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The Scourge

In 2031 a new plague emerged from the Balkans, contagious, lethal and unique. Gender specific, it attacked only males and was 90% lethal. Over a third of the Earth’s male population died in the first six months. A cure was found and the threat ended. Determined investigation revealed the plague was invented by a multi-national conspiracy of female scientists seeking to end male dominance.

The outrage was world-wide. Every family had been hurt and a consensus emerged in every country: “This must never happen again.” Competition between the sexes must end.  Female rights were rolled back two hundred years. The laws were Draconian: Females could not own property, receive education in the sciences, be the sole parent of a child, hold elective office, or supervise any male. Humanity demanded that women again be dependent on men. Forever. Any female that committed a crime was enslaved and sold at auction. Many women volunteered for slavery to improve their situation.


Chapter 1 : Roger

I watched the feed from Mason’s helmet camera as he walked out to the edge of Brevent Ridge for his first run of the day. He planned on two runs then he’d join me for breakfast. The camera was on his helmet and I couldn’t see his face, but I knew he was grinning. He loved this sport more than anything, even me.  That should have hurt, I know, but it didn’t. I was proud of him, happy to bask in his reflected prowess. In this world where life meant so much less than it should, he was willing to pit himself against the Earth itself. He shunned monotony, refused to accept boring routine, wanting only to live innocently dangerous. He looked for adventure, dared to look death in the face, unafraid.

Mason was a wingsuit BASE jumper and fearless. And I loved him.  He was just as willing to take chances in bed. We’ve tried most of the positions in the Kama Sutra and loved them all. We were both natural athletes and met running on the beach at Monaco. I never had the urge to fling myself off a cliff for fun, but it’s thrilling to watch him make a run, screaming down a rocky slope, only inches from the jagged surface, at 350 KMph.

He practiced skydiving for years to get ready and he bought his first wingsuit only two weeks ago. Already he’d made 20 runs. I nagged him until he relented and had a clone made at ReNew and an implant installed. He updates his data every night so, if he has to be renewed he’ll only miss a day.  It was expensive and I don’t take his kind of risks, so I haven’t gotten one yet. We’re both AI programmers for different companies, and as a man, he makes thirty times what I do so we could afford one clone. I promised him I’d get one if I take up something risky like him, but I don’t know how I could pay for it..

He stood on the lip and looked down the near vertical upper slope. It was dizzying. Then he dived off and his speed increased rapidly as he approached the tilted surface. The rocks grew larger and soon they were huge and he was darting between them like a crazed dragonfly. He flew through craggy openings between boulders, skimming only inches above the angular planes of the rocks. He zipped over a small ridge and two large rocks appeared in front of him. One was directly in his flight line, the other to his right, with barely enough room between them for him to pass. I thought he’d soar over them, but he zipped between them and a third rock, hidden from earlier view by the bulk of the first rock appeared in front of him, too close to avoid, and in an instant the screen went dark and I knew Mason was dead. I screamed in panic before I remembered his ReNew clone and remembered what to do.

I called the number on the ReNew card and gave the AI that answered his number. It confirmed that Mason’s implant was inactive. It got my location and told me Mason’s death would be confirmed with the UK authorities and if they confirmed his death, Mason would be renewed from his clone and I could meet him at ReNew’s facility in California tomorrow.

Only I couldn’t. I was told there was an accident during restoration and they couldn’t bring Mason back. It felt like he had died twice and I didn’t get to say goodbye either time. Everyone knew Roger Dalton had developed the ReNew process and became one of the richest men in the world. I knew with certainty who was to blame for Mason’s death. They never said there was a chance it wouldn’t work. He had taken our money, gave us his assurances Mason would not die a permanent death. He promised. He lied. He had to pay.

***

My name is Elaine Durbin, Ellie to my friends. I work in an insurance office. My title is underwriter but mostly I feed information to our AI. Sometimes I go out and verify information, “Ground Truth” the AI calls it. I have a twin sister, Virginia. We live near each other in Public Female housing. She’s a programmer for jobs too trivial for the AIs. Our parents are well off. Dad, Dr. Samuel Durbin, is a senior designer at SpaceTrans and we grew up in a large home on ten acres outside the city. Girls can’t take science or math courses in high school, of course, but our grandmother, Ruth, was one of the last generation of well educated women and she taught us math and computers. Virginia loved learning about computers and programming. I liked the math better. As far as I can tell, we are the only women in our professions now. Dad encouraged us to learn as much as we could and helped with our education. Mom was as intelligent as Dad, but her education was cut short by the new laws after the Scourge, so her education was focused on finding a man and keeping him happy.

Mom was one of the first generation of women who could no longer marry or get a formal education. She was a freshman in college when the world changed. All the grand plans of her and her sisters worldwide were stopped in their tracks by a world that no longer trusted them. They had no more opportunity, no education, no freedom. Menial jobs were largely filled by robots and AI. Her only choice was to live on the dole or find a man who would take her. The choice was easy. Bondslaves had security, better lives and guaranteed retirement at age 50 with a much better income than free women. She donned Dad’s collar when she was nineteen and wears it today.

In the paranoid time after The Scourge, women were watched carefully and required to be escorted outdoors. Now that women are generally ignorant of advanced technical knowledge we can move about freely. Of course the slave collars control slaves travel and report on their activities. Most of the women at work or on the street are collared and free women like Ginny and I are still regarded as unpredictable as wild animals.

Grammy Ruth’s tales of her youth were like a fairy tale. Girls were never taught about sex and everything they learned was in secret from their friends. Good girls didn’t have sex until they were married. I never understood how they knew they loved their husband enough to marry. Girls were supposed to be modest and hide their girl parts at all times. Now we’re always naked unless we go out in public when we wear the least possible to cover our nipples and pubes. Now we learn about sex, intercourse, and hygiene in school and are encouraged to practice safe sex as often as possible. When we turned sixteen, mom had all three of us wear high heels, wrist and ankle chains at home to learn how to be graceful in them.

There was really no opportunity for us to meet suitable men out in the country, so Ginny and I moved to the city and found jobs. We had tiny apartments in a huge women’s complex near downtown. The managers inspected our rooms every month to ensure we kept them clean and tidy. They were cheap and intended as temporary homes until we found a man. All of the girls living there were desperately searching for The Man. The man who would take them and care for them. Ginny and I found better jobs than anyone we knew because of Grammy Ruth ‘s work to teach us math and computers. Most of the women at work were collared. None of the girls we met in the city knew anything beyond simple math. No self-respecting men lived nearby, of course.

Like all our friends, we barely make ends meet and we’re hoping to find a man with a decent job who’ll take us. We spend every spare penny on looks: clothes, hair, cosmetics, exercise. Our only hope for a better life was attracting a man. My standards started high and I fear they descend with every passing day. After the Scourge there are lots more women than men around. The odds evened out since a man can take as many women as he wants and discard them whenever he wants. Every girl I knew boiled at the unfairness of the laws. I was a much better underwriter than my boss and his boss, but the law against women in any authority was absolute. If only the Andropov bitch hadn’t used Biowar. I can’t blame men for not trusting us.

Shade is my favorite club. A safe, dark, protective atmosphere, a dance hall with loud and frenetic music, good food, cheap, un-watered drinks, fetish play rooms for every taste, always full of life, and a  hostess with a deliciously shady past.  Marcella is a older than me and I’m told she used to be a secret agent. She’s a free woman and apparently in charge, even though she can’t own the place. Another rumor is that the real owner is an ancient billionaire that drops by occasionally. The first drink was free for unaccompanied women. Good thing, I only had $5 in my wallet and $45 in my bank account.

I found Shade a year ago and it’s become my goto place. I knew I was not very strong willed, and tended to be easily led by others, just the opposite of iron-willed Virginia. I had heard that identical twins tended to have the same personality traits but that sure wasn’t our case. Both of us liked Shade, me because I fit right in with the subs and Virginia with the Doms.

Tonight they were having one of their fetish mixers. It was crowded and every unaccompanied girl there was trolling for a new hook-up. The single men were strolling in a buyer’s market. I saw 200 years of clothing styles, Vampire capes, Goth, Steampunk, Lederhosen with an aloha shirt, latex fetish wear, black leather, evening gowns, even a wedding dress. I was just strolling, enjoying the get ups and looking for a hunk to talk to. I stepped toward to the bar to get a refill and saw Agnes, Shade’s resident harridan poet. She was seated at the bar in her usual seat, wearing an unhappy, bored expression. I knew she was watching for a new victim to come within range and I didn’t want to be it.

I turned to retreat and stumbled into a large man, my breasts pushing into his chest. I stumbled and started to fall backwards and his arms encircled me. My feet were between his legs and he was holding me from falling. I just hung there in his arms. We stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment. He was tall and athletic with fair skin and black hair. His gaze was sharp, alert, and focused on my face. It felt like he could see my thoughts and he was smiling, companionably, like we knew each other. He was wearing an expensive suit and smelled like sandalwood. I wanted him.

Roger was frankly admiring the girl who had stumbled into his arms. Her hair was deep auburn, spilling across her shoulders in a mass of loose waves. Her eyebrows were a little darker, rising over deep-set blue-green eyes with long lashes, wide with...surprise? Her nose was firm and delicately aquiline, a perfect complement to her good cheekbones and strong jaw line. She felt light, with well-toned muscles and a slim waist. She had lush, full lips that begged to be kissed.  He would remember this face.

As he looked at her an unfamiliar stirring assaulted his senses. After a moment of confusion be remembered that this was natural and enjoyable.  It had been almost fifty years since he ad last felt it. This was much stronger than he remembered. Idiot. He had been old when he last felt it. Now he was a virgin and the ardor of youth was back. His lust was almost unbearable then his hard-earned self-control reasserted itself and he controlled his urges. Be polite, learn about her. I have all the time in the world.

His deep voice rumbled into my ears, “Are you OK, miss?”

“I am now.” I made no effort to recover. I just stared into his rich, blue eyes and he was familiar, somehow. “Thank you for saving me.  Have we met?”

In truth, I didn’t want him to let go. I’ve always been a sucker for big, strong men. I felt an undeniable attraction to him, tinged with worry. No one this good looking and well-dressed was likely to be alone. He lifted me vertical and when I was standing again, I backed up a step and held out my hand. “Hi. I’m Ellie.”

He took my hand, gently, and lifted it to his lips. A feather-light touch as he said, “I’m  Roger. Pleased to meet you Ellie.”

My heart fluttered. How had we ever let this ritual go? It was so much more sensual, meaningful, and romantic than shaking hands.

“May I get you a drink, Ellie?”

He must be alone. Why? He could have any girl he wanted. “Yes, that would be nice. An Old Fashioned, please.”

I followed him to the bar. He raised his hand and Jimmy, the bartender, hurried over. I was surprised. I’d never seen him that attentive before. He said, “Yes, sir. What can I get you?”

In a calm voice, Roger said, “An old fashioned and a Laphroaig Lore neat, please.”

Jimmy replied, “Yes, sir, good choice.”

I had never heard of his drink, but I didn’t want to appear ignorant, so I didn’t say anything. I’d have to ask Jimmy later why he was treating Roger with such courtesy. Roger did have a commanding aura. Was Jimmy just reacting to the alpha male, or did he know something about Roger? Jimmy was as bisexual as an oyster but I didn’t get that vibe from Roger and usually my gaydar was excellent. I was pretty sure he’d have me in bed tonight and I was looking forward to it, he was a hunk.

Agnes noticed us then and swiveled her seat around to look at us. We looked at each other. Roger was turned away from her and didn’t see her move. Without preamble she looked me in the eye and said, loud enough to be heard over the background din, “Masks we wear, each truth a lie, a show, the puppets pulling each other’s strings. Beware the fatal affinity.”

Roger turned around when she spoke. Agnes turned away when she was done.  Roger looked at me, then said to Agnes’ back, “I wish I’d known you when you were whole.” Agnes went rigid, but stayed silent, as if she realized she had revealed too much of herself and was afraid to open further.

He surprised me with his insight. I had suspected Agnes had a wounded soul, but I’d been around her for months. Roger got the same feeling about her, but he got her in one sentence. Both of them had unseen complexities under their masks. The difference was that I was afraid to look under Agnes’ mask for fear it would injure both of us, yet I wanted to peer under Roger’s. Oh I was a little afraid of what it might do to me, but it was a titillating fear that I would be instantly addicted, trapped and unable to ever climb out and fear that it wouldn’t affect him at all.

He excited me and he looked like he was interested in me. There was one sure-fire way to eliminate him, but I hoped it wouldn’t. “Roger, will you make love to me tonight?”

He handed me my drink and our eyes locked. “Who are you Ellie? What are your fears and dreams, your hopes and aspirations.? Do you know? Will you tell me the truth?”

Did he want to see under my mask? I had never thought anyone cared what I hid. When I was just out of school and gainfully employed, I told men what I really wanted and it pushed them away, but only after they had toyed with me, raised my hopes and eventually drifted away. The truth had to come later, after I knew whether we shared some interests. “I’m just what you see. I’m young and want to be happy. I come here hoping I will find the perfect mate, a man who likes living on the edge, who excites me and can make me feel alive. I think I see that in you Roger, I hope you don’t think I’m too forward, but I’ve found I can feel the soul of a man when he’s fucking me.”

“Then he’s not a very good lover. I guarantee you won’t be thinking of anything when I’m, as you say, fucking you.”

“That’s pretty arrogant of you, Roger.”

“… Yes.”

“I like that in a lover.”

“Most sensuous women do. Yes, I believe I will love you tonight. For now, will you join me in touring the facilities Shade offers? I want to find something that excites you and you’ve not tried. I enjoy watching pretty women enjoying new experiences.”

“All right, I would like enjoying something new. I want to try everything others enjoy. What do you enjoy?”

He stood and offered me his arm. “Watching a woman experience bliss through submission.” We strolled into the recesses of Shade in search of something new.

“Does it happen with all your women?”

“No, not all. It takes a special sort of woman and just the right conditions. We may find the right conditions tonight.”

We went through tall double doors with a sign over them, “Play Rooms.” It was a foyer with rest rooms, a coat room with a young girl attendant and another set of double doors. This time the sign said, “Clothing Optional.”

She smiled at us and asked, “May I hold your clothing for you?”

Roger said, “Just Ellie’s”

I looked at him quizzically and said, “Really?”

“Of course Ellie, so you’ll be ready for anything Shade has that excites you. Don’t be shy. You should show off your lovely body, besides, look at the clothing in the coatroom. It looks like all the women beyond these doors have already stripped. You’ll fit right in.”

I was afraid Roger would think me a slut if I stripped for him in front of this stranger, but I did want to play with him here, where it was safe. I chewed my lip trying to decide

He looked at the attendant and read her badge, “Isn’t that correct, Cathy?”

“Yes sir, almost all the women leave their clothing here, and a few of the men, too,” looking meaningfully at Roger’s impressive torso, “but some just leave their outer garments and go in in their undies.”

“Excellent. Ellie why don’t you just leave your outer garments here? You’ll still be more covered than in swimwear, you’ll fit in better in the playrooms, and I’ll still get to see more of your lovely skin.”

I was grateful for her suggestion. “Well, I won’t undress in the hall.” I went into the restroom, feeling flushed and giddy. I didn’t mind nudity at home and I slept nude, but usually I didn’t indulge in public. Well, I asked for a new experience and it seemed many women liked this. I found a rack of empty garment bags waiting for me and filled one, not without some trepidation with most of the clothing I had. Luckily I had worn my sexy lace lined blue silk French panties and matching bra. I kept my expensive shoes, too. I looked at myself in the big mirror and was glad I visited the gym regularly. I was smoking hot. I put on my bedroom look and took the garment bag back outside and handed it to the girl. She gave me a plastic tag with a number on it. I handed it to Roger, “You’d better keep this for me.”

The electric thrill that hit me when our fingers touched was unexpected. My nipples swelled and pushed against my bra uncomfortably. Maybe nude would be better. My belly trembled and I felt my pubes swell up, too. I felt  drops of moisture on my labia. I had never had this reaction until I was already deep in foreplay before. My knees felt weak and wobbly.

He put it in a pocket, “Too right.” I took his arm and clung to it more strongly than usual, needing the support for my wobbly legs, and we went through the double doors.

There was a prohibitions list and a map on the wall. Every player had to give consent before any play, animal play was out, as was causing any damage beyond soreness or pink skin. A lawyer must have written it because great attention was given to spelling out the prohibitions. The map was much more interesting. Closest to us was a costume, jewelry, and restraint shop, the biggest room was for pony play, stretched out along the main hall were rooms for latex, leather, sadists, sado-masochists, two dungeons, a whipping room, a humiliating punishments room, two rooms labeled helpless 1 and 2, three rooms for pet play, a beauty parlor, a dance studio, and my least favorite, Golden Showers and Potty play.

We walked to the first door, the costume, jewelry and restraint shop and Roger steered me in. I held onto his arm more tightly than I wanted. He was my support, my defense against this sensual world, but I worried his idea of “fun” would exceed mine.

There were thousands of square feet of costumes for men and women, from yards of cloth from a thousand years ago to no more than six square inches of tiny things that covered nothing. I fingered several, wondering how they would look. Roger was very patient and never took his eyes of me.

Roger steered me around the store. After clothing, of a sort, were restraints of leather and steel. There were no play things with Velcro. Everything was sturdy and locked. We strolled along the displays and I fingered many of the items, wondering how love would feel in them. I liked bondage when being fucked. I came quicker and more reliably when bound, but it had always been ropes, never leather or steel. Rope was more intimate, required the full attention of my man to make them secure, but they hurt in just a short time. These would hold me secure for a long time without causing circulation problems.

I stopped in front of a collection labeled Fiddles. “Roger, these look impractical for sex. Why would a man want a girl to wear one?”

“Some men, maybe most men, like their women helpless sometimes. These would make it hard for you to do anything, resist anything, but you’re right. They would get in the way for sex. I’d only have you wear one to show you off to my friends or maybe take you shopping in public.”

My belly trembled at the thought and I felt my nipples harden. It was exciting to imagine being his helpless woman. “I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t like that, Roger,” I lied.

“Let’s see.” He took one off the rack and opened it. Hold your hands up in front of you.” He put it around my neck and I lifted my hands. This was a safe place to try things, I reasoned. Besides, I want to know about him and this will tell me something. He closed the fiddle around my neck and my hands. He took a spring clip off a display, slipped it through the lock hole, and stepped back. My wrists were trapped by the metal, held a few inches in front of my head. I wriggled them but was held fast.

Roger stepped close took hold of the end and gently rotated it to my left. Then he leaned forward and kissed me. His mouth was soft and warm and so sweet. I opened my lips and our tongues met and began the lover’s minuet. He was strong and I gave way, allowing him to explore my teeth, my lips, my tongue. Then he let me into his mouth. It was a glorious time and I wanted it to continue forever. The moisture running down my legs brought me back to reality and I drew back. My nipples were aching and I was sopping wet. “I guess they wouldn’t be much of a hinderance, after all.”

“No, but your arms hide your breasts too much for a good display.” He opened the fiddle and replaced it on the rack. He took down a set of stocks, “This would be better for displaying you and better in bed. It just keeps your arms out of the way and still leaves you accessible for anything I want.”

“You won’t need them, Roger.”

“Right,” and he put them back on the rack.

The jewelry on display was large and heavy. Mostly gold and silver. The jewelry attendant was male, dressed in a pinstripe suit. He looked like a banker. I didn’t see any precious stones on display. Roger found a catalog of models wearing nothing but jewelry. He studied the pages while I browed through the displays. I heard him finally, “Ellie, I found the perfect look for you,” and waved me over.

The model looked like me. Her hair was shorter but she was naked and wore only a heavy looking gold collar and an equally heavy looking nose ring. She held her arms crossed behind her and was smiling provocatively out of the picture. She was a slave girl happy to be in the power of her master. I had tried bondage and liked the exhilarating moment of submission when I realized my partner could do whatever he wanted to me and I couldn’t resist.  Sometimes Virginia and I played Mistress and slave when we were bored at night. We both had handcuffs in our toy boxes for those times. I don’t think either of us considered ourselves “Bi.” We both enjoyed sex with men more, but when we were between men, we did play. Besides, since female slavery was legalized, lots of women practiced the essentials, just in case they found it advisable or they were convicted of something.

I wasn’t stupid and didn’t let excitement overcome common sense. I was careful and always did a background check on potential partners.  I never let anyone tie me up on the first or second date and I always made sure Virginia or a friend knew where I was and who I was with. I think Shade is safe and could let myself be carefree here, but I wouldn’t go home with Roger without more checking.

“So you want me to be your slave girl?”

“I guarantee you will treasure the experience.”

“And you?”

“I will value the experience beyond rubies, Ellie.”

“You sound so certain I suspect it would not be novel for you.”

He only smiled at me.

“All right Roger, for tonight, in this place, I am your slave.”

He motioned for the attendant, “My friend would like this jewelry.”

Very good sir. I will need to measure her.”

“Of course.”

The man came around the counter and went behind me. I stood very still, not wanting him to touch me and reassured Roger was holding my hand. I felt his cool fingers as he put the cloth tape around my neck and slide it high then low on my neck. The collar was at least four inches high so I guess he had to find a size to accommodate the shape of my neck. It wasn’t unpleasant, but he took longer than I would have thought necessary. He went into a back room and emerged in a few minutes with a box.

He stepped behind me and I heard the rustle of cardboard and paper, and he said, “Sir, would you…”

Without a word, Roger moved behind me and caressed my neck with both hands and kissed my ear and whispered, “With this collar I claim you tonight.” then the heavy metal was closing on my neck. I started just a little as it closed with a snap. It was snug and heavy, but not cold. It felt like it was lined with soft leather and it held my neck straight. It would force me to an erect posture as long as it held me in its implacable grasp.

Roger turned me to face him and said, “You’re beautiful and even more radiant than before, Ellie. You must wear this always.”

I turned my head and looked in the mirror, I felt the obdurate metal, smooth and hard, snug and resisting the turn. It was smooth gold, with a heavy ring hanging from a staple in front and its mate in back. It was tall and thick with rounded edges top and bottom. I saw no seam or hinge. I was sure it was locked but saw no keyhole. “It’s heavy and I feel like a slave in your collar.”

I saw the attendant hand something small and black to Roger who nodded and slipped it into his pants pocket. A receipt? A key?  He asked, “You understand its operation sir?” Roger nodded, once, sharply.

I looked at Roger, “Operation?”

“Is it what you expected?”

“It’s bigger and heavier. I feel it possessing me more strongly than I expected. I imagine any woman you collar will want to obey you. Will you take it off when we leave?”

“We’ll see.” He turned to the attendant. “It’s perfect, now the ring?”

“I have it here.

“Yes, go ahead.”

He took the open ring from the attendant, “Look up at the ceiling, Ellie.”

I did, as far as I could, which was less than I could before the tall collar. Roger moved beside me and put an arm around my shoulders, “Just lean back, Ellie. I’ll hold you up.”

I did and it was a glorious, trusting moment. His arm was solid behind me and he effortlessly supported me with his strong arm. I clasped my hands together in front of me and saw the golden ring, open, approach my face. Roger held it between thumb and forefinger and gently slid one side in my nostril. It had a half inch opening in the featureless gold ring and after it was in place I felt it close tight and put some little pressure on my septum. Roger lifted me up and stood me on my feet. I sent over to the jewelry mirror and looked at myself. The ring was positioned very close to the tip of my nose and dangled about even with the top of my upper lip. It was thick and heavy and not as feminine as I would have liked. “Roger, it’s awfully big. Do they have anything smaller?”

“It’s perfect, Ellie. Too dainty and feminine and viewers will think you chose it for decoration, anyone who sees this will know I chose it to mark my woman. Remember, tonight you are my slave.”

I saw his point. I wouldn’t have chosen to put this big, masculine ring in my nose. “OK. Good point. But only tonight, Roger.”

“Halfway right, Ellie. While you’re my property, address me as ’Sir’.”

What was halfway right? That I had called him “Roger” instead of “Sir?” Or that I would only wear this ring tonight? “Yes, Sir.” He was right. I had agreed. “But only for tonight, Sir.”

He held out his arm and I took it. I did feel like I was his now, and it wasn’t unpleasant, either. Oh, I knew It was a sex game we were playing in the safety of Shade, but it felt more real right now.

He led me past the restraint room. “What, no manacles or chains, Sir?”

“Will I need them, slave?”

“No, Sir. I am yours tonight. I will obey you.”

“Good. Cross your arms behind you. With each hand wrap your fingers around the opposite upper arm, just above the elbow.”

I obeyed him and he put his hands on my shoulders and turned me around so he could see. “Good. Do not release your hands until I tell you.”

“Yes, Sir.” I understood. I had been bound by my Master’s will. There would be no breaking these intangible bonds.

“Walk beside me, Ellie.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I followed his lead as he opened the outer door and walked out into the hall. We entered each room and observed the action.  Usually there was one or two scenes going on. Most of the subs in the scenes wore slave collars. So did a lot of the women in the rooms. Only a few men were collared. I found my arousal growing as I saw more people in submissive situations. I would see a woman in bondage with cuffed hands or on a leash and my belly would spasm and force more love juice into my pussy. We were watching a woman on a leash giving a blow job to a man, not the one holding her leash. To my chagrin, Roger noticed the wet spot on my panties. “I was afraid this might happen when I saw how sensual you were. Come on.”.

He took me back to the equipment room and into the restraint room he had avoided before. He took me to a rack of female chastity belts and said, “Choose one, Ellie.”

He was correct. My arousal was embarrassing, so I chose an expensive stainless steel and rubber one that would withstand my juices. I still wasn’t allowed to use my hands, so I said, “Number 18.”

He took it down and asked the clerk if she would measure me for the belt. She came over and Roger shucked my sopping panties off me, “Spread your legs.”

I was embarrassed but did as told. She measured my groin and noted the numbers on a pad. She went into a back room. I started to straighten up, but he said, “Don’t move.”  I looked at him and started to object. I opened my mouth but his expression stopped me. I had moved. I closed my mouth and stayed put.  The clerk returned with the belt. Roger took it and wrapped the belt part around my waist and pulled It tight. Then he raised the crotch piece through my legs and locked everything in place.

It was tight. I felt compressed, contained. He led me over to a mirror. “This covers your privates, prevents rape, and is even sexier than your wet panties. Besides it is something a slave girl would wear to show that her master controls all parts of her.”

I had to admit he was right. It was erotic as hell and I felt more like a slave girl than ever. It held me inviolate, prevented even my own fingers from approaching my privates and let whoever held the key control my access. It was obvious that the wearer didn’t have the key. She would always be under another’s control. I wanted to touch it, run my fingers over its obdurate skin, but he hadn’t released my hands.

“Sir, may I touch it?”

“Are you tempted to move your hands?”

“No, Sir.”

“Good. See that you don’t.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Are you still aroused?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Was it the sight of the woman on the leash that aroused you?”

I wasn’t sure. My arousal had been building up ever since I walked through the double doors, but she was eye-catching. “I’m not sure. My arousal has been growing since I came in here.”

“Which is more exciting, a woman on a leash or a woman giving a blow job?”

“I guess the leash, Sir. I never had such a reaction watching a woman do oral sex. Of course I’ve never seen either while wearing a collar.”

“Let’s see.” He motioned to the clerk and when she was closer said, “Would you get me a six foot long chain leash for my slave?”

“Of course sir. Would you prefer a steel ring or leather handle?”

“Ring.”

She fetched one off a display and brought it over. Roger took it and held the end up for me to examine. A simple spring clip, easy to open with one hand, but impossible if your hands weren’t available, and clipped it onto the front ring of my collar. I had an instantaneous emotional reaction. My belly spasmed and I squirted into the chastity belt. Of course he saw my spasm and looked down to where my juices were dripping out of the heavy mesh covering my pussy.

“Well, Ellie, I guess we know what turns you on. Do you often have fantasies about being a slave girl?.

“N…not that often, S…Sir.  Sometimes. Weekly or so.”

“You know you can stop this anytime you want?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you want to keep going?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Are you playing a role, or seeing what your future will feel like?”

A damned good question. Would I like being his slave? I was certainly high on endorphins now, but when I came down, would I still like it?  “A first date is too soon to tell, Sir. And besides, you haven’t given me that new, enjoyable experience you promised, yet.”

He led me back to the room where he had noticed my wet panties.  The leashed woman was eating out a woman while the man holding her leash talked to another man.

Half the people were gathered around the scenes, watching, cheering, offering advice or sometimes touching. Most of the dominants were men, but there were exceptions man/woman was most common, but man/man, woman/woman, and woman/man were all represented. We didn’t see any gang dominance.

More than once Roger was approached and asked if he would let me play in a scene. Three times by men and once by a woman. The first two men wanted to spank me, one over his knee and the other wanted to strap me to a bench. The woman wanted to make me go down on her. I wouldn’t have minded that if she did me too. I was pretty horny by this time. The last guy wanted to put me in a pillory and tickle me. Ugh. No one asked me. I guess I was channeling my inner submissive very well. He thanked them for their compliment and told them that I was a virgin and he was saving me for a ceremony at home.

I didn’t stop dripping all evening. My legs and expensive shoes were soon covered in my silvery, dried secretions. I felt like the cleaners could follow my trail of love juice all over the premises

All of the things we saw I had done before and It wasn’t until we entered the pet play room that I got interested. There were 10 people, 9 females and 1 male down on all fours crawling around in a large circle with men, walking beside them. All but two of the Doms were walking their pets on leashes and most of them also held riding crops. Several of the “Puppies” had something in their mouths and all of them had springy “Puppy Tails”” sticking out of their anus.

Roger asked, “Ever try puppy play?”

“No, sir.”

“Does it look erotic?”

“Yes, not as much as I expected, though. Not as much as the bondage and whipping scenes. What do people get out of it?”

He led me over to an easy chair placed so the occupant could see the room. He sat down and motioned for me to sit in his lap. His smile was inviting and at odds with the scene but it was nonetheless alluring. I leapt into his lap and snuggled down. I felt his hard cock under me and desire surged. “Not now,” I thought. He turned my face to his and we kissed. It was a long, satisfying promise of a kiss. I managed to leave my hands in place, but I really wanted to wrap them around his neck.

”Its ancient human practice. Originally people wanted to experience the powers of the animal they were imitating, or to seek the wisdom of the animal spirit. Now the emotional or relational meaning is defined by the people involved. Of course we have much less contact with wild animals than our ancestors. Now we mostly know domesticated animals. These folks are all into puppy play. The Subs are wearing collars and being led on leashes. They are giving their owners unconditional love and obedience and they are freed of other responsibilities and duties. The Doms have accepted all responsibility for the Sub in exchange for control and love. Some of these people may never exchange sexual favors, but I suspect most will since they are playing in public.”

He sounded like my Grammy when she was explaining a difficult math concept. Of course I had not been naked and aroused then. This was better.

“When you’re in your puppy role, try and think only of giving absolute love and being completely obedient. Clear all other thoughts from your mind and let me guide you and protect you. When you have achieved this it’s called sub space and it will be a most peaceful, and pleasant state of mind. That’s what Subs get out of it. All your cares, worries, and ambitions are gone from your mind and only your puppy instincts remain.”

“Now we have to see how you like it. Let’s get you ready.” He lifted me to my feet and stood up.

He led me over to a door and inside a smallish room. It was nearly filled with a table. What I would have called a dining table, except it was too low, sturdy, made of dark oak. It was near a wall with several chests of drawers and there was a thick rod sticking up from near the far end of the table, on its long axis. It was chrome and had a ring every six inches. A short chain with a spring clip on both ends was hanging from a ring. There were rings every foot around the edge of the table with short chains ending in spring clips dangling from them.

“Climb up on the table and lay on your back with your head near the post. You can use your hands now.”

“Yes sir.” I let go of my arms and climbed up on the table on all fours, then rolled over and lay on my back. I wondered if he was going to remove my chastity belt and take me here. I wouldn’t have minded. I would have liked him to close the door, but he was in charge. I considered asking him but decided against it. I really did want to try pet play and sex might have sidetracked us, so I just smiled at him, meaning, “Now what?”

“Puppies don’t stand up. They spend most of the time on their paws so you need some things to protect your virgin joints, at least for now.”

He fitted me with knee and elbow pads, replaced my expensive shoes with light boots with steeply angles soles that would be impossible to stand on, and paws, thick, stiff gloves that he buckled on me.  I couldn’t bend my fingers and my thumb was held flat with my fingers. Both the boots and gloves sported sturdy steel rings. He looked me over and bent down and kissed me. I put my arms around his neck and we kissed for a long time.

“Almost ready. Turn over and get on all fours, love.”

“Yes, sir.” I rolled over and raised up on knees and paws.

He pulled me forward gently with the leash “Follow the tug of the leash Emily. Don’t pull. Be a good puppy or I may have to encourage you with the crop.” He showed me the crop. An eighteen inch long, leather covered wand with a pad of leather on one end and a thick handle on the other.

“Yes, sir.” I moved forward, awkwardly, following the tug of my leash.  He moved me forward until my head passed the steel rod, then the pull ended. He clipped the free end of the chain hanging on the rod to my collar.

“Spread your knees wider.”

I had expected to get a tail like the other pets. I wasn’t scared by this, though I embarrassed. I had done anal sex before. It worked but not as well as vaginal.

I watched as he opened a cabinet and selected a tail for me. They were all springy constructs covered with fur and ending in a cone shaped rubber stepped cone. It was curved so it would wave above my ass as I crawled.  He coated it with lube and stepped beside me. I felt the rounded tip rub around my bottom hole, looking for entrance.

“If you relax, this won’t hurt at all. Resistance might be unpleasant, but it is going in.”

I tried to relax, but it wasn’t a common action. He kept up a gentle pressure and I felt it sliding into me on its coating of grease. Soon I was stretched very wide and it wasn’t in yet. I was about to yell when it slipped in and my sphincter muscle contracted around the narrowest part of the cone.

“Wiggle your ass. Get used to the feeling.”

“Yes, sir. I wiggled gently and felt the intruder shifting inside me. It wasn’t unpleasant, but I could never ignore it.

“Good. Now you know that puppies do not use human speech. It is an embarrassing breach of etiquette. I would be expected to punish you if you uttered a human sound while in puppy mode. Understand?”

“Yes. Sir.”

“This is your first time, so I’m going to gag you since I’m sure I would have to punish you otherwise. Open your mouth.”

I have never been gagged. It was quite common, I know. Well, this is my safe place to try things, so I opened my mouth.

He pushed a round ball into my mouth and buckled its strap behind my head. I hadn’t seen it, but it felt like a round plastic ball. I held my tongue down so I couldn’t form words and I felt drool start to form on my lips. Great.

“OK, you’re almost ready for your debut. Hold still.” I heard him walking around me and when he reached my head, I could see he was taking pictures of me with his phone. I was surprised then realized all my other lovers had wanted to memorialize me, too. Recording their conquests? Trophies? They couldn’t blackmail me with them. I thought I looked good and everyone with any curiosity tried everything they could now. I smiled around the gag at him. He put his phone away.  “Climb down. On all fours. Stay beside me.”

I obeyed as well as I could. I was clumsy and I couldn’t acknowledge him. He walked slowly to accommodate my slow crawl. He led me over to an uncollared woman in what looked like a khaki uniform.

She watched us approach.

Roger asked, “Excuse me are you the trainer?”

“Yes. I’m Diane. Would you like her trained?”

“I’d like her to learn basic puppy deportment, how to heel, and to use her feet and paws to walk.”

“All right. It’ll take an hour. Is now convenient?”

“Yes. I’ll watch.” He handed her my leash.

“She took it. “What’s her puppy name?”

“Ellie.”

She walked toward an empty side of the big room. My leash came taut, but I didn’t want to leave Roger. I felt safe with him.

Roger said, “Wait a moment.” He walked over to me and put his hand on my back. He leaned down, close to my head, and said, softly, “I’ll stay close Ellie. I won’t let anything bad happen to you. She’s just going to show you how to be graceful and a good puppy. Obey her. Make me proud.”

I nodded my head. He would watch over me!. I followed the pull of the leash. She said, “Ellie, walk beside me. Keep your eyes on my legs and watch for me to stop or turn. Follow me. Nod your head when you understand my instructions. I nodded and slowed down a little so I could see her leg.

“Good girl.”

I felt inordinately pleased. I realized how submissive I had become tonight. We reached one corner of the room and we turned to face down the wall. She stopped and I did too.

“When I stop, kneel back on your haunches, cross your hands behind you, raise your body straight up, spread your knees wide, and thrust your breasts out.”

I adjusted my position and nodded.

“Good girl. Don’t move.” She walked around me adjusting my position, “Knees much wider, Ellie. Hold your head high. Move your feet together. Smile. Arch your back more.” Whichever body part she corrected, she slapped it lightly with her crop. It didn’t hurt, but it certainly drew my attention to that part. It also reminded me she could easily make it hurt.

“Be sure you wag your tail whenever your master is near. Real puppies wag their tail when they’re happy and they are always happy near their master. Use it to show him your love. Do it now and all the time I’m training you. It should be an automatic motion, subtle but constant when you’re in your role.”

I found I could make it wag even when I was kneeling. It didn’t take much to make the whippy thing wag. Good design.

She stopped in front of me and looked down at me thoughtfully. Finally, she said, “Ellie, I’d like to take your bra off.  You won’t get the full impact of puppy play until your breasts are free to move with you. Besides a woman’s breasts are her most alluring parts to a most men. May I remove it?”

It was the only part of my clothing left. I’d be completely naked to everyone when it was gone. Was that so bad? I knew I had enviable knockers. Why not? I should be proud of my body. I nodded, “Yes.”

She walked behind me and released the catch then she came back in front and pulled it off down my arms. Roger took it from her and put it in a pocket.

He smiled at me and said, “Good girl.”

I think I glowed under his praise. I felt like I had taken a big step and overcome a phobia with the removal of my bra. But Feminists knew that ages ago. His praise meant a lot more to me than the trainer’s. Only because he was male? I trusted him a long way, already. Was I being foolish? Yeah. I was, but it felt like I was trying to stop an avalanche. He was going to take me tonight and I was sure I would never want to get free.

While your master’s here I want you to learn a couple of new positions. Put your feet flat on the floor, lean forward and put your weight on your arms.” I obeyed her until I was sort of half squatting, my now free breasts swaying below me.

“Spread your knees wider and wag your tail. This is Ready, and the position you will take when your master approaches. Always smile and keep your tail wagging. It shows you’re happy he’s with you.”

I wiggled my ass and felt the springy tail wag behind me while its plug pulsed in time within me. I knew I was making myself a spectacle, a human acting just like a puppy, so happy to see her master. I gazed at Roger as I squatted and wagged and I was happy he was here.

She continued, you won’t be gagged most of the time, but always avoid human speech. If you can, always respond by nodding or shaking your head. Understand?”

I nodded my head as I kept up my happy wag. I was silent, looking up alertly at Roger, for now, my owner and master. I was the picture of a humble, erotic creature eagerly awaiting her master’s intentions. I felt a knot of anticipation and excitement, quite strange, growing in my belly.

“One more,” she said, ”sit back on your heels and straighten up. Keep your head high.” I did as ordered and kept my knees wide.

“Pull your elbows close to your body and put your paws under your breasts, palms down and lift your breasts to your master, squeezing them together.”

I obeyed, intensely aware of the spectacle I was making of myself. God, I had never done something so humiliating, so submissive, so erotic. My belly pulsed and moisture seeped into my cunt.

She unbuckled my gag and pulled it out of my mouth. I licked my dry lips, thankful to be able to move my jaw again.

“Open your mouth, wide, stick your tongue out and let it relax. Pant. This is how you beg.”

I obeyed and found this was even more erotic than “Ready” as I felt my nipples harden and lengthen, standing up red and rock hard from the lifted domes of my breasts. I wanted to cover them for betraying my feelings but dared not move.

Master walked around me and said, “Arch your back more, Ellie. That’s better. Head up more…good. This is the beg position. You’re a beautiful bitch, Ellie and a very good girl. Remember it.”

I surely would. I was sure there were more humiliating and satisfying puppy positions to learn and I was both dreading them and looking forward to them.

Master went back to his chair and my trainer picked up my leash and said, “Heel,” then turned and started walking. I got in position and paid close attention. I felt my breasts hanging down below me, swaying as I crawled. It felt good to have then out of their restraining bra. They would rub against each other and my arms as I moved. I felt my nipples hardening from the continual stimulation. I wanted Roger to squeeze them.

She made a serpentine path along the wall, weaving left then right. She reversed direction several times and I was always right with her. The stimulation of my breasts was distracting and I had to concentrate hard on her legs and how they were moving. I thought of nothing else and it was relaxing. She led me across the room, between other puppy girls and trainers and I barely noticed them. She kept this up for many minutes and I was getting pretty good at heeling.

She stopped and I knelt. “Stay.” She said now you’re going to learn the other way puppy girls walk. Put your paws flat on the floor.”

I obeyed.

“Straighten your knees and put the soles of your shoes on the floor. “

I obeyed and now I felt ungainly, awkward. The palms of my hands and the soles of my shoes were flat on the floor. My legs were straight and my ass was higher above the floor than my head. When I looked down my sight was filled by my dangling breasts. They were even more obvious than when I was on hands and knees. I could see they weren’t going to be nudged by my arms now unless I tried. I did enjoy the feeling.

“Now lift your right leg and left hand and move them both forward a foot.”

I obeyed and she said, “Good. Now your other hand and foot.”

I obeyed.

“Good. Do both hands and feet again.”

It was easier this time and I could move faster this way.

“Now Heel,” and she started leading me around the room again. This was harder to do and she corrected me several times. This time she made it sting. Soon I was heeling well and she didn’t need to correct me. I was much faster this way than on my knees, but also it was harder to stay with her through her turns, stops and starts. I had to pay closer attention and couldn’t allow any time between when she changed and I followed. I was so focused on her that I didn’t even notice when Roger started walking beside me. It was only when she stopped and I knelt that I found him right beside me. She handed him my leash and said, “I think she’s ready to go, sir.”

“I agree. Thank Marcella for me and give yourself a good tip. You’ve done wonders with Ellie in just an hour.”

“Thank you. Sir. She is a natural. I’m sure you will both enjoy the experience.” She walked away.

He used his hand to tousle my hair. It felt so good. I leaned over and rubbed my shoulder against his leg. He said, “Heel,” and stepped forward. I  raised up on my hands and feet and puppy-walked beside him. Heeling Roger was more satisfying than the trainer. Because he was male or my evening’s master and she was neither. Or was it because I wanted him to be my master for longer. I shuffled along at his side, my head up and alert, hips rolling, my breasts hanging below me and swaying with each step. We went around the room this way then Roger changed direction and walked across the room, dodging people and furniture. I had to twist nimbly and scamper sideways to remain in position. A laugh bubbled out of me. I couldn’t help it. It had become a game. Roger laughed too and he looked down at me appreciatively and turned again.

He circled people and spoke with them. I ignored them and concentrated on the game. I sank into the comforting subspace of surrender and dumb obedience as I scrambled to follow my master. The inner radiance of forbidden excitement inside her was not to be resented, she thought happily, but welcomed. She had agreed to be his slave for the evening and this was correct behavior for a slave, he was my master as my collar , nose ring, and leash proclaimed to all. It was perfectly natural for her to crawl at his heel.

He led me back to the easy chair he had used before, He sat down used my leash to guide me to a kneeling position between his legs, my knees wide and touching the feet of the chair.  He dropped the leash and cupped my breasts in his large hands. It felt soooo good. He squeezed  them gently and flicked his thumbs against my hard nipples.

“You have magnificent breasts, Ellie. You shouldn’t hide them. They are a nice handful, firm, and erect. Your nipples are big and stand out rather far from your aureoles.”

I was so glad to hear his words. Sometimes my breasts seemed too big, I was a little self-conscious of them. Most men spent too much time looking at my cleavage. His was a connoisseur’s approval. I knew it was too soon but I think I was starting to love him. Now I needed to practice the unconditional love and obedience he had told me about. I wanted to reach sub space. What would a puppy do now?

I sat back on my heels, wagged vigorously, lifted my breasts with the backs of my paws and let my tongue loll out of my mouth. It felt so right to beg for a treat. I shifted over and started rubbing my girdled loins against his knee. I wanted him to take the belt off and use me. Right here, right now. I heard a low, animal sound and realized it was me whining.

“Do you want me to take your belt off?”

I wanted to give him pleasure and I wanted to be fucked and I wanted to love him and I wanted him to keep me.  I made an animal growl, “Growl.” It was low and guttural. I didn’t know I could reach so low. I had never heard or made such a sound before and I’m not sure I could do it again. I didn’t think about it, it just flowed out of me and it was full of pleading, promise, and animal attraction.

Roger dug a key out of his pocket and held it in front of my face, “You’ve earned a reward, Ellie. You were perfect. I’ll remove the belt, but I’m not going to make love to you now. It’s only our first date.  Raise up.” I did and he unlocked the chastity belt, stripped it off me, and dropped it on the floor.

The cool air felt good on my overheated loins. I wanted to make love. He stood up and led me to a low table, just like the one he had put me on before, but this one was in the play room, one of five in a row.  “Up. On the table, Ellie.”

I climbed on and got on all fours. He led me to the vertical rod and moved the short chain to the lowest rung. “Put your forehead on the table.”

I did and he clipped the chain to my collar, holding my head on  the table. One at a time, he gently pulled my hands out to the side of the table and fastened them there with the spring clips. He walked back beside me and lay his hand on my bottom. “Spread your knees wide.”

“Wider.”

I felt him fasten my knees in place with leather straps. I didn’t care what he did. I knew it would be good. I was his prized possession. I loved him and wanted to make him happy. I quivered at every touch. I wanted to do whatever he wanted. My pussy was moist, ready, and eager to begin. I closed my eyes, lost in his touch.

More hands touched me. Snippets of voices reached me, a though through thick fog. “First time?” “Pretty girl.” “Really? First date?” “May I?”

Hands lifted my breasts, stroked my back, ran lightly up and down my pussy lips. It was all grand. I didn’t know who was touching me but Master’s deep voice was always there. I knew he was protecting me. I loved him so.

Then I felt a finger slide into my wet nether lips and caress my inner lips. I knew it was Master, rewarding me. Soon he went deeper, added fingers, pumped me up and my loins seemed to squeeze into a pinpoint and then erupt, sending a wave of pure pleasure through my body. I gasped as a flash of ecstasy exploded in my brain. I flew over the edge and flew into the best orgasm ever. My belly spasmed over and over sending a flood of my love juices onto his magic fingers and thrilling me as never before as my juices flooded through my engorged and ultra-sensitive sex, piling sensation on sensation, filling me with undreamed of delight. I sank into a post-orgasmic daze and relaxed in my bonds, unable to move, knowing I was a spectacle for all in the room, and not caring. There were still voices around me but they were meaningless. 

A gentle slap on my ass woke me and hands released my legs and my collar. “Down on the floor, Ellie,” came master’s voice. I climbed down, much more awkwardly than a real puppy. Master was there, holding my leash. I looked up at him and rubbed my head against his leg. He tousled my hair.

Another man’s voice said, “You’ve got a good Bitch there. Great breasts, good legs and outstanding responses. Take good care of her.”

“Don’t worry. I think she’s a keeper.”

I had done well. Master’s happy with me. My heart swelled and I almost orgasmed again.

“Steady girl. Let’s have you practice walking some more and meet some of the others.” He started walking and I hurried into position on paws and feet beside him and watched his legs, trying to anticipate his moves.

He ambled around the room, making many turns, giving me a chance to practice. He stopped to talk to several of the Doms whose Subs were in puppy mode like me. They talked about us as we were just dumb animals and it felt right. I was taught that it was expected for the puppies to smell each other’s asses, just like real dogs. Girls do have different aromas, especially if they’ve made love juices lately. The first bitch, called Molly by her owner, was a slim brunette made slimmer by the tight corset she wore. Her hair was done in a pageboy and she had sharp features. She was gagged with a large toy bone. 

As soon as Master stopped and I knelt, she rushed up to me, put both paws on my breasts, pushed me over onto my back, and stuck her face in my pussy. I was so shocked I didn’t know what to do.

Her master yelled, “Off, Molly. Bad girl.” He pulled her off me by her leash and slapped her ass hard. She yelped and knelt beside him, wagging her tail vigorously. Despite her yelp, I thought she was smiling around her gag. He turned to master, “Sorry about that. Molly hasn’t learned good manners yet. Actually, I doubt she ever will. She likes me to play rough with her and a hard slap on her ass is like a piece of candy to her.”

I moved back into ready position beside master and remembered to smile and wag.

Master said, “They have control collars in the shop if you really want to train her.”

“I know. Truth is I seem to enjoy punishing her as much as she likes receiving it. A match made in Heaven. I might get a control collar for her anyway. I haven’t seen you or your bitch here before. Do you come here often?”

“I don’t usually play here and Ellie is brand new. Her first time playing.”

“Really. She seems quite good at it for a first time.”

“I had Diane, the trainer, work with her for an hour but, really, Ellie’s a natural. She drops into subspace quickly and enjoys her role. She doesn’t know many positions or tricks yet, but she’s eager.”

“Would you like me to have Molly show her some things?”

“Certainly. I’m Roger.”

“Frank.” He took the leash off her collar. “Molly! Go kneel beside Ellie.”

I watched Molly get up on paws and feet and walk to me. She was graceful and I admired the way her free-hanging breasts swayed as she moved. Did I look like that? She kept her head high and her eyes focused on me. Her collar was leather and even taller than mine. It meant she was not a slave. She probably thought I was a slave from my metal collar and ring and I was here only because my master ordered it.

“Roger, I’m going to put Molly in several different positions. Would you have Ellie copy her?” He removed Molly’s gag.

“OK. Ellie, watch Molly and copy her. Memorize the poses and their name.”

I nodded my head and watched Molly. He took the leash off my collar and walked over to stand beside Frank

Frank said, ”Display.”

I copied Molly as she got up on hands and knees, spread her knees apart and lifted her head. I had been like this on the table, and it was like the position I had seen dogs displayed in shows.

Just when my breasts had stopped swaying, he gave the next command, “Roll over.”

I followed Molly as she rolled onto her back and continued over up onto her paws and knees again. Simple doggie tricks but I felt myself sinking more into the comforting grasp of surrender and blind obedience.

“Play Dead.”

Over onto our backs and stay there. Arms over our heads, feet up to our butts and knees spread wide.  The masters came over and Frank said, “All bitches like to have their bellies rubbed. He knelt beside Molly and stroked her belly. Master copied him and ran his hand over my belly, up to my breasts and rubbed my nipples. It felt good, but the excitement he generated was breathtaking.  His hand descended back down my belly and stroked my parted labia lips. I shuddered with the pleasure. I was close to a climax, but he pulled away too soon. I whimpered and he said, “Soon Ellie.”

“Let’s take them on a walk. Put the leash on Ellie.”

They clipped the leashes on the back rings of our collars.

Frank ordered, “Molly, walk.” Molly raised up on paws and feet and walked forward until her leash was taut.

“Bottom high!” he commanded.

She straightened her legs. I copied her and they walked us around the room, letting us set the course around the walls. I walked beside Molly, keeping in step. It was easier than I feared. The boot’s wedge soles lifted my heels, making it feel like a normal walk and reducing the strain my posture would have put on my tendons without the boots.  We moved faster than we did on hands and knees because we could take longer strides.

I realized the view our doubled over walk was presenting to our masters as they followed us holding our leashes. Master could see my puckered anus pierced by my wagging tail above the rosy, swollen lips of my labia. He could see my love juices wetting them, making them glisten in the light as I walked. He could probably smell my excitement. The knowledge made my arousal even more intense.

Frank ordered, “Faster. Pull a little. You smell your prey.”

We increased our pace, thighs pumping, breasts bouncing and jiggling. I felt the pressure of my collar against my throat as I strained eagerly at my leash. Molly was sniffing theatrically at the floor and I copied her. We scampered around the room, noses down and bottoms up, pulling our masters after us until we were called to halt.

I heard master say, “Our bitches love to run. Are there some balls we can have them fetch?”

“Excellent idea. Girls, heel.”

I got in position beside master and waited. When he started walking I stayed close enough for his pants leg to brush my shoulder and focused on his leg. They took us to a wall and Frank got two soft balls out. They took our leashes off and threw the balls across the room. “Fetch,” came the command.

I bounded away, side by side with Molly, in pursuit of the balls. Mine bounced off the wall and rolled between some people. I ignored them and ran between their legs. For an instant, as I closed my mouth around the spongy ball, did I wonder how I could be doing something so degrading and yet feel so desperately excited at obeying my master’s commands.

We scampered back to our masters with our trophies in our mouths and squatted before them in the begging position. Master patted my head, “Good girl.” He took the ball from me. “Fetch,” as he threw it again.

Twice more we retrieved the balls, until we knelt before them, a little tired from our exertions. My breasts were trembling on my heaving chest, sucking air around the ball firmly gripped by my teeth. Master tousled my hair and took the ball from me, “Good girl.”

Frank said, “Sorry, but I have to go. I hope I’ll see you and Ellie again.”

“Do you have time for Ellie to thank Molly?”

“I have a few minutes.”

Master ordered, “Molly, play dead. Ellie display over her, head to tail.”

Molly lay back on a throw rug, splayed her legs wide and put her hands over her head, flashing a wide smile to me. I realized how master wanted me to thank her. How could I do such a thing in front of these strangers? I knew the answer instantly: because I had no choice. I was slave and my only duty was obedience. It was just a role I was playing, I told myself. I straddled Molly so my head was over her groin. My heart pounded as I hear the next, inevitable, command.

“Lay on Molly, Ellie. Tongues to cunts, both of you and don’t stop until you’ve climaxed.”

I stared at the Molly’s mound of Venus inches below my ringed nose. I had made love to other women before, most often, Ginny, but never this way.

Master gently slapped my ass, “Go.”

I lowered my head and kissed her shaved pussy while staring at her moistly gleaming pink inner lips, visible through the spread slit of her labia. She was aroused too.

Another slap on her ass, gentle but insistent. How well Roger already knew her. The gentle slaps were all she needed to get her through her societal prohibitions, to let her do what she really wanted. She knew full well what a spectacle she was making of herself to everyone in the room. “Nice girls don’t do that,” was gone and now she was succumbing to her animal instincts to seek pleasure, feeling her loins warm. She could feel the heat from Molly’s body while inhaling the heady musk from her loins. Her nostrils flared to the most intimate perfume, subtly different from Ginny, unique to Molly. She knew Molly was looking up at her own pussy, seeing her moisture, smelling her arousal, too. Was I dripping onto her face? Was she licking the falling drops?

Another light slap, “Both of you are pretty bitches and you hold an infinite amount of pleasure. Enjoy what you have to give.”

Yes, Molly was beautiful. All I have to do is let go… Ellie buried her face in the moist, hot, slit of flesh below her, licking and nuzzling with vigor, even as her own legs closed around Molly’s head when Molly’s tongue burrowed into her own slit. Her gasp of delight was muffled by Molly’s enveloping flesh. She felt the strange push of her new nose ring as she pumped her face up and down. She ground her pussy down into Molly’s face, her tongue licking the hard nub of her clitoris as her nose pushed into the mouth of Molly’s love canal. They were in a race for pleasure as they both heaved in mounting delight.

They climaxed together with gasps and moans of pleasure fitting for two sensual young bitches. Their masters let them recover until their ragged breathing calmed.

Frank said, “We really have to go, Roger.”

“Up Ellie.”

I struggled up and got off Molly and knelt beside master. He put the leash on my collar. Molly got up and came close to me. She put  her arms around me and we kissed. Frank put Molly’s leash on her and led her away.

I watched them go with a bit of joy and sadness. I was very happy.

Master introduced me to several more bitches and we exchanged more polite sniffs. They all smelled good, but none of them were wet and musky like me.

After an hour of socializing, Master said, “That’s enough puppy play for now. Let’s go look at pony play.”

This was it. The moment of truth where I would see just how far apart Roger and I were. This was where every man before him had shied away from me. I thought Roger might be different and now I’d see if I was right. I got into begging position. He looked at me in surprise. I shook my head, “No.”

“No? What do you want, Ellie?”

I used my right paw to point to the rack of instruments on the wall then put it back under my breast and lifted.

“OK. Go get it.”

I scampered over to the rack and chose a short-handled, single-strand whip, took it in my teeth, lifted it down and trotted proudly back to master. I went back into begging position with the whip in my mouth. He reached over and took it from me.

“Do you want me to whip you”?

I nodded my head and barked. Would he do it? I needed to feel him correcting me, punishing me, or just because he enjoyed it. I guess I’m some sort of closet masochist. I don’t flaunt it in public often, but a good whipping or paddling arouses me almost instantly.

“Either you are a bit of a masochist and need a bit of pain or you are trying to determine if I am qualified to be your master or possibly you want to see if I am a sadist and need to inflict pain for my gratification. Of course you won’t tell me your reason because if it is a test that would invalidate it and if you just want pain, I might not want you, and if I’m a sadist you might not want me. Get into punishment position, Face on the floor, ass high, arms crossed behind your back, knees wide.”

Ellie was glad he understood her quandary, but he hadn’t given her any answers yet. She bent over and assumed the position, wondering what he would do. She had not seen any evidence Roger was a sadist, on the contrary, he had avoided inflicting any pain on her so far, despite the many opportunities she had given him. The truth was she liked rough sex, she liked being spanked or whipped because it aroused her and her passion quickly drowned out the pain. But her strongest reason for her request was to see if he would be strong enough to discipline her when she needed it. To be her leader, give her a road to follow, save her from the aimless drift she found herself in.

She heard Roger say, in a booming voice, “Ladies and gentlemen, I must discipline my bitch. I would welcome your attendance and advice. Gather ‘round, please.”

Oh shit. He wasn’t going to let this be a private affair. He was going to make it a public spectacle. I wanted to melt into the floor.

I closed my eyes as the footsteps closed around me. I knew strangers were seeing the pink-lipped entry to my sex and the springy tail gripped by the tight ring of my anal passage, still wagging. It was humiliating but it was so arousing. I felt my nipples hardening and moisture coating my sex lips.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this bitch is my slave, Ellie. She tried to influence my actions. She tried to exert her will over me for her own purposes. This is unbecoming behavior for a slave or a bitch.”

“ Ellie, right now you are a slave being disciplined, not a bitch. You may speak.” His voice has hard, harsh, as she wanted her master to be.

“You will receive six strokes. If you scream, six more.  If you move to avoid a stroke or close your legs, your punishment will double. After each stroke you will count the stroke, thank me, and beg me for another. If you don’t respond properly I will start over. Do you understand?”

Oh God. He was going to make me beg for my punishment. The severity of his punishment and its possibility for limitless extension sent a wave of chill horror running through Ellie’s body. She wanted it, but now she feared she may get more than she wanted. She was trembling. She had to focus. She thought about what she had to say. “Yes, master.”

The first stroke, delivered with shocking venom, told her that he was familiar with using a whip on a girl and she gasped in pain as raging heat flared across her ass. She forced herself to remain still and speak her litany: “One, master. T…Thank you, master. May I have another, please?”

The whip had left a thin, burning, red stripe with a pink border across her ass, parallel to the floor. The second, third and fourth strokes were carefully spaced, each one parallel to the first, marching down her bottom, each a scant inch below the previous stripe. By the third stroke her she no longer felt them separately, her ass had become a hot mass of excitement. She was being publicly whipped and she deserved it. Her belly had grown hot and started to spasm delightfully.

The fifth was much softer and delivered with devastating accuracy, whipping into the spread slit between her buttocks, the tip of the whip flicking into her tender sex, sending Ellie’s body jerking in involuntary reaction. “…Five, master… Thank you…Master…May I please have another?”

The sixth followed its predecessor, flicking Ellie’s defenseless sex forced a squeal of ecstatic agony from her as her belly convulsed in a slave’s orgasm to the whip’s stinging touch.  Ellie’s body was out of control and surrendered to the cruel touch of her master, spasming and pulsing as she sprawled helplessly on the floor, and the crowd applauded her complete and obvious subjugation.

Ellie’s despair was complete. She had revealed herself to a room full of strangers, but most importantly to her temporary master who now knew she was now and would always be under his complete domination. There was not a single “No” left in her body. Her life as a free woman was over.

She opened her eyes, seeing the crowd of smiling men and mostly collared and naked women, some still leashed, beaming down at her, happy for her and happy to see her thrown down to their level, sisters in humiliation and submission, and she was happy.

“You are fortunate, slave,” her master’s voice sliced through Ellie’s joy like a scalpel. “You screamed only at the sixth stroke, but you held your position. You only earned six more strokes.” There was a collective gasp from the audience. “ Resume your position.

Ellie knew now that her master would be strong and keep her on a short leash. He would not be cajoled. Good. She rose back into position to the cheers of the crowd. Now all knew she was broken to his will.

Driven deep into a storm of overwhelming passion, her body burning with sexual need amid the delicious agony of his scalding whip marks on her naked skin, Ellie focused on one single thought. She must submit absolutely to her master. She knew she could leave, but that was the last thing she wanted.

Again the whip marked her skin and this time the crowd chanted the count along with Ellie, recognizing her need and helping her to achieve the total submission that was her only goal.

A submission that, as a second massive, spasming orgasm, roared through her trembling body, Ellie gave, then slumped to the floor.

“I will forgive you further punishment, girl, for it is obvious you enjoy it too much to be a deterrent of future transgressions. You’re a bitch again. Display!”

I got into position as the crowd backed up a step.

“Does anyone have any suggestions for my bitch?”

A woman said, “Her leash is on the wrong ring.”

“Thank you, Miss.” He took the leash off my collar and clipped it on my nose ring. The weight wasn’t painful, but it was noticeable. I didn’t move.

“Thank you all. I hope you enjoyed my bitch’s show.”

They all sauntered away, talking among themselves.

“Let’s go look at pony play.”

He got me up on the table in the changing room on all fours and clipped the short chain on the stand directly to my nose ring, fastening me in place. .I stood motionless, helpless to move without pulling on my nose, but not wanting to move, either. He ran his hands over me and I savored the human contact . He cupped my breast and massaged it gently. I felt my nipples harden as he gently squeezed. His other hand took hold of my puppy tail and wagged it back and forth. He applied increasing pull until my well-lubed hole released it and it left me with a sucking pop. He exchanged my shoes for the puppy boots,  removed my paws, released my nose ring and helped me up. I melted to him and raised my lips into a kiss. We held each other for a while before we broke for air.

“You’re no longer a puppy girl, so you can talk again. If you are disrespectful I may put the gag back in, so be careful.” He was smiling when he said this, but I knew he meant it.

“Thank you, master, for an enjoyable experience. That was fun and erotic as hell.”

“Do you want to wear the chastity belt?”

“No, sir. I think I’m past that now. You can leave the bra off too. Enough people have seen me naked that there’s no more modesty left to protect. Besides, I like the free feeling. Well, except for the collar and leash.” I thought to myself, “I’m even getting used to them. As long as you’re holding the leash.”

“How do you feel about the leash?”

“It’s demeaning to be leashed like a dumb animal. I feel humiliated whenever someone sees me. I think I’d just curl up and die if anyone outside of a play area saw me.”

“Is it better or worse on the ring  instead of the collar?”

“Worse. I have to pay close attention or it tugs and hurts. If it tugs on my collar it doesn’t hurt.”

“I meant, is it more shaming or demeaning on the nose ring?”

“That too. It’s a whole new level of helplessness to be led around by your nose.”

“You want to feel like a slave, don’t you?”

“Yes, dammit, master. It makes me feel more like a slave.”

“Then I’ll leave it on your nose ring for the rest of your slavery.”

“As master wishes,” I snarled.

“Let’s go.”

I moved into heel position, acutely aware of the leash dangling from my nose. I had to keep it slack or feel it punish me. Master walked slowly, deliberately, letting me get used to my novel leash. I folded my hands behind me as before, each hand gripping an upper arm.

He led me to the large room labelled Pony Play. He opened the door and led me into a largish room with lots of chains and leather gear, mostly black and mostly collections of straps with shiny silver buckles and rings hanging on the walls. There were far too many crammed together for me to make any sense of. There were several doors labeled, “Shop,” “Exercise,” “Arena,” and “Restroom.” There were benches close to the walls, fastened to the floor.

He stopped in the middle of the room and turned to me, “Ellie, we spent more time than I wanted getting to this point. It’s too late to do any pony play tonight. I’d like you to try on some of the tack so you can get familiar with it. OK?”

“I’m yours to command, Master.”

He led me to a rack and selected a collection of straps and buckles and removed my leash. He straightened it out and slipped it over my head. One strap went around the top of my head, another went over the top and under my jaw, one went around my head. When it was buckled in place there was a large steel ring on either side of my jaw. He brought another object to me, “Open your mouth.”

I did and he inserted it in my mouth and clipped it onto the steel rings. There was a flat plate with serrations resting on my tongue, effectively gagging me and a rubber covered steel bar between my teeth. He tightened the strap under my jaw, clamping the bit between my teeth. “This is your bridle and bit, Ellie. It’s what I will use to control you.”

I shook my head, getting the feel of the thing, just as I had seen horses do in vids. Then he removed the tack. I liked the thought of being under his control but didn’t get it yet. So far it wasn’t as pleasant as puppy play.

Roger received a short message on his implant, “Success. Subject suitable. Logren.”

He took the bit out of my mouth. “Let’s save this for our next date, if you want to see me again. Pony play is, I think, more satisfying for both the Doms and Subs, so I think you’ll want to try it. When we met earlier you asked me to fuck you tonight and I promised you two things: I would make love to you tonight and I would try to find you a new, pleasurable experience. So I have two questions for you: did I give you a new, pleasurable experience and may I have the honor of entertaining you tonight?”

I had to think this over. OK. “Yes to both. I have never had such a good time before. Take me to bed, Master. Please.”

“Thank you, Ellie. I had a marvelous time too. Since you’re my slave for the evening, I think you’ll wear the collar and nose ring until morning.”

“As you wish, master.”

He put the leash back on my nose ring and took me back to the entrance and I retrieved my outer clothes. I didn’t bother with the bra and panties. I don’t know if I ever would want them again. I dressed and he took off the leash and dropped it in a pocket.

“Master, I don’t know anything about you. How can I be sure it’s safe going home with you?”

“Let’s go find Marcella.”

I was confused, but I liked Marcella, so, “OK.”

We found her in the bar sitting at the counter, facing the mirror, watching the room. She saw us approaching and rotated her seat to face us, “Hello Roger, Ellie. Having a good time?”

“Hello, Marcella.” He walked close to her, pulled her close and gave her a lover’s kiss, long, strong, and enthusiastic. She gave as good as she got and I was jealous.

Eventually they broke and Marcella said, “Yes. I guess you are.”

“Marcella, Ellie was wondering if it was safe to go home with me for the night.”

“Ellie,” she said, “You’re perfectly safe, physically, with Roger, but you will surely lose your soul and willingly give up your freedom.”

“Good. Just what I hoped, Marcella, Thank you.”

On the way out we passed Virginia with her current lover, Blaine, in the bar. Both their eyes focused on my collar and nose ring. I beat them to the question, “Yes, for tonight I’m Roger’s slave girl. My period of servitude ends in the morning. Until then I’m his. I’ll call you tomorrow, Virginia. This is Roger and I don’t know the rest, Master.”

Roger smiles and says, “My new slave girl is quite direct. I may keep her if she’s as good in bed as she says. I’m Roger Dalton. He handed her a business card. “This is where Ellie will be tonight. I’ll return her in good condition tomorrow. Don’t worry.”

Ellie took Roger’s arm and headed for the exit. Virginia and Blaine watched in silence as they left. Roger whispered, conspiratorially, “They never said a word. They can speak, I assume?”

“I think we shocked them, master.”

We stepped outside into a warm evening. The crowds on the sidewalk had thinned. He took out a phone and called an autocab. It would arrive in less than a minute at this hour, downtown. We face each other and kiss. It was a warm, intimate moment stolen on a public sidewalk. Suddenly there’s a scream and I open my eyes to see Roger’s eyes widen in alarm. He flings me toward the building and there’s sickening thump of metal hitting flesh. I landed hard on the sidewalk and lay there stunned. A public medbot stops in front of me, blocking my view, then everything went black.

I come instantly awake. Virginia and Blaine are in front of me. I’m laying on a couch. “What happened?”

Blaine says, “There was an accident. You got a mild concussion. The medbot says you don’t need any further help.”

“Where’s Roger?”

“I don’t know. He was taken away before we got outside. Someone said they thought he was dead. That car that hit him was barely recognizable after hitting the wall behind you. It must have been at highway speed. I’m afraid he was killed. I have never heard of an autodrive car hitting someone before. Something must have broken internally.

“No, I don’t believe it. The car missed me, maybe it just grazed him and they took him to the hospital because he was bleeding.”  I had known Roger for only a few hours but already he was the center of my life. I needed him. He wasn’t even a lover, but already he had become my master. He had to be OK. I needed him so much. I couldn’t accept that he might be gone. “Find out where he is. I need to go there. Now, please.”

I stood up. I was unsteady for a moment, but my purpose drove me to be strong. I saw my reflection in a mirror. The gold ring in my nose and the gold collar on my neck instantly drew my attention. I couldn’t go out in public like this.  

I tried to open the ring and failed. I tugged on it and it was firmly anchored in my nose. It wasn’t coming off this way. I ran my fingers around the collar, feeling for a latch, but found nothing but smooth metal. “Does anyone know how to get these things off me?”


Chapter 2: Testing the Waters


Virginia asked, “Where did you get them?”

“Roger got them for me at the shop inside.”

“Go back there and ask them,” she suggested.

“Where are we,” I asked plaintively.

“In a lounge in Shade.”

“Come with me, please?”

It was only a short walk. The same very formal man who helped Roger before came to us, “Can I help you?”

I said, “Yes, can you remove this collar and nose ring for me, please?”

“I’m sorry, that’s not possible, Only Mr. Dalton can remove them.”

My stomach curled up in a ball. I was fumbling for words when Blaine spoke up, “Roger Dalton? Is he the Roger Dalton of ReNew?”

No one spoke.

“Ellie, if he is, he’s one of the wealthiest men on the planet.”

No one spoke.

“Later, what is important now is that this Mr. Dalton was in a serious car accident just outside the club. He was taken away in an ambulance. The rumor is that he is dead. Surely there is a locksmith you can call, after all he got it from you only hours ago.”

“No, as far as I know, only he can open them. You see these items are actual slave gear and they are designed so only the slave’s owner can open them. They are very, very sturdy and they are keyed to his biometrics.”

“But,” I protested, “we were only in the shop for a few minutes and he never left the display room.”

“His biometrics are on file with us, miss. I’m afraid you will have to wait for him to return to remove them.”

“But, I have to go to work in three hours!”

“I am truly sorry miss, but I know of no way those can be removed without Mr. Dalton, the registered owner.”

“But he’s not my owner.”

“I’m sorry, miss.”

Blaine asked, “How is it that Mr. Dalton is on file here?”

The precise man did not reply. Blaine’s questioning expression turned to understanding and he shut up.

Virginia said, “Let’s go home, Ellie. It’ll be OK.”

“How, Ginny, I can’t go like this. I’ll look like, like…,” I trailed off, staring at the floor, unable to think of an apt descriptor.

“Me,” she said.

I looked at Ginny, really seeing her as others might. She affected a Goth image. She wore a leather collar; rings in her nose, eyebrow, ears; bracelets; rings on her fingers. She had multicolored, spiky hair and stood out like a peacock among sparrows. “Let’s go home and see if I can give you a ‘Sophisticated Goth’ look you can wear to the office.”

“I don’t know, Ginny.”

“It’s time for a change, anyway, Ellie.  The men go for the ‘Wild’ look.”

Blaine said, “She’s right there, Ellie. Besides, do you have a better plan?”

“No, dammit.” I stomped out with them right behind me. We caught an autocab to Ginny’s house. I sat in the back and oscillated between fear, despair, and anger. I blamed myself for not asking about the collar and ring. I just assumed they were jewelry. Stupid. With slavery now legal, slave gear was widely available.

Ginny’s idea was basically makeup; hair style and color; and clothing. While she worked on my face and hair I read up on slave gear on the web. Real slave gear is  gold or some other coating plated on top of Titanium III. It’s basically indestructible, unless you don’t mind maiming the wearer. They are controlled by molecular circuitry computers that only obey commands given by someone with the owner’s biometrics.  They aren’t just inert metal either. They have a bunch of functions I’m glad Roger didn’t activate before we were separated. Most of them are to ensure a slave is obedient and doesn’t stray.

So I have to wear them until Roger removes them. They are real slave gear and only the owner can remove them. Was that what Roger wanted? I thought they were just a rental from the shop. It turns out he bought them for me and I was shocked to hear what they cost. I guess money is not an impediment when you’re one of the richest men on the planet.

Virginia stepped back and said, “You look good, Sis. Just wear a tight, black suit and heels and you’ll be the queen of the office. You’ll have men three deep around your desk all day. Guaranteed.”

I went to the bathroom mirror and looked at my image. She had put a purple tint in my hair, making it a very dark reddish purple. My eyes were rimmed in a reddish black and my lashed heavily mascaraed. My lips wore a very dark red gloss. Dark red nail polish finished the look. All the dark red contrasted nicely with the gold nose ring and tall, gold collar. It definitely wasn’t my normal look. It was so outrageous everyone at work would have to believe I designed it.

I had been on an emotional rollercoaster for hours. Seeing the “New” me wasn’t helping calm me down. I could just imagine the reaction I was going to get at work and I wasn’t looking forward to it. In between flashes of fear, shame, and denial I kept wondering if Roger would like this look when he first saw me. Well, it was all I could do now.

“Gin, it looks great You did wonders. Now can I borrow the clothes? I don’t have anything that would do your work justice.”

She had anticipated me. When I turned around she was holding black heels in one hand and a black dress on a hanger in the other. I took them and slipped them on. Ginny and I were twins and we both worked out so we were identical size sixes with ”C” cups. We always borrowed each other’s clothes. I slipped everything on and I looked “Planned.”

No one would guess I was locked in the hardware, it all went together so well. Gin handed me a dark red leather handbag and a black, wide-brimmed hat. Now I looked complete.

Gin said, “Look at me.” I did and she took several photos of me on her phone.

“Don’t show those to anyone, Sis.”

“Not to fear, Ellie. You look just like me on a good day.”

Blaine walked into the bedroom and whistled. “Ellie, you look fantastic. You should look this way all the time. You can get any man you want.”

“I curtsied, “Thank you Blaine, Gin. I’ve got to run.” I called an autocab and went outside. Four men and a boy whistled at me as I walked to the waiting cab. Not a bad start.

I made it to my desk without any problem but I saw several acquaintances start and stare as I passed. The parade started as soon as I sat down though. It seemed everyone in the office had a superfluous question or wanted my opinion on something trivial. Most of the women in the office were already collared, but none of their masters had put nose rings on them. My closest free friend at work waited for a lull in the stream and sat down in my guest chair, “That’s a new look for you Ellie.”

“Hi Sue. Yeah. I was in kind of a rut so I decided to spice it up a little.”

“That you did. Did you find a man? Are all those rings costume or real?”

“No. I just wanted a change. They’re Costume. I don’t want to always look like this. It’s just for kicks.”

Well, I’d keep them for a few days. You’ve got every guy and half the girls panting over you. Play your cards right and you can have as many lovers as you want.”

“I want quality, not quantity.”

“Yeah, right. Me too, but you’ve got to kick the tires before you buy. So, where did you get all the hardware. You’re so successful I might want to try your approach.”

“Several places. I’ll make a list for you tomorrow.” No, I wouldn’t, at least not a complete list. “No you’ve got to excuse me. I’ve got to finish my project by the end of the week and I’ve still got a few questions to track down.”

“Ok. See you. Don’t forget my list.”

“Bye.”

Sue left and the stream of looky-loo’s restarted. I got lots of questions about my collar and nose ring. Gold was rare and expensive. No one asked to touch them, but I could see the conflict in some eyes. Most slaves wanted to know where I got them. The free girls complimented me on my daring , a few wished they were brave enough to try my approach.

Only one nosy free girl, Nylla, got close to the truth, though. “Your collar and ring are classic slave girl fittings. If you had been enslaved, you wouldn’t be able to take them off would you? Wouldn’t you just die if you were a slave and your master sent you back to work and someone found out? Of course you could disprove that theory by just taking off your collar and nose ring, couldn’t you?”

“I prefer to leave everyone guessing, Nylla.”

Aren’t you afraid people will think you’re a slave and can’t take them off?”

“No. An air of mystery is good for one’s reputation.” But I wished she would go away.

The stream of interruptions ended after a couple of hours and I was able to get some work done.

My day didn’t end the way I planned. I woke up in the recovery room at work and remembered my last moments. I remembered holding Ellie and hearing a woman scream. I saw the car racing toward me and shoved Ellie toward the building. Was she injured? I opened my eyes and saw Sandy, my assistant ,sitting in a chair at the foot of my bed. “Sandy, I take it I died again?”

“Yes, sir. I never thought you’d be your own best customer.” Sandy had been my assistant since I started ReNew. She was in her fifties now, ten years younger than me, but of course my body was only a few months old, force grown so it had a biological age of twenty five.

“Was anyone else injured in the accident?”

“No. A policeman was around asking questions. Seems he doesn’t think it was an accident. Being killed twice by a malfunctioning autodrive vehicle is suspicious.”

“Yes, I agree. Is he still here? “

“No. He left a number. He’d like to talk to you when you feel able.”

“OK. I have another call to make first. Do you have my phone?”

“Smashed along with your body. Here’s a new one.” She came over and gave me a new phone.

“Thanks.” It came on as I touched it and I called up my AI, “Jeeves.”

His image appeared, “Yes. Sir. Welcome back.”

“Thank you, Jeeves, would you call the woman I was with when the accident occurred last night. Her name is Ellie Durbin and Marcella probably knows her.”

“Yes, sir.” His image was replaced by Ellie’s face and I heard her answer the call, ”Hello. This is Ellie.”

“Ellie, this is Roger. Are you all right?”

“Roger! You were gone when I woke up. Are you OK?”

“Yes, I’m fine. Nothing permanent. I’d like to see you again. I didn’t fulfill my promises to you and I’m very sorry.  Can I see you tonight?  I would like to see you again and resume where we left off.”

…Yes, Roger, I’d like that, if you feel up to it. How much do you remember of last night?”

“Everything until the accident. I’ll tell you all about it when we meet. Would you have dinner with me?”

“Dinner would be good.”

“Pick you up at seven?”

“OK. Do you have the address?” Jeeves voice said, “Yes, sir.”

“Yes. Seven then. ‘Bye.”

“”Goodbye Roger. Thank you for calling me.” The call ended.

“Jeeves, get reservations for two at some fancy restaurant with aircar access.”

“Of course, sir.”

“Sandy, get me some clothes and give me the policeman’s name and number.”

“It’s in your phone. Detective Partin. Your clothes are in the closet. Want me to dress you? You’re only a few months old, after all.”

“Shame on you Sandy. You just want to touch my masculine body. I guess you should go back to the office to protect what’s left of your modesty.”

“There’s darned little of that sonny.” She left and I dressed, then I called the detective.

“Partin.”

“Detective, this is Roger Dalton. I understand you’re investigating last night’s accident?”

“Yes. Thank you for calling. Do you think it was an accident?”

“No. I guess not.”

“Me neither. You have been the second and third deaths due to runaway auto drive systems in the last ten years. Someone has targeted you.”

“Can’t the makers of the autodrive systems simply take out the code that’s targeting me?”

“They tell me they haven’t found anything in their code, but its massive and they are still looking. In the meantime you should avoid places where autodrive vehicles are available.”

“That might be possible for a few days but my business will suffer if it goes on too long. Would a disguise do?”

“I don’t know, but it might be wise to make sure you have sufficient  clones, just in case. Do you have any enemies who would want to ham you?”

“Detective, I’m a wealthy man who started with very little. I’m sure I’ve stepped on a few toes to get here, but I can’t think of anyone I’ve harmed, so, no.”

“Do you have any social or romantic enemies? Former lovers or wives who dislike you? Men who think you lured their lovers away?

“No. I’ve been focused on building my business. I haven’t had a lover in ten years and I think I’m on good terms with my former lovers. I’ve never been married. I’m sorry, but I don’t know of anyone who might dislike me that much.”

“Any business competitors?”

“No. I’m in pretty much a niche market since my restoration process is a secret. I’m quite profitable, so I’ve had many offers to buy me out, but none were very pushy. I’m not affecting anyone else’s business. I was worried about this so my will specifies that when I die my business goes to a private foundation so no one will profit if I die while I still own ReNew, and I’ve made sure this is common knowledge.”

“Do you have any dissatisfied customers or relatives of people who’ve died from your process?”

“No one has died from the process. We have had several we couldn’t restore because their records were damaged or lost, but none were our fault.”

“I’d like to look at the records of those cases. Someone may blame you for a failure whether you think it was your fault or not.”

“Certainly, I can have those records sent to your phone in an hour.”

“Thank you Mr. Dalton. Let me know if you think of anything else.”

“Certainly Detective. Goodbye.”

Jeeves, send our records of all restore failures to Detective Partin, please.”

“Yes, sir.”

I went to the office and took care of a couple of routine items. I finished my calendar at 2 and headed for the separate building where I kept Special Projects hidden away from prying eyes. Contrary to what I had told Detective Partin, I was planning to disrupt some other people’s business, but I hadn’t quite accomplished that yet.

The special Projects facility was over a mile from anything else on my facility both to keep it away from prying eyes and to give me time to relax on my way. Usually the ardor and enthusiasm of the crew made everyone’s blood rise. I had the whole facility landscaped to give the impression each building was alone in a forest and I used to walk between buildings  and think about the tasks I had for my visit. But ever since I started my stable, I had ‘Suggested’ that staff utilize the carriages for short trips, both to exercise the ponies and to give everyone a chance to slow down and unwind. The resulting benefit of increased productivity and morale was unexpected.

I went out to the cart stand and saw there were two available. I smiled as I recalled the problems we had to overcome in making the carts useful to the staff. The biggest problem we had to overcome was that very few of the staff had any training or experience in using reins to steer ponies. These carts were Mk III’s. They were lightweight aluminum, three wheeled frames in a tricycle arrangement with two double seats. The driver had a steering wheel to turn the front wheel and the rear wheels were mounted under and behind the last seat. The front wheel was mounted on a single shaft extending six feet in front of the front seat. Secured on either side of the shaft and providing the power to move the cart were two naked young women.

They were mounted so their torsos were parallel to the ground. Wide padded leather collars clasped their hips and shoulders and were attached to the central shaft by short crossbeams. The hip collars bore cuffs on their sides to secure the girl’s wrists. The shoulder collar had a forward projecting padded circle on which their  faces rested. The front ring of their gold slave collars was clipped onto the support, preventing them from raising their heads. Their breasts hung down below them, each one circled by studded straps, part of the braking system, now pulled tight around the breasts.

They wore high laced boots like the puppy boots I had put on Ellie last night, with wedge shaped soles designed to give maximum traction for the angle their legs were forced to follow by keeping their ankles straight.

I chose the cart with Danielle and Amanda. I had owned both of them for a couple of years and they were excellent in bed as well as ponies.. I released the anchor rope from the rear of the carriage and climbed into the driver’s position. “Hi girls, Its Roger. I need to go to the Special projects building.” They whinnied prettily. I released the bindings around their breasts and said, “Walk.”

The girl’s pushed hard to get the carriage rolling while I steered us onto the path. After they had walked for five minutes, I said, “Trot,” and they sped up to a jog. I enjoyed watching the rhythmic rolling of the girl’s buttocks around the long tails mounted in their bottom holes. “Luxury is being able to take time to enjoy the scenery,” I thought.

After I parked them at the Special Projects building, I gave them both a small chocolate drop. It was standard practice to feed slave girls with a nutritious, bland goop called “Slave Chow” and small sweets made excellent rewards.

I hurried into the building and up to Dr. Logren’s workroom.

He looked up from his display as I entered and called out, “We had a perfect reading last night. She maxed out in sensuality, intensity, consistency, and tuning.”

“Wonderful, Doctor. Who was it?’

“We don’t have a name yet. Jason has gone to the club to see if he can put a name to the face.”

“Let me see the face.”

He turned the monitor to face me and I saw her face. It was Ellie. “Call Jason back. I know this girl. In fact I have a dinner date with her at seven.”

“Do you think she will participate?”

“I think so. I won’t know for sure for days, maybe weeks. Keep  looking in case she doesn’t agree.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Show me the data you have on all the candidates.”

Dr. Logren turned to his computer and said, Jeanie, show the candidate database.”

The AI’s feminine voice replied, “Of course, Doctor.”

He stood up and said, use my computer, please sir.”

Roger sat down and started scrolling through the data. After a few moments he commented, “Jezebel is very close. She will make a good backup. Have the biofeedback tests shown any positive results yet?”

“Nothing we’ve tried has made any improvement, so far. There’s some very good work being done in China and Russia. We could try and hire someone.”

“No, not yet. I don’t want to let non-vital personnel know about this project yet. Have Dr. Johnson contact some of the active researchers and talk about biofeedback as a training method with some of them. Maybe He’ll get some ideas. We’ll keep looking for native talent. Once the patents are in place we can try enhancements. Do we have our minimums set too high?”

“No. they’re at the minimum points for our current technology to make a recording that can reach the sensory threshold of the brain. Our tech team is trying to improve our playback performance, but that’s also a sensitive area and we’re keeping it inhouse. I have heard of a local researcher who we might attract, but I need some more time to check him out.”

“OK. Keep pushing on every path. Money is not a limit, you know that.  I probably won’t be back until tomorrow.” I went back out and used the same carriage to go to the stables. I had worried over the name to use for a couple of weeks before finally choosing “The Stables” for a name. Really it was my slave girl school and housing facility. They were available to my guests and employees and were expected to be eager, compliant, and beautiful. They spent their first weeks here learning the age-old skills of the courtesan and proper slave-master etiquette, but after that I wanted them to be educated, informed, well-rounded ladies fully capable of reentering society when I freed them. I insisted that all my girls earned their keep so they worked several hours a day helping the staff with facility maintenance.

I pondered Ellie while my ponies took me to the stables. What did she want? She said she wanted me to fuck her. At the time I thought she was testing me to see if the statement would shock me into revealing more about myself or even scare me off. When I didn’t scare, she became very pliable, accepting nudity, eventually, a slave collar and nose ring, and played puppy girl quite erotically. She had been a very enjoyable puppy last night and climaxed readily. She must have had some pet play experiences, after all, we met in Shade and she dropped into subspace very easily. Actually, it seemed she wanted to be my slave or at least was attracted to the thought. How would she react if I refused to remove her collar and ring? If she reacts too badly, of course, I’ll remove them, but f not…

I arrived at the front entrance to the facility and I jumped down from the carriage. I tethered the ponies to a hitching rail and went inside. I said, “Hi Louis,” to the guard. I made it a point to know the faces and names of all my guards. He glanced at his screen them up at me,

“Good afternoon, Mr. Dalton.” The building AI had scanned me and recognized me and Louis was not going to assume that I was really Roger Dalton until the AI confirmed me. I nodded approvingly and went into the control center. I had had the place designed to operate like a jail with a central command module that controlled everything in the building and could see everywhere, too. Knowing just how creative I was training the girls in here to be, I had the obvious cameras backed up by hidden full spectrum low light cameras. I greeted the guards and asked for a status report.

Stan said, “No problems and Lindsay’s in trouble again.”

“What did she do this time?”

“She was one of four girls in harness on a wagon and was only pretending to help pull it. When she was caught, she pushed a gardener and tried to run away.”

“Where is she now?”

“She got her ten strokes at noon, spent four hours in the rape rack and now she’s in the rec room.“

I knew she’d spend the rest of today and all day tomorrow in either the rape rack or the punishment stand. “Anything else happening?”

“No sir, all the other girls are behaving well, the status board is straight green, and all the scheduled items are on schedule.”

“Good. I’ll look in on Lindsay, then I have to go.”

“Good to see you, sir.”

“Thanks, Stan.”

I like to believe that the girls are glad to see me, especially when they’ve misbehaved. I think it shows them that I still love them, despite their actions. I require fair and immediate punishment, that is, earned punishments happen as quickly as possible after the mistake and they strictly follow the punishment schedule so everyone knows what to expect.

The rec room was rectangular with the punishment stand at one end. It was mounted on a circular dais that rotated slowly and was surrounded by a railing about twelve feet away. There were boxes of colored balls placed outside the railing. The balls were colored chalk and light oil with a thin transparent coating. They burst easily and left a colorful stain on the target.

The stand was made of thin metal rods of adjustable length. The victim’s torso rested on a padded rod running between her breasts down to her belly, stopping short of her slit. A leather belt held her waist in place. Her legs were strapped at knee and ankle to rods, holding them spread, straight and angled forward so that her ass was raised, making her slit and puckered bottom hole good targets. Her arms were held straight out to the side. She was gagged and had goggles covering her eyes. A chain descended from the ceiling and attached to the gag strap, holding her head up and making her face an easy target. A ball with rounded cones dotting its surface and smeared with multiple colors hung on a short chain from her collar.  

Lindsay was naked, of course, her skin marked with colored chalk and her pendulant breasts also dotted with angry, red impact marks from the spiked ball.

I walked around the railing and got up on the rotating dais and walked up beside Lindsay’s head. I stroked her relatively clean back and gently stroked the raised whip marks on her rosy bottom, “Hello Lindsay, its Roger. You’ve been a bad girl, again. I love you and hate to see you punished, but you need to learn that your actions have consequences. I’ll have you up when you’re finished here and you can tell me what happened. OK?”

She nodded her head, as much as she could, anyway.

Jeeves voice came from my phone, “Excuse me sir. It is time to get ready for your dinner.”

“Thanks Jeeves, send an aircar to the stables for me, please.”

It’s waiting outside the front entrance, sir.”

“Of course it is. Thank you Jeeves. Got to go Lindsay, I’ll see you soon.”

I was home in less than a minute, showered, changed and back in the aircar in fifteen minutes. Right on time. I phoned Ellie when we were ten minutes out,” Hi Ellie. I’ll be on your roof pad in ten minutes. If you’re not there I’ll come down to your place. OK”

“Great, I’m almost ready.”

“Bring an overnight bag and I’ll show you my place.”

“Are you going to keep your promise tonight?”

“It’s why I’m using an aircar tonight, Love. Nine minutes. Bye.” I broke the connection and wondered again what the beautiful, sensuous, submissive yet aggressive woman thought she wanted? Heck, she probably didn’t know. Well, maybe we could work that out together. At the same time, I wondered what I wanted? Just  a woman I needed for this new business? A new slave? A companion, or some strange mix?

Ellie was waiting under the cover when we landed. I could have let the AI drive, or done it myself, but I chose to have Benjamin, my driver/bodyguard do the honors. I didn’t have to worry about another unlikely AI accident and it let me concentrate on my guest. I hopped out of the car as soon as it settled down on its landing feet and went to meet Ellie. She was still wearing the gold collar and nose ring! I had completely forgotten about them. Of course she wouldn’t have been able to get them off. They were slave jewelry. She had a big smile on her face. I won’t mention them until she does.

She held her hand out for me to kiss, but I strode past her hand, took her in my arms and gave her a warm kiss. She melted to me in a very erotic may. I reconsidered dinner but kept quiet.

When we finally broke for air she said, “Thanks. I needed that. “

“I missed you Ellie and I’m sorry for the accident last night.”

“Not your fault and we’re OK now, but I was scared spitless. I got a mild concussion and have a knot on the back of my head. Want to feel?”

“No thanks. I was unconscious too and woke up in a hospital bed.”

“Lucky you. I woke up on a couch in Shade. Someone said you were dead and I was worried until you called.” She looked at me quizzically and asked, “Did you cut your hair since last night?”

I lied, “I thought I looked a little shaggy this morning so I got a quick trim.” She was observant, too. Restorations didn’t happen often enough for me to appreciate all the little details, thank God. “We should go Ellie, we have a reservation in ten minutes.” I handed her into the aircar and we lifted off immediately.

She gasped softly as we accelerated vertically. I put my arm around her and hugged, “First time?”

“Yes,” she breathed, looking out the window at the city below, “It’s beautiful.”

“You are its equal, Ellie.”

She blushed, prettily, “Thank you, kind sir.”

She watched the view change around us and I watched her and held her close. When we landed on the restaurant’s pad I helped her out and she held my arm as we went in. The maître de knew me of course and took us to our table. It was next to a window with a view out over the city and its waterfront, and out of earshot of its neighbors.

I ordered vegan for both of us. I had been vegan for many years and I converted all my women because I wanted them fit and healthy. I ordered because I wanted to start asserting control over her and this was an easy method, not too subtle but not unusual either, besides, this restaurant was celebrated for its fine vegan cuisine. I ordered avocado gazpacho to start, a warm spinach salad with figs and butternut squash, mushroom bruschetta, and chocolate & balsamic beets for an unusual vegetable. I watched her face as I ordered and enjoyed the way a shy smile crept up from her lips to her eyes and finally her eyebrows as my intent became clear.

“Since our last evening did not reach its intended conclusion, I guess I am still your slave?”

Better than I had hoped. “Yes, that is reasonable.”

“I’m still wearing my slave jewelry so I don’t have any choice, do I? I read about it and know what you can do with it.”

“You are not a real slave. You’re just playing the role to see what you think of it, so I won’t use them unless you want to see what it’s like. But you look lovely wearing them.”

“I feel a little ashamed wearing them in public. Everyone will think I’m a slave, less than a person.”

“Look around the room, Ellie. I see three other women wearing collars very similar to yours. Are they fashion accessories or slave collars?”

“Where?”

“Look back the way we came in, three tables back, the woman in the green dress, to her left two tables, the one in red, and beyond her the one in black.”

“I see. I can’t tell which it is. I feel better. Thank you.”

“I know the woman in red, and the man she’s with. She is a slave. Did you think slaves were always kept naked in chains?”

“I just assumed…”

“Both men and women are proud of their slaves, they like to show off their property so others may envy them. Many people here think all of the women with metal collars are slaves. That’s exactly what a slave’s owner wants. Girls become slaves because they broke the law or they volunteer to get a better life. If I accept a girl, I also accept responsibility for her. I want her to be happy, useful and excellent company. Of course I want to show them off.”

“So you own slaves?”

“Yes.”

“Can I talk to them? Your description sounds better than I had expected. It’s not all sex play and hard work, then?”

“I cherish my girls and try to have them better educated, with useful skills and sad when it’s time for then to be freed. Of course there’s a lot of sex and play, too.”

“You free them then?”

“Of course, convicts have sentences of a specified duration. Volunteers get to set their own duration. If I free a slave I’ve had more than five years and who’s older than fifty I have to provide them with provisions for their livelihood. I’m proud of the fact that most girls want to volunteer for additional servitude when their time is up.”

“You make it sound like a resort.”

“In some ways it is, but my girls have to be obedient. Luckily they seem to like the spontaneity. I’ll show you. Take off your panties and give them to me.”

“What? Here?”

I waited and watched the emotions flit across her face. After a moment, she wriggled and twisted to get them off without standing. She moved slowly and I don’t think anyone noticed. She extended a fist to me. I put my hand under it and she dropped the wadded up panties in my hand. “Thank you.” I put them in my coat pocket and took out a glass object and showed it to her. It was a smooth piece of crystal shaped like a cone two inches long and an inch and a half wide at the base joined to a disk as wide as the base by a smoothly tapered rod an inch long. I handed it to her. She turned it around and looked at me wide-eyed.

“Scoop up several fingers of butter, go to the lady’s room, and lubricate your anus with your finger. Insert the plug slowly, a bit at a time, keep it lubed, and don’t rush it or push hard. Return to the table when it’s inserted..”

She stared at me for a long moment and started to rise. “Wait. A slave girl must be obedient and respectful. She must acknowledge her orders verbally.”

I saw comprehension dawn in her, “Yes, master,” then she went to the lady’s room, walking fast, hurrying. Either to get it over with before her courage dwindled, or because she savored the idea of something she had only read about. Maybe both. 

The soup arrived as soon as she left. I waited until she returned. It wasn’t very long. She was walking slowly, and carefully, obviously getting used to the feel of her new toy. Ellie sat down very carefully. When she was seated she said, “It makes me feel full, almost like during sex, but not quite. Is that all?”

“Most girls find it enjoyable, especially during intercourse. It provides extra stimulation Keep it and play with it. Learn different approaches to insertion and always lube yourself well. The anus has no natural lubrication.”

“Have you ever tried it?”

“Of course. The girls enjoyed it so I read up on it and found some men like it too. It really didn’t do much for me so I quit after a few tries.”

The food was excellent, but we talked about ourselves mostly.

Last night you seemed to enjoy the puppy play quite a bit. Had you ever tried it before?”

“No, sir. I had watched scenes and people playing but never had a good Dom to work with me. I wanted to try it because the girls seemed to be having a lot of fun.”

“Then I was a good Dom for you?”

“Now you’re just fishing for a compliment, master.”

“Maybe a little, but I am interested in improving. Was there any part of my performance you especially liked?”

“Hmmm.  You were very clear in your instructions. You made me climax much more than I expected, but the thing that stands out to me is that you were a strong Dom. You weren’t hesitant about correcting me when I deserved it and I always had the feeling you cared for me.”

Would you like to be a puppy again with me?”

“Oh, yes, master. I had a great time.”

“Maybe we can arrange it with my girls, they often indulge with the staff for games.”

“What games do they like?”

“There’s puppy soccer and races and hide and seek, and a wide variety of agility contests, of course there are beauty contests. But to be fair they have a lot of human games and contests besides puppy play. I encourage them to have a lot of social events with the staff. Some of the girls are skilled musicians and artists so we have exhibits, contests and recitals, too.”

“Roger, master, how many slave girls do you have?”

“The number is always changing with new arrivals and girls whose time is up. I’ve had to put a limit on how many I can have at a time, based on the facility’s space: one hundred.”

“You keep a hundred slave girls?”

“Right now, I believe there are ninety six in residence.”

“Do you satisfy all of them?”

“Good heavens, no. Remember that until a few weeks ago I was over ninety years old and hadn’t had a roll in the hay for twenty years. I have no personal slaves right now. All of them are owned by ReNew.But staff and guests have full use of the girls and there are more people on staff than girls. I assure you, every girl is well satisfied. You can ask them tonight.”

“You haven’t been with a woman for twenty years? Really?”

“Too right. And I’m a little out of practice, though I was very close last night,” and he grinned.

I was shocked. Roger, one of the richest men in the world and a real hunk, didn’t have a woman and hadn’t for twenty years. This was an undreamed of opportunity but scary, too. What would he expect from me? We ate in silence and looked at each other, neither knowing what would happen.

When we finished our meal I asked, “Are we going to your place now?”

“Yes, I can’t wait to show it to you.”

“And I can’t wait to see a real harem and talk to your ‘Girls.’”

After we lifted out Ellie asked, “Who is your favorite girl?”

“You, of course.”

“Right. You’ve known me a single day.”

He turned me toward him. “Ellie, look at what we’ve done in that day. Look how much time I’m devoting to  only you.  There are a hundred ReNew slave girls who would jump at the chance of sleeping with me. But you are the one I want. You’re eager to please, beautiful, adventuresome, intelligent and I want to make you happy. I hope we are compatible and something good may come of our meeting in Shade. I’ve been alone too long and need you tonight.”

“Why, Roger? I’m not that pretty, nor an engaging conversationalist. I’m not talented in art or music or science. I’m an average girl.”

I tossed her own words back at her, “Now who’s fishing for a compliment?”

“No, sir, I’m honestly curious why a Billionaire is interested in me.”

“OK, I find you refreshing, beautiful, willing to take a chance on me, and you make my Johnson stiff whenever I see you. You can’t possibly know how hard is was for me not to make love to you when you were my helpless puppy girl.”

She gave me a hundred watt grin that made me want to ravish her right now and said, “Thank you master. You know I wanted you last night, don’t you?”

“Of course. You were like a mink in heat. Everyone in the room knew you wanted to be fucked, and every man there wanted to, but I know that pleasure delayed is pleasure increased. Tonight I’m going to take you higher than possible yesterday, and me too.”

“When can we start, master?”

“I’m going to give you the tour first, see if you want to join my harem, as you call it. Excuse me for a minute. Sam,” I called to the pilot, ”I want to give Ms. Durbin a quick tour. Circle the estate until I tell you.”

“Yes, sir.”

I started pointing out facilities as they came into view. At first we passed over office buildings then warehouses where we raised and kept the clones. My house and its outbuildings were next then we passed over the slave area. She goggled at the ponygirl teams practicing on the lighted racetrack. Their housing looked like an expensive resort with all its buildings, pools, and sports courts. She noticed how all the facilities were connected by wide paths. “Have to make it easy for the pony carriages to pass each other.”

She didn’t believe that I used pony girl carriages for transportation in the estate so I had Sam hover over a team at work so she could see how it worked. “Can we ride in one,” she asked?

“Certainly. OK Sam, let’s go home.”

“Yes sir.”

He set us down gently on the house pad and I helped Ellie down. When we cleared the pad Sam lifted off to put the aircar away.  She held my arm and I steered us onto my favorite walk to the house. It wound through a stand of trees that hid the house for a ways, revealing the shoreline of a small lake reflecting the nearly full moon on the horizon. I stopped us there and we admired the view. I pointed out the tops of my buildings and the glow of the racetrack poking through the tops of the trees beside and beyond the lake. Fireflies wove their fairy trails through the dark. I turned to look at her and saw the moon’s soft light glinting from her ring and collar. It was enough. I pulled her to me and we kissed. Her breath and lips were sweet and made me thirst for more. She must have felt the same way. She broke the kiss and asked, softly, “Can we take the tour later, master?”

I felt the same way and we rushed through the house to my bedroom. As we scurried through the front door Ellie said, “My collar just buzzed.”


Chapter 3: ReNew

Damn, I forgot, “Jeeves, Ms. Durbin is a guest, not a slave.”

Jeeves unctuous voice replied, “Of course, sir. Status noted, all slave functions are disabled.”

“Sorry, Ellie, the systems noted your collar and thought you were a slave. It’s fixed now.”

I’m afraid my performance was rushed and rough, driven by biological imperative. Ellie responded in kind and we had wild, animal sex. We made a royal mess of my bed and somehow managed to break an ancient, gorgeous Ming vase, but it was well worth it. Afterwards, we lay in the disheveled, wet, sheets, Ellie’s head on my shoulder and my arms around her. She fit quite comfortably there. After I was mostly recovered I said, “I still want to give you the tour, let’s shower and you can see what evening is like in my realm. You’ll like the shower.”

She squealed in delight when she discovered my shower. I think good plumbing is the height of decadence and I spared no expense in my bathroom. Ten people could shower at the same time with everyone getting the benefit of two of their own showerheads, voice controlled, with anything from a torrent to a jet to a fine mist of any temperature of water they wanted, directed anywhere they wanted. I was used to it, but I enjoyed Ellie learning what it could do. She squealed and chortled and nearly swooned as strong, pulsing, jets massaged her private parts and her breasts simultaneously. We toweled each other dry under heat lamps and it was hard not to tumble back into bed.

The house tour was fast. It was large with many guest rooms, none occupied at present. I acquired this property and had the house built after ReNew was a success, so I hired the best architects and decorators I could find, all from Europe, actually. The Europeans understood decadence, opulence and good design better than any other region. The spa, indoor Olympic size pool and gymnasium were what one would find in a good health center, but unremarkable in of themselves.

I wanted to show her  the business end of my domain next. I purposely did not warn her about the pony carriage we were going to use. I led her out to the carriage stand. When she first saw the carriage she stopped dead in her tracks.

“These are ponygirls, aren’t they? Can I talk to them?”

“Yes and yes. The one closest to you is Emerald and the other is Ruby. Both are good and experienced ponygirls. Ruby is on her third contract, Emerald about done with her first. They’re bitted, so they can’t talk to you now. Maybe when their shift is over. They like to be touched. Rub their breasts and their bottoms. They can’t scratch in harness.”

I walked up close to Emerald. There was nothing between me and her body.  “Hello Emerald. I’m Ellie.” I lay my hand on her back and massaged her tight muscles. She made a muffled noise. “Do you want me to stop?”

She stamped her foot, twice.

Master said, “Ponies use a foot stomp to answer questions. Once for ‘Yes’ and twice for ‘No,’ she wants you to continue.”

I continued massaging her back for a little longer then I moved one hand to stroke her breasts, the other her pussy. Her breasts were both gripped by a tight strap, close to her chest, squeezing them both into tight balls. I rubbed her nipples and rolled them between my finger and thumb. She whinnied I felt her nipples harden and a little moisture cover her pussy lips.

“Don’t give her an orgasm yet, Ellie. She won’t be in shape to pull us for several minutes. Go talk to Ruby and then you can give them an orgasm as a reward when we reach the production facility.”

“OK.” I went around to Ruby, introduced myself, then ran my hands over her body. When my hand reached her ass she jumped and shied away. I stopped and looked closer. Her ass was in shadow making it hard to see colors, but when I got closer I could see it was bright red with  dark splotches. “Master…?

“It looks like she was whipped today.” He came closer and shone a light on her ass, “A punishment whipping. Longer and harder than usual.”

“Master, are your slaves usually whipped? For more than punishment?”

“Ellie, all slaves are whipped on a regular basis, usually every couple of weeks. It reminds them of their place and usually succeeds in eliminating punishment. Most girls are aroused by it and look forward to their turn. Ask any of them you see.”

Could it be true? I liked a little pain and rough sex. This sounded more institutional than I had experienced. The thought made me shiver with excitement. I’d like to watch, maybe experience it. I’d never given a whipping. Only received it. I’ve heard that whipping a girl s almost as good as sex. I massaged her ass more gently and continued until she was as hot as Emerald and was surprised at how little stimulation it had taken on both of them.

“Master, can I see a whipping while I’m here?”

“I can arrange it, I’m sure. Would you like to take part?”

“You mean whip or be whipped?”

“Both, if you like. If you agree to become a voluntary slave, you’ll be whipped frequently. Girls who have been particularly good can wield the whip, too.”

“I’d like to watch, at first. You know I like rough sex and being spanked. I’ve never used a whip before. I don’t know if I’d like it.”

“OK. All the girls like it, if it’s done with love.”

Whipping a girl with love sounds like a tautology. Maybe my life has been lived too narrowly.

Master helped me up into the carriage, untied a rope from a post and climbed up into the driver’s seat. He moved a lever from back to front and explained, “This is the parking brake. It controls a mechanical brake on the rear wheels and also the cinch strap around the pony’s breasts. I’ve just loosened it so they know it’s OK to go.” He took a long handled whip from its holder, then he spoke to the ponies, “Ho. Walk on.” He lightly flicked both asses with the tip of the carriage whip. The ponies leaned into their harness to get us moving then began walking. Master steered us with a steering wheel in front of him.

I watched the rolling bottom cheeks in front of me. I noticed they both had long, flowing tails secured in their anuses which swayed left and right as the pony walked. “Master, are they in subspace now like I was as a puppy?”

“Oh, yes. An experienced pony drops into subspace as soon as they are in harness. That way they get pleasure from obedience and submission for their whole shift. It’s the main reason we bit them. If they were able to have conversations with their partners or passersby, they’d pop up into human consciousness and be miserable as restrained humans.”

“Is that why I was able to get them so close to orgasm in just seconds?”

“Mostly, in subspace their ‘Lizard brain, ’the animal instinct part of their brain,’ is in control and orgasms are an animal reward mechanism. The other part of it is that they have been slave girls for years. They are used to being brought to orgasm several times a day by all sorts of stimulation. They have been sensitized to stimulation of their erogenous zones.”

“Are all of your slave girls so …hot?”

“Every one. Submission, obedience, and sensuousness seem to be part of all women. You are already sensuous and would be a happy slave.”

“I guess that was a compliment. You know, don’t you, that most women would be offended by that remark.”

“Yes, but I know you’re an exceptional woman. Remember, I’ve seen you in puppy play and you agreed to be my slave for a day.”

He was right and I didn’t want him to know how close I was to asking for the rest. I had never felt so alive as last night and my time with him today was fantastic. I would die happy if the rest of my days were even half as good. I watched the pony’s buttocks rolling along, less than two feet in front of me and wondered if they were as full of joy as I had been as a puppy girl. I hadn’t felt ashamed of being less than human, I was so filled with happiness at serving a loving master there was no room in me for anything else.

My nipples were swelling as I watched the ponies. I was becoming aroused just watching them. I said, “Master, I’m being aroused watching the girls pulling us. Does it affect others like that or is it just me?”

“It’s the same for everyone, Ellie. There’s just something about absolute control over another that’s arousing. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s part of our instincts, male and female. It’s even stronger if you inflict pain on a girl, whipping, spanking, and the like. Not so much if the victim is male.”

“Do slaves get whipped often?”

“Yes, for punishment or pleasure. Ask them when you see them. Pain and pleasure are just two sides of the coin of stimulation and slaves learn quickly that either will send them to orgasm. Most girls like a light whipping. It’s policy to whip each slave at least every two weeks. It reminds them of their place and keeps them from getting in serious trouble. Most times it ends in an orgasm. They don’t so much fear it as need it. They like to have the certainty in their lives.”

“Aren’t you just rationalizing something you like?”

“Maybe. The human ability to rationalize one’s shortcomings is near infinite but ask them yourself.”

I will Roger Dalton. I will. “Can you speed up. I want to see them go faster.”

“OK.” He ordered, “Trot,” and flicked his whip across their bottoms, quick and light.

I watched their bottoms and tails as they sped up into a medium jog. My arousal increased as I contemplated their complete submission. It was marvelous having two fine, fit young women obedient to my whim. “Is this as fast as they can got? How long can they go this fast?”

“I can take them to a gallop but they will tire quickly. They can trot for hours if I want.”

“Don’t they ever balk at a command?”

“Oh, yes. New ponies can’t drop into subspace at will, but only  well-trained ponies are allowed to pull these carriages.”

“Allow? Are the carriage jobs a reward?”

“Yes. It allows the girls to spend the most time in subspace. They find it quite relaxing and pleasurable.”

I remembered my time in subspace last night. I could accept his explanation. I remembered feeling so good, so loved, so appreciated. I greatly enjoyed my time there.

“What would they do if you whipped them now?”

“You mean just for fun?”

“Yes.”

“Nothing, keep trotting unless it gave them an orgasm then they might stumble, but they can’t fall so we’d just slow down, maybe stop.”

“Do it, please I want to see them orgasm in mid-stride”

He looked at me strangely, then handed me the whip. “Go ahead, see what happens.”

I took it from him. It was light. I had never even held one before. I swung it in the air, getting its feel. Then I swung it at Ruby’s bottom. I didn’t do it very well, but it did leave a tiny red mark. Otherwise Ruby didn’t react, just kept jogging in time with Emerald. By my fourth attempt I was leaving a distinct fiery line across Ruby’s ass. It was more a test of skill than erotic fun. It would have been more satisfying if Ruby reacted somehow. I determined to keep on. I wanted to see if she really would climax to the whip.

On the fifth stroke she squealed through her gag. I was getting some reaction and I hoped it was more than just pain. On the next stroke I saw tremors in her body, waves of contractions squeezing her belly and her steady gait faltered a little. She was panting loudly enough to be heard over their footfalls and the wheel sounds. Emerald slowed her pace a little to accommodate her teammates faltering ability. On the seventh stroke Ruby screamed in pleasure as the climax roared through her. Her feet dragged on the ground as Emerald kept jogging. Master called, “Whoa,” but didn’t use the brake. We coasted to a stop. Great contractions coursed through Ruby, making her jerk in her harness and struggle fruitlessly against her bonds. From above and behind I saw Ruby’s silvery exudations running in streams down the inside of her thighs. When the spasms stopped I called “Ruby, did you enjoy that?”

She stomped her right foot once.

I was excited too. I had brought a girl to orgasm just with a whip. My hands and mouth never touched her. It was magic and my belly was trembling too. I felt master’s hand on my belly and I grasped it hard. “That was amazing. Can all the ponygirls do that? Orgasm in harness from a whip?”

“They are trained to orgasm to the whip, Ellie. That’s one reason we have so many volunteers. Do you want to do Emerald too?”

“Not now. When we arrive.” I handed the whip back.  I wanted to see if I could give Emerald an orgasm just with my hands.

Master ordered, “Walk on,” and flicked both pony’s asses with the whip.

After we stopped, Master helped me down, tied a line to the back of the carriage and gave both pony’s a drink of water with a bottle fitted with a long, thin nozzle to get past their bits. I rubbed Ruby’s tits and ass and thanked her for a good show, then I went around to Emerald. I rubbed her back and belly, stroked her hair and told her, “Emerald, I’m Ellie and I’m going to give you an orgasm.”

She turned her had to look at me and stomped her foot. I leaned close and kissed her on the lips, around her gag then dropped one hand under her to play with her breasts and nipples and reached back to her pussy with the other. Master had applied the parking brake when we stopped which drew a leather strap tight around all four dangling breasts, forcing them into tight balls. I cupped and lifted her breasts then shifted my attention to her nipples. They stiffened and grew tight and hard as soon as I touched them. I flicked them with my nails and rolled them between my finger and thumb, making them even larger and longer. Her breasts flushed along with her cheeks. I kept up my stimulation of her nipples while my other hand explored her nether region.

I slid my fingers slowly up and down the outside of her slit, starting slow, as I’d like it. I slowly increased the pressure, slipping between her lips and stroking her inner, very sensitive lips. I discovered her clitoris and squeezed it gently, pulling and twisting. She gasped as I played with her clit. It was more fun than whipping Ruby probably because I could hear her reaction.

I increased my speed and pressure and she responded with a high pitched keening sound, which I interpreted as ‘ More, more.’ Soon she was bucking and straining in her restraints and came with a glorious squeal.

Master, said, “Good job. They’ll remember you with gratitude, now let’s go see the plant.”

I took his hand and we entered a two story foyer. There was a guard at a desk who admitted us quickly. We went through a steel door and found ourselves facing a long, high counter with several hard-looking men looking at us. They examined Master’s credentials and then had him look into a retinal scanner. Only when he passed did they relax I looked around then and saw there was another guard behind thick blue glass watching us from the side. I didn’t doubt he had lethal means at his disposal if we were hostile.

They opened another steel door and gave us badges to wear inside. No one asked me anything after Roger was identified. Because I wore a slave collar?

We were met inside by a pleasant young woman wearing blue scrubs. Master introduced her as Fern and asked her to give us a tour of the facility. She smiled and said, “this way, please. We’ll start with the biology lab. She wore a collar like mine. I got the feeling hers was real. Let’s start now. I asked, “Fern, are you a slave?”

“Yes, miss, aren’t you one also?”

“No, I’m wearing this because your master likes surprises.”

“We all know that Mistress.”

“Call me Ellie.”

“Yes, Mistress Ellie. I’m required to always address free people with respect.”

I looked at Roger, askance, and replied, “OK, Fern.”

He just smiled and said, “ Fern, I told Ellie she could ask you anything. She’s interested in how I treat my girls and what your life is like. Go on Ellie, ask away.”

Now what, just bull ahead and ask about the sex or start slow?  Slow, I guess. “Fern. You look like you’re in your mid-twenties. How long have you been here?”

“I’m twenty seven. I’ve been here three years.”

“Did you volunteer?”

“No, I was caught embezzling money from my employer and got a five year sentence of servitude. My first year I was just a slave girl. I volunteered to work here and I’ve been here the last two years.”

“Do you get paid?”

“Yes. Of course I don’t get to touch my pay, though. It goes into a trust fund and I get statements. I get it when I leave.”

“Are you going to leave when your sentence is up?”

“I’ll probably stay, if I can. I have a better life here than I did before. I’m respected. I have a responsible job. I’ve made friends. I doubt I could get as good a job if I leave. And the sex is too good to believe, even if I have no say in it.”

“No say in it?”

“Slaves are to be punished and used. Any free person can use any slave however they want, and we get punished if we don’t give good pleasure. Of course we usually receive pleasure too.”

We had walked down a nearly endless corridor and finally Fern stopped at a door labelled ‘Bio Lab.’ She opened the door with a retinal scan and held it for us.  We were in another long hall, all white with stainless steel doors along each side with labels above them. The doors top halves were reinforced glass. She led us to the first door, labelled, ‘DNA Lab.’ Through the glass I could see several figures in isolation suits moving around in a large laboratory. She apologized, “All of the labs are clean room facilities and we have to wear protective gear to enter them. Would you like a closer look?”

Roger said, “No. Just describe what happens and give Ellie a quick look is all for now.”

“OK. The process starts with the client giving us a skin sample. Here the DNA is extracted and examined. Any defects are corrected.”

“Defects?”

“Yes, hereditary illnesses are eliminated and breaks are repaired. We could do more but the genetic manipulation laws prohibit major changes.”

“So super strength and breast enhancements are out of the question?”

Fern looked at me wide eyed and Stammered, “How...How did you know. Are you with the government?”

My mouth fell open and I just stared at her. Roger and Fern looked at me in astonishment and we stared at each other in horror. Finally Fern’s jaw quivered and she broke out laughing, Roger joined her. When she stopped laughing, she said, “Of course not Miss Ellie. I was just putting you on.

I’m afraid I blushed , ashamed to be so gullible. At least being enslaved didn’t remove her sense of humor. I turned to master and slugged him on the arm, ”You went along with it. Bastard.”

“Oh no. I know my parentage quite well. I’ve had my DNA checked.”

“Funny. Wait. I really don’t know what your company does. How is someone’s DNA used?”
Roger said, “Ellie, my skills are in biology and when I was studying human consciousness in relation to biological functions I discovered how the brain stores memory. So I went into the immortality business. I make people immortal.”

“Immortal, like in Methuselah?”

“Yeah, but in finite chunks. Simply put a client pays me an obscenely large fee and gives me a DNA sample. This lab clones him or her and we speed up the growth process and keep the brain empty. After they reach a biological age of twenty five years we stop the growth and hold the clone in stasis. The client gets a tiny implant that records his or her thoughts and senses and sends them to our AI. We keep a complete record of the client. If the client dies we load the recorded brain data into the clone and wake it. At that time the dead client is once again alive with all memories intact up to the point of death. We don’t restore that. No one wants to feel his or her body die. If a client dies before the clone is ready, we either  simply wait and upload when its ready or, if desired, we put the client’s memories into an android who takes the client’s place until the clone is ready.  Let’s move on , Fern.”

“Yes, sir.” She stepped across the hall to the facing door, labeled “Egg.” The view through the glass was almost the same as the previous.

“In here donor eggs have their own DNA nucleus removed and a client’s DNA is inserted.”

“A human egg? Where do they come from?”

“Human eggs are harvested from recently deceased women who are registered as organ donors and from women who sell their eggs.”

Master chimed in, “Most come from our clients. Our clients have a higher death rate than the population. When they are immortal they are willing to do riskier jobs and sports.”

The next door was labeled “Womb Room.” Ellie half expected to see a bunch of pregnant women but was disappointed. The room had a few figures in isolation suits with pads tending to rows of identical machines that looked like a beer keg on top of a washing machine all connected by thick bundles of colored hoses and cables.

“In here are the artificial wombs where the clones are grown until the artificial environment is no longer needed.”

Master interrupts, “Ellie, Fern. I just learned that another matter needs my attention. Fern, we’ll resume the tour later. Ellie, come with me. You will find this interesting.”

“Thank you, sir,” and she walked back the way we came. Roger took my hand and led me to a door labeled, “Exit.” Another long hall, some turns and doors and we were outside. An aircar was waiting for us and a short ride later we were landing at what looked like a resort : large buildings, many balconies, patios, pools, water features, next to the lighted racetrack.

He helped me out of the aircar and as soon as we were safely away it lifted out and  soon was only blinking lights in the night sky.

There was a police car at the entrance but no people. We entered through more layers of security. Two police officers passed us as we were going in. Roger greeted them by name as they passed, “Hello Mike, Pedro. Kind of late for a delivery isn’t it?”

The older one replied, “Hello Roger, yeah. She gave the jailers some trouble. Slowed the process down. Glad she’s yours now.”

“Thanks. Well, Sam will straighten her out. Thanks for the delivery. Come back when you’re off duty. Your team is always welcome to use the girls and facilities. “

“Thanks, Roger. We will.”

We walked on and he said, “I try to interview all of my new girls when they arrive. There’s a couple of well hidden cameras in the interview room. You can watch us from the control room if you want.”

If I want? I really wanted to watch. I might volunteer to be his slave. This was a “Must see” opportunity. “Be cool. “Yes, that sounds interesting. I would like to watch.”

“OK.” He led me to an unlabeled door. Inside were several monitors, a man and woman, and three extra chairs. Master said, “Wally, Sandra, this is Ellie, she’s not a slave, but my guest. I’d like her to watch the interview.” I saw three monitors showed a girl sitting at a table in a room. There was a cabinet against one wall. She looked...defiant, rigid. Her dark hair was pulled back into a ponytail with a free tendril on each side of her face. Her lips were full and coated with red lip gloss but she wore no other makeup. Her cheekbones were high and her chin narrow. She looked like she could be beautiful if she wanted.  Now her lips were compressed in an angry frown and her arms were crossed under her breasts. She wore a shapeless orange pullover designed to hide everything. Her arms pulled the thin material tight and revealed large, firm breasts, probably not her intent.

Both of them nodded to me and turned back to the monitors and a bank of equipment. I guess they were recording the interview but it looked more complex than that required. Master left and I saw him appear on a monitor, walking in a corridor. He reached a door and stopped. He took a folder and something shiny out of a box on the wall beside the door. He opened the folder, scanned what was inside and closed it. Wally pushed a button and Master entered the room with the girl. She glared at him.

“I’m not a slave. I don’t care what the court says. You might as well send me back to prison. I will not cooperate with you in any way.”

Sandra leaned forward and said into a small microphone, “He’s ready for you.”

“Hello, Courtney, I’m Roger,” he laid the folder on the table and tossed a pair of handcuffs on the table in front of her. She ignored them. “I bought your sentence at auction because of your test scores. I think we have an interesting job for you.”

“I don’t believe you. I’ve heard what happens to girls in places like this.”

“What do you think might happen?” Master looked interested, not angry or defensive.

“You’ll keep me in a cell and rape me and if I resist you’ll beat me.”

A motion in the monitor showing the hall caught my eye. A naked woman walked up to the door to the interview room and faced it. She was gorgeous: tall, slim, with high, jutting breasts, a tiny waist and  full, curled blonde hair framing her face and cascading past her shoulder blades. She wore only a touch of makeup and looked like a high-paid model. She wore a gold collar and nose ring like mine and black “Fuck Me“ heels.

“I could do that, but you’ve seen a little of this facility. Do you really think it exists only to demean, rape, and torture you? I have a unique, world famous, business and it needs intelligent people who will take pride in their work and get an education. Yes, you are a slave, you are here to be punished  for your crime. You will be used by my guests and employees. You were given a ten year sentence. You will learn to be a proper slave girl and learn your job. You will have a responsible job, fed well, exercised and educated regularly, and be obedient and pleasing. You will be punished for disobedience, of if you are not pleasing.”

“Why are we talking? What do you want from me? I’m already in your power.”

“Courtney, I own you and I can force you to do anything but being forced levies a toll on you and makes life harder for you and me. I want you to remove your clothes and wear the handcuffs.” 

She shoved the cuffs off the table at Roger’s feet. “Never. You wear them. Leave me alone.”

He picked up the cuffs and walked around the table. She leaned back, her arms once again crossed under her breasts, defensively. She looked frightened now.

He dropped the cuffs in her lap. “If would please me if you wore these. You can even hold the key in your hand. It will set the tone for our meeting.”

“Crap!” She tossed them back on the table. I don’t want that tone.”

Master’s voice was gentle, soothing, “You have yet to understand your changed condition. You need to adjust to the present. You are now a slave in the eyes of society. There is no way out except the passage of time. My task is to help you internalize your new condition,” he picked up the cuffs from the table.

“I was there. I heard the judge. I was dragged here in chains. Put them back on me and drag me to prison. I won’t work for you.”

“Yes, you will, and you’ll like it, when you’re ready. I’m going to have one of my secretaries talk to you now. You’ll likely give more credence to her than me. Her name is Monica Landover. She is educated and she has been instructed to tell you what to expect and be truthful.”

He went to the door, Wally unlocked it and he stood aside for the naked beauty to enter, “Hello, Monica, this is Courtney Adams.”

“Hello, master.  Pleased to meet you Ms. Adams.”

“Here, catch.” He tossed the cuffs to Courtney as he left the room and closed the door.

Her catch was instinctive. She eyed them with disdain but curiosity was also instinctive. She examined them. She had worn similar ones before, but never examined them. They were simple, functional and not feminine. They were designed for men no matter who wore them. The worldwide symbol of impotence, she was afraid that if she put them on now, they would mark her psyche, make her forever submissive. They held too much power for her to consider them just a rational means to avoid punishment.

She turned her gaze to Monica, and it dawned on her that Monica Landover was naked and beautiful. There is a club of beauty. Beautiful women recognize other members. They can evaluate each other and assess them honestly. Courtney Adams judged Monica Landover highly. Her face was narrow with high cheekbones and thin arching eyebrows. She was tall, slim, with high, round breasts, a tiny waist and  thick, curly blonde hair. She wore only a touch of makeup. She wore a gold collar and nose ring and black four inch heels. There were steel bands on her wrists and ankles. She looked like a beautiful slave girl.

She walked up to Courtney and proffered a friendly hand, “I’m Monica. I’m a slave.”

Courtney took the offered hand and shook it. Monica’s grip and her smile were warm. After they released their grip, Monica picked up the cuffs. “These look much better on than just lying there.” She squeezed them onto her own wrists, with confidence. It wasn’t her first experience. She held her joined wrists up and said, “See?”

She was, strangely, correct.

“I hope my nudity doesn’t disturb you. I’m naked most of the time now. Slave’s don’t wear many clothes.”

Don’t you mind being naked with a stranger?”

“No, I’m naked because that’s what my owner thinks is proper, and I’m used to it.”

“This isn’t a dream and I am a slave, right?”

“Yes and it’s society that made you a slave, not master. I know it’s hard to accept. Suddenly you have to obey others or be punished. Would you take your clothes off for me, now?”

“No. I can’t. I won’t.”

“I know. I have to ask. If you refuse someone will come in and strip you. He’s big and friendly and you won’t have a chance. It’s better if you strip yourself. When he does it the recording will go up on the screens for everyone to see and you’ll feel degraded and humiliated. If you do it you’re just cooperating with the inevitable and saving some bruises and airtime. Allen will come in now and then I’ll ask you again.”

The door opened and a remarkably large man squeezed through the door. He had muscles on his muscles , had a friendly grin, and was carrying a football. He said, “Hello Ms. Landover, Ms. Adams, I’m Sam,” he put the football between his palms, chest high and pushed. Courtney stared in horror as the ball flattened between his massive palms and grow wider until, with a sharp retort, it popped. “Will you want my help, Ms. Adams?”

“N…No, Sam. Thank you.”

“OK. I’ll be outside if you change your mind.” He stepped out and closed the door, gently.

Courtney’s heartbeat pulsed in her ears. “That was scary. Does any girl ask to have him help her?”

“Sam is a perfect gentleman. Wait until he chooses you for his evening pleasure. You’ll walk slowly for a week and want him again as soon as you dare.”

“Well, it’s still coercion if I take my clothes off to avoid being mauled by King Kong.”

“It’s also humane. Your owner has invested money and time in you. He will make you fit in here, learn to be submissive, do your share of the work and take every opportunity he gives you to improve yourself, in whatever way you make him. You’ll have a responsible job and be paid fairly for it. We are all lucky he is interested in watching us improve than just taking all the pleasure he can from us. Many slave owners do it just to have a sex toy handy. His idea of slavery is broad and he wants to do good as well as derive pleasure from it.”

“Why try to convince me. Why not just have your gorilla make me?”

“Our owner wants you to walk into slavery with your head high and no illusions. He thinks your adjustment will be easier if you accept it early. We’re lucky we have a choice. He wants us submissive from the start and will employ force if needed. You aren’t leaving this room clothed.”

Courtney began to see inevitability. Society had made her a slave and there was no escape. This “Choice” was something that existed only in this room. She had always avoided confrontation, took the easy path. She was surprised to find her preference leaning toward being forced than accepting submission and the shame of handcuffs.

Monica Landover was a smiling conundrum. She wore both nudity and handcuffs with grace. Her linked hands displayed the same graceful motions as if unencumbered by steel. Not once did she shyly try to cover breasts or pubes.

Temporizing, Courtney asked, “What will happen to me after…”

“You are a slave girl. You are subject to use and discipline by anyone. You will wear a collar and be told what to do.”

“You don’t look like you’ve been beaten or raped.”

Monica smile morphed into a knowing grin, ”Being unspoiled is a state of mind. Giving a man pleasure with any or all of your orifices or having him whip you will not change you unless you make it.

“Crap. If a man rapes me or whips me. I’ll be changed.”

“It doesn’t have to. I made a terrible fuss the first few times I was used and my ass was covered with stripes for days. But when I saw myself in a mirror, I looked the same as always. I decided then that I could decide to be immaculate.  Look at me. I’m used all the time by anyone and I get whipped if I protest or whine.”

“Dammit, Monica you look pristine, beautiful and happy. You love this.”

“Damn right. I do love it. I like giving and receiving pleasure and I even like being whipped, sometimes. I like dropping into subspace and serving my master. I like being humiliated and used. I only get punished if I deserve it and punishment is immediate and forgotten when it’s over.”

“Isn’t there any way you could help me get out of here?”

“No. I wouldn’t even if I could. I am a faithful slave and I would betray my owner if I helped you escape. Besides the whole world would be against you and you’d soon be returned and punished. Would you like a drink?”

“God, yes.”

She went to the cabinet. Wally pushed another button and Monica pulled the door open. She opened a bottle of amber liquid and poured a couple of fingers of liquid into two glasses. She gave one to Courtney and took the other.

Courtney sipped cautiously, then downed it in one gulp.

“I’ll be more compliant when I’m drunk?”

“Bright girl. Want another?”

“Yes, and that’s my last. I’m going to get out of here then.”

Courtney took the refill and tossed it back to keep the first company.

Monica looked at her happily and asked, “So what’s your plan?”

“You open the door and we’ll overpower Sam. Then we’ll find a door outside.”

“Good plan, Simple, but the best plans are. One problem, I can’t open the door . A second problem is that Sam can wipe the floor with both of us with one hand.:

“But, how can we open the door?

“Only the people watching us through the hidden cameras can open the door.”

“Well, I’ll ask them politely and they will open the door for us.” Courtney Adams found herself giggling at the absurdity of everything. “You’ve got wonderful breasts, Monica, and I love your hair.”

“I think so, too, but I bet yours are even better,” Monica stepped close and her cuffed wrists cupped and lifted Courtney’s breasts. Courtney marveled at the dexterity of the cuffed hands. She stared at the steel bands encircling Monica’s wrists. She had thought that once the cuffs closed, the person was helpless. Obviously not true. She watched in fascination as the cuffed hands deftly lifted the shapeless orange top over her head and freed the matching pants to pool about her feet. She helpfully stepped out of the puddle of orange and turned around at the merest of pressure from the cuffed hands. In an instant Courtney was free as a bird and wondered why she had made such a fuss?

Only when the linked hands caressed her bare breasts did she realized the clothes were her own and that she was now naked. “I’m naked too,” she said in surprise,”

“I was right, your breasts are magnificent, even a touch better than mine, Courtney. I wouldn’t mind if you touched me, Courtney.”

Courtney caressed Monica’s breasts and rolled her nipples between thumbs and forefingers. Monica gasped and put her linked hands between Courtney’s thighs and caressed her labia lips.

“Do you like girls, Courtney?”

“I…I don’t know. I think I like you Monica. Will you show me?” Courtney backed up a step, put her hands behind her and asked, “Am I a pretty nude?”

Monica stepped close and held her hands out to Courtney, one of them held something shiny. Would you help me take the cuffs off? It’s easier for someone else to do it.” Courtney saw the shiny object was a small key and realized it was for the handcuffs. Courtney took the key and stared at the cuffs, looking for a keyhole.

Monica helped, turning the cuffs so the keyhole was visible to Courtney. She stabbed the key at the hole but missed several times until they both were giggling over their difficulty. Courtney was totally absorbed in her endeavor. Monica and she shared nudity, slavery, and their owner. Monica was her big sister in slavery. She knew what it was all about. She was beautiful and funny and she was so lucky to have her. And it was so fumbling hard to open those cuffs. She was proud when she managed to open one of them and watch it fall off Monica’s wrist. “I did it. I opened it!”

Monica threw her arms around Courtney and suddenly they were kissing each other, passionately.  Courtney felt the dangling cuff sliding across her back as they hugged each other close. They rubbed their breasts and pussies together while they kissed. Courtney felt her nipples grow hard and so sensitive as her belly grew ever hotter.

Monica released her grip and backed up a step, “There’s another one,” and put her still cuffed wrist between them. It was a delight to Courtney to slip the key into the now steady hole and savor the feel as she turned the key, releasing the lock and watching the cuff slowly open, releasing her sister. Courtney gave the key to Monica and held the shining metal, one cuff in each hand. “They were beautiful on you Monica, lovely, expensive, jewelry that just fitted you.”

“I think they will look exquisite on you, too.” Courtney watched happily as Monica took one of her wrists and closed the steel circlet around it.  She liked it, she realized. It looked good on her too.

“Turn a little.” Monica reached behind her and gently pulled Courtney’s other wrist behind her and closed the other cuff on it.

It was like trying on her friend’s clothes, fun and a little naughty. She tried to pull her arms around in front so she could see how they looked but couldn’t get them in front. “Monica,” she giggled. “I think you’ve done it wrong. I can’t see them.

“No darling, they are just right.”

Courtney was still giggling but managed to stop long enough to say, “No. I can’t see them. Girls need to have them in front so they can see them. Like you had them.”

“I like you like you are, darling. You are so delightfully helpless. You can’t stop me from doing this.” Fingers tweaked Courtney’s nipples and slipped inside her labia lips.

“I don’t want to stop you. It’s nice. Don’t stop.”

Monica’s fingers slipped deeper into Courtney’s private parts and rubbed along the sensitive flesh hidden inside her. Courtney moaned and begged, “MMMM…harder, faster.”

“See how the cuffs are just right?”

“Yes, Yes. You were right…Mmmmmm”

“I think you’re ready now.” She removed her hands and held them up to Courtney’s face, “Lick my hands clean.”

Courtney knew her own scent and though it was nice of Monica to let her taste herself. She licked and licked her fingers until she couldn’t taste herself. Monica took her arm and steered Courtney toward the door. Wally pushed the button and the two naked girls walked off the monitors and into slavery.

I sat there, mesmerized for a moment until Wally stood up and turned up the lights. I looked at Roger who looked quite contented. “What did Monica give her?”

“It’s something my chemists made. It relaxes inhibitions and is a mild hypnotic. She’ll be happy and cooperative for several hours.”

“If I volunteer, I want a lot of it.”

“You won’t need it, but it will be available.”

“Was Monica telling the truth? And you too?”

”Everything we said was true. There was no point in lying. She will soon discover the truth, anyway. And there is nothing she could do anyway. She is a convicted felon and an official slave. I bid on her because I can use her skills and I’m confident she’ll be happy here. Its early and we can see a lot of the facility before bed. Game?”

What will happen to Courtney now?”

“She’ll get her anklets, bracelets, collar, and nose ring. She’ll like them. Monica will put her in her kennel and after the drug wears off she’ll be whipped. We make it a big deal. Everyone who’s not at a critical station will watch and applaud and after she’s whipped they will all welcome her to her new life.”

“You whip girls a lot here?”

“Every girl gets a whipping every two weeks. Not a beating and no blood, just a little pink or red This will be the worst one she gets unless she badly misbehaves. This one is a warning and all the rest are just reminders..”

“Even if they’ve behaved?”

It’s not to punish them. It’s to remind them of what they are. Most of them look forward to it. It makes them horny and after it’s over they will beg any one around for sex. It’s also a reward for the men on the staff. It arouses them too and it’s usual for the whipper to take the girl when they’re done. A girl gets whipped every hour. We vary the schedule so a different man will whip a girl every time. Variety is the spice of life they say. Anyway, most girls will ask for a little pain as part of foreplay. It arouses them. But you know that, don’t you?”

“It’s true that I like it rough, but I didn’t know how common it was.”

“I suppose if a girl has not experienced it, there would be fear, but it’s common among slaves, so they all know what it’s like.”

Those two girls were hot as Hell. Just watching them together made me horny, but  I was very curious too. Roger’s erection was straining his pants. I patted it gently and said, “Let’s see the place then I want to make wild, animal sex with you, Mr. Dalton.”

Roger was conflicted. His animal need was strong, but his plan for Ellie required him to show her the life of his girls. “We’ll do a quick tour then make love, Love.” He stood and they walked out the door.

He must have been in pain the way he hurried me through the place. It was a strange, erotic mix of resort, kennel, Shade, and a school. We saw  pools with men and women playing, classrooms teaching software coding, a dance class, an art studio with twenty naked girls sketching another naked model, a stable and racetrack with twenty five pony girls, a huge commercial kitchen full of refrigerators and stainless steel, and five men throwing colored balls at a naked woman locked in a pillory on a stage. All the girls were young, fit and either concentrating, playing, practicing and, except for the girl being punished, seemed earnest and happy. Roger told me that soon his guests and staff would select the girls they wanted for tonight and the rest would be put in their kennels foe sleep. The ones chosen for sex and play would be allowed to sleep in for a few hours tomorrow. We didn’t see the kennels, but he described them as just clean, warm places they slept. I assumed the girls were locked in.

We rode back to his house in a pony carriage. Not the one we used before. My view was the same. Two pairs of rolling buttocks, each impaled by the tip of a long, flowing ponytail that matched their locks. I grew more aroused watching them and feeling powerful. Silly, I know, but being able to order two pretty, strong, girls around was heady stuff for me.

We wasted no time when we arrived. In moments we were in his bedroom stripping each other. I had to work harder because he was wearing a lot more clothing than me. He had my shoes, stockings, garter belt, bra and dress off me before I even reached his skin. The wait was worth it. He was magnificent, He was tall with thick, black hair, large muscles, a slim waist and his dong was majestic. I hoped he was ready to go, because I don’t think I could have taken him if he was any larger.

I spent most of the time on my back with my feet over my head. Staid, I know, but it seems to be what nature intended for us and it was fine. I had four separate orgasms. Each larger than the last. Roger paced himself to give me several. We climaxed together on the last and lay beside each other, recovering. After I was breathing normally, I asked, “Master. Have I been a good slave?”

“Yes, Ellie. You were wonderful. “

“Is my day of slavery done?”

“Yes, I believe it is. How did you like it?”

“It was pretty all right.” Ellie paused and Roger could see an emotional kaleidoscope cross her face. “Are you going to take the collar off me now?”

“Do you want me to?”

“I don’t really know. Why did you put it on me? I was just a girl you met in a club.”

“No, you were a girl I met in a club that interested me. That’s unusual and it seemed perfect for you. Do you like the symbology?

“I’ve always fantasized about being the captured prize of a handsome rogue. I guess I think I was a slave girl in a former life. Of course it’s really what’s in every girl’s future now. It’s the only way we can improve our lives so we all think about it.”

“I may have been your master in that former life. As soon as I saw the collar, I knew it belonged on your neck. It is my mark on you. It tells every other man that you are mine. I want you to wear it, though not if you don’t want it.”

If I’m no longer wearing your mark, will I still be special to you? Will I see you again?? Would I be just a girl you played with and you won’t call me again? I’m not as pretty as Monica or Courtney.”

“You’re fishing for a compliment again. You are beautiful and I like you. You are unique. I never met a girl who would dive into puppy play so readily, so deeply, so beautifully. I’ll probably call you again, if you want me to.”

“Probably?”

Roger didn’t need to look at her to know she was concerned. Good. She should be at this point. They both knew they were compatible in bed and she was at a life cusp. Both of them could leave now with no obligation. She thought she had only her body and fealty to bargain with while he had power and a hundred slave girls to satisfy him. She was wondering if her assets counted for anything, wondering how much power her body and their budding relationship held. She had much more power than she knew and he was not going to let her know. He wanted her to stay, personally, but he knew he’d not miss her for long if she left. But his plans, his goals for his company would be set back, maybe permanently, if she left.

The man in him, his pride, confidence, physical needs and emotions, wanted to make her happy to stay with him, to volunteer to be his property. The magnate, the man of power and influence, knew he could force her. He had pragmatic, greedy, people in his employ who would fabricate evidence, swear to fictional events sufficient for her to be enslaved and made available for purchase, but that was a last resort that would burden him. Temporize. Give her a reason for caution. “Life is uncertain. You know I’ve been unlucky lately or someone very clever is trying to kill me.  Either way, I don’t want to put you in danger.”

“Do you think that policeman is right, someone is trying to kill you?”

“It appears that he is. I don’t believe in coincidences. Someone has somehow corrupted autocar software to attack me. The software companies involved haven’t found anything so my enemy is very smart. After two successful attacks, I’m still around, so he may try some other method. To be successful it would have to target my clones as well as me. He probably knows I have my clones scattered around the planet at my facilities. I wouldn’t be surprised if he changes tactics and attacks my friends and associates, my employees, and my plans, like that. So you could be a target too as long as you’re with me.”

“Then I have to stay with you so you can protect me. If he already knows we’re together and I go home alone then I’m not merely a slave, but a friend.”

“You want to be my slave for the weekend so my enemy will not think you important enough to me to kill?”

Ellie smiled coyly, “I think that would be best. Besides it will give me a better chance to see if I like the position.” Ellie felt relieved. Her decision had been postponed and she would get to stay with Roger a little longer. In two more days she would see him relaxed, being himself. It was the only way to know what he was like when he wasn’t on a date, though this was a very strange date so far.

“All right, I can see you want to really see what being my slave means. You know the basics: any man or company can own a woman. Women can choose to be free or slave. Female criminals are enslaved and sold. OK I don’t personally own a slave right now but ReNew owns thousands all over the world. There are a hundred in this plant. All ReNew slaves are available for any employee or guest to use. You, if you choose, will be my personal slave  and I can let anyone use you, but I usually won’t.  I’ll take you with me and you’ll be my assistant . At home you’ll usually be naked, away usually clothed. I’ll decide in each case. Now, we have a few things to do so that everyone thinks you are my slave.

Let’s go get cleaned up.” The shower was still a joy to use. I wonder if I’ll ever get used to it? Master was all business and didn’t want to play this time so we were soon dry and headed back to the bedroom. I went toward my clothes and “Leave them. You’re a slave for the weekend and slaves off duty don’t wear clothes.”

“OK, I’ve only seen Monica and Courtney naked. All the other girls…”

“Were not slaves, or on duty. Don’t forget the ponies.”

“Oh. Right. So how should I act. I’ve never been a slave before.”

“Tonight we’re going to do the physical stuff. Tomorrow, early you’ll sign a temporary slave contract and get a quick lesson on behavior and then you’ll join the other girls for their weekend. Think of it as a health spa visit. “

“Physical stuff?”

“Curiosity is not allowed in slave girls Ellie. From now on just obey or you won’t convince anyone you’re real.”

“OK.”

“The correct response is ‘Yes, master,’ people will be surprised if I don’t correct you if you fail basics rules like that.”

“Yes, master. May I ask how I will be corrected?” God, this was so easy to feel like a slave. True, one who was ignorant of how to behave, but wanting to so bad.

“Good point. Jeeves, activate Ellie’s slave functions, please.”

“Done, sir.”

Master put his wrist interface on his wrist. “This is your controller.” He touched it and my collar vibrated. “Caution or attention signal.” He touched it again and I felt an electrical jolt. I jumped and put my hands on my collar. It was no longer just his mark.

“Correction level 1. There are worse levels. I can set it to correct you if you get too far away from me, or if you move from where I put you. It tells me where you are and will bring you back to me. It also has a reward function for when you have done well. Like this,” he touched his wrist again and my belly contracted in a small orgasm. Pleasure flowed through my loins and I jammed my hands onto my pussy and squealed in shock.

I straightened up and looked at master. “I never knew…”

“It’s not advertised. Slavery is supposed to be a punishment for bad girls, but reward is the best way to get obedience and cooperation.”  He did something with the controller, “I’ve set it for you to come with me. Walk one step to my left and one behind me. This is a slave girls ‘Heel’ position. “

He stepped toward the door. I waited a moment, wanting to see if the controller could tell. I felt a buzz when he had taken two steps and a shock at his third step. I jumped and hurried after him. It was pretty sensitive. I hesitated at the door. I was naked. I was zapped again and jumped forward, instinctively covering my breasts and crotch with my hands in the age old defensive position of girls.

“Don’t feel ashamed. You’re just playing the part of a slave girl. Everything you do is your master’s responsibility. Be proud of your body. We show you off because we want other men to envy us. Put your hands down.”


Chapter 4: Apprentice

He was right and trying to cover my body with my hands just looked silly. It wasn’t my idea to go naked. I had a fine body and enjoyed it when men appreciated me. There was just more of me to appreciate now. I chided myself, “Get a grip, girl. If this develops as I expect, I’ll be a naked slave  and better off for it.” I lowered my hands and put a bounce in my step. I smiled. This was how I wanted the world to see me, though Master led me through a deserted house and no one saw me. It was late and everyone must be in bed.

We wound through the big house and finally reached a door on the first floor labeled “Examination.”

It looked like a larger than usual Doctor’s exam room. The exam table in the middle of the room was stainless steel and had a trough down the middle. It looked cold. Master led me to a cabinet with a padded bench beside it. “Lay here and lift your feet up.” He measured my ankles and put a snug anklet on each ankle. I had a clear view. They were dull steel, about an inch high and a quarter inch thick. They weren’t cold and felt like they were lined with soft leather. There was no key, he closed them and they locked shut. After both were on he did something and a ring appeared on the inside of both and he fastened a chain between the anklets.

The rush made me gasp. I was now shackled and I felt moisture trickling into my pussy. I was his now. I couldn’t kick anyone or run. I had not done either of those things since high school sports, but these weren’t to prevent me from doing anything. They were only to adjust my world view and show me and the world that I was a slave. These were to put me in my place, a slave’s place, and show everyone I was actually a slave and I was owned. It was obvious that with modern technology physical restraints were only to shame a girl.

“At first, slavegirls in public had to have their wrists and ankles chained and be under a free person’s control. Now only new girls wear these in private. while they are still learning how to behave. They are reminders, and we remove them pretty soon. Courtney got hers as soon as Monica took her away.”

“Did she have to wear the handcuffs, too?”

“Not those. Stand up and hold your hands out.”

He measured my wrists and found some bracelets that fit me. He closed them around my wrists and this time I saw the brown lining. They were snug, but not tight. Matching bands were fitted around my arms, snug above the elbow. All of them had an intricate geometric design all over their outer surface. He showed me how he could push on a loop and it would pivot up and become an attachment ring for the cuff. Convenient, and my love juices continued to wet my pussy. I felt moisture running down my legs. My scent was strong now.

“Turn around.”

These cuffs were much more comfortable than handcuffs and more elegant, but they had much the same purpose. I had made love while restrained before and enjoyed the feeling of helplessness, of submitting to a powerful man, but these were for more than an evening of fun. I was perilously close to submitting to Roger for years, at least. These weren’t permanent and I’d better learn all I can while I can still back out. I turned around and he pulled my arms behind me and fastened my wrists together.

“That’s enough for now.” He turned and started for the door. I hurried after him and discovered the ankle chain was shorter than my normal stride. My foot jerked to a halt and I stumbled forward, squeaking. He turned and caught me as I fell. He set me on my feet again. “Sorry, I didn’t remember how much the hobble slows you down at first. I’ll walk slower until you learn to take smaller, faster steps.”

I followed my temporary master back the way we came, now with my hands locked behind me and my ankle chain jingling merrily as I walked. Strangely I felt more at ease now that I was chained instead of just naked. It was obvious I was not in control of myself. Before, I was naked and free to move. I was still aroused and a steady trickle of my love juice was running down both legs. I was steaming inside and wanted to be taken again. I had never had so much sex in a day before and, God help me, I needed more. He wasn’t even touching me and my nipples and sex were engorged and I was lubricating copiously. My body was so ready, so needy. I was afraid just feeling my helplessness, my obedience, was going to make me climax.

Who was I kidding? I knew was going to sign on the dotted line. Why was I hesitating? This was more than I ever hoped for.

When we reached his bedroom, he said, “Kneel by the bed,” and went into his closet. He returned naked. I loved his body, he was tall and well-muscled with an athlete’s easy stride. He came to me and his semi erect manhood was right in front of my face. “Service me, slave.”

I hadn’t done this much, only twice and I had read descriptions. It was kind of instinctive, though. I had a mouth that was perfectly shaped to take his member in it and I liked the salty taste of his cum. I licked a few times then put my mouth around him and sucked him in as far as I could. I hope he liked it as much as me. I pumped my head on and off his pecker and felt him grow larger. I was ready to suck up all his cum, but he pulled out of me and picked me up, like I was weightless. He set me on the bed, lay me back on my bound arms, pushed my feet up over my head and slid his stiff member inside me as if it had always been there. It was only a moment before the slippery friction of our coupling threw me headlong into a huge climax. It was only a moment before he came in me and filled me to overflowing.

After we recovered he took me in the bath and cleaned us both up. He brushed my teeth and my hair. I had never had a man do this before. It was nice and caused strange feelings in me. I was a pet being groomed, cared for. He had me lay in bed and he locked a short chain between my collar and the headboard. Then he got in bed and kissed me. I had never slept with my hands locked behind me and said so. “”You’ll get used to it,” was all he said. Truth be known, I fell asleep quickly with his arm around me .

I woke alone in the bed. The chain to my collar was gone. I heard him in the bath and clinked in to join him. “Morning, master.”

“Morning,” he kissed me, unlocked my wrists, and said, “Shower, and do your makeup. Breakfast in twenty minutes, paperwork, a medical exam, and then to class.”

“Will you be with me?”

“I’ll be there for the paperwork and exam, but not for the class. You’ll join a couple of new girls, including Courtney. I’ll look in on you and get back with you later. I have a few things to attend to.”

“I’m scared. Can’t you come too?”

“Imagine what it’s like for the other girls. They will be slaves for years and you get to go home Monday. Think of it as a health spa. You’ll be exercised and taught a great deal. It may change your life. Now go shower.”

I pouted, mostly for show, “OK, master,” he smiled, acknowledging my little act.

After I finished getting ready he relocked my hands behind me and took me to a dining room. It was large and elegant. The table was large but there was only one place setting  and a bowl of fruit. He sat down and had me kneel beside him. Immediately a slave in a very skimpy maid’s uniform walked in briskly with our food. She placed a plate of eggs, sausage, and hash browns in front of him. She came to me and put a silver bowl with the same food, only cut up into bite size pieces on the floor in front of me. The eggs were mixed in with the hash browns, like a scramble. I looked at master. He was smiling at me. “Slaves don’t use furniture or their hands to eat. Now eat.”

“I’m not hungry.”

He touched the controller and I got a shock. It hurt. “Eat, Ellie.”

It was only for a couple of days. I didn’t want another shock so I bent over and ate. Inevitably egg stuck to my nose ring. And my chin. After I finished he dropped some melon balls and a couple of raspberries into my dish. When I finished these he wiped my face and ring with his napkin. “Good girl.”

He stood up and I followed him like a good pet. He led me to an office lined with old-fashioned books , with a big desk in the middle surrounded by comfortable chairs. There was multipage document on its surface. He released my hands. “Kneel close to the desk. Slave girls are not permitted to use the furniture.” I obeyed and he slid the document close to me, “This is a 2 day Voluntary Servitude contract. We’re being recorded. Read it and sign and date it in three places. When you’ve signed it you’ll be my property for two days. Make sure you understand what you’re agreeing to.”

I  picked it up and read it. Phrases slid past my mind without really registering, “ I Elaine Durbin freely give my person into the ownership of Mr. Roger Dalton…for a period of two (2) days beginning…”, “…I accept whatever lawful functions, duties, restraints or punishments…” It was real and I was giving Roger complete control. I wanted and feared this. “Only for two days,” I thought, “Then I will know enough for a good decision.” Afraid to think about it any longer I awkwardly signed and dated it with my wrists still joined behind me and slid it back to Master. “I’m yours now.”

We went back to the examination room. This time there was a man and woman waiting for us. The woman was not collared. “We give all of our girls a medical exam first thing. Just do what the doctors say,” then he sat at a desk and turned to the computer on its surface.

I was poked and prodded, samples of saliva, blood and urine were taken, I was x-rayed, and questioned about my life, habits, maladies, addictions, etc. I was made to run on a treadmill until exhausted, I had an ECG and every part of me was measured and photographed. Finally I was told to sit on the edge of the table and the male doctor said, “Ready now Mr. Dalton.”

Master signed off the computer and came to stand beside me. He held a ball gag in his hand, “Open wide.” They wanted me silent. OK. I opened my mouth. He thrust the big ball in and strapped it tight. “Lay back, Ellie. “

I did and found the steel surface was warm. He lifted my hands over my head and I heard metallic clicks as he fastened my bracelet rings to the corners of the table on either side of my head. The female fastened a broad strap across my ribs, just under my breasts. Master removed the ankle chain and he and the male doctor lifted and spread my feet and placed them in the stirrup cups. I heard more metallic clicks as my anklets were fastened in place.  The male doctor and master adjusted the stirrup support arm pivots, bending my knees still further upward and turning my feet outward until I could feel the tendons in my thighs pulled tight. Another strap was buckled tight across my hips. I lifted my head to see what they were doing to me.

I was completely helpless and more exposed than ever before, laid out for the pleasure of those looking down at me. The male doctor pinched and rolled her nipples, learning their feel. He said, “She’s mildly aroused. She has an excellent body, Mr. Dalton and she’s very fit. She must exercise regularly.”

Master reached out and rubbed his fingers through my mat of pubic hair. “It’s a little unkempt. Would you trim this a little?”

The woman said, “Yes, I noticed that too. Let me trim her up a little. She got a pair of scissors. I lifted my head and watched as she took scissors to my shrubbery. I watched with some alarm, but she didn’t take much off, just trimmed it back to a tidy oval leaving my slit exposed. When I lay back, I noticed for the first time the glass eye of a camera above me recording my helpless exposure for posterity. I lay my head back and felt myself being inevitably steered into impotent slavery.

My no longer private places were wide open, my labia lips spread wide and my inner lips well aware of the cool air. The female doctor picked up a hose with a soft rubber tip, covered it with a thin coating of thick grease and shoved it gently, but insistently into my anus. It shouldered my sphincter apart and slid deep into me. She turned a knob and warm liquid flowed into me, filling me quickly. I felt the pressure building in me and was about to complain when the liquid was squeezed between my sphincter and the hose and brown liquid began flowing out of me and into the channel in the middle of the table. She let it run until the liquid was clear before turning off the tap and sliding the hose out of my bottom. I felt purged, empty. I was shaking, not from cold, but from my impotent exposure. The woman brought over a rubber rod, a foot long, and stepping up in thickness from a half inch at the end up to over two inches at the top. Each section started wider then necked down, just a little before growing even wider at the next section. It ended in a flared base with a ring for a handle. She coated the rod with oil and handed it to the man.

I watched in horror as he took the probe and calmly inserted it in my cleaned rectum. I gasped as the first, narrowest section penetrated my anus in spite of my clenched muscles. He  slowly shoved it deeper into my rectum. The second section opened me a little wider and I felt my anus close over the neck and more of it slide into me. Another bulge, more stretching and I was impaled a little more. My nipples and labia lips were swelling up. My traitorous body was getting excited by this. I felt I was stretched as wide as possible, but he was pressing the next section into me. But it entered and I felt I was corked like a champagne bottle. I looked down and only one section and the ring were visible between my taut legs. Master said, ”Excellent. She’s got a stunning bottom hole, wide and deep. I will have to try her soon.”

The doctor slowly pulled the intruder out with a series of sucking noises. I was relieved to have it out of me and hoped they would let me down, but they weren’t finished yet. I felt them doing things to my pussy, but no matter how hard I strained, I couldn’t see what they were doing. I felt clamps and spatulas holding my nether lips and spreading them wide open. Small, soft, clamps were fastened onto my nether lips. A ring of some sort was slid down over my clit. More clamps gripped my nipples, causing them to grow even harder, more painful. Something slim was inserted into my oiled anus. My clit was growing, straining upward, pushing against its hood. How could my body betray me so publicly? I wasn’t like this.

Master asked, “Ready?”

The man nodded and master pushed a button on a computer.

I jerked as electricity flowed into me, squealing into my gag. But it was surprise, not pain. The stimulation ran into various parts of my body as the electrodes were phased in a repeated sequence through the electrodes. Needles stung my nipples. My labia lips, my inner lips, my clit, my anus, over and over. My pectorals jumped and my breasts trembled, my nether lips jumped and my vagina muscles contracted, trying to close against the clamps and plates that held me open. My buttocks squeezed the probe in my anus then the current flowed from it to my contracting clitoris. My most sensitive body parts were being stimulated into unwanted arousal.  

Through veiled eyes I saw my master and his staff looking down at me with interest. I had never been as intently watched before. I moaned around my gag, helpless to do anything but feel my arousal being prodded toward release by the rhythmic stimulation. My nipples were hard rocks straining against the pinpricks holding them. My empty vagina was hot and needy and I wanted master in me. It was not under my control and like a blind animal was flexing desperately, trying to close and feel something. Suddenly my belly began tremendous contractions, spasming over and over, pumping love juices into my empty vagina. I screamed around the hard ball in my mouth as the huge orgasm consumed me covering the table below me with my silvery juice. My slow descent into bliss relaxed my straining muscles and I went limp, ignoring the tiny currents still pulsing through me.

Groggily I saw my audience smiling and I heard the man say, “She’s very good, sir. A minute and thirty one seconds. She is very responsive. A fine addition to your stable. I look forward to using her.”

The woman agreed, “Me too. She is very pretty and responsive. She will be a pleasure in bed.”

“Don’t get your hopes up. She only signed a two day contract, just to see what it is like, and she’s all mine for her stay.”

“Thank you, Master,” I thought. I just want you.

I stood on shaky legs when they released me. I clung to Master and he held me tight. When I felt reasonably normal, he kissed me. Then he said, “Thank you doctors. It’s time for Ellie’s first class,” and he led me by the hand. We wound up in a gymnasium sized room with lots of naked, collared girls and one woman, clothed. We went to the clothed woman.

"Ellie, this is Alexa. Obey her as you would me. Address her as Mistress."

"Yes, Master.” He left, closing the door behind him.

Alexa said, "Get in line there" She pointed between two girls who obligingly shifted to make room. All of the girls here wore chains on their muscular legs. Their arms were slim and feminine. All had nice breasts, some as large as mine. Several had dramatic hair colors, all tasteful and well executed.

"Girls, this is Ellie. She'll be with us today for our coffle exercises. Help her out if she needs it. OK, Melissa."

One of the girls clinked to a steel service cart and pushed it down the last row of girls. She stopped at each girl who took a length of chain off the cart and two padlocks. She then locked one end to her collar and the other end to her neighbor's collar. Melissa then moved the cart ahead and the next girl repeated the action. After the first two girls I watched Alexa. She saw me and just smiled. The girl preceding me locked her chain to my collar. Then it was my turn. I picked up a piece of chain and the locks and locked myself to my neighbor. Melissa pushed the cart back against the wall, brought her chain and locked herself in place. Now there were two lines of eight girls chained together by the neck.

Alexa said, "Ellie, this arrangement of girls chained together by the neck is called a 'Coffle' and we start all the new girls with it. All the girls here practice with it so we will be comfortable when our masters  want us to wear it. Just watch the others and try to copy them." She turned and took a riding crop off the wall behind her. I hadn't noticed it before.

"I use this to correct any mistakes in your exercises. The others have felt it before. I'll start out with gentle taps and if you flub too much, I'll hit harder, so try hard."

"Yes, Mistress." I would indeed.

Alexa walked among us. "Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Alexa and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground.

I was surprised when I felt her crop touch my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. I heard a 'Crack' followed by a feminine yelp of surprise and Alexa's voice, "Stick those breasts out Sharon."

A soft voice responded, "Yes, Mistress. Sorry."

After the room stilled, Alexa yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Alexa yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Alexa said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected five hard strokes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Alexa said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time in this class I had assumed this position.

Alexa yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Alexa yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Alexa went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Alexa was in great shape.

Before, the coffle hadn't been anything more than a weight to deal with. Now that we were moving I felt every motion of the girls I was joined to. It made for a lot of small tugs and occasional jerks if we weren't in lock step. In a way it was comforting to feel so viscerally that I wasn't alone. I was with my sisters in bondage in a way that was more than physical.

We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour.  After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Alexa sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stroke. I learned just how good an instructional device the crop was.

We kept up our mantra as we walked and jogged. Alexa would give the call and we would give the proper response. She used it to set our cadence, like a drill instructor. She slowed us back to a walk to cool down. We were all sweating after our jog. The extra five pounds of metal we carried made it harder.

Finally Alexa put us back into two rows and produced a key from somewhere and unlocked Melissa. She pushed the cart around and took us out of coffle. It had been a thorough, if demeaning exercise. I felt tired and aroused at the same time.

I realized I was happy. I was glad my Master, was interested in his girl’s health as well as their use. This had been good exercise as well as a bit of effective conditioning. I already knew I was submissive, but it felt less unusual when I was practicing it with fifteen other girls, even if they were slaves. It felt more acceptable when other girls were with you.

Alexa said, "Class dismissed. Don't be late tomorrow."

There was a chorus of, "Yes, Mistress."

As the girls turned to leave she said, "Come here, Ellie."

"Yes, Mistress’

Alexa asked, "What did you think of our little class?"

"Mistress, I was impressed. You run a tight ship here. It was great exercise and the conditioning you did was meaningful to me. I think I'll be a better girl for my Master, now.

"A better slave, you mean."

"Of course, Mistress."

"Ellie, you're new. Be proud of what you are and try to be better. Ignore what others might think. Only you and your Master count for anything as long as you want this."

"Thank you, Mistress. Your class helped."

“Good. I have your schedule here. You’re to help in the garden until lunch, then dance class after lunch for an hour then ponygirl practice at the stables.” She gave me a slip of paper.”

It had times, activities and places. Uh Oh. “Mistress, I’m new here and I don’t know where any of these places are.”

Your collar will direct you when it’s time. Three short buzzes to get your attention, then a pause and directions: one buzz means left, two go straight ahead, three to turn right. A correction means go back to the last turn. A long buzz means stay where you are. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Alexa had described my directions perfectly. I went to the door and my collar buzzed three short times, followed by one short one. I turned left down the hall and soon I was standing in front of a garden shed with five other girls. The gardener, a man, had us lock ourselves into a coffle. He gave us gloves , plastic trowels and trash bags. We were going to weed a veggie garden. The garden was laid out in long straight rows with sturdy posts at the top and bottom of every sixth row.  A steel cable ran along the rows between the posts. Each cable had a short chain threaded on it.

The gardener lined us up at the top of six rows and locked our coffle chain to the one threaded on one of the cables. Neat and efficient. We weren’t going to go anywhere except up and down the rows. Our job was to weed the garden and put the weeds in the trash bags. We would fill them on the way up and collect them on the way back and leave them in a pile at the end of the rows. Then the gardener would unlock us. Move us over six rows, lock us in place and we’d do six more rows. It was simple work and went pretty quick. The gardener would check us periodically and swat us with his crop if we missed too many weeds or worked too slow.

We were marched back inside at noon. We got cleaned up and had lunch. Rice and broccoli cut up in our bowls. It had a tasty sauce, but it was still served on the floor.

I followed my instructions to my dance class. There were ten of us and an instructor as well as three men. As I entered the door, the men waved me over to them. There was a table beside them holding piles of bells and chains. The men attached bells to my cuffs, anklets and even my nose ring. They hung a coin belt around my waist . When they were finished they sent me over to wait with some girls. They adorned every girl with as many bells and chains as thy could find room for. I noticed several of the girls had rings in their nipples and labia lips. They were very erotic.

At first I was intimidated by the bells and tried to move as smoothly as possible to keep them quiet. The instructor would have none of it, though and demanded we make them ring with every movement. She enlisted the men to use their crops on any girl who tried to stay quiet. I had never been a good dancer – not much opportunity, I supposed. Also, I had never expected to have to know belly dance. The instructor was also a slave girl. At least, she was naked and wore the same collar. But the men ordered the students to obey her as a Mistress.

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

The exercise the men appreciated most was the one used for strengthening the pectorals. We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipples in a circle. The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded. Of course, these exercises caused us to also become aroused.

I liked performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my master and were going to take me fully when the dance ended.

When the class ended the men retrieved the bells and chains. And it saddened me. I had really enjoyed dancing for them. I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I decided that I was already a slave girl. Not just a two day slave. I wanted a master, I needed a master. NOW!

My collar buzzed and I was off to find the stables.

Master was waiting for me just inside the door. He was talking to a man I had not seen before. He was a little older than master and a little shorter, but very fit. He looked like a weightlifter. I went to master and stood a little behind him in display position. He looked at me, “Good girl. You learned some things, I see. Did you enjoy your day?”

“Yes, Master. I learned quite a bit.”

He turned back to the man and explained, “Ben, Ellie signed a two day contract to learn what it was like being one of my girls.”

He turned back to me, “This is Ben. He runs the stables for me.”

“Pleased to meet you, Master Ben.”

“He spoke in a deep voice, “I’m pleased to meet you Ellie.”

“Ben, I want to put Ellie in harness today and get her used to the feel. I’ll bring her back tomorrow and I’d like to give her some introductory training with reins and a cart.”

“We’ll be ready. I’ll send Ariane to the tack room to get her fitted.”

”OK. We’ll meet her there.”

Ben went into the building. Master followed him and I followed Master. Ben went to the left and Master went into a door labeled “Tack Room.” It was a long room with leather harnesses covering all the walls. There was a work table and tools in the middle and many benches around the room. I wandered around looking at all the human sized leather gear, feeling the supple, sensuous leather, wondering what it would feel like.

Master called me over. He had a photo album open on the table. I stood beside him in display position and looked at the open page. There was a drawing showing a harness on a ponygirl. The ponygirl looked much like me. There was a long strap clipped on her metal collar that ran down her back and between her legs. Other straps were fastened to it and ran around her body. The facing page was a front view. The strap ran through her crotch and back up between her breasts to clip on to her collar. There were three connected straps: one above her breasts, one below, and the last around her waist. The waist belt was much wider and thicker than the others. There were three more smaller straps fastened to the back straps. The illustration showed them holding her arms folded across her back.

Master leafed through the album. Ponygirls. The book was all photos of ponygirls in harness, pulling wagons and carriages. Racing, Standing, kneeling, taken from the back and front. This was some of the most explicit and stimulating pornography I had seen. I felt my arousal grow as I looked at the photos.

A slave girl entered the room, naked and ankle chained like me. She went to kneel before master, “Master, I am Ariane. Master Ben sent me to help you.”

“Hello Ariane. This is Ellie. I would like her to wear a tight harness.”

“Yes, Master.” She stood up and came over and examined me. She turned back to Master. I have everything in her size. I may have to adjust a couple of straps.”

“OK. Do it now, please.”

She went to a wall and returned with a compact mass of leather and chrome. She opened it up in her hands and it formed into a bridle and bit. She put the bit on the table and fastened the many straps of the bridle around my head, adjusting each one until it was snug.

Ariane picked up the bit and said, "Open wide."

I opened my mouth and she inserted the flat plate. It rested on my tongue and made speech impossible. There were stubby cones on the underside of the plate resting on my tongue. The bar was metal and had a hard plastic cylinder around it. My teeth closed on the plastic but the bar was free to rotate if pulled on. She buckled it in place and tightened the strap under my chin so my teeth closed on the plastic. I was effectively gagged. The plate kept my tongue from moving so words were out of the question.  I guess ponies weren’t allowed to talk.

She led me back to the table and said, “Lay your breasts on the table.” I didn’t understand, but I did it. She used a spring clip and fastened my collar ring to a ring on the table. I was immobilized. “Spread your legs wide.” I moved them as far apart as my hobble allowed. I was shocked to feel something probe my anus. I thought we were done with that. She put her arm across my rump to hold me still and worked something into my bottom hole. I felt her rotate it while steadily pushing it into me. I was stretched wider and wider until, finally, the widest part was inside me and my sphincter contacted around a narrow waist.

“That’s your tail. Your specs said a number five plug would fit. Its wider than most girls could take, but it went in fine for a first time.”

She led me to a mirror on the wall. My tail was long and brushed against my legs and the plug inside me moved as I walked. I felt the tail. The plug had a ring handle nestled between my cheeks and a thick bundle of hair came out of the plug below the ring. I looked in the mirror. My mouth was distorted by the bit, but I looked erotic as hell. She took me back to the table and brought more straps to me. It went on easily. Every strap fit like it was designed for me. Most of them buckled in back so Ariane did those for me. She pulled my arms back and locked each cuff to the band on my other arm, then she tightened the straps that welded them to my waist. I went back to the mirror and looked at myself. My pussy was moist. I was highly aroused.

Ariane smiled at me and said, "You look fantastic, Ellie. You were made to be a ponygirl. I blushed. Master picked up the book and turned the page. He said, Let's try some of these poses."

I was so horny. I wanted to look like the models in the book. I started trying out the poses of the ponygirls. It was making me more aroused.

I was so horny. My love juices were trickling down my legs but all I could do was stamp my feet.

He looked at me and said, "I like you this way. Keep practicing." He pointed to the picture open on the table.

I wanted him to take me, not to play at posing. I shook my head.

He took a riding crop off the wall

He said, "this is for disobedient ponygirls. It’s more traditional than the collar."

I quailed at the sight. I liked rough sex, but a riding crop? It looked wicked.

He said, "pose for me Ellie." He slapped the crop in his hand.

I nodded and looked at the pose in the book. I tried to match it.

Now he was a critic, "Legs further apart. Head more erect. ..."

I tried twenty poses before he tired of the game. I was more aroused than ever. This harness was a turn on. Maybe it was because I was helpless and mute, but I was right on the brink of an orgasm. I was panting my need. Maybe it was the tight crotch strap that rubbed every time I moved.

He looked at me and said, "you know, you’re missing your reins, but a leash will do." He took a chain leash off the wall and clipped it onto my nose ring. I wanted to shake my head, to tell him it wasn’t necessary, but I was afraid it would hurt. He led me to the wall and fastened my leash to a wall ring. "Kneel here," he said, pointing to the floor." I was panting and moaning. I was in more need for a fuck than I had ever felt before. I couldn't think. Hell, I could barely breathe.

I hunched forward, trying to contain my arousal. I heard him say, "Kneel up and spread your legs. Stick your breasts out."

I tried to do all these things, I could only manage one at a time. When I looked at him, he said, "now smile. You look fantastic."

I smiled and he fondled my breast. I came in a huge orgasm. I slumped onto the floor and spewed my juices all over my legs and the floor. I moaned and whimpered. It was so huge. My insides were spasming over and over like the heartbeat of my pussy. When I could think again he had me stand up and took me into a big wash room and hosed me off. He took my bit out and said, "You were great, Ellie. I want you to wear the harness tonight."

"Master, I said, " I think this is too intense for me. I'll spray my juice on everything."

He replied, "Good point, but If you come back, you’ll wear it again. “Ariane, would you mark this harness for Ellie and put it away?”

“Yes, Master.”

I wanted to look at the rest of the photos, so I asked, “Master, can we take the album with us. I’d like to look at the rest of the photos.”

We left the stable building and walked toward the waiting pony carriage when there was rumbling of tires on gravel. Master suddenly had picked me up and dove under the concrete loading ramp. We bounced hard and there was a grinding of metal on concrete then silence. He let me go and we both turned to look out from under the thick concrete. There was a small truck flattened against the ramp, almost covering the opening we had flown through. We heard voices outside. Master talked to them, very calmly, I thought. Soon a tractor arrived and pulled the truck back far enough for us to crawl out .I drug the book with me. My knee was scraped and Master’s pants were torn, but the ramp had saved us. We had just crawled out when a police aircar landed behind the remains of the truck. Detective Partin emerged.

Master said, “That was prompt, Detective.”

“I have the police AI set to notify me whenever there’s a report of a defective autodrive vehicle. Seems like you’re always nearby. At least this time you don’t have to use one of your clones.”

“Any luck on figuring out how my enemy’s doing this?”

“No. The software company can’t find anything. They swear it’s working fine.”

“Right.”

“I thought you were going to stay away from autodrive vehicles.”

“I am. I use a manual aircar now. My stable manager ordered some things and this truck delivered them. He didn’t know when I’d be here. Just my luck to walk in front of it.”

“OK. I’ll need to talk to any witnesses.”

Master called out, “Ben. Did anyone see what happened?”

“No, boss. Everyone was inside when the crash brought them outside.”

“Sorry Detective. You can take the truck’s brain with you and I’ll have the truck body returned tomorrow if you want.”

“Yeah. Return it unless I call you. And be careful.”

“Of course.”

The detective went to talk to his forensics team. Master watched them for a while then surprised me by going back into the stables. Ben was standing at the door and Master said, “Danger seems to be an aphrodisiac. Is the riding machine available?”

“Yes, of course.”

Good. Ask Ariane to come back and put the harness back on Ellie, except the tail, then put her on the machine, please.”

“Ben smiled, “Immediately. “He walked to a door and called, “Ariane, come here., please.”

In minutes I was back in harness and she took me into a room with some sort of machine. I stood on a small platform between two pedals like one would find on an exercise machine. The platform was three feet wide and the pedals were on either side of the platform, one at the front, the other at the rear. At her direction I put my right foot in the rear pedal and she strapped in into place. She removed my ankle chain and strapped my left foot into the forward pedal. She bent me forward and I lay on a padded rail, wide under my ribs, ending at my waist, with cutouts for my breasts to dangle through.  She fastened a broad strap across my waist just below my crossed arms and pulled it tight. My ass was higher than my back and my cheeks were spread wide. My collar and forehead lay on padded crossbars, higher than the rail, so my head was tilted up a little and I could roll my head side to side.

She said, “Just walk.” And with a hum the pedals started moving and my feet were forced into a normal stride, just like a ponygirl would have in the pony cart I arrived in. She let me walk and get used to it. “Your speed is up to you now. The machine is set at a minimum, but you can go faster. Try it. I pushed harder. The pedals were locked in a rhythm like an elliptical trainer but I could push and speed up. I experimented a little. “Trot.” I felt a sharp sting on my bottom. She had hit me with  a whip! I squealed and sped up. “Good girl. Follow your orders. Halt.” The machine slowed rapidly and stopped. She turned out the light and left.

Roger, my Master had told her to mount me here. Was he going to teach me to be a cart pony? Or was this just another lesson in humility for his newest slave? I was bound immovably helpless in this machine and aroused. I had suspected I was a submissive. I always gave in to other people’s ideas and demands, but before this trip I had never been displayed naked to strangers or had my ankles chained or been bound immovably in an exercise machine. And I couldn’t get enough. I knew I would acquiesce to any orders, obey any command, in anticipation of the sensations now coursing through my body. I was hot. I wanted Master to use any of my holes. There was no more playing coy, being flirtatious. I would fling myself down and spread my legs for him whenever and wherever he wanted. I was eager to submit, to be used any way he wanted. As I waited, immobile in the dark, my mind gave me visions of us in a crowded room, he in a tuxedo, me naked being led on a leash, standing tall, proud, and loving, and I wanted it. I wanted everyone to know I was his slave I was the one he wanted to take to events, out of all those he owned, I was his favorite. And it was enough. It was the life I wanted. I knew he would not be happy with one woman, but if I was his favorite I would be happy.

Roger, dressed in robe and slippers, entered the dark room and turned on the light, revealing his newest slave girl, mounted on the riding machine.. He savored the tableau for a long moment. . Ellie, beautiful, lithe, sexy Ellie, mounted on the riding machine, knowing she was going to be made to pleasure him in a new way, not knowing whether she would be pleasured too, and helpless to do anything other than his desires. What a piquant experience it must be for her.

He walked slowly around her, savoring every curve, every swell of flesh and valley of promise laid out for his pleasure. What a joy it would be to own her forever. She wasn’t the prettiest of his girls, nor the most intelligent, but all her qualities and faults combined to place her at the apex of his desire. He wanted her because she made him excited and filled him with promise. He put his hand on her and trailed it lightly over her warm curves as he circled her body, entranced by the tiny contractions and trembling. Was she happy to feel him, excited by the promise of a new experience? She moaned delightfully around her bit, unable to articulate but still needing to communicate her need. She turned her head as far as her restraints allowed, dumbly following him with her eyes, white teeth clenched around her bit. Emitting tiny gasps and moans as he stroked her. He paused close to her head, cupping her dangling breast, squeezing it just a little, rubbing her hard nipples, watching her eyes widen at the stimulation.

“Tonight you’re my pretty filly and we’re going for a ride. It’s going to be a journey of discovery and pleasure.”

He went behind her and admired the glory of her flawless tanned bottom so perfectly presented to him. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand and started gently massaging them. He watched her buttocks roll and sway against him. He always watched his girls bottom to see what she was feeling. They could more easily hide their thoughts behind false expressions, but the buttocks were more truthful. They would revel invitation, or disinterest, excitement or fear. He loved the way they stretched and swelled as she climbed stairs or bent over. They were a blank canvas for him to leave his mark. Often the stripes of his whip but sometimes he had used it to show ownership with a brand or tattoo, depending on what she needed.

He felt the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Ellie couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. Her soft whimpers of need almost drove him off his plan.

Roger put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom.  Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.  All the while, his other hand stroked her breast and rubbed her back.

"Remember Ellie, your whole body is mine to use or allow others to use.  All of your holes can be used to pleasure your master.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

He felt her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincters.

"Good, Ellie, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her. With his other hand he reached lower, tickling and stroking her swelling cunt, thick with its own reward. “Patience,” he thought.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Ellie gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Ellie climaxed and was moaning in pleasure, but he had just begun. He flicked the machine power switch to its first detent and said, “Walk.” Ellie’s ass began to rock slowly side to side, gently massaging his erection between the rolling  curves of her buttocks. Ellie had lost all control of her sphincter muscle when she started walking. He adjusted his position and said, “Remember your muscle control, Ellie, Loose and tight to match my thrusts.”  It took all of his control, perfected over many sessions on the riding machine to hold off his own climax, but he knew it would be worth waiting. Slowly she remembered her lessons and matched his cycle. It was a wonderful sensation.

“Trot,” and he sped the machine up and in a minute she was sliding off then ramming herself back onto his cock in a most wonderful manner. She gave a little gasp every time she pushed herself back onto him. He leaned forward a little so that at every thrust of her buttocks they slammed into his groin. Full penetration. His cock was being pushed out and pulled in solely by her motions and he savored the bliss of being totally surrounded by her hot, tight tunnel of flesh. Shifting his gaze he saw the effort monitor showing how much pressure she was exerting. It was near zero, she was just following the machine’s pace. He slapped her ass, “Faster, Ellie, work your legs.” She obediently increased her effort and the monitor showed it, but the important measure was  the increased pressure he felt as she exerted her powerful muscles, swelling her buttocks and increasing the pace.

Looking up he saw her face in the mirror, lips drawn back, teeth gripping her bit, eyes slitted in concentration as she strained to match her sphincter to her pace. The side mirrors showed the erotic images of her heavy breasts swinging in time with her stride, nipples huge and dark. How magnificent she would be with heavy rings and possibly bells chiming with her pace.

He called, “Gallop!” and flicked the switch to its fastest position. Her response was instant and he bent over her, his chest on her back as she galloped into a future certain.

She felt his weight pushing her down on her supports, his animal musk strong in her nostrils She ran as hard and fast as she could, gasping for air and feeling him swell inside her, knowing she was giving hm much pleasure determined not to falter. He was tight against her, his balls pounding against her cunt at every step, driving her to another huge orgasm. When she thought she was at her end, he reached forward with both hands and gripped her heaving breasts, squeezing and pinching them, shoving them up and forward, urging her to her greatest effort.

“Race to the finish. It’s right in front of you!”

Ellie managed a final surge and his body jerked as he came and filled her with his hot sperm. She came in the same instant, her hot juices merging with his to run down her legs in silvery streams. Gradually his spasms diminished as she slowed and they both relaxed as he slapped the control to “Off.”

He lay still across her back, savoring her warmth and her strong aroma, knowing she had to support his weight as long as he wanted to stay in her. At last he looked into the mirror and saw her eyes, soft and warm, watching him.

“Nice ride, Ellie. I hope you enjoyed it too.”

She nodded her head, once and closed her eyes.

Roger withdrew and left the room, Ariane came in and released her then took her into the tack room, removed her harness and let her shower. She joined Roger in the main room and they walked outside together, her ankles again chained. She didn’t mind. It was what slaves wore, and she was his slave for a little longer.

Back in Master’s living room, I knelt by his chair and went through the ponygirl photobook again. I found the photos entrancing. The ponies seemed to be smiling slyly at me, like they had a secret. I noticed some of the girls had stricter arm bondage than most. These girl's arms were strapped together from wrist to elbow. Their elbows were pulled together so tight they touched. Their arms strapped snug against their backs. It looked inescapable and uncomfortable. Why were they smiling at me?

The most riveting photo for me was one on page 87. There were two girls. Beautiful, high cheekbones, long blond hair in single ponytails. They were running side by side, harnessed to a cart. The photo didn't show the driver. Their breasts were bare and bouncing. They both had identical steel collars with rings on the front, sides, and back. They had pierced nipples and their rings supported golden bells. The bells were jangling below the nipples on short chains. There was a broad black leather belt around their waists that connected them to the cart. They had long blond pony tails streaming out behind them. But I only saw these details on the later looks I stole at the photo. The single thing that made me stop and look and kept drawing me back was their arms.

There were shiny steel bands circling their wrists and biceps, just like mine. Their wrists were pulled up high on their backs and locked to the steel collar. The bands on their biceps were locked together with a short chain over their forearms. The arms were held in a snug package. Their arms were unusable. I savored their absolute helplessness. I felt my nipples harden and a tickle in my pussy. These were the most erotic girls I had ever seen. I saw my face on the girl on the right. I stared at this photo until I noticed drool was dribbling out of my mouth. I hastily wiped my mouth. I hastily put the book in the bookshelf, a little scared by the gut-wrenching longing it was giving me.

When it was safely out of my hands I asked, “Master, some of the ponygirls in the album had their wrists locked to the back of their collar. Is that just a fake? I don’t think I could get my arms that high.”

“It’s not faked. Every girl learns to do it in ponygirl training. The trainer starts by putting a short chain on the back of the girl’s collar, then she spends a lot of time with her wrists fastened to that chain, and every time she is put back into bondage, the hands are pulled as high as they will go, just a little higher than is easy. After a few days, the tendons in the girl’s arms stretch enough that the chain isn’t needed any more. We don’t have enough time to train you for that now. Do you want to see what it feels like?”

Good question. I never saw anything so erotic as those two very helpless girls. They couldn’t use their hands for anything. The mere sight made me drool with…what? Envy? Fear?  Need? He couldn’t leave me like that for long. I was going home tomorrow. “Yes, master, may I try it for just a little while?”

“OK, wait here.” He got up and went out of the room. He returned quickly with a short chain and two locks. He used one lock to fasten the chain to the back of my collar. “Put your hands in reverse prayer like you are fastening a bra.”

I folded both my arms up behind me. He took one hand and pulled it up a little further than I had it, not enough to hurt, but it did put a strain on my shoulder. He used the lock to fasten my cuff to the chain but didn’t lock it. He took hold of my other hand and pulled it up beside its mate. This time I heard the lock click shut and my hands stayed put when he took his hands away.

“Comfortable?”

“Yes, Master. There’s a little strain, but no pain. How long do you leave a girl like this?”

“Six hours a day for a week then they sleep like this for another week. Then they don’t need the chain anymore. Once they are at that stage, we let them sleep like this. They all say it’s comfortable and they have wet dreams all the time. We do a lot of laundry, but the girls are happy.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Can I start?”

“You already have. ‘Course it means you have to sleep here if you want to reach that stage. You can be my live-in girlfriend until or if you decide to be my property.”

“I’ll think about it, Master.” I meant it too. I was very helpless, no arms, naked, chained ankles, control collar and nose ring .But I felt wonderful, ready to be screwed all night in every orifice I had. I wanted him to take me, force me to do something I hadn’t done before, supplant my ideas of morality with his. I had given all my power to him and I wanted him to use it, damn it.

“Master,” I asked in my best little girl voice, “have you ever made love to a girl fixed like me?"

“Of course. Want me to show you?”

It wasn’t necessary to answer him. I just smiled over my shoulder at him as I sidled toward the bedroom.


Chapter 5: Long Life

Roger convinced me that it was possible for me to have intercourse with my arms in reverse prayer, in any position I could think of. We spent a very energetic two hours trying many of the positions we could find in the Kama Sutra. We needed some suspension gear and tables with straps for some of them, but we managed it. Along the way I snagged three really nice orgasms.

I woke late from a dreamless sleep and found my arms were still in reverse prayer. I was pleased they hadn’t cramped. Roger explained they never pulled them so tight as to be painful and the gradual relaxing of the tendons prevented cramps. Before he released them he took a picture of their position, then, instead of releasing them, he pulled them higher and fastened them. Another picture then he released them. I looked at the pictures and found he was able to lift them more than an inch without causing me any discomfort. The tips of my fingers were only an inch from touching my collar.

“You are quite limber, Ellie.”

“Years of yoga”

“Well, it looks like you could lose the chain in a week.”

“If I stay with you will you help me to lose it?”

“Sure, but why do you want to be so well restrained?”

“It turns me on, makes me hot, and I guess I hope you’ll like me better if I want to be your complete slave.”

“Sometimes, Ellie, but I also want you to be an entertaining conversationalist, and sometimes my elegant, sophisticated companion. I need a lot of things from my girls.”

“I know, but you are surrounded by helpless, obedient girls who will do anything for you. When you want feminine companionship I want you to think of me. When you daydream in a stuffy meeting, I want you to dream about me. When you’re angry or depressed and need to hit something, I want it to be me.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll get polished in every way I want, if you become my property. Now go shower and get ready for breakfast. You’re going to be late for your first class.”

“What do I have today?”

“Same as yesterday morning. In the afternoon I’m taking you to the plant.”

“Oh?”

“Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl. Besides, it’s a surprise. Go.”

I showered and hurried through my makeup. I was very hungry. Sex requires a lot of energy. I followed master down to breakfast. He had me kneel beside him and this time I got an empty bowl placed in front of me and he would feed me by hand. Every now and then he would get a forkful of food and hold it out in front of me. I had to open my mouth, tilt my head forward and guide my open mouth around the fork without touching the food, close my lips, not my teeth, on the fork and he would withdraw the fork. If I did this properly, I would get to eat the food. If not, I had to spit it into the empty bowl.

Master’s idea of humor was juvenile. He would purposely load the fork so full of food it was nearly impossible to stretch my lips around it and I would lose that scrumptious bite. But he was fair, if he moved the fork while I was reaching for it, I got to keep the bite even if I touched it. He’d make me chase the fork with my head, all the time making comments. He was good, it was difficult to capture my food when I was laughing hard. I would have ruined my clothes if I were wearing any. After he finished teasing me he fed me until I was satisfied. Then I had to clean the floor myself. There was at least as much food on me as I’d eaten, but it was worth it. I had never had fun eating breakfast before.

I was ten minutes late to the exercise session. Alexa frowned at me and Master explained, “My fault, Alexa.”

“Not good for discipline, Master.”

“I know.”

She halted the girls, got a chain, and put me at the end of the coffle and restarted the girls exercise. I got more and harder stripes this time than last. I think she was miffed with Master and wanted him to see that she wasn’t completely broken.

Roger left Ellie in exercise class and went back to his office. He activated his privacy protection and screened his security chief.

“Good Morning, Boss.”

“Morning Ravi. Everything normal?”

“Everything’s good.”

“Good. I have a new friend I’d like to make sure stays safe. Would you put a small team together to watch out for her for a few days? Her name is Ellie Durbin. She’s with me now. I’ll be taking her home after lunch. I don’t have any specific threat in mind. There’s a possibility that since whoever is after me has failed twice he might go after my friends or employees. Jeeves will give you her location and keep your team appraised.”

“Sure. Will two men and a woman be good enough?”

“Should be. Thanks. Out.”

“Bye.”

I made it to dance class on time and my experience was even better this time since everything wasn’t so  new.  I really enjoyed the men’s attention and flirted as much as I could with them, favoring them with erotic looks and sensuous moves while following the instructor’s dancing instructions. I didn’t invent this myself, I just copied the other girls. It became a competition for the men’s attention and the instructor actively encouraged us. It was clear that to her the dance wasn’t just a sterile art form, but a skill we should use to attract men. Fine with me. I enjoyed their attention and I wanted to learn to attract one man. I intended to demonstrate my new skill for him every chance I got.

There were more girls at lunch than yesterday. The place must have different work schedules on Sunday. Different food but good, still served in bowls on the floor and we weren’t allowed to use our hands. We were told change into display position when we finished. Many faces had food stuck on their nose rings and a few on their chins as well. The food was good and we had worked hard. We were allowed to wash our faces after the bowls were cleared away. Everyone else was sent to their next assignment. I knelt and waited, for what I didn’t know. Soon Master came in and took me with him out to a pony cart. The ponies were different than any I had ridden with before.

“Master, may I…”

“For a moment, we have an appointment in just a few minutes.”

“Thank you, Master.” I went to the closest pony and aroused her with my hands, one on her breast and one in her slit. When she was whimpering I slapped her buttocks while rolling her nipple between my finger. Her belly spasmed and I pinched her clit and she squealed in delight as the orgasm roiled through her body. I stepped around to the other pony and repeated my relief mission with her. When Both of them had climaxed I wiped my sticky fingers on their hair and got in the cart with Master.

“That was nice of you, Ellie.”

“They work hard and a man wouldn’t think of it. Besides, it made me aroused, too.”

“I know”. He touched my controller and suddenly I was in the midst of an enormous orgasm. I clutched the arm of the bench with one hand and wrapped the other around my middle. My legs contracted and pulled my thighs tight against my breasts. I gasped and rode out the burst of pleasure, my eyes squeezed shut. When I came back to full consciousness, the cart was rolling on a lighted path surrounded by trees and warm, sweet-smelling air..

I sat up and put a hand on Master’s arm, “Thank you, Master.” I felt light as air, buoyed by life, gifted. “May I service you?”

“Here, where anyone can see?”

“Everyone here is your slave or employee, and I’m your happy slave. I’m here to serve you. Why not?”

“Because we’ve just arrived at our destination and there are three employees waiting for us.”

“OK, if you’re shy, but I’m always available.”

“A rain check then,” he smiled, “and I intend to cash it soon.”

I smiled back.

He stopped the cart and we got out. Someone took it away as he greeted two men.as “Sam” and “Allen”. They were both wearing white lab coats with “ReNew” embroidered on the left shoulders and small name tags on their right side.

The three of them walked into the building and I followed Master. I watched him carefully, ready to change direction with him or to kneel beside him if he stopped. I had always thought of myself as an independent person, although I knew I was easily influenced by others. Now, it seemed I was just very happy to follow Master. I think, over the past few days, I had learned to drop into subspace any time I was with him and wasn’t actively doing something like talking of reading. I’m sure if anyone had told me “Follow him,” or “Service him,” I would have balked, ran away. Now, though, I was doing those sorts of things on my own, as the most natural thing, like breathing.

We stopped in a lab.

“Emily, sit here,” pointing to a large chair like a barber’s chair. One of the men waved a vial under my nose and everything went black.

Sam said, “She’ll be out for ten minutes.” He tore open a small packet and removed a disinfectant wipe. He carefully wiped her right shoulder with it. He took a small instrument off a tray and used it to slice a tiny layer of skin from the shoulder. Allen was ready and applied a rolled piece of gauze to the wound and held a heal lamp over the gauze for a minute. He took the gauze away from the now repaired skin and discarded it.

Sam labeled the sample with her name, date, and time and placed it in a small refrigerator. Allen swung an arm with a stubby probe and a view screen over until the probe was an inch from Ellie’s left ear. He touched a control and the screen lit up with a three dimensional view of the side of her head. Sam said, “Annie, implant the auditor.”

The AI’s female voice said, ”Dr. Phillips, I do not have Ms. Durbin’s authorization on file.”

Roger spoke up, “Annie, do you recognize me?”

“Yes, Mr. Dalton.”

“Ellie is my property today. I authorize the implant.”

“Authorization approved. Commencing operation.”

The probe extended until it touched Ellie’s skin, just behind her ear. The watchers saw a flicker of motion, too fast to follow and then they screen showed a tiny oval, no larger than a grain of rice inside Ellie’s head, very close to the brain cavity. The probe retracted and played a heal lamp on the tiny drop of blood. Allen swung the arm away from Ellie and used another disinfectant wipe to clean the still-wet blood off her skin. Sam looked at the screen and reported. It’s in place and communicating. She’s ready.

“Wake her up, please.”

Sam picked up a different vial, opened it, and held it under her nose. Her eyes snapped open.

I had gone to sleep when the taller man waved something under my nose. Now I was wide awake and he was holding something under my nose. The same thing? Couldn’t be. They made me sleep and did something to me, but I don’t feel anything unusual? All three of them were smiling. “What happened, Master?”

“Sam and Allen just did something nice for you. Get up and let’s go home and I’ll tell you.”

“OK, Master.” I stood up and felt fine. I guess I’d have to wait, dammit.

Master thanked Sam and Allen and left. I followed him back to the waiting pony cart. As he got in I went over and looked at the left pony’s collar. Her name was Cherry. I cupped her breast and flicked her nipple. She whinnied. I went around to the other and found she was named Phyllis. I did the same thing to her breast and got in the cart.

Master released the brake, and I watched the pony’s breasts jerk as their binding relaxed. Master had them trot us back to the house. A young man took charge of the pony cart and we went inside. I followed Master to his office and when he sat in an easy chair. I knelt beside him, curious what had just happened.

He looked at me for a long time. I stared back, wondering why he looked serious. Finally, “Ellie, you know what my company, ReNew, does?”

“Yes, Master, everyone knows that, as you said, you make people immortal.”

“Do you know how it works?”

“No, not really. I’ve never heard any details.”

“That was my intent. I’ve never patented my method, and all my staff have signed very nasty non-disclosure agreements. Only I know several of the key techniques. Of course I don’t do them myself, but I’ve never taught anyone else how to do it. My AI does the actual work and it is very well protected. I don’t give technical interviews and I’ve avoided any serious inquiries by giving my services to a few very influential people.”

“Aren’t you afraid someone might duplicate your techniques?”

“The key breakthrough I made was a fluke. A couple of unlikely accidents happened when I was experimenting. It would take a one in a billion coincidence to reveal my technique. That’s not important now. There are two key elements I want you to understand. First is that I make a clone of my client and artificially force maturity on it. It only requires a few months to get it to a biological age of twenty five and then we suspend growth.  The second is that the client has a tiny device implanted that records memories and experiences and periodically forwards them to my AIs. If a client dies, we can load their memories into the clone and revive it. The client lives again in their clone with all the memories up until death. They get to start over with a new twenty five year old body.”

“Wow. No wonder you’re rich. What a monopoly. You can charge anything you want. I guess only the cream can afford you. But why did you tell me this?”

“Because you’re now a client.”

“…I’m immortal?  Why?  I can’t possibly afford it.”

“Because you’re in danger because of me. Someone very good has succeeded in having me killed twice by autodrive vehicles. And they just missed both of us last night.  Now, if you’re killed as collateral damage, you’ll come back. I can’t put you back into your body for several months, but I can put you in an android body until your organic one is mature.”

“Does it hurt when you’re killed and brought back?” You won’t remember a thing of your death. We edit out any painful memories before reloading you into a body. I’m on my third body due to someone killing me and I don’t remember any of my deaths, it’s just like waking up and finding yourself young again with adult memories. You don’t have to go to school again.”

Wow twice. I don’t know what to think. Will I suddenly become a daredevil since I can’t die?

“Besides, I like your company. I want you there beside me if my enemy succeeds again.”

“Thank you. Just, thank you. Wait. If your clone has to be several months old, how did you come back so quickly the second time?”

“Smart girl. I have more than one clone growing. Why not? I can afford it.”

It was overwhelming. Immortal. Wait, one clone wouldn’t make one immortal. You’d need an infinite number. “Master, I’m very grateful, but if I understood you, I’m not truly immortal, I just have a spare body so I can live two lifetimes. Is that right?”

“Yep. None of us are truly immortal, but now, some of us get second chances that we can keep extending.”

Here was another factor. If I wanted more than two, I had to stay with Roger, not that that was a problem, but…”

Have you given this gift to any of your girls or female friends before, Master?”

“Yes, why?”

“It just occurred to me that lots of girls would consider ending their lives voluntarily when they got a bit long in the tooth if they could come back in a twenty five year old body.”

“Yeah. I worried about that but as far as I have seen, they just take up more dangerous sports and go out in a burst of glory so they will come back, not only young and beautiful, but with a great rep. At least one came back rich because of the wager that got her killed.”

“It sounds like you’ve opened up a can of worms no one suspected existed. I’ll bet some people have found a way to get rid of an enemy and avoided responsibility by dying themselves.”

“I don’t know for sure, but there was an unexplained aircar crash that killed the President and Vice President of Ethiopia a few years ago. The VP was a client and the President wasn’t. The VP became President when they both were killed, along with ten other people and only the VP came back.”

“That’s awful. He got away with it, then?”

“No one could prove the crash was deliberate though the car was on manual control when it crashed. On the bright side, the new President was smarter than the old and Ethiopia is in much better shape now. Its paid off its international loans, its economy is booming, and the President has stopped much of the corruption.”

“It’s still awful.”

“Yeah. We have one more thing to do now. Your period of voluntary slavery is over. You’re your own boss again. Stand up.”

I stood and he removed my anklets and bracelets. He removed my collar and set it on the coffee table. I suddenly was afraid. I didn’t want to go back to being alone. He walked around in front and reached up to remove my nose ring. I backed up a quick step. “Wait, Master… Roger.” My hands flew to my naked neck. The cool air on my neck felt like an arctic wind. I was too naked without the collar. I felt like I was being thrown out of his house, his life, and I hated the thought of being on my own again. He was watching me closely.

“Roger, can I keep the nose ring.? Everyone at work has already seen it and I feel like you’re cutting me out of your life. I want to keep something of yours. Please?”

“It’s a slave symbol, Ellie. Most people will think you’re a convicted criminal. I can give you something that’s a different symbol.”

“A scarf or a pin? No. I can’t take this off or lose it. Permanence is important to a girl!”

“OK. You know the ring has all the capability of the collar as far as control functions?”

“No, I didn’t. But it doesn’t matter. I still want to obey you. You don’t need any electronic means to force me.”

I wanted to stay with Roger, but as his slave? It was more permanent than marriage, at least for me. I couldn’t leave, but he could throw me out or simply put me to work somewhere and play with another of his girls. I don’t think he would do that. He seemed a man of his word, but how to know? Does he love me? He certainly made me happier and more fulfilled than I’ve ever been before.

“Roger, do you want me to be your slave?”

“Yes.”

“I think I want to be yours. I’ve been very happy as your slave, but sometimes things change over time. Put your legal staff to work and find a way for me to get out of a voluntary slave contract if it stops working for me.”

Roger was surprised. He knew Ellie was smart as well as sensuous, but this showed he had captured her heart and her brains were still in charge. Good. He wanted an intelligent courtesan, not a simpering doormat. This was what he was planning to offer her in a few days.

“OK. I’ll start them working. Jeeves, pass this request to Mr. Rosenstein.”

Jeeves cultured voice replied, “Yes, sir.”

“Ms. Durbin will you do me the honor of having dinner with me?”

“Clothed? In a restaurant? Eating my food with utensils?”

“Yes, yes, and yes.”

“Our first real date! If it works out well, I may let you kiss me after.”

Roger pulled my naked body close and he kissed me. I melted into him and kissed as well as I could. Long moments later we separated our lips but still clung tightly to each other.

“I really couldn’t avoid your allure that long. I have some business in D.C. later. If it’s OK, I’ll drop you at home, do my business and pick you up for dinner around seven?”

“Can you drop me at a store, instead. I need a new dress if I’m going to dine out with you.”

“Sure. Jeeves find the store that sells the best women’s clothes, ask Ms. Austin to meet Ms. Durbin there in a half hour and tell Mr. Johnson to wait for Ms. Durbin there in two hours.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ms. Austin is a personal shopper. She’ll help you at the store. Get anything you want; your credit is excellent. Jeeves will hear anything you say. When you’re ready to leave, Stan Johnson will pick you up and take you wherever you want. Jeeves will relay any messages to me and he’ll tell me where to meet you.”

Everything about Roger Dalton was big, strong, overpowering. I didn’t argue. “OK. Where are my clothes?”

“Hanging in the closet in my bedroom. You know the way?”

“Not from here.”

“Jeeves, help Ellie find the bedroom.”

“yes, sir.”

“He can’t speak to you directly. Like the ponies, if you ask him a question he will cause your ring to vibrate, once for yes, two for no. When you come to a choice of directions ask him about the way to go.”

“Can he shock me, too?”

“Yes. He can also locate you and call for help. Do you still want to keep the ring?”

Roger could still control me. Did I mind? “Yes, I’ll keep it. I’m going to go get dressed now.”

“Come back here when you’re ready to go.”

I went to the door. “Should I go left?” My nose ring vibrated once, very briefly. Ten turns and some stairs later and I was in Roger’s bedroom. I got my things out of the bathroom and filled my case. My clothes were all on hangers in the closet, freshly pressed.

Roger waited until Ellie was out of earshot and asked, “Jeeves, has Ravi’s team contacted you?”

“Yes, sir. I informed them of Ms. Durbin’s itinerary and am keeping them updated on her exact location and situation. I have their link addresses if they need visual or audible information.”

“Thank you, Jeeves. What is her situation now?”

“She is packed and getting dressed now.”

“Please tell Benjamin I’m ready to go and ask him to bring the small aircar to the pad.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The small car was my favorite to fly. It only carried four people and had a tiny luggage compartment, but it was fast, nimble and kick to fly on manual. Of course over the densely populated region between New York and D.C. it had to be on automatic. Still it was fast and would get me to D.C. less than twenty minutes after dropping Ellie off.

Ellie came into my office dressed in the clothes she had come in and carrying her overnight bag. I went to her and took her bag. “Let’s go.” I took her hand and we went to the pad. He eyes widened in surprise at the aircar. It was a lot different in appearance from the stately limo she had come her in. This one looked like it was moving fast just sitting on the ground. I put her bag in the luggage compartment and handed her into the back seat. I joined her and as soon as we were buckled in Benjamin hit the lift and propulsion simultaneously. We shot up and Ellie gasped in surprise and took a death grip on my arm. The computers fitted us into a northbound stream and I knew Jeeves had taken care of the flight plan.

In minutes we set down on a crowded rooftop landing pad on a five story building at the center of a shopping mall. Ms. Austin was waiting for us .I handed Ellie some mirror-lensed sunglasses and said, “Were these to protect your identity, please. You’ll be watched by a thousand AI’s and cameras while you’re here.” She put them on without a word and we got out. I introduced her to Ellie and told her, “I would like Ellie to make every man in the restaurant green with envy tonight. Usual fee OK?”

Ms. Austin had a very melodious voice, “Yes, sir. Thank you. When is your dinner reservation?”

“Seven.”

“That is not long enough, sir. Could you change it to eight?”

“All right. Ellie, I’ll keep your bag until I get back.” I kissed Ellie’s hand and got in the front seat. Benjamin lifted out more slowly from the crowded pad and the computers shifted us upward several times until we got in the fast express lane to D.C. We were the smallest craft in this lane, moving just under the speed of sound.

Siobhan Austin was a petite dynamo. She hustled me into the building and into a beauty salon. As we walked she apologized, “Everything you tell me is confidential. Mr. Dalton is a very good client. I’ve worked for him for ten years. I would be ruined if I divulged anything you tell me. I need to know your preferences to do a good job and a good job means that your look, scent, feel, and sound make both you and Mr. Dalton proud. Some of my questions will be a little personal, but your answers will be private.” While the girls and AIs worked on my hair, nails, eyebrows she was questioning me in a nice but professional manner about my preferences on colors, styles, textures, jewelry, shoes, underwear, and favorite petting behavior. A lot of the questions were more personal than I was comfortable with a stranger knowing, but she was watching me closely. Several times she stopped and rephrased her questions.  I always answered, usually with the truth, but sometimes I didn’t know.

When we left the salon I looked better, more polished, no rough edges left. I felt good. I hadn’t thought I needed it when we went in, but I was glad we did. Next we shopped for clothes. Ms. Austin cautioned me, “Keep your glasses on and don’t use your last name or Mr. Dalton’s, or your names and relationship will be all over the nets before your meal.” When we went in a well-dressed woman approached us, “Ms. Austin, so good to see you again. Will you want a private room?”

“Ellie, this is Mrs. Trent, she’s the Sales Manager. Margie, this is Ellie, she’s my client. Yes we will need a room. I want to give her a new look and I only have two hours before her dinner appointment. I think we’ll need two models,” she held up her tablet and Mrs. Trent held her close as the instruments exchanged data. Mrs. Trent studied it a moment then looked up.

She looked me over and said, “Sue and Grace are the right size. Room A is available. I’ll have them meet you there. I’ll join you after I’ve set it up.”

Ms. Austin led me through a door marked “Private.” And into another marked “Room A.”

It wasn’t a big room. There was a wet bar on the far side with an espresso machine. There were full length mirrors on most walls. The lighting was warm and indirect, but I was sure that could change easily. A girl in a maid’s uniform  asked if we wanted any refreshments. Ms. Austin ordered an espresso and I just got water.

Mrs. Trent joined us with the two models and a sales girl, from her dress. They had me stand in a measurement booth and raise my hands over my head. They both watched a screen and asked me to turn and twist, just a little, for less than a minute before Mrs. Trent said, “Thank you, Ellie, we have your measurements now. Won’t you come sit here?” She indicated a seating area with a view of the open floor surrounded by the mirrors. I sat in the indicated easy chair facing the floor and Ms. Austin and Mrs. Trent sat on either side of me.

As soon as we were seated, one of the models came out and stood in the middle of the floor and looked at us provocatively. She was wearing matching lace bra and thong, red, covering nothing and promising everything. She pivoted slowly, then strutted off the floor. She was replaced by the other model with slightly less provocative underwear in white.

Both the women seated with me were watching me, not the models. Ms. Austin said, “The last one.”

Mrs. Trent agreed, “Yes, clearly.”

They were right. I thought the white was better since Roger had already seen me naked for days, in collar and chains. The white was not prudish, by any means, but it gave him a little more to reveal when removed. I just nodded, more convinced I was in good hands.

The rest of the session flew by as they paraded a whirlwind of expensive cloth and metal before me. When all the choices were made there were only minutes left before I was due outside. “When will they be ready? I have a dinner date now.”

Ms. Austin smiled, “They are all ready now. Once we choose the material and style, the fab center uses your measurements to cut and assemble the items in seconds.. If you’ll come into the dressing room, we’ll have you ready to go in a flash.”

I followed her through a door. There were bags and boxes on a cart and my black dinner dress on a hanger. Underwear and jewelry lay on  a table. Ms. Austin helped me fasten the bra and dress, then we were off, followed by the robocart. “You do know those are not going to fit in Roger’s car don’t you?”

“I’m going to put them in Roger’s ground car. His driver is waiting.”

“Oh.”

“You’ll get used to it if you stay with him.” Of course he’d his AI would know the things I bought would need adequate transportation. Was he sending the things to my place or to Roger’s? Had he already analyzed my statements and expressions to predict what I would do? It was my choice, but I felt like I was on rails, unable to change my destination.

I couldn’t think of a snappy reply so I shut up. Usually a good tactic. I looked at my phone, we had two minutes to go. A message arrived and I opened it. It was from Jeeves, “Mister Dalton will arrive at the pad in three minutes.”

I looked at Ms. Austin. She smiled faintly, “He’s always punctual. I never know if its him or Jeeves.”

“You’ve worked for Roger for ten years? Has he changed much?”

“Hah. When I started with him he was ancient, decrepit, and grouchy. Still very good to work for as long as you were successful in doing what he wanted. He was killed a year ago in a freak accident and was rejuvenated as a young man. It took him a while to drop his grouchy persona. Didn’t fit him anymore. Now he’s much more approachable, less scary.”

Thirty feet in front of Ellie and Ms. Austin a man was walking toward the rooftop pad. A voice spoke in his ear. “Jake. Ten feet in front, on your right. The man in the hat. He’s got a gun in his hand in a coat pocket. No badge.”  Jake adjusted his path to avoid some people in front of him and wound up on a near collision course with the gunman. In a sharp and short motion, Jake’s arm rose as he passed the man, his elbow snapping into the side of the gunman’s head with the sound of a bat hitting a melon. The man fell back and sat down hard against the wall. He didn’t move. Jake never broke stride, and no one noticed anything for a long moment. A small crowd gathered around the downed man as Ellie and Ms. Austin approached. They stepped around the crowd and continued on to the pad.

The voice spoke again, “Smooth. I’ve notified the police.” Jake smiled and muttered, “Shiny.”

Roger stepped out of the aircar and broke into a huge grin, He kissed Ellie’s hand and said, “You are gorgeous. Words fail me. I can’t possibly do you justice so will you have dinner with me?”

“Thank you sir, I will be honored.” We both laughed. He put his arm around me and turned to Ms. Austin, “You have done well, Siobhan, as always. Jeeves has your invoice and your account will be credited tomorrow. Thank you.” He shook her hand and she walked away followed by the robocart.

We got into the back seat of the racer. It lifted immediately and headed deeper into the city. He put his arm around me and half-turned toward me. I snuggled into his chest and felt like purring.

“Well, sugar, I take it you enjoyed your shopping experience?”

“My God. I’ve never felt so…pampered. Everyone was attentive, and helpful and I love my new clothes. I felt so special.”

“I’ve never understood shopping as a pleasant experience. But I’m glad you do. Still want to keep the nose ring?”

“”Yes,” I answered, “I think it looks good on me. Don’t you?”

“Of course I do. I’m the one who gave it to you, remember? It’s just that sometimes it has a negative connotation. I’m glad it’s positive for you.”

The restaurant was high in a tall building. Wonderful view, good food, I let him order for me. He got us both vegetarian meals. Wonderful flavors, spicy yet so tastefully done the spices didn’t obscure the flavors. We sat together facing the sunset. Since we finally got the climate problems under control our sunsets were mostly bland, pastels. Well, it was worth it. We sipped brandy after the meal and I asked the question I had been fretting over for hours, “Roger, would you like me to stay at your place?”

“You mean live with me?”

“Yes, like a couple. We’d both still have our jobs and spend evenings and nights together.”

“I’d love it. Start tonight?”

“Why wait?”

“Are you still considering being my slave?”

“Possibly.”

“Slave or not I will finish training you to be comfortable with the reverse prayer position.”

“I know. I want that too.”

“You know only slaves suffer that discipline, don’t you?”

“I know. I’m trying to learn all the advantages and disadvantages before I decide.”

“Right. Jeeves, Ms. Durbin will be staying with us. Arrange to have her things brought over, please.”

“Yes, sir,” came his disembodied voice.

“You agreed awfully easily, Roger. You must really want me helpless again.”

“Damned right. I had you for a weekend and I liked it.”

“Just remember, I’m a free person now, not your slave anymore.”

“Of course, though I expect we’ll still play some games. You told me you liked them.”

“True, and I think we will, too, but just remember I’m not a slave now.”

“Of course, that was just a game. To see how compatible we are.”

“Think of this as ‘Phase II’ of  the game.”

All right, Phase II it is. Are there any more phases in your rules?”

“Part of the allure is not knowing the future. Just enjoy the play.”

“Your things won’t be in place for a little while. Let’s go do something in the meantime. Jeeves will let me know when they’re ready.”

“Shade? Maybe some of our friends are there.”

“Suits me.” He stood up and came to me and held out his hand. I took it and rose. He walked to the door and spoke to the maître d’, “Great meal Andre, add a thirty percent tip and five hundred to the chef with my compliments. He outdid his last meal.”

“Thank you Mr. Dalton, Ms. Durbin.”

After we left, I asked, “Do you always tell restaurants your date’s name?”

“Only those who are living with me. In case you want to eat here when I’m busy or out of town, they will accord you the same care they would me and put the charges on my account. If I hadn’t, it is unlikely you could get a reservation here. They are very popular.”

He was right, of course. He was one of the wealthiest and influential men in the world. He has the ear of powerful people all over the world. I stole a glance at this repository of power holding my hand. He had an aura about him. What would it be like to be his property as well as his lover? Was he putting on a show for me? Like Agnes said, we all hide our true selves behind a mask. Had I seen the true Roger yet? I knew he had not seen all of me, though I had opened up more to him than anyone. It’s very hard to hide anything when you’re a pet in subspace.

Shade was dark, crowded, and noisy. My kind of place. The hostess, Ruth, showed us to a table and a waitress brought us our drinks quickly. Marcella, Shade’s owner sat down at our table, “Hello Ellie, Roger. I heard you two were together. I see you’re no longer wearing the collar, Ellie. Are you still OK?”

Roger replied, “She’s living with me, Marcella. I’m hopeful she will sign a slave contract, but she’s playing hard to get.”

I blushed at hearing my life described so casually. “You know I can hear you, right?”

“Marcella is an old and good friend and wants to make sure I’m taking good care of you.”

Marcella explained, “Roger and I knew each other for many years. He was a lecherous old man when he had to use his own invention and now his nature is hidden inside youth and vitality, so I wonder if he’s changed.”

“Or maybe I’m the same, but expectations are changed now that I enjoy sex again?”

I spoke up, “”I’m glad he enjoys sex, because I do too, and he’s good at it. How did you two meet?”

Roger said, “Long ago, Marcella was not a bar owner and I needed her help to keep my discovery secret. I am forever in her debt.”

“That debt has been repaid, Roger. Besides, we have helped each other many times since and I don’t know where the balance lies anymore.”

“Mon Cherie, I have offered to take you away from this den of iniquity many times and make you young again.”

“Youth is not all it’s cracked up to be, and I like my freedom. But, Ellie, I know he can be good, but he’s not always nice.”

I smiled, knowingly, but I really wondered if she was warning me or something more complex.

“Has there been any progress on your case, Roger?”

If so, the police haven’t told me. My contacts in Logic Industry and Multiplex haven’t found anything and tell me they’ve been all over the code. I am still convinced it’s not a coincidence. Three attempts on me and none on anyone else? Hah.

“Well, if there’s anything I can do…”

“Thanks Marcella, if it was a team of assassins, you’d be the one I turned to”.

“I’d better see to my other customers. Be careful.” Good to see you again, Ellie. Don’t take Roger’s first offer. He always holds something back,” and started to leave but I stopped her, “Marcella, would you see if Virginia is here? I’d like to talk to her.”

“Certainly, dear,” she left, quickly, but not hurrying.

“Virginia?”

“A friend, she’s bright, my age, and we spent a lot of time together before you and Blaine came along.”

“Blaine?”

Her boyfriend. “Not as rich as you but wicked smart. He consults for companies like yours.”

“Biotech?”

“Some. Mostly develops new machine learning algorithms. He’s a professor and has some patents. You’ve probably used him and don’t know it.”

“If his last name is Sanders, I’ve met him and we do use him. I offered him a job, but he prefers consulting.”

I spied Ginny and Blaine heading for us. “Here they come.” I hadn’t told Roger the whole truth. Ginny was Virginia Grace Durbin, my twin sister. Sometimes we traded places but ever since her first lover had died she chose Goth styles and unusual hair coloring so we didn’t look close.. Tonight her hair and skirt were a dark red wine color, her blouse black, a heavy-looking chrome collar tight around her neck, large silver earrings and  silver nose ring as big as mine. Her eye lids and lips colored a deep red, almost black, her eyes glowed red. Contacts, I knew. Her true eyes were blue-green like mine.

I wanted to keep Ginny’s relationship to me secret for now. It was what we did when we met new men. It was a sort of safety net so strangers wouldn’t suspect there was someone around who cared about us. Roger and I stood up and I spoke quickly, “Roger, this is my friend Ginny and her friend, Blaine. Ginny, Blaine, this is Roger Dalton, my friend.”

Roger said, “Pleased to meet you Ginny, hello Mr. Sanders. I’m surprised to see you in such good company. I thought all your friends were computers.”

Blaine and Roger shook hands and Blaine said, “I’m also pleasantly surprised, I thought you only talked to dead people. Hello Ellie.”

Mission accomplished. “Hi Ginny, Blaine. Are you two here to play or just eat and drink?”

Blaine said, “Dinner.”

Ginny said, “Play.”

They looked at each other and smiled. Ginny said, “Dinner first is OK.”

Roger turned his head a little and got a distant look, like he was listening to someone we couldn’t hear. “Ellie, I’m very sorry. Something urgent has come up at the office. I need to go. I’ll be back in an hour. Stay and have fun with your friends and I’ll be back by the time they finish dinner.”

“Of course, go take care of it. I’ll be fine.”

I watched him go and wondered at my feelings. I missed him already and yet was proud he felt such dedication to his company that he didn’t just foist off his duty onto some AI or underling. His wealth and power had not made him callous. I had to fight down an urge to chase after him. I felt like a dog left home, longing to go with her master. I knew then that it was only a matter of time before I asked for his collar. Could I put it in my contract that he wouldn’t leave me behind?

Ginny asked, “ Does he often abandon you like that?”

“First time. It must be important. He’s still trying to win me.”

“Couple?”

“No. Power Exchange.”

“You’re not really thinking of being his slave, are you?”

“I’m thinking about it.” She knew I was naturally submissive and I knew she was seeing the worst possibilities. For her, losing control was anathema, but she was bright and knew it wasn’t scary for me. It was time to change the subject or we’d argue.

“Blaine, how do you know Roger?”

“I’ve done some work for ReNew. He offered me a job but I declined. Every now and then he tries again, but he doesn’t seem to take offense. He’d probably be a good man to work for, but I prefer being my own boss. How did you meet him?

“I literally bumped into him here, in Shade, and I hit on him.”

“That was him who got in an accident a few days ago? I know it was someone you were with, but I never saw him.”

“Yeah. It was kind of freaky. He caught me when I was falling and he was a hunk, so I hit on him. We played in the puppy room and we were going to his place afterwards when this autodrive cab went berserk and ran right at us. He pushed me out of the way but he was killed. Luckily, I just thought he was injured and was a basket case until the next day he called me at work, like nothing happened. I only found out later that he’s the Roger Dalton who founded ReNew and he’s a client.”

“Obviously you like him a lot if you’re thinking of becoming his slave. Are you sure you know what that would be like?”

It may be foolish, but I have been doing research. I’m not stupid enough to go in blind.”

“So, what research,” asked Ginny.

“I verbally agreed to be his slave here in Shade for a day, but he was killed before the day was up, as you know. When he was back, I finished my day at his place then formally agreed to another real day . I went to some of his girl’s training and talked to some who had jobs in his company. That ended this morning. I went shopping, we had dinner and came here for drinks. You found us before we did anything here.”

“So you were a play slave for a day, a real slave for a day, and you think that’s enough research for you to decide whether you should volunteer to be his permanent slave?”

“I forgot. I’m going to live with him starting tonight, to see how compatible we really are.”

Blaine and Ginny both leaned back in their chairs and looked at me. “I’m not crazy. I enjoyed myself and I liked being his puppy girl. You know I’m naturally submissive. He may be my perfect master. I’m going to do more looking and thinking before I decide, but it’s looking a lot like a better life and job for me than now.”

Ginny asked, “But doesn’t it bother you that he’s so much older than you?”

“It’s not like that, Ginny. He’s got a lot more experience and money than anyone I’ve known before, but he’s not stodgy, he lost all that when he rejuvenated. He’s an involved, engaged man with joie de’ vivrie. He’s fun to be with and very energetic in bed. In calendar years he’s younger than me. And he has an unlimited Birthright.”

Ginny was frowning, not like her, “None of that means you should trust him.”

“I’m going slow, just like in the old movies. Sleep together, live together, and learn all his bad habits before going any further.”

“In the old movies, you’d get married, after which you got divorced when you learned what he’s really like. Now you can’t be free unless he consents.” Ginny’s voice was getting louder, shriller. She was really worked up over this.

“Ginny, what’s got you so bothered? Is it Roger?”

She looked defiant, “So what if it is. His business is intrinsically immoral. Only the brightest, most powerful, and wealthiest can live forever. Who gave him the power to decide who can come back after death? He’s not God!”

“No. Maybe he’s an angel. He gave me my own ticket to rebirth yesterday.”

“You have a clone?”

“Just a few cells today, but in a couple of months it will be old enough I can use it.”

“Has he already bought you? Was that your price?” Her voice was scathing. She was furious. But why?

“Not at all. He gave it to me because he put me in danger form whoever is trying to kill him. I was inches away from death two days ago just because I was near him. He did die and come back, but if he was a hair slower I would be dead for good.”

Ginny fell silent. She looked remorseful. “Look, I’m sorry. It’s just that his business is so biased. No ordinary person will ever have the chance to be reborn. It’s not fair.”

Blaine spoke up, “Ginny, I can see how important this is to you. You’ve heard all the arguments, before. Laws in every country restrict ReNew’s ability to protect too many people. There are nine billion people on the planet and we’re at the limit of food production and pollution. We have strict birth controls and all our work will have been for naught if too many of the dead are reborn. It can’t be for everybody.”

Tears were leaking from her eyes. I had never seen her this emotional, even when her first love, Mason, died. She shook herself, brushed away the tears and smiled, “You’re right. I know he can’t bring everyone back. I’ll get over it. The main thing Ellie is, be careful. Make sure you really know him when he’s bored or angry as well as happy.”

“Thanks, …Ginny. I’ll be careful.” I had almost called her Sis.

Blaine suggested, “Hey, do you two like card games?”

He was obviously trying to lighten the mood. Good idea. I helped, “Yes, Ginny and I can play anything. We’ve spent many a cold, lonely evening with a deck and a bottle.” I waved a waitress over, “Bring us a deck of cards, a bottle of Laphroaig Lore and three glasses please.” I had looked it up and it was expensive, but he was a billionaire.

After she left I whispered to the others, “And we’ll put it on Roger’s bill.”

Ginny said, “Amen, sister. He’ll never notice it.”

We were on our first drink and into a rousing game of Getaway. I was losing when someone sat down at our table. It was Detective Partin.

“Excuse the interruption, please. I am interviewing everyone who might have seen anything during the incident last Thursday evening. I understand you all were at the scene.” He consulted a pad, “Ms. Durbin, you were with Mr. Dalton when the incident occurred and received some minor injuries?”

“Yes, that’s correct. The medbot said I was fine so someone put me in a lounge here in Shade and I woke up with Ginny and Blaine in the room.”

He turned to Ginny, “What’s your name”

“Virginia Grace.” A lie, but a white one.

“Did you see or hear the crash?”

“No, I was inside when there was a commotion and Blaine and I went outside with the crowd. I saw Ellie laying on the sidewalk and we went to her just before the medbot cleared her to be moved.”

“OK.” He turned to Blaine, “Your name, please.”

“Blaine Sanders.”

“What did you see or hear?”

“The same as Ginny. We were in the bar when people’s voices increased in volume. We heard shouts of an accident. Roger and Ellie had just left us to go home before the commotion. We went outside along with half the people in the bar. We saw Ellie immediately but not Roger. The emergency responders carried Ellie inside and we stayed with her until she woke.”

“All four of you are friends?”

Blaine replied, I’ve known Mr. Dalton for a few years, but not socially. I performed some consulting for ReNew. I’ve only known Virginia for three months, and Ms. Durbin for one month.”

Ginny said, “I’ve known Ellie for years and just met Mr. Dalton the night of the accident. I’ve known Blaine for three months.”

I said, “I met Roger the night of the accident.”

“Mr. Sanders, you consulted with ReNew, what on?”

“I was helping them with a new machine learning algorithm they needed for their clone revival process.”

“Ms. Durbin, are you employed?”

“Yes, I work for Alvis-Murchison in their underwriting division.”

“And Ms. Grace, are you employed?”

“Yes, I’m a contract programmer for imbedded logic. I’m on a job for Tri-Mark Industries at present, working on their re-entry programs.”

“Have you ever worked for EuroTech or United American?”

“No, sorry.”

Ginny wasn’t being truthful, a lie by omission. She had spent two years working for EuroArt, a subsidiary of EuroTech, a company that programmed autodrive AI’s. She had bored me to tears for two years with her griping about their antiquated logic. I had the phrase “Damned Backward Compatible Slop,” burned into my cerebral cortex from her irritated howls. Partin was looking for programmers who might have jimmied the autodrive software. Ginny was trying to stay off his radar. I couldn’t blame her, anyone would and she had told the literal truth.. Still, she didn’t like Roger. Could it be she was involved somehow? Nonsense, she couldn’t hurt anyone intentionally. It suddenly occurred to me I was not being truthful, either. I had lied about Ginny. We were sisters, as well as friends. But that couldn’t matter here. I’d just met Roger a couple of days ago.

Detective Partin put his pad away and said, “Thank you for your time. If you think of anything else, please let me know. He dropped a business card in front of each of us.

Blaine asked, “Have you found any evidence that the accident was intentional?”

“The investigation is ongoing,” and he left.

We watched him go and after I lost sight of him I didn’t want to play cards anymore. I stood up, “Let’s go down to the pony play room. I want to compare it to Roger’s ponygirl setup.”

Ginny said, “I should have known Dalton keeps ponygirls. He’d make a good slaveowner. Keeps his girls in line, humble and obedient.” She said this scathingly. I wanted to object that the girls I saw were happy and fit. Yes, humble and obedient, for sure, but none I saw were downtrodden or ashamed. I toned my response down, “They are slavegirls, Ginny.”

Blaine said, “Virginia and I have done pony play a couple of times. She is very good and I enjoyed they play almost as much as her.”

I was surprised. She had never said anything. “Ginny, I didn’t know you enjoyed pony play.”

“Well, a girl needs some privacy when she’s indulging her kink, doesn’t she?”

“You were always the Dom when we played. You should have let me know. We could switch sometimes if you wanted to be the Sub.”

“I always wanted to be your Dom, girl. You’re so submissive I got more pleasure out of topping you than I ever could as your Sub.”

She was probably right. I was not good as a Dom. The few times I tried it I was indecisive and afraid of hurting my Sub. They never got what they wanted. “Still, I would have liked to know.”

Ginny looked at me and smiled but didn’t respond. I dropped it. “Let’s go and you can give me the benefit of your knowledge then.”

We walked into the fetish area and down the long hall to the door labelled Pony Play. The door opened into the tack room. I remembered the walls loaded with leather and silver. The smell of oiled leather filled my nostrils, just like at Roger’s stables. I was getting that giddy feeling that preceded my arousal. As before, there were far too many feelings crammed together for me to make any sense of. I walked up to a wall of hanging leather and idly pulled some straps out to examine them.

Blaine asked, “Ellie, how are these different from Roger’s gear?”

“Where should I start? Nothing looks very different hanging on the wall.”

“Oh, OK, Ginny, get undressed and you can model for us.”

Ginny looked from me to Blaine. Blaine had a steely glint in his eye, almost daring her to strip in front of me. I could see the conflict in her face. I was afraid she would snap at Blaine so I said, “We’ll both strip and try some of these on. I’ve worn Roger’s gear and the differences should be more vivid  that way.”

It worked. Ginny nodded agreement. She wouldn’t feel less than me this way. We both went to the lockers and started putting our clothes in two free ones. “Ginny, I didn’t know you were into this. Why didn’t you tell me?”

She grimaced, “Don’t know. I guess I was a little ashamed that I like it so much. You, know, it was like I was letting you down. I was always the strong one and here I was enjoying giving control to a man.”

“Hey, Sis, lots of strong women enjoy letting go every now and then. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I know that intellectually but my gut doesn’t feel that way.”

“Maybe it will get wise when we’re both ponies.”

“Maybe.” We went back to Blaine, totally naked.

Ginny picked out a harness and handed it to me, “Put this on.”

I turned it around, trying to see how it went. Ginny slipped hers on and buckled it snugly around her while I was still trying to figure mine out. She took it from me and put it on me. First was a broad belt with three buckles, tight around my waist. A strap ran down from the front, between my legs, narrow and round, pulled up into my slit and between my ass cheeks then buckled, not tight enough to hurt, but impossible to ignore. A short strap up from the center of the belt, joined a halter that surrounded my breasts but didn’t cover them. The halter buckled in back. Two straps ran from the halter above each breast, over my shoulder and connected to the back of the halter and the top of the belt. There were wrist straps hanging from the back of the halter, but they weren’t used yet.

We sat on a bench and put on boots. High heels, knee high black leather boots. Next She took me to a rack of bridles and bits. She found one with thin black straps and a wide headband and put it on me and buckled it snug. She donned its mate. She inserted a two foot long blue-green ostrich feather into the socket on top of my headband. She chose a red one for herself that matched her dark red hair.

She studied the bits for a moment then picked one off the rack. “Any last words? No? Open wide.”

I complied and she slid the metal and rubber contraption into me, buckling it tight and tugging my chin strap tight so my teeth clenched the plastic covered metal tight. I might have objected then if I could, but she muted herself the same way. I had worn all this before but had not been made to perform. A few straps and a gag and I was transformed into a dumb beast. I felt myself slipping into the role, but not subspace yet.

She turned me around, pulled my wrists behind me and closed the straps around them. I was once again helpless and waited calmly for orders. I watched as she went to Blaine, who had been attentively watching us. She stopped in front of him, turned her back to him and put her hands behind her. Without  a word he strapped her wrists tight behind her. He clipped a pair of reins on her bit ends and motioned me to him. He put reins on me too. He led us both to a two pony cart and fastened the tongue to both our belts. We were beside each other with the tongue between us. Blaine climbed aboard. I felt him moving, but nothing else. The cart was light and well balanced.

“Ponies, you’re just going to walk at first. Start with your left foot and stay in step. A pull on one rein means turn that direction as long as I am pulling. If I relax the rein, go straight ahead. A pull on both reins means slow down. Walk.” I watched Ginny’s foot and stepped forward when she did. 

We pulled him around the arena several times while we learned how to respond to the bit. It was simple and we learned quickly. Then a new command, “Trot.” I matched Ginny’s steps and we started jogging around the arena. It was an easy jog and I watched my large breasts bounce in front of me. It was a new sensation, not all together pleasant. I wished for more support.    

I felt the reins pull back evenly on both sides and I slowed obediently back to a walk. He steered us back to our starting point and I saw why. Roger had arrived. My heart jumped for joy. I was so glad to see him, but I couldn’t tell him or even show it. We stopped and he came over and talked to Blaine.  I didn’t hear what was said, but they unhitched us from the cart. I hoped they wouldn’t take us out of here already. I wanted to pull Roger around.

Roger took my reins and kissed me on the cheek. He held a bottle of water to my mouth. It had a slim plastic nozzle he inserted past my bit so I could drink then led me across the room to a collection of pony carts. He led me to a small one designed for one pony and a driver. He hitched me to it and climbed into the driver’s chair. “Walk.” Off we went. I was glad Blaine had had us practice. This was much more fun. I didn’t have to coordinate with Ginny and I slipped quickly into subspace. I floated across the floor, utterly content to be alone with Roger, being useful, not just pretty and docile. I felt useful in a way that puppy play could never approach. My entire being was attuned to the simple commands of my reins and I knew he-who-mattered was driving me.  

All too soon, Roger stopped and unhitched me. He released my hands, “Go put this stuff back and get dressed. It’s time to go home.”

I can’t speak yet, so I stomp once and hurry back to the tack room. Ginny soon joined me. When I get my bit out I work my stiff jaw and say, “Ginny, that was wonderful. I can see why you like it. It felt so right, so good to just be obedient and useful and not think of anything else.”

“Yeah, it’s out of this world. I wind up relaxed yet so aroused. I can’t think of anything but getting him into bed right now.”

“Judging from Roger’s erection, I think the men feel the same way.”

The men watched us get dressed and Blaine’s bulge in his pants was as big as Roger’s. We were in the air and on the way home in scant minutes.                                                  

We wasted no time getting into the bedroom. Sure enough, my things were in the bathroom and closet. We jumped into bed and flung ourselves into missionary position and bucked and humped our way to a quick climax apiece.

Afterwards when we were looking up at the ceiling, I said, “Roger, I know it sounds strange, but I want you to pretend I’m your slave when I’m here.”

“It will be hard for both of us to switch back and forth every day. If you sign a short-term contract, six months or a year, you will better understand the deal.”

“I want to work up to it slowly. I think I’m falling in love with you and I don’t want to let my feelings push me into a mistake.”

“So, you want to be a full slave, but only when you are here? A contract based on where you are?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“What if I just don’t let you leave? You will be my slave while here, so I  can just keep you chained to a wall. OK?”

“No, I have to be here voluntarily!”

“We need to work out the terms pretty soon. Tonight you want to be my slave?”

“Yes, and back to normal in the morning.”

He chortled, “Normal? Our relationship is anything but normal.”

“You know what I mean, I’m free in the morning.”

“OK, then we’ll do it right. Come with me.” He got up and I followed him into the exercise room next door. He went to a cabinet and opened the door. He took out my collar and put it on me, careful not to pinch my skin as he closed it. It locked with a solid “Thunk.”

It felt good. I had missed the snug embrace. It was soothing to my soul. I was his slave again, if only for the night.

“Thank you, Master. Will you do my hands?” I turned around and held my hands behind me. He closed the bracelets on me and put a short chain on the back ring of my collar. I lifted my hands high and  he pulled first one, then the other higher than I could manage and the lock snapped shut, holding them high enough my fingertips brushed my collar.

“Thank you, master.”

He turned me around and kissed me, not tenderly, but roughly, the kiss of a master to his slave, owning me, overpowering me. I almost climaxed again.

His next move surprised me, he took out a chain leash with a ring for a handle and clipped it on my nose ring. “You should try and keep the leash slack or it may hurt.”

“Yes, master, I will certainly try.” I had asked for it. I was helpless in the hands of a man I loved. I was curious what he would do, but I wasn’t afraid of it. I knew in my heart that he would be good for me. My hesitation was reasonable, but I didn’t want to wait. I wanted to be his, totally.

“This is what you want tonight?”

“Yes, master.”

“You know sleep will be difficult?”

“I know, yet, it’s something I need to do .I want to know what life will be like as your property.”

He took me back to the bedroom and positioned me close to the foot of the bed, facing it. “Bend over, put your forehead on the bed.”

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand and started gently massaging them.. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Ellie couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She couldn’t help her soft whimpers of need.

Roger put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Remember what you practiced before. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group. Roger’s phone buzzed while he was busy with Ellie and he ignored it.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Remember Ellie, your whole body is mine to use or allow others to use.  All of your holes can be used to pleasure your master.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  Match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Roger watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. He imagined her eyes and lips squeezed shut in concentration as she tried to ignore the flames in her belly and concentrate on controlling her sphincters.

"Good, Ellie, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Ellie gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Ellie climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Roger climaxed and Ellie climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  “Don’t move.” He went into the bath. First he cleaned himself and put his now relaxed prick away. He pulled his phone out and saw the message was from Dr. Logren and all it said was, “We have another one.”

Dr. Logren answered on the first ring, “This is Roger. Do you know who?”

“No, but you may. Ellie Durbin was wearing a bridle at Shade at the same time as the new person.”

“Yes, I most likely do know her. How were her readings?”

“Almost identical to Ms. Durbin’s, only a few points higher or lower on every parameter.”

“OK Her name is Virginia Grace and she’s a friend of Ms. Durbin. Tell Ravi Cohen in security to get everything he can on her.”

“Yes, sir,” and he disconnected.

Roger went back into the bedroom and found Ellie as he left her, Legs stiff and spread, head on the bed, silvery trickles on her thighs. "Ellie, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful. What a shame I've used it only for elimination. Thank you."

"More women orgasm from anal intercourse than vaginal. It’s all due to where the nerves that send sex signals to your brain are located. The reason you never considered it is because only a quarter of women ever try anal intercourse."

"Yes, Master. Will all the things you teach feel like this?"

“Only some.” He helped me to stand up. “Jeeves, ask Alice to come in.”

“Yes, sir.”

Master, I’m not dressed and my arms?”

“Alice won’t mind.” He was smiling, enjoying my consternation.

The door opened and a young woman entered. She was dressed in a maid’s uniform and she wore a slave collar and nose ring.

“Alice, this is Ellie. She’s a short term slave thinking about volunteering. I’m assigning you to instruct her, when she’s here, Jeeves will notify you. You have whip rights. She will spend the night as she is now. She needs to be cleaned and prepared for sleep. Ellie, go with Alice.”

I didn’t want her touching me, but I was soiled and needed help. I had expected Roger to do the honors, but he had slaves to do his dirty work for him and I was dirty. She took my leash and led me into the bath.

Roger left to go see Dr. Logren’s readings as soon as the bathroom door shut.

Alice shut the door and put me in the shower. She didn’t get in with me but took the shower wand and wet me down. Turning it off she put shower gel on a cloth and cleaned me. It was a bit erotic as this near stranger washed my slit out. I felt my traitorous nipples swell as she rubbed me.

I must have blushed because she said, “No need to be embarrassed. Every woman reacts the same. Our bodies don’t know any different.”

“I’m sorry you have to do things for me. Alice.”

“Don’t be, it’s master’s choice to leave you like this. I’ve been in the same position. Actually, more times than you might think. The men like to have us helpless. There’s an autoshower here, but he ordered me to clean you, so he wants you to learn something. Remember, we are never alone when we’re wearing these collars and rings. The AI’s hear and see everything and we’ll be punished if we disobey an order.”

She dried me and applied a little perfume, brushed my hair, and put some toothpaste on a toothbrush, “Open wide.” I hadn’t expected this. No one had ever done this for me. But I was not able to do it, so I guess she had to. I opened my mouth.

When she was done she led me back into the bedroom. Roger wasn’t there.

Since you’re a slave and your master isn’t here, you need to be secured. She led me to the bed, stooped over and pulled a chain out from under it. She locked it to my collar and said, “Slaves can’t use any furniture without permission. Kneel in display position, facing the door, and wait for your master.”

I dropped to my knees, “Like this?”

“Spread your knees as wide as you can, arch your back, thrust your breasts out shamelessly, smile and hold your head high. Remember you are proud to be his slave. Then lower your eyes to the floor. Be demure, obedient, too. Don’t look up when he comes in. Now just think about him. How he looks, his aroma, his touch. Remember his hands on your nipples, your pussy, his kiss. You are his helpless woman, dependent on him for everything. Your only duty is obedience. Your only goal is to serve him. How natural it feels to wait for him and how good it will be to pleasure him. You are beautiful and proud he has chosen to collar you.” She slipped out the door and I barely noticed as I remembered how he made me feel, how good when he took me. I dreamed of him in me, my body responding to him like a finely tuned instrument in the hands of a maestro. I remembered his hands on my breasts as he took me from behind and I felt moisture on my nether lips. My nipples were aching. I was becoming aroused.

I was deep in the hazy bliss of subspace when master opened the door. I jumped but remembered Alice’s admonition and focused my eyes on his feet. “Greetings, master.”

“You’re not my permanent property, Love, but it looks like you’re ready to be.”

“Research, master. Trying to see what a slave’s life will be like.”

“Always good to research before committing. Are you ready for sleep?”

“If that is your wish, Master, but I am always ready to pleasure you.”

“Randy filly?”

“Yes, master. Always around you.”

“Stand up, Ellie.”

I stood and he picked me up, in one easy motion. He lay me on my back. I spread my legs and smiled. “Thank you, my master.”

I slept with my arms in reverse prayer, wrapped in his arms. He woke me early and took the chain off my collar and had me stand up. He released my arms, and rubbed the circulation back into my arms, most of the time with us in a soft kiss. When I could use my arms again he told me to go pee and then it was off to physical training. I whined a little but he just slapped my bottom and said, “Hurry, wench.”

When I came back Alice was waiting.  She took me downstairs and out on the lawn. There were maybe thirty girls standing on the dewy lawn. A tall, muscular brunette called us to line up. Alice and I fell into line and we all ran ten laps around the big lawn  then she led us in calisthenics. The first touch of the lawn made me shiver but I soon was enjoying the moisture. She worked us hard. When she finally dismissed us, Alice took me back into the big house and into a large, Spartan, shower room. We both showered, dried, combed and perfumed ourselves. Then she took me back up to Roger’s bedroom.

He was in the shower. I commented, “The master gets to sleep in while his girls are working,”

“He exercises more than we do. He runs five miles every day and then spends an hour with a personal trainer three days a week. He was running while we were exercising. I saw him leave while we were lining up. He gets to wear clothes. His personal trainer will be here later this morning. A trained slave girl would kneel in proper display pose and wait for her master,” then she left me alone.

I could hear the shower so I knew he wasn’t likely to come out here for a few minutes and I was tempted to get dressed. I dithered for a few seconds then knelt and stuck my breasts out. Jeeves knew what I did and he’d certainly tell master if I violated a rule. Maybe he’d even correct me on his own. Its own, I remembered.

I heard the shower stop and waited patiently for my master, my anticipation causing some arousal. I felt my nipples swell at the image of my naked master. Finally he emerged in all his masculine glory. He smiled when he saw me and came over to me, “Are you sure you don’t want to start your slavery now?”

It was so god damned tempting. But I held firm. “Not yet., master. Maybe a little more bondage play , now, though.” I knew if he locked me up any way, I’d get fucked, and I wanted that, right now, more than anything.

“Good idea. Stand up.” I stood, keeping my hands crossed behind me, and followed his beckoning finger to the closet. “Spread your legs wide and stay standing.”

He entered the closet and came back quickly holding a handful of metal, ends dangling. He wrapped a springy, cold, metal band around my waist then he reached between my legs and pulled the loose end up tight, compressing my labia lips and locked the three ends together. A chastity belt! It looked like the one I had worn at Shade.

“You don’t need this. I’m already yours and Jeeves would tell if I spread my legs for anyone.”

“Slave girls that complain get corrected.”

Oh shit. “I’m sorry, master, I forgot. Please forgive me.” I had not felt his corrections before and I did not want to start. The belt was tight everywhere and I wanted to explore it with my hands but I didn’t have permission. “Master, may I feel the belt?”

“Yes.”

I rubbed my hands over the smooth metal. The only roughness was the fine grill over my slit. It was thin and very snug. Its lines would not show through my clothes. I felt the band between my legs. My questing fingers found a heart shaped hole precisely aligned over my anus. I wouldn’t have any problem eliminating and no man would be able to use either of my nether holes. The nether strap was tapered between my thighs so I wouldn’t be abraded by walking. “It’s well designed and fits me perfectly. Is it really to keep men from using me?”

“We have all your measurements, so it should fit well. Its main purpose is to remind you that you’re mine and give you a taste of the degree of control you will face as a slave. I want your decision to be informed. Now let’s go to breakfast.

At breakfast, I was allowed to sit at the table, still naked and collared. He fed me by hand. After breakfast he took me back to our bedroom and had Alice come in and help me use the toilet. She didn’t do anything but reassure me and watch me tinkle. She handed me a small plastic squeeze bottle. “This is water with a little vinegar. Rinse off the grill to eliminate any odors. Make sure any solid waste is wiped off the strap. You can use the vinegar water there too.”

He sent me to work in his limousine, with driver. He told me he will be out of town all day, but home late at night. His driver and car will take me wherever I need to go. I felt like a properly kept woman as the limo dropped me in front of work in view of several coworkers. I smiled at them but made no explanation. I was sure I would be the topic of conversation all day. If only they knew.

End of Part 1

Will Ellie choose to exchange all her power for an endless life of sexual pleasure and obedience? What is freedom worth?

Will the invisible attacker succeed in killing Roger? Will his unsuccessful attacks lead him to target Ellie, or  ReNew?

Will Detective Partin find Roger’s killer?

Find out in Bondslave 2: Choice.
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