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Chapter 1

"Page, Let's go."  I looked up.  The uniformed guard was opening the cell door.  I guess pop made bail. I stood up and smiled then sauntered through the door, just to annoy the cop.  I'm couldn't let this flunky intimidate me.

Jake, Dad's lawyer, was waiting for me at the desk.  I got my stuff and he drove me to my parent's house.  He only said, "The prosecutor dropped the distribution charge since the stuff was just found in the car.  They found traces of coke in the baggie in your pocket, so you still have a possession charge."

I just said, "How long?"

He said, "Its not that simple.  While you waited at the car, your friend's drug deal went bad. They got in a gun fight with the people they came to see.  Two people were shot and are in the hospital in critical condition.  If one of them dies and your DNA or fingerprints are found in the car, the prosecutor will charge you with Felony Murder. If no one dies and no one implicates you, given your record, I expect 34 months.  They'll just revoke your probation. If one of the victims dies, well, 20 years to life."

"What do you mean, 'Implicates me?'"

It'd be better for one of the guys involved in the shooting if they named you as the brains. Then they could cut a deal with the prosecutor.  Their reduced sentence for nailing you."

Shit. They could do that too.  I never planned on getting caught.  Those guys didn't know much, but they knew enough to screw me.

We didn't speak after that. He was in his sixties and disapproved of me.  My life was my own business, not his.  My folks did enough sermonizing. I used my key and let myself in.  I ran upstairs without speaking to my parents.

I'm Iris Page, and I have a degree in English Literature. Useless for a good job, but I wanted to be a writer.  My parents were wealthy and sent me to the finest schools. I suppose my education was good, but the unspoken purpose of those places is to teach young girls how to find a good husband. A good education is available but mostly the plain girls do well academically.  The rest of us are partying and learning the feminine wiles useful to snare a man as well as how to gracefully throw back mistakes..  My grades were good enough to graduate, with my Bachelor's degree, but I got my master's in tantalizing and seduction.

I went through a couple of menial jobs and self-centered boyfriends while trying to find what I wanted to do with myself.  I guess it was boredom that led me to some bad boys.  My parents had to bail me out and pay some fines.  The worst part was having to listen to their sermons and moralizing.  "You're throwing your life away," was my mother's constant refrain. Well, piss on that.  I was having a good time and I liked Billy and his friends.  They were a little rough around the edges and were definitely lower class than my folks but they were also exciting. Sometimes things got a little wild and I got arrested for dumb things.  Vandalism, contributing to the delinquency of a minor, underage drinking, possession (pot for heaven's sake), and prostitution (I was just standing there looking hot).

I was careful to stay away from heavy drugs and I went to the gym regularly.  I guess It was a little narcissistic of me, but I spent a lot of time running and exercising.  I was hot and I wanted to stay that way until I found "Mr. Right."

It dawned on me that I was the smartest one in the group.  I planned a couple of heists that went well then they started to listen to me.  After a year of good jobs and money, I was the leader and I had status.  Last night's deal was a meeting with some connected folks to work out a distributorship on the East side of town.  I was doing the negotiating with a burner cell phone when things went south.  I wasn't there but as I was talking, shots rang out and the line went dead.  I took the battery out of the phone, wiped all the pieces clean and dumped them in a storm drain.  When the cops found me I was just the innocent bimbo waiting for my guy.

Mom came up and asked me to come down to lunch.  Jake was still here and another man I didn't know.  He was introduced as Mr. Allen, one of Dad's friends. They discussed me as if I weren't there.  Dad, (Jason Page) said, "Tom, Iris has been in minor trouble with the law over small things.  She graduated from college and seems to lack direction.  She's had a series of dead end jobs, lives at home, and hangs out with some pretty unsavory people."

After a couple of sentences I interjected, "Hey. I'm here, stop judging me and my friends.  Its my life."  They ignored me.  I never felt so chagrined in my life.  Even when I was in court.

Dad kept on, "It looks like she's in serious trouble now.  She plays the dunb girlfriend when she' talks to the police, but I've watched her with her gang.  She's the leader and the head guy listens to her.  Anne and I hoped for a lot more from her.  Her I.Q. is high and she missed a perfect score on the SAT by only ten points.  Now I just want to keep her out of prison. I'm hoping you will take care of her."

Mom (Anne Page) was silent.  She never argued with dad or even tried to stick words in to soften or explain what he meant.  Maybe that was why they were still happy together when almost all of my friend's parents were divorced or in therapy.  I never heard her raise her voice.  Sometimes I thought she was too mild to have her own opinions or at least to voice them.  But she was also the happiest person I knew.  She was always calm and positive.

Dad and Jake filled Mr. Allen in on my life.  Education, sports, my jobs and my friends, they left my minor scrapes with the law for last. My parents and Jake looked at me as if I were a particularly ugly bug that sat down at their table.  Mr. Allen just looked interested.  He watched me with a faint smile on his face all through lunch.  His comments were neutral as if the bug everyone was describing wasn't that new to him.

I shut up.  I watched them all and wondered what was going through their minds.  After the meal, I took Mr. Allen into the study and asked, "Well, what do you think?"

"About what, Iris?

""Why, about me.  Aren't you a psychologist or something similar?"

"No, I'm not."

"Well, why did everyone tell you about me?"

"Iris, you're a complex person. I couldn't possibly learn anything useful about you through a lay person's opinions of you."

"Well then, what was all this about?"

I wanted to meet you and see how you reacted to your parent's statements."

"Again, why?"

"They think I might be able to help you."

"How?  You're not from one of those deprogramming or detox programs are you?"

"No, just the opposite. I may be able to help you, but its too soon to tell.  I'll have to run some tests first.  But that's premature.  What do you want, Iris?"

"To be left alone."

"Iris, the criminal justice system is not going to leave you alone. You've kicked the system once too many and they will teach you a hard lesson unless your parents come up with something else."

"Are you a 'Something else?'"

"Maybe.

"Well are you going to run your tests now?"

"No.  I need some things first.  I need to leave now. I'll make arrangements for those tests.  Goodbye Iris." He left.

My parents refused to talk about Mr. Allen any further.  We ate dinner in an uncomfortable silence and I went back to my room and read.

Dad called up and asked me to come downstairs.  His voice was neutral, like when something serious is going down and everyone needs to stay calm.  I found him and mom and Jake and Mr. Allen in the living room.  They all had drinks.  Mom handed me one and said, "Whisky, neat, as you like it. "

I took it, drank half of it and savored the burn as it went down.  I sat in the empty chair. "Well, what's up?"

Jake said, "My contact called. One of the victims just died.  One of your friends just made a deal: Testify against you as the ringleader and he'll walk. The police will be here to arrest you in  a few minutes."

"But, I didn't do anything but ride in the car."

Jake shook his head, "They found your prints on the bullets in the gun, you were in the car. They've already searched your place and found loot from robberies. You're being charged with Felony Murder, because you were the leader of the shooters."

A chill ran through my body.  "What...what are my chances?"

Jake said, "With your record, not good. Jurors will look at you and see a spoiled rich kid, blowing off society, doing drugs and having everything their kids don't."

"So, what should I do? Wait for the police, run, or something else?"

It was just too much.  I dropped my glass and fell back in the chair and cried. "Mom, Dad, I'm so sorry." The room faded out and went black.

I woke uncomfortable.  I was face down and confused.  My mouth was open and dry.  There was something pushing into my stomach, hard.  My head was pulled far back and my arms and legs were stretched out.  I tried to put my hands under my stomach but they were caught.  I opened my eyes, but saw only blackness.  I finally integrated all the strange sensations and realized I was completely naked and tied up.  I was laying across a smooth bar and my hands and feet were tied tight. My legs were spread wide, pulling my labia lips asunder. There was a steel ring wrapped in leather strapped in my mouth, behind my teeth, and a tight hood covered my head leaving only my nose and mouth exposed. I had been kidnapped.  Why was I tied like this? I was perfectly tied to be raped.  My parents were wealthy.  Maybe this was to increase the ransom? I struggled to free myself, but I was held tight and my only result was to make my freely hanging breasts sway.

A man's voice I didn't know said, "Hello Iris.  I have a message for you. You are a fugitive from justice.  This is 'Something else.'" Then he laughed.

It wasn't a nightmare.  I was a wanted felon. What could I do.  Life in prison? I couldn't let the police catch me.  But who had already caught me?  I was at home, in my parent's living room. I passed out. What happened then.  Who had me? I tried to ask, "Who..?" I couldn't speak clearly. This ring in my mouth made my speech almost unintelligible. My spoken "Who" had come out as merely a guttural exhalation.

Rough hands grasped my dangling breasts and tugged them carelessly.  They rubbed my nipples and I felt them stiffen and grow hard under the relentless pressure of hard fingers. I squealed in voiceless panic when, without warning, a rigid cock penetrated my pussy, spreading my inner lips wide and jamming deep inside me.  I screamed wordlessly as he took me.  I was shocked and scared, but mostly I was indignant and angry. Who the fuck was doing this to me? Who did they think they were.  I wasn't some brainless bimbo to play bondage games. I yelled, "No," over and over but he kept on. He fucked my loins with rapid strokes.  I felt my body lubricating me and my arousal shot up, unbidden.  Hot, salty tears rolled down my cheeks.  I hated it. I was being a girl. Men were using me without my permission.  Where was their shame, their civilization?

Another thick shaft thrust into my mouth, silencing my objections and thrusting down my stretched throat.  I continued to struggle get my limbs free, but I was well tied. I shuddered and sobbed in helpless frustration as the unknown men used me to satisfy their lust with callous disregard for anything but their personal pleasure.  Their groping hands mauled my buttocks and breasts further arousing themselves with the helpless body of their weeping, naked plaything. 

I was aghast.  I loved sex and I loved giving head, but this was just plain rape.  I  was furious and scared and against all logic, my traitorous body raged with sexual heat.  I was aroused by this ruthless pillaging of my female parts.  I was torn.  I wanted to be let loose and I wanted them to continue. If I liked them I would probably have gone along with the sex.  But I didn't know who was taking me and I didn't want to be raped. 

My moans were of unwanted pleasure and helpless possession.

I felt the man in my sex climax in me.  My love canal filled with his hot spend and my arousal climbed even higher. I hated that men could make me helpless, use me, and arouse me so without my consent.  My body didn't care.  It wanted to orgasm no matter what I thought. He pulled out and I felt his juices running down my stretched thighs.  The man in my mouth came then and I swallowed frantically to avoid drowning in his hot cum.  I felt him slide out of my mouth, leaving his hot, salty taste behind, coating my oral cavity.  I swallowed everything I could.  It was like thick soup. I loved the taste of cum.  I had always enjoyed giving head to men.  It gave me such control over them.  But now, I was helpless and I loved the feeling of submission too. Before, when I went down on them it made me hot to see them lying near helpless on their backs.  Now I was helplessly bound and the joy of submission was what the hot salty taste gave me. Would I ever feel the thrill of dominance again?

Lost, shamed, disgraced, I was lost in misery and thought they were done with me. They had enforced their male power over me, subjugated me, and left me. Would they kill me now to prevent me from describing my attack to the authorities?  Suddenly a male member thrust into my mouth and the cycle of arousal began anew.  I felt him swell as he held my head and pulled me onto him.

He had barely started when a hard cock forced its way into my bottom hole.  I was a virgin there and it hurt as I was stretched unnaturally wide.  The cock in my mouth was a very effective gag and my screams were muffled into nothing.  The cock plowed my ass for interminable moments until I felt him orgasm inside me too. His scalding hot cum filled my ass in a very pleasant way.  I had never felt that sensation before. It wasn't enough to make me orgasm, but it was unexpectedly pleasant.  I felt him leave my poor stretched hole while the gentleman in my mouth continued to arouse himself. In a moment he came in my mouth and I repeated my frantic swallowing while he withdrew.

Someone pulled my head back further and held a water bottle to my mouth.  I gratefully sucked in several mouthfuls before it was taken away.   But they weren't done with my mouth yet. A soft rubbery phallus shape was shoved into my mouth . It was pushed deep into me. I gagged and it was pulled out.  They repeated this several times until I stopped gagging.  Then it was shoved even further into me.  It was all the way into my throat and still they shoved it in.  Finally it was rotated a quarter turn and locked into the ring gag.  Then I was left alone.

I heard heavy footsteps as they left me helplessly tied.  Were they planning to ravage me again after they recovered? My mind raced as I sobbed inconsolably.  My tears ran out and I could still hear their voices nearby.  What were they planning for me?  I had satisfied their animal needs.  Would they let me go?  I had not seen their faces or heard their voices.  I was no threat to them.  I was totally dependent on their intentions.  I couldn't even talk to them with this damn gag in my mouth. 

I was exhausted and gave up struggling.  It had availed me nothing but to scrape my wrists and ankles raw.  An interminable time later, they returned to their helpless captive and laid hands on me again.  I squealed and struggled as their hands stroked my sensitive skin and probed my most secret places. I thought they were  teasing and torturing my helpless, sensitive body for their male pleasure.  Later I learned that my every twitch. scream and contortion was recorded and would be used to condition me into a sexually responsive, thoroughly subjugated slave.

They withdrew and I relaxed enough to wonder where I was and why.  This didn't feel like any kidnapping like I had seen on TV. I don't know of any enemies who might wish this on me.  And how in the hell had they gotten me out of my bedroom.  My parents had a state of the art security system.  The how wasn't as vexing as why, but I thought I was protected.  These men must be more than petty criminals.  And they sure fixed me good.  Just then fingers gripped my defenseless nipples.  I screamed through my gag but the fingers didn't stop.  The skilled manipulation made them into pulsing, rock hard, aching nubs of desire. My loins burst into a heated frenzy, forging headlong toward an orgasm. My body quivered with frantic sexual arousal and I was almost ready.

A searing flash of pain erupted in the stretched skin of my bottom.  A fiery line was etched into my soul and then another and more kept falling on me.  I screamed in pain and lust and struggled even more fiercely against my bonds.  My bottom was fiery crimson as the whips taught me my slavery.  Stiff fingers thrust into my sopping sex threw me into the throes of a massive orgasm fueled to huge size by the stinging whips that continued to heat my loins.  I climaxed wildly, screaming wordlessly both for mercy and not to stop.  My loins clamped tight on the questing fingers, striving vainly to hold them inside me.

The whipping ceased after my orgasm and my gag was removed. I screamed, "Please, no more, Please.  I beg you." My pleas were silenced as a different gag was plunged into my mouth.  This one was shaped like a penis and slid deep into my throat before it was strapped tight.

I was helpless and the only succor I found was the hope this was just a dream.  I was still asleep and would eventually wake from this nightmare.  I hoped with all my heart this was true.  But nothing changed.  I had to conclude this was real and I was the helpless plaything of ruthless men and had no idea how or why it had happened.  I didn't know where I was or how much time had elapsed since I fell asleep in my own bed.

I wrenched and dragged at my tied arms but couldn't move.  Then I heard the sound of chains clinking.  Oh no. Any possibility of escape would vanish when they locked me in chains.  I redoubled my efforts, but accomplished nothing bur scraping my skin. A whimper of defeat slipped out of my nose. I was lost, helpless. I could do nothing to hinder what they would do to me.  I had been violated, used by ruthless men.  I was scared and my belly was pulsing, I was getting aroused.  I was, unbelievably, excited.  I was hoping to be taken again.  No.  I couldn't want this.  I was a free woman, not their fucking sex slave.  I would choose my mates.  I would. But, my loins were itching, aching, I wanted to come.  My body needed something in me.  I wanted to be fucked again.

I felt strong hands untie my ankles and drag them together.  No, no, no.  Take me, now.  I felt grass under my feet. Shackles were clamped on my ankles and ratcheted tight.  Fuck.  I was aching and helpless. The rope holding my head back was released and it slumped forward.  My hands were untied and I was pulled upright.  My hands were cuffed together behind my back and a rope cinched my elbows painfully together.  The strain on my shoulders was terrific. My need was suppressed by the pain in my arms and shoulders.

A length of chain was padlocked around my neck and it was used to pull me forward. I leaned back and shook my head.  I wanted to be able to see.  Another slice of the whip on my already sore ass propelled me forward.  I wouldn't go.  I dug my feet in and resisted.  It was like fighting a truck.  I couldn't even slow them down.  Dammit, why did men have to be so much stronger.  Even if I was free, a man would just drag me kicking and screaming whereever he wanted. It wasn't fair.  Why did I have to be a woman? They were ignoring my resistance.  My head was still encased in its hood or mask, so I was blind. I was pulled forward, my hobble clinking faintly, until I felt fine gravel underfoot.  I gave up, my resistance wasn't even hindering them.  I heard motion and creaking about me, then I heard a man say, "Walk," followed by the clacking of horse's hooves.

My tether tugged on my neck and I followed it.  I heard continuous crunching sounds and guessed I was tethered to a horse drawn cart or wagon. Rough hands took the gag out of my mouth.

I heard a man ask in a low voice, "Are you a good girl, Iris?

I yelled, "Let me go.  You have no right to do this to me."

I heard a "Swish" and felt a searing pain as a whip landed across the tops of my breasts. "I screamed in pain and repeated, "Stop. Don't hit me. Let me go."

Another "Swish" and the whip bit into the underside of my sore breasts. The pain was ferocious.  My breasts were aflame. "Please, no more.  Please. I beg you. Stop whipping me." I was sobbing now, uncontrollably.

The voice repeated, "Are you a good girl, Iris?

"No," I screamed, "no. I'm a bad girl."

"I know," said the voice.  "Bad girls require punishment for two reasons.  First to pay for your sins and, second, to discourage future misbehavior."

"Swish." Pain erupted in my bottom . I screamed and sobbed .  The cart pulled me along and the  whip landed on my ass and my back as well as my breasts.  I was whipped all the way behind the cart. I demanded they stop.  I pleaded for them to stop.  I promised to be good if they would stop. I begged most piteously for them to stop. At last the whipping stopped.  I sobbed in misery for a few minutes more.  Finally I stopped crying, mainly because there was no response. My tears dried and the pain subsided. Was my punishment over? Where was I and who felt they should punish me for things I did at home? My helplessness  underscored my need for information. I had to learn much before I would have any chance for escape. I had to escape and make sure these bastards paid for what they had done to me.  I'd show them who they were dealing with.

I was led for a goodly distance after the whipping stopped. The air was hot and the sun beat down on my shoulders and back.  The tug on my leash stopped, so I stopped too.  More creaking and the crunch of my captor's soles on the gravel.  I was led onto more grass then brushed concrete, then out of the sun and onto a hard, smooth floor. The air was a comfortable temperature. More walking on the cold, hard floor then I was pushed down onto what felt like a board covered with a thick pad. My cuffs were removed and strong hands held my arms down and strapped them tight. Many straps were used to fasten me to the surface.  Each leg, my torso and my head were strapped down tightly.  My back and ass and breasts hurt as the straps pinned me down.. The gag went back into my mouth.  I couldn't make the tiniest movement of any part of my body. I smelled disinfectant, like in a hospital.


Chapter 2

I felt something small and soft enter my nostril, maybe a cotton swab? It coated the inside with a cold liquid that smelled of cinnamon.  It repeated on the other side.  I was left alone for a moment then more liquid coated my septum.  What were they doing? I felt the cold liquid painted on my left thigh, high up, near my hip.

I found out soon enough. Something cold was inserted into both my nostrils at the same time.  My nose was numb, but I could still feel it. It moved, compressing my septum followed by a loud click, then it was removed. I had been pierced.  I had researched the process because I was considering a nose ring.  They looked cool and it would piss off my parents. It, or something that felt similar was inserted again and I felt pressure, squeezing my septum.  Then it was removed too, but the squeezing sensation remained.

I heard a voice faint.  All I could make out was 'Ring" then I felt fingers doing something else to my nose. They were putting a ring in my nose.  Shit.  I bet it was one I couldn't take out when I wanted. The touch was brief, fleeting, but I heard a tiny clink and felt a brief pull. More faint noises and whatever I was strapped to rotated so I was vertical, my head above my body. I felt a tiny pin prick on me thigh where they had painted some liquid.

Then back to my face. Something was being done to my nose again. I sensed more than felt something in front of my face.  My breath was being reflected back into my lips. There was a loud sizzling noise, like frying bacon. My face was being protected from whatever was being done.  After a brief pause it was replaced by a grinding noise. It lasted much longer and I felt a vibration in my nose. I could only guess, but I thought a solid ring had been put in my piercing, welded shut then ground smooth.  They had put some sort of shield over my face to protect my nose and what little exposed skin I had from the forces they employed to make my ring permanent and smooth.

I felt something push on my thigh where the liquid was painted.  Again that frying bacon sound only quieter this time.  I didn't feel any pain, just the pressure.  It pressed into me for a few seconds then was removed.  It didn't hurt, it was like they had pressed something onto my leg and then took it away. The smell of barbecuing meat came to me.  I felt a prick in my shoulder and  things went black.

I was laying on my back on something hard.   It was black.  My arms were asleep.  I was laying on them. I rolled to  my side but my arms wouldn't move.  My mouth felt fuzzy and dry.  My nose hurt.  I remember being pierced and he ring. There was something laying on my upper lip. I tried to open my eyes but there was something around my head.  I shook my head.  The covering didn't move but I felt whatever was laying on my lip hit me hard on each side of my nose.  I felt it swinging from my nose as I stopped shaking.  Shit. I was right. Someone had put a heavy ring in my nose.  Who the fuck did they think they were?  Why were they doing this to me?   

Suddenly I remembered girlhood dreams of being captured and ravished by powerful men.  I had fantasized about being chained and my dreams always ended with me being his lover. Was this just a vivid dream.  Would I wake and find myself in bed waiting for the police?  Was this better than being some bull dyke's bitch in a federal prison? Did I want to wake up? Could I be having this discussion if I was dreaming?  This was real and I couldn't do a thing about it.  Someone had great big cojones indeed to think a few chains and rape would break me! I had been a smart gang leader.  I was tough and I would not be someone's slave girl, chained or not. 

I sat up.  I was naked.  I was on a hard surface.  It was cold and felt rough, like concrete.  I could move my hands, but only a little. Thankfully the rope binding my elbows together was gone.  My wrists wore snug metal bands that were joined by several links.  I felt them and found they were police handcuffs.  Cheap, convenient and pick able, but only if I had a tool, even a hairpin.  I had nothing.  I fought them but nothing changed. They were far stronger than I.  I moved my feet in the dark. They were chained together too.  I could feel the same sort of cuffs around my ankles and the jingling of the chain as I moved. I noticed a pain in my leg as I moved.  Not sharp, but a dull pain.  They had done something to me, but what.  I tried to reach it but my fingers were just out of reach.

Panic threatened to engulf me as I realized how thoroughly I was imprisoned. I opened my mouth and called out, "Is anyone here?"  I felt a sharp pain in my nose when I opened my mouth.  Why had they put a ring in my nose.  That smacked of punishment, humiliation.  It was something you did to shame a girl when you intended to keep her.  It wouldn't make anyone more likely to pay ransom.

Silence. My head was still wrapped in a tight covering.  I smelled leather.  It was tight on my head.   I felt a snug band around my neck like those on my wrists.    I waved my hands around and found a hanging chain.  I pulled on it and felt a pull on my neck. Shit.  I was collared.  I pulled the other way and it jerked to a halt.  I was tethered to something solid.  

I struggled onto my knees and followed my tether to its other end.  It was fastened to a ring set about waist high on a concrete wall.  I leaned on the wall and sat down.  I considered my head.  My mouth and nose were not covered.  Everything else was wrapped in a tight mask or hood.  My eyes were pressed shut, probably a pad over them. I licked my lips.  My tongue and mouth were dry.  At least the gag was gone. Shit. I needed water.

I tried to recall what happened.  I had been arrested.  My parents made bail.  I had eaten dinner with them, read, and talked to them and Jake, their attorney, and Mr. Allen.  He had said "Something else" and so had the man who talked to me when I woke up.  Was he connected to my situation? Were my parents in on this?  I must have been drugged.  But how.  Maybe it was the drink my mother gave me. Why would she do that.  Why  was I here?  No matter, I had to escape.  

I felt fine now except for being naked, chained and blind.  OK I wasn't fine.  What the fuck was happening to me?  Why me?  I also didn't know where I was or how long I had been unconscious.  I wasn't starving, so no more than a day or two.  My parents must have wanted me here rather than prison. But this was worse than any prison I ever heard of.  And my rape when I woke up?  That wouldn't happen in prison. Would it?.  

What was happening to me.  Why was someone doing this to me.  I didn't have any enemies this powerful.  I was a girl just starting out on a criminal career.  Only my parent's money made me valuable.  Had I stepped on some one's toes somehow?  No. It wasn't possible.  Who had taken me?  Why had they taken me?   What was going to happen to me.  More rape was implicit in my condition.  

I stood up, cautiously and explored to the end of my tether.  I could only take small steps, a little more than a foot before my ankle was snubbed short.  Nothing.  I went back the other way. Nothing.  I stretched my feet out as far away from the ring as possible.  Nothing. I crept around in my personal darkness, afraid of falling.   Nothing.  I went back to the wall.  I tried to stretch my hearing and smell as far as I could.  Nothing.  All I had were my chains and hard concrete.  I waited.  There was nothing else to do.  I couldn't stop my mindless soul searching though.

A noise.  I heard something.  Far away.  It was footsteps. High heels. Someone was approaching. Thank God.    I heard the unmistakable clatter of chain on concrete.  Wait, were her ankles chained like mine? Was she here to help me?

A woman said, "Hello, Iris.  Not too uncomfortable, I hope?"

"Yes, I'm uncomfortable.  I've been kidnapped.  I'm chained to a wall.  I'm naked. I've been whipped. I think someone put a ring in my nose when I was unconscious. I'm terrified.  Are you responsible for this?"

I felt a fiery burning pain on my thigh.  I screamed and a hard ball was stuffed in my mouth.  I felt her hands buckle it tight in my mouth.  I tried to tell her I was sorry, but the ball held my tongue down and I could only grunt.  I heard her footsteps walk away."  Oh No. Please don't go.  Come back.  I need water.  Please, I silently thought. But they went away.

I cried for my lost freedom, my lost water, my lost sight.  I pleaded with God to let me see and walk and drink again.

I lay down on the hard floor.  It was warm? Radiant heating? No matter. I slept again.  I awoke to approaching footsteps.  No sounds of a chain.  It sounded like a man's shoes. I struggled up against the wall and waited.

Rough hands at my neck took the ball out of my mouth.

A man's voice said "Kneel, Iris."

I didn't move. I worked my stiff jaw and said, "Stuff it shit head.  Let me out of here now and maybe I'll forget what you idiots did to me." I was pissed.  I had never obeyed any man and I wasn't going to start now.  I was not a pushover and I didn't care if I was helpless.  I was tough and I'd show him  strong arm tactics weren't going to work on me.

He said, "Disobedient and disrespectful slaves are punished."

"I'm not a fucking slave." The whip stroke landed on both my sore breasts.  I screamed and screamed.  The pain.  The pain was incredible.  It felt like my breasts were on fire.  I lifted my knees to protect my breasts and the next pain I felt was low on my ass.  I thrashed and the whip landed all over my body.  I screamed and pleaded but it kept biting my body.  I pleaded for  him to stop.  Finally he did stop and said, "Kneel."

I struggled to my knees. My body was on fire. I understood now that confrontation was not a good way to show my independence when I was helpless. The aroma of after shave drifted into my nose.  I imagined the tendrils of scent wafting past the unwanted ring in my septum.  I knew what was going to happen and I both feared and lusted for it.  The flames of my skin had made me horny.  I was aroused by his strength.  He would not stand for resistance from me.  I was excited and ready to be taken.  I was ashamed for my easy submission and arousal, but I needed release now, more than pride..  I rolled the word around in my head, sub, submit, submissive, submission, subjugated. All from the word sub, meaning under. Boy was I under control. The excitement of my coming climax made my belly tremble. 

Hands were placed on both sides of my head and gently tilted it to the side.  His lips touched mine and my heart jumped. His tongue brushed my lips and I opened them for him.  His tongue slowly entered my mouth and our tongues touched I let mine go limp and left his to explore me.  It roamed around my mouth, teaching me.  Finally it caressed my tongue and I lifted it again.  Our tongues danced and mated in my mouth.  I was submissive, he was dominant. He tasted clean and fresh.  He didn't smoke and hadn't drunk alcohol lately.  He was a breath of hope and I savored his taste. The kiss was sensual, erotic, and so intimate.  As long as it lasted I felt I was part of the real world again. I wanted it to continue.

He broke the kiss and a hand moved to my neck. He grasped the chain there and pulled my neck forward, just a little.  His other hand took hold of my nose ring. I had never felt so helpless in my life.

He said, "Iris, your ring is lovely.  I can't wait to see your whole face.  Do you know why we put this ring in your nose?"

"No one told me anything. And no one asked me if I wanted it. No, I don't know." It wasn't a lie, I didn't know. But I suspected it was to show me they had taken all my power. It was supposed to make me humble. I wouldn't let it.

"But you suspect, don't you?  It is an ancient custom to ring a slave. It makes her more controllable. A single finger on her ring and she becomes very obedient.  It is the ideal place for her leash when you want to move her. But those are mere conveniences.  The real effect is on the slave. Every motion causes the ring to move in her flesh. It reminds her continually that she is property, owned by another and she has no rights. She has become mere livestock for her master to do with as he pleases. It reminds her she must be pleasing and solicitous of her master, for his displeasure knows no bounds."

God.  He was right. His mere touch on the ring drove his points home.  A finger on it and I would do anything I was told. I hated this feeling of subjugation. I would escape somehow.  They couldn't keep me like this forever. Someday they would want me to be useful.  Then they would take these chains off me.  I would wait and pretend to be their slave until I had their trust. 

"Spread your legs wide." His voice was commanding, confident, self assured.  He knew I would obey.  His fingers held my ring and my will.

I obeyed.

"Wider and arch your back.  Stick your breasts out."

God. I was no longer a woman, just a sex toy showing off my body. This was so demeaning. I obeyed, just not all the way. I didn't arch my back as far as possible or spread my legs as wide as I could.  A halfway response let me obey the letter of the command, but I used it to show my rejection of his authority. I had learned disobedience meant pain. I could imagine what I looked like now. A helpless woman, featureless save for the ring in her nose, obeying his every command. 

His whip hit my back and I screamed.  The pain was so bad.  I twisted and landed on the floor and his whip bit me again and again. I begged him to stop. "Please Master. I'll obey you, I will." His whip scalded my flesh ten times before he stopped.

He said, "Kneel and do it properly, Iris."

I struggled to my knees and spread my knees as far as I could.  I arched my back until it hurt and stuck my breasts out as far as I could. I sobbed into my hood for long minutes as I imagined him observing me, looking for any more rebellion or failures from me.

I had never imagined a man could be so ruthless to me, treat me so harshly for a tiny bit of rebellion.  I learned he would accept nothing but my full and complete obedience.  He did not tolerate nominal obedience.  I had to give it my all.

My belly was heaving and twisting, in an agony of arousal.  He was so strong and I was so helpless.  I wanted him to take me, now. My scalding love juices were dripping out of my nether lips. I was ashamed of my easy subjugation but alive with lust such as I had never felt before.  I was his and I wanted him to take me, ravage me with wild animal sex, and make me even more his slave. I heard a low moan escape from my lips.  I was in an agony of need.  I was so hot.

"Good. Scoot forward."

I rocked back and forth and slid my knees forward at each rock.

"Stop."

He stepped behind me, lifted my ankle chain up and locked it to my wrist chain. His hands took hold of my shoulders.  They were warm and strong. They pulled me back and lay me gently on my back.  His hands slid lightly, sensuously down my chest and onto my breasts, Now I felt his breath warm on my lips, my nose.  His fingers caressed my breasts and gripped my nipples.  He pulled on them, lifting my breasts toward my face.  His hands shifted and his mouth clamped around my left nipple and sucked.  It was unbearably erotic and sensual. His tongue caressed my nipple and I felt it growing rock hard in his mouth.  I wanted him to bite it. hard.  I knew the pain would send me into a frantic climax. 

I had never appreciated the eroticism of bondage before.  My inability to move drove me wild with desire.  My belly was spasming and waves of heat rippled through me.  I needed to kiss him, to hold him in my arms to stimulate him as he was me.  All I could do was wait for him and pray he would finish what he had started. I moaned, "Please." Please what I don't know. Stop or take me My bondage was tripling my arousal. My weight lay on my hands and I threw my knees  wide apart, spreading my pussy lips wide open, exposing my secret place, inviting him to take me.

The hands left my shoulders and I heard him move again.  I was unbalanced.  I wanted him to do my right breast too. His hands pushed down on my thighs and I knew I was going to be taken again. Pinned by my own weight I could neither close my gaping thighs nor roll over.

His hand stroked my belly then moved lower to the juncture of my spread thighs and I gasped as his searching fingers slid over my labia and into my spread sex, sliding over my sensitive flesh.

Devastating arousal roared through my body as his fingers roamed over sensitive nerves and probed deeper into me. My muscles strained against my implacable steel bonds to no avail.  My complete helplessness doubled the intensity of his stimulation and fed the unbearable fire in my belly as he forced me to respond to his touch. His hand brushed against my triply sensitive clit and I gasped at the flash of arousal it triggered.

I tried not to, tried as hard as I could, but, inexorably, his nimble fingers kindled an all-consuming desire in me until my body responded with by lifting my pelvis toward him, trying to bury the intruders inside me.

He shifted his hand and his thumb stroked the hard nub  of my clit and my groan of helpless desire signaled my surrender.  I had lost the unequal battle to his remorseless fingers.

His other hand descended on my engorged nipples and squeezed first the left then the right.  The combined arousal shoved me over the edge in an instant and I screamed in overwhelming pleasure as I toppled into a powerful orgasm.

My belly contracted, then spasmed powerfully, forcing waves of love juices onto the questing fingers.

He said, "You're hot, Iris.  Does the whip arouse you? Or is it your bondage?  Or are you always this hot?"

I heard the smile as he spoke. I struggled to form a coherent sentence through my climax shrouded mind. Finally, I murmured, "Strong men do this to me." It was a lie.  I had never met this strong a man before.  But it was  also true.  Being helpless in his hands made me relive my dreams.  I wanted a lover like this, but as my partner, not my owner.

The spasms wracking my body slowly subsided.  His hands caressed my bound body, running from my chained feet up my calves, down my thighs, and all around my wet pussy.  They ran slowly up onto my belly, around my waist, and up to my breasts.  Fingers stroked my nipples and cupped my breasts.  His weight descended on me, pushing my arms into my back.  His weight rested on me as a hand lifted and played with my nose ring. The thought of being taken like this appalled me, but I couldn't deny the insatiable heat flowing through my body as I waited for my captor's next move.

I had never met such men before.  Men who simply took what they wanted. My world had been torn asunder by the devastating effect of being bound and gagged and used by men to slake their animal desires. I had never before been reduced to such insignificance. My whole world had been destroyed. I had thought I was independent, able to control my world. Overnight my independence was taken from me and now I was totally controlled by unknown strangers. Where would it end. Was I destined to be a helpless sex toy from now on? Would that be so bad?  I was nothing but a sex toy. But the incredible arousal and pleasure I received was also a revelation. Sex before this was nice, and the men fun. Now a wall had been broken and I never wanted to go back. 

There was not the slightest doubt I would be taken again and again, whenever the men wanted me. I would be unable to prevent it from happening and, shameful though it was, I wanted the sex. I hated them for taking all control from me, but loved what they did to me? There was not the least possibility they would respect me afterwards.  They chained me so I was helpless and did what they wanted to me. No resistance was possible and I hated them for it. Yet, yet, I loved how they made me feel. I hated the process and loved the result.  I feared my resistance would end and I would slide into obedient slavery if they continued to ply me with such rapturous pleasure.

My overheated body quivered and my pelvis rose under him, unbidden, wanting more. He kissed the tip of my nose and his tongue ran over my taut lips.  I felt a shudder race through me. Then the tip of his stiff penis probed my wet nether lips.  I spread my knees wider, so he would have unrestricted access to my love canal.  I was well aware this was a one-way trip.  I greeted his stiff erection into my body with a silent scream of ecstasy . As he lunged and thrust with his strong body I arched my back to meet him, helping in my ravaging and coming over and over as he took me.  My juices flooded my belly as I submitted completely.

He took me fully, sparing me nothing and when his hot spend flooded into me, I was gasping and sweating from my exertions.  In a moment he withdrew and said, "Thank you, Iris. You were very good. Open."

There was no point in resisting.  I was powerless and any resistance would be painful and pointless.  His will would not be changed by me.  He had taken my free will for now and I had tasted the benefits of slavery. He owned me and we both knew it. I said, "Thank you, Master," and opened my mouth. He slipped the gag back in me and strapped it tight. He rolled me over and removed the lock fastening my wrists to my ankles

He walked away and a line from an old TV show came to me, "Who was that masked man?" I lay there unmoving for quite a while wondering at my feelings.  I was still in the post-coital bliss and thinking that I wanted a drink.  No, not water, which I could get anytime.  I was content to lie there.  In fact I had nothing else to do.  No schedule, no chores, nothing but think and feel. I was feeling good even though I was quite helpless. Was sex and food all I really needed to be happy?

Shortly a woman approached.  I hear her heels and her ankle chain getting closer. Her perfume was floral and faint. I thought of earlier days when I had received gifts of perfume from men and used it to remind me of the giver.  I wondered if I would ever receive a gift again. She said, "Stand up Iris.  I'm going to wash you."

I stood up, clumsily and she helped.  She unlocked the chain from my collar and led me somewhere close.  I felt the floor under me change to tile.  My collar was locked to something and warm water flowed over my shoulders. None touched my hood.  While the water was running she gave me an enema and then a douche.  Finally I was soaped and rinsed.  Warm air flowed over me and dried me. She took me back to my place and locked the chain back on my collar.

The woman, I think it was the same one, said, "I'm here to give you some water.  Do not speak. Kneel."

I felt her  remove the gag.  I licked my dry lips and opened my mouth.  She held a water bottle to my lips and let water run in.  I bathed my tongue in it.  I let it trickle down my parched throat until it was all gone.  She said, "I'll bring some food later.  Then we can talk.  Open."  She put the gag back in and fastened it.  I heard her footsteps go away.  I was sure she wore high heels and an ankle chain. It was a lonely sound.  

My relentless soul searching started again.  Who was she.  Was she my captor?  An employee, another captive? Or something else.  There was so much I needed to know.  I tried to focus on my questions.  What was going to happen to me?  Where was I? Who was in charge? Why, oh why was I kidnapped? Why was I hooded and gagged? Would I be raped again?  I would hold that one for last.  I was sure that was my fate, otherwise why keep me naked and helpless?

She was gone a long time.  She implied it wouldn't be a long time.  I was hungry.  Every time I thought about food, my hunger grew.  Now I was ravenous.  Finally, I heard her coming.

She said, "Iris.  I brought you some food.  I will feed you. You may not ask questions or complain."  She removed my gag and gave me another drink.

"Get on your knees and spread them wide.  Arch your back.  Hold your head up high.   Keep your ass on your heels.  Get in this position when anyone here.  Is this clear?

"Yes. How should I address you?"

"You may call me Mistress."

Mistress!  No way in hell.  I was my own woman!  I was not a maid or a menial. I opened my mouth to give a stinging rebuke to this woman.  I paused, remembering what had happened to me last time I raised my voice.  I would play along until I could find out what was going on, "Yes, mistress.  I would be grateful if my sight could be restored and my hands and feet freed.  I know I am fastened to a wall, so I could not escape."

"No."  She put a piece of apple in my mouth.  It was by far the best food I had ever had.

I ate it and opened my mouth for more.  A piece of orange was put in.  I sucked that down quickly, Next I got a piece of carrot, followed by a stalk of broccoli.

"Mistress. I need to go to the bathroom soon.  Could you take me?

"No.  I have brought you a pail.  I will put it next to the wall on your right.  If you make a mess, you'll clean it up with your tongue. Be careful."

I heard her put it down. I would never know if I were being watched.  To use the pail in front of unknown watchers was daunting.  I don't doubt I will use the pail when need becomes urgent.  The pail and hood and chains must be punishment.  The insidious punishment of the hood was clear.  I damned the hood and the pail and my captor.  I was helpless.  I wanted to cry, but the hood suppressed the tears.

I must have offended someone.  Who could it be?  Could it be Billy?  He was angry with me, but he'd been angry before and it always passed.  Was he even capable of this? I don't remember ever making anyone angry. It must be a kidnapping for ransom.  Nothing else made any sense.  But why the hood and chains.  They could just keep me drugged..

"Mistress, this is frightening me. I don't know why I'm here or how long this will last."

"I would be frightened too, Iris."

"It would be less frightening if I could see.  Can you tell me how long I have to wear it?"

"No questions, Iris."

"Mistress, am I permitted to know who  the man was that visited me before you washed me?"

"That was your Master. When he wants you to know his name, he will tell you.  It is enough you address all men as 'Master.'" 

"Can you tell me how long I have to wear the hood?"

The pain was fearful as the whip scalded my breasts.  I screamed again and again.  I rolled over to my side.  I struggled hopelessly to touch my inflamed chest.  My chains clattered again and again as I fought the unyielding links.  I was more helpless than any chained animal ever was. Once again she pulled me upright.  I sobbed with hopeless anguish.  I was so damned helpless against this demonic woman.

"No questions Iris.  You will wear that hood until you are ready to have it removed.  Maybe you will wear it for life."

"Mistress,   I don't know how to get ready.  I think I'll go crazy first."

"Maybe not. The whip will teach you."

"I would like to speak to whoever sets the standards for me."

The whip scalded my thigh. I screamed and rolled on the ground.  My chains clattered and clanked as I tried to reach the fiery cut and sooth it.  My every motion was snubbed by the unyielding links.  No animal was ever as restrained as I.  I sobbed into my hood.

Strong hands lifted me to my knees.  She held another piece of apple to my lips. "That was a demand, Iris."

I ate an apple and an orange, some vegetable.  I was full.

"Mistress, I'm full now."

She held a water bottle to my lips and I drank. "Thank you , Mistress."

"You're welcome. You know you are a slave, don't you?"

"I've been called that by the men."

"Its true. You don't want to be a slave, do you?"

"No. Of course not."

"You don't have a choice. I didn't either."

"Are you telling me you like being a slave?

"Yes, I do.  I was taken and brought here years ago.  I fought and screamed just like you. I was whipped into shape, literally.  I collected stripes every day for a month until I learned to behave.  Then I tried to play along until I could escape.  Then I found I didn't want to escape. Now I love it."

"Mistress, I mean no disrespect, but I hear the chain on your ankles when you walk.  Do you enjoy being chained?"

"I got used to them long ago.  I'm naked and collared and ringed and chained, but none of these matter.  All that matters is that I’m valued and cherished. I love my master and the sex is incredible.  You've been taken by a Master once. Imagine that every day you get fucked by men who are just as skilled and enjoy giving you pleasure."

"I think I will be horribly embarrassed to be seen naked and chained by free men and women.  I would just shrivel up and die if anyone saw me."

"There are a few free women here. I use dto be afraid of them, but now I respect them and pity them. They can never feel the joys of submission nor experience the full joy that nature gave to every woman. I feel guilty when they look at me, but they made their choice.  Your chains and clothing are not your choice, but your Master's." 

"Mistress, can I know why I am here?"

Another horribly painful blow on my back.  I screamed and the gag was stuffed back into me. 

"Because you are beautiful and someone wants you. Curiosity is not appreciated in slaves."  I heard her leave

Because someone wants me?  Wants me?  I didn't know anyone wanted me.  I was indignant.  Some one took me and chained me naked in a concrete cell because they wanted me?  What gall! And why haven't they just stepped forward and made love to me?  Why the hood, and chains, and no questions?  What was going on?  

I fumed and cursed and threatened any number of fanciful punishments on whoever had taken me.  I spent hours in my rage.  Finally I tired of threatening fanciful reprisals far beyond my ability to achieve.  I resigned myself to learning only through osmosis.  I could not affect my environment.  I couldn't ask questions.  All I could do was breathe, eat, eliminate, sleep, and mince to the limit of my tether. I had to wait until I was able to see, to learn something, to be free of my tether to the wall before I could even plan my escape. But I would.  Eventually they had to lower their guard. I don't think any healthy young woman was ever so helpless.  I despaired.

After my second feeding, Mistress came to me. "Kneel, Iris."

I had learned that I must instantly obey her or feel her whip.  I knelt, even though I hated it.

"Open."

I opened my mouth for gagging. She stuffed the long penis gag in me.  I felt it go way down my throat before she buckled the strap behind my head.

She unlocked the tether from my collar and let it drop to the floor. "Stand up.  I stood. She clipped a leash onto my nose ring and led me away.  We went through two doors and she stopped me. "Walk forward slowly until your legs touch the bench."

I obeyed and gently contacted a padded surface. I heard a loud click.

"Lean forward until you touch the bar".

I bent at the waist and leaned forward.  I felt Mistress' hands on my leash gently pulling my nose down.  My collar touched something hard and I stopped.  Her hands shifted my head a little to the side and my head fell another inch or so as my collar fell into its slot.  A click and my collar was held fast.

Mistress said, relax and this won't hurt."

I felt her inserting something into my bottom hole.  I knew she was right.  I tried to relax and I may have succeeded.  Anyway it slipped in and I felt my muscle contract around its arrow waist.  I was plugged.  

I heard movement behind me and then felt her rubbing lubricant on my pussy.  I wiggled my bottom.

"Hold still. You'll like this.."

She put a phallus up to my pussy and shoved it inside me. It did feel good, but dead, inert.  More fiddling around my pussy then an electric motor came on and the phallus started moving in and out. Now this was good.  I hated that I liked it and was so helpless.  I should resist this feeling.  I needed to stay focused on escape.  I should play along and gain their trust, I guess.  I'll pretend this is arousing me.  I made a little moan of pleasure, just to fool her.  I would fake an orgasm and make them think they were getting to me. The in and out was very nice, but I could resist it.

She said, "I'll use this clicker before you orgasm." Then I heard a sharp, metallic click.  I recognized the sound.  It was a child's toy a small round metal device that made a clicking sound.

Then the vibrator she had placed against my clitoris started buzzing.  Oh shit.  This was too much.  I couldn't help the sharp rise in my arousal.  I couldn't stand it.  I bucked and wriggled but affected nothing. I tried to stamp my feet, but they were held fast. I gasped and low moans started coming from deep in my body.  I couldn't help myself. I was out of control and she was shoving me over the edge.  I screamed as the climax twisted my belly.  I felt my love juices trickling out of my pussy and down my legs. I pleaded with her through my gag, "Mistress, please stop. I can't stand it."

I only heard grunts and they were ignored.

Then, amidst my sensory turmoil I felt her doing something to my dangling breasts.   They were being squeezed like there was a bra going around them.  But it was tight on each breast, like a glove. Then the suction started. Rhythmic, one breast at a time. I was being milked.  But I had no milk.  I had never given birth.  It felt good though.  The soft rhythm of the suction was a perfect addition to the pumping in my loins. 

I felt a second orgasm rising in my belly.  It was an unstoppable tide heating my belly and thrusting me to the edge once more.  I climaxed in an enormous orgasm and screamed my delight. In my post-orgasmic bliss I realized my mechanical friends were still at it and I felt my arousal climbing again. I pleaded again with Mistress, "Please, Mistress, Please not again," but only grunts came through my gag.

I was ignored.  I struggled mightily, but with my arms locked behind me and my neck and feet rigidly held I was helpless. I couldn't have more orgasms.  I would die. 

Despite my pleading and my thrashing about, she forced me to have ten orgasms in a row.  I don't know how long it took, but I was sweating from my exertions and numb with emotional exhaustion.  I didn't know it was possible to have so many in a row.  I learned that there was little I couldn't stand.  I would have to endure what my Mistress wanted me to have, whether I liked it or not.

I resolved again to play along.  This is just a game.  I need them to relax and trust me.

There was no day or night for me.  Mistress came and fed and watered me.  My pail was emptied every three or four feedings.  

I was taken to the pillory and milked and fucked until I had ten orgasms, every two feedings.  She used the clicker before I orgasmed, but it didn't hurt anything and I couldn't do anything bout it. I didn't fight.  Fighting was useless.  I was kept helpless and I was, of necessity, compliant. 

Days passed.  I lost count.  I had no way to record or recollect anything.  I had watched movies and read books involving interrogation.  I had been cut off from most environmental clues.  It was possible, even likely my diurnal clock was intentionally confused.  All they had to do was vary my feeding times.  I didn't have any other clues to time of day.  My God. I was being conditioned to ... what?  I didn't know.

One thing was clear.  My continued rounds of forced orgasms was training my body to expect and need them.  If Mistress was late in taking me to the pillory, my loins stated to itch and my belly spasm.  I was being conditioned to need sex, lots of it, every day.  Sure it was pleasant, but to need it made me obedient It gave my captors just another way to control me.  I hated it.  I also needed it.  I had to escape, but they had not relaxed their grip on me one iota.

Master came and took me to bliss several more times while I was locked in night.  He always used a clicker before I orgasmed, too. When he took me, Mistress did not force me to orgasm.  One or the other, I had several orgasms a night. I got needier as my training went on.  I had to admit I was being effectively trained to need sex, despite my struggling against it.  I used to take it whenever I could, safely.  But I had never felt the need to orgasm so strongly.  It got so strong I would start to juice and itch and salivate as soon as I started eating.  I was like Pavlov's dogs.  Just being fed aroused me and made me hot enough my love juices dripped out of me.

I memorized his scent. It was always the same one.  If I was not gagged when he came, he put the long penis gag deep in my throat. My attitudes have been changed by my conditioning.  I now thought being gagged was an erotic act.  It was  kind of foreplay. As soon as I felt the fake penis at my lips my belly trembled and my pussy got wet.  My nipples grew hard and my labia lips grew heavy and fat with blood.   By the time he had me hogtied on my back I was dripping love juices from my pussy and my nipples were like diamond.

At the time it was wonderfully erotic. I still hated the idea they could condition me to respond to a trigger against my will.  But I never though about it when they triggered me. Then my loins took over and I started spreading my nether lips and dripping love juice.  I couldn't have a coherent thought until I had my orgasm. It was only later that I realized I had been triggered to arousal.  The gag was only the first trigger they used.  Pleasure was a very effective conditioning tool. Afterwards I sometimes wondered about the clicker.  Just some local ritual, I guess.

The only other visitor I knew of was Mistress.  I may have had visitors I didn't detect.  Cameras may have broadcast my captivity to millions.  I learned to piss and crap adroitly in a pail.  Never missed.  Never wiped, either.  I was able to hold my ass cheeks wide apart with my chained hands as I squatted.  Worked OK, but I hope I'm not being recorded.


Chapter 3

One day my routine changed.  Mistress unlocked my chain from the wall and helped me stand.  She led me some ways.  I passed through several doors.  The floor changed from concrete to tile after a while.

My feet were pulled apart and fastened to the floor.  I felt my tether fastened above my head.  I had to stand tall to avoid choking.  

"Its time for a proper whipping Iris.  You may scream or if you wish I will gag you."

"Mistress, I know you will whip me, but I would like to know if I am being punished.  I would like to correct my behavior if so."

"Your Master wants you whipped.  I don't know if its punishment or he just thinks you need it.  I am going to whip you and I enjoy whipping girls.  So, in a sense, yes, you are being punished for being female.  Around here, that's enough.   You were to receive six.  Now you will receive seven because of the question."  She pulled my chained wrists high on my back and fastened them to my collar.

I do not want the gag, Mistress."

"Very well.  I will give you an opportunity.  Do not scream. If you do not scream, I will retract the seventh stroke.  It will be a chance for you to excel, Iris."

"Thank you, Mistress.  I will try."  I would try. Removing one stroke was a worthy goal.  If I could show obedience under the whip, perhaps she will be more lenient with me later.

Good.  Count the strokes and thank me after each one."

"Yes, Mistress."

The first scalding stroke lashed across my upper back.  The pain was bad, but not as bad as I feared.  I stifled my scream.  I could do this.  "One. Thank you, Mistress."

A long pause then the second stroke landed on my waist and curled around to caress my tummy.  Again, it was bad, but I could stand it.  I didn't scream.  A ladylike whimper escaped me, but that was all. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The third hit the top of my ass cheeks.  It was much harder than the first two.  I was sure I was bleeding.  I felt my flesh recoil under the force.  I strained against my bonds to no avail.  It was terrible to have to just stand still and take the pain.  My helplessness compounded the pain.  I longed to be able to rub my wound and soothe it. I clamped my mouth shut and whimpered softly.  I held my scream in and realized I  felt it more in silence.  I was proud of my fortitude. I opened my mouth . "Three.  Thank you, Mistress."

The next three all hit my ass as hard as the third one.  I kicked and squealed and stamped my feet.  I didn't scream. My poor, poor ass. It would hurt for a week.

"Well done, Iris.  Were you trying to obey or prove something to yourself?"

"Mistress, I think a little of both."

"Good answer. I'm going to shave you then wash you, Iris.  Don't move." 

"Thank you, mistress."

The lather felt warm and tingly as she spread it on my pussy. Her strokes with the razor were gentle and smooth.  I could feel my traitorous body responding to the stimulation.  I felt the warmth growing in my loins.  I heard a soft moan come floating out of me.  I shifted my loins involuntarily.  

"Keep still, Iris."

"Yes, mistress.  I didn't move on purpose."

"I know.  You're a hot bitch aren't you?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Maybe that's why you're here."

"But, mistress, I never flirted or played around.  I didn't even have a boyfriend."

"Don't know, Iris.  Your body is superb.  Maybe your new owner thinks you were too snooty?"

"Owner, mistress?  Am I a slave now?"

A fiery cut  on my already bruised ass made me scream.

"No questions Iris."

"Yes, mistress,'" I drawled out her title in a syrupy voice. 

Another fiery cut on my ass. "That's for being snarky."

"Yes, mistress, Sorry."

She lathered my body all over.  She seemed to pay special attention to my loins and ass.  She rinsed me off with a stream of warm water.  She rubbed her hands all over my body. It felt so good just to be touched again.  She massaged my breasts and squeezed and pinched my nipples until they were rock hard and ached in a good way.  She stroked my labia lips until I was panting.  Her fingers slipped into my well lubricated cunt, Then I felt her tongue thrust into my mouth.  Her head leaned to my left.  I felt my nose ring pushed to the side.  Then I felt her nose ring press into my lip beside mine.  It was strangely erotic to know our rings were pressed between our faces. I wished I could see and feel them.  They were large and smooth and felt the same.  She kissed me hard and long while her busy fingers warmed my belly.   I didn't know what to do.  The kiss was erotic and felt wonderful.    I reached my tongue out and felt the ring hanging down  her upper lip and it was thick.  I moaned when she left my mouth and even louder when she stuck her tongue into my pussy.  She sucked and licked all over my cunt.  I felt her ring sliding over my pussy.  It was as erotic as her tongue.  When she took my clit into her mouth I exploded into a fantastic orgasm.  I screamed my pleasure. My belly spasmed and my love juices gushed down my legs.  

"Guess I'll have to wash your legs again, won't I, Iris?"

"Yes, mistress," I gasped, still recovering "sorry, but thank you so much, mistress."

"Iris, you get to return the favor now." 

"Mistress, I would like that.  May I ask you a question?"

"No, Iris.  But I will tell you I wear a nose ring.   I will wear mine always.  You probably will too.

"Mistress, do you like it?"

"Iris, you are getting close to a whippable question so be careful.  Yes, I do like the way it looks and feels."

"Mistress, I hope this doesn't earn me a whipping, but I wonder if you ever take it out?"

"Silly girl.  I can't take it out.  My master put it in me and its permanent.  I still love it for the way it looks and for its symbolism.  No more questions now."

I felt helpless but I was also ashamed of my instant longing.  I was still helpless.  I felt her lips on mine.  I ran my tongue over her ring.  It was huge and solid.  I opened my mouth in sudden lust.  I kissed her back and our tongues danced in my mouth.  I felt my heat rising again.  I wanted to love her as she had loved me.  I felt a pang of guilt, but it was swiftly disposed of by my heat.

She rubbed her breasts against mine.  I discovered her breasts were naked too.  She had told me she was a slave, but I had no way of telling if she was lying.  Was she usually naked or did she just want to keep her clothes dry when she shaved and washed me?

I knelt in slow motion, kissing her flesh all the way down.  She was naked.  My hungry lips found her labia lips and I licked them, one at a time.  When I heard her moans of pleasure,  I slipped my tongue between them and licked her inner cunt lips.  Her love juice was sweet and musky.  I loved it.  Her breathing became rapid and gasping.  I felt her belly spasming inside.  I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth.  I sucked and licked it until she came.  Her love juices spurted warmly down my breasts.  She backed up, out of my reach and said, "Thank you Iris, you were wonderful. Now it looks like I have to wash us both again."

After we were both clean and dry, she freed my ankles and led me back to my cell or room, whatever.  I felt so much better, so clean, so alive after my orgasm.  For now, at least, I didn't care much about my condition.  I wish I knew what my keeper looked like.  She felt like a young woman, but she spoke so formally. 

My world now was darkness, chains and Mistress.  Mistress brought me pain at times.  Mistress and pain was better than no Mistress, I realized.  Without her, my world was empty and lonely.  I would play with my chains for want of any other distraction.  I would kneel near the wall then stretch my hands down as far as I could.  If I made my hobble chain tight, I could reach it with my hands.  I would rattle it and pull it up, forcing my feet closer together.  I would count the links and feel them for imperfections.  I came to know each of my inflexible links as old friends, companions in my plight.  

Sometimes they were familiar enemies, agents of my captor.  Forcing helplessness upon me.  Other times they were just my companions on an endless voyage.  It was a voyage of discovery for me.  I found obedience and subjugation.  They weren't as bad as I had feared.  I came to like them quite a lot, especially since they brought a friend: freedom from pain.  Mistress was correct.  The whip did teach me  to be respectful and to accept what was. My old life faded and I stopped thinking of freedom and escape. Even my mistress was chained and collared.  They never took any chances with their slaves.  I learned patience.

I heard her familiar footsteps approaching.  I knelt with proper posture and said, "Greetings, mistress."

"Hello, Iris."

"Hello, Mistress.  Thank you for being here. You're my only friend here."

"No, Iris.  I am your keeper.  It is more intimate than friendship.  Stand up."

I struggled up and waited as she unlocked me from the wall.

"Its time for your next whipping Iris.  Don't make a fuss or it will be worse."

"I won't, mistress.  I will obey you if you need to unlock my hands or something.  You were right.  The whip has taught me obedience."

"Yes, Iris, you are progressing nicely." She took me only a short distance.  Just further into my room, I think. She locked my wrist chain to the end of my tether then I felt my arms rising behind me.  I was forced to bend over to relieve the strain on my shoulders.  She stopped lifting my wrists when my body was parallel to the floor.  I felt my breasts hanging down, swaying gently. "Iris, ask me to whip you."

Oh God.  What can  I do?  She will whip me anyway.  I don't want to be whipped.  I can't stand this much pain.  She wants me to ask.  I must comply. I survived single stripes before. "Mistress, please whip me as much as I need."

"Very well, Iris.  You will receive six strokes.  I want you to count them and thank me for each one.  You may scream.  Some girls think it relieves the pain." 

The first stroke left a fiery line on my ass.  It hurt so bad.  I wanted to scream but managed to keep it in.  I was proud of not screaming.  I wanted to show I was stronger than the pain.  I gasped and stamped my feet, but that was all.  "One. Thank you, Mistress." 

She paused before the next stroke.  When it landed, its pain compounded the residual hurt from the first stroke. It was too much.  I lost control.  I screamed and danced around for some time.  I regained control and was ashamed of how poorly I behaved. I knew I was beyond control.  The pain was too great.  She would kill me with six.  I couldn't stand it. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The pain crescendoed for each of the rest.  I behaved miserably.  My helpless screams and gyrations must have gladdened the heart of everyone watching.  I was completely out of control and begging for mercy.  I managed to count and thank Mistress for each one, but only after a lot of commotion. Next time I would ask for a gag.

After the last stroke, I was left to hang for a long time.  Mistress' parting words were, "Iris, think about what happened here.  When I return, tell me what you learned."

I hurt.  My feet were on the ground.  My shoulders hurt if I let myself dangle, so I didn't. My ass felt like it had been cut to ribbons.  I expected I was bleeding heavily from my tattered skin.  I didn't feel any liquid running down my legs but it hurt like blazes.  The wonder was that I survived.  I thought I would die because I couldn't stand it.  But I did stand it.  I was unable to avoid the pain so I had to endure it.  It was not pleasant, but I did endure it and I still lived.

I finally had a companion so I didn't have to fondle my chain.  I had pain.  I found that I could twirl my body around in a slow circle and increase my pain.  The pain was lessened if I stayed still.  I played with my pain like I used to scratch scabs until they bled.  I had nothing else to do.  Eventually Mistress returned.

"Iris, what did the whip teach you?"

"Mistress, I learned that I can endure pain and still live.  Am I bleeding much?"

"I will forgive you that question.  Silly girl.  You are not bleeding at all.  You only have some pretty red stripes on your ass." She lowered my hands and unlocked them from the chain.  She pulled my wrists high on my back and locked them to the chain, close to my collar.  Then she locked the end of the chain somewhere over my head.  

She put her arms around me and pulled me close.  Her breasts were bare again or still.  Her kiss was hard and delightful.  Then, to my surprise more hands touched me.  They stroked my sore ass and fondled my breasts.  Someone started stroking my pussy.  It felt like three or four people, women from their soft touch, were caressing me.

I heard soft clattering as if dozens of chains were being shaken all around me.  I think at least some of these women were also chained.  I didn't care.  It felt so good to be touched.

It was an incredible feeling. So many women touching me in the most pleasant, stimulating way.  The fingers dipped into my inner pussy and I felt arousal spreading through me.  Soon I was gasping and pleading with them to do it harder, faster, deeper.  I came with a great gush of love juice down my legs.  I slumped and hung from my collar until someone lifted me.  "Thank you, Oh, Thank you." 

They didn't stop.  The hands moved around.  Someone else started kissing me.  I had four wonderful orgasms before they stopped.  No one said a word the whole time.

Someone released my chain from above.  Several sets of hands walked me across the room until my hips were stopped by a horizontal wooden bar.  My feet were tied down and I was bent forward over the bar until I was horizontal.  My chain was fastened in front of me, holding me trapped against the bar.  Fingers stroked my pussy again until I was moaning then a huge cock entered my sopping cunt.  It was a fitting climax to a surprising and increasingly wonderful set of events.  I was taken to heaven with two strokes of this cock.  I climaxed again and again as he pumped me up.  Finally, I felt him come in me.  His hot seed flowed into me like a geyser.  I instantly climaxed my final time.  It was overwhelming.  It was glorious .  I fainted.  When I awoke, I was empty and still fastened over the bar.  I was drained and happy. I was more content to be a slave than I ever expected.  I wanted my sight back, but I didn't care about my chains any more.  I had never felt this good when I was free.  I wanted more and if it took being a helpless slave to get it, so be it.

Someone freed my chain and I raised up.  My feet were untied and I was led to the bath.  I really needed cleaning.

"Iris, did you enjoy yourself?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I loved every minute of it, at least after the whipping.  It was a really good way to recover."

She cleaned me up and took me back to my concrete bed.  I didn't mind being there this time.  I just wanted to sleep.

I woke to Mistress' footsteps approaching.  I knelt quickly, keeping my posture as erect and proud as I was taught.

"Good morning, Iris.  Are you ready for another adventure?"

"Oh yes, Mistress.  I am so bored here, even a whipping sounds good."

"Be careful what you wish for Iris."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Today I'm taking you to meet your master."

"I really have a master, Mistress?"

"All the girls will, Iris. You have one before most. It was your master who brought you here. Female emancipation does not exist here."

"Oh. Mistress, I didn't know I had a Master. Can you tell me anything more?"

"No need.  All you will ever need to know is obey your master and never speak without permission.  Also, give him all the pleasure you can."

I was fed and bathed.  Mistress then led me out of my room and a long distance away.  When I felt a soft surface under my feet she ordered me to kneel.

A male voice said, "Marie, your charge seems to be in good order.  How is she doing?"

"Master, Iris is progressing ahead of schedule. She did not know she was a natural submissive and it took her a few days to learn that.  Since then her obedience and acceptance have improved at a faster rate.  She is about ready for formal skills training."

"Excellent, Marie.  Show me how she reacts under discipline."

Uh Oh.  Not so good, I guess.

"Mistress said, "Iris. You are going to be whipped.  Raise up high on your knees and put your forehead on the floor."

"Yes, Mistress." I put myself as directed.  I resolved not to scream.

The first fiery stroke scalded my ass.  I flinched, but didn't make a sound.  I think I was getting used to a red ass.  The blow didn't hurt as it had before.  I knew I wouldn't die from it. "One, Thank you Mistress."

"Two, Thank you Mistress."

...

"Six, Thank you, Mistress." 

"That's enough, Marie.  You have trained her well.  Good Job."

I hadn't moved or screamed through six painful strokes.

"Thank you, Master,"  I could hear the relief and pride in her voice.  Hell, I felt proud of my resolve too.  I was glad I had shown up well for Mistress."  I know.  I know.  I was ashamed I had given in.  I was a slave and happy to obey.   I was even glad to accept a whipping to help my Mistress.  How low I had sunk.  

Is this all it took to enslave a woman.  I wasn't a whiny, dependent woman.  I was educated and doing just fine in a male dominated world. After a few short weeks of blindness and pain I wouldn't say boo to any man or woman.  Mistress had broken me to heel.  I was like a dog.  I wanted the attention and praise of my Mistress so much, I would do anything.  I doubt a man would have caved in so quickly.  I used to think of myself as tough.  I was putty in anyone's hands now.  I don't think I can ever recover.  I know I am a slave. Mistress knows it and now so does the man she calls Master.

He said," Iris, what will you do if I remove your hood?"

Remove my hood?  Would he?  Oh God, I've got to get it off. "Master, I will do anything you want.  Command me."

"Iris.  I already own you.  You will do anything I tell you to do or suffer the consequences.  Aren't you offering me what I already have?"

"Master, of course I will obey you.  If you choose to remove the hood and let me see again, I will willingly serve you and do my best to please you.  The willing obedience of a woman can be more rewarding than simple obedience."

"Are you offering to love me if I return your sight?"

"I will more than love you master.  I will make your joy my masterwork.  I will bend every waking moment to finding new ways to please you."  I didn't think about these words.  They flowed unbidden from me.  I would more than love anyone who gave me sight again."

"All right.  I will test this claim of yours.  Marie would you please remove her hood.  Iris, close your eyes.  They have not seen light for some time so we will let them adjust slowly."

Over the weeks I had worn the hood, it had loosened enough that I could open my eyes.  I still couldn't see, but it felt better. I heard his order and closed them immediately.  I would obey his orders instantly, not what I thought he meant.

I felt Mistress unlock the leather band that formed the bottom of the hood.  I felt her loosen the laces running up the back of my head.  My hair roots ached as the pressure was removed.  At last, it was pulled forward and off my head.  It snagged briefly on my nose ring before Mistress freed it. I longed to run my fingers over my scalp and finger comb my hair out of its long compressed state.  But they were still locked to the back of my collar.  Mistress ran her fingers over my head instead.  It felt so good.  

Light filtered redly through my closed eyelids.  I held still, hoping that was the expected behavior of a slavegirl.

At last I heard Mistress say, "Open your eyes, Iris."

I obeyed and was disappointed to see only the woman I knew as Mistress.  She was a really beautiful woman close to my age.  I opened my mouth to say thanks for the light, but before I got a word out she took hold of my head with both hands and kissed me full on the mouth.

When she broke the kiss I saw she was naked like me.  She had gold rings in her nose, nipples, and nether lips, as well as a golden collar around her neck.  Her ankles were chained and she had metal bands on her wrists, but no chain. She had a brand.  A cursive letter "S" high on her left thigh. Shit.  I remembered. I looked down at my thigh and saw I wore a brand too.  Fuck and damn. I knew I couldn't do anything about it. Where is my Master?

I said, "Mistress, I thought Master would want me now?"

He said, "Turn around, Iris."

I pivoted on my knees.  I saw him.  It was him.  Mr. Allen. I was dumbstruck. Suddenly things clicked into place.  "You," I said, "you took me and brought me here.  Why?"

He waved a hand at Mistress.  I felt her whip on my ass.  I gasped.

She said, "Slaves do not speak without permission, Iris."

I said, "I'm sorry, Master.  I was surprised.  May I speak?"

He replied, "Yes, Iris, 0you may speak freely until I order you to stop."

"Master, why am I here?

"First, tell me what you have deduced about how you got here?"

Something I had thought about a lot. "I think my parents asked you to help me and they  drugged me.  You took me here unconscious . You arranged for everything that has happened to me. You seem to be training me to be a sex slave. And wherever here is, you're not afraid the authorities will stop you."

He beamed at me, "Excellent, Iris. Why did your parents want me to take you?"

"I guess they wanted to keep me out of prison.  And they thought you would help me. 

"Exactly right, Iris.  You are wanted on Felony Murder charges. But you have fled.  All the law enforcement agencies in the US and abroad are looking for you.  You are officially a fugitive.  It is better for you and your parents if you are not found.  As far as I can tell, the charges are correct.  You are a beautiful, treacherous criminal. Tell me, have you figured out how to escape yet?"

I looked at him.  Usually my physical aspects fooled most people, but not him.  I said, "No, you have me effectively trussed up.  When I get these chains off me, perhaps something will come to me."

Has the conditioning program been effective?"

Damn him.  It was intentional.  "Yes, quite effective.  I find myself wanting sex insatiably.  I don't know what would happen if I went back to my old life.  I might have to become a cheap call girl to survive."

"Never cheap, Iris.  You have class.  I'm sure you wouldn't settle for less than first class. But you'll never know.  Your chains are permanent. There are other, subtler safeguards to preclude escape, most of which you'll never know."

Frustrated, I said, "If my parents knew what you're doing to me, they never would have asked you to help me."

"Au contraire, Iris.  They knew exactly what would happen to you  and they think this is better for them and us for you to be here, just like you are."

"I don't believe you. They couldn't possibly know what you are doing to me."

"The nice thing about this arrangement is that it doesn't matter what you believe. Permission to speak freely is withdrawn."

He opened his hand and I saw a small yellow object on his palm.  It was a child's clicker like I had been hearing for weeks.  He grasped it and I watched as he clicked it. "Click."

Instantly I was awash in hot love juices. I squealed and my arousal shot through the roof as I orgasmed. It was huge and I fell over in my unbearable pleasure.  I moaned in pleasure and watched him through eyes brimming with joy.

He stood up and pocketed the clicker.  "I'll see you later." He left me there with my mouth gaping. 

I had no idea I had been conditioned to orgasm to the clicker.  I was aghast at the thought he could make me orgasm whenever he wanted with a click.  I wanted it again, but he had left. My emotions flickered between desire and shame.

The calm bastard. He had me fixed but good.  I couldn't move or speak without permission.  I was completely helpless and he  knew my secrets.  All my plans were an open book to him.  At least he wasn't gloating.  He seemed very matter of fact about it.  Of course I would succumb.  Of course I would be conditioned to obey him.  My parents knew about this? WTF?

I was kneeling but only now did I look down, thinking about what he had said.  I finally noticed the mark on my thigh. The brand etched deep in the firm flesh just below my hip.  The letter "S" two inches high with serifs. "S" for slave? Panic flooded into my mind as I recognized what had been done to me. I jerked at my cuffs, terrified of what the brand meant.  It was not removable.  I was marked for all time as a slave.

I said, numbly, "I've been branded. He branded me?  Why am I branded?"

She said, "All slaves are branded.  If you somehow escape and all your chains are taken from you, the brand will remain. It identifies you as a slave and you will always know that deep inside, you will always be one. I like being a slave and I think the brand is a mark of distinction.  Iris, only  a very few women are found beautiful enough to be collared and branded.  Your master treasures you."

I said, "Why did he leave me?  I thought he would want to have me now that I know he's won."

"Oh, he wants you, Iris.  He has other things to attend to.  Don't worry.  He gave you an orgasm, didn't he? He likes you and he'll use you plenty. Now come, stand up."

I stood and she led me out of the room.


Chapter 4

I followed my leash as best I could.  My ass pained me with every step. She led me to a room that smelled like my father's workshop.

I saw her lock the chain on my neck to a pillar beside me.  I wasn't going anywhere.  She had me sit on a tall stool.

I saw several men in the room. One man was busy measuring my ankles. I asked, "Mistress, Is he going to put irons on my ankles like yours? Are all the women here shackled?"

She stuck a leg out and inspected her irons.  She said, "Yes, all the females here are ironed.  You'll get used to them.  They really don't interfere with sex or work."

I smiled at her and said, "You really put sex before work?"

She stared at me and laughed.  Then she said, :"A Freudian slip, I'm afraid, but yes, we put sex before almost everything."

"Mistress, I don't know why I'm here.  Do you know?"

"I was told you are here because of your behavior and future.  I don't know anything more than that."

"I was kidnapped, raped, and beaten because of my behavior? You've got to be kidding.  Nothing I ever did rates the treatment I've had here. I'll see to it that you're all arrested."

"Iris, I'm a victim here too.  I didn't volunteer to come here.  Hell, I'm as much a slave as you are.  More, because I've been here longer.  But, you'll never get the chance to tell anyone about this place."

"Why, will they kill me?"

"No, like me, and the other girls, you'll be kept helpless  and they will keep you as long as they want."

"I'll show you. I'll escape."

"Good luck.  The first thing you have to do is break the chains  on your ankles."

"Has anyone ever gotten out of here?"

Mistress said, "Don't consider escaping. We're always chained. I've heard some girls are sent home after a while.  Most don't want to leave but they don't have a choice. Besides, I like it here better than before.  Life here is easy and full of pleasure."

I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into a work of art any girl would be proud to wear. It was beautiful. A grand example of the blacksmith's art.

He returned and showed me the cuff he had finished.  Pretty, despite its intention.  He lifted my right leg  and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A padlock held a short chain to the anklet. He ordered me to stand and checked the fit. The smith judged it good and started on my other anklet.

The other anklet was soon snug. They joined it to the right with a foot  of gleaming chain and a second padlock. I was stood up and the new anklet was also found to be good. They unlocked me from the pillar and the smith took my cuffed arm by the bicep and walked me around the shop.

It was really happening to me. Hobbled like an errant horse and clumsy in my shackles. I would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.

I felt tears trickling down my cheeks.  I was mourning my lost freedom. I had no idea where I was or how I came here.  It looked like they planned to keep me for a long time. At least my shackles were comfortable and not ugly.  If I must be a slave, at least these looked clean, almost elegant.

I didn't want to be anyone's slave, but when I glanced at my shackles a thrill of excitement ran through me.. If I was going to survive with my will intact, I was going to have to find a way to enjoy this until I could find a way out.  I thought, "Pretend its a game that will end sometime."  It was all I could think of.  I would play it with hope and good cheer, as if I was always hoping to find the joy of submission.  I'd smile and not complain.  Besides, I liked some of my introduction.  My belly was pulsing with need.  I hope someone would give me another orgasm.  It helped my attitude a lot. Unexpectedly, my loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my legs. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm making such a mess.”

“Not surprised. Most of you girls make a puddle when you're ironed. Seems to tickle the fancy of many a pretty girl.”

They handled me like a dumb animal. They spoke few words. Mistress stood close and talked to me. She told me that as soon as I was finished here, she'd take me to where I could clean up..  She was a comfort to me, even while I was being worked on. The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. They removed the chain from my ankles and unlocked my hands, then strapped me face up on a strange 'X' shaped table. I had a huge red ball gag strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used them to fit  gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

I looked up and watched the irons grip my wrists. The smith took as much care with their appearance as he had with my ankles. The bands were a solid length of curved metal with upturned ends. The edges rounded and smooth. They slipped around my limbs then were squeezed closed by a large vise. When the ends met, they inserted rivets and hammered them flat. There were two rivets in each cuff and they were flat to the surface. They filed and polished the rivets  until there was a single flat surface. They pushed a thick, open ring  through a hole and welded it shut with a hammer and anvil.

One of the men held my collar up so I could see it. It was  wide, gleaming silver, curved out of a single piece of steel. There was no hinge. The opening was just wide enough to slide around my neck. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. A slightly smaller ring hung at the back. I stared at it with mixed emotions.

Joy that it was pretty and regret that it was so strong.. There was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help. I stared at my collar. It was just as shiny and beautiful as my others.  It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it as long as they wanted, possibly for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this shining mass of metal was alive with malice. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

I didn't want to wear it, but that didn't matter anymore.  No one cared what I wanted. I would wear it, perhaps for the rest of my life.  Objectively, it was beautiful.  It looked like a fine piece of jewelry, a little big for my tastes, but impressive nonetheless.  It was a beautiful ornament such as a Queen might wear. It would enhance the beauty of anyone who wore it.  I feared its cold embrace tight on my throat would change me. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman. How could I not know I was a slave with it on my neck?

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was  inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand  claiming me. When  closed, I could feel it  touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. It was fastened somehow without rivets.  It didn't matter.  I couldn't remove it and I didn't think anyone who could, would remove it.  I had better get used to it.

I lay there for many minutes feeling the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like I thought. It was beautiful and it proclaimed I was a slave, as I expected.

My thoughts whirled, "I couldn't get these chains off.  I'd have to get them to remove them.  I had to find a way to be more useful free.  This was just an act.  I had to play along for now, but I had to be alert, be willing to chance escape at the first opportunity. Slavery was a mental state and I wasn't one, but I had to conceal that.  I would feign acceptance of my situation until I had the opportunity to act. I had no way out now, but I would find one.  I was not a slave.  I had to act like one to gain their trust, to relax their guard.  This act would not be hard.  I looked the part now and all I had to do was be docile and obedient, until it was time for me to not be."

But I knew that every new bit of metal I wore made it easier for them to keep me.  Judging from what I've heard so far, the collar and chains are never removed from us.  How convenient for the men who owned us.  Just keep us locked to a wall or post or rock or floor and we had no chance of escape.  Even if I did get away from my master, I had no idea where we were or how I could find transport that would take a collared, chained slave girl.  Likely whoever I found would just keep me for themselves.  No. I needed to find a way for my master to think it better for him if I were freed of these chains, but I had no idea how to do that.

Mistress had rings in her nipples.  I wondered if they would put them in me  I had thought of having more piercings.  I doubted they would choose any designs I liked.  Hers looked heavy.  I liked the smaller, more feminine look.  I'm sure they wouldn't ask me.

The table  tilted back to its horizontal position again, but I was not released yet. The men moved my ankles closer together. They took away the padlocks and welded a hobble chain between my ankle bands. They released me from the table. Then I was standing on uncertain legs, my hands  locked together behind me.  They led me to a pillar and tethered me to it by a short chain to my collar. A steel band like my collar, but larger, gripped my waist. It was not uncomfortable, more like a steel corset,  tight, and obdurate. I had to take shallow breaths. Another layer of restraint I could not remove.

The men unlocked my wrists.  They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then  cut two short lengths of chain and welded them to my wrist cuffs. The other end of the chains  locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “ reach both hands in front of you.”

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said,” Relax your arms.” Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just  possible. The released her wrists and said,” put your hands behind you, palms together.”

I obeyed and one man walked behind me. I heard and felt the chain joining my hands pulled through the ring on my waistband. Soon my hands met, palm to palm at the rear ring and I heard a lock click. I learned that my wrists would meet at the small of my back when the chain locked to my collar.  Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar. Such are the pleasures of a slave girl.

I heard the man mutter, “Perfect.” He unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband's ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were  far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar  pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning.”  I was chained to the pillar, gagged and helpless.

I heard Mistress thank the smith and compliment him on his high quality. She removed my gag and unlocked my tether from the pillar. She clipped a light leash on my collar and led me across the room to a mirror. I looked at my reflection. I was beautiful. My arms were completely concealed behind me and totally useless.  I was trim, slim, and absolutely helpless. My nose ring shone in the light and said "Slave" as much as my collar. She ran her hands over my breasts and said, "You have lovely breasts, Iris.  They'll be much improved when they're ringed."

I said in a soft voice, "You really think so, Mistress? Yours are lovely, but are my breasts too large? Will I get the same rings as you?  Do all the new girls get them?"

"Yes, all new girls get the same rings. You'll get rings in your nipples and loins, too."

And what do I call you?'

"You address every woman without a nose ring as 'Mistress'  And every man as 'Master'"

"Do you like your rings, Mistress?"

""Iris, you don't call me 'Mistress.' I have a nose ring. Call me Marie. I'm a slave, too. Yes, I think they look good.  You'll find they make you a little aroused as they move and tug at your flesh."

She led me out of the shop. She led me back into the corridor. My gait was uncertain. I had never had to walk with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. My ankle chain was the same length as Marie's.  Her stride matched mine and as soon as I learned to walk smoothly I easily kept up with her.

She said, “walking will become easier with practice. Your arms are  stretching. Every time I lock your wrists as they are now, I will pull them as high as I can. This will be uncomfortable at first. Your tendons will  stretch so they become more comfortable. I am taking you back to your cell to recover. Tomorrow your training begins.” She led me some distance into the gloom of the dungeon.

I walked slowly. My arms were hurting from their harsh traction.  I was getting excited, despite myself.  Through another barred gate and we entered a cell block.  A wide corridor with a wall of bars on either side.  Concrete walls separated the cells.  We passed several occupied with girls about my age. They wore chains like mine and most of them came to the front of their cells to watch me.  None of them spoke.

The only sound was the clink of my chains as I walked.  She opened one of the doors with a key and led me in. The room was only a little wider than I was tall, maybe eight feet.  It was longer, say twelve feet deep. There were several stout rings set in the concrete walls.  A heavy chain hung from one ring into a neat pile on the floor on the back wall..

It was grim. Bare concrete floor with a drain hole in the corner.  A small, thin pad lay on the floor.  My seat and bed.  Hooray.  A pipe for water, but none was running now. A flexible dildo fastened to the wall about four feet above the drain. She took me to the dildo and said, "This will give you water to drink if you suck it properly.  Water will be turned on to flush your waste when you are at training."  She picked up the end  of the chain, locked it to my collar then she removed the leash. 

She said. "You will get a meal in about an hour. Don't miss the drain or you'll have to clean it up. You're confused. You know you were taken because of your behavior, but you don't know why you're here.  Its easy, you are now a slave.  You've lost your freedom.  We will train you to be a good slave.  If you learn your lessons you will have a good life under a benevolent master.  If you resist and don't do well you will be a pony girl for the rest of your life and spend your days hauling people and things and your nights alone in a stable.?"  She left and locked the cell door. 

My cell had blank walls of concrete, no windows and a single light far overhead. A dismal, cold, hard place to stay. My prison. A slave's prison for sure.

I was thirsty so I tried the dildo. I put my mouth around its tip. Just rubbery stuff. I sucked. Nothing happened. I sucked hard. Still nothing. I put it all the way into my mouth, just as deep as it would go and sucked . Nothing. I tried squeezing my lips hard on it while I sucked. Water, glorious water. It worked. I sucked and sucked.

Finally satisfied, I tried to figure out the least painful way to lay down on the pad. So, I stood a foot away from the solid wall at the end away from the water. I knelt down on the pad then leaned back against the wall. I twisted my ass around, a bit at a time, until I was parallel to the wall and lowered my back to the floor. Kind of the end part of a sit up. The floor was warm and hard and the pad only slightly less so. I rolled onto my side facing the door.  I was warm, though.  This place had a hot climate.

I heard a voice say, "Brand new, huh?"

I sat up and saw the blond in the cell across the corridor looking at me through the bars separating us.  She was chained just like me.  I said, "Yeah. I'm Iris..."

"Remember there are microphones and cameras everywhere.  We're always watched."

"I was skeptical, "How do you know?  I don't see anything."

"None of us can, but somehow they know and punish the girls who break the rules even if they're all by themselves."

"OK. I'll be careful.  I'm Iris. Do they keep us chained like this all the time?"

"I'm Annette. The leg irons never come off.  They release our hands when they want us to use them for something.  They're always pulled high and tight like this when we're in our cells and lots of other times."

"Do they unlock our hands for meals?"

She laughed grimly, "Hah.  No.  They give you your food in a bowl on the floor.  We eat like animals."

"I won't do that.  I'm a person, not an animal. Its demeaning."

"Yeah.  That's what they want.  Us to realize we're just livestock to them. If you don't eat everything in the bowl without hesitation, you'll get whipped."

"Do you know why you're here?"

"Yeah. I was an embarrassment to my folks so I got sent here."

How could they do this to you?"

"Mom's a legislator and Dad's a federal judge.  I got arrested once too many times, I think.  I was a royal pain to them and they found this cute little place to put me so I wouldn't embarrass them anymore."

"You're kidding.  Have they seen how you're treated?"

"Sure, they come here a couple of times a year to see me.  They tell me how good I look and how much better behaved I am. Whoever runs this place let's me have my hands free while they're here and drink some wine.  They give my dad a clicker to reward me with if I'm good. I used to plead with them to let me go home. I stopped asking after the first couple of times.  Now I'm the perfect, attentive daughter that never argues with them and they use the clicker to give me an orgasm several times a day.  I'm such a slave. They tell me they have a much better life with me here. Then they leave. They've visited me eight times. Before they come I want to go home.  After they've left, I want to stay here.  They just remind me of all the shit I used to do to annoy them. I'm sorry for that, but I'm glad I'm not there any more."

How long have you been here? If you don't mind talking about it."

'I don't mind.  Almost two years. Usually girls are only here for training and then they're bought and their owners take them away.  Management bought me and three other girls.  We're public slaves.  we clean up the village and paths and we're the ones assigned to visitors for their stay.  Girls stay here until they're bought.  Management puts us public slaves in an auction after we've been here for two years.  I'll be sold at the next auction. I'm looking forward to that.  Life in a house has to be better than working on the streets."

Not long ago I had gone to sleep in my parent's house, secure but fearing what the next day would bring. I awoke to a jarring new reality.  Ravished, whipped, aroused, and collared I lay naked and chained to the wall in a prison.  I didn't know how or why or what the future held.  I was terrified and helpless. I was at the mercy of unknown people.

I took stock again. I could see. My arms were pulled tight together, my hands high on my back and locked. My shoulders ached with the strain. Any movement brought pain and more aches. I felt the weight of my collar and its snug embrace.  My wrist and ankle bands were snug, but not so heavy.  The steel band around my waist was tight, like a corset.  It restricted how deeply I could inhale. My eyes returned to the "S" branded into my thigh.  It was more permanent than any of the metal on me. The pad under me helped, but the concrete under it was hard.  I was warm but couldn't feel or hear any air movement.  The room was lit dimly from the overhead fixture and silent as a tomb.  I couldn't think of a thing to do but wait. I needed a drink in the worst way.

I remembered Mistress's words. I didn't want to be here.  I sure didn't want to be in a women's prison.  I knew I couldn't escape unless I found some way to get these chains off. I had a master.  I was going to be trained to be a good slave for him.  I had to play along until I was trusted.  I knew about the Stockholm Syndrome. Maybe I could make my captors believe I was developing a psychological alliance with them.  I sure wasn't going to really succumb to it.  I was too tough for that.  I had to make them believe I was all in.  He needed to think these chains weren't needed.  I sure wasn't going to love my Master, but I really enjoyed the sex with him.

He was an excellent lover who made sure I orgasmed plenty.  I think I'd like him as my lover, maybe even a husband.  As he said, I had no choice.  He would decide how we would interact.  I was pretty sure I would have to be his sub and obey him in everything.  It really didn't matter what I wanted.  Everyone here said I was his slave and I didn't know how to get out of here. Ipso facto, I had better learn how to be a good slave. Did my parents really want me to be his slave? 

A nagging, unsettled feeling rumbled through my belly. My sex and nipples pulsed with continuous arousal from the constant weight and presence of my chains.   How I looked in the mirror flashed before my eyes. This collar wasn't jewelry. I couldn't take it or my chains off when I wanted.  They were permanent and I would never be free of them.  Anyone who held one was my master and had total control of me.  A flash of submissive lust kicked my arousal higher yet. I looked so erotic and helpless.  I could only think my Master wanted me this way.  Why wasn't he taking me now? I wondered if I could use a clicker to make myself orgasm? Well, one could hope. There was nothing I could do about it.  Shit.


Chapter 5

After a long time, the door opened.  A man entered. He had a crop dangling from his belt and a bowl in his hand.  I struggled to get up.  He said, "Kneel."  

I managed to get on my knees.  He said, "Spread your knees apart."

It would be foolish to disobey. I moved my ankles apart until my hobble was taut. 

He said, "Spread your knees as far apart as possible."

I spread my knees until my tendons stood out.

"Arch your back and thrust your breasts out."

I obeyed.

"Hold your head high and direct your eyes to the floor."

I obeyed.

Se set the bowl on the floor in front of me and said, "Eat."

I remembered I had to call him 'Master.'  I said, "Master, may I have my hands free to eat with?"

He said, "No. Use your mouth.  Also, you may not ask questions unless you have permission.  I will not correct you for this transgression since you are new.  Ask for permission to speak before you ask anything."

"Yes, Master.  Thank you Master."  I bend over and ate the food.  I was hungry and it tasted wonderful. I got food stuck on my nose ring and it wouldn't shake off. 

He wiped my face with a tissue, picked up the bowl, Said, "Stay kneeling. I'll be back for you in a minute." He locked both doors on the way out.

I obeyed.

A few minutes later he returned, put a leash on my nose ring, and unlocked the chain from my collar.  He led me out an a little ways down the corridor.  He walked slowly for which I was grateful.  He took me into a washroom and bent me over a bar. He said, "Spread your legs.  I'm going to clean your insides out."   He clipped my leash onto a floor ring so I couldn't move and inserted the enema nozzle. The enema nozzle was slim and went in easily. The warm water feel good.  I watched the water flow out of me into the drain.  He let it flow until I ran clear.

He removed the nozzle and I felt him rub lubricant inside me and around the outside of my hole.  I expected he would release me, but no.  I felt something pressed against my orifice, and slid in easily.  He said, just relax.  I'm measuring your hole.  It must have had a narrow cone shape because the farther he shoved it in me, the wider it got.  He finally stopped and said, "You're at number two now.  I'll use a number three plug.  It'll be a little tight.  Just relax."

I tried to relax and I felt the object being pressed into me and rotated. It slowly slipped inside despite my sphincter's resistance.  It was getting wider with every millimeter I was about to scream "Enough,," when it plopped inside me.. It must have a wasp waist.  I still felt distended.  The narrow part was big enough I could feel the stretch.

He rinsed my legs off and dried them, then he released my nose leash and led me out of the washroom.  I asked, "Master may I ask a question?"

"OK."

How long must I wear this thing in my bottom, Master?"

"Until your sphincter relaxes enough for a reasonably easy entry by the men who use you.  It usually takes three or four weeks."

He didn't take me to my cell.  It was an exercise room with mats on the floor. The first thing he did was strap high heeled shoes on my feet.  I was surprised.  I thought slave girls were supposed to be barefoot.  I guess these made it hard to run away, as If I could ever run anyway. I would wear heels every day from now on he said.

He made me get into several positions besides "Kneel".  There was "Lay" on my belly, "Beg" was kneel with hands by my shoulders, "Down" was on my back with knees raised and spread, "Punishment" was knees on the floor, ass high in the air, and forehead on the floor.  "Obeisance was kneeling with forehead on the floor. After I learned them he made me change from one to another.  He wanted me to learn to transition gracefully, with a minimum of adjustment. It was very tiring with my hands held high on my back.

When he realized I was spent, he stood me up, told me to practice in my cell and took me to it.  I rested for a while.  When I was recovered I practiced.  After all I had nothing better to do and I got bored. If I had to be a slave, I was going to be a good one.  It might help me escape.

I practiced the positions for as long as I could.  It made me thirsty and I wanted a drink.  I stared at the penis shaped drinking fountain for a while.  It  was my only source for water so I knew I had to use it.  I hated it, but I had no choice, so I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked in some water.  It was cleverly designed.  I had to squeeze with my lips and suck, but if I bit with my teeth. it wouldn't release any water.  It was designed to look and react just like a real penis.  I was getting the hang of it when it struck me how I looked.  I also realized I was lucky they didn't make me wear that ring gag to bed.  I could still get a drink wearing it.

The lights dimmed and I took that to mean it was time to sleep.  I didn't sleep well.  My shoulders and arms ached and I couldn't find a position that was comfortable.

I was in a class with three girls from neighboring cells: Annette, Julie, and Morgan.  They were all beautiful and we had all been collected the same week.  There were more classes, but we only exercised together at infrequent sessions.  The most girls I ever saw together was twenty when we were taken out in coffle.

The trainers were all men.  There seemed to be four who worked with my class.   I supposed they were the ones who had raped me when I first woke up here.  They watched us and instructed us all day, every day.  Sometimes only one and occasionally all four. I never learned their names. I was instructed in many domestic duties I had never seen before.  Some seemed archaic and senseless.  Why learn to polish silver with my hands locked behind me? 

As long as I was docile and obedient they didn't touch me.  They corrected my errors with a slap of their crop.  I was relieved they didn't use my body to slake their brutish lust again. I was drilled daily in my positions and my facility in moving between them.  I was getting better at walking in my chains. 

I had almost become used to the shame of being naked with my wrists locked behind my back. The first few days I had been humiliated at being naked before men.  Now I felt only resignation.  I didn't like it, but I couldn't change it.

Every day we practiced the positions before a mirror and the watchful eyes of our trainers. I thought the chains were pretty now.  I watched them sway as I moved, catching the light and glittering.

On our third day of training I was introduced to the coffle.  After our training day was over, but before being fed, my class was lined up and our collars were locked to a long chain. We were spaced four feet apart, hands locked at the small of our backs.  We were led to another training room and another group of four girls was put on our chain.  In the end we were in a line of twenty girls and we were taken outside.  Trainers walked beside us with whips coiled in their hands. The front end of our coffle was hooked to the back of a cart drawn by four pony girls. 

We had to walk slow because of our hobbles.  Before we started one of the trainers said, "Girls, Always start with your left foot.  Watch the feet of the girl in front of you and match her stride.  All your hobbles are the same length, so always step as far as you can..  Keep your tethers slack or there will be jerking."

We were led through the streets of a well manicured village.  We passed a number of neat houses and a shopping area.  There were people all along our route.  Some watched us and others ignored us.  There were men and women outside tending gardens, driving pony girl drawn carriages, and doing everything one would expect in a small town on a sunny day.  No one seemed surprised or excited by our naked parade.  I didn't see any one older than forty nor younger than nineteen.  All the women wore collars, ankle chains, and were naked.  I decided the whole female population were slaves. Then I was proved wrong. 

We approached two women who were clothed and completely free of hardware.  It was downtown and they were standing with several men, looking around, and smiling broadly. The driver of our cart stopped as he passed them. They walked down the coffle, followed by a couple of trainers. I was the sixth girl on the coffle and I put a neutral smile on my face to hide my seething fury.  They stopped beside me and discussed my face, my breasts, my  legs, hips and pussy.  I just stood there, muted by the trainer's whips .  One reached out and took hold of my nose ring.  They discussed how obedient such a ring made a girl.  While holding my ring high she cupped my breast in her hand and hefted it.  "Nice rack on this one."

Without turning her head, she asked the trainer, "How long until these go on auction?"

A chill ran through me.   I'm sure she noticed a tremor in my body.

He answered, "About two months."

She said, to me this time, "My dear, you do realize you're going to be sold, don't you?"

I replied, "Mistress, I already have an owner." Until I said it, I hadn't admitted it to myself.  I felt like I was owned. I had already adjusted to being a slave girl.  And I was his slave.  The bond was already formed despite my fears. I wanted him, not this woman and I resented her handling me, though I was powerless to stop it. I felt violated.

She said, "Too bad.  I would have enjoyed you." She released me and the two women walked on down the line of girls. I realized why we were being taken on this walk.  It was to display the wares for the next sale.  Suddenly I was grateful I already had an owner.  At least I didn't have that uncertainty in my life.

I have never felt so low as when those two superior bitches discussed me.  We were led around town for an hour before going back inside and fed.  The coffle parade was repeated every week.

I had not been taken again, even though I was almost always aroused. I sometimes found it disappointing.  I knew I was desirable and I was not used to being ignored.  Of course I didn't want to be violated again, but even so, it was frustrating to be so available and vulnerable and helpless and still be ignored. 

They had not touched me except to be fed, bathed or led.  I didn't understand it.  What were they waiting for?

I had already been raped in all my holes.  I expected to be tormented, aroused, even raped again just so they could demonstrate my helpless subjugation.  I wore their fucking collar and chains and all they had me do was housework?

For more than a week, none of these things happened.  I had steeled myself for helpless animal sex or beatings and I was tired of anticipating.  Were they torturing me by not forcing me to submit to their brutal demands? I wanted that damned other shoe to drop. I found myself growing increasingly frustrated and wishing something would happen.

I didn't intend to, but I noticed I was taking provocative positions, like I was flirting with my trainers.  When I noticed it, I blushed and jumped out of it, hoping they hadn't seen me.  I was relieved they never seemed to notice. But slowly, relief changed to frustration as my all too available assets failed to elicit any reaction.  I was chagrined when even as I knelt and spread my legs wide and thrust my breasts out as far as I could and smiled provocatively, they just smiled and said, good job  Iris.  I was literally throwing myself at their feet in the shameful posture of a slave's total submission.  Good job, my perfect ass. 

It was infuriating.  I knew I was beautiful and submissive and inexplicably aroused.  I wanted to be taken so badly and they ignored my helpless, naked. collared body.  Why?

At night, I lay awake, chained in my cell, my hands locked high on my back. my desire, my frustration, my need keeping me awake long after the lights were dimmed. I couldn't suppress my need or assuage it.  All I could do was endure it.  My need seemed to grow stronger every day. I tossed and turned every way I could and there was no way I could get relief.  I spent long hours staring at my drinking penis.  It was far too high to do me any good.  Just seeing its wonderful shape, the shape of a man ready to relieve me, made me long for its release. It was an itch I needed a man to scratch.


Chapter 6

I woke at the sound of a key being inserted into the lock on my door.  I rolled onto my knees and adjusted my posture as the door opened. I had practiced this maneuver many times and was getting good at it.  By the time my trainer could see me, I was in perfect keeling position, my knees far apart, my breasts thrust out, my head erect and a welcoming smile on my face.

He opened my cell door and turned me to face the wall. He strapped a gag in my mouth and locked my nose ring to a handy ring set in the concrete wall and said, "Think about slavery, Iris." I heard him leave, closing and locking both doors.

I didn't know what he meant.  Had I done something to be punished for?  My hands were locked high on my back. My fingers could touch the rear ring on my collar, now.  My hands had traveled almost all the way up my back in the weeks they had been stretched.  They were useless in that position. 

The hours dragged slowly on.  I knew my trainers could leave me here as long as they wanted.  What did they want me to learn? Patience?  What use was that to a girl who was always helpless and chained. There was nothing I could do unless my trainers arranged it.  Perhaps I was to learn they had complete control over me.  I knew that intellectually.  I was learning it emotionally too. By the end of the fourth hour, I was broken. All thought of secret plans and future escape were gone.  I only wanted to please my Masters.  I prayed they would take pity on me.  Let me serve them.   I was less than the dust beneath their feet. 

When he released me I kissed his feet and begged him to use me.

My training as a pleasure slave had begun. I had been bound and left to suffer in silence, helplessly bound so that it would pain me to move.  I would learn to endure in silence.  I was learning my Master had absolute power over me.  He could do absolutely anything he wished. My trainers would bind me in more and more uncomfortable positions solely to show me that I was no longer a person.  I was no more than livestock whose only purpose was to serve my masters.  It was gruesomely effective. I knew that soon I would have no thoughts save obedience and giving pleasure to my masters.

The next day when my trainer came into my cell he again ordered me to face the wall.  I balked. I asked, "Master, may I speak?"

His instant response came, "No. Face the wall."

"But, Master, please tell me what I have done to deserve this torture?"

Instantly his whip slashed across my breasts leaving a fiery line of pain behind them I screamed wordlessly.  He clipped a leash on my nose ring, unlocked the chain from my collar, and yanked me to my feet. He led me out of my cell and to another room.  He rang a bell and the other  trainers appeared. 

He said, "She disobeyed and spoke when I denied her permission."

Hands like iron bent me over a wooden bar and I was locked in place over it.  Chains locked my collar and feet to the floor.  Whips hit all over my helpless body.  My back, ass, belly and breasts were whipped until they glowed red.  I screamed and screamed. The whips fell for a long time.  After they stopped I was left locked bent over the bar. My bottom and breasts had been whipped to blazing agony, my screams filling the halls. Twice more that day they returned and whipped me again.  I was left over the bar all night and whipped again in the morning.  I was taken, quivering and numb to the washroom and given my daily enema.  Then they took me to my cell, let me drink my fill, and ordered me to kneel facing the wall.  I obeyed. 

I had learned my lesson well.  They could do anything they wanted to me and my only response would be instant and unquestioning obedience. I would never be disobedient again. I was broken.  I was a slave, mentally as well as physically.

Why do men bother with niceties?  The whip is all it takes to make a female obedient.  Any female. Before my lesson I had been compliant and secretly planned my escape.  Now I knew without any question, men were my Masters.  My demeanor was humble and submissive.  I hung on their every word, striving to obey as rapidly and perfectly as possible.  My whipping was indelibly etched into my very soul.  I would never risk it again.

I thought of my lesson often and its memory softened as time passed. The memory of the pain was there still, but dimmed.  My punishment brought back memories of my visits to the BDSM club.  How the female submissive wanted the pain.  It seemed so right that I should receive the punishment my Masters thought I needed.  It was erotic when I watched and it was erotic that I had been punished by my Masters.

The next morning four trainers entered my cell.  They took the chain off my collar and ordered me to stand for them.  I watched as they opened the hated hood to put on my head. It was black leather and laced up the back.  One of them brushed my hair and pulled it into a ponytail while another strapped the ubiquitous high hells on my feet. The hood had a wide collar with a locking buckle and a large steel ring on the top.  One grasped my pony tail while another fitted it around my face.  My nose and mouth were not covered by the hood. The reinforced pads over my eyes held my eyes closed.  The sides were wrapped around my face.  and it tightened around my head as the laces were tightened. My ponytail was pulled through a hole in back as the laces were tightened. My butt plug was removed. A leash was clipped on my nose ring and I was led to another room. 

One of them held my nose ring.  A chain was clipped to the ring on top of my head and tightened.  My feet were pulled apart and secured to the floor. Straps encircled my knees and pulled them far apart.  I could only twist my torso now.  All ability to move my legs or arms or head was removed.  Biting clamps were placed on my nipples and labia lips.  The pain was sharp but bearable. I felt chains clipped to the clamps.  The chains slowly tightened. lifting my breasts and pulling them forward.  My labia lips were pulled apart and secured.  Now I could move only a little before my stretched breasts and lips were stabbed by sharp pains.

I was left alone for a few moments then fingers gripped my hard nipples and pinched and pulled on them.  The thrill of arousal shot through my loins. Soon I was moaning with pleasure.  I couldn't hold still and pangs of pain mixed with the arousal flowing through my loins. The skilled fingers of my trainers started alternating soft slaps to my breasts with more fondling of my nipples , driving my arousal ever higher until I heard the "Click"  and I screamed as a mighty orgasm erupted in my belly.  It rolled through me leaving pleasure strewn across the floor of my mind.  My body jumped and shuddered with the spasms of my belly, causing sharp stabbing pains to shoot from my nipples and labia.  Moans and gasps of mixed pleasure and pain escaped from my mouth as I tried in vain to still my shuddering body.

Finally my passion abated until I could hold still again.  But no sooner had I quieted than the trainer's fingers started rubbing my sopping pussy.  My arousal shot up as they stroked me.  I was held wide open by the clamps on my lower lips and their nimble fingers quickly inflamed my inner lips.  I felt them grow hot and engorged as the fingers worked their deviltry on me.  Soon I was gasping, on the brink of another mighty orgasm. 

When the questing fingers slipped into my love canal, I exploded with a magnificent orgasm.  I twisted and jumped and moved every way possible for my stretched and bound body.  The pain from my stretched clamps was only a counterpoint to the chords of pleasure ripping through me.  If anything, they enhanced my pleasure.  I would never fear pain again. "Click." Together with the pleasure they stretched my senses, filling me beyond description.

I think I fainted for when I was aware of anything but my belly, I was dangling from the chain on the top of my hood.  I took my weight on my legs again and the trainers must have noticed for they started warming my bottom with very gentle strokes of their whip.  After a short time my arousal was intense enough to cause my moans to appear.  I didn't think about it, my body just started putting out little aural bursts of pleasure, female purring, if you will. When the finger started circling my anus, my arousal spiked and my moans turned to gasps of intense pleasure.  When I thought I would explode with lust the finger slipped inside me and "Click." I exploded with another stupendous orgasm and everything went black.  I regained my senses, again dangling from the chain over me.  The trainers left me alone for a long time, sensing I was exhausted, at my limit. 

I was alone for a long time, helplessly chained and spread wide for anyone to use.  I don't know how long I stood there, but my arousal didn't subside. Hot flames of lust and desire flowed around and around in my loins.  My nipples and labia throbbed and pulsed in an unending whirlpool of desire I was hot and quivering with need.  I desperately wanted the fingers or the whip, but preferably a cock. Any touch would kick me over the edge into another blinding orgasm.

I wanted to be their pleasure slave and feel men's hands touching me, playing with all my girl parts, arousing me with their lips and tongues to heights of ecstasy I had never known before and needed so badly now. I need men to master me, to control me absolutely. To use me as their sex object.  To allow me to please them.  To be completely subjugated by their incredible strength and drive. To be able to obey them, to receive all they would give.  Pain or pleasure was all the same to me now.

As I waited for whatever they had in store for me, I knew my slavery had a purpose.  It was strange how my bondage had changed me.  A month ago I would have been in anguish after minutes of being unable to do what I wanted.  Now, I was content to wait for whatever my Masters had in store for me.  It was like my need to be doing something had been erased from my brain.  Perhaps it was the mind-numbing orgasms.  They were so much more intense and satisfying then I had ever experienced.  Was that lust what drove women?  I certainly didn't need anything else.  I was glad my Masters knew how to take me to heaven and also that they seemed to enjoy doing it to me.  I knew I was no longer a captive someone did things to.  I now thought of myself as not only a slave, but a willing participant.

The trainers took the hood and clamps off me and that hurt as much as when they were put on me. They took me back to the shop and the smith put a light chain on my nose ring.  It was not removable except in the shop.  I had a permanent leash.

I crossed my eyes and looked at the leash on my nose ring.   It was more demeaning than I would have thought.  Yeah, sure, I was already totally helpless all of the time.  But they only put a leash on me when I was being moved.  Was it just convenient for the trainers to leave me leashed all the time? Just another way of showing me I wasn't trusted?  More likely, it was just another way to make me feel like livestock, less than human.  Well, it was effective. I smiled brightly and lived with it.  I had well learned submission was the only path for me.

I was taken to the training room.  He led me to a small table and bent me over so my breasts rested on the table. It was low enough so that my ass was higher than my shoulders. They told me to spread my legs then not to move. The trainers started  stroking me with their whips. So soft they didn't hurt at all. The men increased the strength of the strokes but kept the pace slow. After a few minutes of this slow whipping. I began to feel my body heat up. My skin felt like it was glowing with heat, but it didn't hurt. My belly was getting hot. Then I felt my trainer start to stroke my labia lips with his fingers.  Feather light strokes running up one side then down the other. They were spreading my love juices all over my cunt. The whipping and finger actions went on together. Like the strings and percussion instruments blending into a lifting harmony for my senses. I heard a moan and realized it was me. The gentle stroking and soft impacts  led to a "Click." huge orgasm.

My training as a sex slave began in earnest.  I was in a class with three other girls, Annette, Julie, and Morgan. Every morning we were taken out of our cells, chains locked between our collars, allowed to use a toilet, received enemas, butt plugs were reinserted, and we were allowed to shower. Our heels went on next, followed by Breakfast in the training room.

When we got in the training room, we were ordered to standing display position. The trainers then unlocked one end of our coffle chains, leaving each girl with a chain leash. I was led to a long steel bar, bent over it and my leash chain was locked to a ring on the other side. My trainer then used a single tail whip to heat up my bottom. He gave me three stripes then used his fingers to see if I was wet. I was dripping, my ass and loins red hot. I needed a cock in me so bad I squealed when his fingers rubbed me. I thrust back against them as far as I could, but to no avail. They went away. I wept in frustration.

Then he came back and thrust into me. "Click." I screamed with joy as I came.  My belly churned and my vagina clamped down on the wonderful fingers, trying to draw them back into me. If I hadn't been wet, he would have given me three more stripes, continuing until I was wet. When I regained my senses, I recognized that my trainer had gone on to excite another helpless girl. I waited for my next adventure.

On the first day of training, I orgasmed after only three strokes.  Annette took nine, Julie six , and Morgan twelve. By the time training ended, none of us would need more than two.

After all the girls orgasmed, we were released from the bar.  Our leashes unlocked from the floor ring and the morning session began.

This was the first training session for my class. We had no idea what to expect.

The sessions lasted from one to three hours. We  trained with strap on dildos, hand held dildos, and butt plugs. We learned to please men and women with oral, vaginal, and anal sex. Each girl played both sides, giving and receiving. We learned to enjoy all kinds of sex.

I wondered at the clicker. When I held it I could make another girl orgasm, but it had no effect on me. In its way it was as potent as a whip.  All of us were conditioned to orgasm to its sound, but only if held by another.

I looked forward to sucking my partners dry. I savored the juices of men and women, both. Maybe it was because I was always hungry, but love juices were delicious. I was whipped with a great variety of whips on my back, breasts, sex and especially my ass. I became aroused and was dripping by the second blow, no matter where, no matter how hard. I learned the wooden paddle, a trainer's hand, belts, floggers, etc. I whipped other girls to orgasm and was in turn punished to orgasm. My body got pleasure and pain in such frequent proximity that it lost the ability to tell the difference. Any level of pain caused arousal. Instantly. I looked forward to my whippings.

Week 2 

I thought about escape but couldn't even start on a plan until I had even a tiny bit of freedom. I was always chained. I slept with my hands pulled high on my back, as tight as my trainers could get them.  They raised a little further each night until I finally stretched enough my wrists could be locked to the back of my collar.  In the morning my hands would be released from my collar and locked to back of my waist band.  Sometimes, when I had to use them, they would be released.  Of course the wrist chains stayed in place so I could reach forward only a little past my waist. I loved this.  No matter what I had to do, at least I could see my hands for a while.

Once a week we were allowed to paint our nails. Of course we had to help each other. Despite our bondage we reveled in this one bit of adornment. We giggled and kidded over the awkward poses we had to assume to get all our nails painted. Twister on steroids.

There was something new in my cell one night.  It was a small bench bolted to the floor.  On top of it was a thing like a cylinder cut in half along its long axis and fastened to the top of the bench like a saddle.  Sticking out of the top was a thick, long phallus.  Obviously I was intended to lower myself onto the phallus.  My trainer said, "Mount it Iris."

I positioned myself and gently pushed my pussy down around the phallus.  It stretched me.  When I was all the way down it started vibrating. Oh God.  I Couldn't stand it.  I looked at my trainer in appalled surprise. "Master,...?"

He closed and locked my cell door and said, "The vibrator shuts off when you get up or when you should be sleeping."  He left.  I stared after him in dumb surprise.  I could use when I wanted?  My arousal was already so high I couldn't bear the thought of getting up until after I climaxed. I sat there and luxuriated in the waves of stimulation rolling through my body.  The rising pleasure forced a continual moan out of me.  I flew off the edge into a powerful orgasm and screamed in pleasure.

Orgasm after orgasm flowed through me as I sat on the addictive machine. That's not right.  I didn't sit.  I quickly found it was even better if I bounced up and down, making my body pump the phallus in and out like a man was taking me. I was exhausted and covered with sweat from my exertions.  My love juices covered the machine and my legs.  My belly, thigh, and vagina muscles were sore from all the contractions. Yet I sat there and kept telling myself, "Just one more." I couldn't accumulate the willpower to get off the wonderful, infernal machine. 

Finally, it shut off.  I guess it was time to sleep.  I was drenched in sweat and bone weary,  I managed to lift myself up and I felt the phallus slide out of me, arousing me even more. It left me with a squishing sound. I waddled off the bench an went to my phallic drinking fountain. It was a well designed blow job trainer too.  I had to take it all the way down my throat and use just my lips to squeeze the base to get a trickle of water. I collapsed on my mat and tried to get comfortable. 

I tossed and turned and couldn't fall asleep despite my exhaustion.  At last I got up and went back to the bench.  I stood over it and lowered myself onto the phallus.  My pussy was tender and I let myself descend onto it slowly. It felt so good in me.  I didn't want to move.  I just luxuriated in the feeling of a man in me.  I was a little aroused and just enjoyed the feeling.

I slipped deep into subspace as I sat there.  I was helpless. My hands were locked to the back of my collar. My ankles were hobbled, I was locked in a cell.  I was a collared, happy slave girl.  I had a cock deep inside me.  I knew bliss, the joy of submission was intense. I wanted to have a master holding my leash, caressing me.  I was ready for a lifetime of obedience. I dozed.  Sometime that night I slipped off the bench and fell asleep.  I woke in the morning refreshed and anxious to finish my training. I wanted my Master.

The next day, after my training was done my Master came and took me on a walk.  I was overjoyed just seeing him again.  He put a leash on my nose ring and led me out through multiple barred gates that were opened remotely for us to pass.  Once outside I cuddled as close to Master as I could.  I felt like I was in love.  I just wanted to touch him.  To feel the body of my Master, my Love.  I knew joy just from being close.  To actually feel his hand on body was heaven.  He held my leash in his off hand and put his other arm around my waist.  He held me close.  I whispered in his ear, "Master, it is so good to see you. May I kiss you?"

He pulled me off the path onto the grass and turned me to face him.  He lifted my nose ring out of the way and put his lips on mine.  I parted my lips for him and welcomed his tongue inside me with  joy.  He tasted of man and spring and love.  He was pure and clean and I was his.

We walked for an hour or so.  He wanted to talk and asked me about my life and why I had drifted into crime.  I wasn't sure myself.  I bared my soul and told him everything, even thoughts I was ashamed of.  I felt so close to him.  I think he could read my mind a little.  Whenever I tried to hide something, he would pounce on it and I would admit what he had intuited.  My indiscretions and sometimes venomous thoughts didn't seem to bother him, thank God.

I had long since become comfortable with my hands locked to the back of my collar.  I felt no more strain or discomfort.  But I wanted to be able to hold hands with him, at least.  I asked, "Master, are you going to keep me helpless forever?"

He smiled and said, "Iris, your collar and hobble will always be part of you.  As for your hands, its hard for you to get in trouble as you are and we can still enjoy each other.  Why would I want them loose?"

"I'd like to hold your hand, Master."

He removed his arm from my waist and curled his fingers in mine. "Better, he asked?"

I sighed, "Yes, Master. That's better."

He took me into a yard and around the house into a large garden. He took my leash off, threaded it around a post and clipped it onto the front ring of my collar. He sat on a bench and pulled me face down on his lap.  I asked, "Master, have I done something wrong?"

"You asked to have your hands loose. Beside, you like being spanked, don't you?"

"Yes, Master, very much, so I'm not sorry."

I felt his hard hand land on my left ass cheek and a surge of blistering heat burst into my belly.  I squealed in pretend pain.  Two more strokes and I was so horny.  Which was good because his stiff cock was pushing into my pussy.  A few more strokes and I was ready to explode.  He shoved me down onto the grass and rolled me onto my back.  I drew my feet up to my ass and spread my legs as far apart as I could.

His rigid cock thrust deep into me and I came hard and loud.  He kept pumping me up and soon he came and I followed him with another scream of joy. He lay on me as we recovered and I luxuriated in his weight pressing me down, holding me motionless.

His lips found mine again and our kiss was languid and slow, but just as intensely erotic as before.  Finally he broke the kiss, withdrew from me, put his member away and lifted me to my feet.

"And let that be a lesson to you, young woman."

"No, Master, I didn't quite get that, could you show me again?"

Insatiable wench.  Its time to get you back."

"Yes, Master. Thank you for taking me out and showing me the error of my ways.  I hope you'll do it again soon?"

"Of course.  After all, you're my property now.  Its a good thing I enjoy your company."

"Yes, Master.  A very good thing."

I had no idea when or what was next.  No outside news or reading material was ever provided.  We were told curiosity was unbecoming for slave girls.  We were kept ignorant.  The trainers never told any of the girls anything in advance. They just gave orders. I learned to live in the present. I learned never to think about anything outside of what I could see or feel. There was no other place than where I was. I felt no anticipation, no expectation. I lived in the instant, for I did not know of anything else and could not affect anything else.

I learned more about arousing a girl sexually than I thought was possible. Some women seemed to know instinctively how to attract men. I, like most other girls I knew, blundered along relying upon my natural beauty to attract men. In my classes I learned that I had barely scratched the surface. I learned how to arouse men and women solely with the sounds I uttered, or the way I moved my body. I never had any clothing to assist me.   I learned to give any trainer looking at me an erection just by the way I looked into his eyes and invited him with my body. I could get the attention of any woman by the way I bent and slowly lifted my breasts. It was like magic. It always worked. Even though always helpless, I felt powerful when I worked my magic on others.

The trainer's whips were simple braided leather cords with short handles. Never breaking the skin, but always leaving thin red lines wherever they landed. Wielded lightly they corrected my actions and warmed my skin.   It leached through to my  core and excited me.  It made me want more and brought me to the threshold of ecstasy, but they never pushed me over the edge. I loved the feeling and hated the denial. Firmly swung, the same whip scalded me, punished me, controlled me.

Now, after weeks of training, one light stroke or six hard, painful strokes was all it took bring me to the edge. I was almost never able to orgasm without some direct stimulation of my loins. All it took to push me over the edge from arousal to a thunderous orgasm was a single finger. Once I had orgasmed, any further stimulation would send me over again. Any stimulation, whether sex related or pain inducing  would send me over the edge again. If my master aroused me but did not let me come, I would remain in needy anguish for hours.  Until either I finally cooled down or allowed to orgasm. Then it would start all over again.

After I had orgasmed the first time, my later orgasms grew in strength. After five or so I would faint. I had learned to be a slut powerhouse. Once aroused, I would orgasm at almost any touch. My masters chose whether I  orgasmed or was denied release. In my heart I knew I was a true slave. This was where I belonged. My feelings and desires were no longer under my control. Now, I longed for the whip and orgasm. My body could no longer tell the difference between pain and pleasure. Rather, I welcomed pain  because it could lead to more pleasure than I had ever known . I knew I could never be free again. I was only and forever a sex slave, and loved it. Even if released tomorrow I would search forever for a man or woman to enslave me again. My desires, my feelings, my preferences no longer mattered. I longed for a master to take me to the heights of pleasure only he could give.


Chapter 7

Week 3 

My training was relentless, from dawn to dusk.  I was always chained and leashed. I was required to address all men as “Master” and all  women as “Mistress.” Often gagged and blindfolded I learned patience waiting for my next lesson.   Endless practicing of submissive positions. They insisted I walk as a slave, stand as a slave, and crawl as a slave.  My posture was corrected in the infinitesimal degree of a perfectionist.  I was always limited by my chains.  No matter how perfect I thought I did, a trainer's whip would find my ass and increase the number of painful stripes it bore.  Relentless trainers were never satisfied with my best efforts.   The always present whips stung my buttocks and thighs for minor failures.  Trainers always giving pain that turned to arousal. 

This morning I was aroused with the whip, but I was not taken to climax.  The trainer just whipped me until my ass was beet red.  He never touched me.  I couldn't quite come, no matter how I squirmed.  I was released unsatisfied.  My body ached in gentle agony.  I needed to come.  I couldn't concentrate on my lessons.  I was whipped for my failures more than ever before.  My perfect coordination was lost.  I was clumsy and forgot almost everything except the aching void in my belly.  I needed to come so bad.

In a brief moment of clarity I saw that the other slaves were having the same problem.  The trainer's whips were in constant motion, correcting problems not seen since the first week.

After we were taken back to wash up, I found it was agony to kneel.  I kept squirming, trying to get comfortable.  I whined to Morgan, "I didn't get a climax all day.  I hurt."

She replied, " Me too.  I don't think any of us got to come all day. Do you know why?"

I said, "No.  They just didn't touch me after I was hot."

I heard the trainer who watched us walking our way.  I shut up.  He stopped in front of me.  He asked, "Do you have a problem, slave?"

"Master," I said, "I did not get to climax all day.  Did I do something wrong?"

He smiled and said, "No.  You have all learned that pain and pleasure are closely aligned.  Now it is time for you to learn that you live to give pleasure to your master.  You must earn your pleasure.  If you are exquisite, your master may choose to reward you.  Now be quiet and think how to be exquisite tomorrow."

I was dismayed.  No more climaxes unless my trainers thought I deserved a reward.  I already was working hard, under the ever-present threat of the whip.  How could I do better?  It was unfair.  Hah, slaves don't get fair.

I looked around me.  I needed to climax so badly.  I couldn't think straight.  There must be something here I can rub myself against.  I found nothing.  Rats.

At the end of the day I was ripped apart by my need.  My pussy itched and my belly twitched annoyingly.  I looked forward to the bench in my cell.  As i got close I could see the bench was still there. Even if they didn't turn on the vibrator I could still use it to assuage my needs.  My hopes were dashed to pieces when he locked the chain to my collar.  I hadn't been chained in the cell for weeks.  I couldn't reach the bench if I was chained.  Oh no.

I just stood there dumb as he left and locked my door. No relief for me tonight.  I stood there looking at the bench for a while in despair.  I tried moving closer to it and trying to reach some useful part of it, even a corner would do.  But no.  It was well out of my tethered reach.  I cried inconsolably.  I was in desperate need.  My body had been conditioned to multiple orgasms every day and now I couldn't manage even a mild arousal. I lay down on my mat and felt my need burning in my belly. 

My body felt deprived of its accustomed pleasure.  I thought of what I could do to be exquisite tomorrow.  I resolved to obey perfectly and be as alluring as possible.  I lay awake for a long time. I had no options now.  I would obey.  I would be submissive.  I would be an alluring woman.  I would watch every motion of the most erotic slaves around me.  I would copy the best moves. I would train my body and my face.  I must be the best slave.  A perfect slave.

Week 4 

I think I pleased a trainer this morning.  I smile all the time, even when the whip is arousing me.  This morning after my whipping, I said, "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "All right, slave. Speak."

Master, I said, "Thank you for whipping me.  I am very aroused now.  You are masterful with the whip.  My bottom is hot as is my belly.  Would you please kiss me?"

He looked surprised but he stepped closer and lifted my leash out of the way.  His lips met mine and I opened wide, inviting him to taste me.  Our tongues met and explored my mouth.  I was careful to be submissive and simply followed his tongue with mine.  He tasted divine, both masculine and sweet.   I pressed my breasts and belly tight to him and felt my arousal growing stronger.  His arms gathered me in and welded my body to his.  I felt his erection grow huge.  The kiss lasted a long time.  I hoped he would take me right there.  I needed him in me so badly.

When he released me, I saw lust in his eyes.  I believed he would take me right then.  I spread my knees and felt my engorged labia lips open to him.  I felt the cool air flow into my pussy.  I was so ready to be taken.  I cursed my chained hands for the first time in weeks.  I wanted him in me.  Alas, he said, "We're late lass, later."  He turned away and led me to class. 

My damned nose followed its leash obediently as I tried to regain what little poise I had left.

I ate my meals from a bowl on the floor, always the same tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables and fruit.  Always with my hands locked behind me. Even my toilet was dehumanizing. I peed over a bucket in the open. My ass was plugged by my masters and I could only crap when permitted. I learned to spread my ass cheeks wide with my chained hands so I would not need to wipe after crapping. I had never dreamed I could ever be so watched and controlled. Yet, I was happy. I never had to decide anything and my submissive nature flourished. I loved a slave's life.

My rules were simple:

Obey every order given, exactly and perfectly.

All free men and women are my masters and mistresses.

Do not speak without permission.

Know all  the required positions for display, obeisance, and punishment. assume them instantly on command, and do not move unless ordered.

Move gracefully and smile at your masters.

Never open a door unless ordered.

Never move from an assigned position until commanded.

Whether leashed or not always follow your master one step behind and one step to the right.

Punishments:

Corrections during training: 1 stroke of the whip

Failing to follow a rule: 1 to 3 strokes of the whip.

Disobedience: ten to twenty strokes of the whip and one to three days in the bad girl cell.

Attempted escape: fifty strokes, five to ten days in the bad girl cell, and close chains.

Week 5 

Things became more pleasant after we had all learned that we had to earn our pleasure.

My days always began with frustration. I would wake in the dark and finding my arms in a strange place, I would try to move them. Only after discovering they would not move did I remember that my hands had been fastened to the back of my collar. Then I would recall that I was a chained and collared slave. With a chain running from my nose to a ring on the wall. Oh well.

Surprisingly, I was comfortable. My bonds were smooth and snug. Though I had almost no freedom of motion, I was well fed, exercised, and had fantastic orgasms every day. I got much satisfaction from my now skillful obedience. I took pride in using my hard won skills to give pleasure to Masters and Mistresses.

Soon, the lights would come on and I would  slide into kneeling display position.  My posture and grace always, now, meeting the trainer's high standards.

When my master stood in front of me, I would bow low and nuzzle his feet. If I was not gagged I would lick his feet with long, languorous strokes until he bade me stop.  Then I would resume kneeling display position and await his orders. I loved  the submissive acts demanded of me.

He, or she, would unlock my chain from the wall and put me into the coffle. When all were in place, we would be marched to the slave's bath, allowed to use the toilet, and cleaned. The coffle would then be led into an adjoining room and the ends of the coffle secured to the omnipresent rings. Our hands would be freed and we would brush our teeth and hair. Lipstick was available and all the girls used it.  Some enhancing their nether lips and nipples along with their mouths.

I  had thirty minutes to clean and polish my collar and chains, and apply the makeup permitted me.  I would paint a liquid rouge on my nipples and labia lips, apply lipstick and perfume.  Finally, I would brush my teeth and hair. I would hurry through all my tasks then go to kneeling display position trying not to pull on the coffle chain.

Trainers would enter the dressing room on time.   If we were in position they would release us and take us to the exercise room. Any girl not in position would receive three strokes, then we would go to exercise. Morning training session lasted hours and was purely physical. The afternoon training was teaching us how to be useful slaves.  The evening session enhanced our natural sexual skills.

My morning exercises always began with a whipping to orgasm. My hands were locked to the back of my collar.   I would either be bent over the bar or my collar would be locked to a chain dangling from the ceiling. After a couple of months of training, it took only one or two strokes to arouse me. Then a light touch on my clit or nipples would push me over the edge. After that a couple of passes on my clit or labia every few minutes would give me another orgasm.  Each one stronger than the last. Normally I would receive five or six that left me writhing and breathless.

After I recovered, I would be taken to one of several exercise stations.  There was one used to strengthen my vaginal muscles.  Another to give me more erect breasts.  One to tone my abdomen.  Another to exercise my arms and neck. Usually I only worked on one of these exercises a day. I was watched and corrected by a trainer at all times.

My vaginal exercises were simple. A medium size dildo was inserted into my pussy. It had a cord attached that hung between my legs. In the beginning I just had to hold it in place. If it fell out too soon I was whipped. When I could hold it for ten minutes, a weight was added to the cord. When I could hold that for ten minutes the weight was increased. Now the weight was  heavy and my trainer just verified I could still hold it for ten minutes once a week.

My other required exercises were more common. Push ups, sit ups, chest presses. Inclined bench . All to slim my hips, increase my core strength and strengthen my torso. Of course these were all limited by my wrist chains. The trainer's watchfulness and insistence on perfect form  made up for a lot.

Then I would work on my leg muscles. A long rope was tied from my collar to the top of a post in the middle of a large hall. On even numbered days ropes tied to rings on my waistband fastened me to a cart  loaded with weights.  I was required to pull it in a circle in a large hall. On odd numbered days, a pack was placed on my shoulders and loaded with weights that I had to carry around and around. I was made to raise my knees until my ankle chain was taut. This was easy to learn but caused me to tire quickly. My trainers would drive me  until no amount of whipping could make me continue.

My trainers kept increasing the length and weight of my exercises and I was becoming  fit. No matter how fit and strong I became, however, I was still helpless.. My hobble made it impossible to run away from anyone. My chained hands could not defend me. I had to follow where ever my leash led me.  I worked  hard to keep my leash slack, for a tug there sent terrible pain through me.

After my physical exercises finished I was fed. As always, a tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables, fruit and meat.

The trainers then worked on my positions and posture for an hour. In the beginning this training lasted more than two hours. I was becoming  graceful in all my movements.

Now my next training period had shifted to domestic duties. I  learned how to serve dinner, clear dishes, serve wine, be a ladies maid, and other domestic duties.  The wrist chains were long enough to permit me to do many duties. but there were also many things I could not do.

Whoever had performed their tasks better than every other slave would be allowed to use the magic bench in their cell all night.  It was the best of rewards.  We all tried very hard to please our trainers. We were all proud when we were chosen.


Chapter 8

One morning Marie took me back to the workshop. Two men immobilized me on a table with many tight leather straps.  I couldn't move a muscle and my legs and arms were stretched tight. One of them reached out a hand and stroked my pussy lips. Unwanted arousal shot through my body. I was so hot. I gasped and panted for breath.  I needed release and it would be so easy for him to take me now and grant me that release. I was so hot  that I almost wanted them to ravish me. I was glad I was gagged for I was afraid I would have begged them to take me if I could. 

The men just smiled at me and added more straps until my torso and head could not move.  I already had a nose ring so I didn't understand why they strapped my head down. The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.   It looked like they were going to put nipple rings on me.  I shook my head as far as I could and moaned through my gag.  It was clear I didn't want my nipples pierced.

Mistress said, "Hush, the men have their orders." She walked around in front of me so I could see her rings.  Her nipple rings were large and thick.  I also saw she had three rings in each of her labia lips and one in her clitoris.  They shimmered as she moved.

I thought they were the most exotic ornaments and complimented her collar and cuffs.  She was gorgeous and incredibly sexy and her smile looked genuine.  I have to admit, she was a good advertisement for slavery. I thought, "I hope it doesn't hurt too much.  I want to look like her."  Well, I can't stop it so I might as well want it. Lots of women got erotic piercings.  They would look great.   I was pretty sure these would be used for more than adornment though. 

They looked so erotic in her.  I wondered why I thought they looked erotic.  Maybe it was seeing how controllable they made her.  Anyone with a finger in one of her rings had her under total control.  Then why would I want some?  Did all women want to be controlled at some level? I watched, transfixed, as they made me more and more helpless and erotic.  The labia and clit rings were not as meaningful.  They were adornments and weren't as good for easy control.  Though a leash to her private parts would be effective. But the nipple rings were amazing.

A new man walked into the room.  He looked alert, intelligent, and somehow, ruthless.  He took Mistress in his arms and kissed her, strongly, possessively.  She melted into him and returned his kiss with passion. He broke the kiss and turned to me.  Mistress knelt behind him, watching him.

He said, "Excellent.  Get her nipples ready.  I'll do them first then her loins.  I'll do her ears last." He walked to a cabinet.

One man went to each side of the table and began stroking and pinching my nipples. Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

The new arrival took over. He applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted. I had seen pictures of women with ringed nipples. All them had large balls on the rings. I understood these unscrewed so the rings could be removed. I didn't think mine would be removable so easily. Mistress's were just large rings that made the same statement as my collar. "This woman is property. I have placed these rings in her flesh because I like the way they make her look. I will use them to control her. She is my property."

I hoped they would enhance my beauty, my desirability. If asked, I would have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again. I had lost any control over my body. Someone thought they owned me now. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged. Then each of my ears received their rings.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  It came through my gag as only a small squeal. The ring was heavy and seemed to rest directly on the sensitive nub of my clit. I sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received their rings. To my shame I felt my warm love juices flowing into my pussy as, unwanted, my body responded to the erotic knowledge that my sex bore public testimony to my slavery. I wore the rings of a pleasure slave for all to see and know I was owned.

I was helpless to do anything about the weighty metal piercing my flesh.  I wondered if they would make me more attractive to whoever now owned me? One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I needed their care. I was so helpless!

Then I watched as he approached my face with a Q-tip. I closed my eyes, I couldn't watch. I felt the cool liquid spread on both earlobes.  In a moment both my ears wore large gold rings like my nipples

I felt  weight  everywhere they had put my new rings.  My piercings were tender and every movement I made caused them to swing and stimulate me, just as Mistress had predicted.  I was aroused by every sway of a ring, any ring, but especially my clit and nose ring.  My nose ring was supported by a grommet, so I didn't feel the sway on my flesh, but it was heavy and I felt it tugging on my nose.  All the others aroused me directly, but the nose ring was somehow indirect. When it moved I felt submission It was how I was leashed and fastened and it was potent. Anyone who held it controlled me absolutely. and instantly. I was so horny.  I wanted sex, lots of sex.  What I got was a restful night in my cell. Rats.


Chapter 9

My final training session before dinner was dance. Before our dance training began, all the girls had  bells attached to  our rings.  I, and most of the others in my class adored the bells. I thought they made me look exotic and even more erotic than when just ringed and chained. Of course, we were always available for whatever the Masters wanted. But now we couldn't move at all without announcing our motion to the world. We could  be located by the continual ringing of our bells. Most of the bells were just fastened on the rings themselves. The rings in my loins, however, had short chains connecting the bells to them. I had never been a good dancer – not much opportunity, I supposed. Also, I had never expected to have to know belly dance, but that was all my training was teaching me. There were three other girls in the class with me. Elizabeth, I had known before the class. Martha was a tall Brunette. Melinda was a medium height blond. I thought that all the girls were pretty. The instructor was also a slave girl. At least, she was naked and wore the same chains as the rest of us and made obeisance to the Masters just like the rest of us. But the students were ordered to obey her as a Mistress.

The dance room was lined with mirrors so the girls could see all the instructors actions. I enjoyed the dancing. I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all. Almost all  the action in my hips and torso. I learned that all the floor motion used tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length. I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms. Considering how much my chains limited me, I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I danced. I cast furtive glances at my trainers as I moved. I noticed how they smiled at the girls in motion and watched as their cocks swelled their pants.

One of the most enjoyed exercises was that used for strengthening the pectorals. We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipple rings in a circle. The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded. Of course, theses exercises caused all the slave girls to become aroused.

I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my final masters and were going to take me fully when the dance ended. But it always ended in frustration. I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I acknowledged that I was a slave girl. I wanted the damned training to be over so I could finally meet my master. I wanted a master, I needed a master. NOW!

At the end of the last training session, the girls would have their evening orgasm.

After the last training period of the day was over, the girls were locked back in coffle. Then we were fed and allowed to talk among ourselves. After eating, the trainers marched us to our cells and chained us to our walls. Occasionally a trainer would come and go over our individual progress.  He would tell us the points the trainers wanted a girl to work on. The cart would come to them just before their sleep period. When the cleanup was done the lights were turned down and they slept. Usually I was tired and went right to sleep.

When my training began, my bottom, pussy and anus and mouth were usually sore at the end of the day. The soreness was always gone by the morning in all but my bottom. The whip's legacy seemed to last longer, but never very bad. It certainly was not allowed to hamper my training. After a few weeks, nothing ever hurt in the morning. I felt wonderful and ready for the day's fun. I realized one morning that I looked forward to the whole day. Physically, I felt in perfect shape. I still was helpless and completely under control. But I felt even more loved by my trainers and trusted by my sisters in bondage. We could count on each other for sympathy when needed and camaraderie all the time. It is foolish to call what four slave girls strung on a coffle share as camaraderie, but that's what it felt like. We all snuck smiles and grimaces to each other when the trainers weren't looking. Occasionally one of us might stick her tongue out at a trainer's retreating back after a cut with his whip. Anyway I felt close to my flock of slave girls.

At the end of the last training session on the last day of the eighth week of training, I was taken to my orgasm training. The trainer  locked my hands  to the back of my collar, I was gagged, blindfolded, and taken back to the steel bar. When I was halted, I gracefully assumed the standing display position. My leash was pulled down, I was bent over the bar and I spread my feet as far apart as I could.. I knew what was next. And, sure enough, a whip blazoned a scalding stripe across both ass cheeks. I screamed into my gag, but long painful experience had taught me not to move a muscle. I felt the now familiar beginnings of arousal. My belly fluttered, My labia lips became hot and swollen. I spread my knees just a little farther apart to let the juices flow.  I wanted and to give a penis, anyone's penis, ample room to impale me. I was sopping wet, and open, so open, so ready.

The nameless trainer pushed the handle of his whip slowly into my gaping valley and slid it around. I spasmed, my strong vagina muscles clenched the handle and sucked it into me. I pulled it  nearly out of his hand. “Whoa,” he exclaimed,” this one is strong!” The trainer grasped the slick handle and slowly moved it in and out. After three slow strokes, I fell over the edge and orgasmed . I was  moaning through my gag, and writhing frantically.

The trainer left the whip handle in place and I heard him ask, “How many should we give her?” I did not hear a reply. The trainers let me simmer for a few minutes.  When I was still and quiet, I felt lips on my left nipple, sucking and licking. It felt wonderful and in a few seconds I was moaning to the rising heat in my belly. My arousal plateaued after a few minutes when the mouth went away. When suddenly, another fiery stripe flamed across my belly. I gasped, for, not only did it  hurt, I was on the edge again. The whip handle again slowly fondled my nether lips and I pushed forward as hard as I could striving to get it in me again. But I couldn't reach it. It teased me for long seconds until my master slowly penetrated me again. The orgasm was instantaneous and huge. I felt like I would explode from pleasure and lust.

The masters continued playing with my helpless body.  Eventually giving me five enormous orgasms and leaving me panting into my gag. They unlocked my collar and let me sink into a kneeling display position. They let me rest there until my breathing returned to normal, then they removed my gag.

I felt a rigid cock brush my lips. I licked my lips and opened my mouth to accept him. I licked and sucked him and felt the cock grow larger. I sucked it into my mouth and sucked it avidly, trying my best to get his cum into my mouth. In all the months of training, I had learned to relish this ultimate submissive act.  I learned  to love the salty taste that resulted. All the trainers tasted different and  they all tasted wonderful. This was an impersonal act of love given  in appreciation of all the pleasure they had given me. I only wished one of them would take me. I needed my pussy plowed by one of these wonderful cocks. I hadn't had one in me since my training started, and I needed it so bad. The whip orgasms were spectacular. But just think what a cock, used the way God intended, would feel like. I sucked and bobbed my head and licked the tip of the cock as best I could. I felt the cock swell and lengthen in my mouth and was proud of my ability and success. I felt my own arousal grow with the cock. The heat was building in my pussy. It was close, so close. Then the trainer's seed burst forth from the cock in a great flood. I was startled, it was so much, so quick, so damned good. I swallowed and swallowed and tasted the ambrosia of the gods. Then my own orgasm flowered within me. It was huge, it filled my body and soul. I could feel darkness enveloping me, smothering me, and I passed out and slumped to the floor.

The trainer looked down at the unconscious sex slave, and said to his companion, “ I think she's ready.”

When I rejoined the living I was taken to the washroom and cleaned, inside and out.  Two slaves were brought in to make me presentable.  Oils were rubbed in my skin, my hair was brushed until it shone.  My nails were trimmed and painted.  Liquid rouge was painted on my labia lips, my nipples and my lips.  Tiny bells were hung on my nipple and earrings.  My chains were polished. My face was made up.  Finally, two short chains were used to fasten my nipple rings to my nose ring.  If I lifted my head even a little it caused pain in both my nipples and nose. I was ready.  One of my trainers led me to an office I  had never been in.  It was empty.  I was ordered to kneel on a cushion in front of a couch. The trainer locked my leash to a ring in the floor and said, "Your new Master will be here shortly. Stay."

I asked, "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, Iris."

Master, I think My Master's name is Mr. Allen.  I don't know his first name.  Could you tell me so I may greet him properly."

'That's his decision, not mine.  He may not want you to know anything other than 'Master.'" He left me alone.

I really didn't care what my Master's first name was, I only asked out of female curiosity, I suppose. I just wanted to give my submission as soon as I could and start my new life. I wanted to submit as soon as possible.  I wanted to start giving him boundless, continual pleasure. I needed my master, now, damn it. But I held still and smiled, eternally conscious of my posture. Soon I was taking a trip into a glorious new future. My optimism was boundless. And, also, I suppose, pretty foolish for a helpless, oversexed, romantic, slave. Girls are foolish.

Shortly I heard a door open, I didn't move.  I couldn't look up anyway with the chains holding my head down. I saw his feet as he walked by me and tousled my hair.  He sat on the couch and was silent. I said, ""Greetings, Master.  Your pleasure slave begs to submit to you.  May I submit now?"

He said, "Iris, my name is Tom Allen. You may come forward and offer obeisance to me."

I rose up on my knees and crept forward, off the cushion, toward his feet. Two, three, four feet.  I sank back to my knees and leaned forward until my forehead was touching the floor.  I said. "Master, I am Iris, your slave.  I submit myself to you and hope you find me to your liking.  I will obey you and honor you. Please accept me as your slave girl."

"I accept you  as my slave.  Stand."  He rose to his feet as I stood.  I spread my legs wide, arched my back and thrust my breasts as far out as I could.  The chains binding my nipples to my nose kept me from holding my head erect.

I watched his hands rise to my nose and remove those chains.  Of course, my leash remained.  He let the chains drop and dangle from my nipple rings.  The tugs as they fell kicked my arousal into high.  A soft moan escaped from my lips.  He draped my leash over my shoulder as I lifted my head to the proper position.  He put a hand under my chin and lifted my face until I looked into his eyes.  They were wide and the pupils were a bright blue.

I fell into them like a pool of light.  He lowered his face to mine as we continued to gaze into each other's eyes. I wish I had the use of my arms. I wanted to curl them around him and pull him tight.  But I was powerless.  No matter. It was how I was meant to be. 

I felt his arms encircle me and crush me against him.  Our lips met and I closed my eyes.  The emotion surging through me was so intense I couldn't keep them open.  His touch drove me crazy with desire. I felt his tongue pass between my slack lips.  I thought I would faint away with lust.  I wanted him to take me again and again.  Anywhere, anyway he wanted. I was his willing vassal, ready for anything he wanted.  The kiss went on and on and I wanted it to never stop.

Eventually he pulled back and looked at me. I wanted to say so many things, but I also wanted him to know I was very submissive, so I just smiled and lowered my eyes.  I adjusted my position to a taut standing display.  He said, ""You are much changed from our last conversation, Iris."

"Yes, Master, Thank you.  I have learned much in my time here."

"Are you happy to be here, Iris?"

""Yes, Master, I am quite happy here."

"Don't you miss you freedom, your friends, your job, your parents?"

"Master, sometimes when my training is hard, I miss my freedom, but not usually.  I like the way I feel here."

"Tell me how you feel right now."

"Master, I feel so many things, I want to serve you and give you pleasure.  I want you to ravish me and make me obey you.  I long to be forced by you. I want to feel my slavery.  I love you so much. I'm very happy to be your slave.  I'm happy to be here."

"You know I'll whip you for my pleasure even when you don't deserve it?"

"Yes, Master.  I have long since earned the whip for all my past behavior.  I welcome the whip.  Its wonderful when it gives you pleasure.  This place has taught me to embrace pain and turn it to my pleasure too. Would you like to whip me now, Master?  I would be honored to receive pain from you.  It would seal my slavery on me forever."  I meant every word.  I wanted him to whip me.  It would be that symbolic moment when I accepted him as my Master.  I would wear his stripes like a diploma.  I had worked hard and learned many lessons to prepare for him.


Chapter 10

He lifted the bells on my nipple rings and asked, "Worn these long?"

"No, Master.  The trainers put them on me this morning."

"What do you think about them?"

I opened my mouth and my mind went blank.  I finally said, "Master, I just accept whatever is done to me.  I don't have a choice, so I just wear them.  My only though about them was hoping you would like them."

"OK.  It I were to take you out in public would you like me to take them off first?"

"Master, I have had all modesty and shame removed.  I am your slave girl.  I like whatever you want for me."

"OK. Good girl. Stand very still.  Don't move.  Are you ticklish?"

"What? Master, I can't stand still if you tickle me, please."

"I never said I was going to tickle you." He walked around behind me and reached around me.  He put a hand on each of my breasts and rubbed my ringed nipples. In an instant they went from firm to hard as a rock and every rub after that went straight to my loins.  I felt a quiver then a rush as my labia engorged and spread open to ease his access.  But he stayed behind me and fondled my breasts as well as my nipples. My arousal shot toward an orgasm like a skyrocket. I tried to hold still as he ordered but my whole body was quivering with untamable lust as his nimble fingers continued to excite me. My breathing quickened and every exhale was  gasp then I started moaning as my orgasm thundered toward me like a landslide. 

It broke and I stumbled back against Master, trying to keep my feet under me. Luckily, he was ready for me and my weight didn't move his hard body a bit.  I would have slumped to the floor except for his hands holding my breasts, his arms under my ribcage.

He said, "Technically, you didn't move, slave.  If you had, I would have had to discipline you.  Don't let it happen again."

No, Master.  I will do better next time."

"You can't do better, my hot slave girl."

"Thank you Master."

"Stand up and don't move"

I knew he was teasing me and I loved it.  My life couldn't get any better.

He kept hold of my left breast and slid his right hand down to my loins.  Oh no, He's testing my responses everywhere.  I can't resist and he knows it.

His fingers stroked my labia and I felt it spread even wider.  My thighs were already wet from my orgasm but I started juicing even more as his fingers snuck inside me. My loins started trembling and I got the worst itch in my pussy.  I needed him in me, and I don't mean his fingers.

Suddenly I was on the brink of an orgasm.  It felt huge.  I hope I don't faint.  It was on me in a rush and I screamed my pleasure to the world.  I have no idea if I moved, but once again, when I took notice of my surroundings, Master was holding me up.

I squeaked, "Sorry, Master. I tried."

"Well," he said, "I can see I need to discipline you for disobedience."

"Yes, Master," I said, happily, I'm very disobedient.  I need a spanking if its not too much trouble."

He set me on my feet and led me to the couch and laid me across his lap.

I don't understand how my mind works.  As I was lain down on my belly over his legs all I could think about was how docile and convenient I was.  My hands were locked high on my back and useless.  My ankles were chained together.  I was naked.  The leash on my nose ring made me utterly controllable.  Why don't men do this to all their women.  I was happier than I had ever been.  I didn't care about the neighbors, or clothes or fashion, or a job. My only concern was  keeping my Master happy.

I was still quite aroused and ready for another orgasm.  I was sure a spanking would give me a huge one in short order.  I felt the sting of his first blow on my ass cheek.  It was marvelous.  Whatever pain I might have felt was instantly transformed into a warm, pleasant feeling.  My arousal shot up and every smack kicked me higher until I was finely balanced on the edge and anything would push me over into bliss. I knew the next time I felt his hand I would orgasm.  I was moaning and trembling like a leaf.  He stopped and just let me lay there on his hard, hot lap. I felt his stiff cock poking up into me.  I couldn't move or do anything.  I whimpered., "Please, Master."

His hand, heated by my bottom thrust between my legs and his fingers thrust into my pussy and I exploded like a bomb bursting in me.  My orgasm was tremendous, the biggest of all.  I thrashed and kicked, screaming my joy.

When I was aware of myself again, Master had laid me on my side on his desk. He pulled my feet up against my ass and locked my hobble chain to the back of my waistband.  He rolled me on my back, my ass hanging partly off the edge.  My pussy was sopping. I watched as he took his stiff cock out and lay it against my sex.  I was wide open and his gentle push slid his cock into me.  My pussy spasmed around his cock, trying to hold it in me.  His rhythmic pumping went from gentle to animal sex in an instant.  I felt my uncontrollable arousal once again and I climbed to my peak in the space of seconds.  He was on a hair trigger too, because he came quickly and set me spinning off into another magnificent orgasm. 

I woke up again thinking this was the kind of repetition that gave animal sex such a good reputation. Master rolled me over and unlocked my hobble from my waistband so I could stand. He led me back to the couch and ordered me to kneel on the cushion. He sat on the couch and held my leash.

"You know, we usually remove the permanent leash from a girl when she finishes training.  I kind of like this on you, though. And I recall you were a very bad girl before you came here, Iris."

"Whatever Master wishes," I said with a smile.

"Stay there. I'll be right back."  He walked out of the room and I waited.  He came back followed by Mistress Marie.  She was only two or three years older than me.  He waved her toward me. She came over to me, took a cushion off the couch, dropped it on the floor, knelt close and looked at me.  I looked back at her too.  Her hands were free. Oh, she wore golden bracelets, but there were no chains attached to them and no waistband. She wore a collar and her ankles were chained like mine. She looked at Master and asked, "May I?"

He replied, "Go ahead."

She leaned close and kissed me.  It was a good kiss and I wound up returning it.

She broke and straightened up.  She was beautiful.  I was in her power now with my useless arms and bells, and nose leash.

She said, Iris, you have finished your basic training and been accepted into Master Thomas' house.   I am first girl in his house as well as being an instructor in the school and you will obey me and address me as Mistress.  Master Thomas will confirm this." She looked at him.

Master said, "Your Mistress is correct. You will obey her as if she were me."

"Yes, Master," I said.

Mistress asked me, "Was there any part of your training you especially liked?"

"Yes, Mistress. I enjoyed the dancing very much.  And the sex, of course."

"What is your favorite method for reaching orgasm?"

I blushed, ashamed of my wanton needs. I said, "Mistress, I like being spanked by Master before sex."

"Excellent.  He enjoys spanking us too.

Master smiled and said, "Girls have such luscious bottoms.  Perfect for spanking and well enough padded to protect your insides from my hand.  I have not yet met a girl who did not respond very well to my hand."

A sudden thought occurred to me, "Mistress, how many girls does Master own?"

She smiled and said, "Ah, that's an important question isn't it.  Master has four slave girls counting you.  But don't worry. This isn't like a Persian harem where the girls are ignored for long periods.  You'll receive at least one and usually more orgasms per day."

"Mistress, may I know what my duties will be?"

"You'll start out with domestic duties in the house.  Cleaning, serving, gardening, yard work, ladies maid, Master's valet.  You'll be trained as a pony girl.  There's always a need for more of those.  Of course your primary duty will be serving our Master."

Master said, "All right. Marie, let's take her home. Stand."

Mistress and I stood up. She took my leash and followed Master outside.  There was a carriage with two seats drawn by a pair of harnessed women. She locked my nose leash to the back of the carriage and took the seat beside Master. I watched him flick the reins on the shoulders of the girls and said "Walk." The leaned into their harnesses and the carriage started moving with a tinkling of their bells. I followed of course.  They steadied down into a medium walk and I had no trouble keeping pace with them.

In training I was taken outside on coffle every week.  I usually saw the same route to town and back.  The day was bright and sunny.  The carriage was rolling on a paved road with sidewalks and mowed grass beyond.  I saw mansions and outbuildings on either side of park-like country.  It reminded me of a college campus. All the people we passed were young men and women.  We passed several carriages and carts pulled by one or two harnessed girls.  I saw two ways the pony girls were attached to the vehicles.  Most common was standing erect with broad belts tight on their waists, hands high on their back.  The vehicle tongue fastened to the belt and reins fastened to bits in their mouths to control them.  Just like a horse would be.  The other had the girls bent over at the waist, their collars fastened to a cross bar on the tongue, looking at the ground.  The front end of the tongue had a wheel on the ground which the driver controlled.  In this arrangement the girls were just motive force for the carriage and had no part in steering. In both arrangements, the girls had bells dangling from their nipple rings.. 

There were couples walking on the sidewalks and the grass.  It looked like a spring day between classes, except that all the women were naked, chained, and leashed. Most of the leashes went to their noses, like mine.  The rest went to their sex rings.  I wouldn't like that but it didn't seem to bother them.  The men held their leashes. Most of the women's hands were locked high on their backs, like me.

I looked closely at the women we passed.  Their faces were made up and their nails were polished. They all looked happy and more like they were going on an outing with a lover than captives being taken somewhere against their will.  None of them were struggling. In fact, most of them were snuggling against their captors, trying to stay in contact as they walked.  Of course their hands were useless, but that didn't stop them.  Every one wore only one thing besides their collars and chains, high heeled shoes. I was the only unaccompanied female I saw except for the pony girls who were secured to their carts.

It occurred to me that everyone I saw was in their twenties.  I saw no children nor anyone older than early thirties.  Suddenly, I had an understanding of what this place was.  It was a school to teach women to be  submissive slave girls and men how to be their dominant  Masters. It made sense to me.  Females are naturally smaller. weaker, slower, less aggressive.  Men are their physical superiors.  But our society frustrates that natural order and leaves many unhappy people in its wake. I was certainly much happier serving men than I had been trying to copy them.

The bigger implication for me was that I might someday be released back to society.  The thought was scary.  I was happy here and wasn't before.  I had been changed by this place and it would feel like rejection if they sent me away.  But I never had a choice here.  Someone else would decide what I would do, be. And that was an essential part of my happiness. I never had to worry about tomorrow.  Well, when and if someone thinks about sending me back, maybe they'll ask me.  Hah.

Just as I had my revelation, the carriage turned into a driveway of a stately house.  I saw several girls working in a garden being directed by two men.  The girls hands were still chained to the back of their waistbands, but they were gloved and held tools and were doing something to some bushes.  They had what looked like leather chaps protecting their legs. Incongruously, they wore heels in the garden. The carriage stopped in front of the house and Master and Marie got out.  A uniformed butler came out of the house, looked me over, and said, "May I be of any assistance, Sir?"

Marie came back to me and unlocked my leash from the back of the carriage.

Master said, "James, this is Iris, the new girl , Marie will take care of her. Would you see to the ponies?"

"Very good, sir." He took the pony's reins and  led them around the house.

Master strode into his house, Master of his domain and all in it. 

Marie led me into the house. Master was standing in front of a cabinet.  He pulled a chain out of it. The chain descended from a track in the ceiling almost to the floor.  He freed my hands from the back of my collar and replaced them with the dangling chain.  I lowered my hands and flexed them to restore circulation. 

Master locked another dangling chain to Marie's collar. She smiled at my shocked look and shrugged.  She obviously meant it wasn't necessary, but don't say that to a man.

Marie asked, "Master, may I explain why you locked me on the track?  She is confused."

"Go ahead."

"Iris, men here believe that all women are untrustworthy.  So all women are kept chained unless they are escorted by a man.  Usually even then, too. To make up for it they allow us to pleasure them."

"Mistress, aren't there other reasons?"

Master answered, "Because we grew up in outside society and saw what free women are like, so we like having our women helpless, and the chains look good on you. Marie, show Iris the house and her kennel."

"Yes, Master," she said.

He walked away, done with us for now. 

Marie took my hand and led me into the house.  She said, " I'm a slave too. Just because I'm responsible for you, doesn't mean I should be trusted.  One of the key rules here is that women should never be trusted.  We're loved and cared for but we're not trusted.  That's one reason we're always chained."

I said, "Maybe they are possessive and don't want to lose us."

"No, they loan us to their friends for parties and sex.  They just don't trust us.  I've got to admit, I was sometimes devious before I was brought here."

It was a big house. Many bedrooms, an exercise room/ bondage playroom, Our kennels were in the basement.  Six of them.  Bedding was kept in cupboards next to them.  They were basically steel barred cages, four feet high, four wide and six long.  Not much room, but Marie said we'd only be in them to sleep sometimes.

The overhead track I was locked to ran into almost every room.  Inside most rooms the track had branches or ran around the room so I could reach every part. I guess we needed to in order to serve or clean.  I was surprised to see the track even ran outside, under a covered walkway all the way to the stables.  She took me down to see it. 


Chapter 11

The two ponygirls were working in the stables, both chained to the overhead track.  It wasn't smelly like a horse barn, but rather, clean and tidy.  There were stalls for twenty or more pony girls.  Much like my kennel, but eight feet high and six feet wide.  Much roomier.  One girl was sweeping and the other was polishing her tack.  One was named Suzy and other, Melody. They were both young and fit and wearing pony boots. They had the same chains and rings as I did with bells on their nipple rings.  They chimed merrily as they worked. Marie left me there to get acquainted and she went back to the house.  No chance of running away here.

We talked briefly and introduced ourselves.  They had both been in Master's service for a couple of years and seemed quite happy and well adjusted. I asked if they knew how they had come to be here.  They didn't know either.  We chatted while they worked.  They had grown up in suburbia like me, only three states away.  I told them how I was always getting in trouble and they admitted to a few scrapes with the law.  Their parents were wealthy too.  We had all been spoiled brats, it seemed. I wondered again how my parents had anything to do with me being here?  How did they know about it.  Maybe this place was listed on the dark web?  "Unruly girls taken off your hands.  Best Prices on the planet. Call 1.800.BAD.GIRL." That seemed awfully unlikely. They were so staid and strait-laced they could give English Royalty lessons on deportment.  Nevertheless, the last thing I remember before waking up to my rape was her handing me a drink. Oh well, I'll probably never know.

Marie told me I would receive pony girl training so I asked Suzy and Melody what I had to learn.

They both laughed and Suzy said, "Patience and stamina."

Melody said, "Yes, but not at the same time."
"What do you mean?"

Suzy said, "Stamina, because you're going to have to pull a load for miles, sometimes running.  So you'll spend time on the treadmill and on the sled course. Patience because you'll also spend a lot of time harnessed to a cart waiting for your driver to get in."

Melody said, "High step.  You'll have to walk in a high step so you'll spend time on the walker too." She pointed to a thing like a helicopter blade on a pole.

"What's a high step."

"Like this, " Melody said.  She stood up and faced me and walked toward me.  But what a walk.  She lifted her left foot straight up until her hobble snapped taut.  Then the shoved it forward, keeping the chain taut, then she repeated with the right foot. She did this twice. "See?"

"Yes.  Isn't that tiring?"

She said, "At first, but your muscles get stronger and its no big thing after a couple of weeks."

"So do both of you like being pony girls?"

Suzy said, "At first I didn't, but it kind of grows on you.  When I first got bitted, I was unhappy.  I didn't want to just be a dumb animal and pull people where they wanted to go.  I wanted to go places myself. I got the whip a lot my first week. When I'm all harnessed up now, I kind of go to sleep.  I don't think at all.  I mean, I obey the reins and my body works and sometimes gets sweaty, but I never think about what I'm doing now. Its like I become a dumb animal in harness and don't come back to human until I'm un-harnessed."

Melody chimed in, "Yeah, I zone out myself now.  I think all of the pony girls do.  I looked at a lot of ponies at first, wondering how they did it. Most of them had no intelligence behind their eyes.  I was afraid they were drugged or zombies or something.  Then I adjusted and now its like it hasn't happened.  I wake up sweaty and the only thing I remember is the harness being strapped on me."

I thought it was a good way to cope with having to act like a dumb animal. "So you just fall into sub space.  You don't have to work at it or do some sort of mental exercise?"

Melody said, "Nope. Just happened in maybe a month."

Suzy remarked, "Yeah, that's about right, but I was pretty miserable for a month.  You can imagine.  I was just as helpless as always only now I was hitched to a carriage, a bit in my mouth and Master or someone he loaned me to, pulling on my reins to make me go somewhere.  He hit me with a long whip if I was too slow or did the wrong thing, or turned too sharp or a bunch of other things.   I slept in a stable and wore a tail in my ass hole. My feet are always chained and I had to trot fast.  It was hard work and no praise or sex until evening. I'd have called it a dogs life except around here dogs have it better.  Anyway, now I don't notice any of what happens in harness.  Life's pretty good now.  We have all the sex we can handle from the men and Melody and I get to play all we want.  Our feet are chained like all the girls but our hands are usually free when we're not harnessed."

"So, if you had your choice, would you go home?"

Suzy said, "No way.  I hated my life.  Here I don't have any freedom, but my life's pretty good."

Melody agreed, "Yeah, me too.  I'd like to get rid of these chains, but otherwise, we've got a good life.  No worries at all here."

"Really.  Does Master ever screw you?"

They both shook their heads. Suzy said, "Just after he bought us he  gave me a lot of orgasms, some the old fashioned way, then he got Melody and then Marie.  Now its always the other men here.  And they are plenty, believe me.  Melody and I have a "Date" every night."

"Don't you get bored, just screwing every night?"

"Nope," she replied, "I never get tired of that, besides, we go on walks, visit the beach, go to movies, restaurants, night clubs, There's even a casino. I can't gamble - no money- but he can."

Marie came to the stables and took me back to the house. She didn't use my leash, just hooked the end of it to my collar to keep it out of the way. She said it was time to fix lunch. This surprised me a little and pleased me too.  Since I've been enslaved, I have only eaten two times a day.  There was no midday meal.  "Mistress, am I to help prepare and serve it?"

"Yes, we fix lunch for the men and serve it.  We don't get to eat anything. No slave ever eats midday."

"Oh, well.  At least I get to serve Master."


Chapter 12

It turned out James was not only the butler but also an excellent chef.  He prepared the food and Marie and I set the tables for eight men.  There were two more men in the household, but they were security and on duty. We put their food in  insulated trays the other security men took to them after lunch. 

When the food was ready Marie and I served.  We had tiny frilly aprons that barely covered our nether rings. Every man I served fondled my breasts and played with my nipple bells.  I was ready to burst after the first man.  I was so hot. I could feel the color rising in my face.  I glimpsed myself in a mirror.  I was scarlet down to my apron.  I enjoyed the frankly lascivious gazes I was getting from all the  men.  It must have been an anticipation of fresh meat since Marie was just as pretty as me. I nearly spilled coffee on several men. I wanted at least one of them to take me, but they were oblivious to my need, I guess.

After we had cleaned up Marie locked my hands to the back of my collar and took me downstairs to the kennel room.  She fastened me in a discipline stand.  My legs were locked apart, I was bent over a waist high bar and a chain was clipped to my collar so I couldn't straighten up. 

"Iris, we haven't had a formal introduction yet.  This is a good time. She strapped a penis gag in my mouth and strapped it tight.  She held a crop in front of my face and said, "This is what we normally use for discipline in Master's house. I don't know why Master thought we needed another slave in the house.  You're just another load of work for me.  He'll never be bothered to make you do anything.  You're just another unneeded load on me."

"Oh shit," I thought.  She resents me.  and doesn't want me here.  Well I didn't choose to come here, but she can't express her displeasure to Master.  I'm going to be her "Whipping girl."

She walked behind me and started hitting my bottom.  She hit hard and rapidly.  The way a girl is punished, not to stimulate her.  I gasped as the first burning stripe landed on my bottom.  The rest were too fast and hard for me to gasp again.  I screamed into my gag on the third blow and kept creaming  through several more blows. Soon I just cried.  My screams were exhausted. I couldn't move or evade, so I just endured my punishment as best I could.  Finally she stopped and removed my gag. My bottom burned fiercely and I sobbed in defeat. 

Marie said, "Stop crying."

I stopped instantly.  I had to obey her.  The tears were still running down my cheeks. 

I asked in a small voice, "Mistress may I speak?"

"No.  I whipped you to show what will happen if you disobey me or make me look bad to the men. This was just a taste.  It will be much worse if you give me cause.  I am first girl and you are my slave as much as the men's.  Understand me?"

"Yes, Mistress.  You are first girl and I will obey you and strive to make you look as good as I can."

"Good. Now service me."

She shoved her pussy against my mouth and took my nose leash in her hands.  She lifted my nose up.

I stuck out my tongue and stroked her labia lips until she spread her legs and moaned.  I thrust my tongue inside her pussy and licked and sucked.  Her love juices made her moist and I sucked up all I could get.  She put her hands on my head and pulled me further into her. She was my Mistress and I was glad I was pleasuring her.  Her breathing became raged and I took this as my cue. Her hand on my leash pulled my nose as she pumped my head. I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled on it  while sucking. She screamed her pleasure as her trickle of love juices turned into a river.  I sucked and lapped up all I could. She tasted wonderful.

Finally her ardor softened and she backed away.  "That was very good, Iris.  I'll have you service me often.'

"Thank you, Mistress." I understood the whipping.  She wanted our pecking order made very clear.  If anything went awry, I would get whipped.   Oh well. I couldn't do anything about it and I was actually grateful that she clarified her expectations.  At least I wouldn't inadvertently do something to get punished for.

She released me from the stand and unlocked my hands.  She took me outside on the walkway and had me pressure wash the walk.  A slow, job requiring almost no skill and easily inspected.  A perfect job for a slavegirl, I guess.  Still, it provided instant gratification as I watched the grime peel away. I worked on that job for two hours.  When I was done, I went back to the house and told Marie, as she'd instructed me.  We went back out and she inspected my work.  She found two tiny corners I'd missed.  She pointed them out to me then said, "Punishment position.  I went to my knees and put my forehead on the ground.  I crossed my hands behind me.  She gave me six stripes, three for each missed spot and told me to finish my work.  She went back inside and I used the pressure washer again and got Marie to inspect again.  This time she approved and told me to put the gear away.  I put the washer and hose away as I'd been shown then went back into the house.

Everyone ate dinner together in Master's house. All of the men ate at the big table and we slaves were fed whatever the masters wanted.  After we served them, our hands were locked behind us, even Marie, and we had to stay on our knees and beg the men for food.  We were all hungry and anxious. I watched the other girls for a moment then joined in.  I approached the first man, a security guard who had just finished talking to his neighbor.  I crawled to his side and said, "Handsome and kind Master, I am very hungry. May I have a small bite of food, please, your slave begs to be fed."

He tousled my hair and said, "Kneel properly , girl."

I fixed my pose and smiled at him.  He said, "Open."

I obeyed and he put his fork in my mouth.  I gently held the meat in my teeth as he pulled the fork away.  It was a tender piece of steak, brimming with juice.  It was heavenly.  I hadn't tasted any meat since I came here. I savored every morsel as I chewed and swallowed it.  I said, "Thank you, Master. That was the first meat I have had since arriving here. May I leave you now?"

He said, "Yes."

I went to the next man and repeated my food mantra. We had to circle the table in the same order because of the track chains on our collars.  The track ran around the table so we could serve every seat, but it worked well in our search for men willing to feed us.  I wonder if this sort of feeding ever showed up on porn videos?

I received meat, vegetables, pasta, and bread with butter. I was full by the time I asked the last master.  The men received a choice of deserts, but we were forbidden sweets.  Those were reserved for special rewards.  After we served the men, we all knelt to the side in a row. careful to make our poses perfect.

After dinner we played a game of blind man's bluff.  Bells were hung on the nipple rings of all the girls.  I already had mine of course. We went to the rec room.  It had several tracks arranged in a square with multiple crossings so we could reach every corner of the room.  One girl was the rabbit and the other three the foxes.  The rabbit had her ankles locked together so she could only take tiny steps.  The foxes were blindfolded.  The rabbit had three minutes to move away from the foxes.  Then the foxes had to bump into the rabbit to end the round. We all had our hands locked behind us.  The men bet on how long it would take for a fox to bump the rabbit.  The one with the closest time won the prize - fifteen minutes alone with the rabbit.  The men had beer to drink and we had only water.  Health reasons they said. But a naked woman might be able to persuade a horny man to give a girl a drink.  We'll see.

As new girl, I got to be the rabbit.  All the guys were curious what I'd be like.  All four of us were lined up on one side of the room. A padlock was used to connect my ankle rings and blindfolds were strapped on the other three.  I considered my strategy.  They could hear my bells as I moved.  Once they got started moving, their bells would obscure mine.  So I decided to put as much distance between us at first then move laterally once they started.

When I was told to go, I minced across the room angling toward the left corner.  I had just made it when the foxes were released.  I watched them come. They were much faster than me, but blindly focused on the corner I was in.  They were also very noisy.  I minced toward the opposite corner, but a little left so I would not be in the exact corner, but aiming toward the middle of the wall.  It worked well enough.  When they reached the corner I had vacated and stopped. I stopped too. Now I was in the middle of the room, inching my way quietly toward a wall. 

They stumbled around in the corner for a few moments, unable to tell if the girl they just bumped was me or a fox.  They were able to speak, so they quickly figured out I wasn't there.  Marie organized them so each girl started out toward a different corner.  I stopped because I was standing in a nondescript location. Not a corner, not a wall, not the center.  It would be hard for Marie to order the others to go to where I was. I watched them, still as a statue. They continued their fruitless search until the men decided tit was a lost cause.  I was awarded to the one who had chosen the longest time. My Master. He unlocked my ankles and led me away.  He took me to his bedroom.

Once out of the room I asked, "Master, may I speak?"

"OK," he said.

Master, Was it just luck you chose the longest time?"

"Iris, I'm hurt that you would think I would leave such a serious matter to dumb luck. Of course not. I was confident you would evade them.  I chose you to come here and I chose to own you because I know what you're capable of."

"Thank you, Master. I believe that is the nicest compliment I've ever received.  I'm glad I belong to an insightful man." We arrived at his door. "And now, My Master, you are badly overdressed."

He opened the door and, still holding my leash, walked into the room.  I held back just long enough for my  leash to go taut.  I wanted to feel his iron grip on my nose pull me wherever he wanted.  I wanted to feel my absolute subjugation in its physical manifestation.  I reveled in being helplessly dragged by my nose to wherever my Master wanted.

Without turning he said, "Enjoying your slavery, Iris?"

I answered "Yes, My Master.  Very much.  Force me to submit Master, I beg you."  The furious heat boiling in my belly could only be slaked by him.  I needed him in me so bad, I could hardly speak.

He threw me over his knees and roughly grasped my breast, sliding a finger through my nipple ring, holding me in place.  His finger rubbing over my hard nipple sent waves of passion rippling through me and in a rush  my climax sent waves of love juices cascading into my pussy.    I gasped as my climax overwhelmed me.

Then his hard hand smacked into my defenseless rump and I climaxed again, adding more juices to my love canal.  I couldn't think or speak, my brain overwhelmed with sensual pleasure and delicious submission.

I think he spanked me some more, but I was so overwhelmed by the gyrations in my belly that I didn't feel anything until he rolled me onto my back on the bed.  I instinctively pulled my hobbled feet into my ass and flung my legs wide.  I felt my sopping pussy lips spread open for my Master.  In a moment I felt his stiff cock slide into me . It was so delicious I climaxed again at his mere touch on my sensitive nerves. 

His weight pressed me into the bed and I felt so safe and secure in his arms.  I was such a slave.

I climaxed again as he was thrusting into me.  I was so overheated I think I would climax if he just touched me anywhere.  He was magical.

I climaxed a final time when I felt his hot spend fill me up.  He stayed in me, and kissed me as he shrank.  It was a wonderful, intimate kiss.  I was so full of him, and love, and savored my subjugation.  I was his. He could do anything he wanted with me.  I wanted him to I was branded a slave, but I wanted more. I wanted his name on me somehow so that the whole world could see he owned me.  I had a vision of my ass with "Property of Tom Allen" tattooed on it in big, bold black letters. It was true and I wanted the world to know I was his slave.  Not his wife or partner, not a friend with benefits.  I was completely owned by him.

Finally he got up and took me to the bath and into the shower.  My hands were still locked to the back of my collar so he had to do all the work.  Fine by me.  I almost came again as he cleaned my pussy.

He dressed and took me back to the rec room.  His fifteen minutes were up and it was time for me to go back to the game.

I looked for Marie as we entered the room.  She was kneeling beside James. He was holding her leash and talking to the gardener.  She gave me a murderous look as Master led me into the room.  She quickly smoothed her face into a faint smile.  I was sure she'd take the time to make me pay for being taken by Master.

Master chose me to sleep with him.  He was a wonderful lover. It was a wonderful repeat of our earlier session, but he took a lot longer. The tempo was slower and his hands took their time with me.  He caressed me all over, keeping me at a simmer for long minutes as I pleaded with him to take me.  The languid smile and his slow hands told me he intended to tease me for  along time.  I begged him to take me over and over even though I knew he wouldn't.  I couldn't help myself.  My belly was aching with need.  My nipples were rock hard and craving release. I enjoyed my subjugation and helplessness as much as he enjoyed his power over me. 

I knew he wasn't going to hurry me along.  As soon as he lay me on his bed I started flirting with him.  I couldn't use my hands at all and my attempts at flirting were soon trampled by my raging needs.  He drove me wild in moments and all I could do was beg him for release.  Soon he grew tired of my begging and filled my mouth with a gag.  I was reduced to soft whimpering and wriggling as he explored my body and my reactions.  Occasionally he would comment on a particularly enjoyable reaction to his touch.

He strapped a blindfold over my eyes and continued his stimulation of my body.  I screamed when he tweaked my nipples.  His continued stroking of my breasts had made my nipples achingly hard and when his fingers grasped the nipples bolts of fire ran through my body and I climaxed ferociously.  My loins arched high above the bed as I spasmed in my release. 

I felt him roll me to my side and lock my ankle chain to my waistband so my knees were bent.  He rolled me onto my back and gravity and my bonds forced my knees far apart.  I felt my moist pussy lips pulled apart as my knees spread open.  My innermost recesses were open to view.  His fingers rubbed my spread lips and I gasped as my belly pulsed again.

Then I felt his tongue licking my labia lips and I gasped.  This was like nothing I ever felt before.  The combination of my submission to my master plus his tongue on my pussy drove me wild.  I thrashed and moaned, helpless to move as he drove me rushing to the brink. I felt my belly spasm again in the strongest climax I had ever had.  Waves of my scalding love juices flowed out of my belly.  I screamed and moaned.  This was wonderful, yet not enough.  I needed him in me, dammit.

I guess he understood, or more likely he need release too for the next thing I felt was his cock slamming into me like a pile driver.  I arched my pelvis instinctively to take his thrusts at the best angle for maximum pleasure.  It was a glorious feeling.  When his hot spend flooded into me I had another stupendous orgasm.  I screamed again into my gag, hoping he would understand what pleasure he was giving me.

When he rose from the bed, he took me with him into the bath and we showered together.

"Master, if you loose my hands I would love to wash you."

"Iris, you're too lovely the way you are.  I would not disturb anything. Learn to like being helpless."

"Yes, Master.  Thank you." I'm glad he likes me. I wish I could do something to serve him more actively.

He didn't add any more restraints to me as we retired.  I guess the track chain and my locked arms and legs were enough.


Chapter 13

Master got us up early. Said he had to attend a meeting.  He left right after breakfast. James told Marie and I that Master was expecting five guests tonight for dinner and we must ensure the service, silverware, and glassware were spotless. Marie assured him the house would be ready and he left.

"Iris, before we start, come with me."

She took me into the kennel room, locked my hands to my collar, put a hood on me. and fastened my feet wide to the floor.

"Mistress, what did I do?"

No response.  I heard a cabinet opened and closed.  She said, "Open."

I obeyed and she stuffed a gag in my mouth

A chain rattled down from the ceiling and she clipped it to the ring on top of my hood. She pulled it up until I was stretched tight. 

She used a whip on me.  I learned later she had taken a long, braided leather whip from the cabinet. This whip was normally reserved for a man to use on a caught escapee to teach her an unforgettable lesson.  Used by a novice it could seriously injure a girl.  Maybe that was what Marie wanted.

The first lash landed just below my belt, and cut like fire.  I screamed and screamed. The pain was far beyond anything I had felt before.  I was sure this had cut me and I would bleed.

"Iris, its bad form to come into a house among other girls and sleep with the Master first thing."

"Not my choice," I thought mutely.

Swish. THWACK. Another powerful blow landed on my bottom and threw me forward.  My taut restraints yanked  me back as I screamed my innocence.

"Seducing a Master is a serious offense among faithful slaves. Perhaps you should think of some ways to persuade Master to choose others for the night."

"How?  How can I when I can't speak?  Like now. How," I thought. I was crying and moaning. This pain was incredible.  It took my breath away.

She slashed the whip across my breast and the pain redoubled.  I writhed and jumped and screamed.  I couldn't stand it.  It would kill me!  I sagged in my restraint.  She was going to kill me and claim it was a frightful accident.  The pain was sharp like a knife, slicing into me and draining my blood.  I screamed for the longest time.

Then I heard a man's voice exclaim, "Marie, what are you doing? How did you get that whip?"

Marie said, "Master James, I was just disciplining this slave. The whip was hanging in the cabinet with the others.  It looked effective enough."

"Don't play dumb with me Marie.  You've exceeded your authority.  Iris is bleeding from three cuts that I see. And you know that cabinet is not for slaves.  Its marked clearly, Masters Only. Come here.  Turn around."

"Master James, what are you going to do?"

"No backtalk or you'll be punished. You're going to wait in your kennel for your Master to return."

"But, master, the house isn't ready for Master's party,

"Not your problem now, Marie.  I'll bring Suzy and Melody up to help. Maybe you should be a pony girl since you act like one."

He released me and took the hood off me.  I immediately tried to see my damage, but it was hidden from my eyes.  Master James saw my efforts.  He said, “You have three shallow cuts and you'll have some colorful bruises tomorrow. Its nothing serious. Wait in your master’s room and I'll call a doctor."

"Yes, Master. There's a doctor here who makes house calls?"

"Scat."

"Yes, Master.  I hurt, but it was over.  I looked over at the kennels.  Marie was curled up in a corner looking at me with a malevolent glare.  She belonged in a cage.  I snarled at her," Master chose me over you, you evil bitch.  I had no choice.  I'm a slave, remember.  "

I walked out of the room, proudly, head held high.  "Master chose me," I thought, "remarkably good taste for a man."

I went to Master's rooms and James was as good as his word.  In ten minutes a doctor was examining me.  He decided nothing would need stitches.  He smeared antibiotic cream on my wounds and bandaged them.

He gave me some pain pills and told me to take it easy for a couple of days. I wondered if he had a slave girl and how he treated her. I said, "Master, I obey my Master.  He needs to know what to do with me.  Master, do you have a slave girl?"

He said, "Two.  I will leave a note with James."

He left me alone.  Of course I couldn't go anywhere . James had ordered me to this room.  And , of course, I was tethered to the track. I knelt and waited.  After a few minutes I zoned out.

Master entered the room and I came alive.  My mind raced and I started to spring to my feet when I remembered what and where I was. I quivered just a little as I restrained my instincts.  I violated protocol just a little when I looked up at the face of my Master.  I was supposed to be looking at his feet, but I couldn't help myself.  I wanted him to take me now and drive all memory of Marie out of my mind. I realized I had messed up as I looked at him. But that boat had sailed.  I smiled at him and said, "Greetings, Master."

He smiled and said, "Greetings' Iris.  James tells me you have had a rough time and I see your bandages.  How do you feel?"

"Like I've been beaten with a cruel whip, Master, but I know what would make me feel better."

"Stand up."

I obeyed as he walked to me.  He wrapped me in his arms, more gently than usual and kissed me."

His taste was sweet and full of pheromones. As he tasted me, my arousal shot through the roof.  It would only take a tiny bit of stimulation to trigger my orgasm and I wanted it.  It would be a wonderful end to my day's tragedy. My belly trembled with anticipatory contractions.

He must have recognized my need for when he broke the kiss he said, "Go to the slave stand and lay across the bar." Master knew and he had determined that I would be in perfect position to be taken without any of my injuries touching anything.

I obeyed and went to the stand.  I spread my legs as far as my hobble permitted and put my waist against the bar.  I lowered my torso carefully so my breasts slid down around the padded chest support.  I lowered my head until the collar was in its notch.  I heard the locking bar close around my collar. Then I felt his fingers slide into my moist sex and I almost climaxed right then.  He said, "You are a hot wench, Iris."

"Thank you, Master."

His stiff member replaced his fingers and thrust deep into me, bringing me to the brink of my needed orgasm.  He slid out and in again and my orgasm hit me with the impact of a freight train.  I screamed and writhed in my bonds in the throes of the delicious orgasm.   I had not known I could have such pleasure until I was brought here.  Now my Master could give it to me or force it out of me whenever he wanted.  And I always wanted it.

But he wasn't done with me.  His stiff cock slid in and out of my slippery love canal, every motion building my ever-present arousal until I climaxed again and again.  Then I felt him shudder and his hot spend flooded into me, triggering yet another mighty climax.  I was deep in the throes of my pleasure and only faintly noticed when he left me.

He left me locked on the stand for a long time.  I knew he wanted me to understand that I was completely controlled.  Boy did I know that.   My joy spiked again and again as I thought about my willing subjugation.

He released me from the stand and took me into the shower.  I wanted to wash him too, but he left my hands locked to my collar while he washed both of us. He seemed to enjoy how the jets of water could stimulate me.

He took me to the rec room and asked James to gather the staff and slaves.  He sat and read while we waited for everyone to be gathered.  Marie had he hands locked to the back of her collar, like all the slaves, but she alone wore a gag.

Once we were all present. Master addressed us," Marie had been with us for several years. She has been very useful as first girl.  Today she broke two cardinal rules.  She touched a whip reserved for masters and she used it to whip Iris severely and damaging my property.  Iris was injured and required medical attention. Marie is removed from her position and is reassigned as a pony girl.  Suzy is now a maid in the house. Iris is now first girl.  James, please have the necessary changes to Iris and Marie's restraints and put a nose leash on Marie, please

James collected Marie and me and locked a length of chain to our collars.  He asked the gardener to hitch the ponygirls to the trap and bring it to the front of the house.

In a few minutes Marie and I were fastened to the back of the carriage and walking toward the village.

The smith removed the chains from my wrists, the waist band (It felt so good to be able to take a deep breath again), and the leash from my nose ring.  He put them on Marie as I watched.  She was still gagged but was visibly depressed.

On the way back to the house Marie's and my positions were reversed in so many ways.  Her nose leash was fastened to the carriage, not mine.  Her hands were locked to the back of her collar while my wrists were simply locked together behind me. She wore a tight metal corset while my waist was unencumbered. I felt so free to move now.

Master James took Marie and I inside while the gardener put the pony girls away. He locked the track chains on us, took the chain joining us off, and released my hands. He took us into the Master's office.

Master was seated at his desk and Marie and I knelt on the carpet in the middle of the room.  The protocol was well understood.  When we entered a room with a Master in it, we had to kneel so he would have a view of all of us.  We couldn't kneel so close to the desk that it masked any part of us. Master James stood behind us holding a crop.

Master stood and came around the desk to stand in front of Marie.  He said, "Marie, I trusted you to manage my girls for me.  You did well until today.  Were you jealous of Iris?"

She whimpered then said, "Yes, Master. She had only been in the house for two days and you took her to bed both nights.  I was afraid she was stealing you away."

"Silly girl," he said, sadly, "You know it is my choice whom I bed.  I love all my girls and I make sure I sleep with all of you.  This is partly my fault for choosing you so often that you thought I was exclusive.  I trust you will learn from this.  I will take you to my bed as a pony girl too.  But not for a little while. I will make sure you have plenty of sex from the others."

He turned to me, "Iris, you should learn from this too.  All of my girls have exceptional beauty and intelligence.  I will sleep with all of you because it gives me pleasure and I like variety. I also think it enhances a girl's innate skill to learn to please a number of men . Do not make Marie's mistake and think a girl has any choice in the matter.  You are all property, not people."

"Yes, Master," I said.  But I was not sure I could help myself.  I wanted him, not James and no one else in the house. Only him.  I'm sure Marie felt the same way.  Men are not equal to a woman.  He was the strongest, most desirable man here.  We all wanted him and would fight for his love.  I still felt the pain Marie inflicted on me, but I was sorry for her. 

"Iris, stand up. Marie, I have named Iris first girl.  Submit to her."

I stood up and turned to face Marie.  James handed me his crop.

She said, "Yes, Master," pivoted to face me, shifted into punishment position, and said, "Mistress, I am Marie, your slave.  I will obey you and strive to give you pleasure.  Command me."

I smiled at my slave.  The feeling of power surprised me.  This beauty who had held power over me was now kneeling at my feet and giving me power over her. I could whip her until she rolled on the floor begging me to stop.  I could put her in all manner of uncomfortable, demeaning poses, add devices to make her feel pain or humiliation.

I remembered I felt sorry for her.  I walked around her, closely inspecting her position.  I slapped her left ass cheek with my crop. Not too hard, just enough to make her jump. "Spread your knees wider, slave."

She obeyed and I smiled at Master.

I slapped her right ass cheek and said, "Lift your Ass higher, slave."

She complied.

I smacked the bottom of her right breast. "Arch your back. More weight on your breasts, slave."

I watched her breasts flatten as she obeyed.

I bent low and looked at her mouth. I straightened up and smacked the underside of right breast. "Smile slave.  Always smile in the presence of your master or mistress."

I watched the corner of her mouth rise.

"Don't move a muscle.  Master, may we talk  in private?"

Master said, "Of course." He led me out of the room beckoning James to come too.  He closed the door.

"I said, Master, I believe no good would come of my thrashing Marie now.  Would you allow me to decorate her for her ponygirl training, Melody also?"

He said, I agree. you are indeed acting like a first girl.  What sort of decorations?"

"Master. I know you like my nipple bells.  I would like the ponygirls to wear bells on all their rings.  I noticed none of your girls have earrings.  I would like to add them with bells for the ponygirls.  Girls have loved the enhancement that earrings provide for centuries."

Master said, "I concur.  James will you see to equipping the girls?"

James said, "Yes, sir. Immediately."

Master took us back into his office.  I inspected Marie closely.  She hadn't moved one iota.  I said, "Marie, you are an obedient girl.  I accept your submission.  I am your Mistress and I will be fair.  You will only be whipped for cause or pleasure.  Kneel."

She obeyed.

Master said, "It is customary for a slave to service her new mistress to demonstrate her submission is genuine."

I stepped close to Marie and picked up her nose leash. She asked, "Mistress, mat I service you?"

I pulled her face into my pussy and said, "Service me slave."

I didn't want two men viewing my sex act with another woman, but didn't see a way out of it. They watched us closely.  I was already a little aroused by the feeling of power and when her tongue stroked my labia lips I felt my belly contract and heat building in my loins.  More of my love juices descended into her greedy lips as she sucked and licked me dry.  Her tongue thrust into my innermost lips, past them and into my love canal. My oh so sensitive nerves thrilled to her gentle touch and I put one hand behind her head to pull her further into me.  My hand touched her fingers locked behind her head and we clutched our fingers together.  She was helpless and I was in control, yet she grasped my fingers and held them as I clasped her head to me. I moaned "Deeper, harder."

She obeyed and I nearly swooned as her strong, agile tongue sent me into orgasm.  I leaned on her until my weakened knees could support me again.

Master said, "Good job, Marie. James, would you go back to the smith with all the girls,  Suzy and Iris get earrings, Suzy also gets nipple bells.  Do the ponygirls as Iris suggested."

"OK, boss."

Marie looked quizzical  but didn't say anything.  She probably was afraid to ask.

In minutes we were on our way back to the smith.  He worked quickly and did me first.  I got a pair of permanent gold earrings. Bigger and heavier than I would have chosen, but Master James chose them.  Suzy was quite pleased with the bells on her nipple rings.  She would shake her breasts every few minutes to hear them.

Melody and Marie were concerned.  The smith had adorned them with bells on every ring, including their nose rings and they were very noisy when they walked. The bells on their nether lips collided and chimed at every step.

James harnessed Marie beside Melody for the return trip. He put a leash on my collar and let me sit beside him in the carriage while Suzy was tethered to the back and walked.

He said, "Get on. You're first girl now."


Chapter 14

I spent two weeks learning what jobs needed to be done and how long it took to do them.  Marie was a big help.  I spent quite a few hours picking her brains for the information.  At first, she wouldn't admit to knowing much.  I wheedled and argued but got little the first day.  She was kneeling and her collar was locked to a ring on the stall wall, so close she couldn't move. Around three p.m. I said, "Marie, you're not telling me anything that's not obvious.  I need the details you've learned as first girl."

She just smiled and said, I've answered every question, Mistress."

I took the tiny steel clamps out of the bag I brought.  I squeezed the handles to open the little serrated jaws and showed them to her. I reached toward her breasts with the open jaws.

She gasped and said, "No, Mistress, Please no.  I'll tell you everything."

I smiled and said, "Too late.  I have to leave now. I let them close on her nipples, in front of her rings. She squealed, and said, "I'm sorry, Mistress.  Please take them off.  I'll tell you everything." She was sobbing.

I shoved a big penis gag in her mouth, strapped it tight, and locked it. I released her collar from the wall ring and locked her nose leash there instead.  Now she could lay down to "Sleep."

I closed her stall door and said, "I'll let you enjoy their company tonight and come back in the morning. Once I'm convinced you've told me everything, I'll remove them. 'Night.

I left her there sobbing into the gag. The next morning she was very cooperative.  I relented and removed the nipple clamps around noon since she was being cooperative.  She knew it would be easy to reinstall them if she clammed up again.  I think she finally realized I was in charge then.

My goals were to get Marie trained as a pony girl, get her and Melody to be a good team, and to get Suzy acquainted with the household work.  Of course I wanted all the slave's work around the house to be efficiently done and them in good spirits.

I assigned Suzy to train Marie every day for two hours, instructing her to demand perfection.  It only took a week until Suzy reported Marie was an excellent pony girl.  Then I had Suzy exercise Marie with Melody, again demanding perfect coordination and teamwork.  When they were very good I backed off the training to four hours a week and Suzy and I worked together to develop dressage routines for the girls. 

This was apparently innovative since it seemed to be unknown here.  Dressage is basically a series of memorized moves between a horse and rider.  Her it would be between a mistress and a pony, or two ponies.  Its like a kata in judo where each move is choreographed and practiced to learn skill and mindset.  The slave poses were our starting point.  Suzy really got into this and I left her to work out the routines.  She eventually developed four basic ones that lasted ten minutes each and incorporated most of the slave poses in different ways and sequences and added more moves appropriate to a bitted and harnessed pony girl.

I assigned her to teach them to the ponies and asked her to be ready to show the men in two weeks.  She worked thee ponies diligently and ruthlessly until they were perfect.  It was a demanding schedule for all of us since the training was in addition to the house and garden upkeep. 

I watched their performance and agreed they were ready.  After dinner that night I asked, "Master, would you watch a show that Suzy developed for the ponies.  They are excellent and its something new.  I think you will like it.  In fact, I believe all the men will like it."

He replied, "OK, Iris. Will tomorrow afternoon, say two, be good?"

"I laughed and clapped my hands in joy, "Oh yes, Master, it will be perfect."

Suzy grinned but didn't say anything.  We were both so happy to be able to give pleasure to Master with something we made with our minds, not just our bodies.

The show was in the small, grassed arena behind the house.  Suzy and I stood in the arena facing the men who had gathered on one side.  Suzy and I each held a long carriage whip and the reins of a pony girl. I had Marie and Suzy had Melody. The ponies were in shiny show harnesses with white ostrich plumes flowing up behind them.  Each girl wore the ostrich plume in their bottom holes. The ends curved up into butt plugs  and straps around their bound arms held the plumes high above their heads. All four of us stood in display position waiting for Master's signal to begin. The ponies stood behind us to our left.

Master said in a loud voice to the men, "Gentlemen, the girls have choreographed a show for us.  It is their own idea and apparently adapted from true horse dressage .  Iris, you may start." James started the music playing.

Suzy and I turned to face our ponies. Both of us were going to do the same routine. Just like in dressage for horse, Suzy and I don't do much beyond holding the reins and moving a bit to react to the pony.  It is based on the pony repeating the memorized routine to recorded music.

All of the music was chosen by Suzy and James from symphonies with both strong themes and a mix of tempos.  The ponies were, in effect, dancing to the tunes as they moved around the arena high stepping from one pose to another.  They would freeze in a pose for as much as ten seconds before moving on. The ponies seemed to revel in the audience and the almost continuous applause and cheers as they moved through their routine. As the last strains of Bolero died away the ponies dropped into perfect kneeling display pose in front of their mistress.  Suzy and I patted the ponies on their head and gave them a sugar cube.  They swallowed their cubes and whinnied for the audience. We turned to the audience and curtseyed.  Their applause was loud and sustained.  We had the ponies stand and move up beside us.

Master was exuberant," Iris, this was great.  How long have you been working on this?"

"Master," I yelled back, "less than a month and we have three more routines if we can give the ponies a few minutes rest."

He called out to the audience, "Guys, would you like to see more?"

An immediate cheer went up, followed by a chorus od "Yeas."

Suzy and I walked the ponies over to the railing and had them kneel close to the fence. The men crowded around the ponies and lavished praise on them.  Loving, appreciative hands reached through the fence and caressed the ponies who whinnied and preened in best pony girl fashion.  We handed their reins to James and Suzy and I went to see Master.  He put his arms around both of us and drew us to him.  He gave us each a brief kiss.  I wanted more, but that would have to wait a bit.  He said, "You have made something new and wonderful here.  I'm going to charge admission to your next show.  Have you thought about the future?"

I said, "Master, Suzy and I have talked a lot about it.  We think this place needs more entertainment and were thinking if this took off, you might be able to arrange a real dressage competition like they do for horses, with judges and prizes. Its obvious the ponies like the attention and the praise."

"Hmmm," he smiled, "and a happy girl is the best slave."

""I don't know about that, Master, but getting praised for the quality of her performance is always going to make a girl happy. You know we always want to show off."

"Well, you and Suzy also deserve a lot of praise.  Your performance made the pony's possible. How should I reward you?"

"Is that a rhetorical question, Master?"

"Maybe, is there anything you want that I might be inclined to give?"

I looked at Suzy. She piped up with a pixie grin, "Master, would you brand us with your initials?"

"What," I thought. I looked at her in astonishment.

Master said, "Well, I never thought of that. Why do you want that Suzy?"

Melody and I used to worry a lot that one day you might sell us.  You don't visit the stables often and we were afraid you didn't like us all that much.  We were just livestock.  We decided that if you marked us with your initials, you'd be less likely to sell us.

I wanted to yell, "No. I don't want to be branded." But I was awash in submissive juices.  It was the most erotic thing I had ever heard.  Slaves yes, but branded like Master's cattle? And she was right.  He'd be less likely to sell me or somehow leave me if I were branded with his mark.  He'd feel somewhat more of an obligation to keep me and I wanted that.  Does it hurt as much as being whipped? Besides if I made it known I didn't want it, that might make the decision for him.  He couldn't let me decide anything, nor did I wish it.  I was quite content to let him make the decisions, thank you.

He looked at me and asked, "Do you have an opinion, Iris?"

Boy. Talk about being on the spot.  I didn't know what I wanted and I didn't know if he'd follow my wishes or do the opposite. I hesitated.

He said, "OK. I won't force you to say anything.  Do you find the idea exciting?"

"Yes, Master."

"Would you show such a mark to your parents or friends?"

"Yes and Yes, Master."

"Are you afraid it will hurt?"

"Yes, Master."

He released us and said, "Looks like your ponies are ready for their next show. Get going."

We both said, "Yes. Master," and hurried back to  retrieve our ponies from Master James.

Suzy said, "Do you want to wear his brand, Mistress?"

'Yes, Suzy, I do. I was hooked, taken, broken. I was a good slave and I loved my Master. The Stockholm Syndrome won't get me.  No siree. Hah.

I had the work schedule laid out so I didn't need to do anything around the house.  My attempts to improve their skill and efficiency paid off so well I was getting bored. Master was gone much of the day and James really ran the house in his absence.  I only needed to spend an hour or so each day directing and reviewing the girls.  They knew what and how to do everything.  I exercised a lot and helped Suzy on new routines for the dressage show. Master didn't mind if his slaves played sex games, so if a man wasn't around and we were free, we played. Of course the men were around a lot. They didn't play with us much during the day, after all they were paid to do their jobs. We were just perks if they were on a break or otherwise available.

I loved the joys of submission, but some part of me got aroused when I saw a girl in bondage.  Sometimes when I was bored, I put a girl in the pillory and forced an orgasm from her with my crop.  I had her give me one with her tongue afterwards.  We were like young girls with no responsibilities who suddenly discovered the joys of sex.  We played a lot.

After a while I asked Master if there was anything else I could do.  I warned him that if I stayed bored, I'd have to look for a way to escape.  He laughed and said, OK.  I'll look for something.

He didn't mention it again for a week, then as I finished my bowl of dinner he said, "I found a task for you, Iris.  It will require finesse, tact, and a thoughtful application of force.  Up to it?"

"Oh yes, Master.  I need a challenge. May I know what it is I'm to do?"

"Sure, run the slave training school. You remember it."

"I sure do.  How can I run it.  I'm a slave."

That won't matter.  No more than when the other slaves here report to you.  There are just more of them there.  The instructors there are mostly men and the men here obey you when you're dealing with the slaves here.  There are limits to your authority here and there, but nothing you're not used to. And there's a perk you may like.  You can wear a skirt."

"I don't have a choice, do I, Master?"

"Of course not.  You have a history of terrible choices for yourself.  Yet you show real promise as a mistress.  You care for your slaves and think out of the box. But you'll never get to make any choices about yourself."

"Thank you, Master. I like knowing that you'll take care of me."

"Master," I wondered, "how can you make decisions like this? Are you in charge of this place?"

"Let's just say the Authority trusts my judgment."


Chapter 15

James took me to the school in the morning.  I got to ride in the carriage again.  He tethered the ponies and took me inside. The barred gates opened remotely in front of us and closed behind us.  He took me to an office inside the training facility.  We were greeted by a woman maybe five or six years older than me.  She wore the standard gear for a trained slave: collar, ankle chains, wrist cuffs and naked. She was pretty in a stern way. She said, Greetings Mistress.  I am Arlene, your clerk.  Would you like me to submit now?"

I could get used to this. "Yes, submit, slave."

She dropped to her knees went into punishment position and said, "Mistress, I am Arlene, your slave.  I will obey you and strive to give you pleasure.  Command me."

I walked around her and inspected her pose. "Get your bottom higher and spread your knees more, slave."

She complied and I said, "I accept your submission.  Practice your poses.  You will set an example for the students here.  Next time I may use a crop to correct you. I am your Mistress while I am in charge of the training. Now stand up and bring me the records of the current students and the instructors."

"Yes, Mistress." She rose and darted through a door. 

Master James said, I will pick you up at four.  Be ready."

Yes, Master."

He left.

I had a desk, but no chair, only a cushion. Right, slaves can't use furniture.  Oh well. I'd manage.

Arlene brought me a stack of folders. "These are the current slaves in training.  I'll get the instructors now." She left again.

I  studied the top folder just to see what kind of data it had.  It was thick and thorough.  There was a table of contents. Bio data, pictures before she was collected and here, police record, medical data, psychological profile, and training records and incidents. It painted a complete picture of each student.  I skimmed through the files, setting aside those with repeat incidents here. There were only four. Three were anally shy.  I thought I knew how to fix that. The last one was older than the rest by five years.  Unlike the others she was married and  her psych profile said she wasn't naturally submissive, but a switch. She was sort of like me I guess.  I loved submitting to men, but I found joy in dominating other girls.  I would talk to her after the other three.

"Arlene, I want these three girls and three instructors to meet me in the rec room at the end of their current training session.  When will that be?"

She looked at the clock on the wall and said in 30 minutes, Mistress." I'll tell them."

"Good, ask the instructors to give the girls a thorough enema before taking them to the rec room."

Yes, Mistress."

"Oh, one more thing.  Are there recording devices, cameras in the rec room?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Would you make sure our session there is recorded and get me a copy?"

"Yes, Mistress."

I looked through the instructor's folders. They were much less detailed and only included a psych profile, the recruiter's notes, and work history. I didn't see any issues there.

Master said that even though I was also a slave, the men would follow my instructions for the girls.  They were used to having a slave in charge of the girl's training.  They also knew I was off limits unless I broke a rule, them I would be corrected like any girl.  They would be polite and discipline me in private so as to not undermine my authority with the girls. The instructors wore name tags and were to be addressed as "Master ___.

I expected to have difficulty instructing the men what to do with a girl after all my training and my reluctance to make decisions.  I would have to learn that making decisions for other people was OK, just not for me.

I waited for the group in the rec room.  They arrived together, each instructor leading a girl by a leash on her collar.  The instructors stopped in a line inside the door.  The girls knelt beside them. All of them had their hands locked high on their backs to their collars.

I said, "My name is Iris.  I'm your headmistress here. Fix your poses, you're all sloppy."

They shifted into better poses.

"One at a time, starting on your left, tell me your names."

"Janice, Mistress."

"Emily, Mistress."

Annie, Mistress."

"All right.  You are here because you resist men wanting to use your bottom hole.  We're going to cure that by showing you how to enjoy the experience."

"Gentlemen, would you fasten your girl in a pillory, please?"

"Gentlemen I would like you to gently stimulate the girl's breasts and pussy through out the next few events."

The men stood beside the girls and caressed them gently.  The girls started responding to the gentle touches by moving their bodies around. Seeing the helpless girls responding so strongly to the men's caresses made me aroused too.  I don't know what it is about a helpless girl being pleasured that makes me so hot.  Maybe I want to take their place?

"OK, please use a single finger to lubricate their bottom holes, inside and out."

The girls squirmed and gasped as the digits slipped into them. I was close to climax too.  They were so helpless and hot.

I took a deep breath to calm myself and said, "Now, gentlemen, please use as many fingers as will fit easily in her to stimulate her anus. Make your strokes about as fast as you would use your cock a cock."

"Girls, Your whole body is available for anyone to use.  All of your holes can be used to pleasure your master or mistress.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you tighten your ass around your instructor's fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want your user to feel you are open and welcoming to him as he enters.  Then you want him to stay in you and visit when he starts to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to his strokes."

I watched the girls struggle to keep focus on the feelings in their butts as the busy fingers at their pussies kept them aroused. Their lips were squeezed as they tried to ignore the flames in their belly and concentrate on controlling their sphincters.

"Gentlemen, when your girl has mastered her muscle control, please replace your fingers with your cocks. If you need additional stimulation for this, please use her mouth to get ready."

Unsurprisingly, all of the men went to the girl's mouth and had her bring his cock to stiff and ready.  When all were inside her bottom, I said, "Gentlemen, please use you hands to stimulate her nipples and breasts."

In a moment all three girls climaxed and were moaning in pleasure.  Then the men climaxed and the girls climaxed again as their bodies were filled with their instructor's hot fluids.  I had a mini climax too and had to grab a handy bar for support.  I don't think anyone noticed as they were all busy with their own orgasms.  God, I wished Master was doing me now.

The girls were trembling in the throes of their climaxes when the men withdrew.  "Gentlemen, please leave the girls in the pillories while you clean up." They went to the bath and soon reappeared and went to their girls.

"Janice, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Mistress.  This was wonderful."

Emily, would you like to do this again?"

"Yes, Mistress, very much."

"How was it different from previous anal sex?"

"Mistress, I have never done it before.  My muscle was always tense and his cock hurt me."

"Annie, how about you?"

"Mistress, I liked it a lot.  Your muscle control instruction helped a lot."

"Gentlemen, thank you for your help. Please return these girls to their proper places."

They said they would and one of them told me he had learned how to make it easier to train the girls. I beamed with the satisfaction of a job well done. I went back to my office.

"Arlene, I'd like to speak to this girl. Would you ask for her to be delivered here ASAP?" I handed her Peggy's folder.

"Yes, Mistress."

She showed up in a few minutes, Delivered by an instructor leading her with a chain locked on her collar. I thanked him and he knelt her and locked her chain to a wall ring and left.

"Greetings, Peggy."

Greetings, Mistress."
She was tall, lithe, athletically built with good hips and large, erect breasts.  I knew from her file she was five years older than me.  She was poised, graceful, self possessed and smiling. She had only been here a week, yet she was unashamed of her body and seemed to not mind her restraints. I was taken by her perfect, helpless beauty. I felt my arousal heating my belly.  Moisture started to flow into my pussy.

"Peggy, how did you come to be here?"

Her smile broadened and she said, "I think I'm the only girl here who asked for it." My God, she was hot, and all mine.

"You knew about this place and asked for it?"

"No, I'm sorry I was unclear.  My marriage was in trouble despite the fact we loved each other.  He wanted me to be more submissive and I didn't know how.  He had a mistress.  I was greedy and wanted him for myself.  I told him I wanted to be his submissive but didn't know how. I told him I would be willing to learn.  He took me to a couple of BDSM clubs and I tried.  I found that whipping girls turned me on, but I didn't do well being submissive.  It aroused me, but I had no skill with sex.  I was too afraid. He said he knew of a very exclusive school that would teach me, but it was very hard and he could only see me every couple of months.  I finally agreed.  A couple of days later I woke up here."

"Is this place helping your fears?"

"Well, Mistress, I've been exposed to more kinds of sex here than I even knew existed.  Yes.  I think its helping."

"Is there anything you need?"

"Yes, I want to whip your ass until you come.  I can see you want me and of course you can have me, but if you want to reach your greatest pleasure, you'll give yourself to me.  I will take you to fields of joy you can't imagine."

A burst of submissive joy flowed out of my belly into every part of me.  I almost climaxed right there. She was so erotic and so helpless to be so self assured.  She knew I could do anything I wanted to her but she wanted me to reverse our positions. I felt the heat rise in my face.  I was blushing  scarlet. I temporized and said, "You want me to give myself to you?"

"Yes, and you want it too. You're blushing and I can see your love juices trickling down your legs."

I was afraid of being around this enchantress.  I said, "Well, that's not going to happen. Punishment position."

"Yes, Mistress, I'm looking forward to putting you in punishment position sometime soon." She lowered her forehead to the floor and raised her bottom.

I got my crop and gave her ten good strokes, half on each side. She didn't make a sound. "Kneel."

She obeyed and said, "Thank you, Mistress.  I enjoyed that just as you will, soon."

I called out, "Arlene, please have Peggy returned to her class."

My routine was never explained to me.  James took me to the training facility at nine and brought me back home at four. I checked on how well the chores had been done, fixed any open items, and helped serve dinner to the household. After cleaning up, everyone not on duty relaxed.  Master had a big pool and on nice, warm days we played in and around it until dark.  The party usually wound up in the big rec room.  One of the girls was put in a pillory and blindfolded.  She was the centerpiece and was played with a lot She always got at least four orgasms and usually a lot more.  The other girls were shared around and we were teased a lot.  I think all the girls had multiple orgasms.  Sometimes we'd watch a movie or the news from BBC. The men liked the girls to participate.  It was like a slow orgy until bed time. Master wasn't greedy.  I'm sure he liked me the best because he chose me often to warm his bed.  But he rotated among the girls.  I spent more nights with other men than Master, but he was the best, maybe because I loved it when he spanked me.

I fell into the role of quasi-Judas Goat at the school. The Judas goat doesn't have to be a goat, rather its an animal (like me) trained to associate with other animals (girls), and lead them to a specific destination (slavery). I knew I was a slave at heart and my job at the school was to help other girls realize they were going to be slaves from now on and how to enjoy the life.  It wasn't like I was betraying the girls. They were never going to escape or be set free, so I helped them adjust and find pride in being the best.

When I had a free moment at school my thoughts drifted to Peggy.  She had really gotten under my skin.  At first I was shocked she would suggest I submit to her. That eventually changed into, "I wonder what that would be like."  After a week, it changed again into, "How could I do that without anyone finding out?"

I didn't have to spend any time on correction or curriculum. The instructors did that.  Yet I was always too busy talking to all the girls.  The girls arrived at the school at about four or so a week, so I was continually repeating the same guidance and training.  I quickly decided I needed an assistant.  Master approved and I decided Peggy would be a good assistant. Of course the chance to get her alone was always in my thoughts.

"Arlene, please have Peggy brought to my office."

"Yes, Mistress, right away."

She was brought in and her chain locked to the wall ring.  Standard practice, I assumed. She was helpless as required for all slaves in training with her hands locked to the back of her collar. She was just as entrancing as before.  God, she was a siren.  I couldn't stop dreaming about being taken by her. I had to concentrate.

"Greetings, Mistress," she said.

"Good morning Peggy.  How is your day going?"

"Its been a fine day.  I've had two orgasms and exercised, and been whipped ten strokes."

"Why were you whipped?"

"I yelled at an instructor. He was being unreasonable."

Rats. She had to stay in training.

"Its clear you're not fully trained yet, or you'd never criticize a master. You'll have to stay in training. But how would you like to have responsibilities when you're not in class?"

"What responsibilities?"

"I'd like you to be my assistant."

"Are you going to let me have you then?"

"No, you silly slave.  I'm in charge and I will stay that way.

Once you successfully complete your training, it can be full time, but only if you're a trained slave girl.  Consider this your internship.  The girls need someone to talk with and help them through the transition to slave girl.  Their training goes quicker and they are happier if they understand this isn't a game and they can't go back. I've been doing this with good results, but I need someone to do this when I have to be gone. If you get good results, I may let you have your wish for an hour or so."

I held this out as a bribe because I really did need help from someone who understood in the evenings.  I wasn't planning to let her have me, but since James took me away at four, I could limit my subjugation. The thought of her having her way with me sent delicious shivers of submissive joy through me.  This was a different feeling than the submissive joy I felt when Master was controlling me.  It was different when I thought of giving control to  my slave.  It was different when I gave the ability to whip and force to someone I could whip.  It was more of an exchange.  My master owned my. I wanted him to control me, I trusted him, and I knew he would care for me.  Not so for my slave. She owed me nothing and I was at risk. A delicious danger.

Peggy looked at me thoughtfully and said, "I know you want me to take you. This scheme of yours is really just to make it easier for you to slip under my control.  Why not save time, take these chains from me, and put them on.  You know that's what you want.  You're a natural slave and I'm your dominant.  You won't be happy until you're under my command."

God.  She may be right, but I've already got a master I adore. Only he can choose to give someone else control over me.  I need to nip this in the bud.  Nip. Nip.  Of course. I said, "Interesting delusion you have. You need to eliminate them to ever finish your training."

I took the tiny nipple clamps from my drawer and walked to her.  I didn't waste time. I pinched the handles to open the tiny biters and positioned them over her nipples and slowly released them.  I watched her face as the pain struck her.  Her mouth opened and she gasped as the tiny serrations bit into her so sensitive flesh.  Her eyes got wide and she showed great self control as she bit back the scream welling up in her throat.

I went back to my cushion, knelt, and looked at her.

She said, "The pain from these clamps is terrible.  You're testing me. But they don't really change anything between us.  When you're mine I'll make sure you wear these a lot."

She was incredible.  I felt my arousal spike.  She was indomitable and she wanted me. I nearly climaxed in front of her eyes. She was as erotic in helpless pain as before.  Now her iron will shone through like a bright beacon in the night.

"Well, Peggy, would you like to be my assistant?"

"Of course.  What do you want me to do?

"I'll take you with me to talk to several girls Watch what I say to them and how they react. I'm trying to help them adapt to their new reality and talking helps.  They need to feel that they will find happiness.  Do you want me to remove the clamps?"

"No. I'm savoring the pain you gave me. Just remember you will wear them when you're mine."

"Fine. I unlocked her chain from the wall and led her to my meeting.


Chapter 16

I took the clamps off Peggy in the morning.  Her eyes were bloodshot and it was clear she had not slept well.  But her mood was undaunted..  I took her to several more talk sessions over the next week.  Then I had her do one herself.  I left her with the girls and watched her through the camera feed.  She did well.  At least as good as I would have done.  She was a natural, which surprised me. She showed a great empathy for one who was, at times, dominant. She showed real compassion for the mental states of the girls and they responded well.

Master must have been watching me at school for one night after dinner he took me into his office and we talked. He sat at his desk and I knelt at the side of the desk.  He had put a cushion there for me.  My cushion. I smiled whenever I knelt there.  Marie never had one.

He said, Well, Iris, it looks like you have the school and the house well in hand."

"Master, I've tried to make everything run smoothly since I couldn't be in both places all the time.  I'm pleased you think I've done well."

"Iris, I'm very pleased. Tell me about Peggy. What do you think about her?"

Peggy! How did he know about her? "Master, I'm intimidated by her, even though she's helpless.  She has an iron will and seems intent of making me her slave.  She's doing a good job with the slave girls.  I think I made a good choice for my assistant.  I'm just careful not to let her loose around me."

"I want to meet her.  Bring her home with you tomorrow.  I'll tell James.  Make sure she's well restrained."

"Yes, Master."  An icy chill ran up my spine.  This could be bad. Master was creative with his slaves. "Shall I make any other preparations for her.  Will she stay the night?"

"I think she might make an excellent ponygirl.  She'll spend the night in the stables, then we'll see."

"Yes, Master." Shit.  She's staying the night.

The next day I had a light chain leash affixed to her nose ring at the end of the day.  I led her back to my office and clipped the end of her leash to the ring on the side of my heavy desk. "Kneel here, Peggy."

She said , "Yes, Mistress," and knelt gracefully on the carpet. She smiled up at me and said, "This leash you've put on my nose makes me very controllable.  I'll put one on you when you're mine.  It will look lovely on you.  It gives me delicious submissive shivers and I can't possibly resist anyone who holds it.  You know it won't keep you from becoming my slave don't you? Because its your needs that will make you give yourself to me.  I won't do anything until you do."

"You're very positive. Why?"

"Because I know you better than you know yourself.  You are me five years ago.  Why do you think I asked to come here?  You and I are both natural slaves.  You may not have accepted it yet.  I can give you your most secret desires, because they are mine. too.  Your Master is giving you too much freedom.  You need absolute submission.  You need to give up making all decisions, having any opinions.  You're only halfway there and its better than ever before.  But there's more pleasure than you can imagine waiting below you.  I know how to get you there."

"Well, Peggy, you're confident.  I'll give you that.  But What I do is up to my Master.  You'll get a chance to tell him what he should do with me because he wants to meet you.  I'm taking you there now."

"That's very good, Mistress. Thank you."  I put Peggy in a hood and laced it tight.  I shoved a fat penis gag in her mouth and strapped it tight. When James arrived I had her hooded and standing behind me.  I held her nose leash, ready to go.  He clipped her leash to the back of the carriage, locked my hands behind me, and let me sit beside him. He took us inside and locked track chains to our collars and unlocked my hands.  I took hold of Peggy's leash and James told me to take her to Master's office.

Master was at his desk when we arrived.  I had Peggy kneel and I knelt beside her. I said, "Hello, my Master."

"Welcome, girls.  Iris would you take off Peggy's gag and hood, please?"

"Yes, Master." I took it off and dropped it behind her.

"Hello, Peggy,"

Hello, Master."

"I understand you volunteered to be trained as a slave?"

"Yes, Master."

"Why?"

"I have known for many years I was a natural slave.  I was having difficulties with my husband because I wanted him to dominate me yet I objected to things he wanted me to do. I need to learn absolute obedience to be happy.  Just like Mistress Iris."

"What do you think Iris needs?"

Master, forgive me, I mean this with the greatest respect.  I think you gave her too much authority and this is keeping her from reaching her full potential as a slave girl.  I think both she and I need to have absolutely no freedom to make choices.  I think you need to control us at the smallest level of detail until we learn to stop having any opinions or preferences."

"Interesting, Peggy. Can you give me a recent example?"
"Yes, Master.  When we entered the room, Mistress knelt at a spot she chose.  Her greeting to you was in words she chose. She needs stricter control enforced with the whip."

"So I should be a martinet.  It's more work for me.  What will I get from it?"

"Master, Peggy said, "Iris will blossom as a slave.  She will be intensely focused on serving and pleasuring you.  She will heel better, serve you more promptly and be ecstatic all the time, She will reach the highest throes of ecstasy why will be unbelievably radiant in you presence.  She will live for your joy.  She will learn to orgasm at your command and be the best lover possible. And you don't have to do it all yourself.  If you give her to me to train for a month, I can take her to that high place while she stays focused on you.  Since she's already your slave, I can't change who she worships, only how well she worships you."

I didn't like where this was going.  "Master, May I speak?"

He said, "Yes, Iris.  What do you think of her proposal?"

"Master.  Her ideas are hogwash. I already love and obey you all I possibly can.  Making me toe the line on tiny details won't change that or how I obey you.  She just wants to have me under her control.  I think she wants to replace me as your slave.  Please don't listen to her."

"Iris, what Peggy proposes seems far-fetched to me but desirable, if she can do it, for both of us. I'm inclined to test her method. Do you think you could be as strict with her as she proposes for you?"

"Me? Treat her like that? I think so. "

"Good. Peggy is now a part of this household.  I want you to train her to be a show pony using the methods she described.  If you succeed, you will be rewarded.  Peggy, I will test your proposed methods for a month and see what kind of results they produce on you.  Iris is now your Mistress.  Iris, have Peggy submit to you."

I stood and said, "Peggy, submit to me."

She had been trained for this. She raised up on her knees and turned toward me, spread her knees wide and leaned forward until her forehead was touching the floor at my feet. Her ass stayed high in the air in punishment position.  She said, "Mistress, I am Peggy, your slave.  I submit myself to you and hope you find me to your liking.  I will obey you and honor you. Please accept me as your slave girl."

I slowly walked around behind her and took a crop from a wall hook.  I stepped behind her and struck her hard on her left ass cheek. I snapped, "Lift your ass higher, arch your back, push your breasts into the floor, and spread your knees as wide as you can. Now."

She shifted her position as directed. I walked in front of her so my feet were almost touching her head. "You sounded like you were ordering an espresso. Submit again and convince me you want to be mine, slave." Both of us, like every girl in this place were wearing black three inch heels.

She stretched her head forward and kissed both of my shoes. Then she said," Mistress, I beg you to take me as your slave.  I will love you and crave to obey your every command instantly and perfectly.  I want nothing more than to be your submissive slave girl.  Please accept me and make me the happiest girl in the world."  She was sobbing and choked out the last few words.

"Better. All right. I accept you as my slave and will train you to perfection as you have prescribed for me. Master, may I take this miserable slave to the stables and begin her training?"

He said, "Yes, Iris.  Tomorrow show me your plans for training her. Go."

I said, "Stand, Peggy." She rose in a graceful motion and assumed the standing display position.  I took the end of her leash and led her out of the room.

"So, Peggy, I need to control you at the "Smallest level of detail?"

"Yes, Mistress.  That's what I advised."

"OK. Stop." She obeyed.

I want you to walk in a high step from now on. Always start walking with your left foot. Lift your left foot, straight up, until your hobble is taut."  She obeyed. "Stay there. Balance."

She wobbled on her right foot a little then stabilized.

Now, when I tell you shove your left foot straight forward, placing it directly in front of your right foot.  Let your hobble guide your foot to the ground.  Go."  She obeyed.

"Good. Now, when I tell you lift your right foot straight up, keeping your chain taut. In a high step walk you must keep your hobble chain taut at all times after you start. OK, lift." She obeyed and performed well.

"Good. Hold it. When I tell you place your right foot as far forward as possible and land in a straight line in front of your left foot.  Remember to keep the chain taut. Go."

She obeyed.  "Good. Now walk. I will tell you when to turn. Go."

She started walking. I followed her, still holding the end of her leash. I made corrections as she practiced the high step. A soft swish of the crop followed by instructions.

"Smack. Keep your head high."

"Smack. Keep your hobble taut."

"Smack. Posture. Keep your back straight."

I fitted her with a bridle and made sure if was adjusted properly.  It fit her head like a glove. I chose a long term bit for her.  Its mouthpiece was "U" shaped stainless steel, serrated on the bottom, and rested on her tongue, pressing it onto her jaw.  Hard plastic sleeves protected her teeth and a jaw strap on the bridle held her jaw closed. While she wore it she would get a semi solid diet based on yogurt.

Peggy, you're now a pony.  You may not use any human speech unless ordered. One whinny means Yes, two means No. Do you understand?"

She whinnied once.

"Good."

I put her on the walker and started it on "Walk."  I instructed Melody to watch her and correct her if her posture or high step were not perfect. I told Melody one hour on "Walk" then another hour on "Trot." I went back to the house to work on a training plan for Peggy.

I went back to the stables and Melody reported she only had to correct Peggy three times, once walking and twice trotting, all for letting her hobble get slack.

I turned off the walker and she stopped and stood still.  I swatted her ass and instructed her, "Standing display, slave. Always kneel to your master and mistress.  If you can't because you're fastened, go to standing display pose. Understand?"

She whinnied once.

"Good. Do you need to eliminate?"

One whinny.

I unfastened the walker chain from her collar, picked up her leash, called Melody to come with us, and took her outside the door back toward the house  The gardener had dug a narrow, deep pit for her beside the path and left the dirt piled beside it.

I took her to her new toilet and said, "Squat and do your business."

She stopped in front of the hole and looked at me, then Melody with wide eyes.  "Now, Peggy." She positioned herself over the hole, squatted, and let her urine dribble out.

We watched her and I said to Melody.  "This is Peggy's new toilet.  I want her to get used to being livestock.  When she defecates she needs to kick enough dirt in the hole to cover her waste. If she soils her hobble or misses the hole, correct her with vigor."

Peggy stood up in display position.

"This is your last chance for the night. Do you need to crap? 

She whinnied twice.

"OK, back to the stables.  I had not let go of her leash so I just turned and walked back to the stables, watching to see she walked with a high step.  She did and was pretty good with it.

I put her back in her stall with a long chain to her collar.  I pointed out the four cameras high in the corners and went to get her meal. I got her yogurt mix out of the refrigerator and put it in a large baby bottle with inner bag and nipple I took it to her stall and hung it in the wall rack.  It was positioned so Peggy could suck it out from a kneeling position.  I loosened her jaw strap so she could open her mouth enough to get the bottle's nipple past her bit. I knelt her in front of the bottle and reminded her that if she didn't maintain a proper posture she could be punished.

"Before I leave, is this amount of control satisfying your needs?'

She whinnied once.

I left her and locked the stall gate behind me.  I looked in and watched her sucking on her bottle.

After dinner I got a few minutes with Suzy.  I told her what Master wanted for Peggy and looked over her new dressage plans.  She had written several more routines and a couple of security men had agreed to be the "Master" in a couple of routines.  We agreed which routines she would train Peggy, Marie, and Melody to do. Then we went to the rec room for a dancing lesson with the men. James chose me for the night. He was very energetic and made me come again and again. I slept well.

In the morning I took Peggy out to use the hole and fed her more yogurt mixture.  I instructed Melody to train her to respond to the reins and to be very precise of her instructions. Whenever Peggy wasn't working I wanted her kneeling in perfect pose.  If she learned the reins then she was to be trained as a team with Marie.

I was a good slave owner.  I made sure her teeth were brushed twice a day and her anus and vagina were cleaned daily.  I released her arms every exercise period and made her do the arm exercises before I locked them back to her collar. Her shoes were taken off daily and her feet cleaned, too.


Chapter 17

James took  me to school and I looked for a new assistant. There were two possibilities so I chose one to try out.  Her name was Emmy and she was petite and lovely.  She was like a pixie in her enthusiasm and long blond hair. She was a refugee from a cult that kept women uneducated baby factories.  And they didn't believe in sex for fun.  Emmy was in heaven.  She was a true repressed sex kitten who adored her life despite her restraints. She was a salesgirl for sex slavery.  She couldn't say enough nice things about the lifestyle imposed on her.  More sex cured and excused everything.  She was a joy to be around.  Even if you disagreed with something she said, her exultation and joy rubbed off on you. I watched her talk to a group of girls.  There were four girls who were being trained together, Emmy and me.  At the start  of our session the girls bemoaned their lost friends and planned  careers.  I explained to them their choices were gone and they would never be returned and Emmy jumped in and told them how lucky they were to have been rescued from the humdrum sameness of their lives.  She waxed eloquent about never having to worry about money or clothes or bills, a boring job.  Annoying people were gone.  They had lusty strong men to make their lives interesting.  They would have tales to tell their children and they would have years before that. She loved the wonderful exercise and the heavenly sex.  They got to live in mansions and have men who loved and cared for them.  They were fortunate to be beautiful enough to be collared by men who were strict enough to keep them in submissive joy 24/7.

She went on for an hour and in the end the girls were smiling and smug about their good fortune.  Emmy could have sold refrigerators to Eskimos because she believed it deeply and sincerely.

When James took me home I went directly to the stables to see how Peggy was progressing.  I found Suzy working on a dressage routine with her. The Danse Macabre played in the background  Suzy had placed a male manikin with a realistic penis on one wall.  Peggy was in the middle of the main stable area connected to the manikin by a long line to her collar. Suzy was standing next to the manikin and whenever Peggy's routine caused the line to go slack, Suzy took up the slack.  Peggy was being slowly drawn closer to the manikin as she performed.  The routine was part dance and part slave positions.  Peggy's body language did a good job of conveying fear and lust and a host of other emotions as she was drawn closer finally ending in joy with her kneeling and fellating the male figure.  It ended with her on her knees in punishment pose before him.  I regretted I couldn't let her use her hands but I had to enforce a strict regime.  Her hands would stay locked to the back of her collar for a month.  I let them down for each exercise session, but they went back into position immediately afterwards. 

I applauded her performance, "Bravo, Suzy. That was fabulous.  How often has she practiced that routine."

Suzy said, "Four times, Mistress.  She improves every time.  Her timing is excellent.  I didn't have to correct her once this time. Peggy was frozen in punishment position as she should be. Good.  I wouldn't have to correct her either.  "Suzy, how does this end?"

She said, "The man orders her to stand and then leads her away."

"OK. Stand, slave." She obeyed and went to display position.  I took the line off the manikin and led her ten feet away. She heeled properly, One pace to my left and two back.  I saw she high stepped properly. I stopped and she knelt beside me. I started again and she stood and went to the proper place.  She followed my turns, obviously watching me closely. I stopped and she knelt again.  I commanded, "Stay," dropped her leash and walked around her, inspecting her posture.  It was perfect.

"Stand, slave." I led her to the pillory and bent her over the bar. I locked her head in place and left her hands fastened to her collar.  I fastened her feet apart and used my hands to warm her bottom and fondle her ringed nipples until her breath was coming in gasps past her bit.  Then I put my mouth on her pussy and licked her .  Her juices started flowing and I knew she was near orgasm.  I parted her nether lips with my tongue and licked then I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled.  She screamed and came with a shudder. I backed off and watched her belly surge and quiver. 

When her breathing quieted a little, I put a finger in her and stroked the inside lips up and down until her breathing was ragged again. I pushed two, then three fingers inside her and finger fucked her to a second orgasm. 

Again I waited until she quieted then I started again.  One finger, then two, then I used my whole hand to fist her to a third and a fourth orgasm. 

I left her there for thirty minutes and went to review the dressage scheme with Suzy.  Then I released Peggy and told her, "You did well today and the orgasms were your reward. You may show me gratitude."

She looked at me with wide eyes and slowly approached me.  She rubbed her breasts against mine, making our rings clink as they hit each other. She sank to her knees and thrust her bitted mouth against my loins then dropped her head to the ground and rubbed my shoes with her bit.

"That's enough. Stand."

She obeyed and went into display position. 

"Do you need to eliminate?"

Two whinnies.

I took her into her stall and chained her to the wall.  I closed the stall door and locked it. I'd feed her later.

She lost a few pounds in that month. She was more beautiful than ever when I finally took the bit from her mouth.  I removed the bridle and asked her, "Peggy, your month is over.  Has it been as exquisite as you thought it might?"

Her voice was rusty with disuse. "M...M...Mistress, May I use human speech?"

"Yes, of course. Tell me what you feel right now."

"Mistress, I love you.  I am your slave forever." May I kiss you?"

I pulled her to me and her mouth was sweet and gentle.  We kissed as women do. Our tongues caressed each other. When we broke the kiss she bent her head and kissed my nipples.

"You haven't answered me. Must a question be repeated?"

She knew what that meant. "No, Mistress.  You have made me your willing slave.  I learned the true joys of submission.  Every moment of my day was spent trying my best to please you.  I sank into sub space whenever I h=was idle.  My life is completely attuned to your desires. I hope I have pleased you?"

"Yes, Peggy, you have."

Tears dripped down her cheeks. "Oh I'm so glad, Mistress."

I wraped my arm around her waist and took her in the house.  I went to Master's office and knocked.

"Enter," he said.

I opened the door and ushered Peggy in before me.  I pointed to a spot and she knelt there. I knelt beside her.

He said, "Your month is up today. Peggy, did it accomplish what you wanted?"

Yes, Master.  It was exactly what I needed.  I am now a full, natural slave and exquisitely happy."

"Do you still believe it is what Iris needs?"

"Yes, Master. She does not yet know what heights a natural slave may reach. I have tried to describe it, but I don't think mere words can describe the rapture I feel.  I'm sorry, but only a poet has the command of language to express the deep feelings I have."

"Iris, have you seen a change in Peggy for the better?"

I didn't want to answer that question.  I was sure if I lied he would know and if I spoke truthfully I would have to follow in Peggy's steps. Master, I have seen an improvement, but not as drastic as she describes. I don't think it was worth the effort."

"He stared at me a moment and said, "Not much improvement.  Is that your evaluation?"

He knew. "Master, perhaps I underplayed her improvement.  It is remarkable how much more pliable and happy she seems, but I am already happy and very obedient.  I judge that having me trained like she has been would not be worth it for I don't have as far to go."

"You do know its not much effort for me to let Peggy train you?"

Sigh. "Yes, Master."

"Let's try it.  Tonight you will spend the night with me and tomorrow Peggy and you will change places for a month."

"Shit. Well, I'll survive it, I guess.  She did." "Yes, Master."

Tomorrow morning James took Peggy and I to the school and to the workshop.  Her wrist chains and waistband were removed and new ones put on me.  Her nose leash was taken off her and put on me.  She locked my hands to the back ring of my collar and picked up my leash.  She said, "You're going to be very happy when you learn what you can do."

"Yes, Mistress." She took me to my old office, now hers.  She called Arlene in and told me, "Submit."

I knelt in front of her, careful to make my posture as perfect as I could.  I raised up on my knees and leaned forward until my forehead was touching the floor at her feet. I held my ass  high in the air in punishment position.  I said, "Mistress, I am Iris, your slave.  I submit myself to you and hope you find me to your liking.  I will obey you and honor you. Please accept me as your slave girl."

She stepped behind me and struck me hard on my right ass cheek. She said, "Arch your back and push your breasts into the floor. Now."

I shifted my position as directed. She walked in front of me so my feet were right in front of my head. "You did not sound sincere. Submit again and convince me you want to be mine, slave."

I stretched my head forward and kissed her shoes. I put feeling into my words, " Mistress, I beg you to take me as your slave.  I will love you and crave to obey your every command instantly and perfectly.  Please accept me and make me the happiest girl in the world."  I felt tears running down my cheeks.  I was surprised.  I did want to submit.  Maybe deep inside I believed I would be happier.

"Better. All right. I accept you as my slave and will train you to perfection as you have prescribed for me. Stay." She left me there and took Arlene's submission next.


Chapter 18

Peggy got her wish and I found out the joys and travails of being her slave.  She did everything to me I had done to her.  That afternoon I became a nearly full-time pony girl.  I learned to high step with perfection, speed, and grace.  It was much harder than it looked. She was as strict as I had been.  I only saw my hands when I was exercising them and they were clumsy with disuse.

I was horny all the time.  I was used to having several orgasms every day and I was addicted to the endorphins.  I craved sex like a smoker craves nicotine. Peggy knew this and she told me she would make sure I couldn't masturbate and she was only going to let me orgasm when I earned it. My arousal was so strong it made me clumsy and I had to concentrate hard to overcome my urges.

I was tightly controlled.  I had a precise place and position in every place I went.  Every step, every motion, every placement of my head was precisely described to me.  If I was not perfect, I was corrected.  The crop kissed my ass in the same place for every correction. I was becoming a marionette. 

The bit was in my mouth all day, every day except when my teeth were being brushed. Peggy was as ruthless as I had been in her control.  I had no freedom of motion or expression.  I had to smile every waking instant. My motions were choreographed and once memorized, no more thought was required.  I drifted into sub space as soon as a routine was started or when I was motionless, waiting for orders. 

I was trained to perform one of Suzy's new dressage routines. This one used Bolero as its theme.  I practiced it for hours until I was perfect and now, when I heard Bolero start, my muscles took over and all thought ceased.  I was lost in sub space and happy.  I was pleasing my Master and Mistress. Sometimes when I was being led to a new place I thought about where and who I was. I knew I was in a good place and I was exquisitely happy, but was I still Iris?

My thoughts seemed lucid but different.  I remembered the anger I had once felt toward institutions and people, even my parents, but they were faint, as if I had only read about them.

I was a full-time pony girl and Master often had me pull his carriage around the village and the surrounding pastoral farmland.  I was so happy when he took me out.  He would take me out of my stall and talk to me while hooking me up.  He talked of important people and things that were happening in the world.  He never took my bit out so I couldn't use speech to tell him how happy it made me.  I used pony signs, whinnying and rubbing my head on his chest when he was hooking me up. I would rub my head on his hands as he put the reins on my bit. When he climbed aboard, I would stamp my feet in a hurry to get going. At first, he would say a command and use the rein signals at the same time.  After a week or so he just signaled his wishes with the reins. I missed his voice now.

He took me on long tours of the countryside.  On my second excursion he stopped me next to a huge shade tree and got down.  He led me over to the trunk and tied my reins to a low branch. He unhooked me from the carriage and lay me on my back next to the tree.. I was always horny and was so glad he was going to take me.  I couldn't do much to help, so I just spread my knees as far as I could and whinnied softly. I was already moist.  Heck I was always moist and ready. He sat down beside me and caressed my breasts.  It felt so good.  I hadn't been touched for a couple of days and I missed it.  I arched my back, shoving my breasts into his hands. I wanted him in me so bad.

He said, "You're hot today, Iris."

I whinnied, once."

He ran his hand down my ribcage, over my stomach and onto my pussy.  He rubbed my nether lips and I gasped.  I was so aroused.  My belly was spasming, wanting him so bad.  I moaned and he thrust a finger inside me and I felt my love juices flowing  down my love canal.  I moaned louder and whinnied once.

He said, OK, Iris.  He used several fingers to finger fuck me and I came in a stupendous orgasm.  All my pent-up need exploded and sent me far, far, over the moon.  When I had come down, I opened my eyes and saw him watching me.

He smiled and said, "You were very needy, slave."
I whinnied once and wiggled my hips at him, arching my back very high.

He smiled again. "OK."

His fingers found my now sopping pussy again.  Soon I had another gigantic orgasm. I came down and found he hadn't moved.  I whinnied, hopefully.  He caressed my breasts and played with my nipple rings.  My always hard nipples shrank into crinkled diamonds and he said, OK, just one more.  He took out his rigid prick and mounted me.  I raised my pelvis to meet him and felt his member swelling inside me.  He filled me with his hot spend and I came again.  It felt so good.  Afterwards he took me down a small rise to a slow moving stream. He led me into the water and rinsed my loins clean.  He washed and he took me back to the carriage and hooked me up.  We turned around then and I took us home, refreshed, satiated, and deliriously happy.

What a wonderful life. No worries, healthy exercise, and loved beyond measure. I wish I could speak.  I wanted to tell the other ponies about my day.

I learned the streets and paths around the village.  Sometimes he would just say, "Home, Iris," and let me make all the turns.

I was getting stronger all the time.  I could see a marked difference in my legs from all the exercises and pulling the carriage around. I got so I never thought about anything but the road in front of me.  It was refreshing to let my mind idle while I was pulling.  I was refreshed mentally when we arrived home.  I thought if I had my hands I could do something creative.  I was never into arts or crafts before and I couldn't now, but I thought about it.

Mistress took the bit out of my mouth one morning.  She said, "Don't speak for a few minutes.  Work your tongue and jaw until it feels normal. Don't acknowledge me right now, just nod your head. ."

I nodded. I worked my jaw and tongue.  My mouth was so used to the bit I didn't know what to do with my tongue.  Mistress took off my bridle and combed my hair out.  She brushed my teeth then picked up my leash.  I rubbed my head against her hands whenever she was in reach.  I know it was wrong, but I jus felt so good touching her.  To my relief she said only, "Hold still.  Your month is over and we're going to see Master."

My face must have lit up because she said, "I know.  I felt the same way. Now hold still."

"Yes, Mistress."

She sat me on a high stool and made up my face.  She even painted a liquid rouge on my nipples and pussy lips.  She held a mirror up to my face.  I looked good, but different than I remembered.  Maybe my smile? I couldn't tell.  I said, "Thank you, Mistress."

She took me to Master's office. She led me in and pointed to a spot on the carpet that I knew from when I had pointed to it for her to kneel.  I knelt with my left knee on that spot and made sure my posture was perfect. Mistress knelt beside me. 

Master was smiling. So was Mistress and me. He asked, "Iris, how do you feel?"

"Master, I am happy and glad you gave me this opportunity.  Thank you."

"Well, Peggy, how do you feel Iris did?"

"Master, Iris has been a joy to work with.  She dug in and worked hard and did better than I had hoped.  She is a natural slave and is happier now."

"Iris, are you happier than when you started?"

"Yes, Master.  I thought I was happy before. Thinking back, I was happy to be yours, but I was still a little ashamed I had let myself be subjugated.  I had let down women everywhere by letting a man master me rather than continuing to resist. Now I understand that submitting to a man is a woman's purpose in life.  Allowing myself to obey you in all things lets me finally be a complete woman. Every day is a joy I want to start as soon as possible. Now I can hold my head up before every free woman and be proud of what I am.

"Well said, Iris. Peggy, unlock Iris' hands.  James will take her to the workshop and have her extra restraints removed."  He used his phone and asked James to come to the office.  I was back in Master's office inside of an hour. The wrist chains, waistband, and the nose leash were gone.  I felt free as a bird despite my collar and ankle chain. When we got in the house James locked the track chain on my collar and told me to go to the office.

"You look excellent, Iris."

"Thank you, Master. I feel wonderful. Where's Mistress?  I would like to thank her."

"She's waiting for us in the living room.  She is entertaining some guests who are also waiting for you."

"Guests, Master?"

"Yes, let's go." He stood up and I followed him at the required spacing.

I followed him into the living room and stopped dead in my tracks. I saw Peggy and Suzy kneeling in front of a couch and its two occupants.  The people on the ouch. A man and a woman, were not possible. This couldn't be. They can't be here. They can't see me like this. I turned to flee and found James blocking the way. I turned back around and followed my Master.  I kept my eyes on the floor and when Master sat in a chair, I knelt beside him and crossed my arms behind me.

Mother spoke, "Hello Iris, you've lost some weight.  You look nice."

The End


Other Kindle Titles by Alan Horn

Total Control:Total Control 1

Total Control 2

Total Control 3

Wage Slaves:Submissives

Wage Slaves 2

Gods of Olympus:Pony Girl Sentence

Consequences

Julie

Coffle:The Coffle

Coffled Future

Coffle Cure

Pony Girl Dreams

Ensnared

The Love Ring

The Natural Slave

Humiliation

cover.jpeg
Bad lris

Alan Horn






