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Prolog

Emma Knox is a private investigator employed by and living with an attorney, Larry Holman. They were hired to investigate the murder of Jon Salton, a pilot, married to Emma’s sister, Karma. Their investigation  led them to two new companies, Acme Industries and Superior Products. Both companies were formed at the same time in the Cayman Islands and the FBI is investigating Acme for suspicion of money laundering. They identified the killer hired by Acme. They continued the investigation of Superior to determine their involvement.

Part 1 is in Too Late for Caution by Alan Horn

Emma and Karma are in Emma’s car when it is stopped by fake police. They awake in a compound in a warm climate. Their captor, the secret leader of a drug cartel is, publicly a successful business leader and philanthropist. He is concerned that Emma’s investigation may expose him. Karma was collateral damage but is a useful chattel.

Part 2 is in No Escape by Alan Horn

Both girls are collared and ringed by their captor. They do not learn his name of anything about him save that he regards them as his property and keeps them chained. Both girls learn the pleasures and pains of slave girls. He questions Emma about her actions and motivations in her investigation of Superior Products. Karma is put in the private brothel he keeps for his employees/minions.  


Part 3 of Emma & Karma: The Best Course

Climax

He lay me down on my back. I arched my back and drew my cuffed wrists up to the small of my back, ready for him to penetrate me. I relaxed as he gently pushed my chained ankles up on either side of my ass. I shivered as the cold, bumpy chain slid into contact with both cheeks. He knelt between my legs and smiled as he softly pushed my knees apart. I felt my labia pull apart and cool air flow into my most private area. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and also afraid to fight him.

He spoke softly, ”Indulge me, keep your knees spread wide, so I have easy access to your clit and I can see clearly what gives you the greatest pleasure.”

His fingers pushed my dewy folds further apart and he bent closer. His fingers started moving fast and I shot into the stratosphere. I gasped and my legs shook. I had no idea what he was doing to me. I had climaxed before, but never like this. All I could tell was that my skin was tingling and I could feel it deep in my body. Ribbons of pleasure raced across my skin reaching deep into me, down to my core. My nipples grew hard and ached for his touch and I felt charged, full to brim with energy, afraid I would shoot arcs into the room.

Without a thought, my back arched, pushing hard into his hand, reacting by itself while I tried to understand what was happening to me. I was so full of joy all conscious thought was smothered. My body was acting on its own, racing toward a goal I had never experienced. It was the first time I had felt close to God. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensations.


Chapter 7 : The Idea

I missed my sister, Karma. Jaime, our jailor, had taken her away over a week ago. Even in this sterile place we would snuggle just for human contact and talk about our dreams and what we would do if we ever got out.  We had been here so long that rescue was unlikely. The world is a big place and as far as we knew no one from outside had seen us or knew we were here.

I was sure Larry was doing his best but I knew the man behind my kidnapping was wealthy beyond billions and had a lifetime of practice hiding in the shadows. From the climate I assumed we were in a jungle and the predominant language was Spanish so it must be South America somewhere.

I woke here several weeks ago in a bare cell, naked, with a steel collar on my neck, steel cuffs on my wrists and ankles, chained to a wall with a long chain. When I moved, I found my captors had pierced me and put rings in my nose, nipples, and labia. I was angry and demeaned and wanted vengeance.

Women’s liberation is unknown here. Every female I have seen is collared with steel cuffs on her limbs. Some are ringed like Karma and I, but not all. Whim or purpose? I have not been allowed to converse with any of them so I have no way of knowing. Jaime is my only contact with the outside world and he refuses to answer most questions.

I’m ashamed at how easily I have been conditioned, even knowing what they are doing. I know I’m not just a captive. I’m being trained to be a slave girl. My taciturn trainers reward obedience, grace and good performance with praise and punish laziness, inattentiveness, and clumsiness with the whips they all carry and they don’t talk to me beyond the necessary commands. Resistance has proven only that I’m helpless and can easily be made to obey with a little pain. They are careful not to harm me, but they punish the slightest resistance and are skilled at causing  significant pain.

My chains prevent effective resistance but don’t prevent me from practicing any of the required slave poses. Simple words of praise are effective in encouraging me to try ever harder to please.

Women’s jewelry has always included chains. Their flowing lines are beautiful to behold.  It only takes a tiny adjustment of attitude to make the ones restraining me assume the role of beautiful adornments. Now that I have become resigned to them, I modify my movements to enhance my grace, much as I have used a corset to enhance my body. Men admire how I look in them and I have become surprisingly pleased with their praise.

Jaime always brings me my meals. Security is airtight. My arms are almost always locked behind me and lately I have to wear a chain connecting my ankles.  Perforce I have to eat either from Jaime’s hand or a bowl on the floor. Usually I ask him to fuck me after my meal and usually he agrees. I was not promiscuous before this place, but I have learned to take any pleasure I can get, and he is quite skilled. He is never in a hurry and enjoys foreplay, usually giving me a climax to warm me up before he takes me. He is always kind to me and provides all the company I get when Karma is taken elsewhere. He is the keeper of my keys and is responsible for applying or removing my chains but his orders come from on high. He’s my friend and the source of any information I get.

Humans are social creatures. The lack of human communication is a heavy punishment. I often wondered if it was a way to loosen my tongue in my interrogations.

The interrogations began when Karma was taken away. Every two or three days I am taken into a magnificent office and fixed in place to await my owner. I’m strictly fixed in place, unable to move. Sometimes I am hung by my wrists and my feet fixed to widely spaced anchorages on the floor. Several other positions are used and they all have the same characteristics: I can’t move, I hurt from my stretched body, and My legs and bottom are wide open targets for the whip Jin, his house slave, he uses to correct any lies, omissions, or impudent speech. He lets me wait before he comes in with Jin , asks questions, then lets me hang again for an hour or so before Jaime takes me back to my cell. Usually a slave, Val, takes me to another room and either exercises me or gives me lessons on slave positions and etiquette.

The bars on my cell are perfectly adequate to restrain me. The chains on my body are to shame me and make me more dependent on others. My captor has told me that I’m insufficiently submissive and far too outspoken for his taste and he intends to teach me to be a better woman. It’s working. I’m thoroughly tamed. I wouldn’t dare disobey any order.

Before she was taken elsewhere, Karma and I came up with an idea that would return me to Larry and let her stay here, which, for reasons I don’t understand, she likes. When Jaime took Karma, we asked him to tell his boss we had an idea that would benefit him. A week passed with no contact. I asked Jaime about it every day and his response was always, “He knows. No more questions.”

I hadn’t been in the office in Port Townsend for eight days and woke feeling ignored. It was a good idea and I was sure we could find a way to make it work, if only I could talk to him. Jaime came to feed me and I was sure he would let Val have me, but he surprised me. After I ate, I asked him to please fuck me as was our custom.

He said, “Not now. Have to get you ready.”

“What’s happening?”

“He wants to see you.” He unlocked the chain from my collar and clipped a leash on my nose ring. He led me into the big house, into a large, modern bathroom and removed the leash. Two girls, naked, collared, in leg irons, but with free hands took my arms and led me to a bathtub, large enough I could stretch out underwater. They bathed and dried me, misted me with perfume, dried, trimmed, combed, and styled my hair, and made up my face. They put my heels back on. The final touch was a liquid rouge they painted on my nipples and nether lips. I don’t normally use makeup, but when they showed me my face in a mirror, I decided I should start. I was still a naked, collared slave, but my face looked fabulous. I turned to the girl who did my makeup and said, “Thank you. This is excellent. Maybe you could teach me how to do this sometime?”

I don’t think she understood my words, but she smiled broadly and said “Gracias”

They opened the door and Jaime came in, “You look why the riot started. You’re gorgeous. I wouldn’t let you go, but maybe he will consider aspects beyond the physical. Be demure, and gracious.”

We had not told Jaime our idea, but it was clear he knew it. I had always assumed we were under surveillance and this confirmed it. He out the leash back on my nose ring and led me to the office. It was a repeat of my first time. When he was done, I was hanging from my arms, feet slightly forward and stretched wide. He had left my shoes on and raised them a couple of inches off the floor. For variety I was lined up with the left half of the enormous desk, instead of the center.

Jaime went away for an hour and when he returned, he was leading a similarly spruced up and chained Karma on a leash. He fixed her like me on the right side of the desk. Neither of us said anything.

Around here a girl didn’t speak when a master was in the room without getting permission.

We were quiet until he left us alone, “Karma, how are you? Where have you been?”

“Good. In a brothel. I’m quite a good whore, it seems.  What about you?”

“I’d rather have been with you. No change for me. A regular diet of interrogations and training by Val. What was it like?“

“One big room with twenty naked women. All of us had our collars fastened to the wall by a long chain. We had privacy curtains we could close if the man wanted it, we get anywhere from a couple of johns a day to a dozen. Once you learn how to stoke their egos and make them think you love them, it is easy. Some of them bring bits of chocolate as gifts. It’s a little boring, like a husband who’s happy with a hamburger for every meal. On the bright side, our hands and arms are free and we can use utensils to eat with.”

“You sound like you’re happy there.”

“Yeah, I guess I am. It’s a simple life. Lots of girls to talk with and plenty of sex.  There are only three white girls there, and we’re popular. Never an idle moment. Our conversations are usually about the men. Recipes, clothes, and jobs are out and we never know anything about the outside, so we focus on men and sex. The men are mostly happy with the usual positions, and all three of our holes get used, a lot.”

“Has it changed you?”

“Well, I found out I climax more often when they use my bottom.”

“Really. Is that sort of thing discussed with the other girls?”

“Of course. I think we spend half our time on technique and the other half on our clients.”

“Do you get to choose how he takes you?”

“He always chooses, but we can influence, just like at home.  It’s a matter of how we build up his ego and what we suggest with our bodies. It often works out that we both get pleasure. I think if any of us were in New York or LA, we’d be high-priced call girls and very busy. We’ve learned to make our clients incredibly happy.”

“Do you want to do that if you get out of here?”

“Not going to happen, but if it happens, yes, I’d try it. I like being a whore. I’d like to keep the chain and the rings, they’re exciting and more than a little erotic. I’d also like shopping and nice clothes and it’s an ego-boost to have men trying to get you into bed. Here, we’re trivialized as just easy lays. That’s the story of my life. What about you?”

“About the same as when you got promoted.”

“You call going from a captive to a whore a promotion?”

“I think I’m being trained to be a slave, so, yes, I guess your life sounds like an improvement. I sit in my cell, alone for hours with nothing to do. Every couple of days “He” brings me in here and interrogates me about the work Larry and I did, trying to find Jon’s killer. Then I’m taken back to my cell. Sometimes Val takes me out to exercise with other girls or lectures me on how to be a good slave. I am proficient now with six different slave positions and how to gracefully move between them. I know to address free men and women as Master and Mistress. I know I’m not allowed to use furniture or to talk without permission. I can mix and serve drinks with my hands locked behind me. I’m a professional slave girl. Like you, I’ve been tattooed with my slave ID number and chipped. I’m ready for sale. You have work you like and provide a useful service to Master. Your future is clear while mine is blank.”

OK, I was a little bitter. My sister was enjoying this situation a lot more than me, not that I begrudge her some pleasure, but I still felt cheated. I was always the serious one and she played.

“Don’t be so negative, Emma. We’re probably here because Master wants to hear about our idea. We’re never here together. Chin up girl.”

“I hope you’re right. It’s probably my only hope to go home.”

I changed the subject. “Does Jaime visit you often?”

“Oh yes. A couple of times a week. He’s raised my status with the other girls. They know he’s a big shot and not just a worker like most of the other men. The first time he visited me the girls were agog with questions after he left. He didn’t close the privacy curtain so they all saw how he made sure I climaxed before he took me. They were quite impressed that he made sure I was satisfied before taking his pleasure. I’ve since learned how unique that is in there.”

The door opened and Master and Jin, his personal slave, I guess, came in. Jin was always with her Master and she handled most of our correction . He had but to raise a finger and she would lace into us. She was outfitted with a collar, wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs joined by a short chain, high heels, and rings in all the places we had them. Her only difference from us was that she was unbound and her arms were not locked.

What would it be like to be her? Was she locked up at night or did she share his bed? This place was huge, there must be additional servants to cook and clean. They must be slaves like her or they’d tell tales when they went home. Whatever, her hands were free, it must be better to be her than me. I’d rather cook and clean for him and sleep on a soft bed than be chained in my concrete cell.

He sat behind his huge desk and Jin came to stand beside me, cane in hand.

He regarded us for a long moment. Finally, he said,  “Jaime tells me you want to talk to me and I might find it  beneficial. So go ahead.”

Karma and I glanced at each other. She inclined her head just enough for me to notice. I knew Jin would stripe us good if he didn’t find our idea worth listening to.

Be confident and keep it simple. 

“Master, thank you for listening to us. I understand you are concerned that my investigation into Jon Salton’s death may have exposed your interests to unwanted official scrutiny. I don’t believe it had when I was captured. I don’t know what Larry has discovered since I left, but I imagine he has focused on finding me. I can only believe that he thinks Superior Products is involved with my disappearance…”

Master raised a hand to interrupt me and said, “Why do you believe that?”

“Master, by the time I was taken we had only identified four  entities of interest to the investigation, Acme Industries, Superior products, Black Rock, and Mr. Liguono, who we believed was the contract assassin. We had decided that Acme was probably the instigator since Jon Salton was reporting on them to the FBI. We also decided that Black Rock was an uninvolved contractor for your legitimate flight operations and the FBI and we believed Liguono was the hit man. Liguono was killed in a battle with the local Sheriff. That only left Superior Products. When I was taken Larry was looking for a connection between Acme and Superior. My disappearance would have convinced him there was a linkage.” I stopped talking and waited for him.

Master said, “OK, go on.”

“He’s still working on Superior, isn’t he?”

“No questions. Tell me your idea.”

I watched his face carefully as he spoke, looking for tells, but saw none. He was a very controlled person. I had to be persuasive.

He wants me to be submissive and obedient.

“Master, I’m sure you have researched Mr. Holman. You already know Larry Holman is smart and experienced as a former FBI agent, prosecutor, and private investigator. He knows that persistence is important to good police work. He kept working on Superior after we were sure it was not responsible for Jon Salton’s murder because he suspected there was a connection between Acme and Superior. Now you’ve kidnapped his lover, me, so he’s more motivated than ever to find you. I suppose if he thinks he needs help, he can take what he has to the feds. There’s a way to get him to stop.”

He spoke softly, “You are too valuable to give up easily and you have not yet become the woman you could be, besides, I’m not as positive as you that Mr. Holman won’t lose interest in Superior and find another lover.”

Lord, what does he want from me? He’s made me a slave. My pride is gone and I have learned obedience. Can’t he see that? I have to convince him that returning me will stop Larry’s investigation.

“I have no knowledge of what Larry’s been doing since you got me. I’m sure you’ve been watching his activities. Does he show any sign of dropping Superior and doing something else?”

“Even if he is still looking, it does not mean he won’t stop, or that if you came back, he would stop.”

So he is still looking.

“Talk to him. Offer a deal. I come back and he stops looking at Superior. Karma will tell him her contract is over and she wants him to stop.”

He looked at Karma, “Would you ask him to stop? Why?”

She said, “Yes, Master, I would. To help Emma go home and because I like it here. I don’t want to go home.”

He said one word, “Explain.”

Karma turned her head and looked at me, ”Emma is the serious one. I like spontaneity and adventure. At home I’m just a pretty widow with a nice house to take care of and “Duties.” Here I have no expectations except to make men happy. I’m good at it and men seek me out. I can’t do that at home. Freedom means having to do things I don’t like. Here you have all the power and responsibility. One more thing. I have to stay here to ever be able to have you take me.”

He looked thoughtful, “You wish to marry me?”

“It will be enough to be your slave. I look forward to the day you hold my leash.”

He turned his attention back to me, “Ms. Emma Knox, would you like my personal attention, too.”

This suave bastard scares me. He had absolute power over me. He’s free with the punishments, but only when I’m not entirely truthful, so far. I’d better tell him the truth.

“Master, it would be an honor to serve you. I love Larry and hope to return to him, though.”

He said, “Thank you girls for the idea. I will think about it.” He left the room, Jin trailing him.

Karma said, “He didn’t say No.”

“Nor yes. I guess we wait. I hope he has us released soon. My arms are sore, but at least this time Jin didn’t stripe my thighs or ass.”

“Really, she whipped you? Why?”

“Whenever he didn’t like my answer to a question, or if I was impudent.”

“Impudent? You? I’ve never heard you utter a harsh word.”

“I was naked and hanging like this and he did kidnap us. And pierce me and lock me in a cell. I thought showing a little anger was appropriate.”

“Well, maybe, but he had a whip, too.”

“I’d never been whipped before. I expected words, not pain. Foolish, I guess, since I was hanging helpless with my legs spread wide. ”

“Ya think?”

We didn’t say anything else until Jaime came in. He let Karma down first, locked her hands behind her, and added the chain between her ankles. He clipped the leash on her nose ring and led her out of the room.

I listened to her heels clicking away and wondered if she was being taken back to the brothel. Probably. He had not said anything when she asked to serve him.

Jaime took Karma back to the brothel and fastened her back in  place. No one was waiting for her and only two girls were in use. After Jaime took the chains off her hands and ankles she asked, “Master, would you stay and make love with me?”

He stepped close and kissed her. She responded and they kissed, arms wrapped around each other, for a long minute.

Jaime pulled his head back and said, “I have to go back and tend to Emma. I’ll come back and give you my full attention later today.” He  released her and stopped to have a word with the brothel manager, Irina.

She heard him say, “I’ll want to use Karma at noon. Have her ready.’

Irina smiled and replied, “Noon, of course, Master.” She was a slave girl, too, but not chained.

Karma reflected on her visit with Master and Emma. Hanging in the office beside Emma was physically uncomfortable but emotionally satisfying. Neither of us were whipped, a first as far as I knew. At least we had a chance to talk for a while. I was glad to know she was healthy, though unsatisfied. It’s too bad she isn’t happy here, but she loves Larry and misses him. If Jon were still alive I’d want to go back to him and with what I’ve learned here I’d show him how to make me his slave, too. I think he would have retired early if I was waiting in chains for him at home. I’m sorry I didn’t discover bondage when he was with me.

I wonder if Master might really send her back. He’s gotten everything from her he said he wanted. I’m sure he is thinking of what profit he might get for her. She’s a valuable chattel on the slave market and she’d have to be worth more in Washington. What would Larry give for her? Oops, Irina’s bringing a John.

I knelt in front of him. “Ooh, Master, I’ve been so lonely. Will you let me love you?” I unzipped his pants…

Jaime entered the office and let me down. He said, “Someplace new today.”

I opened my mouth and he put a finger to my lips, “No questions.”

I nodded. When I was suitably hobbled and leashed, he led me out of the office. He turned left instead of right, the way we had come. He led me through a large, heavy sounding wooden door into a hallway, identical to the one with the office save for a pair of slots in the ceiling, running the length of the hall with branches into every room we passed. He turned into several identical halls and finally into a utilitarian room carpeted in an industrial grey, lined with steel cabinets. Both of the slots in the ceiling had a branch into the room and inside they followed the walls and converged into a single slot ending above a cabinet with a cluster of chains descending from the slot into the top of the cabinet. The top links of the chains were colored.

He led me to this cabinet, ordered, “Standing Display.”

I took position facing the cabinet.

He  opened the door and took a lock from a box attached to the inside of the door. He selected a chain colored red at the top and pulled it out of the cabinet. The chain glided toward me with a soft rattle. I saw that it was attached at its upper end to a car or trolley that slid in the ceiling track. Its lower end not quite reaching the floor. He locked the end to the rear ring of my collar. “The tracks in the ceiling go to every room you can visit so you can be sent, unsupervised, wherever you’re wanted with no fear of escape, slave. Posture.”

I realized I had let myself relax and shuffle my feet when I realized the import of this new arrangement. It must mean I was going to be put to work in the house. If I was a prisoner, my captor must be thinking of exchanging me for something, but if I was now a servant, he must have dismissed that idea. This track and chain meant I had no chance of escape. They would never have a need to unlock me.

I never had a chance of escape and Master probably never really considered my idea.

I quickly assumed the position, facing him. He took a small padlock from his pocket with a key already inserted. He removed the key, inserted the hasp through both of the rings in my labia and pushed the hasp home. My arousal spiked as his fingers touched my loins. He let the lock drop and it yanked delightfully at my nether region sending a stronger pulse of arousal through my belly.

My loins were locked! I couldn’t have sex as long as the lock was in place! But why? He had used me every day since I woke. Why lock me up now?  

He removed my leash, unlocked my hands, and removed my ankle chain.

I rubbed my arms, not knowing what to do with them. I saw he was watching me.

Jaime spoke softly, “Next step, Emma. Remember your posture and rules and you’ll do fine. You’ll want this,” he held the padlock key to me.

I took the key then remembered I was a slave girl standing before a master and assumed the standing display pose: Hands crossed behind me, shoulders back, breasts at attention, feet more than shoulder width. “Master, may I speak?”

“Yes.”

“Master, what is happening to me?”

“You are now a member of your owners household. Jin is first girl and will assign you duties and training.”

Is he leaving me here? He’s the only one who has been kind to me. He’s the only one who’s loved me! I don’t want to be alone here without a friend. And why did he lock me?

“Can you tell me why you locked my vagina?”

“No. What is a key? Think on how it can most benefit you.”

Jaime has never lied to me, but I trust him and he knows more about this place than I do.

“Will I see you again, Master?

“Do you want to?”

Am I being unfaithful to Larry? No! I want Larry. I want to go home. But I can’t and Jaime is next best, I guess.

“It would please me if you saw fit to visit and comfort your slave frequently, Master.”

“I doubt you will be lonely here. You will forget me in a short time.”

“Never Master, you are my friend. I will miss you terribly.”

He stepped close and kissed me, passionately, but briefly, “ “Kneel and don’t move until someone comes for you. I will visit soon. Au revoir, Emma.”

“Au revoir, Master.” I knelt and watched him leave.  I adjusted my pose and wondered what was going to happen. The key was hot in my hand and I pondered his words.

How can it benefit me? The lock is real, but mostly symbolic.

I took a chance and broke pose and held the key in front of me. I inspected it closely. It was just a key.

Will it open the lock that fastens my tether to my collar? Even if it did, I couldn’t escape.

I closed my hand and put it behind me again.

What did he mean by “You won’t be lonely here?” I had been lonely most of my time here. He had been my only company, besides a couple of days with Karma. She got the best deal, even if she was forced to be a whore, at least she was never alone.

I was still pondering his words when Jin entered the room. It was the first time I had been alone with her. Always before the Master was in the room and his intense presence had held my attention to the detriment of everyone else.

Jin was naked and wore a collar, bracelets and anklets like mine. She was pierced and ringed like me too, but she held herself proudly and authoritatively. She wore a beaded belt from which a thin whip with a leather handle hung. She walked around me, examining me like a new chair, wondering where she could put me. I didn’t move a muscle, knowing she could whip me for the slightest provocation. I was a little surprised by my meekness.

She spoke quietly, “Your name is Emma. You are no longer a prisoner. You are now a slave. I am first slave in this house. You will obey me without hesitation or objection or I will whip you. The rules here are simple: and you may be punished for breaking them. Assume the punishment position!”

I quickly bent over and placed my hear and shoulders on the floor. I extended my legs, raising my bottom as high as I could with my knees on the floor. I kept my hands crossed behind me. The new and unaccustomed weight of the padlock on my loins made every movement an exercise in restraint.

“Obey every free person, man, woman, or child.” Swish. A burning stripe exploded across my bottom. I gasped at the stroke of her whip.  I fought to hold still as red heat flared in my buttocks. She was teaching me the rules in a way I wouldn’t soon forget. I dared not move for fear of earning another stroke.

“ Never speak until after asking and receiving permission.” Another line of fire burned across my bottom. I squealed and fought to hold still.

“Do not use any of the furniture unless so ordered.” Swish. Again I squealed and fought not to move as my whole bottom turned into a smarting mass of flaming heat and I sobbed in misery and shame, for, despite the pain and all my efforts to deny it, I was terribly aware of a growing warmth and wetness between my thighs. I was getting aroused by the punishment. Despite the my brain’s every denial, I could not stop the growing spread of sexual heat into my belly and sex.

“Always respond verbally when given an order or answering a question.” Swish. My sobs and cries could not stop the growing warmth and wetness in my loins.

When speaking to a free person, always be respectful and use their honorifics: Master or Mistress.” Swish. I sobbed in anguish, unable to control or understand my reaction to the whipping and ashamed of the desire seething in my belly.

Whenever a master or mistress enters a room, stop what ever you are doing and greet them: Kneel, display position, and welcome them.” Swish. My sobbing and cries froze as a slim, hard hand discovered my shame, sliding easily into the wet folds containing my humiliating arousal.

“Kneel. It seems Master was correct. You are a true slave and natural submissive. The Master and his guests will enjoy you. Remember you may be punished if you are impudent, disrespectful, or just because masters like to hear us squeal. Don’t disappoint them.”

My bottom was on fire and I wanted to get on Jin’s good side if possible. All I could think of was to accord her mistress status, “I will be good, Mistress.”

“I know. Kneel and clean me.”

I knelt and licked and sucked my juices from her extended hand. I don’t think I had ever been so submissive to a woman before. It clearly fixed my status as far below her. I would never even consider disobeying her.

“Stand up and follow me.”

I said, “Yes, Mistress,” rose to my feet and followed her. My new tether slid smoothly behind me in its track until I reached the door. Jin stopped just outside the door and said, ”You may have to help your tether around junctions or it can snag your neck. Watch it as you turn the corner.”

I walked backward down the hall and saw what she meant. The end of the chain didn’t quite reach the corner and snagged when I was a couple of feet down the hall. A simple flip of my wrist brought it to the end of the “T” and it tracked smoothly.

Jin said, “There are several techniques the girls use. Watch them and be careful at first.”

Girls? “May I ask a question, Mistress?”

“Yes.”

“How many girls are in the house, Mistress?”

“”Six, including me. I am, of course, a slave, too. You have to obey me, but you don’t have to address me as Mistress. Understand that if you are impudent with me, I will still whip you, or worse.”

Or worse? I don’t know what to call her now. The only thing I know is her name. “Thank you, Jin.” No reply.

I followed her up a wide stair and into a large bedroom with a more than king-size, four poser, canopied bed. It looked large enough for a badminton game. The track for my tether seemed to run everywhere in the house, including up the stairs. I followed her over to the foot of the bed. She keyed a number into a keypad set into one of the bedposts and I heard the sound of a lock snapping shut.

She turned to me and said, “I’ve locked the track so you can’t leave. Master will be here shortly. Remember you can’t use any furniture unless ordered, kneel here facing the door and wait for him. Study his moods and desires. He is the most important person in your life now.” She left the room and closed the door. I did as she said and settled into kneeling display pose to await my Master.


Chapter 8 : Submission

I was ashamed of being so meek, but I couldn’t see any realistic alternative. It was foolish to protest and earn pain. My pride was already shorn from my mind. My only weapon was my body and I would do whatever was necessary to survive with minimal pain.

I realized this was a defining moment in my life. Since waking here I had no choice in anything. They had ringed and chained me while unconscious. They had given me both pain and pleasure greater than I had previously felt.  In this place women were property. I had been displayed naked and bound to crowds, I had been humiliated and shamed beyond measure, and to my great chagrin had been excited, sexually aroused by it. Jin had pronounced me a natural slave. I suspected she was right.

In all my previous life, the main rule of sex was that men attempted and women decided. Here, men decided and I had been taken to heights of pleasure I had never imagined existed. Was I happier here than when I was free? I had not been punished unless I broke the rules, but before, I had never been punished. They easily could have and it seemed that a little pain was a potent aphrodisiac. Thinking about it, I was continually in a state of arousal by the rings tugging at my nipples and labia when I moved and the erotic ambience of always being helplessly chained.

I don’t have the power to decide my fate, but I might be able to influence it. I have been prepared for sale.  If I’m sold, I will be taken somewhere else and my Master could be a sadist, or  a cruel Master. I might be kept as an animal or put in a harem to be largely ignored, but in any reasonable scenario, I will never be able to escape. I can start acting like the natural slave Jin named me or rebel and try to convince Master I’m not worth the effort. 

I didn’t have to wait long before he strode into the room, his bedroom, where his chained slave awaited him. He halted in mid-stride as he saw my naked, adorned body kneeling in the beautiful, submissive pose of a pleasure slave. His eyes raced over my nudity, savoring my taut breasts with the rock-hard, pierced, and ringed nipples he had decreed. Then they moved lower to my trimmed pubic bush and spread thighs and his eyes  fixed on the shining golden rings transfixing my labia, joined by the padlock, and stopped.

Always before he was an unforgiving force of nature, extracting information from me by force of will, punishing me when he perceived any omission or untruths, until he had every iota of knowledge. Now, he was the indominable male who must be obeyed. I was weak, small, a helpless female and desire flamed in me.

I trembled in delicious fear as he moved slowly toward me, his eyes roaming over my nudity, always returning to my locked belly. He stopped a scant yard from my posed nudity and his eyes rose to transfix mine. His hand reached out to glide softly over my cheeks, to nudge my nose ring into motion, and stroke my hair.

His voice was the deep baritone I remembered from his interrogation, “What are you, Ms. Knox?”

Decision time and I had to go with what my body was feeling. I belonged at his feet, “Your slave girl, Master.”

“Submit.”

I knew what he wanted. I had read stories. I knew it was a one-way path. Once I submitted, I would not be allowed to change my mind, only he could release me. Heaven help me, it was exactly what I wanted. One could say I submitted under duress, but that wasn’t true. Now, in this place, with his chain and collar on my neck, it was exactly what I wanted. I thrust my ringed nipples even further toward him and spoke from my heart, “Master, I, Emma Knox, submit myself to you. You are my Master and I your slave, forever. I will obey you, unconditionally. I will honor you, serve you, and love you to the best of my ability.” I felt the betraying wetness creep into my loins.

My body was welcoming him inside. Jin was correct, I was a natural submissive.

I raised my hands to him with the key to my locked sex on my upraised palms, “I beg you to accept this key as a token of my submission, Master.”

He looked at me more seriously than I expected, “You realize that you cannot change your mind? This is forever.”

“Yes, I do, Master. I am yours if you will have me.” A weight lifted from me. I knew I had chosen well.

He took the key from my hand, “I accept you as my slave. Your name is Emma. It sounds the same as your old name but you now wear it as a slave name. I will care for you and protect you as long as you are mine. I can sell you or give you away when I want and you will have no say, in anything, from now on.”

I knew what I was expected to say and I was afraid I would regret them sometime, still, I knew I had to say it, “I understand, Master. I am your chattel to do with as you please.” My only hope was that my love and submission might, make him think well of his decision.

He walked around behind me and stopped.

“Stand up. Please.”

He said please. Why was he being kind. That wasn’t what I expected or wanted. I wanted him to be ruthless and dominate me. Does that mean I’m a slave, or just a woman in heat?

I stood, smoothly, gracefully, careful to keep my wrists crossed behind me. I felt him lock my wrists together.

”Close your eyes.”

He slipped a blindfold over my eyes and removed my sight. His arms slipped around me,  cupped my breasts, lifting them and massaging gently. His fingertips lifted my rings and slipped inside them, I felt his fingerprints rubbing across the tips of my nipples, exquisitely fractioning them into aching hardness. I wanted him to squeeze them but didn’t want to disturb our silence with mere words. I hoped he could feel how my heart raced as he played with me.

He stepped around in front and pulled me close, his clothing soft against my nudity. He put his hand in my hair and tilted my face up. His lips were hard on mine, demanding the right of passage due a Master. I parted my lips and let his tongue explore my mouth and lips as he learned the taste and feel of his new property.

He pulled his head back and I felt his hands on my waist, lifting me effortlessly and laying me back on the bed. There was no sound but the faint rattle of my tether’s links as the trolley in the ceiling moved with me.

How strange to be chained to the house, but still able to move within it.

In the darkness I heard the rustling of clothing. It took me a moment to recognize the sound, so long since I last heard it close to me. He was getting undressed. I felt giddy, ready for a formative liaison with my new Master. My loins were moist, my body anticipating the future. I pulled my feet close to my bottom and spread them wide. My wrists lay under my bottom, lifting my love canal to the perfect angle for maximum joy, but of course he had arranged me perfectly.

How will he start? I didn’t need foreplay, but I really enjoyed it. With my mouth? I didn’t care. They had given me birth control pills every day, and I loved sex of any kind.

I felt the bed move as he joined me on the bed. I arched my back, ready for him to penetrate me. I relaxed as he gently pushed my chained ankles up on either side of my ass. I shivered as the cold, bumpy chain slid into contact with both cheeks. I wriggled in anticipation, my body suffused with arousal. His body rubbed against my inner thighs and my skin tingled. He was close. I felt his heat but not the comforting weight of his body. It was pure hell not to squirm beneath him, silently begging for what I craved.

The male smell of him made her wetter than she’d been in ages, the feel of his large hands on her breasts had her nipples drawn into tight, aching points, and the way he said “I accept you as my slave” was nearly enough to make her come. Right then, without so much as a fingertip between her legs.

And he knew exactly what he was doing to her.

The bastard.

“Fuck you,” she whispered, the defiant word kicking her arousal into overdrive.

Unfortunately for her, the only thing more arousing than being obedient was being defiant. So she didn’t fight him as he spread her legs even wider and pulled her labia rings apart, exposing her inner sanctum.

He spoke softly, ”Indulge me, keep your knees spread wide, so I have easy access to your clit and I can see clearly what gives you the greatest pleasure.”

His fingers pushed my dewy folds further apart and he bent closer. His fingers started moving fast and I shot into the stratosphere. I gasped and my legs shook. I had no idea what he was doing to me. I had climaxed before, but never like this. All I could tell was that my skin was tingling and I could feel it deep in my body. Ribbons of pleasure raced across my skin reaching deep into me, down to my core.  My nipples grew hard and ached for his touch and I felt charged, full to brim with energy, afraid I would shoot arcs into the room.

Without direction, my back arched, pushing hard into his hand, reacting by itself while I tried to understand what was happening to me. I was so full of pleasure and need all conscious thought was smothered. My body was acting on its own, racing toward a goal I had never experienced. It was the first time I had felt close to God. I closed my eyes, just feeling, surrendering to the sensation. I came explosively, my spasms forcing my hot juices into my sex. I screamed and writhed my joy, surprising myself. I was not a screamer, but the ecstasy was more intense than ever before. When conscious thought was again possible, I asked, “Master, what did you do to me? That was the strongest climax I ever had.”

“It was your first slave orgasm. It will be like that from now on. It was not what I did, it was you, letting down all the inhibitions society has trained into you all your life. You just felt the joy of submission.”

I like being a slave!

He shifted position and I felt his warmth on my body, but not his weight. He was holding himself still above me. What was he thinking? Then I felt his stiff erection probing my loins, seeking entrance and I spread y legs even wider and arched my back, thrusting up to meet him, suddenly needy indeed.

He whispered in my ear, “that was just foreplay, to warm you for my taking. You will now see what a Master can do to you.”

My need was overwhelming, “Hurry Master. Take me as a slave. Make me yours.”

“Silly girl, you’re already mine,” and he thrust into me with blinding impact. Every thrust drove my arousal higher and he grew inside me until he exploded his hot send inside me, filling me with his essence. I climaxed an instant after him, our hot juices flowing out of me in great surges. A galaxy of stars danced in the blackness of my covered eyes as I screamed my evanescent joy. He stayed in me until we both had recovered sufficiently to speak.

“Master, you were magnificent. I have never before felt such ecstasy.”

“It will be that was whenever a Master takes you. It is the way of slaves.”

“Then I always want to be a slave, Master.”

“Never fear, you will be. No man would ever free a true slave. You need a Master like a rose needs water.”

He was right. I needed a Master. Could Larry have been my Master under these circumstances?

“You are, of course, correct, Master. Why aren’t women taught this?”

“A mistake men made for greed. We needed women to work in factories during the industrial age and replaced love with profit.”

He raised off me and removed my blindfold. “Go into the bath and shower. I have duties. Go downstairs and find Jin. Ask her for a job.” He got off the bed, “Show me your hands.”

I rolled over and he unlocked my cuffs then went into the bath. I got up, stretched, and followed him. He was showering so I waited. He finished and came out and said, Get a towel and dry me. I got a large thick towel from a heated rack and dried him. He had a good physique, large , well-defined muscles, lean, like a swimmer. I got aroused just touching him. When I finished, he went to the counter, opened a drawer and took out a padlock. He handed it to me. “Shower and put on some makeup, then use this to lock your cuffs in front of you. Then go find Jin and ask her for a job.”

“Yes, Master.”

He left and I stood in front of the large mirror and looked myself over. My hair was a post-sex mess, but, otherwise, I looked like a happy slave. All the bits of metal adorning me now looked appropriate. I wore a slave collar, the snug bands on my wrists and ankles were inescapable, the steel chain on my neck was designed to keep me imprisoned within this house. I bore unopenable rings in my flesh for my master’s enjoyment.

Was there ever a more enslaved woman? I had never thought this could happen to me in modern life. I never would have thought a life so constrained, so ruled by others, could have any joy, but I was actually enjoying myself. I felt alive, excited, and feared I would become what he wanted…an obedient female living only to serve my master’s desires.

No, I must not surrender myself. I am a strong, independent woman who has been captured. I am a slave, but no matter how good the sex, I can have my own thoughts. I must not accept a life of bondage and obedience, I can try and improve it.

I showered and prepared to meet the world. Dressing was not a problem, I had nothing. Clean and dry, I found a low counter with makeup and feminine items waiting. I knelt in front of it, applied makeup sparingly, and combed my hair. When I was finished, I stared at the lock on the counter. I had been ordered to lock my wrists together. I picked it up and examined it, heavy, solid, implacable, immune to my desires, education, or accomplishments, it responded only to my master’s key. I had already submitted to my Master and begged him to accept me as his slave. Locking my wrists together did not make me more a slave. The rings on my cuffs ran through thick staples, free to turn, but with limited freedom of rotation. Was there a better direction to orient the lock’s keyhole, forward or backward? Either way would hold my wrists just as well.

What the hell, he only ordered me to lock my wrists in front. Jin was right, and this confirms it.  I am a natural.

I slipped the hasp through both rings and closed the lock.

I went out to find Jin with a sense of dread, knowing I had no choice and aware of all the bad things my imagination could conjure. I descended the stairs, with one hand gripping my tether, afraid of falling, of snagging the tether, and especially of meeting anyone in my condition. It was both shameful and exciting. I couldn’t possibly fall any farther and it felt good to be myself.

I passed several rooms with slaves working in them, cleaning and arranging. I found Jin in an office kneeling at a cut-down desk. It surprised me until I remembered that slaves could not use furniture. I guess using a desk didn’t count since she wasn’t on it. I hadn’t noticed it before, but I saw a short chain, only five or six links, hanging from the back of her collar. She looked up as I entered the room.

“Jin, Master told me to ask you to find me a job.”

She stood up and turned to me, “Come with me.” Jin took me into the exercise room. Its otherwise bare, white walls had life-size photographs of slaves in various poses. Labels gave each pose a name. Stand, Kneel, Punishment, Supine,  and many more. Besides the photos, there was a sign listing slave rules, just like at a public swimming pool only these rules were much different: Acknowledge and obey every command, Kneel when a Master enters a room, Hands behind you when feeding, Never use any furniture, etc.

There were two classes of people here, slaves and everyone else.

She made me read the rules aloud then practice each of the poses. She used her crop to stripe my bottom whenever I made a mistake. It was a sharp sting, more demeaning than painful, but the stings did add up.

When she finished, she took me on a tour of the house.

It was clear my change in status from captive to slave was not just a title. The atmosphere in the house surprised me. All of the other girls were very friendly, overpowering at first. Their standard greeting was not “Hello,” or a handshake, but a full-on kiss with tongue and full body contact, quite intense when you’re both naked and their rings are squeezing your nipples.

It was confusing. We were physical captives, rigidly controlled, always chained to the track, but sexually free. The girls seemed free to drop their work, flirt with each other and any men who might be around. I  found girls masturbating themselves and each other, using their fingers and tongues to arouse each other quite openly. Twice in that first day I encountered men and women on the floor making noisy love. Jin ignore them so I waited until we were back in the hall, “Jin are they in trouble?”

“What for, oh the sex? Master approves of all friendly sex.”

“I thought it was for the men to decide.”

“No, Master wants us to be proficient in all aspects. It’s our real job.”

When the tour was over, Jin said, “I have the perfect job for you. Follow me.“

I followed her down a long hall.

I wish I could be free of this tether, like Jin. She must be trusted to be allowed to roam freely. Maybe someday…

We entered a foyer for a tall, wide door. Mt track ended in the middle of the ceiling, six feet from the door. The floor was of dark orange marble.

She turned to me and said, ‘Kneel off to the side and wait for me. I need to get some things for you.”

She returned quickly with a bucket of water in one hand and an orange tray with brushes, sponges, rags, and plastic containers. She set both on the floor in front of me and said, “Scrub the floor until it gleams. Come find me when you’re done and I’ll inspect it. Three stripes if I find a spec of dirt or any liquid.”

A job indeed. I had never scrubbed a floor in my life. Slaves must be cheaper than machines. “Yes Jin. Can I have my hands unlocked?”

“No. You will do most of your work with your hands locked. Get used to it.” She left the way we had come, whistling softly. I think she enjoyed my chagrin.

I looked over my tools and chose a scrub brush and water to attack the floor. It wasn’t too dirty, so after a half hour of scrubbing, I mopped up the dirty water with a sponge them buffed it with a white rag, inspecting it every few minutes to see if found any new dirt. I was careful to run the brush flat against the baseboard to get every spec of dirt that might have gotten under it.

I was interrupted once when two men, casually dressed, walked through the big door, and almost ran into me. I scuttled off to the side and knelt to them. They looked at me and one asked, “I haven’t seen you here before. What’s your name, Honey?”

“Emma, Master.”

“Stand up.”

I stood and arched my back. I couldn’t do anything with my hands of course.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

I obeyed and felt my sex begin to lubricate. My body knew what it wanted. These were fine specimens of dominant males. They felt my breasts and I squirmed with arousal. He dropped his hand to my sex and ran his fingers up the inside of my slit.

“You.re a hot one. I’ll look you up later, Emma.”

“Thank you, Master.”

They left and I slid back onto my hands and knees, grateful for the respite. I thought it likely they would look me up later. I went back to my scrubbing. When I thought I was done and it was a good job, I set the bucket and rack on the floor in the hall and went back to Jin’s office. She was in the same place working on some papers. “Jin, I’m done.”

“Good job?”

“Yes Jin. Spotless.”

“Good, show me.”

She followed me back to the foyer, cane in one hand. She stopped at a closet and got a flat pad mop out and put a new pad on it. When we got to the foyer, she ran the mop quickly over the floor, being careful to get close to the base board. When she had run it over the whole floor she held it up to inspect the cleaning surface. After a moment she declared, “Spotless. Good work, Emma.”

I resumed breathing, “Thank you, Jin.”

“Pick up your equipment and I’ll show you where they go.”

“Yes, Jin.”

Jin showed her the closet where cleaning supplies were kept then took her on a tour of the house, entering every room and encountering the other house slaves performing light cleaning and arranging tasks.

I asked, “Jin, are we all here for just one master?”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used most days. Master has many friends and associates over for meals, meetings,  parties. Mostly men but sometimes women. Any of them can use and play with us. We all have an active social life.”

“Oh. OK. Will I spend the rest of my life here? Does he ever tire of us?”

Girls are often traded among the men. Sometimes he sells us or loans us to his associates.”

“Jin, is there any hope for me to go home?”

“I don’t think so. Even if you did, you wouldn’t be happy there now. This life changes you.”

Crap. She’s right. Is Larry still looking for me or has he moved on. Does he have a new love? Taking my place? Would Master let me send a letter? No, that would be cruel if I can’t go home. Damn.

It takes repetition to instill a habit or remove an unwanted one. The process is accelerated when failure results in a couple of painful stripes on one’s bottom. Sometimes I resisted, with extra-painful result.

I guess I was feeling just a little proud of my success in scrubbing the floor. Sounds silly I guess, but I had never done anything like that before. Anyway, Jin had taken me to a library with another girl taking down books, dusting them, and replacing them. She had set me to helping her. It was boring, repetitious work and we chatted quietly, exchanging information. I learned her name was Zoe. She was from Argentina and had been a slave for five years. She had been sold to Master a year ago and thought none of the girls knew Master’s name.

Over the course of the day Emma met all the other girls in the house’s service. They were all lovely, in fact every female she had seen here was beautiful. Any of them would have fit into the chorus lines of Las Vegas or Crazy Horse. Where did he find them and why wasn’t there some sort of outcry?

After the evening meal Master stood up and announced, “May I have your attention please?” The room quieted and all eyes were on Master. “ Today a new girl has submitted to me and I would like everyone to make her welcome in my house. Emma, stand up.”

I obeyed and stood into display pose, facing Master.

“As you can see, she is a beautiful lady who has cast her lot with me. She comes to us from the repressive society of the United States, is untrained, and largely ignorant of the joys of submission.  As with all my other girls, she is free to be used by any free person , except when I am using her, which, for several days, I will be doing, to ensure she is properly trained in the essential arts. Please, my friends, enjoy the rest of my treasure trove as I enjoy Emma.” He looked at me, and ordered, “Come, Emma.”

I hurried to him and followed him out of the room. I expected to go to his bedroom, but he led me into a part of the house I had not seen before. He stopped before a large, heavy-looking set of double doors and said, “This is the recreation room.”

My body fairly vibrated with excitement and a delicious frisson of fear. What was he planning? Just more of what I already felt. He had already taken me to a stunning plateau of pleasure I had never imagined.

What’s waiting for me behind these doors?

They weren’t locked, but when we were inside, I thought they should have been. It was a modern dungeon. The room was light and airy but held obvious instruments of restraint and punishment. I saw several benches, stands, and tables, all of a size and shape to fit a female form, festooned with leather straps and metal rings, obviously for holding a slave girl motionless and available for her master to pleasure, punish and use her.

There were pillories, a wood and steel “Horse”, chains hung from the ceiling, seven-foot high “X”s leaned against walls, eyebolts studded the walls, and a number of items of furniture I didn’t recognize. Easy chairs and sofas were provided for onlookers to enjoy the scenes of dominance and submission. Of course the overhead tracks reached to each bondage device.

He led me to a floor to ceiling cabinet and opened it’s wide doors. It was filled with black leather , chrome, rubber, plastic, and wooden devices to restrain, punish, and pleasure girls. I recognized whips of all sizes, gags, straps, canes, paddles, harnesses, and hoods.

He’s going to use these to “Enjoy” me?

He took out a black leather hood and turned to me, holding it for me to see. It had a built-in gag and was made of thick, black leather, lined with soft kid leather. It was shaped to fit my face with a zipper closed opening for a nose ring. I could see it was designed to leave tiny openings for air when the opening was closed around my ring.

I was neck-leashed and my hands locked behind me. Even if I could resist him, I wouldn’t, but the hood scared me. When he put it on me, I would be blind, deaf, and dumb. Unable to anticipate or even see what he was doing to me. I trusted him not to hurt me, but I wanted to be able to participate, even the little bit allowed to a slave. “Master, I…I’ve never worn a hood before…?”

He smiled, “You will be surprised then. Open your mouth.”

Obediently I opened my mouth wide and he thrust the hard, thick cylinder between my lips, filling my oral cavity and pinning my tongue down. It was surprisingly shaming and erotic to have my speech taken away by a man. He gently worked my nose ring through a slit in the hood .

He wrapped the hood around my head, pulling my hair up to

stick out of the top of the hood. As the zipper closed the leather stretched snugly around my head shutting out all but the loudest sounds and every trace of light. I was sealed in a tight, very personal sensory dungeon.

I imagined what I looked like now. A chained, naked, anonymous woman. A slave doll identifiable only by my slave identity number tattooed on my neck. All of the rings still available for pleasuring and controlling me. My gold nose ring prominent against the blank black leather of my hood, tempting my Master in so many ways. I wondered what it would be like to be led by my nose when hooded. All I could imagine was my ultimate helpless, sublimely erotic, submission to his effortless compulsion.  Ready for whatever my owner wanted and helplessly, totally, compliant. A study in ultimate submission. My arousal burst in me like fireworks. I almost climaxed.

I wish Larry could see me like this. He’d want me as bad as I need him. If only I’d told him he was my true Master. God, I want him so!

Strong hands gripped my shoulders and lay me on my back on a hard surface designed to hold a girl with her arms bound behind her. My arms fit into a recessed space so my weight was on my waist and shoulders. I felt my collar locked down and a wide belt strapped my waist to the bench. One at a time my legs were pulled back over my head and out to the side and fastened in place.

Utterly helpless in my stringent bondage I trembled to the fires burning in my belly as I visualized how I must appear to my Master and how easily he could make me submit to him when he wanted.

Made blind, deaf, and dumb by the hood I wore, I couldn’t anticipate his moves and my flesh tingled as I waited for his touch and the fierce arousal it would bring.

Time dragged and became endless minutes and still I waited, my pierced nipples swelling and hardening and my belly trembling to the exquisite uncertainty of not knowing when or where his fingers or lips might touch.

I knew they would.

The pain was a shock and Emma screamed in pain and anger.

Why whip me! I’ve been obedient. I’m helpless. Just fuck me!

But, of course no one could understand her mumblings and the whipping continued, but slowly, with long pauses between strokes. He was methodical, starting on her left thigh, near her knee, working down toward her slit, one inch between strokes. Mercifully, the feared stripe on her labia never happened. Instead he worked up her right thigh, every stroke answered by a muffled scream.

A strange thing happened when he finished with her thighs and switched to her bottom. Her flaming thighs warmed and the pain dissolved and flowed as heat into her belly. Suddenly Emma was incredibly horny. She knew she would hurt later, but the stripes no longer burned. Somehow the pain had morphed into an aphrodisiac of legendary effect. Each stripe on her raised bottom only increased the effect and her screams were replaced by gasps and moans telling of her approaching orgasm.

Master was an artist with his slave girls. He had whipped many. He had collected many in his house, some as natural a slave as Emma and some significantly more reluctant. The one constant for them all had been their obedience and lust after a good whipping. No matter what their temperament or experience before, once warmed by the whip they wanted nothing more than to submit. It was like turning a key to open their animal response to a strong man. Afterwards they became inordinately proud of their whip marks, showing them off to their mates and eagerly describing their experience.

Most of his girls had similar marks, in various stages of healing, laid on by the other men in the house at the time. His practices with his girls were deemed excellent by every man who saw the results they had on his girls, who were, uniformly beautiful, happy, lusty, eager to please and very responsive.


Chapter 9 : Forced Orgasms

I jittered and my fingers, deep in the cavity beneath me, clawed vainly at the smooth surface as a man’s thick fingers flicked at my rigid nipples, one at a time and tugged at their captive rings. Repeating their teasing until they twitched continuously and my squeals of unbearable need, damped unto silence slipped past the gag filling my mouth.

My whole body was aflame and the leather securing my legs and waist creaked as I twisted and wrenched in a frenzy. My exertions were for naught as they loosened not an iota, holding me open and completely available, exactly as my Master intended. The unexpected and devastating sensation of his mouth nuzzling at the sensitive flesh inside her wide-spread labia was unbearably stimulating. She couldn’t control her body and passion overwhelmed her. Emma’s orgasm burst forth in a shower of squirting love juices as she climaxed to his lip’s dominating invasion of her most intimate and sensitive recesses.

The soft whimpers and moans escaping through the breathing holes of her hood were testimony to the ecstasy flaring in her strictly bound body. Their plaintive tone hinted of the turmoil raging through her. The tiny portion of her not consumed with the unbearable pleasure knew that this was only the beginning and if it continued, she might never emerge from her state of total submission. She would be a true slave to her desire, addicted to bondage and sex, totally dependent on her Master, whoever he was.

With mixed dismay and hope, Emma realized he had forced her to climax with almost no effort and none of his seed. He could make her orgasm as long as he held himself back. She was ashamed that he could make her come so easily, but it was an undeniable fact that she was a wanton slave easily controlled by her sex.

I don’t care. The old proper Emma is gone. Now I’m a sex slave and I love it so.

His hands and tongue had not touched her yet and she knew that when they explored her slick, wet sex she would submit instantly and just as strongly as to his lips.

As if on cue, his teeth tugged at the gold rings adorning her labia and she once again fell into a maelstrom of lust and `sexual submission. Flaming arousal meshed with tiny twinges of exciting pain and sent her over the edge into uncontrollable ecstasy.

The second orgasm smashed into her belly before the first had even started to wane and Emma squealed in disbelief, rapture, and despair as her belly spasmed even stronger, repeatedly squirting hot love juice into the already well-lubricated sex channel, and finally trickling down between her bottom cheeks to pool beneath her tightly bound bottom.

Her Master, an experienced owner and student of females, knew that the longer she was held in a state of overwhelming submission, the harder it would be for her to ever be able to live without it. While she was deep in the throes of her second, near-continuous orgasm he drove his fingers deep into her slippery love canal and grasped the fleshy button of her clitoris, forcing renewed responses from her spasming body and thrust her into a third tremendous orgasm.

Emma’s world shrank. Rendered deaf, dumb, and blind by her hood, bound motionless, she knew the world only through her master’s touch and the incredible pleasure his touch sent rampaging through her. The sheer power of her sensations were shoving all other joys away. Pleasure from success, praise, accomplishment became nothing, meaningless joys of children. All she remembered now was lust, arousal, enforced submission and total subjugation.

Emma was vaguely aware she was being conditioned into complete slavery by the program of bondage, submission and domination orchestrated by her Master and rewarded by her indescribable pleasure. Every climax he forced her to have strengthened slavery’s hold on her and she feared she would never be able to enjoy freedom again. Resistance flickered in her, but as the third climax overwhelmed her, it faded and vanished. At that moment, Emma Knox, once a free and independent woman was replaced by Emma, a humble slave.

Unaware of the paradigm shift that had transformed her future life, Emma felt only a mounting joy as her mind relinquished control over her responses and submerged her in the sensual ecstasy of submission to her Master. The roiling vessel of Emma’s furiously spasming belly suddenly doubled as her Master’s tongue thrust into the pulsating, love canal of her sex, tearing muffled shrieks of uncontrolled rapture from her as he explored, licked and sucked at the very center of her being as she was driven to the brink of her fourth orgasm.

Emma begged with all her heart to be made to submit as the willing slave of her dominant Master, “Harder! Harder! Please Master.” Her muffled, nearly unintelligible cries were an affirmation to her Master. He murmured quietly, “Excellent.” He raised one hand to her breast, rolling and pinching her turgid nipple while he probed harder and a little deeper with his tongue.

Emma’s body locked rigid, straining against her bonds as her climax broke over her in a crashing wave of ecstasy and submissive fervor. Countless spasm shook he frame, each stronger than the one before and Emma screamed in dismay, horrified by the awesome power of her submission, and fearing for her very life. Her Master drew back, astonished by the strength and violence of her straining body as she threw herself against her bonds, visibly shaking the sturdy bench she was strapped to.

Her mind spinning in the whirlpool of her flaming need, Emma understood the depth of her submissive nature. The nature she had concealed from herself under the intense societal pressure of conformity. She finally understood her desire to submit as his slave was not something to shame her, but rather to be proud of as the female counterpoint to male strength. Yin and Yang. He could not be the strong master she craved without her complete submission. Emma felt a great weight lift from her shoulders as all guilt and shame left her, never to return.

I see it now. I was not the woman Larry needed and he couldn’t be the man I needed as long as I resisted my nature. Will I ever be able to be his? God, I miss him.

Basking in the powerful pleasure of what she now knew to be a full slave orgasm, Emma relished her tight bondage, the scent of her leather hood, the cool sweat and love juices on her heated skin, and above all the unyielding weight of the slave steel on her throat and limbs.

Her Master let her rest for a long time. Emma was grateful for the respite from orgasm and wondered what her life would be like now. She knew that was entirely up to her Master and was content to wait for him to release her and give her other opportunities to serve him. Emma knew she would never be given a choice and her belly warmed to that comforting fact, knowing it was almost exactly what she wanted.

I can always dream of Larry.

Eventually she felt his fingers releasing her legs and arousal shot through her. She closed her eyes against the glare as he unzipped her hood and peeled the sweaty leather off her face. It was a great relief when he pulled the thick cylinder from her mouth. “Thank you, Master.”

The first thing she saw when she opened her eyes was her Master smiling down at her. He released the last strap and lifted her into a standing position. Emma quickly corrected her posture and he said, “I’m pleased with you. Your responses were more exquisite and powerful than ever. Did you learn anything?”

“Yes, Master. I learned I am a true slave and pleased to be one. I want nothing more than to serve you.”

“Excellent, go find Jin and tell her I want you in my bed for the next week and to find you a job.”

He was choosing me to warm his bed! Great, but only for a week? “Thank you, Master.” I hurried off.

I will make him want me for longer than a week.

In the weeks following her submission to her new Master, Emma learned to become the efficient, useful slave he had thought she could become. Her neck leashed at all times, her ankles joined with a length of chain and her wrist cuffs locked either in front or behind her back, she was trained in all the menial tasks such a large house needed. Jin was her instructor, the other girls her model.

The Master was not content to let us use our natural emotions and senses dictate out responses. We were actively trained to become more sensitive and responsive. I’m sure the loose rules encouraged us, but the training was often overt. The second was the quite embarrassing frequent training they all received to enhance their sexual responsiveness.  One of the men would gather some girls, often all of us, and order us to “Juice.” The first time I was included, Jin helped me violate a rule given me in childhood, first ordering me to copy her, then masturbated, rubbing her loins and fondling her breasts and nipples, tugging on her rings until her belly was pulsing and her breath came in gasps. I was no novice, but never before in public. It was one of the most erotic experiences I’d had.

Sometimes we were allowed to climax, and sometimes forced to stop short by the simple expedient of having our hands locked behind us, teaching us clearly that our pleasure was up to the masters.

Emma changed from a frightened captive to the submissive and obedient slave he had known she could be. Master took her to bed every night and forced at least three orgasms on her before finally taking her himself. He always locked her hands behind her before using her, delighting Emma. 

She had discovered that bondage sex was more exciting, increased her pleasure, and let her climax more quickly. She only experienced the hood twice more, but a new device, a half hood was introduced that left her nose, mouth and chin uncovered.  Sometimes she was gagged, but usually not. Master told her he liked to hear her in the throes of a climax and he did kiss her frequently during intercourse.

Emma really liked the full hood better than the half hood. It gave her a better feeling of complete submission and a more complete fantasy life, mostly spent imagining it was Larry handling her.

Everything in the house had to be spotless, instantly ready to host guests or a party, even themselves. Once a week they we gathered in the large basement washroom and took care of feminine beauty tasks. We gave each other manicures and pedicures, painted each other’s nails, trimmed our hair and, shaved unwanted hair. One task unique to slave girls was cleaning and polishing our bond and rings. We were given metal polish and rags. We helped each other to get those spots out of our sight. It was unexpectedly erotic to have a girl polishing my  collar and the rings piercing my nipples and labia, the symbols of my submission. I was laying on my back on the bench and felt my arousal growing as she polished my rings.

I protested, mildly, “Slow down, Marina, or I’m going to come.”

“Then come, I will when you do mine. I look forward to it.”

I heard the moans and squeals from the other girls in the room and realized this was an accepted and expected result on “Cleaning Day.” I relaxed and hoped Marina would continue to fruition.

When my last ring was gleaming, she slipped her fingers in my slit and stroked my labia. It was very, very, pleasant and kept my arousal tingling, but when she gripped my clit and G-spot at the same time I instantly came with a scream of ecstasy. I thrashed and squirmed and she massaged my clit, pinning my orgasm in place. I came and came until she saw I was weakening and removed her hand, covered in my love juices.

She leaned close and kissed me briefly then whispered in my ear, “You are beautiful and you climax dramatically, too, Emma. Now get up and clean me, slave.”

I struggled up, still horny as hell and eager to watch her climax. “Be quiet slave and sit down so I can do your collar then we’ll see how responsive you are.”

She sat down and smiled at me, “Yes, Mistress.”

It was dawning on me how rewarding it can be to be the slave of a man who collects the finest females then demands perfection from them. What would it be like to be the only slave of a man?

I wish I could be Larry’s slave. I would love to serve him alone. I know so much more now. I’m sure he would be a great Master.

Of course, cleaning was the most frequent task of the girls, but not the only one. Her Master was a frequent host and the girls helped prepare the meals, serve them, and entertain his guests. Emma rarely slept alone and never slept unfulfilled. It was her master’s inviolate rule that all slaves, Jin included, must sleep with their hands pulled high on their backs and locked in place. For Emma and the other full slaves, their wrist cuffs were simply pulled high on their backs and locked to their neck chain. Jin’s wrists were locked to the short chain hanging from her collar.

In the evening, whichever man they were with would do their hands before taking them to bed. If a girl wasn’t in service to a guest, mostly men, but occasionally women (women liked having someone to warm their beds too), Jin would do her hands and put them in one of the kennels in the basement. I had not been so placed since Master seemed content with my company.

I asked one of the other girls where Jin slept and she told me Jin was popular and usually slept with a guest but she also had her own kennel in a room in the basement. She would ask one of the men to do her hands and put her away.

I think the house and it’s compound were isolated, deep in the jungle, but of course, I was never allowed to explore and the guests never told us anything, so I could be wrong. The tracks let me go to many rooms, like a small, well appointed hotel. Several men were always guests, but they seemed to rotate through and others occasionally stayed here.

After almost a month in captivity, Karma joined the household. I was surprised and almost dropped the plate I was arranging for dinner. Jin entered the room and I glanced at the door to see if a master was with her and I had to kneel. A naked slave trailing a track chain from her collar followed her in. I relaxed and noticed it was not one of the girls in the house.

She was beautiful and I envied her voluptuous figure. She looked like a pinup model with lush hips and full, sensuous breasts. She wore the rings of a pleasure slave, like all of us but her rings seemed better proportioned to her body than most of the girls. I looked at her face last and was startled to recognize Karma, my sister. She had had the bad luck to be in my car when I was taken and the men took her as a bonus.

Karma exclaimed, “Emma!” and rushed to me. I set the plate on the table and looked at Jin. She nodded and I put my arms around my sister and we kissed . Not a sisterly kiss, but one with the real emotion of two enslaved sisters who had supposed the other one lost to them forever.

I had last seen her chained with twenty other girls in master’s brothel to service his men. On a brief visit she told me it was better for her than being a grieving widow at home. There she had many responsibilities and spent all her time helping people and causes and caring for her house and property. She admitted to being inherently lazy and was happy to shuck all of that and focus on giving good sex to needy men.

“I broke the kiss and asked, “Karma, what are you doing here?”

“I don’t know. I was brought here without a word. I guess they think I’ll be as good a slave as I was a whore. It sure looks better than the brothel.”

I looked at Jin, “Mistress, do you know if Karma is going to stay here with us?”

“I haven’t been told what Master intends long term, just that she’s now part of the household. For now she’ll go with you. Show her how to do your jobs.”

”Yes, mistress.”

Jin left us alone. I turned back to Karma, “You weren’t told anything?”

“Not a word. I finished a man and two men came and got me. They unlocked my chain, locked my hands behind me, chained my ankles, put a leash on me and led me here. The girl who brought me in here put this chain from the ceiling on my collar, the two men freed my hands and feet and she brought me here. What is she? Some sort of slave overseer?”

I looked her over and she looked healthy and happy. No bruises and she had lost a few pounds. Heck all of us had. The masters made us exercise, fed us scientifically, and adjusted our rations to keep us lean and fit, “Yeah. She’s not mean. Just do what she says and you’ll do  fine.”

“What’s it like here. The other girls told me tales I didn’t think likely but tell me really.”

“We do light housework and cleanup. The work is easy. It’s a big house, almost a small hotel, lots of bedrooms and common rooms and we tend the gardens. There are people, mostly men staying here all the time. I think they’re either employees or business associates of our Master. We’re all slaves, I mean real honest slaves. Second or third-class citizens. We have to follow a couple of simple, demeaning rules or we get punished.”

“Like what?”

“Whenever a man enters a room we have to stop what we’re doing and kneel until he releases us, we can’t use any furniture, we address every man as master and every free woman as mistress, but we don’t see them often, we can’t use our hands to eat, and my favorite, our hands are locked high on our back, to our collars for sleeping.”

“Sounds like you don’t like it here.”

“No, I love it. I found out I was a natural submissive and have the best sex of my life. Master taught me that the first day I arrived. I love serving a dominant man. The rules are a pain, but overall, not important. Evenings are for sex and you’ll get a lot of that, not as much as in the brothel, but much more pleasant: higher quality, less quantity.”

“Why do they keep your hands locked behind you at night? Aren’t you still chained to the track?”

“No idea. I got used to it in a couple of days. I guess Master thinks it keeps us in or place, in the proper slave frame of mind. He may be right. I don’t dream of escape any more. It’s impossible and I’ve learned I’m a true slave. I don’t want anything but to serve my Master. I guess it’s not the same for you?”

“No. I still think about escape. Having sex every day with a dozen strange men is repetitive and boring. Sometimes a guy will give me an orgasm, but mostly they’re thinking of themselves and finish before I’m ready. It’s still better than being a widow in Washington, but I’m ready for a change. But how did they change you? I thought you would keep looking for a way to get back to Larry.”

“I still want that, but he’s going to have to find me. Master changed me. Nothing overt, but every day he gives me as many as four orgasms. It’s incredible. It seems like hours of incredible pleasure every day. I guess he’s conditioned me to love being near him, serving him in any way I can.”

“You always told me Larry was a good lover, and always made sure you climaxed.”

“Yes, it’s hard to explain, but this is different, it’s like winning the lotto versus winning at solitaire. I think it’s the bondage and the submission. It arouses me just to see Master and I want to kneel before him, naked and chained, helpless before his strength and wanting him to take me. I never felt this way for a man before and its addictive. I would like to feel this way for Larry, but it wouldn’t work if we were back to the old normal in Washington. I’ve been taught the joy of submission and there’s nothing better.”

“Wow. I hope I’m taught the same way. I’d love to feel like that.”

Master will see to that. I love her but hope she doesn’t replace me. She’s a beauty contest winner and prettier than me.

“I’m sure you will be. This place is steeped in submission. I’ve heard the men are given training in how to get the most out of us. Some of the girls say they have been used in this training. Anyway, all the girls here feel the same way. I don’t think any of them want to leave. You’ll see.”

Karma paused then asked, “Then why are all of you chained to the overhead track?”

“I guess the men don’t trust us but don’t you think it’s very erotic? I do. I think it makes life more exciting, knowing I can’t leave and don’t know what’s going to happen. It’s like living in a thriller with vast pleasure sometime soon.”
“Is there anything fun besides sex?”

“Well, we only work about 4 hours a day and if no one is using us we can go to the pool or the garden. We often have parties with dancing and a little alcohol, and usually a lot of sex. We have yoga and belly dance classes a couple of times a week. You play the violin so you can do that at the parties. Sometimes we are used as ponygirls and pull clients around the garden paths. That’s different and most of us like the erotic roleplay.”

“Well, it sounds a lot better than being a whore chained in a brothel and servicing a dozen men a day. What are you doing now?”

“Setting the table for a small dinner party. Master and three of his associates. He sets high standards and if the placement is not perfect Jin will give me a coupe of stripes with her whip to “Encourage” me to do better. I’m supposed to teach you so watch me and I’ll tell you what I’m trying to do.” I picked up the plate again and showed her. … “and the glasses are placed an inch above the knife.”

Karma said, “I see. Can I try now?

“OK. Set the next place and I’ll watch.”

After an hour or so Jin came back and took Karma away. I saw Jin a little later and asked, “Jin, is Karma around? I’d like to talk more to her.”

“Master is taking her submission now. She’ll be back in an hour.”

I remembered when he took my submission.

He’s taking her right now. He’s going to replace me. I know it. Damn.

During our recreation time, after dinner, he gave me to one of his men, Juan for the night. I couldn’t hide my despair from Master, Juan, or anyone else. I was heartbroken.

Karma looked embarrassed, but happy. I remembered well my submission and how proud I had felt. I couldn’t be mad at her or even at Master. He had told me he would keep me to himself for a while. I knew it would end, but I really like having a master. Now I was just a girl anyone could use. Karma was beautiful and deserved Master.

I went with Juan to a private room. He was almost as tall as Master and sturdily built. He was clean-shaven and wore a gray suit with a white shirt, no tie. I knelt before him, careful to maintain proper posture and did everything I had been taught to portray respect and submission. My fate was in his hands now.

I leaned far forward and began licking his shoes, long, slow strokes down each side of both feet until he ordered, “Enough. Kneel. What are you?”

“Master, I am your humble slave. I will serve you to the best of my ability. I will obey you in all things and strive to bring you joy and pleasure. I will love you and hold you above me at all times.

Juan had already had me several times during my stay here, but Master had claimed me at night. I was already missing master’s touch but tried to look as eager as usual. Juan noticed and would have no sulking, “I’ll have you begging for more soon enough, girl. Stand up.” He took hold of my tether and led me to the center of the room, took my hands and put a lock through their rings but left it open. He lifted them high, effortlessly lifting me until my toes just touched the floor and locked them to my tether chain.

I was stretched taut and felt more open and exposed than ever. He stepped close and kissed me. I didn’t expect it, but it was very sensual and my hopes for the evening grew. His hands found my breasts and he squeezed them gently, “Your breasts are magnificent. And your rings suit you. His hands slid down my body and around to lay on my bottom. He raised his hand off my left cheek and slapped me.

Pain flared in me and quickly subsided, but the arousal it generated persisted. I batted my eyes at him and looked into his eyes, “That was nice, Master, but don’t you think it should be symmetric?”

“You think you should be giving me orders?”

Damn. I messed up. Quick.

“Oh no, Master! I spoke badly. I felt lopsided. You are the Master. Please forgive me!”

He let go of me, picked up a whip and went behind me. Was he going to punish me with hard strokes or just warm me up with light ones? Softly, “Master, you’re going to punish me?”

“Yes. You don’t think you deserve punishment?”

“Master, it was so minor.”

“Do you argue with your Master?”
“No, Master, never.”

“Then it is just with me?”

I was lost now. There was no answer I could give that wasn’t worse. “Master, I didn’t mean to argue with you. I’m sorry if I sounded like it.”

“A humble slave would not find herself in such a quandary. I’m afraid you are still too proud.” He stuck the whip in his belt and  rubbed my nipples between fingers and thumbs. It was arousing as always, but I was feeling decidedly cross.

“You don’t have to arouse me before you whip me,” I said acidly. “I expect to scream anyway.”

“Hurts less if you’re horny, Emma.”

Stretched taut from her locked cuffs by gravity, Emma hung in moody silence as Juan stimulated her into unwanted arousal. She tried to fight it, but her body wasn’t listening to her. His busy fingers and hands quickly thrust her near the edge, but he stopped short. She closed her eyes and surrendered. She knew she was defeated, had been from the beginning. In feminine defiance she said, “Don’t be proud of what you’re doing.”

It was an unusually quiet whipping. Emma refused to scream. She did not know whence her strength sprung, but it was there, arising from some deep source in her psyche to fight this man when she had no other weapon. She kicked and writhed her defenseless nudity under the lash but was silent save for the involuntary gasps as each blow seared her skin. 

Juan was an artist with slave girls. He had whipped every one of the resident slaves and a good many free maidens. The whip improved every one of them far quicker than talk, sex, or threats. In the end the girls were obedient, attentive, and so very eager to please. In the end they became proud of the marks and showed them off to their friends. They claimed it proved he loved them or why would he care what they did? None of them would deny him anything.

When the whip stopped and the agile, magic, fingers resumed their delicious stimulation of her erogenous zones Emma was again submerged in a maelstrom of sensation beyond her ability or desire to control . She couldn’t move, couldn’t stop them. She was helpless to control them and had no desire for the to stop, anyway. She had tried to remain silent during the whipping, found the pain something she could fight, but without the lashes, she had nothing to oppose.

To her dismay, the sounds, her writhing, spasming, body proclaimed her arousal. She wanted to control them, tried hard to control them, but in vain.  She knew he received pleasure in all he forced her to do, but her furious retorts were swept away in her flood of surging sexuality.

He resumed her whipping and the strokes had mutated into peals of growing arousal. In a few strokes she fell over the edge into a stupendous orgasm. He dropped the whip and held her as her body spasmed hot love juice into her vagina for many minutes, silvery threads trickling down her legs in mute testimony to the strength of her climax.

He didn’t release me as I recovered. I stood still, stretched, and vulnerable. I opened my eyes and looked up into his grey eyes. I said something I didn’t want to, “Thank you, Master.”

“A good whipping helps to center a girl. Sets her back on course. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, Master.”

“We should talk, but first you deserve a good fuck and I know you’re ready.

“Yes, Master. I do.”

She could not move do anything but the one thing he desired. His strength enveloped her and lifted her up. She proceeded to do it with every piercing sound and motion she possessed or her tether would permit.

I felt the stinging heat from my back and bottom. It would be tender tomorrow, but it felt good now. I realized I was happy, despite my whipping. I had loving friends among the girls, a real master and many strong men who loved me in the best way. I had no worries, obligations, or responsibilities I was the property of a man and my only duty was to care for these men and focus on the important things: my health, my friends, and most of all my Master. If I could change anything, it would be to be Larry’s slave. I missed him so.

Juan seated himself and regarded his panting slave’s sweaty nudity with affection, “We’re on the same path now, aren’t we?”

Not quite.

“Master, could you buy me from my Master?”

“You want me to buy you. Slave? I couldn’t afford you.  A girl like you brings him a million dollars. You’re more valuable than gold. The only reason you’re with me now is that there’s a limit to how many women a man can satisfy and you’re worth more when you’re well satisfied.”

No. The heat in my loins gave me the courage to make a demand. I need a man I can look up to, a strong man, a real Master. I don’t want to just be another fish in the pond that any man can catch when he wants.

“I’m more satisfied if I have a Master I can serve, not handed around like an old magazine. I need to care for a man. I’ll be the best slave girl in the world for you. Don’t put me back with the others. Let me serve you.”

He picked up the whip, “Lift one leg. You can hold your foot in the front, back, or side as you want.”

“Was I sulky enough to whip? Because I want you?”

“Yes. Your desires are worthless. You tried to take control. Controlling from the bottom is an age-old technique of women. It is not allowed in a slave. You will be whipped for it. Now lift a leg or I’ll start over.”

Emma lifted one leg out to the side and exposed her crotch. She managed to hold still for two fiery cuts between her thighs before falling into the contortions of agony. When she was able to stand straight again, she apologized, “I’m sorry, Master. Old habits die hard. I’ll do better.”

I want to be Larry’s slave. I hope he finds me. If he does, I’ll fall to his feet, submit to him, and gladly serve him. I want to be the best slave in the world for him.

THE END
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