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Chapter 1 - Pirates

“Has he woken up yet?” asked the stocky man in the black leather jacket.

Another man looked over at a monitor then shook his head.  “Some people just take longer to process that shit out of their system.”

“Or you used too much, Frank,” said the first man.

“You’re the one who wanted to try out pirating, Chuck.  “‘Oh, it’ll be easy money,’ you said.”

Frank puffed up.  “And now we have a ship and a hostage.  We’ll be rolling in dough in less than a week.”

“You don’t even know where he’s from or if his people will ever pay to get him back.”

A less confident look spread out on Frank’s face.  “I’m working on it…”  He let the sentence trail off as he spoke.

After a while, Frank spoke up.  “I’m sorry, Chuck.  This has been stressful for me.  And you’re right, we have a very fancy ship to sell.  Whether anyone wants to pay a ransom for him will be just gravy.”

Chuck perked up and started to say something when an alarm went off inside the cabin.  A disembodied female voice announced, “Vessel detected.”

Frank turned back towards his monitor and adjusted the settings.  “It’s broadcasting an IFF.  The computer says it’s from the Terran system.  I think we found his people.”

“Can you get any information on whether the ship is armed?” Chuck asked.

“We won’t have that until it gets closer.”  He paused then said, “That thing is moving fast.  It will be on us in just a few hours.”  He turned and held eye contact with Frank for a second then said, “What are we going to do if it is armed?”

“We still have the Gluon Drive if we need to make an escape.”

“The last time we used that, it burned out in less than a minute.”

“But...it got us almost a light year away.”

Chuck pulled up several star charts and began to search through them.  “There are three large planetoids that are within range.  We could hide behind one of them and dump the cargo.”

“And waste all the effort we spent capturing the ship?”

“Better that than getting killed or captured ourselves.”

“I’ll put an encoded tracker on his ship.  That way if we have to jettison the craft, we can pick it up later.”

“I’ve got a course plotted.  Let’s wait and see if the new ship is something we have to worry about.  If it is, we can be on the far side of the planetoid before they know what happened.”

“Give me a hand loading him back into his ship.”

When the two returned to the bridge, the incoming ship was now plainly displayed on the sensor.

“Dang!  That thing looks like it’s a warship,” Chuck said.

“No worries.  Hit the drive.  If they try to board us, we’ll jettison our cargo and then file suit against the Terrans for illegally detaining us.  We might just make a profit yet.”

“What if HE comes to after we jettison him?” Chuck asked.

“I’ve got it covered.  I’ve dosed him again, so he’ll be out for days.  I also removed the navigation controls on his ship so even if he does come out of it before we can get to him, he’ll stay on the same course, and we can go pick him up at our convenience.”

Chuck entered a code into the navigation system then sat back.  “I hate this part,” he said. 

The sensation of a Gluon Drive engaging was almost like deja vu as the electrons inside of a person’s brain had to catch up to the relative shift in position as the ship moved almost instantaneously from one point in space to another.

Chuck regained himself and called out, “The drive is down but we’re on the far side.  Jettison cargo.”  He waited until Frank signaled him then he started to erase the ship’s logs containing any reference to the captured man or his ship.

Frank gave him a high five then stared at the sensor display.  “Holy crap, that ship just came around the far side of the planetoid. 

“It’s ok.  With all the asteroids, they won’t be able to distinguish his ship from anything else.  You did remember to disable his transponder this time, didn’t you?”

Frank nodded.

A deep voice filled their cabin.  “This is Commander Brion of the Terran ship Encounter.  Stop your engines and prepare to be boarded.”

Chuck activated his mic and said, “You have no right to stop us.  We will be filing suit against you if you make any attempt to interfere with our flight.”

A warning light appeared on the display.

“They’re scanning us,” Chuck said.

“Well, they won’t find anything,” Frank said confidently.

The deep voice started again.  “Your ship was involved in kidnapping a Terran citizen and attempting to traffic a stolen vessel.  It is now forfeit.”

Chuck reached down to key his mic again.

For the barest moment, incredibly bright light filled the cabin.  Afterwards, only the Terran ship remained.

The lights inside of Oscar’s cabin were still out when he woke.  He held his head in his hands for a long time, hoping the headache would go away.  After a while he called out, “Lights.”

The lights slowly came on.  Oscar looked around his room, struggling to remember what happened.  The memories flooded back.  He remembered being attacked.  “Ship, is anyone else on board?”

“No, Captain,” said a female voice.

Oscar relaxed for a second then asked, “Where are we?”

“That information is not available.  Do you want me to send out a distress signal?”

“No.  Not yet.  What is our status?”

“Navigation is down.  We’ve been in flight for almost two weeks since you spoke to me last.”

Oscar felt weak.  He shuffled his way to the kitchen and began to eat and drink everything in sight.  He felt a little sick after such a big meal.

“Ship, are there any inhabited planets in range?”

“I don’t know, Captain.  Navigation is down.”

“Why?”

“It appears that the navigation equipment has been removed.”

“Shit.”

Oscar fought down the panic welling inside of him.  Can you use the navigation system in the escape pod?”

“Accessing.  Yes, there is a planet three light years from our position.  According to our records, it is inhabited but has limited technology.”

“I don’t care.  Set course for it.”

“Unable to comply.  There are missing components from our flight control system as well.”

“Can I make it in the escape pod?”

“Yes, but you will need to go into hibernation to reach it.”

“Very well.  Get the pod ready.  Once I leave, I want you to send out a distress signal but don’t broadcast where I’ve gone.  If you’re picked up by a Terran ship, they will know how to retrieve the information.”

“Do you wish me to set the sleep learning system to teach you the local languages while you’re in hibernation?”

“Yes, please.”

“What will happen to me, Oscar?”

“I don’t know, Ship.  Either you will find help or you will run out of power but keep sending the distress signal as long as you can.”

“Ok, Oscar.  I’ll be lonely without you.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll meet again,” Oscar said as he made his way to the escape pod.

Once inside, Oscar set the controls and prepared himself for another long sleep.  Before he pressed the start button, he said a small prayer and promised himself that he would never steal another ship, then everything went dark.


Chapter 2 - Planet Hera

Oscar woke to the sound of an alarm.  It took several minutes to fully realize that he was still in the escape pod.  Using the limited scanners on the pod, he quickly searched for what he hoped was a Terran ship.  There was nothing except a blue and white planet below him.  The planet had several continents and many large seas.  According to the navigation system, the planet was called ‘Hera’ by its inhabitants.  There was almost nothing else listed about the planet.

He looked out the small window. ‘Hera didn’t look too different than Earth would have several hundred years ago,’ he thought.  He set a landing course for the largest city on a northern continent and mentally prepared himself for landing.

He put down a couple of miles from the city and did his best to hide the pod then began to walk towards his new home.  The subdermal implants in his ear would provide a connection to the computer on his pod but he wasn’t sure how much that was going to help.  ‘At least I’ll know if another Terran ship comes by,’ he thought.

A large earthen wall surrounded the city.  The tops of several tall buildings peeked out from behind the wall.  Lights shined out through some of the windows.  ‘At least they have electricity,’ he thought.

He circled around until he found the entrance.  Two twenty-foot-tall metal doors stood open.  Two large women dressed in leather armor stood to either side, each holding a long spear.

“You there, stop!” called out one of the guards.

Oscar stopped and waited as the two approached him.

“Are you a citizen?” asked the taller one.

Oscar shook his head.

“You’ll need to come with us.”

“Is there a problem?” Oscar asked.

“We were told to expect you.  We’re going to transport you to her Majesty.  If you give us trouble, force will be applied.”

“That won’t be necessary.  I’ll come with you.”

The two women led Oscar through a series of cobblestone streets.  Stone faced one to two story buildings lined the streets.  The path turned hard left.  As he looked up the pathway, it led to a large castle.

The trio entered then walked for some time before stopping outside of two gold covered doors that stretched floor to ceiling.  One of the guards held Oscar’s left arm as the other slowly pulled the door open.  Behind the door was a large room with a very tall ceiling.  Ornate glass windows were spaced evenly just below the ceiling. 

More guards lined the hallway.  At the far end was a raised thrown.  A woman was sitting on it, watching Oscar with an appraising look on her face.  Another woman was standing next to and a little behind her.  She looked 90 with gray hair and clothing that wouldn’t have been out of place at a Ren Fair.  When Oscar got within 20 feet of the throne, the old woman leaned in and whispered something to the woman Oscar assumed was the Queen.

The guards stopped Oscar a few feet in front of the throne.

“What is your name, stranger?” asked the beautiful woman sitting in front of him.  She looked to be in her early 40’s.  The black dress she was wearing revealed a lot of cleavage.  She had pale white skin that would have once been described as alabaster.

“My name is Oscar.”

“I am Queen Malkia.  I was told by my Seer that you would be coming from a world beyond the sky.  Is this true?”

“Yes.  I come from a planet called Earth.  It’s part of the Terran system.”

“Our people are not yet able to fly in space.  Will others of your kind be joining us?”

The tension in the room was almost overpowering.  Oscar considered the intense gaze the Queen and Seer gave him then he looked down and shook his head ‘no.’

“Do you have the ability to communicate with others of your kind?”

Oscar looked Queen Malkia in the eyes and said, “No, not right now.  If another ship comes in range, then I may be able to contact them.”

“Are you expecting another ship anytime soon?”

“No.  This planet was three light years away from where I had to eject from my ship.  It’s off the beaten path so I don’t know when another ship from my people will arrive.”

Queen Malkia turned towards the Seer.

“He speaks the truth, Majesty.”

Malkia leaned back and took another appraising look at Oscar.  “We will need to decide what to do with you while you’re here.”  She remained silent for a few minutes then said, “Guards, take him outside.  I’ll summon him back when I’ve decided.”

There was a tugging on his left arm.  He followed the two guards back into the hallway.

A group of young girls huddled together near the door.  They looked to be in their late teens.  The shortest of the group had red hair and a voluptuous build.  The two girls next to her were taller, more athletic, and blonde.  The last girl was about average height but had flawless skin and breasts that were slightly too large for her frame.

The red headed girl made eye contact with Oscar as he walked by.  There was a sparkle of mischief in her eyes as she looked at him.

The guards shooed the girls away then kept him standing outside the door for the next half hour.  When the doors opened, another guard motioned for Oscar to be brought back in.

Queen Malkia smiled at him when he stopped in front of her.

“We have decided that you will be treated as an unofficial ambassador from your planet.  You will be provided with accommodation in the castle.  Is this acceptable to you?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Understand that even as an ambassador, you will be expected to follow our laws and customs.”

Oscar nodded enthusiastically.  “Since this planet will be my new home for a while, I would like to learn about you and your people.”

“Very well,” said Queen Malkia.  “If you are to learn our ways then you must submit to training.”

“He’s too old,” whispered the Seer.

“Is that what you see or just what you think?” asked the Queen.

The Seer lowered her head and said, “What I think, Majesty.”

“Then I will decide who is too old.  Commander, summon the tailor.”

Oscar saw the large woman talk into the leather band on her arm then nod back towards Malkia.

“Oscar, you have convinced me that you are sincere.  Pray that you never give me cause to question your motives.  As the first member of your planet that I have met, I will also give you the honorary title of Teacher.  Before you can teach us your ways, however, you will need to learn ours.  I hereby sentence you to one rotation of service.  Upon successful completion of the learning, you will have the choice to stay on in service or to step into the role of Teacher.”


Chapter 3 - Accepted into Training

A small side door opened, and a woman hustled in.  She was breathing hard.  A light coating of perspiration covered her face.  A man followed several steps behind her.  He was older than her, maybe in his fifties.  He wore a leather harness and inappropriately tight black leather shorts.  A silver collar was wrapped around his neck.  The woman ahead of him held one end of a leash with the other connected to the man’s collar.  He also had a large and heavy looking backpack.

The woman stopped in front of Malkia and bowed deeply.  The graying haired man stopped a few feet behind her.

“This man has been sentenced to one rotation of service.  Please get him ready,” said Malkia.

The woman nodded then walked over to Oscar.  She pulled out a long tape measure and began to write down his dimensions into a little book. 

The graying haired man set his backpack down and pulled out several pieces that he quickly assembled into a stand.  He pulled out a heavy-looking metal device that resembled an extremely heavy-duty sewing machine.

When the Tailor was done taking measurements, she handed the book to the man.  He started adjusting dials on the machine.  After a minute or so, he reached into the backpack and pulled out several shiny metal strips then fed the strips one by one into the machine.  A muffled pounding sound echoed around the room.  Five metal circles of different diameters fell out of the front of the machine.

The Tailor walked over and pulled a small box from the machine then picked up the circles.  She walked towards Oscar and held one of the circles out for him to inspect.  They looked smooth but he didn’t recognize their purpose.

She held the small box next to the circle and it opened almost like it had a secret hinge on it.  She brought the circle toward Oscar and grabbed his right arm.

Oscar stepped back from her.  “What the...” Oscar started to say.

The two guards must have moved silently towards him because they each grabbed an arm and held him tightly before he realized they had moved.

The Tailor quickly placed the open circle against his wrist.  She pushed the ends together and then held the little box over it. 

Oscar could feel the metal tighten around his wrist, but it stopped short of hurting him.  The metal felt slightly cold but was otherwise light and smooth.  He stopped struggling.

“This is part of service.  Do your people not have customs like this?” Malkia asked.

“I’m sorry for my reaction.  My people only do this to criminals.  Am I a criminal here?”

Malkia exhaled slowly and sat back against her throne.  She whispered with the Seer for a few seconds then said, “Our people have much to learn from one another.  If you are to stay here, you must set aside what you are used to and embrace our ways.”

Oscar forced his shoulders to relax then held out his left arm for the Tailor.  “Please forgive me, Majesty.  If I appear odd, it is only that I do not understand.”

“We will teach you.  Do what you are told and learn our ways.”

The Tailor attached the second metal cuff to his wrist.

The machine made another series of pounding sounds as the graying haired man fed a long length of chain into it.

Oscar could feel his heart pounding and he glanced at the large golden door.  He exhaled slowly then looked back up at Malkia.

The two guards lifted his arms up then pulled his shirt over his head.  When he was shirtless, they lowered his arms to his sides.  The tailor took a length of chain from the machine and walked behind him.  He could feel her doing something to the cuff on his right arm then she pulled his left arm behind him slightly.

When she moved back towards the machine, Oscar tried to move his arms, but they were connected by a chain behind his back.  It was long enough so that his arms could rest comfortably at either side of his waist, but he could not bring them forward of his hips.

The Tailor took two more metal circles from the machine and walked towards him.  “Pants,” she said.

One guard wrapped her arm around his chest while the other removed his shoes and pants.

He didn’t offer any resistance when the tailor attached one cuff to each ankle. He was again surprised at how light and smooth the cuffs were.

The Tailor took another length of chain and held it out for him to see.  A hand reached down and grabbed the inside of his underwear then pulled down.  When they hit the floor, he obediently stepped out of them.  A guard stepped in and removed them.

When the chain was attached to his ankle cuffs, he was able to spread his legs a little wider than shoulder length, but it was obvious he was going to be unable to run.

The tailor returned with the last metal circle.  She opened it and gently placed it around Oscar’s neck.  She checked the fit then held the small box up to it, sealing it in place.

Oscar thought she was done but she came back with a much longer chain and secured one end to the back of his collar then attached it to the chain between his arms and to the chain between his legs.  It was long enough that it was comfortable and raised the leg chain up off the ground.

“We will keep your clothing until you are done with your term of service.  When you complete the learning, they will be returned to you,” said Malkia.

“Will I be kept nude and in chains the whole time?” asked Oscar.  His voice quivered despite his best efforts.

Malkia smiled at him.  “Embrace the learning.”

The gray-haired man pressed buttons on the machine and several sets of shirts and pants began to pile on the catch bin below the machine.  He put them in bags and set the bags near Oscar.

To his surprise, the tailor unlocked his chains and cuffs then set them in a separate bag.  She handed a set of clothing to him and said, “Dress yourself.”

Oscar pulled on the underwear then the pants and shirt.  The material felt like a combination of silk and the finest cotton he had ever worn.

“We will arrange for you to attend classes each morning so that you may learn the basics of polite behavior.  The clothing will be taken to your room.  Learn our ways as quickly as you are able.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”


Chapter 4 - Becky

Oscar followed the two guards out through the door.  “Your quarters are in the Green Wing, third floor,” said the guard closest to him.  Instead of leading him anywhere, they walked off.  Oscar glanced around and saw a large window to his left.  He walked over and stared out the window for a few minutes.  The countryside looked like something out of an old video of Austria.

“So, are they going to let you stay?” asked a red-haired girl.  She looked to be eighteen or nineteen.  Her hair fell past her shoulders.  The color was deep red and fit nicely with her white skin and deep green eyes.

Oscar walked the few feet over to her and said, “Looks like it.  I have to go through some kind of training but otherwise, the Queen seems to be ok with my being here.”

The girl’s eyes brightened but there was an apprehensive look on her face.  “You’re teasing me.”

Oscar kept eye contact with the young woman.  “Something I should know?”

Her eyes twinkled as though she was thinking something through then she smiled at him, “Usually, that’s something that you go through when you reach seventeen.  It looks like that happened to you a long time ago.”

“So…you’re saying I’m old.”  Oscar didn’t change his tone.  He waited to see how she would respond.

“Well, I um, I didn’t mean it like that.”  Perspiration was starting to show on her face as it got noticeably rosier.

Oscar chuckled.  “Now I am teasing you.”

The girl scowled.  It looked like she was trying to look pouty but failing.  “You’re really not from around here, are you?”

Oscar thought about this for a second then said, “That obvious, huh?  Well, I’d like to learn more about your people, but I did just get here.”

“Where are you from?”

“A small planet about a hundred light years from here.”

She let her head tilt to one side, exposing more of her neck.  Her skin was flawless.  “I know our planet has been visited before, but I never thought I would actually meet someone from another world.  How come you’re not green or have tentacles or something?”

Oscar laughed out loud.  “Just the way God made me, I guess.  What about you, any tentacles I should know about?”

The red-haired girl punched him lightly on the shoulder.  “You are so full of crap.  I think I’m going to like you.  The other men here are so BORING.  I’m not sure they have a complete spine between the lot of them.”  She held out her hand and said, “I’m Becky.”

He took her hand and shook it, surprised that she had a good grip.  “Oscar.”  The term ‘training’ popped up in his mind.  He gulped slowly then brightened.  “Is that what happens in training?  The men come out boring?”

Becky looked down slightly.  “I suppose.  I’m going to start classes tomorrow too.  It’s different for women.  I wanted to start a couple of years ago, but Mom made me wait.”

“Oh, she didn’t think you were ready?” Oscar offered.

Becky’s eyes narrowed then she said, “No!  She said that I couldn’t train with just anyone or some b.s. like that.”

Oscar nodded.  “I think parents are the same everywhere.”

The expression on her face softened and she smiled slightly.  “Maybe so.”

“I’m supposed to go to my room, but I have no idea where it is.  Do you know where I would find the Green Wing?  I’m on the third floor.”

Becky’s eyes widened slightly before she answered.  “I thought you just got here.”

“I did.  That’s why I don’t know where the Green Wing is.”  He didn’t add the ‘duh’ afterwards, but it was implied.

“No, dummy, the Green Wing is where they put the foreign ambassadors and such.  You don’t strike me as an ambassador.  They’re usually too afraid to talk with anyone.”

“Ambassadors must be different where I come from.”

“I might like to see your world sometime.”  She grazed her hand across the back of his shoulder and said, “Follow me.”

Oscar started to walk and found himself checking out Becky’s ass.  It was firm without being man’ish.  The tight pants she wore flattered her.

“Did you grow up here?” Oscar asked once they were walking side by side.

“Yep.  My family has lived here for like five generations or something.”

“Do you like it?”

“It’s alright.  It can be a little stifling, but I have good friends here so that helps.”

“Oh, the other girls I saw you with when I first walked in?

Becky nodded.  “You’ll get a chance to meet everyone soon enough.  How long are you staying?”

Oscar paused before answering.  “I’m not sure.”  He could feel a slight frown form as the realization that he may never see his home again set in.

Becky stopped walking.  “Can’t you get home?”

Oscar shook his head.  “My ship isn’t capable of making the trip.  I sent out a message before I landed but I’m not sure how long it will take for another ship to come by and pick me up.  Your planet is a long ways from the normal routes.”

“Do you have a family back home?”

“I have a couple of sisters but that’s it.”

“Oh, you’re not taken?”  Surprise was evident in Becky’s voice.

“Married?  No, not me.”

“That’s good.”  She stopped herself then continued, “I mean, if you have to be away from your family and all at least...”

Oscar tried not to grin too hard.  “I understand.”

The rosy color on Becky’s face returned.  They walked in silence for a few minutes as Becky led him down several corridors and one hard left turn.

“It’s going to take me a while to learn my way around,” Oscar said.

“There’s a trick.  See the planters at each corner?  There is a band around the middle that shows you which direction each wing is.”  She pointed to the nearest one and touched a green band around the middle.  Just follow the colors and it will lead you to the wing you want.”

Oscar nodded.  “Thanks.”

Becky led him down two more corridors then stopped at the base of a large set of stairs.  “Here you go.  If you need anything, there is a red pull cord near the door to your room.  Just call a servant and they can help you.”

“It was nice to meet you, Becky.  Thanks for the heads up on the planters.”

“Have they assigned a trainer to you yet?”

“No, I didn’t know I would have one.  The Queen told me to get comfortable and that someone would be up to get me later.”

“That’s her.  She likes to keep everyone in suspense.”  She gave his arm a squeeze and said, “You better get up there then.”

Oscar walked up the stairs.  He could feel her gaze as he climbed the stairs but didn’t turn around.  At the top of the third floor, he looked left and right.  A long row of doors stretched out along the hallway.  He had to try several before he found the unlocked one and stepped inside.  There was a large four post bed in the middle with a couch, a table and several chairs spread out in the room.  He laid down on the bed and took in his surroundings.  The walls were lined with portraits.  The quality would have made any museum envious.  As he looked, he realized that almost all the pictures were of women in striking poses.

After existing in an escape pod for the last three years, he relaxed into the soft bedding and fell asleep.

Oscar sat up quickly as the sound of a door opening woke him.  He blinked a few times before his eyes regained their focus.  A woman he recognized as the tailor was walking towards him with her man servant behind her.

“Sorry to wake you.  We’ve finished preparing your items, but I want to check the fit before I go.” 

“Yes, of course,” Oscar said as he stood up.

The man set several packages on the bed.  He grabbed one and pulled out a shirt, pants and undergarments then spread them lovingly on the small table.

“Let’s start with the under things,” said the woman.  She had a tape measure draped over her shoulders.

The man brought a pair of underwear over and held it out.

“Where should I change?”

The woman cocked her head to one side then looked at him in disbelief.  “Take your clothes off,” she commanded.

Oscar hesitated for a second then began to disrobe.

The woman’s tone softened then she said, “I forgot that you are new to our world.  Just do as I say, and you’ll be fine.”

Oscar stripped down to his underwear then glanced at the people in his room before stepping out of his underwear.

The man stepped forward and handed him the new garment. 

Oscar put them on quickly then waited for instructions.  As soon as they were on, he was surprised at the texture.  It felt even softer than the pair he had been wearing and moved like silk but was made of a material that he was unfamiliar with.

The woman came over and tugged on the shorts a couple of times.  She was apparently satisfied with the fit and signaled her man servant.  He brought over the pants and shirt, each time waiting for the tailor to check the fit.  The outfit was finished off with a pair of sandals.

The woman looked him up and down then said, “Walk around so I can see how the outfit moves.”  Oscar walked around his room until she said, “That’s good.”

The man servant checked the closet then said, “You can put soiled clothing in the bin by the door.  If you need more hangers, just notify the serving staff.”

“Thank you,” Oscar said as they left.

A short time later, he heard knocking on his door.  A tall blond woman was waiting outside.  She wore a tight fitting black one piece with a silver zipper that stretched from her crotch to her neck.  She appeared to be in her mid-thirties.  She stepped through the open door and walked into his room.  “You may sit,” she said and pointed to one of the chairs by the small table.

Oscar sat down and waited.

“My name is Giselle.  I’m the head trainer.  My understanding is that you are new to our world and have never received any training before.  Is that correct?”

Oscar nodded.  “I’m anxious to learn about your people.”

Giselle gave him a tight-lipped smile.  “I can see that we will have to start at the very beginning for you.”  Her tone was only slightly less harsh after that.  “I’ll send someone up tomorrow.  Normally, we would get you into training immediately, but I can see that you will need some instruction on basic manners before we can start.”  She glanced around the room then continued, “You will be expected for meals in the kitchen, but I will send some food and drink up for tonight.  Classes will start tomorrow.  We can get you on an exercise routine after that.  Any health issues that I should be aware of?”

Oscar shook his head.  “No, I’m pretty healthy.”  He chose not to add that most diseases had been cured decades ago.

Giselle grunted softly.  “You will begin to train with Mistress Brunhilda, she is our etiquette coach.”  She stood and walked out without saying anything else.

Oscar looked through the bags of clothing.  He had only gotten through a couple of bags when there was another knock on the door.

It opened before he was able to stand, and two men walked in pushing a small cart.  The men were dressed in leather harnesses and wore tight fitting black leather shorts.  It reminded him of a street fair he had once seen in San Francisco years earlier.

They set the table and opened several containers.  The smell was amazing even if he didn’t recognize most of the dishes.

“Wow, do they serve meals like this every day?” Oscar asked.

The men looked very uncomfortable as they glanced at one another.  The man closest to him spoke softly and hurriedly as he said, “Yes, Sir.”  The two men then made their exit quickly, leaving Oscar to wonder what he had done wrong.

He opened the other packages on his bed and began to put the clothing away.  The last package was considerably heavier and made a clanking sound when he moved it.  He tore back the wrapping and saw something shiny inside.  He pulled out four metal rings connected by various lengths of chain.  “What are they going to do to me...” he said as he set the shackles out on his bed.  After looking at them for a couple of minutes, he began to play with the rings.  There was no opening he could see.  He placed them in a drawer by his underwear.  The smells coming from his dinner were beckoning.

He took his time eating.  Ship’s food had nothing on the feast he was enjoying and he wanted to savor it.  After the main course, he began to feel fatigued.  By the time he finished desert, he was starting to have the tired jerks that told him to get to bed.  He was asleep in no time. 


Chapter 5 - Training

Morning light filtered in through the window near the table.  Oscar slowly got out of bed then sat down on the bench seat so he could look out the window.  Several tall buildings blocked most of his view, but he could see a river in the distance and several small lakes.

He could hear someone walking outside his door then saw a tan envelope slide underneath.  No one knocked or opened his door, so he went over and opened the envelope.  “Please come down for breakfast when you are ready.  Class starts at 9:30 in the Blue Wing, room four.”

He reached to his ear and pressed the subdermal sensor.  When the chine sounded, he said softly, “What is the local time.”

The computer voice answered, “It’s 9:00 am local.”

Oscar put on fresh clothing and headed downstairs.  It took a few minutes to find a planter with a blue band on it but after that he was able to find his way towards the Blue Wing without any trouble.

He wasn’t sure where to go until he smelled something wonderful.  He followed his nose until he found a large room with several long tables in it.  Food was spread out and several people were eating.  He found an open space and sat down.  An older man dressed in a harness covered by a large white apron came over and put a plate of food in front of him.  He turned and left without saying a word.

The food was simple but filling.  Oscar tried not to overeat despite the amazing flavors.  Someone sat down next to him.  He turned to see the shining face of a cute girl with red hair.

“How was your first night?” Becky asked.

Oscar set down his fork and said, “Very comfortable.  I haven’t slept like that in a long time.”

She smiled at him.  “You’ll like it here.”

“Can I ask you something?”

The man in the apron set a plate in front of Becky then left without saying anything.  Becky didn’t acknowledge the man at all but held eye contact with Oscar before saying, “Sure.”

“Why is everyone so quiet?  I haven’t heard anyone say a single word.”

A slow grin spread over Becky’s face as though she was checking to see if he was teasing her again.  After a minute she said, “These are house servants.  They aren’t allowed to speak until someone talks to them first.”

“Oh.  That explains the men that brought dinner to my room last night.  I tried to talk with them, but they seemed very uncomfortable with me.  I thought I had done something wrong.”

Becky pushed him and giggled.  “If they talked with you at all, that’s amazing.”

Oscar went back to finishing his meal.  ‘I have a lot to learn about these people,’ he thought.  “So, what are you up to today?” he asked.

Becky started to flush again but quickly composed herself.  “I go to orientation today.  You’re not the only one who has to go to classes.”

Oscar nodded.  “Young people have to go to classes on my world too.”

“Yeah, it kinda sucks.  I’d rather go play by the lake.”

“I’d be interested in seeing more of your world.  Can I go with you some time?”

Becky looked like she had seen a ghost.  “Um...I’ve never had a man ask me if he could come before.”  She set her fork down and sat back.  “This is refreshing.  I’ll see what I can do.”

The computer voice came on inside his head.  “It’s 9:20.”

Oscar sat up and said, “I need to leave.  I’m supposed to go to some class at 9:30.”

Becky’s eyes widened.  “Crap, I have to go too.  Maybe I’ll see you later.”

Oscar got up and started his search for room four.  He found it a few minutes later.  When he walked inside, he saw a plump woman wrapped in a flowing dress.  She had dark hair in some type of tall hairdo.  She motioned for him to come in and pointed to a chair next to her.  There were two men standing by the corners.  Both wore leather harnesses over bare skin and shiny metal collars around their necks.  Something sparkled in the light and he noticed that each had a plastic cage looking thing apparently locked onto their junk.  The men looked at him but said nothing.

“Good morning,” Oscar said.

A stern look crept onto the woman’s face.  “I am your instructor.  You will refer to me as Trainer, but you may not speak unless spoken to.”

Oscar nodded but remained silent.

“I thought Giselle might have been having me on, but I can see that we will need to start at the very beginning with you.  We will start with basic manners then we will cover some of our history over the next two weeks.  I expect you to be here at exactly 9:30 each morning.  You will have physical conditioning from 2:00 to 4:00 most days and you will be permitted free time after that.  Do not go into any of the areas of the castle that are off limits.  They are easily recognized by the diamond engravings at each entrance.”

Oscar had to fight the urge to ask questions.

By the time 4:00 rolled around, he was tired and struggling to remember all the social etiquette rules they had covered so far.  Learning the complex layout of the castle was going to take the longest to get the hang of.  ‘Thank God Becky told me about the planters,’ he thought.

Oscar found a comfortable couch by one of the large windows on the main floor and was relaxing when he heard footsteps approaching.  Becky was trotting in like a little kid at Disney Land.  She smiled then sat down next to him.

“How was day one?” she asked.

“A lot to learn.  How was your class?”

“It was so much fun!  I thought that it would be all boring, but I was wrong.”

Becky’s infectious grin spread to Oscar.

She paused for a moment then continued.  “What do you think of helping me with something?”

“Of course.”

She stood up and took his hand.  She pulled him into a standing position then said, “I was hoping you’d say yes.  Follow me.”

Becky led him through more hallways then down some stairs.

Oscar made a mental note of the planters and realized that she was following the ones with a black band around the middle.

They stopped outside of a doorway made of two very large and very heavy looking wooden doors with black wrought iron handles.

“This is where my class is held,” Becky said as she pulled open one of the doors.

The room was well lit and had several long tables and a lectern at one end.  There was a large drawing board behind it.  Several stations were set up along one wall.  Each station had a small table, a cabinet and a large chair unlike anything he had ever seen before.  It was raised off the ground a couple of feet and padded in soft looking black leather.

The wall behind each chair was covered in small devices, strips of leather, chains, and various things that he didn’t recognize.

“So, what do you need help with?” Oscar asked.

Becky led him to one of the chairs and said, “Sit down on this.  They are having us learn how to restrain someone and I need a lot more practice.”

“You want to do what?”

Becky’s eyes rolled and she huffed.  “Just sit down.  Nothing bad is going to happen, I just need more practice.”

“But you’ll untie me when I ask, right?”

Becky put her hand in the middle of his chest and pressed him backwards until he couldn’t go any further.  “Don’t be a baby.”

She reached over and lifted on the armrest at the right side of the chair.  A large, padded arm lifted up.  She raised it until it was about 45 degrees from completely upright.  She did the same thing with the other armrest.  Once the rest was in position, a wide band of leather fell free and dangled from the top.

Oscar was staring at the band when he felt Becky grab his wrist.  She held it against the arm rest with one hand while she wrapped the strap around him.  After tightening it, she asked, “Can you pull your hand out?”

Oscar tugged his arm.  “Nope, I’m stuck.”

Becky seemed pleased so she walked over and secured his other arm.  “They make us practice on these dumb plastic mannequins but it’s just not the same.  They don’t move and they certainly don’t ask as many questions as you do.”

She reached down and pulled a long leather strap out from the side of the chair, near his waist.  She flipped it over his hips and pulled it tight.  She stared down at the belt then huffed.  “Darn it, I was supposed to start with your feet before I did the belt.  Hold on.”  She moved quickly to the end of the chair. 

After searching around the base for a few seconds, she lifted leg extensions out, so they were horizontal to the floor and spread about three feet across.  She pointed to Oscar’s right leg and made a beckoning motion with her finger.  As soon as he lifted his leg, Becky grabbed it and firmly held it in place at the end of the leg extension.  A wide belt was draped over his ankle before she secured it in place.  The process was the same for the other leg.

Oscar attempted to pull his legs and arms free, but they were stuck in place.

Becky’s eyes twinkled and a large smile spread across her face.  “I knew I could do it!  Give it your best effort and see if you can get free.”

She crossed her arms in front of her chest and watched intently as Oscar struggled against his bonds.  After several failed attempts, Becky stepped over and sat next to him.  She put a hand on his hips and said, “Thank you.  I have a few more things to practice.  You still up for helping me?”

Oscar made a halfhearted tug on the restraints holding his wrists in place.  “Do I have a choice?”

Becky sat up a little straighter and said, “Of course you do.”

Oscar smiled back at her and said, “Ok then, I’m up for a little more torture.”

“I like the way you think,” Becky said.  There was a self-satisfied look creeping onto her face. 

Becky untied Oscar and let him stretch a little.  While he was busy, she took two shiny purple objects from the cupboard behind Oscar’s chair.  They each had straps around them connected by buckles.  It looked like there was a large ball on one end and a long part connecting to it, roughly eight inches in length.  She sat one on the seat and began undoing the buckles on the one in her hand.  Once the buckles were loose, the long part opened up.

Oscar watched in silence as she unbuckled the remaining mitt and set it on the chair.  “What are those for?” he asked.

Becky looked up at him and held out one of her hands.  She motioned for him to put his hand in hers.  She grabbed his arm gently and fit his hand into the open section of the mitt.  She pulled the mitt downward so that his fist fit in the ball section.  After adjusting the straps and finding the right buckle setting, she snapped it in place.  She held on to the ball end and told Oscar to pull his hand out.  It didn’t come free.

She locked the remaining mitt onto his other hand.  “Ok, try and get out.”

Oscar tried using his hands to get out, but almost immediately gave up.  He tried using his mouth but that didn’t help either.  In the end he looked down at his encased hands and shrugged his shoulders.

Becky led him back to the restraint chair and strapped him in again.  It went much faster this time and Becky looked pleased.  “How does that feel?”

Oscar glanced up at his hands before he answered.  “Having the rubber mitts locked over my hands makes me feel even more helpless.”

“Interesting.  So even though you couldn’t get out before, the mitts are having an effect?”

Oscar nodded.

Becky beamed at him.  Her eyes suddenly widened.  “That gives me an idea,” she said.  She walked over to the cabinet again and pulled out a black rubber ball with several straps attached to it.  She brought the ball up to Oscar’s face so he could get a good look at it.

“What’s ...” he started to ask.

Becky waited until Oscar started to speak then pressed the ball into his mouth.  She held it there with one hand while securing a strap around the back of his head and buckling it onto the side of the ball gag.  She let her hands down and waited to see if he could spit the ball out.  Once it was apparent that he couldn’t, she draped the remaining straps over his head and secured them to the strap behind his head.  They snapped into place.  She checked the tightness then sat down on the edge of the restraint chair next to Oscar.

“Now, tell the truth.  Does being gagged make you feel more helpless?”

“Mhmm...mm,” Oscar grunted.  Finally, he just nodded his head.  There was a small hole in the ball that allowed him to breathe through it, but the ball filled his mouth to the point where he couldn’t form words.

Becky winked at him.  “Good.  We can’t have you moving your head like that, though.”  She reached up and tied a strap from behind the chair to the D ring from the gag’s strap at the top of Oscar’s head.  Once it was connected, Oscar was prevented from moving his head up and down.

“That’s better but I think we’re still missing something.”  Becky retrieved a thin silver tube from the cupboard.  There was a clear plastic capsule at one end.  She pressed the plastic end into the hole in the center of the ball gag.  It took a couple of tries but she pushed it far enough so that it wouldn’t fall out.  After inspecting her work, Becky leaned back a little then twisted the exposed end of the thin tube.  “This won’t hurt you at all, but it will help you relax a little.”

Oscar could tell there was writing and small lines at the far end of the tube, but it was too close to be able to read.  A slight hissing sound started and Oscar’s mouth filled with a thick white fog.  It tasted slightly like pineapple.  He tried not to breathe the fog in but with the gag in place, he didn’t have a choice.

“What do you think of the flavor?”

“Mmmm...mmm.”

“Oh good.  We have other flavors we can try next time.  The tube has a timer on it so I can set how often it doses you.”

Oscar’s eyes widened.

“Oh yeah.  I’m supposed to reassure you that nothing bad will happen to you,” Becky added.  She rested her hand on his thigh.  “Oh my,” she said as she looked down at the new bulge by Oscar’s crotch.

Oscar tried to say something, but more white fog filled his mouth.

Becky looked him in the eyes and said, “I can see that you are a little embarrassed, but don’t be.  They told us in class that it’s common for men to get erect once they’re tied down.”  She grazed her hand along the outside of his pants and over the bulge.

Oscar tried to pull against his arm restraints but gave up almost immediately.  Waves of pleasure washed over him as Becky ran her hand along the length of his shaft.  He let out a soft moan then mentally chastised himself for it.

Becky giggled then stood up.  “I’ll let you enjoy yourself for a few minutes.  I have something else that I think you’ll like.”  She started to walk away then turned and headed for the cupboard.  She pulled out a black leather blindfold and fit it over Oscar’s eyes.  She locked it in place then said, “I’ll be back in just a few minutes.  Don’t go anywhere.”

Oscar could hear footsteps as Becky walked away.  It sounded like she was leaving the room, but he couldn’t tell exactly where she was going.  More pineapple vapor filled his mouth.  He could feel himself getting a little lightheaded.

Over the next few minutes, the silver tube dosed him several more times.  He could feel his arms and legs get heavy.  He also noticed that he was rocking his hips like a horny slut.  He focused on trying to remain still but the more he tried not to gyrate on the chair, the harder it was to stop.  Very sexual images flowed through his mind, seemingly on their own.

When a hand pressed against his chest, he flinched in surprise.

“It’s just me.  I’m going to take the tube out of your gag and remove your blindfold.  Try and keep your eyes closed until I tell you to open them,” Becky said.

He felt tugging on his ball gag then fresh air filled his lungs once the hole was open.  He kept his eyes closed as Becky unlocked the blindfold and set it down.

“Ok, open them slowly.”

Oscar opened his eyes then shut them immediately.  The room seemed ten times brighter than before.  It took a few blinks but then his vision returned to normal.  Becky was a few feet away from his face, staring at him intently.  For just a moment, he thought she might be naked as her neck and the top of her torso were completely exposed.  A moment later, he realized that she had changed into a black corset.  It pressed her tits up and together, making them look huge.

Becky looked down at herself then looked Oscar in the eyes.  “I’m glad you approve.”  She reached down and rested her hand on his still erect cock.  A big grin spread across her face.  “You are way more fun than the stupid mannequins they make us practice on.”

Images of Becky pressing her breasts into his face flooded through Oscar’s mind.

“Are you still doing ok?” Becky asked.

Oscar tried his best to nod.

“I have something else we could try.  They haven’t covered it in class yet, but I was reading ahead.”  She glanced around then said, “I’m going to free one of your arms for a second.”  She pulled some kind of release and Oscar’s left arm fell free.  She lifted his shirt and fed the free arm through the hole before pressing the mitt back up against the restraint where she buckled it into place.

Oscar tugged on his arm, but it was just as secure as before.

Becky freed his other hand and then reattached it once it was through his shirt.

Oscar sat there with his shirt hanging on only by his neck. 

Becky flipped the shirt around so that it was behind his head, leaving his chest exposed.

Oscar’s mind was moving in slow gear.  He knew he should have been more uncomfortable with Becky tying him up and drugging him but somehow everything felt fine.

Becky hopped up and retrieved a couple of suction cup looking things from the cupboard.  She pressed one of them against Oscar’s right nipple then she pulled it back.  “Sorry, almost forgot.”  Becky leaned in and placed her mouth against his nipple and began sucking on it.

Oscar began to rock his hips and let out a muffled moan.

Becky leaned back and began to gently squeeze his erect nipple between her fingers.  She pulled a clear plastic strip off the back of the suction cup then pressed it against him.

Oscar pulled against his restraints as she pressed the device against him.  There was a sensation similar to Becky squeezing him then it felt like the device sucked the rest of him into it. 

Becky repeated the process with the second cup.  “You’ll like this,” she said as she pressed a small button on the top of each suction cup.

Waves of pleasure flowed through Oscar.  He once dated a woman that like to play with his nipples and he began to fantasize about it.

Becky watched him struggle for a few minutes.  Her face was becoming more flushed as she sat there.  Small red patches appeared on her chest.  “I’m going to take the gag out, ok?”

Oscar grunted but he was having a hard time paying attention to what she was saying.

Becky undid the gag and pulled it out of his mouth.  She set it down on the small table by the cupboard.  When she came back, she climbed on top of Oscar so that she was straddling his junk.

“I’ve been wanting to kiss you since I met you.  Now you’re going to get kissed.”  She leaned in and pressed her lips to his.  The soft warmth of her body mixed with his and she began to slowly move her lips.  She closed her eyes and surrendered to the feeling.  She pulled away a minute later and sat up on him.  “Oh my God, it does work.  They said that if your slave is really getting into it, then I’d be able to see it because his eyes will dilate.  Your eyes look like saucers.”

She pressed her hips down on his junk and began to dry hump him.

Oscar, for his part, couldn’t do much except press up into her.

Becky rode him for a few minutes then got off.  A light coating of perspiration covered her face.  “Wow, we should probably stop before this goes too far,” she said.  She hopped off and began to untie him.  While she was unbuckling everything she continued, “You’ll be feeling the effects of the vapor for a couple more hours.  Just relax and go with it.”

Once Oscar was untied, he pulled his shirt back on and sat on the edge of the chair, trying to collect himself. 

Becky disappeared for a few minutes then came back dressed again in her pants and T-Shirt.  She still looked flushed.  “Thank you for helping me practice.  I hope you thought it was ok too.”

Oscar tried to talk but was having a hard time finding the right words.  After a couple of unsuccessful attempts, he just nodded.

Becky punched him in the shoulder.  “Your words will come back in a few minutes.  Don’t worry, you did great.”  She hugged him tightly for a minute then said, “You’ll have to find your own way back.  I haven’t officially gotten permission to practice on a real person yet.”  She turned and walked out of the room.

Oscar watched her ass as she left.  He kept fantasizing about what had happened as he walked back to his room.  The smell of food caught his attention and he stopped for dinner.  It was delicious but his mind kept going back to his time with Becky.  ‘I hope I haven’t screwed everything up just now,’ he thought.


Chapter 6 - Do as you are told

After he finished eating, the floating feeling inside his brain seemed to have grown stronger.  He wandered back to his room.  It took about two hours of lying on his bed before he felt more normal.

An unexpected squeezing sensation started on both of his nipples.  He tore his shirt off and realized that the nipple cups were still attached.  At first the sensations were just surprising but within a few minutes, he was lying on his back and rocking his hips.  He tried pulling the suction cups off, but they felt almost glued on.  The sensations continued for about fifteen minutes then stopped.

Oscar was breathing hard and he had to fight the urge to touch himself.  He thought about trying to find Becky so that she could remove them but then realized he had no idea where she was or even where her room was.  ‘This is going to be a long night,’ he thought.

He glanced over at the door, wondering if he should just head out and see if he could find her.  A large envelope had been pushed underneath the door.  Oscar walked over and retrieved the envelope.  Inside was a note that read, “Bring the metal cuffs with you to class tomorrow.  Please do not eat beforehand as food will be provided during class.  Since we will have a guest joining us, arrive at class no later than 9:30.”

Oscar set the note down and looked around his room.  Class was starting to take on an unexpected turn.  Flashbacks of Becky tying him up combined with the underlying message of his education so far: “Do as you are told.”

He walked over to his dresser and pulled out the metal rings and chains.  After examining them again, he set them down on the little table.  He stared at them for another couple of minutes then picked them up.  He held one of the smaller rings in each hand and let the length of chain and the larger rings fall to the floor.  He stood up and held a cuff in each hand, remembering the feeling of not being able to bring his hands forward of his hips.  Likewise, the length of chain between the two ankle cuffs was long enough so that he thought he would be able to walk but not run.  He sat the cuffs back on the table and sat down.  ‘How long will I have to wear those and what are they going to do that would require me to be chained up like that?’ he wondered.

The image of his escape pod flashed into his mind.  He could be there in less than a day and could fly to another part of this planet.  But then where?  ‘No,’ he thought, ‘better to stick it out here.’

Around 9:00, the suction cups started vibrating again.  Oscar flinched when they first started but almost immediately recognized what was happening.  He took his clothes off and laid on the bed.  After just a few minutes of stimulation, Oscar’s hips began to rock and he was completely erect.  It took all the mental discipline he had not to begin stroking himself right there.

After another five minutes, he was breathing hard and starting to perspire.  ‘These things are relentless,’ he thought.  Images of Becky riding him began to flow through his mind.  He reached down and casually grazed his cock.  A knock on the door caused him to flinch violently. 

Oscar flew out of bed then realizing he was naked, he quickly pulled on his pants.  He threw a shirt over his head as he made his way to the door.

“Who is it?” he asked.

There was a muffled sound coming from the other side.  Oscar opened the door and saw a young girl standing there in a skintight blue body suit.  It had a shiny silver zipper that stretched from her crotch to her neck.  She had pulled the zipper down to the point where she was showing a massive amount of cleavage.  There was a wide leather band on her left wrist.  It looked like an old-time band for a wristwatch but there was no watch on it.  “Hi Becky,” he said.

Becky looked him up and down, pausing for only a moment at the bulge below his waste.  “Can I come in?”

Oscar stepped back from the door and let Becky pass him.  He closed the door behind her.

Becky walked over and sat on his bed.  Once the door was closed, she said, “I came by to see if you were ready to have the nipple cups off yet.”

Oscar felt himself blush.  “Yes please.”

Becky smiled at him.  “Take shirt off,” she said, stumbling over the words.  “I mean, remove your shirt.”  She tried to sound confident and in control, but red blotchy patches suddenly appeared on her neck.

Oscar pulled his shirt off and threw it on the chair next to the small table.  “I’m glad you’re here.  I had a question that I thought you could help me with.”

Becky’s hand flashed down to the wide leather band on her wrist.  She glanced down then pulled her hand back.  “Remember, no speaking until spoken to.”

“Sorry, I forgot.”

Becky motioned for him to come over to her.  Once he started moving, she pointed to the floor directly in front of her.  As he got close, Becky spread her legs and motioned for him to stand in between them.

She reached up and gently ran her hand down his chest.  “Did you mind the nipple cups terribly?”

Oscar glanced down at the two devices on his nipples before answering.  “I don’t actually mind them, but they are definitely affecting me.”

Becky’s eyes flicked down to the bulge in his pants then back up.  “Some people find that they are really stimulating.  I wanted to give you a chance to experience them for a while before I took them off.”

“It’s um...working.”

“They can be used for more than just getting you turned on.  They can be used for training too.”

“What do you mean?” Oscar asked.

“If you’re wearing a training collar, then we can set it so that if you do what I say then you get rewarded but if you don’t then it sends stronger sensations until you change your mind.”

Oscar remained silent as he considered her words.

“Don’t be scared.  You’d have to agree to it.”

Oscar relaxed his shoulders and let out a slow exhale.

“In your class, they will teach you all about how it works.  I’m only learning how to do it from an owner’s perspective.”

“Owner?”

“Yes.  Since I’m of age now, I can take slaves.”

“Am I going to be a slave?”  Oscar’s brows furled and he squinted his eyes slightly.

“Only if you want to be.  It’s considered a great honor for a man to be officially recognized as a woman’s property.  Some men never even get the chance.”

“On my world, being a slave has very negative connotations.”

Becky’s eyes widened.  “Really?”

Oscar nodded.

“Here, men would do almost anything to get that honor.”

Oscar searched Becky’s face for any sign of dishonesty but only saw a very sincere young woman.  “Tell me what you think it’s like for a slave here.”

Becky cocked her head to the right slightly, exposing more of her neck.  “It means freedom for the man.  He doesn’t have to worry about where he will live, how to support himself or how to make decisions on every aspect of his day.  Slaves are treated like royalty here.  They say that surrendering control to a good woman is the most freeing thing a man can do.”

Oscar let out a long exhale.  “On my world, we outlawed slavery over a century ago.  Slaves had no rights and could be forced to do manual labor until they died.”

Becky’s hand flew to cover her mouth.  “You mean they mistreated them?”

“Very much so.”

“No wonder you were worried about it.  If a Mistress mistreated her slave then she would be severely punished.”  Becky shook her head side to side.  “No, we don’t do that here.”

“What about the male servants?  They don’t seem to be treated the same as the women here.”  Oscar intentionally made his tone conversational.

Becky laughed.  “All you’ve seen are house servants.  A small percentage of men like to be humiliated and treated like they are less than others.  They sign up for service, usually it’s a year or two, then they are free to go on their way or to sign up again.  It must be their choice, however.”

Oscar felt his heart rate slow down.  “I’m very happy you said that.”

“I’m beginning to understand why you were worried,” Becky said.  After pausing for a long time, she continued, “You really do have a lot to learn about us.”

Oscar nodded.  “Thank you for being patient with me.”

Becky put her hand back on his chest.  “There is just something about you.  I like you.”

“I like you too,” Oscar said.

Becky leaned back then said, “Now, what did you want to ask me about.”

Oscar grinned but looked down.  “I feel a little silly about it now, but I wanted to ask you about these.”  He walked over to the small table and pulled off the metal shackles.  He walked back to Becky and showed them to her.”

She took them and began to play with the rings.  “Oh good.  They’ve already made a set for you.”  She stopped then continued, “You must have thought we were going to lock you in these and send you to the fields or something.”

Oscar nodded.

“No, these are for your training.  They’re designed to help you get into the right mind set.”

“I didn’t see how you put them on...”

“Or take them off?” Becky offered.

Oscar nodded again.

“I can show you, if you like.”

“Before you walked in here, I would have said no way but after talking with you, I’d be willing to try it.”  He could feel his heart beginning to race and he mentally tried to slow his breathing.

“I like that you’re not a push over.  Most of the male candidates will make these outrageous statements like ‘You can do anything you want to me.’  It’s so frustrating because you know those are the type of men that will try to control every situation.”

Oscar filed her words away for later.  “Sounds like I have a lot to learn.”

Becky looked at him for a long time then said, “Do you want me to show you how these work?”

“Yes.”

She held one of the cuffs close to the leather band on her wrist.  After a few seconds there was a chiming sound and a green light lit up from underneath the leather.  Becky pressed on the wrist band.  The ring suddenly split open.  She pulled the ends apart then held the cuff out for Oscar.  “Hold out your right wrist.”

Oscar tentatively held out his arm.

“Scoot closer,” Becky said.

Oscar moved forward a few inches until the outside of his thighs touched the inside of hers.

She pressed the ends of the ring until they met, enclosing his wrist inside.  There was a vibrating sensation for a second then it stopped.  “Try to get out of it.”

Oscar tried for several seconds to open the cuff or pull his hand free, but the ring was securely attached.

“How’s the fit?”

“It doesn’t hurt or anything, but I can’t take it off.”

Becky giggled.  “Duh.  That’s the point.”

Oscar rolled his eyes.

When Becky stopped laughing, she asked, “Do you want to see what it’s like to have the set on you?”

“I am curious, yes.”

“You’d have to agree to do what I say.  Is that ok with you?”

Her words that a Mistress who abuses her slave would be punished echoed through his mind.  “For how long?”

“Until I release you.”

Oscar inhaled deeply then said, “Ok.”

The blotchy red patches started to reemerge on her neck. “Step back and take your pants off.”

Oscar stepped back then hesitated with his hands over the drawstring on his pants.  It felt almost like he was watching himself at a distance as he pulled on the string, letting his pants fall to the floor.  He stepped out of them then picked them up and put them on the chair, over his shirt.

“Going commando.  Nice!” Becky’s eyes were wider than normal and she began to bite down on her lower lip.  “Now, stand in front of me.”  She pointed to a spot on the floor a few feet in front of her.

Oscar walked over and stood quietly.

“Is it ok if I touch you?” Becky asked.

Wondering how she was going to attach the cuffs without touching him, he said, “Of course.”

She stood up and walked behind him.  She put her hands on his shoulders then slowly caressed his upper body as she moved her hands down to his waist. 

Oscar began to perspire slightly as his dick started to swell even more.  He was glad that she was behind him and couldn’t see how hard he was getting.

Becky took a firm grip on his left hand and pulled it behind him a little.  The cold smooth metal of the other wrist cuff pressed up against his flesh.  She wrapped the cuff around his wrist then pressed the ends together.

Oscar tried to bring his hands forward but the chain between the cuffs prevented him from moving his hands forward of his hips.

Becky ran her hands down his butt and thighs. She attached the ankle cuffs to both legs.  “Stand still for a second.”

She walked around him and sat on the bed again.  Her eyes roamed over his naked body, pausing as she looked at his erect manhood.  “Nice,” she said to herself.  She pointed to the floor just in front of her and said, “Come closer.”

Oscar walked the few steps closer to Becky.  The chain between his legs was distracting and he tried not to trip.

Once his outer thighs touched her, he stopped.

“You look so hawt like that,” Becky said.  She rested her hand on his erect cock.  “It’s so hard.”

Oscar felt himself perspiring freely now.  He tried to look her in the eyes but found himself looking slightly away from her.

“You look so nervous.  Haven’t you had a woman touch you before?”

“It’s not that.  I’ve just never been chained up before and had a beautiful woman touch me.”

A wide smile spread across her face.  “You think I’m beautiful.  You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

“I...uh”

Becky laughed.  “You have nothing to be worried about.  This is what I was talking about.  Slaves are free to enjoy everything because they don’t have any control.  You cannot get into trouble for anything I do to you or make you do.”

Hundreds of questions poured through his mind; too many to express, so he stayed quiet.

Becky watched the emotions play out on his face then said, “You’re learning.”  She began to stroke her hand up and down on his cock.

Oscar closed his eyes as the waves of pleasure penetrated him.  It wasn’t until she stopped that he realized how hard he was breathing.

“Becoming a slave takes a long time for both people.  You need to learn that it’s ok to let go and your Mistress has to learn to use you freely.  That’s what they’re teaching me, anyway.  I haven’t taken a slave before, so this is new to me too.”

“Are you thinking of taking me as a slave?” Oscar asked.

Becky’s eyes twinkled.  “I haven’t decided.”  She reached out and took his junk in her hands again and began to stroke him with one hand while she fondled his balls with the other.  “You’re getting wet,” she said.

Oscar could see light glistening off the head of his penis.  The slickness increased the pleasure he was feeling.

“You’re going to cum if we keep this up.”  She pulled her hand back and sat up on the bed.  “Would you like to see what it would be like to be my slave for a few minutes?”

The throbbing in his cock was thinking for him as he said, “I’d be interested in trying that.”

Becky nodded.  “Ok.”  She pulled out a metal band from somewhere behind her.  It was silver and had a small loop attached to one end.  “This is a training collar.  It will allow me to connect to the nipple cups.  It’s not a slave collar but it can act like it in some ways.  Get down on your knees.”

Oscar knelt.  As he stared up at her, he couldn’t help but notice how pretty her face was.

“Is there anything you want to ask before I lock the collar on?”

“Yes.  What is the difference between this collar and a slave collar?”

Becky thought about it for a second then said, “A slave collar is way more powerful.  It shows that you have agreed to be a slave and your Mistress has agreed to own you.  It also gives you some protection because no other Mistress can take you without permission.”

“What do you mean take?”

“Men are not allowed to refuse a woman.  Without a collar, an unowned slave is anyone’s property.”

“You mean that any woman would have the right to make me do anything they want?”

“Within reason.  They couldn’t force you to hurt yourself or someone else.  Nothing like that.  But they could have sex with you, make you help them, any of that would be considered ok.”

“What if the man refused?”

A shocked look spread out on Becky’s face.  “Oh, the man would be punished.”

“What about the woman?”

Becky relaxed.  “It’s considered bad form if a woman took an unwilling man but no, she would not be punished.  Besides, what man would say no?  I mean, it’s good for you to be shared by women.”

“I understand.”

She winked at him then draped the collar around the back of his neck.  She pulled the ends together and attached them in front of his Adam’s apple.  There was a slight vibrating sensation then the collar was locked in place.

Becky looked pleased.  “Now, while you’re wearing my collar, you must do what I say.  If you don’t then the nipple cups will send a stronger sensation.  It will keep getting stronger until you do what I ask.  Ready to give it a try?”

Oscar nodded.

“Oh, I almost forgot.  If you speak out of turn, you get punished, so don’t do that.  Ok?  Now, I’m going to tell you to say your name but don’t do it until you have to, ok?”

Oscar nodded again.

“Tell me your name,” Becky said.

Oscar remained still.  There was a tingling sensation on his nipples.  It didn’t hurt but it wasn’t the squeezing sensation from earlier either.  A couple of seconds later, the tingling became more of a burning.  By the time five seconds had passed, he tried to reach up and pull the cups off.  The chains had more play because he was kneeling, but he still couldn’t reach the cups.  A couple of seconds later, he blurted out “Oscar.”  The burning was instantly replaced by the feeling of having his nipples gently rubbed by a lover.

Becky watched him with a hungry look in her eyes.  “It’s better when you obey, isn’t it?”

Oscar nodded.  He could feel himself getting hard again.

“I take it that on your world, women don’t just take any man they want?” Becky asked.

“No.  In fact, the woman would get into trouble if she did.”

Becky frowned and shook her head.  “Your world is so weird.  I think you will like it better here.”  She reached up and pulled the zipper down on her body suit until her girls fell free.  They were a perfect tear drop shape with small pink nipples.  “I want you to kiss my breasts.”

Oscar hesitated, wanting to make sure he understood what she just said.  There was a tingling sensation on his nipples and the reality of the situation was just now dawning on him.  When the sensation became too much, he leaned forward and pressed his face against her chest.  He began to kiss her as gently as he could.  The nipple cups rewarded him, and he began to lose himself in the twin sensations of having her tits in his mouth while feeling like she was playing with his chest.  The warmth of her skin and the smell of her mixed in his mind.  He began to suck on her nipple then caressed it with his tongue.  He was only vaguely aware that she was beginning to moan softly.

Becky placed her hand on the side of his face and gently ran her fingers through his hair.  “Stop,” she said.

Oscar leaned back and waited.

Becky pulled her arms out of the body suit and unzipped it down to her waist.  She sat there with her girls hanging out then leaned in and pushed on the back of his head until his face was between her breasts.  She rocked up and down and let her tits press against the sides of his face.

Oscar tried to reach up, but the chains prevented it.

Becky giggled.  “Your job is to accept the pleasure I’m giving you.  I’ll tell you when I want you to do something.”

Oscar relaxed and just concentrated on the way her skin felt against his face.

Becky pulled back and said, “Stand up.”

Oscar had a sudden image of her sucking his cock, so he stood up quickly.

“Have you ever been milked?”

Oscar shook his head, unsure if she meant what he thought she meant.

“I want you to stand still until I release you.”

Becky pressed down on the leather wrist band.  The squeezing sensation started from the nipple cups again, but Oscar stood still.

She reached over and began to stroke him.  She gripped him tighter as she ran her hand up and down the length of his shaft.  Pre-cum started to form on the top of his penis.  Becky took her hand away and then put several fingers in her mouth.  “You taste good.”  She reached down with her left hand and began to touch herself.  With her other hand, she went back to work on him.

Oscar started to rock his hips back and forth and she continued to masturbate them both.  He noticed that her face was getting flushed, and her breathing quickened.  The pressure was building behind his cock.  In a moment of panic, he realized that he was about to cum.

“I give you permission to ask me before you cum.”

A second later, Oscar heard himself asking, “Please, may I cum.”

Becky held eye contact with him for a second then commanded, “Cum for me.”

His eyes rolled back as his whole body became rigid.  He convulsed and a thick white glob of goo shot out of his penis.  It was followed an instant later by two more shots of semen squirting out of him.  He vaguely heard Becky moan as she started convulsing too.

When it was over, she still had her hand on his dick.  Cum was splattered across her hips forming patches of white mess on the blue body suit she wore.

Both were breathing hard and sweating.

“God, you’re amazing,” she said.  Becky pointed to his shirt on the chair and said, “Bring that to me.”

Oscar’s legs were a little wobbly, but he retrieved the shirt and let her take it from him.

Becky used the shirt to wipe the mess off her clothes.  “Kneel on the floor over there.”

Oscar walked to where she had pointed then knelt, facing her.

She stood up and pushed the remainder of her body suit to the ground.  Once it was down around her ankles, she stepped out of it.  She pulled her panties down and let them fall to the floor as well.

Oscar’s eyes roamed over her naked body.  Her skin looked flawless and her body was hourglass shaped.  He noticed that she was shaved; her pussy lips looked soft and inviting.

She walked slowly over to him and stood so that his face was in front of her crotch.  “I want you to get me off with your mouth.”

The tingling sensation started again on his nipples.  Panic set in as he realized that he was going to have to do what she said.

Becky placed one hand on the back of his head and gently pulled his face into her vajayjay. 

Oscar’s lips made contact with her labia, and he began to kiss her.  The nipple cups began to feel like he was getting played with by a lover.  Although his mind was still reeling from the orgasm, the squeezing felt more pleasurable than annoying.

He traced the inside edge of her lips with his tongue.  She was already wet, so he began to suck on her.  He felt her other hand grab onto his head and drive him in closer to her.

His tongue began to penetrate deeper inside of her.  He drove it in then went back to kissing her.  He leaned in further and let his tongue work its way up until he found her cliterous.  It was already engorged so he began to suck on it.  Becky’s fingers pressed into his scalp.  She was moaning and her body quivered.

Oscar kept sucking on her clit until there was a sudden wave of warmth.  Liquid ran down his face, but he kept going.

“Stop,” Becky panted.  Her mouth remained slightly open and there was a shocked look on her face.  “That.  That was...amazing!”  She shook her head several times like someone who was starting to fall asleep but trying to stay awake.  She made her way back to his bed then said, “Stand up and walk over to me.”

As soon as Oscar was again right in front of her, she pressed something on the leather wrist band then removed the cuffs from his wrists and ankles.  She set the shackles on the bed next to her then held her band up to the nipple cups.  They came off easily and she set them next to the shackles.  “What time does your class start tomorrow?”

It took Oscar a few seconds to get his head together enough to answer her.  “9:30.”

“Very well.  I want you to meet me in the kitchen at 9:00.  I’ll remove your collar then.  I want you to know what it’s like to have to wear a collar all night.”  She stood up, dressed herself then left without saying anything else.

Oscar watched her as she walked out.  Her perfect ass capturing his complete attention.  He was asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow.  Periodically, the collar would wake him up and he would trace its outline with his fingers.  Each time, he fantasized about her.


Chapter 7 - Surrender has its rewards

“It’s time to get up,” said the computer voice in his head.

Oscar grumbled then got up and rubbed his eyes.  ‘That was a long night,’ he thought.

He showered then dressed himself.  Seeing the collar around his neck in the mirror took some getting used to.  He checked the time then headed down to the kitchen.  Even though no one said anything to him or even seemed to take notice, Oscar was very aware of the metal ring around his neck.

The man behind the counter set down a plate of food for him.   Oscar watched as the man glanced at the collar.  There was an expression on his face: was it jealousy?

Oscar was halfway through his toast when someone sat down next to him.  He turned to see a lovely young woman with red hair.  She smiled at him then punched him in the shoulder.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.  There was a falsely innocent expression on her face.

“It was an interesting night.”

“Oh? Do tell,” Becky asked.

“Someone locked a collar around my neck.  I kept thinking about her all night.”

Becky’s eyes widened slightly, and she held her mouth slightly open as she inhaled slowly.  “What did you think of the whole thing?” she asked quietly.

“It was the most intense thing I’ve experienced in a long time.  You really got me going.”  Oscar lowered his head as he spoke but maintained eye contact with her.

Becky exhaled deeply as she relaxed.  “I kept thinking about it all night too,” she said under her breath.

“I’m supposed to start class in a few minutes.  Can we take the collar off now?” Oscar asked.

Someone made a loud grunt and Oscar looked up to see the man who had served him breakfast stare at him as though he had just farted loudly.  Oscar looked down as a hand was placed on his.  He followed the arm up to see Becky looking at him lovingly.

“Telling a Mistress to remove her collar, even a play collar, from your neck is the biggest insult you can make,” Becky said softly.

Oscar’s eyes went wide as he said, “I am so sorry.  I had no idea.”

“I know and I’m not angry with you.  After all, I’m the one who told you to be down here so I could uncollar you.”

The man behind the counter visibly relaxed too.

Oscar shook his head then said, “I...”

Becky caressed his face then held the leather wristband up to his neck.  The collar vibrated then popped open.  She took it, straightened it out then put it into her pocket.  “Finish your breakfast,” she said.

Oscar took a few more bites then asked, “What about you?  What did you think of everything?” he asked softly.

The man behind the counter set a plate down for Becky then walked away.

“Are you kidding?  It was fucking hawt!” Becky said.  She winked at him and said, “I’m thinking of locking you up again.  Would you like that?”

Oscar nodded.  “Very much.”  He could feel his cock starting to swell.

“Is today your first training day?” she asked.

“I don’t know.  I’m not even sure what training really is.”

Becky giggled.  “You’ll know when it starts.  Enjoy yourself and maybe I’ll see you after your workout.”

“It’s 9:20,” said the voice in his head.

“I need to get to class,” Oscar said.

Becky squeezed his arm then went back to eating her breakfast.

Oscar walked straight to room four.   The plump woman was waiting for him along with her two manservants.  She was wearing a blue jumpsuit.  It reminded him of the type of outfit a mechanic would wear, only much cleaner.

The Trainer pointed to a chair in front of her.  It was small and looked like it was made out of wood.  He noticed that it was much lower than any chair he was used to.

Oscar sat down as instructed but said nothing.

“Today we will start training.  Your job is to do as you are told.  Understand?” she asked.

Oscar nodded.

“We will have a guest coming shortly.  Please set out your shackles.”

His face flushed.  In all the excitement from last night, he had completely forgotten about the shackles.

The trainer was staring at him.  Her face looked merciless.  “Did you bring your shackles?”

“No, Trainer.”  He thought about explaining that he had forgotten them but decided anything he said would only make matters worse.

The Trainer closed her eyes and exhaled loudly.  “Put him on the cross.”

The two manservants were on him in a second and each took one of his hands.  “Come with us,” said the taller of the two men.

Oscar stood and allowed the men to walk him over to the far end of the room.  The shorter man pressed a button on the wall.  The sound of motors whirring started as two chains lowered from the ceiling.  Each had a wide leather cuff at the end.

Remembering what Becky had said about Mistresses who abuse their slave, he allowed the two men to lock his wrists into the cuffs.  Once he was secured, the shorter man pressed another button on the wall and Oscar was raised so that just his toes touched the ground.

The taller man retrieved a long bar with a cuff on each end and brought it over to Oscar.  Each of the manservants took a leg and attached the cuff to an ankle, forcing him to spread his legs.  Finally, the shorter man attached a connector from the center of the bar to a hook in the ground.  When he was finished, Oscar was completely immobilized.

He was paying attention to what the two men were doing and didn’t see the trainer walk up behind him.  A gag was pushed into his mouth before he could react.  She locked it in place then stepped back into his field of vision.

“Go to his room and bring back the shackles,” she said to the taller man.  She turned to the shorter man and said, “Bring me a knife and the number 2 flogger.”

Oscar could feel his heart starting to race.  ‘Was she really going to whip him?  What was the knife for?’ he thought in a panic.  He tried to pull his hands free, but it was no use.  “Mmmm  mm nnnn,” he said.

The shorter man walked over with a large hunting knife and handed it to the trainer.

She tilted the knife back and forth so that the light would reflect off it for Oscar to see.  “Doing what you are told can have big benefits to you.  Not doing what you are told will get you punished.”

Oscar could feel himself starting to sweat.  She was going to gut him and there was nothing he could do about it.  ‘What have I gotten myself into?’ he wondered.

The trainer took the dull side of the blade and pressed it into his chest.  She took note of him quivering then slowly dragged the knife up towards his left wrist.  She stopped when she got to the cuff then turned the knife and cut down along the fabric of his sleeve.  It didn’t cut his flesh, but it was so close that getting cut was just a matter of millimeters.

When his sleeve was in tatters, she moved on to the other arm.  This time she cut all the way from the wrist to the base of his shirt.  She reached up with her free hand and ran it across his chest, pausing to play with his nipples for a few seconds.

Oscar watched helplessly as she touched him.  A tingling sensation started in his groin.  Without looking down, he knew he was starting to get hard.

In a blindingly fast motion, she took the point of the knife and began to cut down his left side until the shirt was only holding on around his neck.  She grabbed the remnants of his shirt with her free hand then slipped the knife between the opening at the top of the shirt and his neck.

Oscar had to look up to avoid having the knife blade catch the underside of his chin.  There was tugging then the shirt was cut and fell to the floor.

The trainer leaned in and ran her fingers along his neck and shoulder.  “You have  a collar mark on your neck.  Has someone collared you?”  There was a stern look on her face.

Oscar looked at her but said nothing.

She reached down and grabbed his balls.  Squeezing them roughly, she continued, “Answer me.”

Oscar nodded before he even had time to consider the consequences.

“Did you consent?”

Oscar stared at her wide eyed for a second.  ‘This coming from a woman who has tied me up and is cranking on my balls?’ he thought.  He nodded again.

“Very well then.  We will need to accelerate your training.”  She pulled on the waist strap of his pants then pushed the knife down in between the waist of his pants and his right hip.  She cut downwards until there was no more pant leg to cut.  She repeated the process on his left leg until the pants only held on around his waist.  A moment later, she had cut that too and he was left partially suspended only wearing his underwear.

She reached down and began to massage his junk. 

Oscar was too distracted by the knife to notice that he was already at half-mast.  Once she started massaging him, he became erect immediately.

“Well, at least that’s something,” she said.  She used the knife again and cut his underwear off.  She took what was left of his underwear and draped it over his penis, like it was a coat rack.

“We usually reserve sex obedience training until later but since you’ve already been collared, we will have to begin that sooner.”  She motioned to the shorter man.  He walked over and handed her a large black flogger then took the knife and set it on a small table.

Oscar relaxed a little when he saw the knife being taken away.

“Get the cart ready and bring it over when I tell you,” she said. 

The short man nodded then walked away.

The Trainer took the flogger and let the falls caress Oscar’s chest. “Some tools only cause one sensation or another but if you’re experienced you can make them do both.”

The cool touch of the leather falls felt good against his skin.  Oscar closed his eyes as she moved the falls up and down his body.

She flipped the flogger so that the falls fell over her back and balanced it on her shoulder so that her hands were free.  She took the remnants of his underwear off his still erect penis then tied it in a bow around the base of his cock and balls.  He flinched when she pulled the ends tight.  It hurt for a second then just felt weird as she tightened it.

She stepped back and held out the flogger.  She flicked it up in an underhand motion a couple of times until the ends just barely made contact with his chest.

Oscar tried to step back but his feet didn’t move.  He flinched as she hit him with the flogger.  There was a smacking sound as the falls struck his skin.  It was more shocking to be hit than it was painful.

Over and over, she brought the flogger down on him. 

‘This isn’t too bad,’ he thought.

After a few minutes, she started hitting him harder.  There was a rhythm to her striking him and much to his surprise, he started leaning into the blow rather than trying to move away.

He tried to cry out when she first started going harder.  After several whacks, the pain lessened, and he relaxed.

She continued with the same level of force for a while before going harder.  The sound of the flogger hitting him echoed around the room.

Oscar noticed that it was very painful at first but then he seemed to be getting used to the sensation.  He knew he was sweating but he stopped crying out and just tried to time his breathing so that he exhaled each time the flogger made contact.  He lost track of how long she had been flogging him, but he noticed that she was starting to perspire as well.

The door opened and Oscar could see the taller man walk in, holding his shackles.  He set them on the table next to the knife then walked over to the shorter man and waited.

The trainer stopped hitting him and draped the flogger back over her shoulder.  She walked up to him and began to run her hands from his chest down to his cock.  He had lost his erection but still sported a half chub.  When her hand got to his dick, she began to gently massage his balls.  Once he was hard, she started to stroke him.

The pleasure was intense, and he found himself not resisting at all.  His brain was moving slowly but he realized that she could do anything she wanted to him, and he was ok with that.

“Surrender has its rewards,” she said.  She was looking into his eyes as she worked his dick. 

Pre-cum was starting to form and the slickness made it more intense.  He closed his eyes and just let the sensations flow through him.

“As a man, you don’t really have any control over when you cum but try to hold off until you get permission.  Ok?”

Oscar nodded.

The door opened again and a tall blonde woman with short hair walked in.  She was very athletic looking and wore a skintight black body suit.  It hugged her curves in all the right places.

Normally, he would have been embarrassed to have a strange woman see him naked, erect and tied up but after the flogging he had just received, his mind was working too slowly to really process everything.

“Oh, I thought this was going to be his first training session,” said the blonde woman.

The trainer turned to face the new woman.  “Hi Barb.  Someone has already collared him, so I had to step up the training.”

Barb nodded approvingly.  She looked Oscar up and down then turned to the shorter man and said, “One coffee and a bottle of water.”

The man stepped quickly out of the room without saying anything.

“Has someone been naughty?” Barb asked.

“He forgot to bring his shackles.”

Barb shook her head and said, “Wow and on his first day too.”

“I don’t think he will forget again,” the trainer said.

Barb walked over to Oscar and ran her hands over his torso.  “I think he will have some bruises to remind him too.”

The trainer looked pleased.  “By the time we’re done, he won’t be forgetting anytime soon.”

Barb giggled.  “It’s your scene so I’ll just stand by until you need me.”

“Help me get him hooked up and we can start the lesson,” the trainer said.

Barb motioned to the taller man.  He pressed the button and lowered Oscar down to where he could stand.  His arms were still above his head but only slightly.  The tall man unlocked his ankle cuffs then stepped back.  Barb took the shackles from the table and handed one of the leg cuffs to the trainer.  As soon as they were locked on, the taller man lowered Oscar’s hands down to his waist then he unlocked them.  Barb locked the wrist cuffs in place but left the gag in.

“Bring the cart over and set up the stand,” the trainer said.

The taller man wheeled over a cart with several large metal boxes on it.  He then wheeled over another wooden stand.  It was about six feet long and only a few inches off the ground.  There were attachment points on the front and back and a padded seat was bolted to the center.

Barb handed a black collar to the trainer.  She took it and locked it around Oscar’s neck.

Oscar’s mind was still reeling.  He offered no resistance as she locked the collar on him.

“You may have had some experience with a play collar, but this is a training collar.  It will tell everyone that you are new and to take it easy on you.  Enjoy it while you can,” the trainer said.  She attached a leash to the loop on the front of his collar and walked him towards the stand.  Between the three of them, Oscar was walked onto the stand then told to kneel.  They locked his ankles to the attachment points on the rear of the stand then bent him over so that his hips rested on the padded seat.  A moment later, his wrists were locked in place so that he was forced into a face down on all fours position.

“Fluff him while I set up the cart,” the trainer said.

Barb sat down next to Oscar and began to play with his partially erect cock.  She stroked him for a couple of minutes.  From his position, he could not see what the trainer was doing.  There was a twinkle in Barb’s eyes as they made momentary eye contact.

After he was hard, Barb untied the underwear from him and threw it aside.

The trainer came back into his field of view.  She was holding a plastic looking tube that was connected to a long thin flexible piece.  It reminded him of surgical tubing attached to a giant syringe.

She spread some lube from a dispenser onto her fingers then coated the inside of the larger tube with it.  She made a hand motion to the taller man.  A second later, one of the boxes on the cart started making a chugging sound.  There was also a sucking sound coming from the large tube she was holding.  She pressed the open end over the tip of his penis and the tube pulled itself down to the base of his junk.

Each time the box chugged, it felt like his dick was getting sucked on.  The sensation was like the best blowjob he had ever felt.

Barb began to fondle his nipples. As they started to get erect too, the trainer pressed another, smaller, suction cup onto each nipple.  They would squeeze him in rhythm with the sucking on his cock.

“How many?” Barb asked.

“It’s his first day, so just two.  Besides, we don’t know whether the woman that collared him will want to use him later, so we’ll leave a little in the tank.”

The taller man handed Barb a blindfold then stepped back.  She took it and locked it in place over Oscar’s eyes.

The world went black and Oscar started to lose himself in the sensations he was receiving.  Something was placed over his ears and he started to hear a hissing sound.  The volume increased and the hissing started to sound like waves crashing on a beach.  Every now and then he could hear someone talking but it was difficult to make out what was being said.  The pressure was building behind his cock and he knew that he would be force to orgasm if the sucking continued.

Within a few minutes, the sensation became too much and he knew he was going to climax just before it happened.  His body convulsed over and over as a massive orgasm swept through him.  He could feel the sperm shoot out of him as the device kept sucking away.

After the shuttering subsided, a wave of fatigue hit him and he passed out.  There was no way to know how long he had been unconscious but when he came to, he was still chained to the stand and the sucking was still going.  It felt like a strong buzzing sensation.  He tried to pull himself free of the stand but the chains did not budge.  A couple of minutes later, the buzzing died down and it started to feel good again.

The ocean sounds were still filling his ears but this time he was able to make out the words, “Obedience is freedom.”

He could feel someone touching his back and ass.  Several sets of hands were touching him but he had no idea who was doing it.  Inside, he hoped it wasn’t one of the manservants.  The hands ran their way down his butt cheeks and inner thighs.  He began to rock back and forth as they touched him.

A finger was rubbing his starfish.  The sensation was very pleasurable.  Soon he felt something cold and slippery dripping down between his cheeks.  The finger was back again and pressing into his hole.  He stopped rocking as he realized that he was about to be penetrated.

He felt the tip of a finger enter him and whatever worries he had disappeared as a new wave of pleasure washed over him.  He started rocking again in rhythm to the finger moving in and out of his ass.

The pressure was building again.  He felt embarrassed that he was going to be brought to orgasm with someone’s finger ass fucking him.  As he was sorting out his feelings, his whole body went rigid.  His attention was reduced to a single point of pleasure as he came again.  He passed out almost immediately.

When Oscar came to, he could feel himself being unlocked from the stand and helped into a standing position.  He was grateful to whomever was holding him upright as his legs seemed to be made of rubber.

“Keep your eyes closed until we tell you then open them slowly,” said the trainer.

It took him several seconds to be able to open his eyes completely.  The room seemed incredibly bright until his eyes adjusted.  When he was able to see clearly again, the stand and cart were gone.

The trainer unlocked his gag and pulled it out.  Drool ran down his face and she wiped it up with a small towel.  “You did great.  Now get down on your knees,” she said.

Oscar carefully lowered himself until he was kneeling in front of her.

“Whenever a Mistress plays with you, you must thank her when she asks you to.”

He tried to understand what she was saying but his head felt like it was filled with molasses.

Barb stepped in front of him.  She unzipped her body suit all the way down.  She pulled her arms out of it then stepped out completely. 

Oscar looked up at her, admiring her form.  She had a shaved pussy and even in his compromised state, he knew what was coming next.

Barb stepped closer until her crotch was inches from him.  She caressed his face then said, “I want you to get me off with your mouth.”  She placed her hand behind his head and pressed his face into her.

The warmth and soft skin felt good against his face.  Without even hesitating, he began to kiss her lips.  She wasn’t wet so he slowed down and began to trace the edges of her labia with his tongue.  She started rocking her hips against him and pressed harder on the back of his head.

Oscar slowly pressed his tongue between her lips, pleased when she let out a soft moan.  She was becoming wet.  He let his tongue work its way towards the top of her pussy until he found her clit.  He alternated between sucking on it and massaging it with his tongue as it became engorged. 

Barb began to moan loudly and thrust her hips harder against his face.

Oscar continued to suck on her until her body became rigid.  A moment later, wetness flowed down his face.  She let out a loud guttural sound then relaxed.  She was breathing hard and perspiring.  She stepped back and he could see she had a dazed look on her face.

The trainer helped him up.  He stood still, trying to regain control of his own breathing.

Barb sat down on a chair and tried to regain her composure.

“Excellent.  That is how you thank your Mistress,” the trainer said.  “There may be hope for you yet.”  She took a small towel and wiped off his face.  “You are excused from working out today.  Be back here at 9:30 tomorrow for your next lesson.”

Oscar glanced down at himself then back to the trainer.

“You will be kept naked as a punishment for leaving your shackles behind.  Don’t do it again or the punishment will be worse.”

Not knowing what else to do, Oscar started to leave.  He turned when he heard the trainer speaking to him again.

“You are not allowed to return to your room until after dinner service.”

Slightly confused, Oscar nodded and left the room.


Chapter 8 - An Unowned Slave is Everyone’s Property

Oscar had been focusing on the events of the last few hours when he found himself staring out a window.  He looked around and realized he had no idea where he was.  Picking a direction at random, he started walking.  At the first intersection, he saw a planter with an orange band on it.  ‘If I run into anyone, I can ask how to get back to the kitchen,’ he thought.

After a few minutes of walking, he could hear people talking.  Relieved, he headed in the direction of the voices.  He stopped just before turning the corner.  The voices grew louder, and he thought they were close.  Cautiously, he peeked around the corner.

Several girls were standing in a circle, chatting.  They looked to be about Becky’s age and although he couldn’t be sure, he thought he recognized the blonde one as a girl who had been standing with Becky when he first arrived.

The blonde girl noticed him before he could pull his head back out of view.

“Come here,” said a soft voice.

Oscar waited for a half second then realized that he was stuck.  He strode out into view, trying to look confident despite his nudity.

The crowd of girls parted, and they formed a half circle around him.

“Well, what do we have here?” asked a girl with brown hair.  She had a pretty face and dark brown eyes.  Brown eyes looked him up and down as she twisted the end of her necklace.

The motion caught Oscar’s eye.  The stone at the end of the chain was just above her tits.  With the low-cut shirt she wore, he found himself mesmerized by her cleavage.

“I know what you want,” said Brown Eyes.  She licked her lips and winked at him.

“Oh, look at his collar.  I love new slaves.  They’re always so eager to please,” said a short girl with blonde hair.  She was a little heavy, but she carried it well.

The tall blonde girl was staring intently at him.  “You know Becky, right?”

“Yes,” Oscar said. 

“I’m Margo,” she said.  Margo leaned over and whispered something to Brown Eyes.  They both turned back to him, giggling.  “Did you just start training?” she asked, glancing at his collar.

“Yes.”

“Good,” Margo said.  She looked over at the short girl and said, “Jessica, hand me your belt.”

Jessica did a double take then lowered her head and began to undo the belt around her waist.  She handed it to Margo without saying anything.

Margo held on to one end of the belt and let the other end dangle.  Oscar could see that it had a simple hook and loop to connect the ends.  Margo took the hook and clipped it onto the D ring on his collar.  She held on to the free end like it was a leash.

Oscar could feel his heart starting to race.  With his hands chained to his sides, he would be unable to free himself.  Another sensation was creeping in.  There was a tingle in his junk.  He didn’t look down, half afraid that he was going to pop a boner right there.

“What are you going to do with him?” Jessica asked.

“I was thinking of beating him.”

“Looks like someone has already done that,” Brown Eyes said.  She began to run her hands over his torso.  She paused when she got to one of the bruises on his chest.  “That’s so hawt.”

“I don’t think he’s had nearly enough.  Let’s warm him up a little,” Margo said.  She stepped closer so that her face was barely 12 inches from him.

“That sounds fun,” said Brown Eyes.  She stepped behind him then reached her arms in underneath his.  She reached around and began to caress his chest.

Oscar relaxed as she played with his nipples.  The pleasure increased as Brown Eyes began to twist his nipples harder.

“I think he likes that,” Margo said.  She reached down and put her hand on his dick.  She grabbed his balls with her other hand and began to squeeze them.  Once he was erect, she started stroking his cock.

After several minutes, Margo stopped and stepped back.  She looked over at Jessica and said, “Come here.  You’ve been saying that you were curious about oral.  Get down on your knees.  It’s time you learned what a man is for.”

“I don’t know, Margo,” Jessica said.  Her face was starting to flush, and she was breathing harder than a few minutes ago.

“If you don’t then we’re just going to blue ball him.  You wouldn’t want that would you?”

A voice whispered into Oscar’s ear.  “I’m thinking about pegging you.  Have you ever been taken from behind?” asked Brown Eyes.

Oscar shook his head no.  ‘I don’t know what that is, but it doesn’t sound good,’ he thought.

“Oh Jessica, how will you ever find out what you like?” Margo asked.

“I know!  Why don’t we put him in an obedience chair and have some fun with him?  That way Jessica can take him any way she wants,” Brown Eyes said.

“Slave, how many classes have you had so far?” Margo asked.

“Two.”

“Oh,” Margo said. 

Her tone somehow combined disappointment with something else. ‘Was it anger?’ Oscar wondered.

Margo unclipped the leash from his collar.  “You won’t be taught how to please a woman for a while longer yet, so you get a pass this time.  I’ll be ready next time I see you though.  I have some things I want to do to you.”

Oscar wasn’t sure if he should be excited or scared.

Margo threw the belt back to Jessica and said, “Alright slave, be on your way or I’ll let Kendra fuck you up the ass right here.”

‘So that’s what pegging is,’ Oscar thought.  As soon as Kendra pulled her arms back, he started walking.  He wasn’t sure where he was going but this was not the time to ask for directions.

He found a quiet place and sat down for a while.  The aching in his balls was uncomfortable but he knew he had to just endure it for now.  He could see a sunset coming through the window to his left, so he got up and started wandering again.

Relief flooded through him when he saw a planter at the next intersection with a blue band.  He followed where the planter pointed until he smelled food.

Several people were already eating.  Oscar found an open seat and started to sit down but stopped when the man behind the counter grunted at him.  The man pointed to a basket with small towels in it.  Oscar took one of the towels then looked back at the man, who pointed to the chair.

Oscar set the towel down over the seat of the stool.  ‘Makes sense,’ he thought.  Once it was in place, he sat down and waited for the man to bring over a plate for him.

“There you are,” came a happy voice.

Oscar turned to see Becky walking in.  She was a little flushed and looked like she had been working out.

“Missed you for exercise class,” she said.

Oscar smiled at her.

“Did they keep you in class extra long?”

“No.  I forgot my shackles, so they said I had to wear them til tomorrow.  The trainer also said I was excused from workout today.”

Becky giggled.  “You naughty boy.  You should be punished.”  There was a twinkle in her eyes as she said it.

The man set a plate down in front of Oscar.  There was a large steak and something that looked like mashed potatoes.  He tried to reach his fork but the chains on his arms didn’t have enough room.  He also noticed that the man behind the counter had cut the steak into small pieces.

Becky took the stool next to him and sat down.  “Turn and face me.”

Oscar found that he was turning without meaning to. 

She smiled at him.  “Lucky for you that I’m here.  Otherwise, you’d have to eat without using your hands.”  She picked up his fork and skewered one of the pieces of steak.  She held it up for him to see then said, “Open.”

Oscar hesitated for the barest of moments then opened his mouth.

Becky pressed the fork into his mouth and let him bite the steak off it.  She placed her free hand on his thigh as he chewed it.  “Now, don’t lose focus.”

Oscar tilted his head slightly and squinted his eyes.  A moment later, he felt her hand caressing his junk.

Becky skewered another piece of stake and fed it to him.  She was gently rubbing his cock.  She looked pleased when he started to get hard.  “Those are going to be some serious bruises by tomorrow.  Do they hurt?” she asked.  She touched the largest one on his side.

Oscar shook his head.

Becky leaned in and whispered, “It actually looks kinda hawt.”  She put some mashed potatoes on the fork and fed it to him as she went back to playing with him.

Oscar glanced around the room.  There were a few other women eating, but mostly it was men wearing leather harnesses.

“Are you embarrassed that I’m playing with you in front of these people?” Becky asked.  Her face looked sincere.

“A little.  I like you playing with me but on my world, it would be taboo.”

Becky sat up straight.  Her eyes were wide.  “You’re kidding!” she said softly.

Oscar shook his head again.

“We’ll have to work on that.”  She paused then continued, “It says a lot if you’re letting me touch you even though it makes you uncomfortable.  I think there may be hope for you yet.”

Oscar swallowed the food as Becky redoubled her efforts on his shaft.

After a few more bites, Becky asked, “What did you think of your class today?  They normally don’t start nudity training until later.”

Oscar felt his face turn red.  “I think they are accelerating my training because they saw collar marks on my neck.”

Becky squinted her eyes at him. “They haven’t started cumcow training have they?”

Oscar took note of the edge in her voice.  “I don’t know what that is.”

Becky relaxed.  “Good.”  She went back to feeding him, ignoring the plate of food the man sat in front of her.

When there were only a few bites left on his plate, Becky started eating her dinner.  “I was thinking of having you help me with my lessons after dinner but that will have to wait.  I have something I need to do tonight.”

“Is there any way you could let me out of these before you go?” Oscar asked as quietly as he could.

“I’m not sure I can but we can try.”  Becky held the leather band on her wrist near his wrist cuff, but nothing happened.  “That’s what I thought. They’ve encoded your cuffs so that only the one who put them on you can release you.  Besides, that’s part of your punishment.”  Becky leaned in and whispered, “If I have time, I might come to your room tonight.  Maybe we can make you more um...comfortable.”  She winked at him then went back to her dinner.

After finishing a few more bites, she stood up and walked out of the room.

Oscar sat there for a little longer then got up and started walking back to his room.  He stopped when the man behind the counter grunted at him.  Oscar looked back at his stool and grabbed the towel. 

The man nodded towards a large bin.

Oscar took the towel over to the bin and tossed it on top of the other towels there.  He glanced back at the man, who winked at him.  Oscar nodded back then turned and headed to his room.

He tried to stay awake as long as he could but eventually drifted off to sleep.  The chains woke him up several times during the night, but he managed a few hours of sleep. 


Chapter 9 - Adjusting

“It’s time to get up,” said the soft computer voice in his ear.

Oscar grumbled but then sat up and tried to shake the grogginess out of his head.  He tried to rub his eyes, but something hard pulled on his wrist.  He looked down to see the shiny metal cuff still locked on.

He got up and did his best to shower.  The chains required him to be more creative than normal.  Afterwards, he toweled off and went to find something to wear.  The chains made it impossible to put on anything.  Realizing that it was an impossible task, he decided to head downstairs naked and find something to eat.

The wonderful smell of breakfast greeted him as he made his way into the kitchen.  The man behind the counter nodded over to the rack of towels then set a plate down in front of him. 

Oscar noticed that the bacon had been cut into bite sized pieces.  He also noticed that no silverware had been set out.  

“We’ve all been there,” whispered the old man.  He set a small glass of some green liquid in front of him with a straw.  “This will help.”

Oscar looked around.  He was the only one naked but none of the other men seemed to even notice him.  ‘There’s no way around it,’ he thought.  Oscar leaned down and began to use his mouth and tongue to grab any of the bacon he could.  He managed a few bites then took a drink of the green stuff in the glass.  It had an oddly fruity taste that, although not great, was drinkable.

“That is so adorable!” said an upbeat voice.

Oscar turned to his left and saw a beautiful young woman with red hair walking towards him.  She was wearing a skintight black body suit with a silver zipper that ran from her crotch to her neck.  It hugged the generous curves of her body in a very flattering way.  “Good morning,” he said.

Becky sat down next to him and ran her nails up his back.

Oscar sat up straight as her nails reached his neck.  He could feel goose bumps spring into place along his chest.  He involuntarily closed his eyes and let the sensation pass through him.

When it was over, he opened his eyes and turned to face her.  He found himself running his top teeth over his lower lip.  There was a familiar tingle in his junk.

Becky looked like a cat with a mouse as she watched the emotions play out across his face.  “I may have some good news for you.  It’s not official yet but I had a long talk with Mom last night and well...we’ll see what she decides.”

He waited for her to continue but she didn’t.  ‘She’s waiting for me to speak without being spoken to,’ he thought.  He took another sip of the green liquid.  It was starting to taste better so he took another longer sip.

“They really are accelerating your training,” Becky said.

“What do you mean?” he asked.  He immediately chastised himself.

“They’ve started you on the Green Goo.”  She looked pointedly at the glass in front of him.

“It’s not just fruit juice?”

Becky grinned and shook her head.  “I mean, it is juice from the Acala Tree, but it’s used to help you uh...stay focused.  What do you think of it?”

“It tasted a little off at first but now it tastes sweet.  I kinda like it.”  He paused for a second and then asked, “What do you mean it helps with focus?”

Becky leaned in and hugged him.  When she drew back, she said, “Not everyone can handle it.  I’m so glad you like it!”

Oscar took another sip.

“It has an effect on men that is...very positive.”  She leaned in and added, “It will help you keep your tree up, if you know what I mean.”

Oscar tried not to spit out the remnants still in his mouth.  After a few seconds, he asked, “What happens to the people who can’t handle it?”

A little of the excitement on her face drifted away.  “Well, they do make a version that is odorless and tasteless, but it can have bad side effects.  Some Mistresses will dose their slaves that way, but I don’t think that’s fair.  I mean, how can a slave consent if they don’t even know what’s being fed to them?”

Oscar filed this information away for later.  “Do you have class this morning?”

The excited look crept back onto her face.  “Yes.  Today we’re going to learn how to use the...”  Her eyebrows flashed upwards for a second then she asked, “What do you think of helping me with my homework tonight?”

A wave of relaxation washed over him.  He inhaled slowly and closed his eyes. When it passed, it took him a second to reorient himself.  “I’d love to.”

Becky reached down and put her hand on his cock.

Oscar was surprised to find that he was already hard.  There was a strong feeling of pleasure the moment Becky’s skin touched his.

“I think the goo agrees with you.”  She stroked him a few times then leaned back.

Oscar was starting to breathe hard.  A sense of disappointment set in when she took her hand back. 

“It’s time to get to class,” said the computer voice in his ear.

“I need to go to class,” Oscar said.

Becky squeezed his arm then said, “I’ll see you tonight.”

Oscar took his towel and tossed it in the bin.  He glanced back at Becky then started for the classroom.  When he arrived, the trainer was talking with her two manservants. 

She turned when she heard him walk in.  There was an angry expression on her face.  “Sit,” she said by way of greeting.  She walked over and leaned in so that she was inches from his face.  She stared at his eyes then reached over and spread the lids wide with her fingers.  If he wasn’t so relaxed, he would have pulled back.

“Has someone given you a greenish liquid to drink?”

Oscar blinked a few times then said, “Yes, at breakfast.”  He didn’t mention that Becky had already explained what it was.

The trainer nodded approvingly.  “Have you gotten to know the man behind the bar yet?”

“Not really.”

“His name is Sam.  I owned him for several years.  He’s too old to use as a proper slave anymore but he’s a smart man.  He must have taken a liking to you.”

Oscar didn’t know what to say so he stayed quiet.

She took a minute to compose herself then continued in a much nicer tone.  “Describe how being kept in bondage all night felt.”

For reasons he could not explain, Oscar felt both happy and relaxed.  “It was uncomfortable at first but then I stopped noticing the chains for most of the night.”

The trainer thought about his comment for a moment then said, “I was told from the higher ups that you are not from our world and you are here to learn our ways.  While you are in class, you may ask questions freely until you get a better understanding of our people.”

“I do have a question.  When I was walking around after class yesterday, several girls saw me and um…”

“Did they play with you?”

“Yes, a little.  On my world, that would not be allowed.  Is that normal here?”

The trainer tilted her head to one side then held eye contact for a few seconds.  “Of course.  It’s the natural order of things.”  She looked like she was trying to decide if he was being honest.

“How did that make you feel?”

“I felt like I was helpless.”

“Did they hurt you?”

“Well, no...”

“But it made you uncomfortable.”

Oscar nodded his head.  “Very.”

She huffed.  “We will need to work on that.”

“Is it true that as a man, your society will view anything that a woman does to me as acceptable?”

“Mostly.  No Mistress may abuse you but anything that doesn’t cause actual physical harm will probably be deemed ok.  The only exception is if you are owned or collared at the time.  Then the Mistress will need permission from the one who collared you.”

“Can I refuse?”

She laughed.  “No.  As a man, you have no legal standing here.”

“So, if I don’t do as I’m told, I could get punished?”

“And very harshly too.  That’s why you’re given a training collar at first.  It’s to alert everyone that you may not understand your actions.  That being said, the law is very clear on this point.  So, don’t push it.”

“I understand.”

“Good.  I’ve received a request for you to attend a play party after class today.  See that you do what you’re told.”

Becky’s comment at breakfast suddenly made more sense.  Oscar sat back.  ‘Maybe this won’t be so bad,’ he thought.

The trainer looked over at the two manservants and said, “Unchain him.”

Oscar let the two men help him up then waited as they unlocked the chains connecting his wrist, ankles and collar.  He waited for them to remove the cuffs, but they walked away after removing his collar, leaving the cuffs in place.

“Do these come off too?” he asked.

“No.”  She sat down on a chair across from him and said, “Sit down.  I will need to come up with a training plan to help you with your sense of unease with women sharing you.”  She thought about it for a second then said, “I think that we will add a new regiment to your training.”

Oscar waited for her to continue but she didn’t.  Instead, she whispered something to the taller man servant.

He wheeled over a large, padded chair then motioned for Oscar to sit down on it.  As soon as he was seated, the taller man padlocked his cuffs to the chair.  Oscar tested them but was unable to move his arms or legs.  A wide leather band was stretched out across his chest and another set was buckled in place, forcing his legs apart. 

The trainer walked over with two small silver disks in her hands.  She peeled some clear plastic off the back of the disks then pressed one onto each of his temples.  “These will cause you to pass out for a short time.”  Seeing the expression on his face, she continued, “They will not cause you any harm, but I will need you to be asleep while we insert a gag into your mouth.”

“But...” Oscar started.  There was a strong stinging sensation and a bright light that seemed to be coming from behind his eyes.  After that, everything went black.

As he was coming to, there was a burning sensation down his throat.  Oscar tried to cough but no sound came out.  He opened his eyes and saw the trainer looking at him like a doctor might look at an injured patient.

“Welcome back.”

Oscar could see the sides of something dark sticking out an inch or so from his mouth.  He tried to reach up and touch it, only to find that his arms were still chained to the chair.

“Nothing to worry about.  We inserted a gag while you were sleeping.”  She stepped back and took some things from the shorter man’s hands then held them up for Oscar to see.  “I’m going to blindfold you for a while and put some headphones on.  Don’t worry if you fall asleep again.  We’ll wake you up when class is over.”

She held out another leather web and pressed it onto his face.  With help from the taller man, she began to buckle the webbing to the chair, behind his head.  When it was in place, Oscar found that he couldn’t move his head at all.  There was an opening in the web that allowed his gag through.

The trainer then snapped one end of the blindfold to the side of the webbing and let it dangle freely.  She then pulled on the front of his gag.  A small tube extended outward.

The shorter man handed her a small clear bottle.  There was a greenish liquid inside that sloshed around as the bottle moved.  She attached the loop on the bottom of the bottle to a metal arm that extended out from the chair above Oscar’s head.  Once it was in place, she poked a long tube into the rubber stopper on the bottle then attached the free end of the tube onto the gag.

Oscar could see drops of green goo start to flow down and into his mouth.  There was no taste, and he could not feel anything in his mouth except the gag.

“This type of gag has a tube that goes down your throat.  That way we can get the liquid directly into your system without making you swallow,” she said.

The taller man placed earphones over his ears then stepped back.

The hissing sound Oscar recognized from last time started. 

She inspected everything then placed the blindfold over his eyes and snapped it into place.

Oscar tried to move but he was unable to accomplish much.  With his world completely black and being unable to hear anything other than the sounds of a seashore, he tried to relax and just let it happen.

After a few minutes, he noticed waves of relaxation sweeping through him.  He was starting to recognize the effects of the goo.  A moment of panic hit him, then he relaxed and just went with it.

With no outside cues, it was hard to tell how much time had passed.  Someone began to touch him and much to his surprise, he didn’t mind at all. 

A hand was caressing his junk and began to stroke him as he got hard.  He wondered briefly if she was going to make him cum, but the touching stopped and was replaced by the sensation of something tight being stretched over his cock and balls.

There was the sound of someone talking mixed in with the ocean sounds.  Mostly it was unrecognizable, but he could make out a few words.  “Giving yourself to others is the best thing you can do.”  Another time he heard, “Obedience is freedom.”

He knew that he had drifted off a couple of times, but he couldn’t tell for how long.  The second time he woke to the feeling of intense pleasure coming from his groin.  The sounds changed and now he was hearing what sounded like a woman in the throws of orgasm.  The pleasure grew stronger and his body started to convulse as he climaxed.  He passed out almost immediately.

He was woken up this way twice more.  When he came to again, he could feel several sets of hands pulling on him.  It took a second to realize that the gag and webbing had been removed along with the blindfold.  The room was much darker than before but he could make out the two men unlocking his cuffs from the chair.

“Take it slow,” said the trainer.  “Don’t try to stand up for a few minutes.  Let your body process what you’ve been through.”

It took a full ten minutes before he felt ready to stand up.  The two men helped him upright.  After he was standing, one of them turned the lights up.

A pile of his clothing was laid neatly on the chair in front of him. 

“Get dressed.  You’re free to go for now.  Class is suspended for the next couple of days,” said the plump woman with the black hair.

Oscar clumsily dressed himself and waited for instructions.

“Normally, you would be expected to thank your Mistress for playing with you, but you are scheduled for a play party in a few minutes, so you are excused.”


Chapter 10 – The Play Request

Oscar started heading for the door then realized he had no idea where he was going, so he turned to face the trainer again.

“Go back to the kitchen.  You’ll have time for a quick bite.  Someone will meet you there.”

Oscar nodded then walked towards the kitchen.  ‘How long was I in there?’ he wondered.

Sam was still behind the bar when he walked in.  Without saying anything, he set a small plate in front of Oscar.  There were several large pieces of what looked like pineapple spread out on the plate.

Oscar finished several of the pieces, surprised at how good they tasted.

A girl walked up behind him.  He turned to look at her, expecting Becky’s smiling face.  Instead, a young girl with beautiful brown eyes looked down at him.  He recognized her immediately as Kendra.

“You’re to come with me,” she said.

Oscar stood up.  Kendra took his hand and led him out into the hallway. 

He wanted to ask what was going on, but the words refused to come out.

“Stop,” she said.  Kendra pulled out a shiny metal strip about a foot long and an inch wide from her pocket.  She held the ends and pressed it up against Oscar’s neck.  The metal vibrated for a second then stopped.

Oscar reached up and felt the cool metal around his neck.  He pulled on it, but it would not come loose.

Kendra watched him like a hungry person looking at a buffet.  “That’s so hawt,” she said to herself.  She undid the belt around her waist.  Once it was removed completely, Oscar could see that it was actually a leash.  She locked one end to the loop on his collar and began walking down the hallway.

When the leash was taught, Oscar was forced to follow her.  They walked for quite a while then down two flights of stairs, finally stopping in front of a large ornate wooden door with the number 3b on it.

Kendra opened the door and tugged on the leash for him to follow her.  Inside were two other girls.  One was tall and blonde the other was short, heavier set and had a chest that was slightly too large for her frame.  Oscar recognized them immediately as the girls from the other day.

Kendra stopped a few feet away from Margo and unclipped the leash from Oscar’s collar.

The tall blonde girl walked over to Oscar and said, “I talked with your trainer.  She said that you’ve started your obedience training and that someone has already started to play with you.”

Oscar could feel his heart rate start to rise.  Images of him running out of this room flashed across his mind but then there was something else.  Something that someone once told him: “Obedience has its rewards.”

“Well, let’s see how your training is coming along.  Strip,” Margo said. 

It felt like someone else was moving his hands as Oscar watched himself take off his shirt and pants.  He set them in a pile on the floor and placed his underwear on top.

“Don’t leave them there.  Put them on the chair,” Margo said as she pointed to an empty chair a few feet away.

Oscar bent down and gathered his clothing.  He walked over to the chair, feeling their eyes on his ass.  He tried to ignore the lecherous looks on their faces as he walked back.  

“Spread your legs a little further,” Margo said.  She waited until he complied then began to run her hands across his body.  She leaned in and whispered, “You look incredible like this.  I love a naked man in metal cuffs and a collar.”  Her hand roamed down towards his junk and lightly caressed his penis.  A smile spread out on her face as he began to get erect.

There was a whirring sound from the center of the room and as he watched, two chains lowered into place.  He didn’t fight as Kendra took his hand and moved him underneath the two dangling chains.  She clipped the connector from the end of each chain to one of his wrist cuffs.  After he was attached, she pressed something on the leather wrist band she wore, and the chains began to retract towards the ceiling.

Oscar’s hands were pulled upwards until he was on his tip toes.

Margo put her arm around the shorter girl’s shoulders and walked her over.  When she was directly in front of Oscar, Margo pulled her arm back and said, “It was Jessica’s birthday last week and she is now of age.”

“Margo, I’m not...” Jessica started.

Kendra walked over to her and said, “You’ve been wanting a man to play with for as long as I’ve known you.  Well, here he is.  He’s just waiting for you to dominate him.  Besides, we’re here, so no need to be nervous.”

She turned towards Oscar and said, “You are to obey her the same way you would obey me.”

There was a quick set of vibrations from the collar.  Images of Becky putting her play collar on him popped into his mind.  He wasn’t sure what was going to happen next  but apparently he would be punished if he didn’t do as he was told.

Margo stepped closer to Jessica and said, “Look, he’s already hard.  He wants you.”

‘That’s not how that works,’ thought Oscar but he decided to keep quiet.

Jessica had her head tilted downwards.  She glanced up at Oscar as she bit down on her lower lip.

“Start by just touching him,” Kendra offered.

The shorter girl moved in front of him and pressed her hands to his chest.  A smile spread across her face as she gently moved her hands up and down his torso.

“Don’t forget to play with his nipples.  Some guys don’t like that but for others it drives them wild,” Margo said.

“How will I know if he likes it?” Jessica asked.

“Just watch his body.  If he likes it, then he will get really hard and may even start rocking his hips,” Kendra said.

Jessica’s hands flew up to his nipples and she began to squeeze them.

Oscar tried to fight it but as the waves of pleasure ripped through him, he started to breathe harder.  As she kept touching him, his hips started rocking back and forth.

“Use your mouth,” Margo said.  It sounded more like a command.

Jessica leaned in and locked her mouth around his right nipple.  She began to suck on it while her now free hand meandered down to his crotch.  She stopped and looked him in the eyes as she said, “You’re so hard.”

Oscar noticed that her breathing was becoming more labored and her cheeks became noticeably rosier.

“You should taste him while Margo and I get the stand ready,” Kendra said.

Jessica glanced down at his erect member and licked her lips.  There was a twinkle in her eyes as she looked up at him for a second then dropped to her knees.

Oscar could hear Kendra ask, “Why are you doing that?”

“It’s for later,” Margo said.

A sudden warmth emanated from his dick.  Oscar looked down to see Jessica pulling down on his cock then slowly insert it into her mouth again.  It felt good but when she grabbed his shaft with one hand while squeezing his balls with the other, the sensation overtook him.

There was a creaking sound as Kendra and Margo wheeled over a rectangular contraption.  It was only a few inches off the ground and had black padded leather bolted in several places.  There was a second level that the girls pulled off before pushing the cart next to him.

“I thought you hadn’t done that before,” Kendra said as she watched Jessica.

Oscar tried to follow the conversation but was having a hard time focusing.  He had received many blowjobs over the years, but this time felt different.  Before, it always felt like he was the one in control but this time it was like Jessica was dominating him, he realized.  Receiving the pleasure she gave him made him feel like he was submitting to her.  Somehow that sense of surrender made everything even better.

Jessica pulled back so that his penis came out of her mouth.  She continued to stroke him as she said, “Never on a real person before.”

“Oh my God, look at him,” Margo said.  “I think he might blow any second.”

“Let’s get him in place before he does,” Kendra said.

Jessica stood up and stepped back. 

“Come here,” Margo said.  She took Jessica’s hand and led her over to the cart.  “Guys like it when you strip for them, so let him take a good look at you.”

Kendra stood next to Oscar.  She pressed up against him and wrapped her arm around his waist.

Oscar watched as Jessica slowly removed her shirt and pants.  She stood there in her bra and panties, watching the expressions play out on Oscar’s face.  After several seconds, she began to remove her bra.

Kendra’s free hand wandered down to Oscar’s cock and she began to slowly run her fingers up and down his shaft.  He glanced over at her in surprise but turned back to face Jessica as Kendra said, “This is all about Jessica.”

The shorter girl undid the back of her bra then held the two cups with her free hand.  She had big tits for such a small girl.  As she let the bra fall to the floor, Oscar could see the perfect teardrop shape of her breasts.  She had large areolas and nipples that looked inviting.

Kendra was stroking him harder as Jessica removed her panties to show a freshly shaven pussy.

Margo took her hand and walked her over to the cart.  She helped Jessica down so that she was lying face up with her legs spread so that her ankles reached the ends of the cart.  Margo draped wide leather straps across Jessica’s wrists and buckled them in place.  She repeated the process with Jessica’s ankles.

After Jessica was buckled in, Margo and Kendra reattached the second level.  It was just a few inches above Jessica’s body.  The second level had some rails on it and a padded seat that looked like it moved front to back on the rails.

Once everything was secure, the two girls lowered the chains and unclipped the connectors from Oscar’s cuffs.  They each took a hand and walked him over to the cart. 

“Kneel on the end,” Margo said.

Oscar could see two raised black leather pads.  He knelt with his legs spread so that his knees where resting on the pads.  Margo and Kendra buckled leather straps just above his calf muscles.  They locked his ankle cuffs to the far end of the cart then Margo grabbed his collar and pulled him forward.

Oscar had to put his arms out to keep from falling too far forward.  There were leather pads long enough for his forearms, so he placed his arms in position.

Kendra buckled two more leather straps near his elbows while Margo locked his wrist cuffs into place.

Oscar tested the restraints, but he was unable to move.

“Gag him while I get the rest ready,” Margo said.

Kendra walked into his field of view holding a black gag.  She locked it in place then took out a thin silver tube and pressed it into the front of the gag.  It took a little bit, but she was able to push it in until it wouldn’t fall out.

The image of Becky using something like this on him before popped into his mind.  He knew that once the white vapor got into his system, he would be in trouble.  He tried to complain but the only sounds to come out were “mmm...mm.”

Kendra checked the fit of everything then twisted the end of the tube before she sat down on the ground and began to talk with Jessica.  “How are you doing?”

“Ok so far.  I can’t believe how wet I’m getting.”

Because of the length of the second level, Oscar couldn’t see her face, but he could hear her breathing coming in heaves.  There was a soft crackling sound coming from the silver tube and a large cloud of white mist filled his mouth.  A small amount escaped through the sides of his gag.  He tried not to inhale the mist, but it was a losing battle.

He watched Margo move behind him.  She was out of his field of view for a minute when he suddenly felt her hands on his boys.  She was moving them around then something tight was pulled over the top of his dick and wrapped around his sack.  Margo reemerged and attached two suction cups to his nipples.

Kendra looked up at Margo then asked, “Ready?”

Margo nodded.

Kendra pressed a button on her leather wristband.  For a second, nothing happened.

‘Maybe they didn’t hook it up right,’ Oscar thought.  Almost simultaneously, a large burst of white mist flooded his mouth and a soft vibration started on his dick and balls.  He closed his eyes and let the sensations wash over him.  He also noticed that he was starting to feel lightheaded and relaxed.  ‘It’s hitting me already,’ he thought.  A moan escaped from his mouth as more pleasure swept through him.

Kendra stood up and retrieved an odd-looking stool.  It had a padded seat but only a single metal pole supporting it.

‘That’s going to fall over,’ Oscar thought.

Kendra fed the pole into a small hole in front of Oscar then twisted it until there was an audible ‘click.’  “Move him forward,” she said.

Oscar felt Margo’s hand on his Johnson again.  She was pulling it downward slightly.  The whole second level began to move forward several inches and a new sensation started.  It felt like his cock was being pressed into something warm and wet.  In a sudden moment of insight, he realized that he had just entered Jessica.  The moan coming from underneath him confirmed everything.  He kept being moved forward until he was balls deep in her.

“That’s good,” Kendra said.  The cart stopped moving.

Oscar desperately wanted to thrust in and out of the girl underneath him, but the restraints prevented any real movement on his end.

Kendra adjusted the seat so that it moved to within inches of his face.  “Ok, move him back.”

The cart started moving backwards but stopped just before his dick fell out of her pussy.

“Good,” Kendra said.

Margo moved behind him again. 

Oscar could feel her spreading something cold and slippery down his butt cheeks.  He tried to move but that wasn’t going to happen.  The feeling of her hands and fingers massaging his ass cheeks felt surprisingly good.

Kendra looked down at Jessica and asked, “Ready?”

“Almost,” Margo answered.

Oscar felt pressure on his starfish, like a single finger trying to penetrate him.  In slow forward and back motions, the finger began to press its way inside of him.  He tried not to moan but the pleasure was intense.  He could feel her starting to work a second finger inside of him.  It hurt at first then started to feel really good.  Somehow, he felt like he should not be enjoying what Margo was doing to him, but his body disagreed.

He was still having trouble relaxing his ass enough to allow Margo to fully penetrate him when a new sensation started.  Something larger was being pressed into him.  It felt different than a finger.  It was wider and hard, like a hard plastic.  He struggled to offer resistance to the object entering him when the tube in his gag began to crackle and a massive amount of white mist filled his lungs.  A wave of relaxation forced its way through him and his whole body stopped fighting.

There was a sudden thrust and whatever she was pushing into him spread his ass open.  It was painful at first but like the previous experience with her fingers, the pain was momentary.  As the thing moved in and out of him, he noticed that it suddenly became more slippery.  ‘She must have added more lube,’ he thought.

He was starting to enjoy the feeling when Margo pulled it mostly out of him, leaving just the tip in.

“Ok, bring him forward,” Margo said.

The cart moved forward several inches.  Oscar let out a long exhale as he again penetrated Jessica all the way to his balls.  The inability to thrust into her at will was beginning to really frustrate him.  A moment later, he could feel the object penetrating him begin to vibrate.  There was another ‘click’ sound and the object stopped moving.

“Ready,” Margo said.

“You ready girl?” Kendra asked.

“Yes...please,” came a very breathy response from Jessica.

The vibrator on his nuts and shaft sparked into life.  He wasn’t sure if it was Jessica or himself who started moaning as the cart slowly moved backwards.  Every inch it moved, forced the thing in his butt to drive in deeper.  The cart stopped just before his dick fell out of Jessica’s pussy then it started moving forward.  The twin sensations of fucking Jessica while being fucked by some kind of a mechanical dildo caused Oscar to lose focus on everything else.

The white mist filled his mouth several more times, but he had long since lost count.  Something lightweight and cool was draped over his back.  He couldn’t see what it was from his position, but it felt familiar somehow.  ‘Margo must have put it on me,’ he thought.  She moved it and he could feel strands of something soft, like leather.  ‘Oh no,’ he thought as he realized it was a leather flogger.

The weight was removed.  Oscar exhaled in relief.  A moment later, Margo brought the flogger down on him.  It was fairly gentle but soon she was getting into a rhythm of hitting him with the falls.  Within minutes, she was hitting him with enough force that it echoed around the room.  He gave up on crying out almost immediately.  Time lost its meaning and Oscar felt himself surrender to the sensations they were giving him.

Jessica had been alternating between moaning and crying out in pleasure.  It sounded like she had climaxed several times already.  Finally, she called out “Ok, I’ve had enough.”

The cart stopped in its farthest back position.  Kendra and Margo undid the bonds holding Jessica and began to pull her free of the lower rack. He could feel his dick falling out of her as Kendra and Margo pulled her free.  The vibrations on his cock were still going strong but they would go for a couple minutes then stop.  If he had been able to cum on command he would have, but the vibrations didn’t stay on long enough to accomplish anything other than keeping him erect.

Kendra stood in front of him and waited to catch his eye.  She smiled at him then slowly undid the buttons on her shirt.  She let her hand move down slowly from her neck, following the edge of her shirt opening.  When she got down to her pants, she casually popped open the buttons along her fly.

‘I know she’s playing with me but damn that’s hot,’ he thought.  She had slightly tanned skin and a rock-hard abdomen.  He could see a hint of cleavage as her shirt flapped open.

Kendra stepped out of her pants then took off her shirt.  She grinned at him then undid the back of her bra.  She held the cups in place with one hand while feeling the outside of her panties with the other.  After a second, she dropped the bra while covering her nipples with her arm.

Oscar heard a scraping sound, like a heavy chair being moved.  From his far right, he saw Margo helping the naked form of Jessica sit down.  He turned back towards Kendra, who dropped her hands to her sides.  She had smaller breasts, but they fit her body perfectly.  ‘I wish she’d let me suck on those,’ he thought.

Kendra used her fingers to trace along the top band of her panties.  Her focus never shifted from watching him.  Suddenly she stopped and walked over to where Margo was standing.

Disappointment flooded Oscar’s mind.

Kendra stepped back a second later.  She was holding a large black dildo in her hands.  It was attached to a triangular piece of leather with several straps on it.

‘My ass is already filled.  Is she going to do herself in front of me?’ he wondered.

Kendra pressed the triangular piece up against her snatch and buckled it in place around her waist.  When she was done, she looked like she had a cock of her own.

Margo walked over to him and began to unlock his gag.  She pulled it free and took the silver tube out of it.

Motion caught his attention and he saw Kendra sitting down on the chair in front of him.  She was just far enough away so that she could press down on the dildo and have it barely enter his lips.

It didn’t taste like anything but the sensation of having this large piece of plastic entering his mouth was odd.

Kendra nodded to Margo and the cart began to move forward again.  As it did, her fake dick pressed all the way in to the back of this throat.  He coughed a couple of times before he learned to move his head back so that it wouldn’t cause a gag response.

Kendra leaned in and said softly, “I’m going to make you cum like this.”

Almost immediately, the vibrator kicked into high gear.  There was a loud ‘thud’ as Margo’s flogger struck him again.

Oscar was lost in the moment.  He wasn’t sure how long they kept him that way.  The pressure behind his cock was growing and everything felt suddenly ten times better.  His whole body began to convulse as a massive orgasm ripped through him.  He could feel sperm shooting out of him in waves but there was nothing he could do about it.  He passed out right afterwards.

As he regained consciousness, he could feel someone pulling on his arms and legs.  He opened his eyes and saw Kendra unstrapping him.  Without seeing her, he could feel Margo freeing his legs.  They both helped him to stand up which was good since his legs were unsteady.

He stood there trying to regain control of his breathing.  Margo stepped in front of him.  Somewhere along the line she had removed her clothing.  He let his eyes roam over her body, taking in her muscular tone and well-defined mid-section.  She had large tits that begged to be sucked.

“Eyes down,” Margo said.

Oscar lowered his head but kept sneaking peeks up at her.

“Have you learned how to thank your Mistress for playing with you yet?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said softly.

“You will refer to me as Mistress when I play with you,” she said.  Her tone was harsh but the grin on her face told the real story.  She stepped in closer to him.  “Now kneel in front of me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Oscar said.  He knelt, knowing what was going to happen next.

Margo pressed her junk into his face.

Oscar pressed his lips forwards to kiss her lips but stopped when she lightly slapped his face.

“You may not touch me until instructed.”

He looked up at her.  The confusion was evident on his face.

“Tell me that you enjoyed being my fuck toy.”

Oscar paused for a second then surprising himself, he said “Thank you for making me into your fuck toy.  I enjoyed it.”

“Louder.”

“I enjoyed being your fuck toy,” he said in a much louder voice.

Margo reached down and caressed his face.  “That’s better,” she said and pressed her pussy into his face again.  “Now, thank me properly.”

Oscar tentatively pressed his mouth forward until his lips met hers.  He kissed her softly and began gently touching her labia with his tongue.  She was very wet and her lips parted for his tongue easily.  He began thrusting his tongue inside of her.  It felt warm and soft as he traced the inside of her labia.  He found her clit.  It was already engorged as he began to suck on it.

Margo put her hands behind his head and pressed him further inside of her.  She was panting as small moans escaped her mouth.

Oscar continued until her body began to convulse.  Liquid sprayed out on his face as she screamed out.  When she was done, he pulled his head back and looked up at her.

Margo’s chest had several large red spots and she looked down at him wide eyed.  She was breathing hard but managed to say, “That was incredible.”  She regained her composure almost immediately and said, “That’s all, slave.  Gather your clothing and leave.”

Confusion filled his head as he looked around for his clothing.  He dressed himself in silence as the girls watched him.  He finished dressing himself and began to walk out when a new sound caught his attention.

Jessica was still naked and sitting on the chair, but Margo was next to her with her breast in Jessica’s mouth.


Chapter 11 – A Pawn

Oscar walked out, not sure where he was or where he was going.

It took a long time for him to get his bearings.  Once his head cleared, he found the stairway and made his way back towards his room.  He was reliving the events of the last few hours when the smell of something delicious beckoned him.

He stopped in front of the kitchen and saw several people eating.  ‘Was it dinner time already?  How long did they keep me?’ he wondered.  He turned and walked inside. 

Sam was behind the bar as usual.  He looked up and saw Oscar.  He pointed over to a table at the far end where a lovely young woman with red hair was sitting by herself.

Oscar took a plate of food from Sam and made his way over to Becky.  He walked to within a few feet of her when he noticed that something was wrong.  Becky was watching something on a small video display.  There was no sound, but waves of anger were radiating off her.  ‘Maybe she wants to be alone,’ he thought.  He was just about to turn around and go back to the bar when she looked over at him and smiled.  She pointed to the chair next to her so Oscar sat down and waited.

Becky set the device down so that the screen was covered.  “How are you doing?” she asked.  Her tone was kind, but she was obviously upset.

“It’s been an intense day.”

Becky chuckled.  “Yes, I’m sure it has been.”

“What do you have there?”

Becky lifted the device and showed it to him. 

He could see a naked man strapped down on a cart getting flogged while a mechanical dildo went in and out of his ass.  There was a beautiful girl sitting in front of him, face fucking the man.”  It took a second for him to realize who the man was.  His eyes flicked to Becky.

“That bitch Margo sent this to me just now.”  Her face was red, and she was perspiring slightly.

Oscar felt his eyebrows start to scrunch together as he watched her.  “I don’t understand,” he said.

Becky looked up at him and held eye contact for a second too long.  “She knew that I was attracted to you.  She sent me this as a way of telling me that she’s the boss, but I’m going to get that cunt.”

“Should I have refused to let her play with me?” Oscar asked softly.

Becky laughed out loud and shook her head.  She smiled at him and hit his shoulder.  “No, dummy.  If you refuse a Mistress, even a new one like her, then you would get punished.  And not in the fun way.”

Oscar sat back and searched her face, hoping to find more meaning in what she just said.

“You’re just a man and don’t have any say in this.  No, Margo and I used to be...friends.  She is a little older and got her Mistress license before I did.  She’s been lording that over me ever since.”

Oscar nodded as Becky’s demeanor started to make more sense.  “And you’ve finally been allowed to have a slave, so you thought this was going to give you something to fire back at her.”

Becky looked as though she was seeing something wonderful and new.  “Yes.  That’s it exactly.”  She leaned back and took an appraising look at him.  “You’re really not like anyone I’ve ever met before.”

He waited for her to continue but when she didn’t, he asked “Have you already eaten?”

Becky chuckled and said, “No, not yet.”

“Can I get you a plate?”

Becky blinked at him a couple of times then said loudly, “Yes.  Bring me a plate of food.”

Oscar got up and walked over to Sam, who had a plate waiting for him.  Sam winked at him then went back to cleaning some glasses even though they already looked spotless.

Oscar set the plate down in front of Becky then moved to go back to his chair.

Becky coughed and looked pointedly down at the space on the floor right next to her.  She waited for him to move but when he didn’t, she whispered, “When a potential slave brings food to his Mistress, he’s telling everyone that he would like to be owned.”

Oscar inhaled as the symbolism hit him.  “What am I supposed to do?” he asked as quietly as he could.

Becky glanced around the room.  “Kneel down next to me and wait until I give you permission to eat.”  There was something in her body language that was both pleading and excited.

Oscar knelt next to her and waited.

Becky patted his head and said softly, “I know you didn’t understand what you were offering, so I won’t take it that way, but we’re in public.  If you don’t follow through it would be considered a major insult to both of us.”

Oscar nodded then waited quietly.

Becky began to eat from her plate.  She let her hand rest on his shoulder for a second then reached down and rolled his left nipple between her fingers.  She looked pleased when Oscar started to get hard.

When she had finished about half of what was on her plate, she turned to Oscar.  “You may eat.”

He stood up and took his chair again.  The food was still warm and just as delicious. 

Sam walked over with a small glass filled with green liquid.  He paused in front of Becky then held it out for her.  His eyes glanced at Oscar’s neck then an odd expression passed momentarily across his face.

She acknowledged him with the barest nod of her head then motioned for him to set the glass in between her and Oscar.  She waited until Sam left then whispered, “Don’t drink that.”

“I don’t understand what’s happening,” Oscar said under his breath.

“Don’t worry, your class will cover the rituals and protocols in painful detail.”  She looked around the room again then continued, “To seal the agreement, the Mistress makes her slave drink the Green Goo.  It’s supposed to symbolize that she has excepted responsibility for owning the slave and that he is agreeing to be her property.”

Oscar glanced down at the small glass.  It looked like an old-fashioned shot glass.  “And if I drank the goo without being told to?”

“Then you’re a naughty slave who needs to go back to training.”  Becky giggled as she said it.

Oscar giggled too. “Then I’ll wait for your command.” 

The smile drifted off Becky’s face.  “You mean...”  Her face turned bright red.  Her breathing quickened and she looked Oscar in the eyes for a second before she said, “Ha ha, you’re teasing me because you don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“Actually, I wanted to say thank you for helping me understand things here.  I would have gotten into a lot more trouble without your help.”

Becky’s shoulders relaxed and a new kind of smile spread across her face.  She squinted at him while her head tilted slightly to her left, exposing the white skin of her neck.  “You constantly surprise me.  Maybe I will take you as a slave someday.  When you’re ready, that is.”  She reached over and took the shot glass.  She stared at it for a second then held it out and poured the contents on the table.  When the glass was empty, she went back to finishing the rest of her food.

When they were both finished, Becky said in a loud voice, “Take the dishes back.”

Oscar stood up and took both plates and the shot glass back to Sam.  There was a bucket at the end of the bar, so he set the dirty plates in.  Sam walked over with a serious look on his face.  In a quiet voice he said, “Don’t give up.  Anything worth having is worth fighting for.”  He nodded solemnly to Oscar then walked off.

Oscar paused at the bar then turned to walk back towards Becky.  She was standing by the table, apparently waiting for him.  “Walk with me,” she said.

They walked in silence down several corridors.  There was an open seat by one of the large windows, so they sat down.  No one was around so Becky said it was safe to talk.

“Sam acted like I had just lost the love of my life.”

Becky grinned at him.  “Did you understand what happened?”

There was a twinkle in his eyes as he said, “Yes.  I just made your reputation.”

Becky stopped.  Whatever she thought he was going to say, this wasn’t it.  She considered his statement for a minute then said, “That bitch is going to eat her heart out when she finds out what happened.”  Becky laughed out loud then continued, “Margo’s going to think I just turned down a slave request from a man she just spent the afternoon fucking.  What a slam!”

They sat in silence for a few minutes while Becky thought everything through.  “You know, with a slave like you at my side, there’s nothing I couldn’t do.”

Oscar reached out his hand and placed it on her thigh.  He looked her in the eyes and said as kindly as he was capable of, “I don’t know if I want to be anyone’s slave.”

Becky looked at him in surprise then punched him in the shoulder. “I’m not sure if I want to take on that responsibility.”

There was an awkward silence then Becky spoke up. “You may well find that you change your mind the longer you stay here.  No one will force your decision, so don’t sweat it.”

Oscar could feel his shoulders relax.  “You’re the only friend I have here.  I’m really glad nothing has come between us.”

Becky hugged him tightly.  When they parted, she said, “Don’t think that is going to get you out of helping me with my homework.”

“You got it.”

Becky leaned back against the window.  It looked like she was deciding something then she said, “There is a formal dinner next week.  What would you think of accompanying me?”

“As your slave?”  Oscar tried to suppress the grin on his face but failed.

“No, dummy.  There are several levels of service that a man can accept.  Even if we both wanted to agree to ownership, we’d have to follow the protocol.  If you agree to accompany me then you would be going as my toy.”

“What’s the difference?”

“As my slave you would be considered my property.  I could use you in any way I saw fit, give you to anyone I wanted or even sell you if you displeased me.  As my toy, you would retain ownership of yourself.”  Her focus turned inward for a second then she continued, “Well, I’d still be able to share you with anyone I wanted so I guess the big difference is that you wouldn’t have the protections that a slave has.  You know, lifetime security and the formal status of being owned.”

“So…slaves have more rights that an unowned male?”

Becky nodded enthusiastically.  “Yes, being a slave means that you would always have someone to look out for you.  Unowned males have hard lives.  Often, it’s manual labor in one of the outlying colonies.”

“That doesn’t sound good.”

“It’s not that bad.  Some of the men like the sense of freedom that being on their own provides but really, they’re the ones who aren’t free.”

Oscar considered her words but decided he didn’t have enough information to really understand.  “Is it possible for me to see one of these colonies some time?”

“Yes, that could be arranged.  I’ll talk to mom and find out how to make that happen for you.”

“So, if I agree to accompany you to the dinner, what would that look like?”

A broad smile appeared on her face.  She had perfect white teeth, and the smile reached all the way to her eyes.  “You would be required to wear my collar.  You would be naked, of course, and shackled.  You would be expected to serve me and basically do anything I tell you to do.”

“So…it would be like letting you play with me?”

“In a sense but it would also be more formal.  There are a lot of rules that you would be expected to follow but I can walk you through everything.”

“I agree.”  The words were out of his mouth before he even realized what he had said.

Becky leaned over and kissed his cheek.  “I can hardly wait to see the expression on Margo’s face.”  There was a long pause then she added, “You’ve had a long day.  Go to bed and I’ll see you after class.  I need to make some arrangements.”

Oscar stood up then pointed to his wrist cuffs and asked, “Any chance I can get these off?”

Becky shook her head.  “I imagine they will want you to get used to wearing them.  You can ask your trainer how long they will remain locked on but for the time being, you’re stuck.”

“Tomorrow then.”

“You may go,” Becky said as though she was a queen giving orders.

When Oscar got to his room, he undressed and went straight to bed.  He activated the implant and began to make a log entry.  ‘I should have been doing this all along,’ he thought.

“Do you want me to keep a continuous log?” asked the computer voice.

“No.  Just allow for daily entries,” Oscar instructed.  There was an acknowledgment tone then the voice went quiet.  He fell asleep shortly after that.


Chapter 12 - Protocol

The next morning, he searched his room for the shackle chains before remembering that the trainer had kept them after class last time.  He dressed himself and went down to breakfast.  Becky wasn’t there so he made his way to class.

A plump woman was waiting for him as he came in and sat down.  “How did the play session go yesterday?”

“It was intense.”

“Are you starting to be able to surrender to your Mistress?”

Oscar thought for a second before answering.  “I felt like I was completely out of control.  I did what they told me to do but I was restrained most of the time, so I didn’t have a lot of choice in the matter.”

The trainer smiled at him.

‘This might be the first time I’ve seen her smile,’ he thought.

“Excellent.”

“May I ask a question?”

The smile drifted off her face, but she said, “Yes.”

“I’ve received a request to accompany someone to a formal dinner next week.  I understand there are a lot of rules that I’m expected to follow but I don’t know what I’m doing.”

The expression on her face was hard to read.  There was surprise but something else was mixed in too.  ‘Was it jealousy?’ he wondered.

She exhaled loudly then said, “We will have a lot to cover.”

The next three hours included instruction on ‘anticipating needs’ and various protocols on where to stand and how to take ‘requests.’  By the end of class, Oscar was losing focus.  ‘Just do whatever I’m told,’ he thought.

As class was ending, the trainer asked him, “Have you been given any more of the green liquid?”

“No, Trainer.”

She summoned the shorter manservant, who brought over a shot glass filled with Green Goo.  “Drink this then you’re free to go.”

Oscar sipped the liquid.  It still had the fruity taste but when he finished it, he wanted more.  “I have one more question before I go.  How long do I have to wear these?”  He pointed to the wrist cuff on his left hand.

The trainer checked the fit and inspected his skin underneath the metal.  “You will wear those until you forget they’re on or until you are owned.  At the rate you’re going, it will be the ownership issue I suspect.”

Oscar bolted out of the classroom and made his way to the kitchen.  Becky was sitting at the bar.  There was a small plate in front of her that looked untouched, so he sat down next to her.

“I have exciting news,” she said by way of greeting.

“Oh?”

“Yes.  Mom approved of you going to the dinner AND she said that I could take on milkmaid duties if I chose to.”

“You’re going to be my maid?”

She let out a derisive huff then punched his shoulder.  “You’re lucky I like you but don’t push it.”

Oscar forced the grin off his face then said, “I really don’t know what that means.”

Her eyebrows flashed upward for a moment then she said, “You’ll find out after lunch.”

They ate in relative silence.  Oscar tried a couple of times to get the answer out of her but all she would say was, “You’ll see.”

They finished eating and he thought they would be off somewhere, but Becky didn’t move.  “Bring me a small glass,” she said to Sam.

He brought over a shot glass filled with green liquid and set it in front of Becky.  There was no expression on the man’s face and Oscar had to wonder if he was hiding something.

Becky slid the glass over to Oscar and said, “Drink this.”

“Oh, the trainer gave me some before I left class.”

A stern look crossed her face as she said, “Good to know.  Now drink it.”

Oscar swallowed the tasty beverage in one gulp.  ‘Don’t speak unless asked a question,’ he mentally chastised himself.  By the time they reached the hallway, a wave of relaxation swept through him.  ‘I wonder if I’m building more of a tolerance,’ he thought since the first glass hadn’t seemed to have affected him.

Becky walked him down to the floor where her classroom was located.  She passed by the classroom and took him into a new room.  There was a single piece of furniture in the middle and several small chairs around the side wall.  The piece in the middle of the room had several straps hanging from it and a raised platform roughly two feet off the ground.

Oscar felt lightheaded but he brushed the sensation off.

“Take your clothes off and put them on the table.”

He undressed then stood next to the stand.

Becky pulled out her training collar and locked it around his neck.  “Hop up on the platform and press your back against the pole.  Assume a kneeling position then remain still.”

It took a little maneuvering and he had to spread his legs quite a bit, but the platform had lots of padding for his knees.

Becky went to the small table and pulled out a large roll of what looked like cling wrap.  She undid the end and began to wrap it around his stomach and the pole.  When she was finished, it held him securely in place.  She put the roll away then returned with a blindfold and gag.  She had to use the small stairs at the sides of the stand to reach, but she was able to put the gag in and blindfold him.  Once they were in place, she locked his wrist and ankle cuffs to the stand.

Oscar could feel a tingling in his junk as she locked his arms up by his head.

“As a slave in training, you will be milked every other day.  This is to make sure that you are kept ready.  It’s also for you to learn what it’s like to give up control of your sexuality.”

He could feel himself starting to get worked up.  ‘Does this mean what I think it means?’ he wondered.  Something silky and wet was poured out on his junk.  He felt Becky start to massage his dick.  He went into full mast immediately.

“Nice,” she said as she began to tug on his member. 

It was hard to concentrate on what she was saying but he tried anyway.

“Normally, you would be assigned a milkmaid from one of the house staff or a training Mistress, but I got permission from Mom.”

There was something in her tone that said her getting permission was unusual.  He filed it away for later.

Becky began to stroke him.  She kept at it until pre-cum formed on the head of his penis then she stopped.

Oscar began to rock his hips as much as the cling wrap would allow.  He would have begged her to continue but the gag only let out a “mm.mmm.mmm.”

Becky giggled.  “You’re begging me to keep going, huh?”  Instead, she smacked his cock.  “That’s awesome.  It’s swinging back and forth.”  After a few more hits, she began to massage his balls and run her finger along his taint.

Oscar lost his sense of everything and could only focus on the pleasure she was giving him.

“You’ve been fantasizing about having a beautiful girl like me playing with your cock, haven’t you?”

Oscar reluctantly nodded.

“You look so hawt like that.  I could probably do anything I want to you right now and you’d thank me for it.”

She gripped his dick harder and began to move her hand back and forth.

Without intending too, Oscar’s body began to shudder.  A thick white wad of cum shot out of him in waves.  He was breathing hard behind his gag.

“Oh, you almost got me,” Becky said.  There was the sound of excitement as she spoke.

Oscar could hear her moving around but couldn’t see anything until she removed his blindfold.  Her face looked flushed, and she was grinning ear to ear.

“I might just leave you tied up for a while.  Maybe I’ll make you cum again.”

Oscar shook his head no.  The aching in his balls was pounding in his head too.

“Oh, poor baby.  You don’t want to cum for me again?”

“Mmm...mmm,” was all he could say.

“Well, not this time,” she said.  “Next time, I don’t know.”  Her eyes were wide as she said it, like a child knowing they were going to get away with something.  She untied him and helped him down from the stand.  “Get dressed.”

Oscar obediently put his clothes back on.  “That was amazing,” he said.

Becky tilted her head to one side and down slightly, but her eyes looked up at him.  “Really?  You need to learn not to speak unless spoken to.”

Oscar nodded.

Becky leaned in and hugged him.  “I thought it was amazing too,” she whispered.  “Seeing you up there, totally helpless and waiting on the pleasure I was giving you made me wet.  Too bad I’m acting as your milkmaid today or I’d have you satisfy me right here.”

“So, milkmaids don’t make their man ‘thank’ them afterwards?”

Becky grinned.  “No, this session is all about you.  The idea is that you learn to accept pleasure.  I think they do it so that you learn that whether you give or receive pleasure is strictly up to your Mistress.”

The next few days passed by quickly.  Oscar fell into the routine of class, workouts and milkings.  Thankfully, he had been able to avoid Margo and her friends although he did have one close call.


Chapter 13 – The Dinner

Oscar sat on his bed reading.  He got up when someone knocked on his door.  He opened it to find Becky standing there.  She was wearing a black corset and matching silk skirt.  The corset pressed her breasts upwards, making them look massive.  The expression on her face was both nervous and excited. 

“You look amazing,” Oscar said.  His eyes were roaming over her body as he spoke.

Becky brushed past him and sat on his bed.  “Close the door and take your clothes off.”

Oscar closed the door.  He looked at Becky’s muscular legs and the smoothness of her skin.  His hands immediately began to unbutton his shirt.

While he was undressing, Becky set the small bag she was carrying down next to her.  She pulled out something black and sat it on the bed.

When Oscar was finished undressing, he walked over to her.  “What do you have there?”

“Put these on,” she said as she threw a piece of leather clothing to him.

Oscar held out the black shorts.  They looked like the kind he had seen the other male slaves wear.  He slowly pulled them on.  They were a little stiff but comfortable.

“Come with me,” she said.

He followed her down the stairs.  When they got to the bottom, Oscar couldn’t hold it in anymore.  “Where are we going?” he asked.

Becky stopped and faced him.  “Better enjoy all that talking now.  Once I make you into my toy, you will have to follow the rules.”

“So, you’re saying I can talk anytime I want to now?”  He was only halfheartedly trying to suppress the grin on his face.

Becky punched him in the shoulder then shook her head in mock disgust.  “You’re lucky I like you.”

“I like you too.”

A much softer expression crept onto her face but she turned and continued walking.  She led him to the far side of the castle.  They stopped outside two large gold-colored doors.  Two guards were stationed on either side, each wearing armor and holding long spears.

Becky pulled on his arm and whispered, “While we’re inside, no joking around.  Ok?”  There was an earnest look on her face.

Oscar nodded.

Becky nodded to the guards, who opened the doors and stepped out of her way.

Oscar followed her in, six paces behind her, like they showed him in class.

The sides of the long hallway were packed with people.  The women were dressed in fancy outfits.  Many of them had men standing nearby, all dressed in leather harnesses and metal collars.

Becky walked straight up to the throne then stopped.  Queen Malkia was dressed in what Oscar assumed was formal attire.  The necklace she wore would have made any jewel thief wet themselves.

Becky waited until Oscar was a couple feet behind her and to her right before she spoke.  “Your Majesty, I have come to get your permission to take this man as my own for as long as I want him.”

Malkia stood and looked down at Oscar.  Her dress was made of some material that clung to her curves like silk but was shiny and golden.  It had a low-cut top that just barely revealed the cleavage on her massive breasts.  “Come forward and kneel before me,” she said.

Becky reached back and pinched his arm.  Oscar took the hint and walked forward until he was just a few feet in front of the Queen.  He knelt and waited with his eyes down.  ‘I’m glad they walked me through this in class,’ he thought.

Malkia walked down the three steps from her throne to Oscar.  She placed her hand on his head and held it there.  “It seems like just yesterday that I was here asking permission for my first conquest.”  She turned to Oscar and said, “Becky has asked permission but before I can give it, I must know from you, do you accept?”

Oscar looked up at the Queen and in a loud voice said, “Yes.”

“Becky, step forward.”

Becky walked up and knelt next to Oscar.

Queen Malika motioned for a guard to come over.  The guard was huge.  She held out a purple pillow that appeared to be edged in gold.  A shiny silver band was laid on top of it.  Malkia took the band and held it up for everyone to see.  “Becky rise and accept this symbol of ownership.”

Becky stood and let Malkia place the band into her hands.  She turned towards Oscar and said, “Oscar of Terran, stand for the last time as a free man.  With this collar, I agree to make you mine for as long as I choose to have you.”

He could feel his heart rate rise.  ‘I hope I haven’t agreed to be her slave,’ he thought.  He glanced around the crowded room and realized that whatever the situation, it was too late now.  He stood and faced the beautiful girl to his right.

Becky draped the collar around his neck and brought the ends together.  The collar vibrated then stopped. 

“Turn and face the crowd,” Malkia said.

Becky and Oscar turned their backs to the queen and waited.  Cheers and clapping erupted from the crowd.  Malika let the applause continue for a few seconds then held up her hands.  “May I be the first to present Princess Becky and her male companion, Oscar.”  More applause from the crowd.

Malkia summoned the massive guard again.  She stepped behind Oscar and waited.  “Captain of the guard.  You will escort Oscar of Terran to the Hall of Learning.  There, he will undergo calibration.”


Chapter 14 - Calibration

The guard took Oscar’s arm and turned him around.  She attached a leash to the loop on the front of his collar and began to walk towards the two large golden doors.

He glanced at Becky.  Her eyes were wide.  She seemed shocked but remained silent.  He wasn’t sure how concerned he should be.  His trainer had not mentioned the word ‘calibration.’

The leash grew taught, and Oscar was forced to follow this massive woman down the hallway.  The expressions on the faces of the women fell into two categories.  The first was what Oscar associated with a woman getting a new puppy.  The second was a polite look of boredom.  He saw Margo standing next to Kendra and Jessica.  Margo looked like something smelly was pressed onto her upper lip.

The guard walked him for a long time.  They stopped outside a wing of the castle that he had not been to before.  There was a large diamond shaped symbol on the entrance to another long hallway.  He knew from class that any diamond symbols meant that the wing was off limits.

They entered a small room with a dark-haired woman standing behind a desk.  “This is Oscar of Terran.  He is here for calibration,” said the guard.  The dark-haired woman took the leash from her and escorted Oscar through the doorway behind the desk.  The guard turned and left.

“Oscar, my name is Sophia.  I will be conducting the calibration,” said the dark-haired woman.  She walked him into a small room with a padded chair in the middle.  It looked like the ones from Becky’s classroom, but it was much higher quality.  “Remove your clothing and sit on the chair.”

Oscar stepped out of his shorts and set them next to the chair.  He sat on the padded seat and waited.  ‘Wow, it doesn’t even phase me anymore to be naked,’ he realized.

Sophia strapped him into the chair.  His arms were out to his sides and his legs were spread.  He tried moving but the restraints were unforgiving.  “There is no need for concern as nothing bad will happen to you,” she said.

Oscar watched her bring over two silver disks.  She pulled the clear plastic off the back of each and pressed them onto his temples.  He tried to stay calm but he knew what was going to happen.  A moment later, there was a powerful shocking sensation and lights appeared from behind his eyes.  He tried to say something but passed out immediately.

When he came to, everything seemed off.  His throat hurt but so did his chest and groin.  ‘What did she do to me while I was out?’ he wondered.

Sophia walked in.  She had changed her clothes.  He was sure she was wearing a purple dress before and now she had a white sheer dress on that did little to hide her body.  “Are you able to speak yet?”

Oscar made a croaking sound.  He swallowed hard then tried it again, “How long was I out?”

“I imagine that you are hungry and thirsty.  Take it easy on the solids but you can have something to drink now.”  She brought over a small glass and held it as he took several sips.  “That’s good enough for now.”

Sophia helped him out of the chair.  She held onto his arms as he tried to regain his balance.  After a few minutes of trying to walk, he started to feel better.

“Now we’ll see if the calibration took,” she said.  “I want you to try your best to refuse anything I tell you to do.  Understand?”

Oscar nodded, not sure what she was talking about.

“Get on your knees.”

Oscar fell to his knees immediately.  He wasn’t sure if it was because of how long he had been kept on the chair or if it was his own volition.

Sophia stepped in front of him and caressed his cheeks.  “Reach up and feel my breasts.”

Oscar’s hands moved upward.  He tried to stop them, but they seemed to have developed a mind of their own.  Sophia’s gown felt soft.  He could feel the warmth of her body and the tightness of her abdomen.  As his hands made their way upward, he cupped her boobs.  They were supple but firm.  His hands traced their outline then he began to massage her breasts.  Sophia looked down at him lovingly.  “Put your hands down at your sides.”

Oscar again tried not to move his hands, but they flew down to his sides.  ‘What the...’ he thought.

“Stand and kiss me.”

Oscar stood up, intending to run out of the room.  Instead, he leaned in and pressed his lips to hers.  They kissed for several minutes.  Oscar could feel himself getting erect and didn’t want to stop.

Sophia stepped back and said, “Becky is a lucky girl.  Go to your room and wait for instructions.”

Oscar glanced back at the chair.  His shorts were gone.

“Whether you are allowed to wear clothing is solely Becky’s decision,” Sophia said.

He turned without saying anything and walked out of the room. 


Chapter 15 – A New Mistress

‘What’s going on?’ Oscar wondered.  As he made his way back to his room, he passed by one of the many large windows.  It was bright outside.  ‘Did she keep me in that chair all night?’ he wondered.

He sat on his bed and waited.  For some reason, he didn’t dress himself or make a log entry.  After a while, he forgot how long he had been waiting.  A knock at the door woke him from his daydreams.  He got up and opened the door.

A man wearing a shiny collar and leather harness was standing there.  He looked oddly familiar. 

“I am to escort you to your Mistress.”  He turned and started walking.

Oscar followed him.  He was naked, except for the metal collar locked around his neck.  He scarcely seemed to notice it.

They walked down several corridors until they reached a hallway with a diamond shaped symbol that looked to be made of gold.  “This is as far as I am allowed to go,” said the man.  “You are to walk down this hallway.  Becky’s room is the first door on your left.”  The man turned and walked away without saying anything else.

Oscar watched the man leave then turned and started down the long hallway.  He stopped fifty yards later at a large wooden door and knocked.

“Enter,” Becky called out.  Her voice sounded odd, like she was in pain.

He opened the door and stepped inside.  The room was massive.  There was a huge four-post bed in the middle.  Murals were painted on the walls and ceiling.  Several of the murals looked to have inlaid gold in breathtaking designs.  There was a huge golden frame on the wall next to the bed.  It stood out because there was no painting, just the frame.  Becky was sitting on her bed, facing him.  Her hair was messy.  She looked, for lack of a better term, hung over.

She looked at him with bleary eyes then motioned for him to come over.

Oscar stopped a few feet in front of her.  Even at this distance, the smell coming off her reminded him of the morning after a big party when he was in a college fraternity.  It had the hint of stale alcohol and sweat.  “You ok?” he asked.

Becky held out a hand for him to stop talking.  After a few seconds she said, “You missed the party of the season.”

“You’re hung over,” he said.

Becky’s eyes were bloodshot and watery.  “Yes, I am.”  She held her head with both hands.  “Not so loud, ok?”

“Do you have any aspirin?” Oscar asked softly.

She looked up at him and said, “I don’t know what that is.”

“You need to drink some water.  It will help.”

She pointed slowly over at a table.  There was a large pitcher and several glasses.

Oscar went over and poured a glass of water for her.  He brought it back and held it out for her.

Becky took the glass and looked at it tentatively.  “This is the last thing I want to do.”

“Drink it.  You’ll feel better after we get you hydrated.”

Becky looked cross for a second then drank the water.

“We need to get you cleaned up.  You smell bad.”

Becky chuckled then held her hands to her head again.  “It hurts when I laugh.”  She slowly put her feet on the ground and stood up.  “There is a bath in the other room.  Get it ready for me.”

He looked in the direction she pointed to then headed for the door.  When he opened it, he was surprised to see another large room.  There was a claw foot tub on a raised platform, several seats and a large counter with several sinks.  He estimated that it was at least twenty feet across.  A single mirror stretched the entire length.  Several walk-in closets were spaced out opposite the counter.

He found the bath controls and started filling the tub.  He turned at the sound of someone walking behind him.  Becky was headed towards the tub but had her eyes scrunched up as though the light was hurting her eyes.

She stopped then walked into one of the closets.  She returned a second later with a coil of rope and a towel.  She sat down on the steps leading up to the tub then set the towel down next to her.  She motioned for Oscar to come closer.

She stretched out the rope then pulled one end through her hands until she found the midpoint.  She wrapped it around his ankles then pulled it snug.  She took the free end and began to wrap it around the rope between his legs, creating a short spreader bar.

When she finished, his feet were restrained and forced about a foot apart.  There was still a lot of rope left and she pulled it up to about waist height.  She wrapped it around his wrists then changed direction 90 degrees and began to wrap the free ends around the rope connecting his wrists.  When she was done, his wrists were forced apart by about 8 inches.  She took the remaining rope and tied it to the loop on his collar.

Oscar waited until she finished before testing the restraints out.  He could move without risking falling over but only if he moved very slowly.  His hands were held out in front of him.  The rope prevented him from lowering them.

Becky inspected her work then placed the towel over his hands.

He glanced down at his hands and thought, ‘You’re making me into a towel rack?’

Becky stood up and ran her hand along the top of the water.  She seemed pleased with the temperature and smiled at him.  She slowly pulled off her pajama top and pants.  As the clothing fell to the floor, she stood there naked – letting him get a good look at her before she slowly climbed into the tub.

She soaked for several minutes in silence.  After dunking her head a few times and putting shampoo in her hair, she seemed to become more alive.  “I think the water is helping.”

“We’ve all been there,” Oscar said.

Becky looked up at him with an appraising look on her face.  “Come closer but don’t drop the towel.”

Oscar looked down at his feet.  Even with the rope, he was able to slide his feet along the floor until he got to the first step.  He tried to step up but almost lost his balance.  He tried again, this time more successfully.  The second step was easier.  He stopped when his knees touched the edge of the tub.

Becky reached out and began to fondle him.  She kept at it until he was erect.  “What do you remember after leaving the main hall?”

“The guard took me to a room and handed me over to a dark-haired woman named Sophia.  She tied me to a chair and put two silver disks on my temples.  There was a shocking...”  He stopped as Becky began to stroke his cock harder.

“Continue.”

“She, um, put these disks on my head and there was a shocking sensation then I passed out.  When I came to, she uh, she...”

“Made you do anything she said?” Becky offered.

“Yes.  It was weird, like I couldn’t stop myself.”

Becky smiled at him. “Do you know how long you were there?”

“No idea.”

Becky stopped tugging on him and relaxed into the tub.  “You may have set a new record.  She kept you there for three days.”

Oscar’s eyes went wide.  “Three days,” he mouthed.

Becky dunked her head underwater again and worked the last of the shampoo out of her hair.  The sparkle was coming back to her eyes.  She sat up and began to play with his dick again.  “Did you have any idea what was going on?”

“None.”

Becky began to explain, never missing a stroke as she did.  “The collar on your neck isn’t a play collar.  The real ones have a connection to the implants that were put in your body.”

Oscar looked down but saw no scars.  “She did what?”

“Calibration is when they install the implants and make sure that the collar can connect with them.”

“Why can’t I remember any of that?”

“They give you a ton of the Green Goo.  If you get too much, it can affect memory.  Don’t worry, the effect is temporary.”

“Did you know they were going to do that?”  He tried to keep the edge out of his voice despite the fact his heart was racing. 

Becky slowly shook her head.  “I’m so sorry.  I had no idea either.  It was Mom’s idea.  She didn’t tell me beforehand.”

“What does this mean?”

Becky stopped stroking his cock but held onto his shaft.  “Mom can sometimes be a little tricky.  Her heart is in the right place, but she doesn’t always share her reasons with anyone.  I think that she saw you as a safe way of getting me what I wanted without pissing off any of her political allies.”  Becky began to stroke him again.  She watched as emotions played out on his face then continued, “She’s tricked us both into making you my slave.”

Oscar felt lightheaded as the reality hit him.  “What about the whole drinking the green stuff?”

Becky looked up at him solemnly.  “Usually, that’s how it’s done.  Because I’m her daughter, she made it into a formal event.  That’s why all the people were there.”

“Can we undo it?”  Oscar kicked himself for the way it sounded.

Becky took her hand back and thought about it before speaking.  “Before you decide one way or the other, consider giving it a little while.  If you are unhappy then I will dismiss you.”

“You mean sell?”

“No!  No, I mean dismiss you.  I would grant you your freedom and you’d be free to go anywhere you like.”  She paused then said, “You may well find that you enjoy belonging to me.”

Oscar nodded but didn’t say anything.  He looked at her for a long time then said, “Ok.  Let’s give it a try.”

Becky sat up and began to work his cock and balls with both hands.  “I’m going to make you the happiest slave our land has ever seen.”

“How about you?  What have you been doing the last few days?”

Becky leaned back.  “Whenever someone of my rank takes their first slave, there is a party.  It usually lasts until the calibration is completed.  In my case, that was three days.  It was the party of the season!”  A glow appeared on her face that had nothing to do with the hot bath.  “It also means that I am no longer considered a child.”

Oscar thought about her words then realized that the metal cuffs on his wrists and ankles were gone.  “And I don’t have to wear the metal cuffs anymore?”

Becky giggled.  “Not those.  I have a formal set for you to wear now.”

“I still have to wear them?”

“Only when I choose to have you wear them.  Were they really that bad?”

“To be honest, no.  I kinda forgot I had them on.”

Becky looked relieved.  “Good.  You’ll still be required to have them locked on, but I’ll keep it to a minimum until you change your mind.”

The pressure behind his balls was becoming distracting.  Becky stood up and stepped out of the tub.  The water glistened off her supple breasts.  She took the towel off him and began to dry herself.  When she was done, she sat down on the step and pulled his cock down so that it was parallel with the ground.  She leaned in and began to kiss it. 

The warmth of her mouth combined with the sensation of having her massaging his testicles.  She began moving her head back and forth.  As his cock when in and out of her mouth, pleasure washed over him.  He involuntarily closed his eyes.  The pressure built until everything stopped.  His whole consciousness shrank to a single point.  His body convulsed as cum erupted inside of her mouth.  He held him tight, not wanting him to be able to pull out.  When he was done, she licked her lips and said, “You taste good.  That’s the thing about the goo, not only does it increase your libido, it also makes your sperm taste like candy.”

Becky got up and walked into the main room, leaving Oscar tied in a standing position, waiting for her to come back.  When she returned, she was dressed in a T-shirt and pants.  She untied him and walked him back to her bed by the hand.

Oscar watched as she took a length of chain from the side of her bed.  She locked the free end onto the loop on his collar.  He followed the length of chain until he could see the far end padlocked to the wall.

“I take it that I’m not going anywhere.”

Becky giggled.  “You’re home now.  This is my room and it’s where my things stay.”

“You’re going to keep me here?”

“Unless I want you to do something for me.  The rule is simple, unless I am having you do something for me or it’s your free time, you are to be chained to the wall.  If I forget or if you are not sure what is going on and you find yourself unlocked from the wall, you are to padlock it yourself.”

Oscar let out a slow deep exhale.

“Quit whining.  You’ll get used to it in no time.”

“Do you want me to go and get my things?”

“No, I’ll have one of the house servants bring your things down here.”  She looked at him sideways then added, “You just wanted to see if you could trick me into unlocking you.”

Oscar grinned.

“Gawd, I’m going to have to watch you, mister.”  She beamed at him then seemed to pull her attention inward before continuing.  “It’s ok to joke around when it’s just you and I in here, but when we’re out in public you need to be more serious.  Alright?”  The expression on her face was both earnest and a little sad.

“You don’t like how you have to behave when you’re in public?” Oscar asked.

“Sometimes.  I mean I’d rather go play all day.  I know I have ‘responsibilities’ and everything but it can get a bit wearing.”  Becky scooted over to the side of the bed where Oscar was standing.  She sat there with her legs dangling over the edge and just watched him for a few seconds.  “I don’t have anyone I can really talk to.  I have lots of friends, but I always have to be on guard around them.  I never dreamed that I could have a slave to play with that can also be a confidant.”  She slowly pulled on the chain until Oscar’s face was inches from hers.  She leaned in and slowly kissed him.  When she pulled back, she ran her top lip over her bottom teeth then winked at him and punched him in the shoulder.  “Don’t let it go to your head.”

Oscar chuckled.  “No worries there.”

“Crap!  I totally forgot about the dinner.  It’s tonight!”

“Is there a lot for you to do to get ready?” Oscar asked.

“Yeah, I’ll have to hurry if I want to get there anywhere close to on time.”  She hopped up and pulled on a red velvet cord hanging near the door to her room.  She came back and opened the top drawer on the night table by her bed.  After rummaging around for a moment, she pulled out four shiny cuffs.  She held them up for Oscar to see then tossed them on the bed next to him.  “These are a little different from the ones you had before.  They will open for you so that you can put them on.”

“Does that mean that I can take them off whenever I like?” Oscar asked hopefully.

Becky shook her head.  “Getting them on is easy.  Off, not so much.”

Oscar took one of the smaller cuffs and began to play with it.  There was a gold-colored square that, when he pressed on it, caused the cuff to spring open.  He opened all four then set them back on the bed.  “Do I need to dress up for tonight?”

“Of course.  Why do you think I got the formal cuffs out for?”

“No, I mean what will I be wearing?”  He picked up a wrist cuff and began to play with it again.

“You’re holding them.”

Oscar looked down at the metal restraint in his hand then back up to Becky.  “So, casual attire then?”

Becky let out an exasperated laugh then said, “I can hardly wait to beat you tonight.  In the meantime, go wash yourself then come back here and put your cuffs on like a good slave.”

Oscar yanked on the chain locked to his collar.

“It’ll reach.  Now scoot!”

Oscar walked back into the bathroom and started the shower.  By the time he was clean, he walked back out and saw Becky on a raised stand next to three women.  One of the women was brushing her hair while the other two appeared to be helping her get into a fancy dress.

Oscar walked back to the bed and slowly placed the first cuff around his wrist.  When the ends came together, there was a slight vibrating sensation before it locked.  He pushed on the gold square, but nothing happened.  He locked the other cuffs on then waited.

“Marjory, put him on the wall,” Becky said without looking at him.

A woman that Oscar thought was in her late thirties stopped brushing Becky’s hair and walked over to him.  She had a pretty face.

Marjory held up the leather wrist band she was wearing next to Oscar’s collar.  The lock holding the chain in place popped open.  When it did, the chain fell to the floor with a loud clattering.  She took his hand and walked him over to the wall next to Becky’s bed.  There was a large gold frame mounted to the wall.  It stretched from the floor up about seven feet and about five feet wide.  Oddly, there was no picture inside the frame.

Marjory pressed her hand against the wall and two little platforms slowly extended near the bottom of the frame.  “Turn and put a foot on each one,” she said while pointing to the platforms.

Oscar had no trouble standing on the first platform, but his back was so close to the wall that he had to have Marjory’s help to stand on the second one without falling forward.

She took his hand and lifted it up and away from his body then pressed it against the wall.  Once it made contact, it stayed in place as though it was bolted there.

“Strong magnetic field detected,” came the computer voice in his head.

Marjory pushed his free hand against the wall so that he was standing spread eagle.  Oscar tried to move but was unable.

“Do you want him gagged?”

Becky tried to turn towards her, but the other two women pushed her head back forward.  “Let us finish dressing you before you start moving around,” said the older woman.  “You can play with your new slave after we’re done,” said the second woman.

“Yes.  Get him started on the number three setting,” Becky said.

Marjory retrieved a gag from Becky’s nightstand.  It was a black panel gag with a rubber ball attached to one side.  She held it up for him to see then said, “Open.”

Oscar struggled against the restraints for a second then realizing the futility of it, stopped and opened his mouth.  Marjory pressed the ball inside then locked the gag in place.  She retrieved a small silver tube and pressed it into the opening on the gag.  Once it was in, she twisted the bottom of the tube then stepped back.  A little of the white mist escaped through the sides of the gag.  She tightened it then stepped back and glanced down at his groin.  “I think he likes being tied up.”

Oscar looked down and saw that he was sporting a half chub.

“Well, that won’t do at all,” Marjory said.  She reached down and began to fondle his junk.  When he was hard, Marjory smiled at him then went back to Becky and returned to brushing her hair.

Becky turned and looked Oscar up and down, “That’s so hawt.”  The two older women turned her back forward and began to lace up the back of her dress. 

Oscar noticed that the older woman with the blonde hair let her gaze linger on him for a moment too long as well.  After she was done dressing Becky, the blonde woman asked, “Do you want him plugged for tonight?”

Becky seemed to think about this for a second then said, “We haven’t started training him yet, so I guess tonight is as good as any to start.”

The blonde woman went to Becky’s nightstand and pulled out a large black rubber butt plug and a bottle of lube.  She set them both down on the ground in front of Oscar then began to run her hands up and down his body.  Oscar tried to speak but as soon as he did, more white mist filled his mouth.  The only sounds he was able to make were “plmm...nmt.”

The blonde woman started to stroke his erect member with one hand while she massaged his balls with the other.  She would glance up at him every so often. 

‘Her deep blue eyes are stunning,’ he thought.

Oscar flinched when her finger found his starfish.  She massaged it for a while then pressed her finger inside of him.  He let out a soft moan.  The blonde woman suddenly stopped and turned towards Becky.  “Since this is his first time, do you want to do it?”

“No.  Margo already claimed his ass, so go ahead,” Becky said.

The blonde woman poured lube on the plug and pressed it up against his ass.  It felt cold and slippery.  She slowly worked the tip in then applied more lube.  When she was done, the butt plug was deep inside of him.  She twisted something at the base of the plug and Oscar let out a muffled cry as the plug expanded inside of him.  The blonde woman pulled on the base, but the plug didn’t come out.

She stood up straight and started sucking on his left nipple while stroking him.  When she stopped, she leaned in and whispered, “Once Becky has broken you in, I might ask her for permission to play with you.”

It took another twenty minutes before the women pronounced that they were done.

Becky watched them go then stepped off the raised platform and walked over to Oscar.  She looked him up and down then said, “You look amazing like that.  I could make myself cum just watching you.”

The white mist was making Oscar feel a little lightheaded and turned on.  He tried not to rock his hips like some college girl drunk at a frat party, but he was losing the battle.  Becky was wearing a sparkly blue dress with a low-cut neckline.  It showed off quite a bit of cleavage.  He realized that this was the first time he had seen her in makeup.  The women obviously knew what they were doing because even though she was a natural beauty, the makeup only enhanced her appearance.

She reached up and pulled the silver tube from his gag and set it down on her nightstand.  “I don’t want you to be completely out of it for tonight.  It’ll be your first formal dinner and I want you to be able to enjoy yourself.”  She raised the leather wrist band up to her face and said, “Release.”

Oscar’s hands and feet were suddenly free, and he fell forward.  Luckily, he landed alright.  When he regained his balance, Becky stepped next to him and unlocked the gag.

“Better?”

Oscar put his hands up to his face and slowly massaged his mouth.  “Yes.”  He could feel his brain moving slower than normal, but the effects of the mist were nonetheless pleasant.  “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.  My room is a safe place.  You can talk freely here.”

“Does it bother you to have other women play with me?”

Becky cocked her head to one side before saying, “I don’t understand.”

“When you see other women touching me or fucking me, does it bother you?”

“Not at all.  I mean, you belong to me.  Nothing will change that.  As a man, you don’t really have any say in who I have play with you or what they do to you.”  Her eyes got wide suddenly.  She added, “Oh, this is different from your home world.”

“Very much.  Couples from my world don’t share one another.  I mean some do but most don’t.”

“That jealousy thing will pass.  In fact, I’m wondering if I should loan you out for a while.  Would you like that?”

Oscar shook his head.  “I’d like to know you better first.  Is that ok?”

A big grin spread across her face.  “It’s customary for a new Mistress to only have one slave for a time.  That is more for her to learn what it’s like to own someone rather than a jealousy thing.  Male slaves are generally shared right from the beginning.  Otherwise, they can get kinda weird.  My advice is for you to embrace your new position.”

Oscar thought about her words then said, “Do you want to have other slaves?”

“Of course.”  She held eye contact for a second then said, “You’re worried that if I take another slave then your position would be lessened but that’s not how it works.  No matter how many slaves I take, you will always be my First.  The others would always be subservient to you.”

“I’m trying to learn your ways.  Thank you for being patient with me.”

Becky hugged him then stepped back with a suddenly serious look on her face.  “I’m going to activate your collar now.  That means that you will need to do exactly what I say.  Otherwise, you’ll get...”

“Punished?” Oscar offered.

“You’re starting to get it.  Now, we need to be off, or I’ll get into trouble for being late again.”  She took a silver length of fine chain from her nightstand and clipped it to the loop on his collar.  The free end had a leather hand strap.  Becky slipped it over her wrist and started towards the door with Oscar in tow.


Chapter 16 – Politics Can Be Tricky

Becky and Oscar stopped outside the two large gold doors leading into the main hall.  More guards than usual seemed to be milling about but they parted as soon as Becky neared.  Two large guards opened the door then stepped clear so that Becky could pass through.  Neither looked twice at Oscar.

The hall had been transformed since he saw it a few days ago.  Tables now lined the sides, each draped with elegant tablecloths and silver candlestick holders.  Food of all descriptions was everywhere.  A quartet played music from the far corner.

Becky stopped at the entrance behind a man wearing black leather shorts, a matching harness and a golden collar.  He turned towards Becky and said, “Let me announce you before you enter.”

“Cool it, Johnson.  Everyone knows who I am,” Becky said.

“Princess, please.  I only have one job.”

“Fine,” Becky huffed.

“Princess Becky,” announced the man.

Becky strode past him with Oscar in tow.  She saw Kendra in the audience and waived at her.  Margo was standing nearby but it didn’t look to Oscar like the wave was directed her way.

He continued to follow Becky as she made her way towards the throne.  A magnificent table had been placed in front of it with several large chairs spaced out on either side of the throne.  Queen Malkia sat, observing everyone and everything.

Becky stopped directly in front of Malika.  “Hi Mom.”

“Good of you to be on time,” she said by way of greeting.

Becky bowed then walked up to the chair on her right.  A large metal pole was bolted to the floor behind her.  She slipped the leather band of Oscar’s leash off her wrist and attached it to the pole.  She gave him the barest of nods towards her chair.

Oscar pulled her chair out and waited.  She sat down and he helped push it back into place.

Becky motioned for him to come over to her then whispered, “Kneel next to me.”

Oscar looked down and saw a large purple pillow on the ground next to her.  He knelt and waited.

“Place your slave between us then lock his arms,” said Queen Malika.  She kept her gaze forward as she spoke.

Oscar thought he could detect tension as the Queen spoke.

Becky glared at her mother for a second then said, “Oscar, kneel on my other side.”

Oscar scooted the pillow over then knelt.  With his pillow now farther away, the leash pulled on his collar.  It was tight but he was still able to breathe ok, as long as he kept his back straight.

A man wearing a gold collar walked up behind Becky holding a small purple pillow trimmed in gold.  A silver chain was sitting on top.  The man held it out for her.

Becky reluctantly took the chain and attached it to Oscar’s wrist cuffs.  While she was bending over to attach the chains she whispered, “Remember not to say anything unless asked and just go with it.”

Oscar waited silently as Becky restrained his arms behind his back.  ‘What is this about?’ he wondered.

The same man came back, this time holding a large ornate goblet.  He set it down on the table to Malika’s right.   She took the goblet and inspected it then she looked down at Oscar.  “Drink.”

Oscar waited until she pressed the goblet against his lips then took a long drink.  A familiar fruity taste filled his mouth as he drank the Green Goo.  When she pulled it back, he saw that there was another two thirds left in the cup.

Queen Malkia caressed his face then set the goblet back on the table.  She leaned over to Becky and said, “I want to show off your new slave tonight.”

Becky huffed.  “I just got him.  I was hoping to play with him tonight.”

“That will have to wait.”

Becky grumbled then turned to face the crowd.

Queen Malika clapped her hands.  The quartet stopped playing as she rose.  “Everyone.  Thank you for coming and sharing our feast tonight.  We will start serving the first course in a moment.  Please eat and drink and enjoy our music.”

The quartet started playing again as dozens of men dressed in leather harnesses brought trays of food and large pitchers to each table.

When Malika sat back down, she leaned over to Oscar and whispered in his ear.  “I’ve been hearing good things about you.  It would seem that you are gifted in thanking your Mistresses.”

It took every bit of Oscar’s self-control not to say anything.

Malika watched him, seemingly enjoying the facial expressions he was making.

House servants wearing gold collars set plates in front of the Queen then Becky.  The smell was amazing.  As Oscar inhaled deeply, a wave of relaxation and lightheadedness swept over him.  ‘That hit fast,’ he thought.  He noticed that no one started eating until Malkia did.

After a few minutes, Malkia placed her hand on his shoulder and let her fingers caress his neck.  Oscar looked up at Becky, who still refused to look in his direction.  Tension was coming off her in waves.

Oscar closed his eyes and embraced the feeling of Malkia’s touch.  He let out a soft exhale as her fingers grazed the base of his skull.  Her touch felt incredible.  With his eyes closed, he forgot about everyone else and just focused on how she felt.

When she pulled her hand away, he opened his eyes.  A feeling of embarrassment flooded his awareness as he realized that he was starting to get worked up.  With his collar chained to a pole and his hands tied behind his back, his only choice was to sit there and hope that Becky wouldn’t be angry all night.

The music continued to play as everyone ate.  Malkia reached down and began to play with his left nipple.  She was still facing towards the crowd as though she was touching him absentmindedly.  After a minute or two, he started to breathe harder.  She took the goblet and pressed it into his lips again.

Oscar took another large drink of the greenish liquid.  She didn’t stop touching him as he swallowed the goo.

“If you keep that up, he won’t be much good to anyone,” Becky said softly.  Her head remained pointed towards the crowd.

Malkia set the goblet back on the table but didn’t respond.

The waves of lightheadedness became more intense.  Oscar had to fight down the desire to ask her to stop making him drink the stuff.  He was completely erect but sat quietly.

Malkia beckoned to one of the men wearing a gold collar.  She whispered something to him before he walked off.  “Have you reconsidered Jacob?” she said to Becky.

Becky turned towards her and rolled her eyes.  “No.”

“You could take him and keep him as second slave, you know.”

“I don’t like him,” Becky said.

“Yes, but he is the son of Queen Sadu.  She controls the whole of Southern Continent.”

“Can we skip the political maneuvering just for tonight?” Becky asked.

The man with the gold collar came back.  He held out a purple pillow with several items on it.  Malkia glanced at them then nodded to the man.

Two large guards appeared out of nowhere and took ahold of Oscar’s arms.  They lifted him into a standing position then moved him until his back was pressed against the metal pole.

Oscar fought down a momentary feeling of panic.  The goo was coursing through him and forced a feeling of ‘everything is fine.’

The guard closest to him was like an amazon.  She was at least six feet tall and looked very muscular.  She had short cropped blonde hair and surprisingly deep blue eyes.  On a less muscular frame, she would have made a very successful model.

The second guard stepped behind the pole and held his arms.  Oscar made a halfhearted attempt to move but she held him fast.

The blonde woman reached down and began to stroke his cock.  Oscar settled down as pleasure washed over him.  The woman took a set of rings from the purple pillow and attached one around the base of his penis, behind his balls.  She pressed the second ring down over his shaft and pushed it tightly against the first ring.  There were small nobs on the ring behind his balls.  When the nobs made contact with the second ring, they seemed to hold it in place.  The squeezing on his testicles was firm but not painful.

The blonde woman stretched out what looked like a condom on the head of his penis then rolled the material down his shaft before attaching it to the second ring.  She pulled on it, but it remained adhered to his cock.  The large woman then knelt in front of him.  For just a second, he thought she might go down on him.  Instead, she reached towards the plug in his rectum.  She began to twist something and the fullness in his ass began to lesson.  Finally, she pulled the butt plug out completely and handed it to a man with a gold collar around his neck.  When she was done, she pushed him down onto the pillow by Becky’s chair.

Oscar noticed that Becky had not turned to see what was happening to him.  He had to kneel to keep the collar from pulling too tightly on his neck.

There was more movement behind him.  He glanced back to see the second guard attaching chain between his ankle cuffs.  When she was finished, both guards disappeared.

Oscar’s mind was reeling as a new wave of goo hit him.  His breathing was becoming more labored and extremely sexual images flickered across his mind.

Becky turned towards him.  She had a fork in one hand with a piece of roast on it.  She gently pressed the meat against his lips and waited for him to take it.  There was a loving look on her face as she fed him several more bites of dinner.

The house servants brought another round of plates to everyone.  This time the plates were covered in cakes and pastries.  Becky ate her fill then fed Oscar.

A woman walked up towards the throne.  She had a man in his early twenties who followed six paces behind her.  He was wearing a leather harness, short black pants but no collar.

The woman was wearing an incredibly detailed dress that twinkled as she moved.  She looked to be in her early forties and had a perfect hourglass figure.  Her long black hair was arranged in a complicated web that framed her face nicely.  The jeweled necklace she wore would have given Malkia’s steep competition.

“Your Majesty,” said the woman.  Her tone was polite but also sounded like she was used to being the one giving commands.

“Queen Sadu.  You look amazing.  Living in the south agrees with you,” said Malkia.

Sadu bowed slightly.  “Your words are always so lovely, Malkia.”  She snapped her fingers and the man behind her stepped up so that he was even with her shoulder.  “You remember my son, Jacob.”

Malkia inclined her head slightly.  “No collar, I see.  Do the women of the South not know how to take a man?”

Sadu laughed and said, “Oh how I enjoy coming to the more rustic parts of our world.  No, it’s more a matter of a mother’s impossibly high standards, I’m afraid.”

Oscar watched the man’s face.  Even with the green liquid fogging his mind, one word came to mind when he saw this man: ‘douche.’  He was smiling at Becky like a hungry child might smile at a piece of cake.  Oscar glanced towards Becky who sat so rigidly that she seemed to not even be breathing.

“Yes, that I understand.  As you know, I’ve been very protective of my daughter as well.  You would not believe the number of unqualified applicants she’s had since coming of age.”

“That was a couple of years ago, wasn’t it?”  She asked the question innocently but even Oscar could tell there wasn’t much this woman missed.

“Time does fly, Sadu.  What about Jacob?  He finished training almost four years ago, didn’t he?”

Oscar glanced around the hall.  No one was talking or moving.  ‘This is the real show,’ he thought.

“About that.  Your lands are rich in minerals and you have an unequaled manufacturing sector.  My country has vast transportation and distribution networks.  I’ve always thought it was a waste that we couldn’t join forces.  Both of our lands would be better for the partnership.”

Malkia leaned back on her throne.  “But Sadu, what would your partner, Queen Nadick, say if you were to devote your impressive resources towards another land?”

Oscar watched Sadu’s face.  There was no expression there although her words were slightly colder as she said, “News must be slow to travel the vast distances to your land.  Queen Nadick is not with us anymore.  Her daughter Queen Tessa now rules in her stead.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Malkia said.  “Did they ever catch the assassin?  And that poor girl, to lose her mother at such a young age.  What is she now, eight?”

“A terrible loss for us all,” Sadu said.  She lowered her head slightly as she spoke.

“Fortunately, Queen Tessa has trusted advisors.  They’re from your court, aren’t they?” Malkia said.

“Perhaps news is not as slow to arrive as the surroundings would have led me to believe,” Sadu said.

Oscar looked over at Jacob.  The man still had a shit-eating grin on his face.  ‘Is the guy really that stupid?’ he wondered.

“I too have wondered how much better off our two lands would be if we could work together.  The last ships I sent south were attacked by pirates,” Malkia said.

“Truly sad.  I heard of the event.  I am so pleased that your guards were able to fight them off.  They are very formidable.”

“Why thank you.  Perhaps your champions will do better at next year’s competition.”  She paused for a second then added, “I’m always impressed at the creativity of the criminal mind.  Did you know that when my guards interrogated the captain, he had the gall to claim that he was working under your authority?”

Queen Sadu rolled her eyes and let out a derisive huff.  “Pirates.”

Malkia laughed and said, “I know.  What will they try next?”

“When I heard the news, I kept thinking, ‘If only my fleet knew where your ships were traveling,’ we could have cleared the way for you.”

Malkia nodded. “Your fleet is as impressive as my guards are.”

“Why thank you for the compliment.  Perhaps if we could tighten our bond then we would both feel more comfortable working together,” Sadu said.  She spoke as though she was merely expressing a new thought that had come to her.

“Such would be my hope too,” Malkia said.

“In the south we appreciate family.  Those are not ties that come loose so easily,” Sadu said.

“And you with only sons.  It must be a burden to know that there is no one who will take the crown after you depart this world.”

A cold anger passed momentarily on Queen Sadu’s face.  “Yet the bonds of family remain.  I have been thinking that perhaps it’s time for me to consider allowing Jacob to submit to a Mistress.”

“I’m sure it will be a relief for him when the right woman takes him.”

“Yes, I’m sure.  Speaking of that, your daughter is of the age where she might enjoy a slave of her own.”

“Perhaps you have not yet heard.  Becky has taken a slave already.”

“Oh?  I would have thought she would have him next to her.  Is he not feeling well tonight?”  Her words dripped with sarcasm.

Malkia turned towards Oscar and said, “Rise.”  She beckoned for a guard, who came over and helped him to his feet.

The feeling of lightheadedness made him a little unsteady on his feet, but Oscar tried to stand like he owned the place.  He was still partially erect, making his dick look huge.

Queen Sadu said nothing for a second.  Her facial expression remained unchanged but her voice started out a little shaky as she said, “I misunderstood.  I thought you had taken a much younger slave for your...entertainment.”

Oscar glanced at Malkia, who he assumed was only a few years older than he was.

Malkia laughed. “No, no, I have all the slaves I need and then some.  The men here know their place.”

The smile on Jacob’s face dropped off like a ton of bricks.

“That’s...wonderful,” Sadu said.  She smiled at Becky, though the smile didn’t quite make it to her eyes.

“Yes, we’re all very happy for her.  I look forward to the day when word finally makes it to our rustic land that your son has been made a slave,” Malkia said.

“Well…yes,” Sadu said.  “I will let you get back to enjoying your feast.”

“It is a pleasure as always to see you, Queen Sadu.”

Sadu started to walk back to her table then turned and said, “I would enjoy getting to know Becky’s new slave.”

“You know how much we pride ourselves on treating our guests well.  Oscar will be part of tonight’s entertainment.  If you would like a private audience with him afterwards, I’m sure it can be arranged.”

Sadu gave Malkia a half nod then returned to her table.  Jacob seemed very confused but followed her back.

“What does this mean?” he asked in a squeaky whisper as they walked away.

Oscar felt a hand on his shoulder.  When he turned, he saw Malkia pressing down lightly.  He took the hint and went back to kneeling.  He noticed when he glanced at her, the Queen was perspiring.

“Becky, I need a word,” Malkia said.

Becky turned to face her mother.  Her normally peaches and cream complexion was still much more red than normal.  Her eyes were opened wide.  “Mom, no…”

“I don’t like the thought of her touching anything of ours either.  I thought this might happen.   That’s why I was going to make him part of tonight’s entertainment.  Since she has made a formal request, I can’t turn her down.  However, if she doesn’t want him after that, then everyone wins,” Malkia said.

Becky turned to face towards Queen Sadu’s table.  “Anything would be better than having that hag defile my slave.”

Malkia reached over and patted Becky’s arm.  The Queen sat quietly for a few minutes.

‘I wonder what’s going through her mind right now,’ Oscar thought.  Something grazed his nuts.  Oscar looked down in a panic but couldn’t see what it was.  A moment later, the grazing sensation grew into a strong vibration.  He tried to reach down to stop it but was forcefully reminded of the chain holding his arms.  Oscar looked at both Malkia and Becky but neither appeared to notice what was happening to him.  Another wave of Green Goo hit him.  He closed his eyes.  He tried to relax as he remembered Becky saying, “Just go with it.”

Malkia leaned over to Becky and said, “I think I might like a dessert tray.  What do you think, my dear?”

Becky grinned at her mom.  “That sounds delightful.  You know, we’ve never shared a tray before.”

Malkia sat upright and made a small motion with one finger.  A man wearing a golden collar appeared immediately.  He listened to the Queen then disappeared.

Oscar’s hips began to rock back and forth.  ‘No, not here, not like this,’ he mentally pleaded.

Several men carried in a long hourglass shaped table that looked abnormally low to the ground.  It was made of sturdy timbers and had black iron bolted on in several places.  Many large ‘O’ shaped rings on hinges were riveted on each side.  The men placed the table in the center of the hallway, directly in front of the throne table.

The vibrations on his junk stopped, leaving Oscar panting.

Becky turned towards him and winked.  She reached down and unlocked the chains on his wrists and ankles.  “Stand.”

Oscar stood up, uncomfortably aware of the massive boner he was sporting.

Becky stood next to him and unlocked the leash from his collar.  She took his hand and walked him down to the long table.  The crowd was silently watching as they made their way down the three steps.

Becky stopped him when they reached the table.  “Get up on there.  Remember, whatever happens tonight, you’re doing it for me.”  She dropped her voice even lower and said, “I’m not going to let that mean bitch put her mitts on you.”

The light finally came on in Oscar’s mind and he realized that he was going to be given to Queen Sadu as her play toy.  He climbed up on the table and laid down on his back.

Becky secured his wrists on each side of the table above his head.  Queen Malkia walked down and did the same with his legs.

Oscar, now spread eagle on the table, tried to pull free but to no one’s surprise, he was chained securely.

Becky and Malkia stepped back as four men wearing gold collars approached the table holding several silver platters.

Becky’s face appeared over Oscar’s.  “Try to remain as still as you can until I untie you,” she said then she leaned down and kissed him.  The kiss went on for almost a minute before she pulled back.

Something cold touched Oscar’s chest.  He flinched then calmed himself.  A large square of dark chocolate was now resting on his right peck.  The men carefully arranged several more pieces of chocolate and various kinds of fruit on his body.  One man put a small silver bowl of something white and creamy on his stomach.  Thick candles on long candlesticks were lit and placed on either side of his head and in between his legs.

Becky stood over him and picked a strawberry off his abdomen.  She dipped it into the silver bowl and took a bite of it.  She closed her eyes and Oscar could see the way her tongue ran over the fruit, savoring it.

Another hand ran along his left side from his hips up to his chest.  Malkia let her hand explore his chest before she took a piece of chocolate.  She inspected it then took a small bite.  She smiled at Oscar then pressed the chocolate against his nipple and began to rub some of the chocolate onto him.  She leaned down and began to suck the chocolate off.

Another hand reached over and began to twist his right nipple.  Oscar followed the arm with his eyes and saw Becky looking down at him with her mouth slightly open.  She took her other hand and pressed the half-eaten strawberry against his lips.  It tasted as though it had been picked at just the right time.  He licked his lips to get the last of the juice.

Becky leaned down and pressed her lips to his.  She kissed him softly.  The subtle taste of sweetness from the berry enhanced everything.

Both women pulled away at the same time.  Oscar flinched at the sudden loss of connection. 

“Desert is now served,” Malkia said to the crowd as she and Becky made their way back to their chairs.

At first, nothing happened.  Finally, a lone woman walked over to Oscar and casually ran her hand from his knee up to his arm.  She seemed pleased when he quivered at her touch. 

Oscar had to wait until the woman stepped closer to his face before he could see what she looked like.  The woman was tall and blonde with an athlete’s build.  He recognized her immediately.

Margo selected a piece of pineapple and held it up for him to see.  “Suck on this but don’t bite it,” she said as she pressed the fruit against his lips.

Oscar opened his mouth slightly and began to suck on the pineapple.  Margo pulled it out a moment later and put it in her mouth.  She chewed on it for a second then smiled down at him.  In a soft voice she said, “I’m going to fuck you up the ass as soon as this party winds down a little.”  Then she turned and walked back to her seat.

Several women stood up and approached Oscar.  Between all the hands groping him and the way he was tied, he soon gave up on trying to figure out who was doing what.  Instead, he relaxed and tried to remain as still as possible.  With the amount of Green Goo flooding his system, he began to rock his hips as women fondled his junk.  One of the women tried to get the condom thing off his junk but she had no luck, so she contented herself by merely stroking him for a while.

Over the next twenty minutes, more women came over and chose the treat they wanted.  Some played with him while they ate, others just took a treat and left.  The men with silver platters came back one more time to reload him.

As the crowd died down, a strong vibration began on his dick and balls.  The feeling of pleasure washed over him as he closed his eyes and surrendered to the inevitable.

Becky and Malkia came back a few minutes later.  Becky stood by his head.  She looked down at him.  He noticed several bright red patches on her neck and upper chest.  She was chewing on her lower lip.  When their eyes met, he noticed her eyebrows flash upward for the barest second.  She reached down and caressed his face.  Finally, she leaned down and whispered, “I can’t wait to get you back to my room tonight,” then kissed him again.

Queen Malkia was standing down by his hips.  She reached over and held her leather wrist band near his groin.  The vibrations stopped.  There was a jiggling sensation then the squeezing on his nuts suddenly stopped as well.  He could feel her pulling the condom and rings off.  A house servant walked over and took the pieces from her.

‘Oh no, she’s not going to do me right here in front of everyone, is she?’ Oscar wondered.  His sense of panic fought with the forced calm of the Green Goo.

Queen Malkia pulled on his cock so that it was standing straight up.  She leaned down and placed her lips on his head.  The warmth and pressure of her mouth made him moan slightly.  She slowly pressed down and took his penis into her mouth all the way down to the balls.

Oscar leaned up slightly and watched her as she began to move her head up and down over his shlong.  Although he couldn’t see it, he felt her hand squeezing his testicles as she continued to perform oral sex on him.

Motion from behind his head drew his attention.  Becky was moving around under her dress.  She freed one of her breasts then leaned over and let it caress his face.

Oscar laid back and waited until her nipple was pressed lightly against his mouth. 

“Suck on me,” Becky commanded.

Oscar obediently opened his mouth and began to suck on her.  The skin on her breast was incredibly soft as he let his tongue press against her nipple.  He began to suck on her and soon the crowd seemed to disappear.

Pressure was building behind his balls.  The intense pleasure Malkia was giving him and the pleasure he was giving to Becky merged in his mind.  ‘Please fuck me,’ rang through his mind.

Becky pulled back and slowly put her breast back inside her dress.  She leaned closer to his face and whispered, “Think of me.”  Then she turned and strode back to her chair.

Oscar was moaning and could not stop.  He was moments away from orgasm when Malkia stopped.  His body shuddered but he wasn’t able to cum yet.  Several men wearing gold collars walked over and began to undress Malkia.  As her clothing was removed, he saw that she had incredible curves and flawless skin.  Her large breasts and beautiful coloring made her breathtaking to look at.

One man moved the candles away from him while other men helped Malkia climb up on the table.  She crawled up on him but instead of mounting him, she continued to crawl forward until she was able to sit on his chest.

He looked up at the curves of her body and could just barely see her face.  She pressed her junk closer to his face, stopping only when her labia grazed his lips.

Oscar waited for the command he knew was coming.  He couldn’t decide if he wanted to be taken like this in front of everyone or not but either way, he knew what was about to happen and he thought of Becky.

Malkia pressed her hips down slightly further and said in a soft voice, “Thank me.”

Oscar breathed in deeply, letting her scent flow through him before he kissed her lips.  She was already wet, so he let his tongue explore freely.  There was no taste, but she felt warm and wet.  He pressed his tongue in between her lips and was rewarded by a slight moan escaping her.

He worked his way up to her clit and began to work it with his mouth and tongue.  As the rhythm of his sucking and her hips gyrating merged, Queen Malkia began to pant.  She dug her fingers into his scalp.  A few seconds later, her whole body tensed as she climaxed.  Something warm and wet dripped down his cheeks but he kept going until she said, “Stop.”  She continued to breathe hard as several men came over to help her down.

Oscar waited for someone to come over and wipe off his face, but no one came.  As his mind started to calm down, he realized that the entire room was silent.

A few minutes later, men came over and removed the remaining pieces of chocolate and fruit away from the sides of his body.  Oscar recognized the older man in the gold collar as the same one who had brought a pillow over to Malkia earlier.  He took a warm wet towel and began to wash Oscar’s body, although he carefully avoided washing Oscar’s face.

Becky walked down the steps holding a large black gag in her hand.  She pushed it into his mouth then locked it in place.  She grabbed one of the large candlesticks, holding it so that Oscar could see.  Slowly, she tipped it over and let a long line of hot wax drip down on his chest.

Oscar tried to cry out but only accomplished a muffled, “Mmm...”

The wax only hurt for a second as the heat dissipated quickly.  Becky poured the rest of the candle wax over his nipples then took another candle and began to pour it over his body.

Even knowing the futility of it, Oscar tried with all his strength to pull his arms and legs free.

By the time Becky got to the fourth candle, Oscar felt like he was watching himself from a distance.  He continued to cry out but stopped as he began to feel like he was floating.

Becky let the wax cool on his skin.  She felt the wax several times before she pulled out a large hunting knife and began to peel the wax away from his body.  Although it was hard to tell, it seemed to take almost fifteen minutes before she finished.  When she was done, she set the knife down and stepped back without saying anything.

“We’ve received a request,” Malkia announced from her throne.

Becky appeared in his field of view again.  She still looked blotchy.  Her eyes were slightly dilated.  She unlocked his cuffs from the table and helped him into a standing position.  “Stay,” she said as she walked around to the far side of the table.  She motioned to him and took his right arm as soon as he extended it.  Becky took his wrist cuff and padlocked it to one of the rings at the end of the table on her side.  She took his other arm and locked it onto the opposite end of the table.

Oscar was forced to bend at the hip so that his chest rested on the table.

Becky walked around and stopped behind him.  She kicked his legs apart then bent down and locked them to the ‘O’ rings by the legs of the table.  After she checked everything, she turned and walked back to her chair.

Oscar tried to pull up but only managed to convince himself that whatever was about to happen, he would have to go with it.

There were multitudinous murmurs from the crowd as he heard footsteps approaching him.  A hand touched his butt cheeks.  Oscar flinched at first.  He tried to turn his head, but he couldn’t see who was touching him.  Another hand began to caress his ass, between his cheeks.

Whoever it was gripped his balls and began to massage them while their other hand pressed in against his butt hole.  A finger was pushed into him and began to thrust in then pull back.  Lube was poured down his crack then worked into him as the finger continued to penetrate him.

Despite his best efforts, Oscar began to moan in pleasure.  A second finger was pressed into him.  It hurt at first then his sphincter relaxed, and it began to feel good. 

Oscar found himself pushing backwards in time to the finger thrusting into him. Something hard and smooth was pressed against him and slowly worked inside.  It took a little while, but he relaxed and the object inserted itself several inches into his rectum.

As soon as it was fully inserted, he could feel hips touch his as a loud smacking sound echoed around the room.  The object was being thrust into him as though it was a giant cock fucking his ass.

The butt fucking continued for at least ten minutes.  What started as a pleasurable sensation became more intense as a hand began to stroke his cock in rhythm to the pegging.

He felt everything more intensely then realized he was about to climax.  The thought had not even been fully realized when his body tensed then convulsed in orgasm.  Sperm shot everywhere as he struggled to process everything.  When it was over, the object was pulled out of him.  He stayed bent over the table while his muscles spasmed a few more times.

The crowd began to make more noise as dozens of conversations started at once.  The older man wearing the gold collar came by and washed his backside.  Becky reappeared in front of him and unlocked him from the table.  She clipped her leash to his collar and walked him back up towards her seat.  She attached his leash to the pole then pointed towards the pillow. 

Oscar knelt and waited as she chained his arms behind his back again.  She sat back down without removing his gag.

Malkia waited until Becky was sitting again before leaning over to her.  In a whisper she said, “I wanted her to know that if she takes him, his dick has just been in my mouth and his face still bears my scent.  I couldn’t have you do it, as she might like that.  You know how they are in the south.”

Becky gave a curt nod then faced Oscar and said, “You are not to speak.”  She reached over and unlocked the gag.  When she pulled it out, drool flowed down his face.  She grinned then blotted it with her napkin.  She turned and faced the crowd, looking as regal as possible.

Men came and removed the hourglass shaped table.  When the hall was clear, more men walked out and began to dance.  Oscar tried to remain conscious even though every part of him wanted to fall asleep.

Malkia took the goblet and pressed it onto his lips.  “Drink,” she commanded.

Oscar took a large gulp of the fruity liquid.  Even though his head was already spinning, she ordered him to keep drinking until the goblet was empty.  Darkness seemed to be coming in on all sides of his consciousness.  It kept closing in until he passed out.


Chapter 17 – Echoes of the Past

Oscar tried to open is eyes, but they were refusing to cooperate.  Finally, he managed to pry one open, but he had to shut it immediately when the light hit him.  He could feel something soft underneath him as he reached out with his hands.  There was no chain stopping him, so he lifted himself up to a sitting position.  His throat hurt and he felt around his neck.  There was a collar locked onto him and he could feel a chain padlocked to the front loop.

He continued to force his eyes open and started to recognize things around him.  He was laying on a large fluffy rug on the floor by the foot of a huge four post bed.  Light was streaming in from the window.  It looked mid-day.  ‘How did I get here?’ he wondered.

When he saw a large golden picture frame near one side of the bed, he realized that he was back in Becky’s room.  Slowly he raised himself to a standing position.  He looked down at himself, slowly becoming aware that he was naked.

A stirring came from the bed and Becky sat up and looked at him.  She gave him a loving smile and said, “Good morning, handsome.”

Oscar chuckled, confident that he did not look handsome. 

“Do you remember much of last night?” she asked.

Memories flooded back into his mind, and he took a second before answering.  “Some of it.  I remember being tied to a table then it gets a little blurry after that.  I don’t know how I got here.”

Becky giggled softly.  “I’m not surprised.  Mom made you drink that huge thing of goo.  It can make things hard to remember.”

More memories came back to him.  “What happened with Queen Sadu?”

A twinkly appeared in Becky’s eyes a moment before she answered.  “She didn’t touch you if that’s what you’re asking.  After we were done using you as a floor show, she didn’t pursue her request to take you.”

Oscar looked down.

“What is it?”

“You didn’t ask me if I wanted to be made into a floor show,” he said softly.

“Duh, you belong to me.  I’ll use you how I see fit.”

Oscar felt himself nod that he understood.

Becky crawled over closer to him and held eye contact for a long time.  “It’s good for you to be shared with other women.  Look at the plus side, now I don’t have to loan you out as much.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Becky smiled wide.  “Now you’re getting it.”

“So…who pegged me?”

“Does it matter?” Becky asked.

“I suppose not,” Oscar had to agree.

Becky sat on the edge of her bed.  “Do you still want to go to the lake with me?”

“That sounds fun,” Oscar said.

“Good.  Let’s get Sam to pack us a picnic lunch and we’ll go and spend the rest of the day just playing.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Let me take a quick shower and I’ll be ready to go.”

Oscar finished his shower quickly and found Becky speaking in hushed tones with the blonde woman who had been brushing her hair last night.  Becky did not look happy. The other woman made her exit as Oscar approached.

“The lake will have to wait.  Mom just sent word that we’re to meet her in the main hall.”  She unlocked the chain from his neck and said, “You may wear clothes.”  She pointed to the bottom drawer of her dresser.

Oscar fetched his clothing and quickly dressed himself.  After being kept naked so much, the clothing felt strange.  He walked with her in silence until they were inside the main hall.  Queen Malkia was sitting on her throne, talking with the Seer.

“What’s up?” Becky said as she stopped in front of her mom.

“Becky, the Seer has something to say that will affect everyone.”

All eyes turned towards the old woman.  “I have seen a great ship coming from beyond the sky.  It is commanded by a man.”

Oscar felt his blood turn cold.  In all the excitement of the last few weeks, he had totally forgotten about a rescue ship.

Becky turned towards him and squeezed his arm.  “Have you seen when it will arrive?” she asked.

“Soon,” said the old woman.

Becky stepped so close to Oscar that their sides touched.  “Do you have a way of contacting them?” she asked.  Her voice quivered at first.

The memories seemed like they were from another life as Oscar tried to recall.  “Yes, Mistress.  I can launch an orbital surveillance drone.  It will allow me to see ships once they get into range and I can send messages out even further.”  He reached up and pressed the subdermal sensor on his earlobe.  As soon as he heard the tone, he said, “Launch drone one.”

Queen Malkia looked at him as though he had lost his mind.  She stopped however, when the Seer said, “Your Majesty, I see a small craft racing up to the stars.”  Malkia looked at Oscar again, this time however she stared at him in awe.  “Can your drone look down on our planet as well as look out?”

Oscar nodded.  “From its position, I can see everything for a thousand miles in every direction.”  His eyes lost focus for a moment then he continued. “Your Majesty, I can detect their Ident signal.  They haven’t yet tried to communicate with me, but they are half a light year away.  At their current speed, they should be here in just a few days.”

“Good.  Then we have time to prepare,” Malkia said.

Oscar glanced at the Seer, who glared at him.  He whispered to Becky, “May I speak freely?”

Becky’s eyes were wide.  She stuttered as she said, “Yes, speak freely.”

“Your Majesty, when I first came here you mentioned that your planet had been visited by others before.  May I ask you about it?”

Queen Malkia did a double take then said, “Your Mistress has allowed it and I will listen.”

“My world is governed by laws.  When your world was first visited, did the explorers grant your world a status?”

Malkia whispered with her Seer for a few seconds then said, “They came when I was a girl.  My mother, Queen Malikai, told me about it.  There were some trade negotiations discussed but nothing came of it.”  She motioned with her index finger and the Captain of the Guard appeared out of nowhere.  “Get Mistress Jonas.  Tell her to bring all records from the landing during Malikia’s rule.” 

Malkia contemplated Oscar for a moment then said, “What should we expect from this arrival?”

“I don’t know, Majesty.  The ship identifies as Dreadnought Class.  It is capable of extremely long ranges and is heavily armed.”

“He speaks the truth,” said the Seer.

Malkia sat up straight and said, “You mean that they may attack us?”

“I don’t think that is likely, but they would have the means to do it.  Your planet is not a threat to the Terran System so there is no reason for them to attack.”

Malkia seemed to relax a bit.  She looked over at Becky, whose face looked pale.  “No need to worry, daughter.  We will handle this as we would any other matter.”

Becky nodded but said nothing.  She squeezed Oscar’s arm even tighter.  She looked up at him, her green eyes had an intensity he had not seen before.  “Would you want to leave?”

All eyes turned towards him as he thought about the answer.  “No. I’ve never been as happy as I have been with you.”

Becky smiled at him.  Her whole body relaxed.

“But I may not have a choice,” he finished.

“They would force you to return?”

Oscar looked down as he answered, “The ship that brought me here wasn’t mine to take.”

Becky’s mouth slowly opened but no words came out.

Malkia glanced at the Seer, who nodded.

The hall doors opened, and a woman hurried in.  She was older and wearing a simple black dress.  In her hands were several bundles of paper.  She stopped in front of the Queen and tried to catch her breath.

“Mistress Jonas.  What do we know about the landing?”

The older woman cleared her throat and said, “We were visited thirty years ago.  The men were from another world and only stayed a few weeks.  They were not amenable to training so they were expelled from our world.”  She held out several of the papers.  A guard appeared from nowhere and took the papers. After glancing at them, she handed them forward to the Queen.

Malkia looked through them then held them out for Oscar.  He stepped up and took the papers.  Glancing through them, he stopped on one that bore the signature of Queen Malikia.  He read through it carefully then looked back up.  “Your Majesty, the crew that visited your world were explorers from a Terran System planet called Mars.  They formally recognized your world but only extended a trade offer.  This means that although your world is considered a sovereign planet, it has no treaties in place.  However, my world would have to follow your laws while they are here.”

Malkia considered his words.  “A man is not capable of theft on our world as he has no legal standing.  Therefore, anything that you have done outside our world would be of no importance here.”

Becky let out a long sigh but continued to hold onto his arm.

“If we refused to allow you to return home at this time, would they try and take you by force?” Malkia asked.

“I believe so,” Oscar said in a soft voice.

“Very well.  I will take this under consideration.  That is all.”

Becky started to say something then stopped.  She pinched his arm then turned and walked towards the doors.  Oscar followed her as she left.

They walked back to her room in silence.  Once the bedroom door was closed, Becky sat on the side of her bed.  She looked at Oscar then said, “Don’t think this changes anything.”

Oscar stared at her.

“Strip and chain yourself.”

Oscar obediently disrobed and locked the wall chain to his collar.  When he was done, Becky pointed to a space on the bed next to her.  As soon as he was seated, she reached over and began to fondle him.

Oscar closed his eyes and let the feeling of her wash over him.

“Why did you steal a ship?”

He thought about it for a second then said, “Do you remember telling me about unowned males and how they thought that by living on their own they were experiencing freedom?”

Becky nodded.

“My world can be stifling.  There are many laws and rules.  I thought that if I could go somewhere different then I could be free.”

Becky chuckled.  “How’d that work out for you?”

He held eye contact with her as he said, “Better than I could have ever hoped for.”

She smiled at him.  “Do you want to go back?”

“No.”

Becky seemed to look inward for a time then she said, “Whatever else you can say about Mom, she can be clever.  Let’s see what happens.”

“Thank you,” Oscar said.

Becky punched him in the shoulder then said, “That isn’t how you thank your Mistress.”  The twinkle in her eyes came back as she said it.

The next few days passed quickly even though Oscar’s mind kept going back to what would happen when the Terran ship arrived.


Chapter 18 - Terrans

Oscar stepped out of the shower and began to dry himself when he heard a commotion by Becky’s door.  He toweled off quickly and walked into the main room wearing only his collar and attached chain.  A large guard was talking to Becky.  “The Queen has requested your presence in the main hall,” she said then turned and left.

“Well, it’s here,” Becky said.  Her face had grown suddenly pale.

“They’re going to want to see me,” Oscar said.

Becky walked over to him and stood barely inches away.  She reached up and pulled on the chain locked to his collar.  Once his head was bent down, she pressed her lips up to his and kissed him. 

Oscar let the sensation of her kiss wash through him.  For just those few seconds, the rescue ship did not exist, and nothing could ever come between him and his Mistress.

Becky pulled back and stood up straight.  “You belong to me.  No space man is going to take you away from me.”

Oscar smiled down at her.  “That won’t change even if I have to go for a time.”

Becky pinched his arm and said, “Get dressed.”  She unlocked the chain from his neck and made a ‘shoo’ motion with her fingers.  She stared at his ass as he walked over to the dresser.

Oscar pulled on his pants and shirt then stood next to her.  “Ready when you are.”

They walked hand in hand towards the main hall.  Dozens of guards were stationed outside the doors.  Other people dressed in Terran military clothing stood in a small group to one side.  Each had a sidearm.  Each carried the insignia of special forces.

The main doors opened as Becky approached.  More guards were stationed along the hall, each holding a long spear.  Two Terran military officers were standing in front of Queen Malkia’s throne, although it was empty.  Neither of the two officers had any visible weapons.

Becky glanced at Oscar then continued to walk until she was standing in front of the throne.

The shorter of the two officers wore a Captain’s Insignia.  He looked over at Oscar and nodded.  “Professor McGlath?” he asked.

It took Oscar a few moments to remember that name.  It seemed like a lifetime ago that he went by that title.  “Yes.”

“Good God, man.  What is that around your neck?” asked the second officer.  He wore an insignia showing he was with Terran Military Intelligence.

Oscar’s hand went up to his collar.  “It’s a symbol to show that I belong to this lovely lady right here.”

“Sir.  Are you being held here against your will?” growled the captain.

Oscar shook his head and said, “No.”

“Professor McGlath, I’m Lieutenant Colonel Black from TMI.  We destroyed the kidnappers who stole the Rotan and kidnapped you.  It wasn’t until we located the Rotan a few weeks ago that we figured out what had happened to you.  We’ve located your escape pod and have already docked it with our ship, the Relentless.”

The side door opened, and more guards came streaming in.  They formed a half circle behind the two officers.  Queen Malkia walked in with the Captain of the Guard right behind her.  All talking stopped as she made her way to the throne.  An old woman stepped up behind her and waited silently.

Malkia looked down at the men.  She was wearing a deep green dress with a low-cut top.  Her jeweled necklace twinkled as she moved.  “Introduce yourselves,” she said.

The shorter man took one step forward and said, “I am Captain Tran of the Battle Cruiser Relentless.  We are in a stationary orbit over your city.  I represent the Terran System.  This is Lieutenant Colonel Black.”

“I am Queen Malkia.  What brings you to my land?”

Tran cleared his throat before he spoke.  “We have come to retrieve a citizen of Terran.”  He looked over at Oscar for a second then said, “Professor McGlath.  He disappeared a few years ago along with the research vessel, Rotan.  We only recently discovered the Rotan’s location and were able to determine what happened to the Professor.”

The old woman next to Malkia took a step closer to her and whispered, “There’s more they are not telling us.”

Malkia looked as though she had not heard her.  “I see that your people have sent a military vessel and armed troops.  Is it your intention to engage in violence?”  Her tone was even, and she gave no sign of any emotion.

Tran took a second before answering.  “My orders are simply to return the Professor to Terra.  Since there was a kidnapping and theft of a vessel we came prepared for the unknown.”

“Prudent,” Malkia said.  “While you are here, you are expected to follow our laws.  No one is allowed to bring weapons into my home without permission.  You will tell your fighters outside to disarm or they will be disarmed.”

Tran glanced at the women holding spears and chuckled.  Black placed a hand on the captain’s shoulder and stepped in front of him.  “Of course, we will honor your laws.  If we are allowed to take the Professor with us, we can be gone immediately.”

Queen Malkia made the tiniest of motions with her index finger.  A few seconds later, the huge guard behind her approached and whispered, “They have been disarmed.”

Tran pressed his left earlobe.  A second later, his expression turned from barely hidden arrogance to one of rage.  He turned towards Black and said, “I’m not getting a response from Lieutenant Green.”

Malkia watched the man then said, “You will not dictate to me what I will or will not do in my own castle.  Your men have been incapacitated but are still living.  If you or your men bring weapons into my castle without permission in the future, you will have to answer for your actions.”

Tran pressed his left earlobe again.

“More ships are descending from the dreadnought,” said the old woman.

Tran did a double take as he heard the words.  “Those ships are cloaked.  How do you know that?”

“Captain, please instruct your troops to return to the ship,” Black said.  He turned to face the Queen and said, “Your Majesty, let us pull back from this course of action.”

Malkia looked over at her seer.  The old woman nodded at her after a couple of minutes.  “My world is peaceful.  We will not seek out a fight with your people nor will we allow men to come to our world and flaunt our laws.”

Black bowed.  “You are wise.  It is our custom to bring an armed escort whenever high-ranking members of our military are planet side.”

“We have watched Oscar while he had been with us and found him to be honorable.  Do nothing to change our opinion of your people,” Malkia said.

“It is our intent to follow your laws.  You know our desire is to return the Professor…” he stopped momentarily then continued, “…Oscar back home.”

Malkia glanced at Oscar then said, “Oscar now belongs to Princess Becky.  He is not free to go until she releases him.”

Black swallowed hard.  “What do you mean that he belongs to her?”

“Oscar has agreed to be her slave,” she said.  There was an implicit air of something important in her words.

Black’s eyes flickered back and forth as he processed what she said.  “On our world, people are not allowed to own one another.”

“You are not on your world,” Malkia said kindly.

“Perhaps we could come to an arrangement,” Black said.

‘He can pivot on a dime,’ Oscar thought.  Motion caught his eye and he saw Tran undo the bottom button on his dress blouse.

“The short man is considering pulling a weapon,” said the Seer.

The Captain of the Guard flew down from the throne and was on the man before he could react.  Her hands moved so fast that they were a blur.  She stepped back, holding a small black pistol.

“Good of you to surrender your weapon, Captain.  Anything else you wish to surrender at this time?” she asked, looking at Black.

The taller man smiled and said, “Yes, Majesty.  It is our custom that officers carry sidearms as well.”

Malkia looked like she was seeing through the man and said, “You have my permission to retain your weapon so long as it remains in its scabbard.”

Black nodded and kept his hands at his sides.  Although he was clearly trying to hide it, he was reappraising her.  “I know that when contact was first made with your planet, we formally acknowledged your people, but no trade nor diplomatic treaties were signed.  Would you consider entering into a treaty with the Terran system?  It may help us resolve the current situation more easily.”

Malkia sat back and considered his words.  “Trade between our worlds could indeed be fruitful.  Have you brought an ambassador with you?”

Black looked shocked but he recovered immediately.  “No, Your Majesty.  When we set out to retrieve our lost citizen, we had not anticipated that need.”

A frown slowly appeared on Malkia’s face.  “That will make negotiations difficult.  I propose that we appoint Oscar as ambassador to your world.  Do you have the power to accomplish that?”

Black blinked several times.  “I will need to return to my ship so that I may contact Home World.”

“Very well.  Contact us when a decision has been made.”  She stood up and walked out of the room.

Black stepped over to Tran, who was holding his wrist.  “Captain, will you and your men please accompany me.”

Becky waited until the men were gone before she spoke.  Her pale complexion had been replaced by red blotches.  “Is that what men are like on your planet?”

“Some of them.  The military forces are used to telling everyone else what to do,” Oscar said.

“They need training,” Becky said as she looked back towards the golden doors.

Oscar chuckled.

Queen Malkia motioned to Becky then strode back into the throne room.  She took her seat with the Seer next to her.

Once everyone was seated, she said, “Oscar of Terran, you may speak freely.”

“Your Majesty.  Their ship has the ability to destroy your city from orbit.”

“The Seer has already informed me.  We will not be dominated by men regardless of what kind of a ship they have.”

Becky gave his arm a squeeze.

“If it comes down to it, I would rather return home than see any of you hurt,” Oscar said.

Malkia looked at him, but he couldn’t make out what she was thinking.  “Let’s not be hasty.  We will know shortly whether these men can be negotiated with or whether they will attack.  Becky, return to your room.  I may need to summon you with little notice.”  She motioned to the huge guard and told her, “See that extra guards are positioned in case they try to take him by force.”

When they were back in Becky’s room, Oscar undressed and locked the chain to his collar.

“Do you think they would really start a war with us?” she asked.

“I don’t think so.  The Terran System has been fighting with pirates for a long time.  The last thing they need is another fight.”

She beckoned to him and pointed to a spot in front of her.  As soon as he came over, she reached out and began to fondle him.  “We’ll know soon enough,” she said as she began to stroke his cock.  “Too bad Mom said we might be summoned at any time.  I kinda feel like beating you right now.”  Instead, she leaned down and took his manhood in her mouth.

Intense waves of pleasure swept threw him as Becky continued to suck on his dick.

A knock on the door caused her to look up suddenly.  She walked over to the door and whispered fervently to the large guard outside.  When the door closed, she walked over to Oscar and smacked his penis.  It rocked back and forth like a metronome.  She giggled then said, “That was quick.  We have to go back to the main hall.”

Oscar dressed himself and waited for Becky to unlock the chain. 

She gave him a quick hug and the two walked quickly back to Queen Malkia.  Castle guards were still everywhere but no Terran forces could be seen.

When they stopped in front of the throne, Black was standing there alone.  He was holding a small silver tablet.

They all waited until Malkia had retaken her throne.  She stared at Black but waited before she said, “What has your world decided?”

“I have a secure terminal, so that Home World may communicate with you directly.  May I set it up for you?”

The old woman looked into him but remained quiet.

Malkia made a small motion with her finger and another guard brought over a table.  She set it in front of Black then stepped away.

A face appeared on the tablet.  “Greetings from the Terran Home World,” said the man.  “I am Ambassador Greer.”

A polite smile appeared on Malkia’s face.  “Are you aware of the situation here, Ambassador?”

“Yes, I have been briefed.”

“Your world has sent a warship that is now in orbit over my city.”

“Yes…about that.  I can see that we started off on the wrong foot.  Would you be willing to consider it a misunderstanding that we could put behind us?”

Malkia relaxed a little.  “Yes.  We’ve had experience with someone of your world and we recognize that our cultures are different.  Perhaps both will benefit from learning more of one another’s ways.”

The man on the screen allowed a wide smile to appear on his face.  “Professor McGlath is there with you, is he not?”

Malkia inclined her head.

“May I see him?”

She gestured to Oscar, who stepped in front of the tablet.

“Good to see you, Professor.  Queen Malkia, would you permit me to speak with Professor McGlath, privately?”

“Yes.  There is a small room off the main hall.”  She nodded towards the Captain of the Guard.  Two large women dressed in armor picked up the terminal and escorted Oscar out of the hall.

“Are they treating you well?” asked Greer.

Oscar nodded and said, “Yes, Ambassador.  I am not being held here against my will.”

“Those women just laid out five of Captain Tran’s elite guard and disarmed the Captain.  You can appreciate my position.”

Oscar nodded.  “Is this world officially considered sovereign?”

The ambassador blinked a few times then said, “Yes.  It was officially recognized when contact was first made.  Have you shared any technology with them?”  There was an edge on the man’s voice that didn’t take a Seer to decode.

“No.”

“If only I could be sure of that.”

Oscar thought about this for a second then said, “I have kept a log of my time here.  Would that help?”

The man’s eyebrows threatened to disappear into his scalp.  “Possibly.”

Oscar reached down and placed his thumb on the small square outlined on the screen.  Although the download was painless, he felt somehow violated that this man was going to be able to read through his private entries.

“Understood,” said the man on the screen.

“Don’t you want to take more time to read them?” Oscar asked.

“I’m a series eight AI.  I was able to absorb your entries already.”

“Series eight?  They had only released series six when I left.”

The man smiled.  “You’ve been gone awhile, Professor.  I know what I need to know.  Please take me back to Queen Malkia.”

Oscar brought the tablet back and set it on the table in front of Queen Malkia.

“Your Majesty, we have considered your request to establish Professor McGlath as official ambassador to your planet.  It is our decision that no person would be better suited to serve in that capacity.”

Becky visibly relaxed.

“Does that mean that he will be required to return to his home world?” Malkia asked.

“Well, there is a small matter that we will need to resolve first.  When the Professor left our world, he took an experimental ship with him.  Unfortunately, he did not submit the required paperwork prior to leaving.  On our world, he would have to stand judgment for that action.”

Malkia leaned forward on her throne but waited for the ambassador to continue.  There was a long silence before the man started speaking again.

“We had a trial in his absence, and he was found guilty.  Sentence, however, was postponed until he could be located.  It appears that events outside of his control prevented him from returning home and that will be considered.”  The face on the screen suddenly froze.  It started moving a few seconds later.  “A formal tribunal has been called and has reached a decision on his punishment.  It is the order of the court that he be banished from the Terran System.  However, if his duties as Ambassador require a return trip then he will, of course, be granted diplomatic immunity during his time on Home World.”

Oscar felt his shoulders relax and he started to breathe normally again.

“Very well, Ambassador.  We accept your decision.  Perhaps in time, both of our worlds can come to understand one another.”

“Well put, Your Majesty.  I’ll instruct Black to leave this terminal on your world so that if need arises, your ambassador can contact us.  Unless there is something more, I’ll excuse myself until I am needed again.” 

“Our ambassador will be in touch,” Malkia said just before the screen went dark.

“Your Majesty, may I speak to Professor McGlath before I go?” asked Black.

Malkia rose then said, “He belongs to Becky.  You may ask her for permission if you wish.”  Without looking back, Malkia walked out.

“You may speak with him if you choose.”  She winked at Oscar and said, “Come back to my room as soon as you’re done.”

Oscar walked out with Black and led him to a quiet hallway.

Anger sprung out on Black’s face before he spoke.  “I know all about you, Professor.  You and your little group always complaining about freedom.  Well now, you’ve done it.  You’re banished from your own world.  Happy now?”

A broad smile broke out on Oscar’s face, and he made no attempt to hide it.  “Absolutely.”
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