screwed” it into her bottom. 

It entered easily, of course, but the more he screwed it in, the wider it became, until her bottom was wrenched wide around the end, with the flat “head” of the screw flat against her straining entrance.

Finally, he attached a small chain to her clit ring, and bound it down and in beneath the table, so that any movement of her hips backwards would jerk her clit against the ring.

And then he left her like that.

Having herself stretched so widely, front and back, should have made her miserable. Instead it made her wildly aroused, and Emily could not stop her hips from grinding and rolling back as if desperately in need of someone to pump the dildos inside her. Of course, that didn’t happen. Grinding back accomplished nothing at all except to stretch and pull on her clit painfully

She pulled spastically against the chains pulling on her nipple rings, too. The sharp little stinging pains just hurt, at first, but then seemed to shift, the pain twisting into a strange dark pleasure which coursed through her upper body. The pulling against her clit ring was slower to have that affect, but once it did she began to twist and pull against both, and several times, she was even able to have delicious little orgasms. But the orgasms were minor, and only seemed to arouse her further, until her entire groin felt as though it were on fire, as thought there were a volcano between her legs. She moaned into the fat cock gag in her mouth, sucking hungrily, wanting, needing, desperate for someone to fuck her, ram their cock into her and use her violently.

But she remained alone. 

She was soon sweating, gasping, trembling with need, whimpering, drooling around the big dildo in her mouth, drooling around the big dildo jammed up her pussy. Her brain felt as though it were melting under the heat, as scalding waves of need flowed over and through her.

Her nipples were beginning to give milk now, too, and it trickled slowly down her aching breasts as she pulled against the rings, against the chains. Pussy cream from her spasming sex leaked out around the fat dildo and began to trickle slowly down her thighs.

Hours passed, and she thought she would surely go insane with the need and hunger. Her eyes were glassy with hunger and exhaustion, with heat and dazed misery.

And then Andrew came for her, unfastening her swollen clit and nipples from the wall, sliding the big dildo out of her pussy, and then buckling a kind of shaped metal bikini around her hips. The metal was something like a chastity belt, and covered her entire sex without actually touching it. The metal strap which went up her backside between her buttocks covered her anus, too, though here, there was a fat little butt-plug attached to the inside of the thing which went up inside her. He shoved a big penis-gag through the ring with a smile as she gurgled on the head.

Andrew put a metal ring gag into her mouth, holding it in place by straps going around her head, and up on either side of her nose. He then walked her to the car and put her inside, where she tried desperately to rub at her pussy, but could not.

She could not keep herself still during the ride, and her hips kept bucking against the floor, her hands rubbing across the smooth metal surface as she tried to get a finger onto her clit. She just knew that if she could rub herself even one or two times she would have had an immense orgasm.

They got out, and he walked her around behind a low brick building, to where Bertha and several other women and men stood chatting and drinking. Behind them was a low chain link fence, and behind it – . 

Behind it were at least half a dozen male debt bondsmen on all fours, naked, cocks jutting out as they stared at her through the fence.

She felt a surge of fear, but that came from that small part of her mind which cared about anything but sex. The other part of her felt a surge of hunger and arousal, of need and excitement. Andrew and Bertha pulled the big dildo out of her mouth, then removed the metal chastity belt thing, and pulled the dildo and butt-plug out. Her arms were bent and her wrists bound to her upper arms so she had to move on her elbows and knees.

“Let’s put her in the kennel,” Bertha said.

She was led to it, and Bertha and another two women used shock whips to drive the males back as Andrew brought her inside. Then they all withdrew and the males, slavering like animals now, raced across the kennel on all fours and fought to be the first to mount her.

Emily positioned herself with her ass towards them, raised high, knees spread, trembling with excitement and lust as she waited for one of them to mount her. Two were wrestling as best they could behind her, with their hands jammed into the formless paws. Another slipped past, climbed atop her back and rammed his cock into her with unrestrained excitement.

It was glorious! The feel of that hard cock driving into her made Emily scream in pleasure, and the first orgasm broke over her within seconds as his cock moved like a trip hammer inside her tender, trembling sex.

The males were growling and whining and wrestling for position. The one thrusting into her was pulled back and another took his place, while others crawled around her, rubbing their groins against her body and pawing at her with their covered hands. One rose on his knees, gripping her head between two “paws” and thrust his dripping cock at her face. Emily dazedly opened her mouth and it plunged inside, then straight down her throat. 

She gurgled dazedly as the male rutted in and out of her mouth and throat, her body shaking to the rabid thrusting of the male riding her from above. Orgasms spilled through her mind and nervous system again and again as she was all-but buried under the frenzied, drugged-up males, all ramming their hard erections against her and fighting each other for position.

Their owners leaned along the edge of the fence, grinning, chatting, and sipping at drinks as they looked on, watching the frantic mating of the debt slaves they owned, discussing various aspects of training and conditioning, as well as body alterations and legal positions.

Emily simply knelt in place, eyes glassy, lips drawn back by a particularly thick cock pumping desperately in and out of her mouth, body trembling to the hard rutting of the man riding her, leg spread as his hips pounded against her buttocks.

Already, come was dribbling down her chin and thighs as one male after another mounted and rode her, but her mind floated on a cushion of dazed pleasure as the drug removed her inhibitions and made her into little more than a mindless sex toy.

The males had more endurance than she, however, and eventually she sagged, unconscious to the ground. Even then the males rode her, wild-eyed, ramming their cocks into her body as animal hunger rode their minds.

Other females were brought in then, and the males pounced on them as Emily was dragged out and taken away. While unconscious her tongue and nose were pierced, and a needle was used to inject a long-lasting freezing drug into her larynx which would make it nearly impossible to speak.

She woke – if that was the proper term – in a very small, narrow cage. She was kneeling, her body supported by metal posts driven horizontally through the cage under her chest and hips, and above, against her shoulders and the small of her back. Thicker posts were driven into her mouth from the front, and her pussy and anus from behind, and these also helped hold her in place.

Her legs were strapped down just below the knee, and at the ankle. Her arms were similarly strapped against the bottom of the cage. Chains pulled down on her nipple rings, back on her clit ring, and forward on her tongue and nose rings. Her hair was done into pigtails and pulled straight out to either side.

There was nothing to see in the dark room except a small LCD monitor, and on it were videos, played endlessly, showing her in the kennel being mounted by the males. The only sounds were her cries of pleasure and their growls of hunger.

After spending all evening and night like that she was so stiff and sore and exhausted she would have been barely capable of movement even if she were not so tightly bound. The sudden application of an electrical source to the pipes in her body brought her muscles and nervous system alive, however, and she gurgled nearly soundlessly as the cage shook from her convulsions and desperate attempts at movement.

Then the cage was opened and she was unstrapped and dragged out. A switch struck her backside with stinging force, and a chain was clipped to her nose ring, tugging her forward. Dazed, she crawled forward behind the figure pulling the leash, crawled into another room, where she was placed before bowls of some soft food and water. She ate and drank, then was led outside, where she went to the bathroom. 

After that she was placed in a small room and the clip removed from her nose ring and attached to her tongue ring. She was then put on a modified treadmill and forced to crawl rapidly, weights tugging on her nipples, her tongue bound to the front of the treadmill and pulled at repeatedly.

Exhausted, she was allowed to rest – on her knees, impaled on a thick dildo, her head back, her tongue pulled up and out by a thin chain clipped to it.

After that, she was pulled into a room with half a dozen older women, and she, and another young, naked, crawling debt slave, were forced to satisfy them with their tongues and mouths. At the same time, dildos and vibrators were trained on their own pussies, and the drugs inside them made them buck and shake and thrash in feverish sexual bliss as orgasms swept through them.

Days and weeks passed by, and little could make its way past the fog over her mind but sexual pleasure and need as Emily was degraded, debased, and dehumanized into little more than a sexual animal and pet. She was used again and again, sometimes by other debt slaves, especially the hungry males, who would mount her whenever they were near, or one or more of the owners.

Bit by bit, the fog began to lift from her mind as the amount of the drug inside her was lowered. After a while, she even began to remember who she was, and why she was there, enough to cry and be gripped by hopelessness and misery.

She was back in Andrew’s house. But he had purchased a second debt bondsman – or rather, debt bondswoman. She looked remarkably similar to Emily, though Emily had no idea what her name was. Right off the bat Andrew began pitting them against one another, rewarding one while punishing the other, forcing them to compete against each other for his attentions – and to avoid pain.

The girl who pleased him the most got a treat, perhaps a small chocolate, or a chance to kneel at his side and watch television. The girl who failed got a strapping, and was locked away in the dark basement in a cage.

Emily could see how they were being manipulated by this, of course, but could not stop herself from participating, could not stop herself from trying to best the other girl, to get his favour, to avoid punishments. No more could she do anything about the conditioning her body had undergone, a conditioning which saw her constantly aroused, which caused her to become intoxicated with sexual need at the slightest touch against her overly sensitive pussy.

Even punishment – at least, certain kinds of punishments, caused her sexual need to rise to feverish levels. The whip – not the shock-whip, but the real whip Andrew often used now – terrified her for the pain it caused, and for the raw, animal hunger it brought out from the depths of her mind.

She would have begged him for a whipping were she able to speak. But neither she nor the other girl had that ability any longer. 

* * * *

Andrew’s new buggy was only a little bigger than his first. Emily, like the other girl, were hitched to it, to draw Andrew along on the paths and streets. With bits in their jaws, their arms bound to their sides, wearing specially designed shoes which forced them onto the balls of their feet, and looked like hooves, they dragged the little buggy down the street, to the bemused interest of various bystanders.

She and the other girl looked much alike. Their bodies were the same height and colouring, their hair the same colour and style. She wondered if this was why – so that Andrew could have a matched pair of “ponies” as he called them. 

She was used to being nude in public now, of course, though the other girl, being several years younger, still seemed a bit bothered by it. Still, it felt distinctly degrading to be pulling the buggy as she did, the thick rounded posts driven up into her and the other girl’s bottoms so that they hooked beneath their tail bones, the reins attached to the bits in their mouths.

It was exhausting work, despite the times spent on treadmills and other exercise devices, and she was grateful they seldom had to pull him more than a few blocks.

She winced as the shock whip struck her back across the shoulders, and pulled harder, as did the girl beside her. She could see only directly in front of her due to the blinders attached to her head, but turned sharply to the left as he pulled on the reins leading to the bit in her mouth.

There, ahead, was their likely destination, she thought, the corner store where Andrew could buy some little thing, and claim he had run out of it. Really, these trips were only designed to show off his possessions, and to grind their noses into what possessions, what non-persons they were. An added benefit, of course, was to outrage many people, which every trip did.

The children who saw them were not outraged, of course. They were merely wide-eyed and astonished. Then there were the older teenagers who would quickly gather around as soon as Andrew got off the cart and went inside, whispering, giggling and pointing, the braver calling out obscene, taunting insults towards she and the other girl as they stood placidly in place.

Occasionally one of the boys would dare to approach closely enough to grope and fondle her breasts, but that was no big deal to Emily, and she paid them little mind.

But then one came in from the side and reached down between her legs, rubbing at her naked pussy. Because of her conditioning this instantly got her attention, and she began to moan behind the bit as his finger rubbed back and forth over her clit. The laughter, giggles and taunts rose as her hips began to grind and roll, and one of the girls moved in on the other side to rub the other pony in the same way, all of the dozen or so gathered around snickering and pointing and joking as the two pony girls began to make inarticulate noises through their bits and roll their hips in helpless pleasure.

Andrew came out of the store and they all scattered as he tossed a package into the back of the little cart, climbed up into the seat, and swung the shock whip across their backs. They lurched forward and around as the bits pulled at their mouths, and then headed back towards his house.

There he unhitched them, put the buggy into the garage, and took them inside.

“Time for a new game,” he said.

Erin’s heart sank, and she felt the tension in her belly.

“Which slut can keep from moving best,” he said with a smirk.

He positioned them both in the center of the floor, facing each other at a distance, legs and arms straight but well-spread apart. Then he stood in the middle with a thin whip.

Emily shuddered as it sliced across her breasts, her arms jerking a little, and her hips flinching, but the rest of her holding in place. He turned and whipped the other girl’s breasts with the same result. He turned back to her and whipped harder across her breasts. A line of fire cut down across the soft flesh, but Emily kept her position, arms up and outstretched. The other girl lurched a bit, and she felt triumphant. But then Andrew turned and sent the thin leather whipping up between her legs to crack against her sensitive pussy and Emily’s hips bucked violently.

The other girl reacted the same way, however.

The game continued, with Andrew laying the thin, stinging leather across their backs and shoulders, across their breasts and between their legs as the two young women struggled to hold themselves in position, arms up and apart, legs spread widely.

It became harder for Emily as he focused more and more attention on her pussy. The pain was awful, but the dark hunger and pleasure were even more powerful, and her bare little slit was soon soaking wet, with her inner juices dribbling lightly down her thighs as he sent the whip snapping up into her mons again and again and again.

The other girl came first, however, her hips bucking violently and repeatedly so that she staggered out of position. 

Emily felt a wave of pleasure and relief. Andrew rewarded her for besting the other girl by strapping a thick, sharply studded dildo to her hips. He forced an enormous dildo up the other girl’s bottom, then made her straddle Emily as she lay down, and ride her pussy up and down on the studded dildo while he pumped his cock in and out of her throat. 

Emily was of two minds about this. On the one hand, she knew from previous experience how painful the studded cock was, and how it would cause the entire length of her pussy tunnel to be feel as though it had been scoured by sandpaper for days afterwards. On the other hand, having anything at all shoved up her pussy was a delicious and wonderful thing to her conditioned mind. 

Fortunately, the strap-on had a small latex piece which ground against her clit as the younger girl rode up and down, and that soon drove her into orgasm as the other girl blindly rode her and gurgled in pain and pleasure.




























Chapter Eight

















Andrew sent her out on her own, sometimes, on messages or errands. She was not allowed to drive, of course, but would have to either take a bus (taxis would not accept unaccompanied debt bondage servants) or walk. Because she was so heavily conditioned by then, and because he did not want people with diseases inflicting them on her – and thus eventually on him, he had to make sure she was not “useable” when she was out on her own.

Thus she wore a special chastity belt which consisted of a thick steel cable wrapped in latex which squeezed up in between her sex lips in front, and up between her buttocks in back, locking around her hips. A pair of dildos were attached to the inside of the cable, of course, so that she was penetrated front and rear as she moved.

Of course, most stores and shops would not allow her to shop naked, no matter what the law said about her being a “non person”. Andrew was thus forced to allow her to dress, or rather, to dress her himself. Needless to say, he did this with the bare minimum the shops would tolerate.

Still, even wearing a pair of stiletto heels, tiny mini and a short, tight, low-cut, midriff baring top with material so thin it clearly showed her ringed nipples against the straining fabric made her feel somewhat human again.

Of course, having to take the bus into town dressed like that was embarrassing, especially since her collar was extremely visible. People were starting to understand now, due to the many press reports, of how pretty, young girls like her were being treated in “debt bondage”. The stories, even the milder stories, had created a sensation. There was now an active movement to rescind the debt bondage laws.

A poll taken showed most people were against the laws, but almost none of the politicians were interested in changing the laws. They didn’t work for the people who voted for them, of course, but the corporations and lobbyists who paid them. And the corporations were delighted with masses of workers with no rights whatsoever who worked for room and board and never protested any amount of work.

And so, people looked at Emily with strange eyes. They had a pretty good idea what she was – a sex slave – and while some sympathized others glared at her as though she were somehow dirty. The men, of course, looked at her with a dark hunger, and while most never did or said anything in public she could tell they wanted her, or at least, a sex slave like her.

Perhaps worse were the women who expressed sympathy and tried to talk to her. That was horribly embarrassing, and all Emily could do was look down at her lap and hope they gave up and left her alone.

On a warm Sunday, she waited for the bus, her hair brushed nicely, her top displaying ample cleavage, yet ending just (barely) below her breasts. The rings she wore were the size of silver dollars, so no one could possibly miss the outline through the light coloured fabric. 

The bus stopped, and the doors opened. Steeling herself, Emily climbed the stairs, put the bus tickets she’d been given into the little box, and walked back. The bus was half full, and every eye was turned her way as she walked steadily, looking only at the floor, hoping for an empty seat. She didn’t find one, but she found one next to a slender young man.

She took that. Young men were less embarrassing to her than women. The older women glared, the middle aged ones sympathized, and the young ones snickered but were embarrassed. All the men usually did was grope her a little.

That proved to be the case, as the young man surreptitiously caressed her bare thighs and slid his hand up under her short skirt to run his fingers along the cable between her legs. He also, when he was sure no one was watching, repeatedly squeezed her breast on his side and flicked his thumb back and forth across her already hard nipple.

Emily simply sat and waited for her stop. When it arrived, she rang the bell, then got off and walked up to a downtown shopping mall. She had to pass a group of young people, mostly older teenagers, and the boys laughed and groped and fondled her as she moved through them, while the girls laughed and giggled.

Inside, she passed her note to the sales girl, who looked at her doubtfully, but read it, then went in the back and fetched the purchase Andrew had already ordered. The sales girl started to hand it to her, but Emily turned and she put it into her backpack instead. 

From there, Emily went up the street a dozen blocks, getting plenty of stares, to the pharmacy to pick up the prescription Andrew had ordered. That went into the backpack, as well. Then it was back to the bus and back home. 

Inside, she reluctantly removed her clothes. Slutty as they were, they were the only clothes she’d worn in quite some time. And wearing them allowed her to at least consider the possibility of running away. But the collar would find her no matter where she ran, unless she could somehow get it off, and she had witnessed what Andrew’s group had done to a girl who had run away and been caught. 

She was, basically, put into a different kind of kennel, this one with male dogs, and used by them. Perhaps the most horrifying part was that the girl was so conditioned that even though she was being used by dogs she still climaxed repeatedly.

It had been awful, and she didn’t want that to happen to her.

* * * *

They went to the park the next day, with she and the other girl crawling. She still didn’t know the girl’s name. Andrew only called them things like “slut” and “whore” and “bitch”, never using their names.

He took them out of their cages, put on their harnesses and bits, and then walked them – or at least, he walked, they crawled – out to the park. They jumped into the back seat, and then he drove them to the park.

It was a different park – in fact, hardly a park at all. It was owned by a corporation, and one of the major stockholders was a like-minded man. But the city park had banned nudity of any kind, even on “non-persons”. It had simply attracted too much attention, and drawn crowds of men eager to watch.

So too did the corporate park. There were only a dozen or so men and women like Emily there crawling about on leashes, but there were scores and scores of men sitting and standing around watching, and tons of older teenagers. Emily was more or less used to being stared at as she crawled about, of course, but it was more embarrassing having to go to the bathroom while others looked on.

And of course, before too long, one or another of the males would be led up to her to mount her, or she’d be required to perform oral sex on him, and the crowds of eager men looked on, snapping pictures with their digital cameras and taking videos. She was used to it, though, and as humiliating as it all was the conditioning still meant she orgasmed as the panting, grunting males rutted into her.

The younger girl was more reluctant, and when one of the bulls was led behind her she jumped up and tried to run away. Emily was amazed. So was Andrew, and furious to boot. To punish the girl, her wrists were shackled overhead to a tree branch and he whipped her right then and there while everyone looked on. He was so angry he whipped her unconscious, and that made him even more angry, because they she had gotten away with it. 

He insisted on reviving her, then positioning her on all fours so that all the males could rut at her in one heaving, panting, growing, frenzied pack.

Emily was glad it wasn’t her. On the other hand, she envied the girl.

* * * *

Weeks later, when the police came for her and the other girl, they were hanging by their wrists in the basement, dazed and exhausted, hanging together, breasts to breasts, wrists shackled to either end of a spreader bar above their heads, bodies twisting and writhing slowly.

Unbeknownst to them, there had been many court cases while they were in Andrew’s possession. Some came from the local authorities, outraged at the perversity paraded through their streets and parks, and the open defiance of laws against lewdness and public nudity. Other lawsuits came from the government bonding authority, who said this was not the sort of thing a respectable debt bondage agreement was supposed to produce. Still more came from industry, which worried that such open abuse of debt bondage would cause the public to reconsider the whole thing, and start implementing restrictions on how they could and could not treat their “property”. No one thought the scandalous media circus surrounding Andrew and the others of his ilk were good for them. And the public whipping of the other girl, followed by her gang rape, had been the last straw.

Emily worked in a factory now, on an assembly line. It was mind-numbing work, but it was less overtly sexual than the “indentured servant” job with Andrew had been. She wore a formless jumpsuit now as she worked, in a huge noisy factory with numerous other men and women in the same position. Her job was to stand next to the conveyer belt as pieces of machinery came down its length, place a little square plastic piece in the slots at the top center, and then use a rubber mallet to give it one quick blow which would lock it in place.

That’s all she did, all day. No talking was permitted. Anyone caught talking to one of the other workers along the conveyer belt was gagged. Anyone caught not paying attention or making mistakes would get the shock whip across their back or buttocks, and the thin jumpsuit did nothing to protect them.

At breakfast, lunch and dinner, they ate a tasteless pasty substance which they were told was nutritional, and carefully calculated to give them all the vitamins, minerals, fiber and whatnot they needed. But at least they ate at a table, and sat on hard plastic chairs. Like human beings.

They slept in thin bunks four high, with barely room between the rows of bunks for a person to walk past. There was no entertainment, and no distraction. They woke at five, had breakfast, and were working by five-thirty. They worked until eleven, had a thirty minute lunch break, and went back to work until five. They then ate, showered, and went to sleep.

That was their day, seven days a week.

It was mind-numbing, and both physically and mentally exhausting.

“D-Five-Nine-Five-Seven-Four.”

She halted in mid-blow, her head turning to the foreman as he came up behind her. He had another debt bondsman with him, and grabbed her arm, pulling her away from the conveyer belt and shoving him into her place. Then, without speaking, he led her up the line and around the big machine, across the floor, and into his office.

It wasn’t the first time.

He closed the door and then squeezed her breasts a moment, leering at her before pulling the zipper down the front to her crotch, and pushing the open coverall back over her shoulders. He bent her over the desk, tugged the thing down her legs, and then off. Then he jerked her down onto her knees and unzipped his pants.

Now feeling more human again, Emily felt shamed and degraded by these kinds of things, but the drugs and the raw, intense sexual hunger and pleasure she had felt due to them had altered her mind, shaped her behavior and thoughts. It didn’t matter that she had no drugs in her system now, the sight of his hard cock made her pussy begin to throb and spasm, and as he gripped her hair and yanked her face forward she opened her mouth willingly to take his cock deep and suck hungrily.

“Ah yeah. Suck that, baby. Suck that cock, slut,” he groaned as he pulled on her hair and head.

She took him deep into her throat, and he groaned, grasping her hair in both hands as he jammed her face into his groin and held himself locked in place. Then he loosened his grip and started thrusting in short, fast strokes as Emily dropped her hands to her side and let him fuck her face.

He pulled back, gasping, and yanked her to her feet, shoving her back against a small portable fridge, forcing her buttocks up over it, lifting her leg high and back. He drove himself up into her slick pussy and she shuddered and groaned in pleasure as his hips began to slam against her.

He kissed her savagely, his mouth crushing her lips as his tongue shot into her oral cavity. Her own stretched tongue swept around it, flitting and thrusting against him as he cupped one of her breasts in a tight, painful grip and rammed his cock up into her again and again.

Emily shuddered both physically and emotionally. She hated the foreman, who was a brute, a bully, and not the least bit physically attractive. But the feel of his hard cock inside her was delicious, and she grunted and moaned in pleasure as he rode her, thrusting her long, agile tongue up into his mouth, as well, rolling her hips up to meet his powerful strokes.

“Ahh, you fucin’ hooor,” he panted, roughly groping her as he thrust his hips forward.

Emily shuddered, reveling in the hunger and heat burning through her as her clitoris burned and sparkled and her insides quivered and roiled.

She felt the come building, and threw her head back, arching, quivering, reaching for it, then glorying in the pulsing excitement as it swept through her trembling body. All the while the foreman rammed himself into her with hard, powerful thrusts, grunting with effort as he drove himself into her tender moistness, then gasping and cursing as her spasming pussy pulled him into the orgasm, as well.

“Gonna miss you, bitch,” he panted, stepping back and doing up his trousers.

Miss her? What did that mean, she wondered dazedly.

She found out after he ordered her to dress. It seemed she and a few others had been traded to another corporation, where her talents could be put to better use. He leered when he said it, and Emily’s stomach quivered.

It was good wearing clothes, even a jumpsuit. It made her feel human, and she had never realized before how important that would be. She did not want to be sold to a bordello, where she would be kept naked all the time, as she was with Andrew.

She was impressed and relieved when the little bus carrying them drove into a large downtown building. All the “regular” people in the room as she and the other debt bondswomen were undressed, were women, and none ogled. Their new jobs, they were told, were to be clerical and administrative. There was no sense in having university educated people working on an assembly line when they could be taking dictation, booking board rooms and making travel arrangements for senior executives.

This seemed quite sensible to Emily, but when she was given her clothes to wear she began to wonder. 

The high heels were too high, the stockings a little too sleek, and the skirt, while a business skirt, was extremely short and tight. The blouse she was given seemed perfectly fit except that it might have been designed for a man – that is to say, there was no allowance for her breasts, which consequently strained outwards, making it seem the buttons on the front of the blouse would pop at any moment.

She was, she was told, to be meek, modest, obedient, and say “Yes, sir” and “No, Ma’am,” to anyone she talked to or who spoke to her.

Then she was brought up to the sixty-fourth floor to meet her new boss. Her boss was an important man. He was only thirty-nine, and already director of an important department within the company. He had a large corner office, and considerable responsibilities. His name was Gerald Kent. He was six feet tall, very slender, with short, brown hair and a disapproving glare.

“You will be the assistant to Mr. Kent’s administrative assistant,” the woman from personnel said blandly. “You will make yourself useful and do as you are told. All instructions will come from Mr. Kent or her assistant. Is that clear?’

“Yes, Ma’am,” Emily said meekly.

And then Emily met Kent’s assistant, and her heart sank.

It was Christine Moore.

Christine was a full-bodied young woman with long, dark hair and a slightly puffy face. She was attractive, in her own way, but nothing like as beautiful as the lithe young Emily. Perhaps that had been the real source of her animosity towards Emily in university.

It was her job to show Emily what do to. Christine sat in a cubicle right next to the director’s office, while Emily would sit in a smaller cubicle on the inside corner. The walls of her cubicle were larger, however, six feet high, giving her a measure of privacy. And giving Christine some privacy, as well.

“Do you miss being Andrew’s dog?” Christine asked with a smirk, sitting across from her as Emily gazed into the computer screen.

“No,” she said.

Emily slapped the back of her head and Emily gasped in pain.

“You say yes, ma’am and no ma’am. Remember?” Christine demanded with a smirk.

“Yes, “Ma’am,” Emily said, refusing to reach up to rub her sore head.

“Are you going to have a hard time using the toilet like a regular person here?” Christine asked. “Should I take you out for walkies at noon?”

“No, “Ma’am,” Emily said, not looking at her.

Christine reached over and gave Emily’s breast a squeeze, then chuckled at the feel of them, pinching and rolling her nipples until they got hard.

“No rings any more? We’ll have to find you a pair,” she said.

She slid her hand between Emily’s legs.

“Spread your legs, slut,” she growled.

Emily obeyed, knowing nothing but obedience now, despite her resentment embarrassment, and she winced as Christine’s fingers roughly rubbed and fingered her pussy. “No rings there either!” Christine said mockingly. “You’re practically naked!”

She leaned in “But I know you like that, slut,” she whispered.

She leaned back, almost slouching in the chair as she looked at Emily. Emily continued to look at the computer in front of her.

“Take off your panties, slut,” Christine ordered. “You’ll wear no panties here, understand?”

Emily hesitated, then obeyed, flushing as she reached under her short skirt and tugged the panties she had been given down her legs, then stepped out of them.

“Turn the chair around and look at me,” Christine ordered.

Emily obeyed, face flushed.

“Put your legs up on the arms of your chair,” Christine taunted. 

Again Emily hesitated, but obedience had been driven as deep into her mind now as sexual perversion, and she obeyed, giving the hated dark-haired girl a complete view of her pussy.

“Show me what a slut you still are, Emily,” Christine said. “Masturbate for me. Go on, rub yourself. I want to see you come.”

And so Emily did, and despite her anger, despite her embarrassment and misery, as her fingers stroked across her swollen clit, she did just that, gasping and grunting and moaning as she tried to keep her voice low, and then arching her back and climaxing as she plunged her fingers into her pussy.

Christine smirked contemptuously.

“What a fucking whore,” she sneered.

Emily left her there, then, and Emily repositioned herself on the chair and concentrated on her first task, which was printing up business cards.

Christine came in and out of her office at regular intervals to give her more work, or to instruct her on how to do something, like making travel arrangements or the proper form memos should take. Every time she did she took the opportunity to tell Emily what a whore she was, and to taunt her with her ability to touch her anywhere she wanted. She pinched her nipples or thighs, or tugged painfully on her hair, or laughingly fondled her breasts.

What was most infuriating about this to Emily was that she knew Christine was not a lesbian. Christine was simply enjoying her ability to bully and humiliate her.

Christine appeared at the doorway and smirked at her again. “Dictation time,” she said. “take your dictation pad and a pen and go in to see Mr. Kent.”

Her words seemed carefully chosen, but combined with the expression on her face caused Emily to feel a pang of anxiety in her belly as she stood up with her pad and crossed the little aisle to Mr. Kent’s door.

“Come in uh, girl,” he said as she knocked, “And close the door.”

Feeling exposed in her tiny skirt and tight blouse, Emily walked across the floor to his desk, and reached for one of the chairs facing it.

“Around this side,” he ordered.

She crossed to the other side of the desk, and knew his intent by the look on his face.

“Sit across my lap,” he said with a smug smile.

“Yes, sir,” she said softly.

There really was dictation to be taken. That surprised her. But Emily was forced to take it with Mr. Kent’s hands roaming her body freely. It became quite difficult when he unbuttoned her blouse, tugged down her bra, and openly fondled her breasts, and nearly impossible when one of his hands slid beneath her short skirt and began to rub at her pussy.

“Get on the floor, girl,” he panted.

Emily slid off him and onto her knees on the floor as he fumbled at his trousers. He jerked down the zipper and drew out his cock, and she leaned in and took it in her hands, licking and sucking at it without hesitation. She was aroused now, too, and though she felt that familiar tinge of degradation, she moaned in hunger as her lips slid down the length of his shaft and the head pushed into her throat.

She bobbed hungrily up and down as his fingers slid through her hair and kneaded her breasts. He whispered and groaned in pleasure, calling her a beautiful little whore a hot little cock sucker, and then insisted on her taking off her top and bra completely so she could squeeze her breasts around his hard erection. He came in her cleavage, spewing his seed over her chest as she squeezed her breasts together around his purple-nosed cock, and then began to lick and suck at his balls to get him hard again.

She had him hard again, and was bobbing up and down, when the door opened after a brief knock and Christine came in. The other girl put some documents in the in box, smirked at Emily, then walked out, closing the door again.

Emily had paused, briefly, but then continued. 

The phone buzzed, and Kent picked it up. “Send him in,” he sighed.

His hand remained on Emily’s hair, and so she continued to suck as the door opened and another man came in.

“Hello Gerard, I see you’re making full use of your new toy,” he said in amusement.

“Not full use yet, Peter,” Kent groaned, “But I soon will.”

He pulled at her hair. “Up, girl. On your feet.”

He stood, as well, and Emily flushed just a bit as the strange man, in his forties, wearing an expensive suit, ran his eyes up and down her body.

Kent unzipped her skirt and tugged it over her hips to her thighs, where it slid down to pool at her ankles. Naked, Emily stepped out of it, and Kent pushed her belly against the desk. “Bend over, girl, and spread your legs,” he ordered.

Emily did, and he thrust into her from behind. He shifted her hips over to the left edge of the desk, then the other man moved to stand on the left of the desk and unzipped his own trousers. Emily moaned around his cock as he pulled her against him by the hair, licking and sucking as Kent rode her from behind.

“God, these debt bitches are worth every penny,” the new man groaned.

“And it’s a business expense! We can write it off on our taxes!” Kent said, as both men laughed.

Emily’s bare hips ground into the edge of the desk as he thrust harder and faster, and she gurgled weakly around the other man’s cock as he yanked her forward by the hair and plunged deep into her throat.

This was to be her lot at the corporation. Though they were more careful about open sexual misuse, and didn’t rub the public’s nose in it, Emily was no less a sexual slave to them than she had been to Andrew. She was sexually used by any of the senior executives who wanted her, or any of the junior men – or women, who had Christine’s favor, and Emily did not dare refuse. Christine, after all, was in charge of her discipline.

She was also used as an enticement by the sales department, her body loaned to prospective clients to keep them happy and feeling favorable towards the company. Her nipples were soon pierced again by heavy rings, and a barbed barbell was nestled tightly against her clit. Her tongue was pierced by a special latex covered ling with little ticklish strands. This was an especially exciting little extra the men liked to feel along the underside of their shafts as they fucked her mouth.

There was a small back room with cots for she and the other debt bondswomen, but they seldom used it. Most evenings they were “dating” one executive or client or another.

Very soon after she was purchased by the company, Christine brought her home. Or so she said. In reality, no sooner had they left the building when she was handed off to Amanda, who seemed intrigued, excited, but a little anxious and embarrassed by the whole thing.

“You’re going home with Amanda,” Christine said with a smirk. “Hope your tongue still remembers how to perform on women.”

“Chris!” Amanda said, blushing.

Christine laughed and went away, and Amanda took Emily’s arm and led her towards the subway.

Emily went along, of course. What else could she do. She still wore the collar with the transponder, and everyone who saw her alone would know she was a debt bondswoman. People stared at her as she walked along, looking her up and down openly. It was well known that many bondswomen were little more than sexual toys. The scandal caused by Andrew and his cohorts was still fresh in the public eye.

“So uhm, tell me about everything,” Amanda said.

Emily looked down at her lap.

“I mean, uh, how did you come to be a uhm, bondswoman? Couldn’t pay your loan?”

“I’m sure Andrew told you, miss,” Emily said quietly.

“Oh you don’t have to call me miss, Emily!”

“Christine said I had to, miss, or I’d be punished.”

“Well, I won’t tell her.”

Emily looked down.”

“Well, uhm, so how was it, I mean, in a sort of, in a general sense. But… well, how was it, I mean, being his uhm, his slave girl?”

“What do you think… miss?” Emily said, still looking at her lap.

“Wasn’t there a kind of, I don’t know, nasty, excited fun in being so uninhibited?” she asked.

Emily shrugged.

“It made me mad, the way he treated you. I mean, the stories… wow. I could hardly believe it, and seeing you like that, you know, especially outside, crawling – wow. I was embarrassed for you, and really outraged at the way … you know, at how a woman was being treated. But at the same time I have to admit I found it incredibly hot. I don’t know why, exactly. You barely looked human, but at the same time, you, well, you’re so beautiful.”
Emily looked down and didn’t reply.

They went to Amanda’s house, and Amanda still seemed uncertain and confused, as if she should treat Emily as a normal person. She offered her something to drink, and something to eat, and tried to chat, though she was awkward about it.

“I uh, guess you had plenty of female lovers,” she said.

Emily nodded, looking down at her hands.

“Look up at me, would you,” Amanda said impatiently.

Emily raised her eyes. “Yes, miss.”

“You don’t have to… there are rules, you know. I mean, you don’t have to be like, well, a slave, you know.”

Emily just looked at her and Amanda sighed. “I thought this could be, like, a night off for you or something,” she said. “Maybe we could watch TV and chat and …”

“Would miss like to have her pussy licked?” Emily asked.

Amanda glared at her and her face flushed. “You always could be such a snotty little bitch, Emily!” she snapped. “Try to be nice to you and what do I get? Go ahead, strip naked. Go on! Do it! You want to be nothing but a little sex slave!”

Emily obediently stripped, and despite her anger, it was evident Amanda liked what she saw. She reached over and began to knead her breasts and pinch and roll her nipples. “So I can do anything I want to you, right? Any fucking thing in the world? And you’ll do anything I tell you. Show me your tongue then, Emily.”

Emily thrust her tongue out, and Amanda was suitably impressed.

“Take my clothes off,” she ordered

Emily began undoing the other girl’s clothes, feeling the heat thrumming between her legs as Amanda’s hands raced over her body. When she was naked Emily slid between her legs and began to slide her tongue along her thin slit. She was expert, by now, and had been taught by unforgiving women. Amanda, for all her experience, was soon writhing and grinding and moaning in pleasure as Emily licked her to orgasm after orgasm.

The sex went on all evening and well into the morning. They moved into the bathroom, where Amanda and she had a shower and ground their pussies together. Then after rinsing, she licked Amanda to another climax. They went into the bedroom, where they ground and writhed and kissed and licked each other to multiple orgasms. Then Amanda donned a thick strap-on dildo and rode Emily to more orgasms.

The next morning, both were exhausted, but Amanda had such a sated, smug look in her face when she returned Emily to Christine that the other girl raised her eyebrows.

“And did we enjoy our evening of reminiscing?” she asked with a smirk.

Amanda shook her head and groaned. “She’s fucking incredible, Christine. Honestly, it’s like – I mean, I know you don’t swing that way, but you should see what the bitch’s tongue can do to you.”

Because, of course, Emily’s complete obedience during the evening and morning had led Amanda to take her more and more for granted, to begin treating her as the others who had close contact with her did – like an object. 

Christine only laughed, but she gave Emily an odd look as she put her to work, and a few days later she brought her home herself.

“Why not?” she said with a slightly embarrassed shrug. “I mean, I don’t really want to do it with another woman. But it’s not like you’re, you know, human. You’re just a sex toy with breasts. So I suppose I can try out this wonderful tongue of yours.”

And so she did.

At first she was embarrassed, and her embarrassment made her angry, so that she slapped Emily, pulled at her hair, and called her names. Emily understood by now, though, that Christine was just reassuring herself that Emily was a sex toy, and not human. 




























Chapter Nine

















After her time had been served and her debt had been paid off, Emily went back into what she thought of as the real world as a completely changed person. At first, she was elated at the thought of once again being a “person”. She walked around downtown without a collar feeling amazingly free and independent. She examined goods at the stores like a real person, and hardly anyone stared at her.

But the problems began very quickly. First, there were still no jobs for historians. Worse, there were so many in debt bondage now that minimum wage, low skilled jobs had pretty much dried up. Debt bondsmen did all society’s dirty jobs, from picking up garbage in the parks to scrubbing floors in office buildings. They were the maids and servants, the dishwashers and waitresses, the hotel clerks and bus boys, and they were the store clerks too. 

And welfare was no longer free money. You could only be on welfare for a short time, and then you’d be “assigned” job just like a debt bondsman. If you couldn’t support yourself the state would find someone to give you productive work. The difference between that and being a debt bondswoman was so slight as to be undetectable, and Emily tried very hard to find work.

But there was just very little available. Even most of the sex workers and strippers were now debt bondswomen.

Another problem was that she soon found herself feeling restless and anxious. She needed sex, and lots of it. She had been conditioned to be in an almost constant state of sexual readiness and arousal. Not having a ready outlet was both physically and psychologically frustrating beyond anything she’d ever felt before.

As she walked out of yet another building where her hopes of employment had proven futile, a woman and her debt bondsman. The public had started getting more used to the idea of slavery now, even if under another name, and was less outraged by abuses than it had initially been. The debt bondsman was an enormous man, and though he walked upright he wore a kind of rigging, a harness and saddle, on which his owner, a slight, middle-aged woman of no more than five feet, sat. The woman was, in effect, sitting on his shoulders, just behind his head, her legs dangling over his shoulders as he carried her.

He had a bit in his mouth, and she steered by pulling the reins. His arms were bound at his sides, and though his groin was covered, the bulge there made it obvious he had an erection.

Society was becoming used to hedonism and perversion. And Andrew and his ilk no longer seemed to outrage people like they once had. And that despite the fact that the outrages had gotten worse and worse, and began to involve major corporations and even government departments now, instead of just individual perverts like Andrew. Perhaps familiarity simply robbed such behavior of its ability to shock.

And so, in the end, the only job she could find, was, in a sense, the one she’d already had. She accepted a job as maid to a wealthy family. The interview had included her stripping, performing a lap dance, and then deep-throating the family patriarch, and then licking his wife to a powerful orgasm.

“Everyone suspects you now when you have a debt bondswoman as your servant,” the man said with a smirk. “My family is far too respectable for that sort of talk to be going around. You won’t wear a collar with us. And I will pay you what I would pay if I purchased a maid from a government licensed bonding firm. But make no mistake about it, young woman. You will do as you are told, and cleaning the house is only part of your duties. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

“Do you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Then bend over the table.”

He removed his belt from the loops of his pants as his wife looked on and shook her head. “Really, Albert, is this necessary?”

“I want this women to know that we expect complete obedience,” he said as the nervous Emily bent naked across the table.

The belt cut across her bottom and she cried out, digging her nails into the palms of her hands. He slashed it down again, and again – and again, and she groaned and whimpered and clenched her teeth together as the pain mounted.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered casually.

She obeyed, and he plunged into her, gripping her hips and rutting furiously as his wife looked on. When he finished, he stood back with a sigh and did up his trousers.

“Then we understand each other. Now get dressed and get to work.”

“Yes, sir,” she groaned, standing upright.

She rubbed her sore bottom and looked down as the woman looked at her.

“Perhaps after a year or two you’ll earn enough to go back to school and learn a trade,” the woman said not unkindly.

Her husband laughed. “Don’t bet on it. Debt bondage is far more economical for almost every kind of employer. In five years there are only going to be two types of people in this country; the wealthy, and the slaves who do their bidding. 

“Now get to work – slave girl.”









END
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