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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. Most men and women that had lost loved ones realized this must never be permitted to 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. Any violation resulted in loss of all right to self-determination and reduction to a bondslave.

Marriage is discarded.  No man will trust any woman he does not control absolutely. Bondslaves are readily available. Many women choose it  when it improves their situation since it is the only option available. Ellie is considering it with Roger Dalton, who has shown an interest in her. Roger has his  own baggage. He owns ReNew, an international company that can bring their clients back to life using their clones. Someone is trying to kill him and has succeeded twice, putting his 93-year-old mind into a 25-year-old body.


Chapter 1: Courting

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 generations of technically educated women and she taught us math and computers. Virginia loved learning about computers and programming. I liked the math better. I think we’re pretty unique, at least I don’t know of any other women working with math or computers. 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 go to college. 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. It was fortunate that she and Dad were already in love. There were suddenly more women than men and trust had been broken. Her 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.

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 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 met Roger in Shade, literally falling into him. Women nowadays are not assertive. All of us are on our best behavior and rarely disagree, even between girls. The authorities quickly sentence girls to slavery for the slightest of reasons. I guess it’s persuasive. I knew I was not very strong willed and tended to be easily led by others. My sister, Virginia, is more stubborn but even she knows when to be quiet. Both of us liked Shade, me because I fit right in with the subs and Virginia with the Doms.

Roger was only twenty-five, physically, and impressive. Athletic, fit, over six feet and muscular, he had a presence that dominated a room, a quality rare in one so young. I didn’t learn this until days after we met, but mentally, he was over ninety. His company, ReNew, holds the secret of effective immortality, and he was their first client. He can copy the contents of a living brain into the blank slate of your clone and bring the dead back to life. He had been run down by an out-of-control autodrive car and restored only days before we met. He was literally wise beyond his apparent years of twenty-five and his young body was extremely energetic in bed. I thought he might be the one and had just moved in with him. If we click, I’d like to stay.

My day at the office was boring. Same stuff every day. Several times I found myself daydreaming about what Roger would do to me or had done to me. I couldn’t keep my fingers off my new belt. In a strange way it was erotic to be locked up and no one able to tell. He made me go without any underclothes this morning. Only my thin dress kept my secret and my nipples were clearly visible. I had repeated fantasies of accidental discovery, all unreasonable, but all scary. I got a snack from a vending machine for lunch. Several coworkers stopped to chat and grill me about my new boyfriend and the limo that dropped me off. All of their eyes wandered back to my obvious nipples as they talked. One told me that a someone had sweet-talked a security guard into looking up the limo’s registration, but it came back as “Classified.”

I called Virginia and we agreed to meet after work for drinks and maybe dinner. I left early, I just couldn’t focus on work today. The limo was waiting for me outside the front entrance when I emerged. I hadn’t called the driver. Heck, I didn’t know how to reach him. He jumped out and held the door for me, “How did you know…”

“Jeeves.”

The ring. I had forgotten my eavesdropping AI. I hadn’t said goodbye to anyone. He must have a map of the building to know when I headed out.

Ellie had no way of knowing it, but there were a dozen nanite surveillance units, too small for the naked eye to see, clinging to her skin, hair, and clothes, as well as her nose ring. Jeeves had a 360 degree view and full sound. There were also three highly trained humans watching over her, besides her driver. The limo was as indestructible as the President’s and had a surprisingly potent offensive capability under its staid exterior, controlled by a combat AI and authorized by a grateful President. Roger Dalton was more concerned with Ellie’s safety than her attitude.

When she arrived at her rendezvous with Virginia, her guardians were in place, one inside the bar and one at each entrance. Ellie arrived first and was seated before some waiting patrons, to their annoyance. Jeeves had greased her way. She had just ordered an old fashioned when Virginia sat down beside her. Virginia was secretly her identical twin. It had been useful when they were growing up to just be friends and able to switch places.

“Have you ordered yet?”

“Old fashioned.”

“Sounds good. You’re early.”

I caught my waitress’ eye and ordered a drink for Ginny.

“Yeah. Couldn’t concentrate.”

“That’s not like you.”

“I’ve never been so distracted.”

“Your man?”

“Maybe that’s the problem, He’s not my man. I’m his woman.”

“You don’t think he’s faithful?”

“It’s not that. It’s more like he’s my addiction. It’s TPE and its all one way and I like it.”

“You’re living with him now?”

“Just one night, but I am very close to making it permanent. It’s wonderful being his slave. He can do anything he wants to me and I like everything. Every situation is erotic, every bond feels like I’ve always wanted it. You know I’m submissive. You’ve kept me in handcuffs for whole weekends.”

“I remember, Ellie, but only when you wanted it.”

“This is like that, but so much more. I’m wearing a chastity belt and I don’t have the key.”

“Really?”

“Feel,” I took her hand and rubbed it over my crotch. She got a determined look.

“And you didn’t object?”

“He can do anything he wants to me and everything he does feels erotic. Like I said, I’m his woman. There are other perks, too. I have a driver and limo, I can get reservations instantly at the best restaurants and shows, I had a personal shopper buy clothes for me. Every day at his house I have an exercise program and a great chef. There’s a full spa and if I wanted, a hundred slave girls to play with.”

“Would you get to have all these things if you signed up or would you just be the hundred and first slave girl?”

“I don’t know and I don’t know if that would be better or worse. Every girl I talked to was happy and several had volunteered to stay after their sentence was up. All of them are better off than I was last week. And I get to add conditions to a voluntary contract.”

“You don’t know anything about contracts.”

“No, but I can have an AI help me.”

Our drinks came and we started on them. ”Enough of me. How’s Blaine working out?”

“Very good, so far. He’s nice to be with, smarter than most of the men I’ve met, successful, and a good Dom for my kinks.”

“Just pony play?”

“Mostly. I drop into subspace as soon as I swallow the bit and its very pleasant after that. We’ve tried other things, and I like bondage almost as much as you. You probably can’t tell the difference, but ever since we connected I’ve been wearing his collar, not mine.”

“Locked?”

“Yep, and he has the only key.”

“And you’re warning me not to go too far?”

“OK, we’re both horny and crazy.”

“Agreed.” We both laughed at ourselves.

But I still don’t trust Dalton. Anyone with that much money and power doesn’t feel any remorse when he trods on people like you or me.”

Now to the serious question, “Ginny, when we were talking to Detective Partin, you didn’t tell him you had worked on autodrive AI programming. Do you know anything about the attacks on Roger?”

“Look, I also didn’t tell him we’re sisters or my real last name, either. If I told him everything he’d drop all his other suspects and focus on me. You know the hijinks we did when we were young. If he found any of those he’d make sure I became a slave. I wouldn’t have a choice like you and I’d probably be bought by a brothel owner in Singapore. He might even find out some things you did and you’d be chained beside me.”

She might be right. But I noticed she didn’t answer my question. “So you don’t know anything about the attacks on Roger?” I watched her eyes. Both of us are right handed so I watched for a sign of a lie. But she stared directly at me. All she did was swipe her right hand sideways, palm facing me, like she was wiping away a mark and said, “No. Why would I want to attack him. I met him through you and I only knew him by reputation before that.”

“OK, I’m sorry. You’re right.” For some reason, I didn’t believe her. I had no evidence, it was just too much of a coincidence that she programmed the things that were trying to harm him and she lied about it. I don’t think any of our petty violations when we were teenagers would get us enslaved. Anyway, that didn’t seem so bad now. She was still my sister so I’d just watch for now. She deserved the benefit of the doubt.

Roger was in his car, flying back from D.C. He had convinced the subcommittee that his discretionary number of clients should be tied to world population. It wasn’t difficult since he had already used his discretionary power to enroll all the member’s spouses as clients.

“Jeeves, get Ravi for me.”

He came back promptly, “Go ahead, Mr. Cohen.”

“Hi Boss.”

“Evening Ravi. What have you found out about Ms. Grace?”

“Several surprising things. First, her full name is Virginia Grace Durbin. She’s Ms. Ellie Durbin’s twin sister. Second, her first lover was a Wingsuit star who was an early client of ReNew who we couldn’t rejuvenate because of a serious accident at our plant that destroyed his matrix. Third, she is an AI programmer who once worked for a division of EuroTech. Besides that we know all the normal details.”

“So she might be the one responsible for attacking me. She had motive, means, and opportunity. There’s no evidence, I assume?”

“No, Sir. We couldn’t find any. EuroTech is looking through her records, but nothing unusual so far.”

“OK. She’s apparently very clever if it is her. Watch her, please. Oh, and ask EuroTech if we can have one of our AI’s inspect the current autodrive code. Tell them that if we find malicious code we won’t hold them liable.”

“That should make them very cooperative.”

“One hopes, but those crazy Europeans don’t follow the same logic as the rest of the world.” 

Blaine Sanders was Virginia’s boyfriend / lover / Dom. He had done some very competent design for me and refused a really good job offer. I respected that. He had enough money and an excellent reputation. He wanted to be independent and work on projects that interested him.

It was an interesting problem. The Durbin sisters, Ellie and Virginia were the only people in the world that I knew of who could make my project work. There may be more, almost certainly were, but I only knew of these two. Ellie was my lover, lived with me and was a hairsbreadth away from volunteering to be my slave. Virginia might be the one trying to kill me, had killed me twice, in fact. If so, she was wickedly smart to have gotten away with it so far. Some of the best computer people and AI’s in the world had sifted through the autodrive code and found nothing.  It was no surprise Virginia was attracted to Blaine Sanders. They both had exceptional intelligence. I could probably get Ellie, but that would likely drive Virginia away. I could probably hire Blaine, but that would also likely drive Virginia away. Virginia would probably never willingly help me if she was my enemy. Then the only way she would help me is if it furthered some plan to hurt me or protected Ellie or Blaine, if not maybe just a bribe would suffice.

The germ of a plan arose. I needed to nourish it, help it grow into a feasible plan.

“Thank you, Ravi. Excellent work. Keep close tabs on Virginia Durbin. See if you can get a bug on her and have an AI monitor all her conversations. I want to know what she’s going to do before she does.”

“On it , Boss. Out”

“Jeeves take me to Ellie. Let her know my ETA and I’ll pick her up. When that’s done, get Hans Bolger for me. Thirty seconds later, “”Mr. Bolger is on, sir.”

“Hans, I would like to go to Circuito Ascari as soon as I can. Can we do it tonight?”

“Let me check, but I don’t know of any reason why not. Hold one and I’ll find out...yes, if we leave in an hour.”

“OK, Let’s do it. I’ll have one passenger and we’ll eat on Sputnik.”

“We’ll be ready to leave in an hour. “Don’t be late, Boss, or the window will close and we’ll go to the back of the queue.”

Sam set us down on Shade’s roof pad and Ellie was waiting. I kissed her and handed her into the car. Sam lifted off as soon as the door was closed.

“Are we in a hurry?”

“No, not really, but we don’t want to be late. We’re going to eat dinner in a place with the most spectacular view in the world, then we’re going to have an adventure.”

“Is it a secret?”

“No, not really,. If you stay with me, you’ll learn I like surprises, spontaneity.”

“I’ll remember that. Can I know the name of this place with the spectacular view?”

“Sputnik.”

“Never heard of it.”

“Good, then it’s a surprise. I like surprises. I think you’ll like this one, too.”

Ellie turned and looked out the window. Sam had us near Mach one and over a dark land with only a few scattered farms and houses making small islands of light. She shivered, “Lonely out here. Where is “Sputnik?”

“Much further, but we’ll be landing soon.” I could see the lit track running up the side of the tallest mountain in the state and the pool of light around buildings at its base. Sam dropped us onto a pad like a falcon stooping on its prey, settling into a three G deceleration and setting us down with a faint “THWACK”

“Thank you Sam. I’ll call you when we’re coming back.” I opened the door and helped Ellie down. Sam lifted off more sedately and whirred off home. I turned and Ellie was staring up at “Sputnik. I couldn’t blame her. The lifting body was ten times the length of the speedy aircar and towered over us.  Hans and Susan, the stewardess, were walking toward us. Hans said, “Welcome to Trinity Port, sir, Ms. Durbin. We’re ready to boost as soon as you’re aboard.”

“Roger, what’s happening?” 

“We’ll take off , watch the scenery, have dinner and land in Spain.”

“Is this the adventure?”

“No, this is dinner. The adventure comes after we land.”

“Roger, this is an adventure. Are we going into space?”

“Barely, this is a low orbit transport. It only goes up to a hundred miles and then it deorbits to land. We’ll be in Spain in an hour. Come on.”

I walked her up the ramp  and into the passenger compartment. Hans and Susan were nowhere in sight.  I walked to the front of the cabin. There were ten rows of seats, but Ellie and I were the only passengers. I seated Ellie and had just sat down when Susan reappeared.”

Would you like some refreshments before we leave?”

My mouth was dry, I croaked, “Water, please”

Roger asked for orange juice.

Our vehicle started moving. I looked out the window. We were moving silently.

“We’re being towed? We don’t just take off? What kind of plane is this?”

“It’s a space plane. It’s launched by a linear accelerator. And then it flies and lands like a plane.”

“I’ve seen vids of huge rockets blasting off and taking people into space. This isn’t like that?” I have never paid attention to such things. We could have been using teleportation for all I knew.

“This method is cheaper, less polluting and less wasteful. The launcher is like a long track running up the face of a mountain. We’ll feel a strong acceleration for a minute to get us going then our own engines will fly us to our destination. We’ll descend and land at a spaceport then reverse for the return home. Very fast, very expensive.”

I watched out the window. I could see the long skeletal line running up the mountain. It looked like a collection of metal members joined into a long, straight line. When we got close I couldn’t see it any more. There were clanking and scraping noises then our pilot’s voice came over a speaker, “Everyone strap into your seats and prepare for acceleration.”

All the seats had a lap belt and two shoulder straps that joined in the center. Roger helped me with them and Susan came over and tightened my straps. She strapped herself in and said, “Passenger compartment secure, Captain.”

His voice came back, “Acceleration in five seconds. Four. Three. Two. One.” And a silent, invisible weight descended on me, pushing me back into the seat. It felt like I had doubled in weight then held steady for many seconds. Finally, the weight lessened, still pressing me back into my seat.

“That’s the worst part. In a minute we’ll rotate and everything will feel normal. Susan, Is dinner ready?”

“Yes, sir. As soon as we rotate I’ll begin service. We’ll only have a half hour before we start the landing sequence.”

“We’ll only have a half hour for dinner. Be sure to look out the windows while we eat.”

He didn’t have to tell me that. I was already staring out the window, transfixed by the pitch black sky and brilliant stars floating over the Earth spread out below us. “It’s beautiful. Much better than the pictures. I saw a cloud formation, “Is that a hurricane?”

He looked out, “Yes. A big one in the Atlantic. The weather monitors will smooth it out when it gets close to land. Pretty, though I wouldn’t want to be in it.”

The pilot’s disembodied voice said, “Beginning rotation. You can move about the cabin when the green light goes on. The weight pushing me back started changing. It shifted direction until it felt normal in the cabin again. A red light on the forward wall changed to green and Roger released our seat belts.  It felt like we were motionless on the ground, a feeling belied by the spectacular view out all the windows.

Susan went into the galley, I suppose, and returned pushing a serving cart, it was a Thai meal, all plant based with a delicious sauce . Dessert was a fruit compote served with Champagne. Roger was a space travel buff, alternating between tales of space pioneers and pointing out some interesting feature below us. It was the most memorable meal of my life.

All too soon, the green light changed to amber, Susan cleared off the dishes and Roger refastened our belts. The light turned red and, “Rotation in five seconds. Four. Three. Two. One. Then the weight shifted again, pushing me toward the back of the cabin. Looking out the window I was disoriented and trying to understand what I was seeing.

“We’re going ass first, backwards, to decelerate. We’re traveling at almost eighteen thousand miles an hour and we have to slow down before we hit atmosphere. Soon we’ll flip over into normal flight direction and reenter the atmosphere. We should be on the ground in twenty minutes. Hans will warn us before we reverse. It will feel strange, he’ll cut the drive to minimize effects on our inner ears, so we’ll be weightless as we rotate. Just hold my hand and think of this as the world’s most expensive roller coaster.”

I gripped his hand with both of mine. Trying to stay calm. I must have squeezed harder than I wanted, “Relax. I’ve ridden this pony fifty times and never had to be ReNewed.”

“We’ll be in zero gravity for a few seconds starting in five seconds. Four. Three. Two. One.” And then my weight disappeared and the seat pushed me up against the straps. I was falling and I clung to Roger’s hand with all my strength. The view out the window was rotating again. Then weight resumed and the falling sensation went away. “Whew.”

“Now we’ll re-enter atmosphere and be on the ground soon.”

The rest of the ride was anticlimactic. We got off the craft and climbed into a big aircar.  This ride was routine over night-darkened land. We landed at a dimly lit building.  We were greeted at the door by a tall, dark, athletic looking man in his forties, “Good evening Mr. Dalton. We are ready for you, so if you’ll follow me, we’ll get started.”

“Let’s go.”

We followed him to what looked like a locker room. “Your things are in lockers one and two. Change and come next door.”

“All right.” The man left.

“Roger, what are we doing?”

“Changing clothes. It’s part of the ambience, the experience.”

“What experience?”

“Just go with the flow, Ellie. It’s safe, exciting, and unique. I’ll be doing it with you. If you were my slave, I wouldn’t tell you anything. Just order you to change clothes. I think you’ll find this memorable and exciting. A little frightening, but less so than our trip, I think. Now change.”

“OK.” The stink of it was, I trusted him. I opened the locker. It held a tan jumpsuit with patches on the sleeves and my name embroidered over my right breast. There were light, soft boots in the locker, too. I changed and was done at the same time as Roger. We looked like a pair of astronauts. The patches said “Circuito Ascari” in bold red letters on a green, hilly background.

We went next door and it was a garage. There were two low, wide, streamlined ground cars sitting there. One dark green and one bright red. The dark complexioned man was waiting for us. He handed each of us a black helmet with “Roger” and Ellie” in crisp white letters. “These have full communication between yourselves and the control center. These are racing cars. Choose one and climb into the driver’s seat.”

I had never driven a car before. Autodrive was universal nowadays. “Which seat is that?”

“This one,” he opened a door of the green car for me.

Roger said, “This is my second time, I know the basics.” He climbed into the red car.

“Both of you put on your safety belt.” It was very similar to the space plane.

“In front of you is a red button labeled Start/Stop. Push it when you want to start or when you’re back in here. The wheel in front of you turns the car left or right when you’re moving. By your feet are two peals. The right one makes the car go faster. The left one makes it go slower. These cars have an AI to help you. It will keep you from crashing and help stay on the course. Just turn the wheel or push on one of the pedals to tell the AI what you want to do. This is a race and the goal is to go around the course faster than your opponent. The AI will keep you safe but how fast you go is up to you. The AI will be in training mode until both of you say you want to race. In training mode it will show you how to drive. Any questions?”

It was clear enough, but still scary. I had seen vids of old races with spectacular crashes. I wanted to run home, but I wanted Roger to see me as brave, too. “I’m ready.”

“Push the start button then depress the right pedal a little. It will be noisy so make sure your helmet visor is closed.”

I pulled the visor down and suddenly the dark world outside became as bright as day. I saw Roger’s car move out of the door. I pushed the Start button and felt as well as heard a roar. I pushed the right pedal gently and my car followed Roger’s. The AI’s crisp voice said, “Good evening Ms. Durbin. My name is Alan. Turn the steering wheel to the right about 30 degrees and follow Roger’s car onto the track.”

The track was smooth and twisted through the Spanish hills. The view would have been good if I wasn’t focused on the track. Alan coached me at every turn, “Less accelerator, more braking, too fast into the corner,…stay on the inside of the corner, endlessly advising. Twice I was too slow following his orders and the car spun around several times before stopping. Alan never chided me for a failure.

I was terrified when I started. Soon it was exciting. I had never been so in control of my motion before. I had only been in AI controlled vehicles and no matter how fast they went it was like sitting in my living room and reading. This was fun. I could speed up and slow down and had to master all three controls to negotiate a curve or a hill.  I felt so…successful when I was able to turn a corner at full speed and stay on the inside line as Alan called it. Now I wanted to race. I wanted to compete and learn to do this “Driving” really well. I was feeling cocky after the second lap and asked, “Is Roger ready to race?”

“Yes. Are you?”

“Yes, I guess so.”

All right. Roger will stop shortly. Pull up beside him and stop.”

I did and Alan asked, “Ready?”

“Yes!”

“I’m going to count down. Start when I say go. Three. Two. One. GO.”

I jammed my foot down on the accelerator and shot ahead. Roger and I were neck and neck at the first turn. I was on the inside and pulled ahead. We see-sawed back and forth for most of the course, never more than two car lengths apart. God, I had never felt so alive, so vital. This was exciting. I was keeping up with Roger, doing as well as him, on a god-damned race course. . He won the first heat by a car length, but I was right on his tail. He spun out the next heat and I won, again by a car length. One more run and we were out of time. We had to head back, he said. In the end he won two and I won one . As we pulled into the garage, he said, “You were awesome Ellie. Did you have fun?”

“My God, yes. I’ve never enjoyed anything this much. Can we do it again?”

“Sure, after you’re my property.”

“Often, then?”

“If you put it in your contract.”

“Hmmm. Now you’re making it sound better.”

We landed on the home pad just before midnight. I had dozed in his lap for the aircar ride from the spaceport. I kissed him before I climbed off him. “Thank you for the best dinner and the most fun I’ve ever had.” I was more awake when we reached the bedroom and seriously aroused. “Master?”

“Do you want to play before bed?”

“Sort of. Would you whip me now?”

He stopped and turned to face me. “Repeat that.”

“Master, would you whip me now?”

“You haven’t done anything to deserve that,” he said, flatly.

“My fear is the only thing holding me back. After tonight I want to be yours. Once I get over my fear of pain, I think I’ll be ready.”

“You won’t enjoy it. Your first whipping needs to be memorable.”

“I don’t expect to enjoy it, But I have to fall off the horse before I can climb back on. It’s been a constant worry ever since you told me about Courtney’s whipping. Please whip me, Master.”

He looked at me in admiration. You’re incredible, love.”

“Not really. Would you gag me so I don’t wake the house, I would be ashamed of myself.”

“OK.”

He shucked my clothes off in a second, put my collar, bracelets and anklets on me,  and led me into the playroom. He stopped, turned , and kissed me. My arousal shot through the ceiling, but finally, I broke the kiss, “Do it to me please.  The suspense is killing me.”

”Do what?”

“Whip me.” I turned and kissed him, then, ”You wanted to hear me say it again, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. It’s the most erotic request I’ve ever heard from a girl, even ones I own.”

“It’s easier after the first time. I mean it, master. I want to get it over with so I can tell Virginia and all my friends, ‘Of course he whips me, I’m his slave and it keeps me in line.’ If the tales are true, I’ll come to love it and it’ll make me horny.”

“You’re already oversexed love. Pretty soon you’re going to be stopping men in the street and asking them to fuck you. That’s why you’re still wearing the chastity belt.”

I looked down at my loins. The chastity belt was still there. It was comfortable and I had forgotten I was wearing it. “Oh yeah. I’d forgotten that. Can you take it off now?” I smiled coquettishly, “I don’t need it here do I, master?”

He unlocked it and set it on a cabinet. I shivered as the cool air flowed onto my overheated loins.

“You don’t seem to mind calling me that.”

“Why should I? I promised to be your slave while I’m here didn’t I? It puts us both in our proper place, reminds me of my duty and you of your responsibility. And who knows. I might make it permanent.”

“I look forward to that all the time, Ellie.”

I looked at him suspiciously, I’ve asked you to whip me several times now, but it looks like you’re going to fuck me instead. Do I have to beg?”

“I’d like that, but you’re right. It’s a milestone in our relationship and I will enjoy it immensely.” He took my hands and locked my cuffs together in front. He led me to where a chain and hook dangled through a hole in the ceiling. He placed the hook around the cuff’s join and raised the chain with a whir. It retracted into the ceiling. I watched my hands rise up in front of my face and out of sight. My arms pulled me up until I was taut and my heels were lifted off the floor.

I wondered why I had insisted on this painful and demeaning ritual. My request was absurd. What woman asked to be whipped. He had given me intense sexual pleasure and today’s adventure was unexpected and beyond anything I had ever imagined. Whatever the cause, I was suffused with an intense euphoria. I was hot and sexually aroused to the extent I longed to be whipped by this incredibly masculine person. He had set my passion aflame more than anyone I had ever met. I had a uniquely female lust to feel the cut of his whip take me beyond mere orgasm.

He pulled my feet apart and clipped loose chains onto my anklets. Then he raised the chain until my feet were off the floor and pulled apart by the chains. I dangled from my hands. I was totally open and every part of me was available. Suddenly I was sorry I had asked for the chastity belt to be removed. “I never thought how open I’d be. You can whip any part of me, can’t you?”

He didn’t answer, just brought a gag over and held it up, “Any last words?”

“Please whip me just like you would for any girl’s first time, master.”

I opened my mouth wide and he thrust the ball in and strapped it tight. I looked into his eyes and saw great joy. I had given him his heart’s desire. I was proud to suffer for his pleasure.

“I won’t whip your breasts this time.” I nodded. I trembled at the enormity of my sacrifice, but I wouldn’t change a thing. I was beyond returning and soon I would understand slavery.

He stepped behind me and I knew it was upon me. The slice of the whip across my shoulders triggered the immense orgasm all our erotic interactions had built up in me. I spasmed, unable to draw my legs up, I jerked against the chains and moaned through the gag and I was alone in darkness.

Roger watched, startled by her reaction. He had whipped girls before. Slave owners had a responsibility that often required him to remind his girls of their status. But Ellie was different. He watched the scarlet track of his whip form and darken. She had orgasmed forcefully and jerked in her chains. She hung limp now, recovering from her huge climax. He took careful aim. He wanted her marks to be artistic and impressive. He wanted her to be proud of them.

Ellie felt the pain. Her climax masked it for only a short time. She wanted to scream to lessen the agony but only squirmed and thrust her cheek against one raised arm. She wanted to be brave and impress her master. A fiery heat was spreading across her back, moving down from shoulders to waist as he drew his marks on her. She hoped they would be vivid, she wanted to impress Virginia and her friends. She had no thought of hiding them. She wanted to show them off, impress her friends with the strength of her master, and her pride that he chose her.

She was more aware of the third stripe. The new degree of agony shocked her into straining against her bonds, lifting as far as her chained ankles allowed, twisting until they snubbed her short, she strained in vain to find a way to hide from the all-encompassing burn or at least to tell her master it was too hard.  She chewed on her gag, trying to find a way to give voice to her need.

She felt his hand on her loins, his fingers penetrate her wet slit, ashamed but also excited that his whip should cause her to lubricate. She shook her head in vain effort to toss the gag from her, to tell him that he shouldn’t feel her in this state, but it felt so good, her arousal spiked and she was close to another climax.

“Your whipping has barely started. It should be clear to you why girls come to like it. The pain turns into pleasure very quickly and it’s worth the price.

The helpless girl nodded strongly, immersing herself in the sensation of the stroking fingers. The whip sliced her again, far too soon, but now it marked her bottom, a far better padded location. She thought, wisely, that a girl should always be whipped on her bottom. They were designed by nature to be spanked. It was a comforting to know she was being used as intended.

Roger laid his stripes on her ass with care, six vivid red lines marching down her cheeks, fading and merging until only one broad, red ass remained. He changed his position, lowered his arm and struck carefully, the supple strand slicing cleanly up between her inviting thighs stinging the nether lips, scorching Ellie’s tender vulva and biting viciously at her belly.

Roger walked around her, admiring her writhing. He admired the sway and loft of her breasts, the flex of her marked belly, “You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, Ellie. Thank you for this gift.”

He released the chains from her ankles and lifted her legs. He impaled her with his thrusting flesh . Her legs circled him, held him in loving embrace as their loins loved each other. They clung together, his arms around her and her legs around him long after they had pleasured each other.

When her feet were again on solid ground and her hands released from the chain, “Am I well-marked?”

“Clear and vivid, love.”

“Great. I know it’s crazy, but I’m proud of them. I can’t wait to show Virginia.”

“She’s a good friend?”

“My best. We’ve known each other since we were children.”

“Would you like to invite her and Blaine over for dinner?”

“Oh. My. God. I’d love it Can we do it soon?” She’d freak out when she sees this place. “Can we show her the stables. She’s really into pony play.”

“Anything you want. I enjoy showing off my success. Vanity, I know, but I’ve worked long and hard to make this company successful and it is unique. I’m proud of it and my girls and you, love. You can have them spend the night if you want. There’s plenty of room.”

“Great. Can I call her now?”

“Sure. Jeeves, place a call to Ms. Virginia Grace from Ms. Ellie Durbin, please.”

“Yes, sir…”Ms. Grace is on the line Ms. Durbin.”

“Ginny, this is Ellie. I’m at Roger’s place. Can you come to dinner tomorrow? You can bring Blaine and you can spend the night if you want. You’ve got to see his pony girl stable.”

“Stay at Dalton’s place. I’m not sure…I need to ask Blaine.”

“Please come Ginny. I’ve got so much to talk about.”

“OK. Dinner, I’m not sure about spending the night. Can I decide later?”

“Of course.” I turned to Roger and mouthed, “What time? Where do they come?”

Roger said, “Ms. Grace if it’s OK with you, I’ll have a car pick you and Mr. Sanders up at Shade at six thirty tomorrow?”

“OK. Fine. Goodbye Ellie.” And she hung up.

“She thinks your company is elitist because only a few people in the world can afford your services.”

“Some people think that, but the world won’t survive if I keep too many people alive. There aren’t enough resources. Anyway, it’s not my choice. Every country has put limits on how many of their people I can ReNew, so I don’t enjoy any efficiencies of scale which keeps the price up. The Europeans are talking about having lotteries.”

“Jeeves, we are having two more for dinner tomorrow. Pick them up at Shade at six thirty and make sure a room is ready if they decide to spend the night.”

“Yes, sir.”

I was excited. Ginny was going to see this place. Maybe that would lessen her worries. And the racing, I drove a manual steering car on a race track and beat master one race. It’s a good thing I got some new cloths. I yawned and suddenly realized I was very sleepy.  Oh my God, I have to work tomorrow. “Master, I need to go to bed soon. I’m going to be a zombie tomorrow anyway, but worse if I don’t get some sleep.“

“No problem, I was going to ask for your help anyway. I have a new project I’m starting up, and I’m going to have to update my insurance for added risks. Do you feel qualified to help me with that?”

“Yes, of course. It’s what I do all day.”

“Good, I’m going to ask your company to loan you to me for a few months to look over my project. I’ll ask them to let you start tomorrow. You can sleep in and not be rushed and it will give you a chance to see what life around here is like on a long term basis.”

“You can do that?”

‘Since I’m a major stockholder and this will mean more business for them, I’m sure they will be cooperative.”

Oh God, how can I tell him? Just say it, I guess. No time to dress it up. “Master, I don’t want to be a ‘Kept woman.’ I want to earn my keep. Even if I become your slave, I want to be useful for more than sex.”

“Honey, none of my girls are ‘Kept’ or just ‘Sex toys.’ I demand they be productive and useful as well as decorative and playful. I make them learn and work so when they rejoin society they can be proud of their accomplishments. Are you OK with my plan?”

“Yes, as long as I can do useful work.”

“You will, part of the time. Jeeves, get Samuel Alvis for me, please.”

I recognized the name. It was one of the founders of my employer. I guess the very wealthy are a club.

“Sir, it’s after midnight.”

“He’s a night owl. He never goes to bed until two am. Get him.”

“Yes, sir….Mr. Alvis is on.”

“Sam, its Roger Dalton.”

“Your AI told me you were calling. Don’t you have any respect for an old man who needs his rest?”

“You’re ten years younger than me and I’m sure you have a sweet young thing keeping you company.”

“Don’t you?”

“Guilty. She’s why I’m calling. She works for you as an underwriter and I want to borrow her for a few months to look at a project I’m starting. Besides she’s great company and I want to enjoy her company more often than after work.”

“Why are you bothering me with this. You’ve got more money than the government. Why don’t you just hire her?”

“Sam, you wound me. I would never pirate good employees from my friends.”

“OK. Who are you and what have you done with Roger?”

“Samuel, her name is Elaine Durbin and she works for you as an underwriter and if she helps me, you stand to get more business from me.”

“Roger, don’t think you’re fooling anybody. Yes, of course she can work with you. But I don’t for a minute believe she will be coming home even if we do get business from you. Ms. Durbin, I hope you were happy with us. Goodbye Roger, Ms. Durbin.”

Jeeves voice said, “Mr. Alvis has hung up, sir.”

“Thank you, Jeeves. Ellie let’s to bed. Shower first?”

“I’m quite tender, as you should be able to see, master. Might I have some cream instead of a shower. I’ll clean myself with a hand cloth and remove my makeup.”

“Of course. Let’s go the bath and I’ll apply some cream to your backside while you get clean.” He motioned me to walk ahead while he admired his handiwork.

When we were ready for bed I folded my hands behind me as high as I could, “Master, would you do my hands, please?”

“Won’t that hurt too much to sleep,” he asked, looking at my stripes?

“I’m very tired. I don’t think so. If not, may I ask you to change them?”

“Why not just skip the reverse prayer while you heal?”

“Master, I’ve got a goal to become your best, most compliant, most flexible girl. This is one way to train myself to reach toward that goal. A little discomfort makes me feel like I’m trying hard.”

“You’re not entirely sane. You know that don’t you?”

“I feel like I’m entirely sane for the first time in my life, master.”

I backed up to him with my hands raised as high behind me as I could. He locked them in place then put his hands on my shoulders and turned me to face him. I Looked up at his face and snuggled into his chest. “Thank you, my master.

We slept spoon fashion, both of us facing the same way, my head on his arm, my hands just below his chin. I was asleep quickly, snug, helpless, and loved in my master’s arms.

We didn’t rise until ten. I woke when he got up and stretched, or at least tried. I never remembered my bondage until I tried and failed to move my arms. The routine beginning of a slave girl’s day. I rolled out of bed and followed master into the bathroom. At least I could empty my full bladder. He was shaving when I entered. I used the toilet then knelt and watched him until he was done then he released my hands and we showered. He gently washed my still tender stripes and let me dry under a heat lamp. He spread a cool lotion on my back and ass then I followed him to the closet. I helped him dress, buttoning his shirt and putting the belt in his pants.

I didn’t think of dressing myself. I was now conditioned to nudity. If he wanted me clothed he would tell me. I was quite content to stay naked and wouldn’t have minded if he chained my feet and hands or put a leash on my neck or nose. I was already his slave, no matter the legalities. I wanted whatever he wanted. 

We went down to the dining room. I knelt beside him and he fed me. Then Alice took me to an exercise session. Apparently several of these happened every morning. Then she helped me plan the evening with Ginny and Blaine. We worked up a menu based on what Ginny and I liked. I had no idea what Blaine liked and I had not noticed anything special in Roger’s meal choices. I knew he liked a lot of vegetables and rarely ate meat.

My intention was to show Ginny that I would be well cared for by Roger, to show her he was a good master to his girls, and to show her the pony girl setup. I wanted her to converse with some slave girls and see that he would be good to me. Alice suggested we should use the ponygirl carriages for transport and let her visit the stables. We agreed it wasn’t necessary for her to see the factory or labs. We could do a business tour tomorrow if they spent the night.

When we finished I had a list of things for Ginny and Blaine and then Alice took me to a dance class. Belly dance of course. I don’t think they had any other kind here. I really loved being able to raise lust (and erections) in the male observers.

I lunched with the other girls, eating from bowls on the ground. I wondered where Master was, but slaves aren’t told anything they don’t absolutely need to know.

Alice took me back to master after lunch. Alice opened a door and motioned me in. It was a large office with a view of the lake and mountains in the background. It had a large, modern desk, beige wool carpet, and a seating area for four around a coffee table. There were doors on the side walls. Restroom and…? Master was seated at the desk looking at a monitor screen. He motioned me to come to him. He stood and we kissed. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap. He was dressed in a $10,000 silk suit and I was naked. Entirely appropriate for a slave and her master. I felt right at home this way.

I looked up at him, reliving my painful and ecstatic hour with the most masculine male I had ever imagined. Roger was a force of nature. I knew a girlish excitement at the thought of his ownership. He had conquered me and I belonged to him. He could do whatever he pleased to me. The only power I still had was to sign over myself to him. To make legal and permanent that which I already acknowledged was real. If he put my contract of voluntary servitude in front of me now and told me to sign, I would obey. I had concerns, worries, conditions, but all would be dismissed by his command and the crystal certainty I would flourish under his control.

“Master, I’ve been exercising and learning to belly dance. What do you do while I’m off obeying your minions?”

“Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl, but since you’re only a provisional slave, I’ll tell you, this once. I had several business meetings, reviewed plans for a new facility in Surinam, had my own exercise session and a light lunch.”

“I’m interested in everything you do master, so I can serve you better. What kind of exercise do you do? It’s certainly unlike mine.”

I run on even days and have a personal trainer come in on odd days. He works on strength training and hand to hand combat. Currently I’m learning Krav Maga, an Israeli form.”

I pointed at the monitor, full of drawings and numbers overlaid on a picture of a lunar landscape, “What’s this?”

“You are curious aren’t you. It’s an analysis for a project to put a small ReNew facility at the Lunar Colony. The government has some of our best scientists on the Moon and it’s more dangerous than Earth. I’ll probably have a ReNew facility at every colony since restoring someone is much less expensive than replacing them, even if a replacement was available. Hey, this is an argument for Virginia since I’ll ReNew everyone on a colony, not just the rich and famous like on Earth.”

“That’s right. I’ll tell her.” Somehow, though, I was sure that wasn’t why she was angry with Roger. We’ll see.

“New subject, master. How do you want me to dress tonight? Usual Ellie, elegant hostess, naked slave with chains, or something else?”

“Hmmm. I think you’re happy with what we’ve been doing. She knows you’re considering becoming my slave so you want your best friend to approve. You want to show her your fresh stripes and understand that pain is a tool to increase your sexual energy. You want her to see that my girls like it here and feel useful as well as loved. I love seeing your body so I think a backless gown with heels and an ankle chain to emphasize your desire to be my property.”

“Oh, yes. That would be perfect. What color?”

“I don’t do clothing. Alice will help you select color, style, and texture. Then Jeeves will make it for you in ten minutes. Alice is waiting for you in the living room. Go. I need to finish my work while you get ready to receive your guests.”

We sat in front of a wall sized monitor. On the right was my body, standing in display pose, my arms at my sides, slowly rotating on the screen. I started out naked, with all my stripes and metal. Alice pulled up dresses, all backless, shifting through styles, then when I decided on one it appeared on my body, then through colors and patterns. Jeeves would offer suggestions and advice along the way. I finally decided on a beige, lightly textured, Grecian style gown, baring my right breast with the back open down to my crack. It was thin and clingy and looked like a layer of paint. The skirt was short and slit up to my crotch. Earrings to match my nose ring and a filigree sunburst three inch shield surrounding my exposed nipple, held on with a ring piercing the nipple. Alice assured me it wouldn’t hurt and promised the hole could be healed in minutes once the ring was removed.

She found tall “Fuck Me” heels in a matching color and Jeeves produced them in a minute. I held them while Alice put the ankle chain between my anklets. “You need to practice walking in these when we finish.”

She took me into the beauty parlor and had me sit in a large, angular, metal chair. As soon as I was seated the chair moved under me. I felt soft, irresistibly strong fingers clamp down on every part of me and my head, arms, legs, fingers, and toes were moved and held. It was very gentle but final. The chair would position me how it wanted me. I felt like I was in a huge, whole body cast. It was my first time with an AI doing my body. There was a large screen on the wall in front of me showing a blowup of whatever part of me it was working on. Delicate mechanical arms wielded brushes, pads, and tools making ghostly touches on my body. It started with my face and in a minute, I was better than I had ever been. The makeup was invisible save for the color around my eyes and on my lips. It polished my nose ring and painlessly pierced my ears and inserted matching rings in both. It sprayed a delicate perfume on my neck.

Soft clamps surrounded both breasts and squeezed them gently. It was a pleasant sensation. A brush on a mechanical arm moved down and I watched it paint a red liquid on both nipples then slip the shield over my right nipple, a soft mechanical gripper took hold of my nipple and massaged it very expertly into a hard aroused state then, again painlessly pierced it, inserted a ring the duplicate of my nose ring and closed it seamlessly. A thin mist of perfume anointed both breasts.

My hands were held flat, palms down on a pair of pads and it gave me an instant manicure and painted my nails to match the lipstick. I felt more ghostly touches on my feet and glanced down. I was getting a pedicure and my nails painted.

The arms slid down my body and removed or covered a couple of beauty marks and busied themselves with my privates. My pubic bush was trimmed into a heart shape above my slit, leaving it fully exposed. Errant foliage below the bush was removed. A red liquid was painted on my labia lips and perfume dabbed on several locations.

All the mechanical arms retracted and Alice handed me the shoes. I slipped them on and found I did need to practice. The heels were higher than I was used to and the ankle chain snubbed my steps a little shorter than normal. She led me to a full length mirror. I looked like a painted doll before the clothes were added. I was erotic and the ankle chain was just the right touch to make me look helpless and obedient. I didn’t want to move for fear I would mess something up. Alice said, “Don’t worry about messing up the makeup. These are slave products, designed to withstand all kinds of rough use. Look.” She put her finger on her own pink-hued lips and rubbed hard. I saw the finger depress her lip. She showed me her finger. Not a trace of color. “They will last for weeks unless a special solvent is used to remove them.”

Alice took me up to the playroom and led me to a wall. A chain was coiled around a floor ring. She lifted the free end and locked it to my collar. “Jeeves, have Ellie practice slave poses and positions until master or I tell you to stop.  You need to respond to these commands instantly, Ellie.” She left the room.

Jeeves said, “Standing Display.”


Chapter 2: Virginia’s Problem

Master and I greeted Virginia and Blaine at the door. It was comical the way both of them stared at me in surprise and looked me over from head to toe. Their eyes hovered on my bare breast and ringed nipple then descended to my chained ankles. Blaine smiled when he saw my ankle chain. Virginia’s mouth dropped open at the same time. Blaine stepped forward and shook my hand formally, “Good evening, Ellie. Is it official now?”

Virginia was still standing where she was when Master opened the door, but now the surprised on her face had turned to a stony reproach, “A fair question, Ellie. Have you signed the papers yet?”

I smiled at her, “Not yet. I’m seeing how it feels.”

Roger, standing beside me said, “Tell them how it feels, so far, Ellie.” I could hear the humor and pride in his voice.

“It feels like what I’ve wanted all my life.”

Virginia frowned but Blaine smiled and said, Congratulations Mr. Dalton.”

“Call me Roger, please. I haven’t won her over yet, but I’m pleased she is enjoying it.”

”I’m Blaine, then. It looks like you’re ahead in the home stretch.”

Virginia said, “Women are better partners than slaves.”

Roger replied, carefully, “I’ve found there is a bit of both in all women, Virginia, and they are happiest when neither part is suppressed.”

I pointedly  took master’s hand and smiled at Virginia, “Yes, both. I don’t want to compete. Let’s go inside. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes. Can we offer you some refreshments?”

Virginia said, “Something strong.”

Blaine took her hand and they stepped inside. Roger and I led them into the parlor, I guess one called it. Anyway it’s where Alice is serving drinks and there is comfortable seating for ten people, more if there are slaves present since they can’t use the furniture. Did I really want to be a slave? I had to admit the concept of being forbidden from the furniture was exciting, even erotic. But tonight we sat like civilized, free people while Alice made drinks for us.

Blaine asked, “What’s it like having your ankles chained?”

“I looked at Roger. He nodded. “Really, they only stop me from running and kicking, but I haven’t done that since school, anyway. Mostly I have to think about walking and be careful to take shorter steps than normal. Well, I guess this is my new ‘Normal.’ They are shaming and exciting, at the same time. Master has put a control on me, taken away some freedom, constrained my stride. Other people may look down on me.”

Virginia snorted, “Ya think?”

“But it’s exciting to know I have a master that wants to control me. It’s my childhood fantasies come true. A rogue has taken me as his slave and I’m helpless before him. He can do whatever he wants to me, but he makes me feel alive, excited. I can’t plan anything, but can only obey his commands, yet he gives me such incredible pleasure.”

Blaine replied, “Why haven’t you signed the contract already? You’re in heaven.”

“Because I can’t change my mind and I want to be sure.”

“Life is uncertain, Ellie. There aren’t many things under our control. Chance and other people are always messing up our plans.”

Roger said, “You surprise me, Blaine. You won’t take my job offer because you want to be your own boss, which I respect, but I would have thought you would counsel Ellie to stay independent.”

“Elaine is ecstatic at having you decide things for her. She trusts you to bring order and  predictability to her life, even if she doesn’t know what it will be. I, on the other hand, like chaos and trying to tame its wild bucking. I love getting up in the morning not knowing what the day will bring.”

He was right. I had no idea what Roger would do to me or with me ten minutes from now, but I knew it would either be useful or erotic. I had to admit, I liked surprises

I admitted to myself I had already decided I was going to sign on the dotted line and become his slave. But not just yet. I wanted to convince my glowering sister that this was right for me.

Alice announced that dinner was ready and we adjourned to the small dining room.

We all avoided my slavery and discussed mundane topics. When we finished, I said, “Virginia, I want to give you a small tour and then show you the pony stables.”

“OK. That sounds interesting.”

I wanted to surprise her with the pony carriage and see if she was as taken with it as I was. I took her hand and led her out to the pony rank. There were two pony carriages waiting. I saw her eyes widen as she understood what was in front of her. I led her over to them and stroked the closest girl’s back and ass. As always, both of the ponies were sleek with well-muscled legs and large breasts, squeezed into hanging balls by the brake straps. “They like to be scratched and rubbed. They can’t do it themselves. I try and get them aroused before we start and give them a climax when we arrive.

“Ellie, these are women, not animals.”

“We are animals, Ginny. These are slave girls because they broke a law and are being punished, or because they volunteered. This is common even if you don’t like it. I’ll bet these girls like it too. Watch.” I leaned down and read the name tag on her collar. “Helen, do you like being a pony girl?”

She stamped her foot once. “That means yes. Two for no. Helen, do you enjoy pulling the carriage?”

She stamped once. “Good. How long was your sentence?”

Helen stamped four times. “Four years. Is your life as a slave better than before?”

She stamped once. “Thank you, Helen. I rubbed her nipples and her labia lips until her breathing became fast and ragged and her nipples were rock hard. “I’ll give you an orgasm when we arrive, Helen.” She nodded and stamped her foot once.

“You can ask her or the other pony anything.”

She walked around to the other pony and read her name tag, “Wila,” she said. “Wila would you like it if I aroused you?”

One stamp. Do you agree with what Helen said?”

One stamp.

“Interesting. She stroked Wila’s breasts and pussy until Wila started stomping and whinnying. How long will they stay aroused?”

“Don’t know. I turned and saw Master and Blaine were inspecting the other pair of ponygirls. “Master, are you ready to go?”

Master and Blaine came over and climbed in the back. “You girls drive.”

Oh joy. I had wanted to drive before. It looked simple enough. ”Get in, Ginny. I’ll loose the line. I went to the back and released the line securing the cart to a post then got in the driver’s seat. “Ginny watch the ponies when I release the brake.“ I released the brake and the strap around their breasts loosened until their breasts hung normally.

Ginny said, I’ll bet that feels better.”

I took the long handled whip from its holder and ordered, “Walk on.” I flicked the whip across both their bottoms and they started walking briskly. I handed the whip to Virginia and said, don’t let them slack off.”

I turned the steering wheel to guide the carriage along the path. It was sort of like the race car in appearance, but nothing like it in action.

Virginia was looking at the pony’s flexing bottoms rather fixedly with a bemused look. She idly brushed both rumps with the whip’s strand, “This isn’t what I expected for ponygirls.”

“How so?”

When I do ponyplay I’m harnessed and controlled by reins. It’s more of a challenge to answer reins than this, nothing but walking or faster. They have no say in where they go, yet they seem content. It’s more work and less play than I’ve done.”

Roger spoke up, “Virginia, these carriages are used by all employees, slave or not, for transport on the estate. The drivers mostly aren’t trained in using reins to guide the ponies. This is safer for everybody. All the slavegirls work a daily shift at assigned tasks. This is one of them. They all have ample play time, as well as education and exercise.”

Virginia asked, “Can we go faster?”

I ordered, “Trot. Now flick their bottoms.”

She struck their asses harder than I intended and each of the ponies jumped at the whip’s touch. Wila squealed. Ginny said, “I thought they were getting complacent. They need to pay more attention.”

I turned my head and smiled at her..

Ginny grinned back at me, “Well, they are, now.”

Roger and Blaine smiled and quietly revised their plans for Virginia.

“Again?”

Ginny nodded.

“Gallop.”

The girls accelerated promptly into a run. Ginny said, “See!”

I didn’t want to strain the ponies. This wasn’t a race. “Trot.” They slowed to a jog. I didn’t know the grounds yet so I had just been following the signage to the stables. We rounded a bend and they came into view fifty feet ahead. “Walk.”

I steered the carriage into  parking space and applied the brake. The strap constricted the pony’s breasts quite tightly. I got out and attached the anchor line to the hitching post and everyone else got down. Virginia and I each used our hands to take the ponies to stamping, squealing climaxes. Someone had thoughtfully placed a hand washing station next to the cart spaces so we used them.

Master said, “All my girls are trained as ponies so they are fit and ready to provide transportation for the facility. We have ten carriages with two ponies in service eight hours a day, five days per week. Each girl works a four hour shift. We run a couple of extra shifts like the one we rode for a total of twenty five shifts a week. Each girl has one shift a month on average.”

“We call this place the ‘Stables’ but it’s really the recreation center. All the girls come here for everything but work in the plant and  transportation duty. My guests and the staff come here to enjoy the girl’s company and to choose one for the night.”

Virginia asked, “Don’t the girls have a say in who they sleep with?”

“No. The girls are here to be punished and used. They’ve lost all right to self-determination. Their duty is to obey. Any free person can use any girl in any way they want so long as they aren’t harmed. Girl’s here are totally available and punished if they aren’t completely satisfactory. But that doesn’t mean they aren’t happy. Observe them and talk to any of them. Decide for yourself. I’ll give you the tour and you can meet the ones here, then we’ll go try out the pony play facilities. “

He turned to the door and I joined him and took his hand. Blaine and Ginny followed. The building was like a large city fitness center. It had sports courts for almost anything using a ball, an indoor Olympic pool, several hot tubs a weight room, an indoor running track on the second floor, a large lounge with monitor screen and eating and seating areas. A medical clinic with a couple of autodocs and physical therapy equipment.

We saw where the girls that weren’t being used slept. It was a long, narrow room. A wall of shelves, racks and hangers faced a hundred barred doors, fifty on top, fifty below, standing open at the front of bare concrete cells, seven feet deep, four feet wide and four feet high. A narrow catwalk provided access to the upper tier. Each cell had a numbered plate set above the door.  Bedding, towels and personal gear was hung or sat on the racks and shelves facing the kennels.

“Roger, master, if I sign a voluntary servitude contract will I sleep here?”

“Do you want to sleep here?”

“No, it looks dreary. Though maybe I should try it once or twice so they don’t think I’m only pretending.”

“Have you ever lived in a dormitory or barracks? There’s usually some camaraderie. You should talk to some of the regulars to understand what it’s like here. Decide then put it in your contract - once a month or some such. Then we’ll negotiate. But You will be my personal property and usually sleep in the house. This facility is for ReNew’s girls.”

Virginia had gone to the nearest kennel and looked in, “They just sleep in here, right?”

“Yeah, only sleep. They take the bedclothes from the racks here, spread them on the floor and get in. The attendant waits until everyone’s in then closes all the doors from a central station. He can lock them individually in special cases, but that’s rare. We have a medical center for illnesses and punishments don’t usually include ‘Jail.’.”

We went to the lounge and found some seats. It was full of people, most just in men-woman pairs, talking, petting, drinking. There were a couple of waitresses in tiny aprons that concealed little, distributing drinks. Roger explained, “Girls, guests, and staff can come here when off duty. Everyone is allowed one alcoholic drink or two beers. If anyone had a visitor they can come here, too. Most of the time it’s just slaves and men but sometimes a free woman appears, either staff or a visitor. I’ve seen several girls surprised by Ellie, she’s wearing slave restraints, but is clothed, well, sort of. An unusual sight here. Why don’t you girls go talk to some girls and see what you think. I see an empty pool table. Blaine and I will amuse ourselves there while you investigate.”

He stood up and Blaine went with him to the table. I watched them go. Several times slaves flirted with them and looked disappointed when they kept going. “Good,” I thought. “He’s mine, bitch.”

Virginia said, “Let’s go,” and stood up. I followed her to the nearest pair of slaves.

They were sitting on the floor, naked except for the ubiquitous slave restraints: collar, nose ring, cuffs, anklets joined by a chain. They stopped talking as we approached and both got on their knees and said, in unison, “Greeting mistress,” to Virginia. They ignored me, obviously another slave.

Virginia smiled, “I’m not your mistress. Call me Virginia.”

The blonde replied, “We must address all free women as mistress, otherwise we’ll be corrected, mistress.”

“We’re alone and I won’t report you, I just want to talk with you for a minute.”

“Mistress, our collars let the AI see and hear everything we do. It will correct us, painfully, if we fail to address you correctly.”

“OK, whatever. Are the both of you here voluntarily?”

“Both said, “No mistress.”

“How are you treated?”

The brunette replied, “Better than I feared, mistress. I thought I’d be worked hard and whipped all the time. Instead, I usually have sex every day and sleep with a man who treats me better than my old boyfriend. The food is good. And I’ve come to like being whipped. It makes sex better. Oh, and I get to swim and exercise. I’m slimmer than ever before. I’m working on a degree in business and I work in a high tech factory. It’s good for me here. I may stay when my sentence is up.”

“When’s that?”

“A year and a month.”

Virginia turned to the blonde, “And you?”

“About the same, mistress. I used to have to steal to eat and my man would take it from me when he could. I got beat up a lot. Here is a lot better and I’m going to school, working on an education degree. I don’t plan to stay. I want to teach kids. Can I ask a question, mistress?”

“What?”

Why do you let your slave wear clothing? I thought it was forbidden.”

“She’s not a slave. Not yet anyway. She’s thinking of signing a voluntary servitude contract and she’s practicing to see if she likes it. She’s very stupid.”

“Hey,” I retorted. “I like it so far. Roger is very good to me and I’m a submissive. It feels good.”

Both girls, put their heads on the floor and wailed, “Please forgive me, mistress. I didn’t know.”

“It’s all right. I’m wearing a collar. I understand.”

Virginia said, “Its OK girls, Straighten up. Thanks for your time and turned to walk away. I turned with her and heard the girls say, “You’re welcome, mistresses.”

As we strolled on looking for someone to corroborate the two, A man in front of us Stood up, and the girl with him followed him to a cabinet on the wall. He took out a lock and she flung her hands behind her so he could fasten them. When he was done, she spun around, stepped up against him and flung her head back. He took a leash out and clipped it onto her nose ring. He walked out, holding her leash, but she didn’t need it. She walked as close to him as she could, maximizing body contact, and grinning widely. She was looking forward to whatever he had promised.

Virginia went to the cabinet, took out a lock and said, “This will be more realistic for you. Put your hands behind you.”

She was right, I might as well, it is less restrictive than how I sleep now. I let her lock my hands together.

“Leash.”

I stared at her, “I don’t need that.”

“Be quiet, slave. She took hold of my nose ring with one hand and clipped a leash on it with the other. “Don’t give me any trouble or I’ll tug on this.”

I shut my mouth. It was no use arguing with her. Hopefully Roger will intervene when he sees me.

I squealed as I got a sharp pain in my neck. Shit. The AI wanted me to respond properly because my slave functions were active. “Yes, mistress.” No more shocks.

“That’s a good slave, Ellie. Be sure to kneel beside me when I stop.”

“Bitch,“ I thought. Another sharp pain. Shit. She gave me an order. “Yes, Mistress.”

She strolled around the room for a half hour, stopping to chat with men and girls. I was careful to be silent and kneel beside her at each stop like a good little slave. No one questioned my dress after that, though some of the men commented on its style.  All the answers she got were similar in vein: “Better than outside, fulfilling job, glad for the education, great sex, might sign up after their sentence was up.”

Finally she took me over to Roger and Blaine. They were still playing pool, but they had gathered a cheering section of six slave girls, shouting for joy when one of them sunk a ball and cuddling close to the one that wasn’t shooting, whispering promises in his ear. They evaporated like morning mist when Virginia led me to them and kissed Blaine. She handed my leash to Roger, “She’s very obedient when you treat her as the slave she wants to be.”

Roger took the leash and I knelt in front of him, overcome with emotion. Tears started leaking from my eyes. “You want this, don’t you?”

“Y….Yes, master.”

“Not now.” He took the leash off and unlocked my hands. “You’re not a slave yet. Enjoy your freedom.” He was right. I hadn’t decided, fear and desire were at war and I was confused. I had to think of my future. Now I just wanted him to love me. Virginia and I sat on the sidelines and cheered our men. She was more reserved, but I acted just like the girls we chased away. When Blaine was shooting I cuddled against Roger and made a lovesick pest of myself. He tolerated me.

When they finished, we all went to a seating area, ordered drinks and relaxed. Blaine asked Virginia, “Well, what did you find?”

Virginia hesitated and I spoke up, “Every girl she asked liked it here better than where they came from. They were happy.”

She objected, “Not happy. Happier than they expected and happier than where they were, but only a couple said they wanted to stay after their sentence ended.”

“I rest my case. I’m happy now and as long as I can write my contract to let me out if Roger gets tired of me, then I’m as safe as I can be.”

Roger asked, “Are you ready to sign up, Ellie?”

“I’m ready to start writing a contract. We’ll see if you’ll agree.”

“Would you like some samples to review?”

“Helpful, aren’t you?”

“I’ve thought about it. Some samples will help you get your ideas in writing.”

“All right give them to me. Meanwhile, I want to show Ginny the pony play facilities when we finish our drinks.”

“It’s all set up. I have two trainers waiting for us when we’re ready. Until then I want to make a proposal to you and Virginia. I think you’ll like it.”

I nodded, curious. Ginny just said, “OK?”

“You both know that ReNew is in the business of cheating death for people. To do this we create clones, accelerate their growth so we can implant their deceased original’s mind contents in them to, in effect, revive their original. All of these processes are proprietary and very secret. We change them regularly to prevent theft. We can do this as long as they match. An additional security measure is that we only use slaves for some of the key processes. This prevents them from passing their knowledge to outsiders until we’ve made the regular changes to protect our secrets.  We need to attract more women to our service because there aren’t enough sentenced women with the necessary skills. It’s holding up our expansion.”

Virginia asked, “You want to expand to make more money? Don’t you have enough now?”

“I don’t need any more, for sure. The various world governments are pushing us hard to increase our capacity. Both to protect their leaders but also to protect their colonists. Right now a dozen nations have colonies on Mars, Luna, and in the asteroids. There are two more that want to start colonies and all the colonists want the assurance that their death in space won’t be permanent.”

I asked, “What do you want us to do?”

“ReNew would like to buy your duplicates, your clones with copies of your minds to make some sales tools to attract more young women.”

Virginia asked, “Why don’t you just hire some actresses or models to make your vids?”

“A couple of reasons. We want it to be real, not faked. Slaves are easier to deal with than free girls. We can shoot where and when we want. Slaves will be with us for as long as we want and not emigrate, die, get fat, demand pay increases, or change their minds. Also, your copies will get useful jobs with ReNew and likely be much happier than if they weren’t born. ReNew wins, your clones win, and you will win because ReNew will take you as a client, if you wish, pay you handsomely, and you don’t have to do anything but visit our clinic.

“OK, but why us?”

“You fit the marketing folk’s needs, you’re both young and beautiful women, and I know both of you. If this is attractive to you, then why look elsewhere. So you get first right of refusal. Your decision won’t affect our relationship, Ellie. I still find you very attractive and you needn’t worry that if you sign the contract I’ll order you to do it anyway. If you feel strongly about not participating, just make it a clause of your contract.”

“Do we have to decide now?”

“No rush. Let me know in a week. I won’t start a search for others until then. Are you ready for pony play now?”

I stood up and pulled Ginny up, “Yes, let’s go.” She came up easily, smiling hesitantly. I suspected she didn’t want to enjoy it but was afraid she would.

Blaine said, “I’ve been looking forward to this,” and took Virginia’s hand.

Roger stood and took my hand. He led us out the door, down a hall, and into the pony area and into the tack room. Two slavegirls were waiting for us. They had tags dangling from their collars, “Marie – Trainer,” and “Sandra – Trainer.

We went to them and Roger introduced them as, “Marie and Sandra are our Pony girl trainers and dressage managers. Girls, this is Ellie and Virginia. Both are my guests, and, despite Ellie’s collar, she is not a slave, yet. Virginia is experienced with pony play. Please put them in harness and then help Blaine and me show them about pony play on the estate. After some introductory work with us I’d like them to get some experience with dressage.

Both girls said, “Yes, master.” They turned to us, ”Would you come with us, please, mistresses?”

Our clothes went in a closet, our hair pulled into tight ponytails, and we were handed pony boots. Knee-high, heelless, with horseshoe soles. They had slits at the ankles my hobble chain fit through. After Virginia had hers laced up, Marie handed her a set of leg irons. Virginia took them with a shrug and put them on.. The boots made us stand on tiptoes but our feet were well supported, feeling like unusually comfortable high heels.

Then they helped us don our harness. Everything was of white leather with gold rings and buckles. Broad, tight belts, narrow straps above and below our breasts, wide posture collars that made it hard to turn our heads, a thin strap ran down from the collar, fastened to each strap and the belt, through our crotch, up to the back of the collars and cinched tight. They made sure the strap settled between our nether lips and was buried deep inside us. White armbinders were laced tight around our arms, forcing our elbows together and fastened to the belt so we couldn’t move our arms. The bridle straps encircled our heads snugly, covering our foreheads. White ostrich plumes were inserted in receptacles on our foreheads. Blinkers restricted our views to our immediate front. Lastly came our bits.

They showed them to us.  Their mouthpiece was "U" shaped stainless steel, serrated on the bottom, and obviously was intended to rest on my tongue, pressing it down onto my jaw.  Hard plastic sleeves protected our teeth and a jaw strap on the bridle held our jaws closed tight on the plastic sleeves. Then they were set aside, surprisingly.

“Bend over.” I knew what was coming. I had worn a tail plug before and seen it on ponygirls and puppy girls. I knew it wouldn’t hurt, but it was a shaming device to wear. Everyone knows it is forced on you. I didn’t have a choice. I bent over and nimble fingers lubed my anus and forced the butt plug into me. It was huge and I didn’t think I could take it, then it was in me and my sphincter closed around its narrow neck.

“Stand up. Open wide.”

Virginia opened her mouth without bother. I stared at mine for a moment, until Marie said, “This is the last thing, then we can go back to the masters.”

I opened my mouth and was bitted. The serrated bar lay on my tongue, holding it down so human speech was impossible. A tug on the reins would press it down painfully hard on the most sensitive part of my body.

Sandra gave us a final instruction., “If asked a question, stamp once for yes and twice for no.” They clipped short reins onto our bits and led us back to the men. To my surprise, the men held short-handled whips, obviously for us.

Marie said, “Your first lesson is the high step. It is how you always walk or run in harness.  Always start walking with your left foot. Lift your left foot, straight up, until your hobble is taut."  I obeyed. "Stay there. Balance."

I wobbled on my right foot a little then stabilized.

“Now, when I tell you shove your left foot straight forward, placing it directly in front of your right foot.  Let your hobble guide your foot to the ground.  Go."  She stepped back.

I obeyed.

"Good. Now, when I tell you lift your right foot straight up, keeping your chain taut. In a high step walk you must keep your hobble chain taut at all times after you start. OK, lift." I obeyed and thought I performed well.

"Good. Hold it. When I tell you place your right foot as far forward as possible and land in a straight line in front of your left foot.  Remember to keep the chain taut. Go."

I obeyed.  "Good. Gentlemen, please follow your woman and use the whip to correct her if she fails in any way. Remember to praise her when she does well. Now walk. Go." Both trainers started walking, slowly, leading us by our reins.

They led us in slow curves, straight lines, starting and stopping. The men followed, correcting us as we high stepped around the room. A swish of a whip followed by:

Smack, “Keep your head high,”

Smack, “Keep that hobble taut.”

Smack, “Posture. Keep your back straight, stick your breasts out.”

But soon we received compliments more than corrections. I felt pride every time I heard, ”Good Girl,” “That’s a good pony.” Soon that was all we got. I enjoyed pleasing Roger but I wondered if I really wanted to be treated like an animal.

We made a dozen circuits around the big room. They stopped and Marie said, “You’ve learned how to high step. Now a little practice with your reins. They are very simple. If your driver pulls on one rein, turn that way. If he pulls on both slow down. If he shakes them, speed up. Your men will steer you and Sandra and I will correct your mistakes. Understand?”

I stared at her, how could I answer, then Virginia stamped her foot loudly and I remembered. I stamped once. The girls handed our reins to the men and took the whips in theirs. Roger shook my reins so I started walking, on my left foot, remembering to high step. I was getting the hang of it. And feeling a little proud. I was slowly falling into pony space, every step it was easier to think like a filly, anxious to please her owner. Things like ambition and embarrassment, shame and opinion were fading. All that mattered was following the reins and being praised. I felt warm and comfy in my space. Sometimes I felt a stab of pain, but I knew it was only to help me do better.

My reins told me to stop and I did. I waited for the next command, trusting my owner to tell me what I should do. The tip of a water bottle was shoved into my mouth around the bit and I sucked until it was removed. My master’s voice came soothing, telling me I was a good pony and I glowed inside. Ghostly fingers stroked my breasts and my bottom, and I glowed in the love. I felt hands doing something to my belt but I didn’t care. It was something master wanted.

Master shook my reins and I started walking, but it was hard to move. I realized that he had attached a cart to my belt. I couldn’t see it, but it was hard to get started. I pushed hard and it started moving. It was easy to keep it going, almost as easy as without it. He steered me outside through big doors and I was pulling him around the racetrack. I heard Virginia and Blaine behind me. The reins shook and I sped up until I was jogging, then the reins stopped shaking. Master wanted me to go only this fast. It felt so good to know I was serving him. I knew it was what I was intended to do. I was his pony and I let all human concerns go. It was so peaceful.

I was careful to maintain a high step all the time. It was tiring though and he slowed me down pretty soon. He watches over me. We only went around the track once and he steered me back into the building. I felt the cart being removed from my belt.

Marie took the reins off my bit and clipped a long, light chain onto my collar. She positioned me facing Roger, holding the end of the chain in his hand, maybe twenty five feet away. A brief glance showed Virginia and Blaine similarly placed off to my right.

Sandra said, this is a simple dressage exercise, just to show you what it’s like. The music will start. You will perform a dance of your own choosing. We call it the chain dance for obvious reasons. Your dance will convey the impression you are trying to escape. You will try to keep time with the music, struggling left then right, pulling away then being reeled in a little more by the male. You fight but he always gets you a little closer with each moment until you are close to him. You fall to your knees, acknowledging you have been captured. Marie and I will be behind you, encouraging you to try harder with our whips.”

The music started, I recognized it, Beethoven’s fifth symphony, forceful music. I twisted to my right and trotted a few steps, trying to keep with the music, a change in tempo and I faked a pull away and let him drag me a step closer. Back to me left and he reeled me in a little more as I ran. High step every time, I kept with the music and turned at the end of my arc and was reeled in a little more. I could see Virginia in the same dance as I. Her hair loose, flowing behind her above her pennant of a tail. She looked wild, untamed but being pulled into place by her master. A scant minute later I  flung myself to master’s feet, on my knees, and thrust my breasts forward.  His hand grasping the chain at my neck, I was helpless and never felt so alive, so aroused, so needy, in my life. I wanted to beg him to take me, but I was muted by the bit.

The music stopped and Roger lifted me to my feet. He removed my bit and kissed me, long and hard. When he released me I saw that Blaine had done the same for Virginia and she looked radiant. He spoke quietly, “Are you back with me Ellie?”

“Yes, master. It was glorious Thank you.”

“Thank you. You were magnificent.” He looked up, “Marie, it is time for us to go. Thank you for your help. Would you take the girls out of harness and return their clothes to them?”

“Yes, Master. We were glad to help.” She took my chain from master and Sandra took Virginia’s. They took us back to the lockers and removed our harnesses. When we were dressed in our clothes they escorted us back to the men. Roger looked  at Blaine and Virginia, “I have a room waiting for you if you want to spend the night, or longer.”

Blaine and Virginia looked at each other with a familiar hunger. Blaine replied, “Thank you. Yes, we would like to stay, at least for tonight.”

“Good, Ellie likes bondage for sex play. Virginia, would you like to indulge also?”

Blaine replied, “Yes, she would. Thank you.”

Virginia looked at Blaine with submission and whispered, “Yes, I would, master.”

Master took my hand and led us back out to the pony cart rank and he let me drive us home. Virginia was in just as much of a hurry to get home as I was. We didn’t play with the ponies this time. We rushed upstairs and master took us into the playroom.  He took Blaine to the toy cabinet and opened a drawer, “Here is everything you need. And an instruction card. It’s very simple. If you need anything else just ask Jeeves. I’ve already given you guest permissions. All the rooms are soundproof so you won’t disturb anyone. Your room is the one with the green door.” He took my hand and we went to his bedroom.

After the door closed, Blaine turned to Virginia, “You were magnificent as a ponygirl. I’d like to play with you again.”

“I rather enjoyed it too.”

“You’re overdressed. Let me remedy that.”

Virginia turned around and said, “Help me with the zipper, then?”

He slid her zipper down in a slow motion, Virginia held her arms over her head, and the topless gown slid to the floor without a sound. He released the catch of her bra and lifted it up off her arms. He threw it on the floor and slid her thong over the womanly swell of her hips and let them float down to join the gown. She stepped out of the clothes, still in her beige heels and turned, only then lowering her arms to settle on his shoulders. Their kiss was hard and long.

When they broke for air, Blaine said, “I want you to be my slave while we’re here.”

Her voice was husky with desire, “Yes, anything you want, make it strong and make it last.”

He backed away from her, took the collar from the cabinet, and held it up for her to see, “Hold your hair up.”

She raised her hands, gathered her hair and held it over her head. He fitted the collar around her neck and closed it. They both heard it lock shut with a snap. “Keep your hair up.”

Next he retrieved a long penis gag and said, “Open wide.” She stared at the gag for a long moment and slowly opened her mouth. He slid it in and said, “Moisten it.“

She licked it as he rotated it. “Enough, swallow.” He slowly shoved its length into her until the ball shape filled her mouth and buckled its strap. Now it looked like a simple ball gag, but it was much more effective. “Lower your hair.”

He put cuffs on her wrists and upper arms and anklets on her ankles with a hobble chain. He locked her wrists together behind her. “I like the way Roger has decorated Ellie. Jeeves, was Ellie’s nipple decoration done here?”

Virginia shook her head vigorously and silently, but Blaine ignored her.

“Yes, sir. We have a complete AI beauty parlor in this building. Would you like to have Ms. Durbin serviced there?”

“Yes, that would be nice.”

“Alice will take you there, momentarily.”

“Fine.” He took one more item from the cabinet, a slave’s nose ring like Ellie’s. He grasped her collar ring and held her from backing away. He inserted the ring in her nose, slid it as far forward as it would go, and gently squeezed it closed. It clamped down on her septum with firm strength. He released her and she closed her eyes and shook her head, trying to shake the ring off, but it was designed to prevent just that. She opened her eyes, silently pleading with him.

“I know you like to dress Goth and I’ve seen photos of you with a nose ring like this. You’re not pierced there I take it?”

Virginia gave a quick shake of her head, never taking her eyes off his.

“I like this on you. I like Ellie’s too. I think it makes you look erotic and submissive. Do you agree?”

She though so too but didn’t think it safe to admit it. She gave another quick shake of her head.

“Slaves must not lie to their masters. They might be punished. Do you think a nose ring makes you look submissive?”

She looked into his eyes for a long moment. He was not joking. Slowly, she nodded her head, “Yes,” never taking her eyes off his.

“You’re my slave now. You must think only of pleasing me. Everything done to you now is for my pleasure and it is reversible if you want. I anticipate giving you much pleasure, too.”

She knew he spoke truly, but she was not normally inclined to be submissive. She was helpless to resist and so she shrugged, resigned to her fate, and snuggled up against him. He put his arms around her and pulled her tight.

Alice opened the door while he was holding her. She said, “Master, Jeeves told me to come here and take Ms. Durbin to the beauty parlor. Will you come too and tell the AI what you want? I can have it base its choices on Master Dalton’s preferences if you want.”

“I’ll come and tell the AI. Virginia is my slave for the duration of our visit here. Call her Ginny.” He removed the faux nose ring and replaced it on the shelf. “Let’s go.”

Virginia felt a little sad that he had removed the ring from her. She wanted to feel as much like a slave as possible tonight. This was a test of her true desires as much as a sample of life with Blaine and she wanted it to be as realistic as possible. She thought he would put a real ring on her if she were his. She resolved to ask for it back when she was done at the beauty parlor. She was afraid this was her only chance for a safe trial before a permanent decision.

“Yes, sir. Come with me, Ginny.” Alice took hold of Virginia’s arm and led her out of the room.

In the parlor I released Ginny’s arms and Alice sat her in a complex, bulky chair. It reacted to her presence immediately and gently but with irresistible force took hold of her. Every movable part of her, from her head to her fingers and toes were fixed in place. Alice explained that the AI would move quickly and delicately all over her body and that if she suddenly moved, she might be injured. When Ginny was in place I went to the AI’s input desk, sat in the chair and Alice said, “Ready for preference selection.”

The AI’s female voice said, “I will show you side-by-side makeup and decoration choices  Choose your preference by saying left or right or back if you wish to revisit a choice.”  On the screen in front of me were two pictures, both of Ginny’s face with different makeup on each face. “Begin when you are ready.”

“Left. Left. Right.”…

The faces changed a little. It was just color options, eyes, cheeks, lips, hair. The styles for hair and eyebrow shapes, earrings, then breasts and more colors, nipple rings and chains, shields like Ellie’s, labia shadings, rings, nail colors. Every part of her body could be shaded or pierced as I wished. It was an awesome power I had never considered. The power to change the way my slave appeared without her having any choice. I could have her plain, exotic, extreme or conservative, whatever I wished. I told the AI to give her a large, heavy nose ring. Her wishes didn’t matter today. I chose the option for a grommet. In the piercing to distribute the weight better. It was the only part that was permanent, and it ensured she would always be ready for a permanent ring. I was sure she would wear one, if not for me, then someone.

When all my choices were made, the AI showed me what she would look like in a 3d, rotating mannikin. I approved and it started working. Mechanical arms wielded tools, brushes, applicators, etc. with a quick precision. When the AI was ready for a different body area the chair would reconfigure to bring that body part into prominence.

Virginia had never been worked on by an AI before. It was like being caught in a tornado. The mechanical arms were moving her limbs around and painting all over. She felt liquids being applied, and warm jets of warm air drying them. Her breasts and labia lips were stroked and squeezed, expertly arousing her until they were engorged and hard. She was surprised by the excitement she felt at the machine’s touch and a bit guilty she was so well understood. A glance told her nothing for her front was covered with obscuring devices.

Suddenly she yelped as she felt simultaneous pinpricks in her nipples and labia lips and knew she had been pierced. Painless tugs on the sites of the pin pricks told her something was being slid through the new holes. Her indignation ramped up, “How dare he?” But it deflated quickly as the erotic arousal of being pierced and decorated by a master overwhelmed her. She wanted to see so badly. He was treating her as a slave and that was massively erotic. She expected to be released now. She had been trimmed and painted and pierced and there was nothing left to do.

But she wasn’t released. Instead, the AI’s grip on her head tightened and her sight was obscured by something coming up close, touching her face in places. It pierced her septum exactly where the faux ring had gripped her. This time the pain was greater, much greater than the other piercings. She screamed in earnest around her gag and thankfully the pain fell away as a healray bathed her flesh. She felt a pressure on her septum that grew large then relaxed but did not disappear. More metallic sounds followed by a crackling hiss and a flare of light. A faint grinding sound that lasted a minute or more followed, then the apparatus moved away from her face and she felt the weight of her new ring, greater than the faux ring she had worn so briefly. She stared at it cross-eyed. It was bigger, as large as Ellie’s, gold and heavy. It swung freely, not like it was gripped by her flesh.

She felt it’s tug on her nose as it swung, and the reality hit her between the eyes. She was a slave, whether legal or not. Blaine had changed her to suit him and she was powerless to do anything about it. And she realized she liked her feeling of helplessness. All she could do was await his pleasure.

When it was finished, it changed back into a chair and released its hold on Virginia. She sat there until I took her hand and lifted her out of the chair. She was gorgeous and definitely a slave girl, mine. Her makeup was different, her face more striking, more angular, her nipples and labia lips were pierced and ringed in gold.

I took her to a full length mirror and watched her expression change from fear, through astonishment, into disbelief, and finally settle into pride. I said, “You are gorgeous, and I don’t want to ever let you go.”

Virginia’s brain reeled at what she saw. She was pierced…ringed. She had seven gold rings glittering in her flesh. Symbols of what she was going to become. They labeled her slave, possession of a man, nothing more than a female animal, rightless, obedient, submissive, fit only for sex, childbearing, and endless pleasure. He would keep her helpless and her rings would aid him, each one capable of securing her in any position her master desired.

Her breath caught at the barbarity of the rings and the ruthlessness of the society and the man who imposed them on her. Once secured by any of them she would be as helpless as if loaded with chains. She was sure that Blaine meant to enslave her full and would ensure her obedience with every device available.

Virginia shuddered as her nipples and sex throbbed with shocking arousal from the constant weigh and motion of her new rings. Rings placed to ensure maximum stimulation at her every movement and that she was powerless to remove. Shamefully, she realized she loved them, loved that Blaine had put them in her. She was filled with pride that he had chosen to put his mark on her.  She thought that if she could speak at that moment, she might ask him to accept her and put his permanent brand on her.

She was muted by the gag, but I think she smiled at me. I thanked Alice and dismissed her then I took Virginia back up to the playroom. I left her hands free and removed her gag. She worked her jaws and finally said, accusingly, “You pierced and ringed me.”

“Yes, my right to do to my slave, but it’s very Goth. You look good.”

“Yeah, I know, and I do. I wondered about the gag.”

“So much less sturm und drang that way. Besides if you protested, Jeeves would have corrected you. Probably a lot. You know it’s reversible?”

“Yeah. Maybe I’ll keep them. They are very Goth.” She moved silkily to him and snuggled close. “ Do you have more plans for me?”

“Indeed, I do. Come with me.” He led her to a pillory, “I think this a good place to start. Tonight you were more helpless and controlled than I’ve ever seen. You were also, more alive, buoyant, and excited than I’ve ever seen you. Consider this an experiment to see if your happiness is proportional to your helplessness.”

“And you think this will make me happier?”

“It’s an experiment. Open wide.”

“Yes, Master. Please teach me my slavery.” I obeyed and he replaced my gag. 

”Good girl.” I was surprised at the warm feeling in my belly his praise created.

She looked at it, a strong, wooden marvel of ancient design, used to train and punish women throughout the ages. She had seen them before, gazed at them. It was exciting imagining herself in it, held tight, unable to move, so erotically positioned that her every erogenous zone and all of her girl parts were exposed and available. Twinges of lust and fear made her tremble, eager to be used, eager to serve. All of her orifices were available. Sex or just titillation? Erotic or punishment pain? Whatever her Master wanted. He positioned her in front of it and lifted its locking bar of thick, polished oak.

Virginia lay her wrists in their semicircular slots. It was sized for a girl's wrists and their fit was snug. He guided her head down across the lower bar of the pillory. She bent her head and fitted it into the waiting semicircle. It also fit her neck snugly. Her collar was too big and Blaine pushed it up higher on her neck. Her neck rested in its place. He carefully lowered the bar, making sure she wasn't pinched.

Virginia felt the bar press slightly on her exposed wrists and neck as it seated. She heard the heavy catch lock it in place. She wiggled her imprisoned wrists and neck. They were immovably held. It was a moment of reality. She was firmly and rigidly held, at her Master's mercy, like countless females before her. She trusted her Master to protect her from harm and care for her. She was at peace with the world, now an object of desire and pride in her Master's world. She wondered idly what he would do first.

Blaine removed her hobble chain and rubbed his cool hand across her bare ass. He ordered, "Spread your legs. Feet flat on the floor." She lifted her head, trying to catch a glimpse of his face, but the thick wood of the pillory blocked her view back completely. She obeyed as best she could. He pulled her feet a little farther apart and clipped a chain to the cuffs to hold her in place.

Virginia stared at the wall in front of her and her belly gave a fierce kick as she visualized herself helplessly bound, her wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak and her breasts with their new rings dangling below her, her entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything. Suddenly terrified she squealed into her gag and struggled against the device holding her, but it was much too late. She could only tense vainly in her bonds and clench her jaw around the gag in fear.

She felt his hands roaming, gently over her exposed body, caressing, fondling her dangling breasts, soothing her growing fear. His voice came to her, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming her with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite her big brain and her knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was her Master. She knew he would take care of her.

He walked around her, touching, enjoying her feel, several times she felt his face touch and rub on her bare skin as he felt every part of her. He stepped in front of her and she could see no higher than his waist. His hands held hers, so gentle. He squatted in front of her and tilted her face up. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead and the tip of her nose. He opened his mouth and kissed her around the gag. His tongue licked across her lips as he drew back.

Blaine went to the cabinet and selected a long, thin switch and swung it whistling in a rapid arc, back and forth.

Virginia heard the whistle and knew precisely what it meant. Her whimper was soft and barely escaped past her gag. She knew it could strike anywhere on her exposed flesh and feared she would behave badly.  She wanted to be brave for him. Fear made her eyes wide and her body tremble but there was not the least thing she could do to stay or slow his hand.

Sudden fear shook Virginia. He was going to do whatever he wanted. She was mute and unable to move. He had a whip and all the time in the world. He could make her hurt interminably or give her unthinkable pleasure. She had neither brake nor accelerator. He would choose what she felt and how long it took. He could keep her locked in the pillory for days or minutes She trembled wildly, hands clenching at air, her ass swaying back and forth, her eyes scanning the wall, looking for some way out. She squealed into her gag, trying to force human communication through its obdurate surface. But the gag strapped tightly in her mouth made a mockery of her frantic efforts and made her words incomprehensible.

Blaine watched her frantic gyrations. He knew she was afraid of his whip. Female slavery had been the norm for most of the last century and their proper training was well documented and taught to men. He intended to use the whip on her, but the pain it caused was a minor side effect of reaching his real goal, her pleasure and increasing submission. He chuckled at her misapprehension. She would soon begin to beg for the whip.

Virginia heard his wry chuckle and knew there was nothing she could do to stop him. She was gagged and chained in a pillory, collared and ringed as a slave and he was going to whip her because he wanted to and because he could. He was her Master and as she understood that single fact, she stopped her futile struggles and took a deep, calming breath, steeling herself to accept the inevitable.

Blaine watched her struggles and their end with understanding. "Good girl. You understand. You are my slave and submission is your duty. You'll become accustomed to the pillory and understand that I'll rarely use it for punishment. We both prosper when you're well used."

Virginia nodded her head.

He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on Virginia and pulled it tight.

To Virginia's surprise, as soon as the blindfold cut off her sight, her arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet her sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement.

"Submit now, Virginia," the sound of her Master's voice and its insistent message sent another bolt of arousal through Virginia's helplessly exposed body. His fingers grasped her hard nipples, rolling and tugging her exquisitely aching buds. Virginia shuddered in an immediate orgasm, her belly spasming and thrusting wildly, flooding her gaping sex with love juices.

Surprised by her rush to orgasm, Virginia could only gasp and moan as her climax overwhelmed her and she came, knowing that she had submitted as a slavegirl, on the order of her Master.

The switch whistled down to sear a scorching stripe of fire across Virginia's taut bottom, but her squeal of protest to the blazing heat on her naked skin died in a gasp of surprise when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and punished by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, whipped her bottom, played with her rock hard nipples, then punished her thighs, over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Virginia did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her whip striped skin to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance or free will left in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over her and would obey every order, seek every opportunity to serve him and savor the delight of pleasuring him. The opinions and words of others were no longer relevant. She was going to live blissfully in subspace forevermore. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. Then she would be complete.

Blaine had watched Virginia's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning obedience stronger. She was becoming a perfect sex slave. Luckily for her, his intentions were benevolent as well as greedy. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. She was seeing him as the font of all pleasure and he would try to keep it that way. And there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his.  If he removed all her restraints, she would follow him naked anywhere, ignore all others, and obey him perfectly.

He put the whip back in the cabinet and caressed her breasts, "Mine," he whispered in her ear.

"Yours," she moaned around her gag.

When she heard his low voice Virginia realized he was pausing in stimulating her. She knew he could return whenever he wished and fling her into forced orgasm whenever he wished. His demonstration of power over her could not have been better planned. His arrogant disregard of her desperate need served well to reinforce her subjugation. She understood the unspoken message well. She was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, her body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. If he decided she would wait for his pleasure, then she would wait. It was her duty to pleasure him. No matter how much she wanted him to use her body.

Her submissive passion did not wane with his delay. If anything, her passion increased with time. Virginia was thankful for her gag, otherwise she would be sorely tempted to call out to him, to try to persuade her lord to change his plans just to satisfy her. The implications of such an act were unthinkable. Her world view would collapse if she could persuade him to change his mind even a tiny bit. She wanted a strong, dominant Master. It was necessary to what little pride she had left that only such a man could conquer her so completely.

Virginia's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her instant responsiveness to her Master's fingers and whip and she trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had never been in such a supremely excited state before.

She feared she would not be able to stand it. Alas, she knew that in her helpless bondage, as a total slave, she would have no choice. She realized that slaves must simply endure what their Masters decided.

Blaine's eyes feasted on the slender curves of the naked, whip striped and sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. He knew he could take her at any time, but he also knew that pleasure delayed is pleasure heightened and he was a patient man. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to the well-stocked cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. "Variety is good. Let’s sample your back entrance, Virginia."

Virginia had hoped he would just  take her, but, again, she had no control at all and decided to enjoy the experience. After all, it wasn't the first time her bottom had been used and she had really, really enjoyed it then.

Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across the lingering stripes, soothing, caressing and calming her heated whimpers.

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. His fingers found her nipples and their new rings. He rubbed the nipples and tugged at her rings. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Virginia 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 resumed her soft whimpers of need.

Blaine 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.

"Remember Virginia, 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."

Blaine 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 sphincter.

"Good, Virginia, 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. Virginia 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 Virginia climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Blaine climaxed and Virginia 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.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my gag.

"Virginia, 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 experience anal intercourse. Even after all this time, people only think of the missionary position when they rush to pleasure."

"Master, Will all the things you teach feel like this?"

"Ha. Wishful thinking, kitten. Most will be about software and staying healthy. Enough talking."

He put the gag back in Virginia's mouth and walked out of her sight. His nimble fingers played her body yet again. Locked immobile in the pillory, he aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Again and again his hands tormented her ass interspersed with sweet caresses of her ass and breasts. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the whipsawed redhead could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and whip mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a second onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Virginia was ready to become a full slave. He methodically switched back and forth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then he moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to fasten on her swollen breasts, fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Virginia shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her filled pussy and ran down her legs. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed down her legs.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Virginia bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Virginia shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Virginia screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at the obdurate oak, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, muffled only slightly by the gag strapped in her mouth, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Virginia orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around her full pussy, seeking to milk his seed in deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get missing sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Blaine watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Virginia's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, young woman, as submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Virginia heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Virginia's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She lowered her head until her chin rested against the oak beam and she closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on.

Blaine slid from her pussy and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give. He knew now was the time to drive home the rules of her new life. She was totally receptive; all barriers were shattered and her acceptance would be total. He removed her gag.

Virginia worked her jaw and turned her head to look up at him. She knew there was no going back for her.

"You submitted, Virginia. You are now and forever mine."

"Yes, Master, I know. I long to pleasure you more, forever." Virginia knew she couldn't help herself. She wanted to feel this joy over and over, every day of her life. He had taken her as her Master and she had responded as a full and complete slave. She lowered her head, scared by the depth of her response and the incredible pleasure she had found in her surrender. She knew she could never resist the ecstasy of bound slavery. She would beg him to put her in bondage  and use her many times. Her rational, thinking mind had been overwhelmed by her sensual pleasure seeking mind. She contemplated a future in which she could only become more and more tightly conditioned to slavery. She would obey every command, no matter how embarrassing or humiliating to avoid the possibility her Master might withhold her sexual release, of being helplessly aroused, and needy at the mere sight of her Master. She shivered to the slave heat that burned in her belly and knew that freedom was the worst thing that could happen to her and she wanted none of it.

Virginia gave in to the inevitability of her slavery and her belly churned deliciously as her desire for continuing subjugation grew. He took her out of the pillory and watched as she stretched her arms and legs.

He took her into the bath and they showered. He locked her hands behind her and took her to bed. She fell into a dreamless sleep, content with what she had learned.

Alice got me up when it was still dark. She took me and Ellie to an exercise class.

Ellie saw my rings and said, “Looks like you got the full set.”

I preened, “Yes, I saw yours and couldn’t help myself.”

“I bet it was Blaine’s decision, not yours. Despite your Goth fashion, you’re pretty conservative.”

She knew me too well. We both needed someone to tell us what to do. “Yeah, like you, I’m sure.”

“We’re both subs, maybe me a little more. It’s the way we’re wired.  Enjoy it.”

We worked for an hour before she brought us back and we showered together. We were wide awake and held each other in the shower and confessed our epiphanies.

I said, “Ellie, I think I love Blaine. I agreed to be his slave while we were here. I guess it was a test for both of us. He put me in the pillory and made me climax over and over. It was like he could read my mind. He treated me like a sex toy and I loved it. Before and after he was gentle with me but in the pillory I was helpless and he was rough and demanding. It was everything I ever wanted. He controlled me, whipped me, fucked me in both my holes and I loved it. Right now, I’d agree to be his slave forever if he’d agree to treat me like that every day, hell, even every week.”

“It’s the same with me. I was born to be Roger’s slave, maybe any other man, too, but certainly his. I love being helpless in the hands of a man. It’s a special kind of erotic thrill. It’s been in my dreams ever since puberty. I thought it was just a romantic, girlish notion, but now I think it’s natural selection. A survival trait. It’s all I can do not to just sign a servitude contract that lets him have me forever. I honestly can’t think of a condition any better than that. I’ll be his unconditional slave in a week.”

Ellie thought about asking Virginia directly if she was behind the attacks on Roger. She dithered a moment. The accusation would screw up relations with her for a while. It wouldn’t do any good, she decided. Virginia wouldn’t admit it . All she could do was emphasize how important Roger was to her and hope her sister would relent. “I’ve known Roger only a week and already he’s become the only man in my life. I want to be his so badly, but you know that, we’re both already in thrall to our men. I couldn’t live without Roger any more than you could leave Blaine.”

“For the first time in my life, I can see the road ahead of me and there’s no off ramp. What are we going to do?”

“Give in and be happy is all I can think of. I don’t want to give this and him up.”

It was still early so both of us went to our master’s rooms and knelt by our master’s bed and waited for him to rise.

Virginia slipped quietly into the bedroom and Jeeves adjusted the lighting to a very dim glow. Enough to see where she was going, but not enough to read by. She stood next to the bed and remembered her lessons. She knelt as she had been taught, knees spread wide, displaying her new rings, her back straight, head held high. She crossed her wrists behind her back and thrust her ringed breasts toward Blaine, her master for the night, at least.

Virginia remembered the slave girl’s mantra and whispered, “I am a slave girl. I exist to serve my master.” It was her choice. She could easily escape her bonds, but what would she do then? She needed a man and Blaine was a good one.

Virginia watched Blaine sleeping and repeated her mantra, “I am a slave girl. I exist to serve my master.” She knew she would do anything Blaine demanded yet she was afraid of being his slave forever as well as fascinated. They were in Dalton’s house. He wanted her clone. Dalton was Blaine’s friend? Ellie was in love with him, would be his slave legally if something didn’t change. Her breasts heaved with a sigh and her new rings swayed enticingly stimulating her nipples to harden. She looked down at them and thought them a good addition. They were another way a man could control her, but they were beautiful and stimulating. Her emotions warred briefly and beauty won. Virginia still thought Roger Dalton evil. Maybe charming and good to Ellie and even carelessly, thoughtlessly evil, but evil, nonetheless. The cars had killed him twice and were still trying. Eventually someone would solve that mystery. But his company, his skill, had resurrected him and he was continuing.

Obviously, killing him wasn’t getting anywhere. He was so powerful that another way to hurt him was necessary. He had a hundred slave girls and a world-wide company. Harming them was useless, they could be restocked and rebuilt. What was his goal, his purpose? What did he want?

Maybe his offer to Ellie and her was a way. His explanation bothered her. He could get a couple of models or his exiting slaves right now for less cost than Ellie and her. A series of commercials didn’t need continuity, either. He could change models and themes every month and no one would care There was something else going on here.

Ellie knelt and watched Roger sleeping. He looked peaceful and content. It was appropriate. The world has his oyster. She was very happy to be here and kneeling before him. She wanted to be his forever, and not just as a friend. She wondered why she hadn’t signed away her freedom already. Freedom was an illusion, anyway. Outside she had to earn money, fight for respect, follow society’s rules that seemed sillier every time she encountered one. She was tired of competing for money and place. Roger would gladly take her away from all that and replace it with simple obedience and pleasure. She knew how relaxing it was just to obey and serve.

Blaine had to go work on a project he had started a month ago. He and Virginia left after breakfast. Virginia was free of the collar and cuffs. But had decided she wanted to keep all the rings, “Fits my motif,” was all she said. Virginia and Ellie agree to meet the next day for lunch and discuss Roger’s offer.

Roger’s driver let’s Ellie out at the curb. Three people, a woman a man and an androgynous teen are her hidden bodyguards. Virginia has only two protecting her. Neither of the women have any idea they are there.

Ellie entered and found Virginia already seated at a table for two in a corner. The restaurant is brightly lit for lunch and the first thing Ellie saw was the glint from Virginia’s nose ring. She knows hers must be as bright a beacon from all the faces that turn toward her. “Morning, Ginny.”

“Hi. Still wearing his collar I see. Chastity belt, too?”

“Never leave home without it.”

They both order salads and white wine. Ellie starts the discussion, “Any thoughts on Roger’s proposal?”

“A couple. First, his terms are good, he offers a lot of money and immortality in exchange for our clones. Second, I don’t think his explanation of why he wants us holds water. He could get a model or his current slaves to do the vids for less money, and his continuity and ease of access is bullshit. Sales tools don’t need continuity of time, theme, or personnel. Third is the moral problem of selling our duplicates into slavery.”

“Yeah, all those occurred to me, too. His offer will be good for us, right now, but if we accept slavery ourselves, the only benefit we get is immortality, still a good offer for you, but I already have it. We can use our contracts to direct our money to do some good, of course. I don’t care if he’s telling me the whole or even a partly true reason he wants us. I would do anything for him anyway. And I don’t mind sending my clone into slavery. It’s where I’m going to send myself. She can keep me company in the best deal I’ve found. All in all, I’m inclined to take the proposal. He already has my clone growing and all he needs is a current brain copy. Why shouldn’t I help my master?”

“I see your point. I still want to know the real reason he wants us, though. I don’t want him to think he’s fooled me with his B.S. story. Even if they don’t trust us, they should realize women have intelligence. We deserve more respect than that.”

“Ginny, Roger has been better to me than anyone. I like him and believe he’s a good person. Why can’t he just want to help us?”

“I guess it’s possible but I don’t trust anyone with the power he has and I hate how only the rich and powerful can be reborn.”

“You know that’s not his fault. The government only allows a few people to be reborn to keep the population down. I agree with them too; ten Billion people is enough. Come on, why are you so down on Roger. What’s the real reason?”

Before she can answer a man pulls up a chair and sits at their table, surprising them. Its Detective Partin. “Hello ladies. I hope I’m not disturbing you?”

Virginia asked, “You’re not following us, are you?”

“No, no. This is just routine. I had a follow up question for you, Ms. Grace, just to complete my report. My boss insists everything is checked out to the last detail, especially in a case like this where the answer has been so elusive. Neither of you answered your phones, so I asked Mr. Dalton’s AI, Jeeves, if he knew where I might find you.”

“OK, so ask.”

“Let me explain, first. We had a hard time verifying your employment until we realized we were looking for the wrong name. When I interviewed you I made a mistake and wrote your name as Virginia Grace, not Virginia Grace Durbin. I didn’t realize you were sisters until we tried to see why we weren’t finding you. To make matters worse, there have been three Virginia Graces working in the city, a dancer, a chef, and a programmer. The records are still confused, So I’m just here to try to straighten things out. So, have you ever used the name Virginia Grace as a dancer, programmer or chef?”

“You are thorough aren’t you. Yes, I used the stage name of Virginia Grace when I worked as a dancer. You understand I didn’t want that reputation affecting either me or Ellie. I paid all my taxes. There was no fraud involved. My day job is a programmer but only under Durbin. I’m still one now. I never worked as a chef under any name.”

He looked at his pad, made a note and said, “Thank you Ms. Durbin, that should wrap this up. Goodbye.” He stood up and walked out of the restaurant. Outside, he got in the waiting police car. The driver asked, “All done?”

Detective Partin replied, “Just started. Back to the station.”

“You lied to him, Ginny.”

“I had to. He’ll never be able to prove it. I was into some bad stuff back then and I can deny it if he gets close. If I told him the truth, he’d arrest me tomorrow and Dalton could buy me at auction in a month.”

“Was some of that bad stuff programming autodrive AIs to kill Roger?”

“Come on, Ellie. I didn’t meet him until you introduced us, months after the attack killed him. Why would I do something like that. You’ve known me all my life. I wouldn’t kill anyone.”

Maybe. I believed anyone would do anything if they were angry or threatened. So I lied. “OK. I believe you but lying to a cop will get you in trouble if he finds out.”

“If he can prove it. Besides I wouldn’t get a servitude sentence for that.”

“OK Virginia, it’s done now. Let’s talk about the offer Roger has made us. I’m in favor of it. I’ll just be making a clone to be his slave and I think I’m about to volunteer for that anyway. Any money we get I’ll put in a trust account for a nest egg ii case he gets tired of me and frees me. I’ll get a good education and lots of great sex until then.”

“I’m not sure. What you say is true, but I‘d like to take the rest of the week to be sure. You try and wheedle the true story out of him and I’ll see if there’s any gossip or news to explain why he’s making us such a good offer. If we can’t find anything I’ll probably agree.”

“Good enough. No more lies, OK?” I still suspected she was behind the attacks on Roger. I knew she had worked for that European Tech company as Virginia Grace as a programmer and she did some work on vehicles for them. Maybe she thought Detective Partin’s reach wasn’t long enough to get much data from a foreign country. I had no proof but her unreasoning dislike, distrust, whatever, was clear. I wish I knew why. I resolved to spend some time going through my old mail and records to look for clues. It would be a long job and I didn’t want to spend as many hours as it would take. I wish I had a trusted AI to help.

Then I had an epiphany. I would tell Roger of my suspicion and ask him to use his resources to see if she had a reason to hate him. I thought he was broad-minded enough to not take offense if she had a good reason and I was pretty sure he wanted me enough that he wouldn’t tell the police on my sister if she was the attacker and she stopped them.

Before we split I got a promise from her to come over and spend more time with Roger and me when Blaine returned. She actually seemed to be excited and asked if we could do more pony play then. Of course I agreed. I wanted her to get as much pleasure as possible with Roger’s help. The car was waiting as I walked out of the restaurant. Having Jeeves watching my every move meant I had no privacy, but also eliminated wasted time and unnecessary waiting. It also got me into the best places in town when Roger’s AI asked. I was getting accustomed to being Roger’s woman. I’d have to try and ensure that stayed the same when I became his property. Now I had to ask for his help to determine if my sister had a reason to want him dead, but I couldn’t ask him that. I needed to be circumspect. I could ask him to look into those early years when she moved out and I was still at school. She had wanted to see the world. We hadn’t seen each other for a couple of years when she suddenly turned up sporting her now standard Goth appearance.


Chapter 3: Stacking the Deck

The driver let Ellie out in front of the house and left to put the car away. Roger likes having more people around and uses less robotic assistance than most Billionaires. Ellie stepped inside and turned toward Roger’s office. The strong vibration of her collar startled her, and she stopped.

Jeeves says, “You must put your clothes away first, Ellie.”

“Right,” she went up to the bedroom and striped, keeping only her shoes. She locks the hobble chain on her ankles, freshens her makeup, brushes her hair, and goes to look for her master. She finds him in his office looking at a monitor with numbers flowing across it. She kneels in her place and waits for him to notice her. Of course he’s aware of her, but both of them know that making her wait for him reinforces their places and strengthens their relationship. For a girl like her belonging to any man was good, but a Billionaire was beyond imagining. If Ellie had been asked about her place in the world a month ago, her perception would have been much different.

When he’s done with the report he blanks the screen and motions her to come to him. He pulls her warm body into his lap where she cuddles close. He kisses her briefly and asks, “Did you discuss my offer with Virginia?”

“It’s the elephant in the room, today. Of course we discussed it.”

“Any conclusions?”

“No, I’m in favor, Virginia thinks you must have an unspoken motive and wants to think about it.”

“OK. How did she like her experience here?”

She didn’t speak about it more than asking if she could do pony play next time she comes. She seemed eager. I asked them to come over when Blaine returns.”

“You know slaves are not encouraged to show initiative, don’t you?”

“Then it’s a good thing I’m not a slave, despite all the metal you’ve got locked on me.”

“Speaking of which, you’re a bit lopsided. I love the way it looks so I think I should do the other one, too.” While he spoke his hand dropped onto her unringed breast and idly played with the nipple, making it swell precipitously.

Ellie noticed how he said “I” when talking about her body. She actually liked it. He was thinking of her as his property and no one asked a dog or cow how they should be decorated, nor was he asking her. He just wanted to see my reaction.  “Well I wouldn’t be lopsided if I went back to the original, time-tested design.”

“True, but this way I’ve marked you as mine, and I like the new look better, plus it gives me a handy place to hang things. You know, Christmas decorations, bells, chains, a leash, and many other items useful for decorating or hanging on to one’s property. I’m sure you.ve noticed that I put nose rings on all my girls, but have you noticed I’ve only put a nipple ring on you.”

He was right. I hadn’t seen anything but nose rings on the slaves here. “Then by all means give me a full set, just like Virginia. Will you lead me around with a leash on my nipples or my pussy? That would be humiliating as well as erotic.”

“Not a concern for a slave girl. It’s not your decision, but your owner’s.”

“Will you wait until I’m officially a slave or mark me early?”

“I’d love to see you fully adorned, but I will wait if you’d prefer. After all, you’re a free person. If you want to give me a gift, you know what I’d like.”

“Let’s make a trade. There’s something I would like you to do for me with no questions and I’ll go visit your beauty salon.”

“Well, it depends on what you want done. Tell me and I may ask some clarifying questions but that’s all.”

“OK. You know Virginia and I are twin sisters, right?”

“Yes.”

When we were just out of college, she went traveling. Wanted to see the world. I stayed home. While she was away she fell in love. They were together only a short time. He died in some sort of accident. She came home a changed woman, more serious, less fun and spontaneous. She planned everything and she had adopted a Goth look. Would you look into what she did while she was away? I think it may have something to do with her distrust of you, and maybe all rich people. And whatever you find, promise you’ll keep it just between you and me, whatever it is.”

“It’s a deal. I will have my people look into what happened to Virginia and neither they nor I will tell anyone but you what we find.” I thought I already knew why she was down on me, but there could be something else. I had no intention of telling anyone else, especially the police. I wanted Virginia to trust me enough to give me a clone and I really didn’t mind her trying to kill me, if she was. I just wanted to know how she had done it. Several experts, human and AI had looked for the bug for months and couldn’t find it, despite knowing where to look. ReNew had a lot of unique software and whatever technique was being used to attack me, could also shut down ReNew if I didn’t know how to stop it. “Jeeves, you heard my acceptance. See to it.”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Cohen has instructions and has confirmed acceptance.”

“OK, Ellie. I’ll let you know whatever they find. It will probably take a couple of days if we have to make inquiries of humans.”

“Thank you, master. Would you like me to go to the beauty parlor now or wait?”

He stood me up and removed the chastity belt and handed it to me. “Go now. Tell the AI that this needs to be modified to accommodate your labia rings. I can’t wait to see you fully ringed. I’ll finish up a few things and be ready for you when you return.” When she had gone, “Jeeves, tell the Beauty Parlor AI I want a large bell on both nipple rings and add a stimulator to the belt.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Let me talk to Ravi now.”

Yes, sir. Mr. Cohen is on.”

“Ravi, Ms. Durbin asked me to check and see what her sister was doing for the two years after college. They didn’t talk much. I know you’ve already gotten what Ellie expected, but confirm everything you can with humans she met and non-computer records. There may be something else we should know.”

“Yes, sir. I’m on it.”

Jeeves, ask Alice to join me.”

“Yes, sir. She’s coming.”

Alice entered the room and came over and knelt in front of the desk.

“Alice, I’ve sent Ellie to the beauty parlor for some work. I’d like you to go down there and while she’s still in the chair, give both of you an orgasm with the double dildo. When you’ve both recovered, have the AI put the chastity belt on her and bring her back here on a leash. I want her to feel like a real slave.”

“My pleasure, sir.”

“Thanks, Alice.

I went back to the plans for the Lunar facility. The gravity was a real problem. It looked like we may have to centrifuge the clone tanks. That would cause a lot of process changes.

I found the beauty parlor without any trouble. I didn’t have Alice with me this time, but I knew Jeeves was with me. I said, “Jeeves, master wants me to have my left breast adorned like the right and two rings put in my labia lips. I held up the chastity belt, “And he wants this modified to accommodate my new labia rings.”

“Place the chastity belt on the small table to the side of the chair then sit in the chair. Relax. Everything is automatic and like last time you will feel minimal discomfort.”

As soon as I sat down the chair grabbed me and held me snugly. Soft clamps surrounded both breasts and squeezed them gently. It was a pleasant sensation. A brush on a mechanical arm moved down and I watched it paint a red liquid on my left nipple then slip the shield over it. A soft, mechanical gripper took hold of my nipple and massaged it very expertly into a hard aroused state then, again painlessly pierced it, inserted a ring the duplicate of the one on my right nipple closed it seamlessly. A thin mist of perfume anointed both breasts.

Unexpectedly the AI gripped both my nipple rings and held them extended straight out. More arms came up and obscured my view. I hear mechanical sounds, and light flared briefly then the arm retracted and I felt weight on my nipples. I strained to look down but couldn’t see anything over the swell of my breasts.

I was still hobbled and expected the chain to be removed so it could access my loins, but no, instead my feet were drawn up to my bottom and my knees spread wide. I realized the AI’s mechanical arms didn’t need as much space as a human would. I couldn’t watch since my head was held down, but I could feel every movement of the AI’s effectors. Thin fingers gripped both labia lips and spread them apart. I felt the tiny prick on both sides when I was pierced. I felt the cold metal rings inserted, then the weight when the arms retracted. I wanted to see them, but I’d have to wait. A healray was moved in and my piercings healed in seconds. I felt moisture on my pussy. I was enjoying this.

I expected to be released now, but instead the chair changed and I was laying on my back, a swelling under my waist, and my knees still raised and pulled apart. Alice came into view and said, “Hello, Ellie. Release her head.”

It was a relief to be able to raise my head. Alice was naked too and was holding a “U” shaped object in her hand. “What’s that?”

“We call it a prong, but it likely has a formal name. It’s a device to let two girls pleasure each other.” She rubbed a thick lubricant over both ends and inserted one end in her pussy and fastened a strap around her slim waist to hold it in. Then she stepped up between my legs. My “Bed” adjusted to fit her position and she felt my pussy and its new rings. “Nice rings. I envy you. I see you’re ready for me.”

Now this was embarrassing. I had gotten wet by having my pussy ringed. I couldn’t move, so I might as well enjoy it. “All for you, Alice.”

“And you too, Ellie. Just relax and enjoy the ride.”

She used her hands to guide the rubber phallus into my well lubed cunt. It felt so good I moaned in pleasure. As Alice fucked me I repeated my mantra, “I am a slave girl. I have no desire save to serve you. Use me as you wish. I am a slave girl…”With a grunt and a flurry of rapid hip thrusts, Alice orgasmed. She slowed but I was ready and her slowing thrusts drove me over the edge too and I screamed my delight.. she remained sprawled on me, the rubber phallus still in both of us, not shrinking as a real one would. Finally, she rose and pulled the prong from my pussy.

“Thank you, Alice. Where can I get one of those?”

“Ask Jeeves. Install her chastity belt. I watched as a pair of arms approached. The belt looked different. As it got closer I saw that the front panel had cutouts for my rings and a round ball on a short rod poked up from the middle of the front panel. The AI was quick and gentle. I felt the ball enter my sopping pussy, past my inner lips. It adjusted the rings so they passed through the slots and when the panel was inserted in the lock, shiny bars lowered through the rings, capturing them. So that was how it worked.

“Sit her up.” The chair raised my back up.

“Release her right arm.” She took hold of my arm and folded it up behind my head and fastened the cuff to the back of my collar. Then the left arm was done the same way. “Release her.” The chair let me go and Alice helped me stand up. It was only then that I noticed the bells. Large gold bells dangled on short chains from both my nipple rings. Both nipples shot to attention as the bells pulled on them and swayed with my movement. “Nice bells. Master must want you to be a pony girl.”

I remembered I had seen nipple bells on some of the ponies. Shit. I couldn’t go out in public like this. Would I be allowed to go out in public again? Was he just going to keep me? He had enough power to bend the rules if he wanted.

Alice saw my concern, “Don’t worry. They come off as easy as they went on. Now we get to use your other new rings.” She got a leash and clipped it onto one of my new pussy rings. I followed her out of the beauty parlor and back to master’s office. I was right. It was very humiliating being led by a leash on my privates. The bells swung on their chains at every step, jingling all the time and making my nipples stand out stiffly. I knew I would get used to the chiming of the bells, but the sensations, never. My nipples and sex throbbed with continuous arousal from the weight and motion of my rings so well placed in my erogenous zones. Those sensations were addictive. I never wanted to be free of them, no matter how helpless they made me. I knew I was a slave, doubly enforced by my own lascivious needs.

She led me into the office. Roger was waiting for me. His desk was clear. Alice handed him my leash and he said, “Display position.” I stood with feet spread as much as possible, raised my head high, and thrust out my breasts, with an embarrassing jingling.

“Beautiful, Ellie. I’m so proud of you. He reached up and flicked the bell hanging from my right breast. “Like these?”

“I love the way they look and feel, but I wouldn’t have chosen them myself. I don’t think they’re appropriate for a free woman.”

“No, I guess not, but I think they are spectacular. I enjoy having you wear them.”

“May I have them off when I go out in public, master?”

“We’ll see.”

“Are Virginia and I the only girls you put them on?”

He smiled, “Curiosity is not appropriate in a slave girl, but since you aren’t one yet, no, I have put them on several pony girls. Bells are very appropriate on human ponies. It’s not yet two so let’s talk about your education. Of course, you didn’t attend college, yet you have a job requiring some math. How did you get your knowledge?”

“Homeschooling. My grandmother lived with us and she was a mathematician before the Scourge. She taught my sister and I computers and math. “

“You have a job as an insurance underwriter, so you use your math education regularly?”

“Yes. Master, mostly statistics.

“All right, ReNew needs people with math skill, but more advanced than you’ve been using. There’s a calculus class three times a week at 2 so you’ll go there now. After that there’s dance and then dinner, and finally a beginning pony girl course. I’ll meet you for dinner and go to the pony class with you.” He released my hands and took the leash off my rings. Jeeves will guide you to classes. Jeeves, guide her.”

We kissed and he sent me on my way with a slap on the ass. I was going to go to school!

Calculus 101: Ten naked girls, all collared, nose ringed, hobbled and wearing cuffs. All of us were in our early twenties, fit and attractive. I was the only one with extra rings, bells, and a chastity belt. I was also the only one not a legal slave, but I was damned well not going to say that. I could just see myself explaining “I was just testing the waters to see if I really wanted to be a slave with things beyond what a real slave had to wear.”

The instructor was a man and of course he had an AI. He was a little older than the girls. When I entered the room he looked at me and said, “Ellie, why do you have more rings and bells than the rest?”

“Master likes me this way. That’s all he has told me.”

“The registration log says your use is restricted to Roger Dalton. I’ve never met him. What’s he like?”

“He exudes power. He commands every room he’s in. He is a stern master and a loving one. I am proud he has chosen me.”

“OK. You are several days behind, so you’ll spend this session with our AI cramming your brain directly. Have you done that before?”

“No, master.”

“OK. Sit here.” He indicated a chair bigger than most, designed to recline and with a helmet like affair to cover most of the head. There were ten in a row at the back of the room.. I sat where he pointed. He reclined the chair and lowered the helmet over my head. “Just relax. He’ll put you to sleep and pump data directly into your mind. You’ll get about six hours of instruction in this hour. Then you’ll be caught up and can join the class. OK, Max, give her the first hour.”

I immediately fell sleep. I woke later and wondered if the teaching process worked.

The instructor was standing in front of me, the chair was upright and the helmet was tilted off my head.

“Welcome back. What’s an integral?”

“A function of which a given function is the derivative which yields that function when differentiated and which may express the area under the curve of a graph of the function, master.” I didn’t remember learning those words, they just appeared in my head. This was a cool way of learning things.

“OK. You have most of the rote things you need. Next time you’ll get into the solution methods and get some practice. It’s time for your dance class according to your schedule. Better go.”

“Thank you, Master.” I hurried out and Jeeves directed me to the dance hall. The bells swayed with every step, causing my nipples to get hard and sensitive which aroused me more. The loud ringing was shaming. The slaves I passed did a double take then either smiled or frowned. The men just smiled and one stepped in front of me and lifted the bells in his hands.

“Nice. Did you ask for these?”

“No, master. My master does what he wants with me.”

“I’m sure.” He looked at my collar. “You’re not one of the ReNew slaves. Who is your master?””

“Roger Dalton, master.”

“He is fortunate. You are a beauty.”

“Thank you, master.”

He released my bells and let me go on.

It was going to take a while to become used to my new rings and bells. The dance class was in a different room than my last visit. There was one of the teaching chairs against a wall. All the girls in the room wore a wide belt hung with coins and chains. One girl had an elaborate headdress so I guess she was the instructor. All of them were collared and hobbled, so it was just a guess until she welcomed me, “Hi, I’m Beth, the instructor. You’re Ellie?”

“Have you danced before?”

I had a short class a week ago. No, not really.”

“OK, you need the introduction, go sit in the chair. It’s only about ten minutes then you can dance with us.” We went to the chair , she reclined it and lowered the helmet. “Start the dance instruction.”

I fell asleep and next thing I knew I was looking at Beth. “Come on, were ready to go.”

I followed her over and got in line with the other girls. At least my bells wouldn’t be the only noise in the room.

Beth said, “Lift your hands over your head.  Palms together.” We all got into the same position. “Follow me, Music start."

A swirling crescendo and a strong drum beat and I was dancing.  I could see the others out of the corner of my eye.  We were in perfect unison.  I felt the music driving my body.  I lost myself in the beat and rhythm.  I had perfect control of my breasts.  I could make them go any direction , firmly, in perfect control. I didn't think about it.  My body seemed to just follow the music, no, anticipate the music.  I could feel my muscles working but still, I felt like a passenger on a roller coaster.  I was excited and thrilled by the music and I knew I would dance for my Master's pleasure.  I wanted to please him so much. I wanted him to take me. It had been so long since I had been loved.

The dance ended.  I felt warmed up and ready to dance for hours.  I ran to Beth and hugged her tight.  "Thank you so much.  This was wonderful.  I've always wanted to dance. I knew it would feel good.  Now I've had one of my dreams fulfilled."

“You’re welcome Ellie,” she kissed me, strongly but briefly, “Get back in line, we have a schedule to keep.”

I hurried back to my place and some real instruction started. She worked on specific muscle groups and showed us exercises we could do on our own time. And then we would do dance moves that used those muscles. She was thorough and could look at a student and tell if the muscles were being used correctly. We danced many short runs and slowly put all the moves together until when we finished, we had a new dance with instructions to practice it before the next class. “Just ask the AI to play music for dance three when you want to practice. It also has dance instructions if you want to look at them. Class dismissed. Hang your belts on the rack. ‘Bye.”

Th girls formed a line in front of Beth and each one kissed her and thanked her, “Thank you, mistress.” I followed suit. Then I followed Jeeves instructions back to master’s bedroom.

I fell into the routine of a slave girl. My job was never mentioned again. I was exercised most days before breakfast, PT we called it, we used all our muscle groups for a half hour then went for a run around the grounds.  We ran in coffle. Our hands were free but our collars were fastened to a long chain, about five feet apart. The extra weight bothered me at first, but eventually it seemed natural. We ran until exhausted, longer each day until we ran hard for another half hour. Then we showered, still in coffle. When we were clean and dry it as time for “Patience.”

That was what the instructors called it. One at a time the instructors locked our hands behind us, gagged us, and put us each in a tiny room, really a narrow box three feet by four. The far wall was festooned with hundreds of rings, only inches apart. We were fastened to the wall by our rings. Sometimes standing on tiptoe, sometimes kneeling, always unable to twitch a muscle without sharp pains in whichever rings were used. I had seven, some girls only had nose rings. When they used my ear rings, I faced the door, any others and I faced the wall. It was agony to kneel or stand, facing a blank wall, unable to move even a tiny bit to assuage a cramp or scratch an itch, unable to plead for relief, not knowing how long they would leave me here. Time stretched interminably. Minutes became hours and we always knew only our masters could decide when it would end. I always wound up weeping and begging into my gag to be let down.

We learned “Patience” every morning and we visited it again whenever our obedience was less than instant and enthusiastic. The lesson there was not patience despite its name. We learned that anything at all could be done to us by our masters. There was no limit to our suffering. Our only tenuous defense was complete, unquestioning, absolute, and instant obedience with a smile on our face.

Strangely, as the days of my training went by, I found myself thinking less of the pain I endured and more of the eroticism of being bound helplessly to receive the training and punishment my master decided I should have. I tried to ignore my shameful thoughts, but could not ignore the arousal they created in my body. I dreamed about strong male hands and lips taking me to the heights of ecstasy. Every day, no matter what I had had to do, when I was returned to the house, I was aflame with passion and desire. I couldn’t sit still, complete sentences were impossible, I wept if master was not there. I was in a state of continual lust until he appeared. Following the slave protocols when I first saw master was the hardest thing I have ever done. I ached to throw myself at his feet, to leap on him and smother him with kisses.

Jeeves told me that master exercised when I did. No coffle there. He had a personal trainer and he worked out with several of his staff. Their exercise was just as long but they spent less time on the road and some in martial arts.

I ate with master when he was there and with the girls when he was away. He had a lot of short trips but on long ones he usually took me with him, mostly as his free companion, but a few times as his slave. The girls ate in a courtyard from bowls on the ground. They weren’t allowed to use their hands while eating. There were no free people watching us, so the first time I ate with them I used my hand to hold my nose ring out of the food. Big mistake. As soon as my hand touched my ring I received a terribly painful shock from my collar. I screamed and rolled on the ground, hitting the girl beside me.

I was sobbing and holding my neck to soothe it. She whispered, “Never use your hands to eat. The AI shocks us for it and not just a correction. That was a level 1 punishment. Eat now or you’ll get another one.”

I whispered back, “OK. Thanks.” I got back to my hand and knees and finished my meal. I would never make that mistake again.

After breakfast there were a couple of academic classes and at least one slave training class on proper behavior, service techniques, or a ReNew work session. The AI’s scheduled us individually so we all met our work, training and exercise requirements. My classmates shifted apparently randomly. I suspected I was getting more of an overview schedule than the more focused ones of the true slaves. I didn’t have a work shift in ReNew like the other girls.

Lunch was always a salad and a piece of fruit. They didn’t want us getting fat. Every slave I saw was remarkably fit and seemed  happy.

The afternoon was either a work shift or sex training. Lots of sex. We practiced giving and receiving sex in every position possible with both men and women We were whipped or spanked before, during, and after intercourse. I had always liked rough sex and appreciated a skillful whipping as part of foreplay. A little pain always made the pleasure greater. The instructors, many of whom were slaves, used riding crops to correct our mistakes and they were quite effective.

Every slave was whipped, harder than for sex, once every ten days. The instructors would take the girls into the whip house, just a big room with ten stations. At each station a chain hung from the ceiling with a metal bar at the end. The instructor locked our wrists to the ends of the bar, spread our feet apart as far as our hobbles allowed and clipped chains onto our anklets to keep our feet spread. Then they gagged us and  raised the chain until our bodies were pulled taut.

I was unable to move at all and completely exposed. Without ceremony, or even a word, they left us alone to hang there for at least an hour. When they returned they whipped us with a single tail whip. They were quite practiced and never broke the skin. The first stroke was always the worst for me. He would place the first one high on my back, a burning line of fire that hurt throughout the session. Then four more evenly spread down to my waist. The rest were spaced closer together down my ass, leaving it an inferno of sensation. They all hurt but is was an all over burning heat, not a separate flame for each stripe. Before he was halfway down my ass, all the pain would magically change to an equally burning arousal. I flipped over into wanting more and wanting my pussy filled. I wanted to come so badly.

He always finished with a flick, up between my legs, perfectly placed to further inflame my pussy and flick the middle of my belly. Rendered mute by my gag I could only moan my desire. Sometimes, and I never learned when, he would rub my labia lips, back and forth, before inserting his fingers into my pussy and finger fuck me to orgasm. It didn’t take long. I was already sopping wet when he entered me. A couple of strokes or  flick of my clit and I would climax, squealing and writhing in my chains. I wasn’t alone. I often heard other fortunate girls announcing their own orgasms. They would let us hang for another hour before releasing us. Then it was back into the routine to continue to learn to be better slaves.

Usually I ate dinner with master, if he was available. I would spend the evening with master if he wasn’t busy. Sometimes he’d take me to a play or show and I’d get to play the free woman again. Whenever I was allowed to dress normally, I would have to don  the chastity belt first. I never argued. I didn’t want anyone besides him to love me as a free woman. As a slave I was available to anyone.

After dinner most of the girls had free time they could spend in the lounge playing games, mingling with staff , swimming or, for some, there was pony girl practice every other day.. I was sometimes allowed to spend an hour more or less in relaxation with the girls, but the staff left me alone. I was the big boss’ girl. I wanted to try the pony play but master wasn’t ready for me to do that yet.

When master finished his work, he called me and I rode back to the house in a pony cart. I talked to the ponies on the way back. They couldn’t answer., so I told them about my day, what I learned, the work I was doing, but I never talked about master.

Alice met me at the door, “You have forty minutes to get cleaned up and dress for dinner. There will be guests.”

“I can wear clothes?”

“Yes.”

I showered and cleaned my face. I sat down to do my makeup, then had an epiphany. “Jeeves, can I use the beauty parlor now?”

“Yes, of course. You are its primary client.”

I walked into the beauty parlor and said, “Do my makeup and fix my hair,” as I sat in the chair. It took hold of me and did the works in  scant minute. It cautioned, “Your nails are not dry. I recommend you don’t move for a few minutes.”

“OK, can you show me my face.”

A screen in front of me lit up with my face. I had to admit, the AI was better than me. I looked like a professional model ready for a photo shoot. My eyes were professional lined, my lashes long and sexy, my skin flawless, lips a dusky red and faintly outlined. “Now my hair.” The view rotated slowly showing my perfectly trimmed, and styled hair. My natural auburn, shoulder length and smoothly flowing. A river of hair where all the strands seemed fixed to its neighbors. It shimmered in the light as I turned my head. I was ready.

“Thank you. Good work.” I wondered how I could dress for guests with these bells hanging from my nipples. They would make ugly and probably uncomfortable bumps under my breasts. I suppose I could just let them hang in front of me, but I’d have to cut a slit in the dress, and I couldn’t make that look good either. A thought occurred to me, “Would you remove these bells from my nipple rings?”

“Do you want the chains removed, too?”

It knew I wasn’t a slave, “Yes please, and remove the hobble chain too.”

The chair grabbed me again and the manipulator arms clamped my breasts and cut the chains off my rings. It released my breasts and released me. It had taken my hobble chain off without me feeling anything. I guess it knew how to unlock it. “You are dry and ready to leave. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“No thanks.” I went back and dressed for dinner. It felt strange to walk without my ankles hobbled. I didn’t miss it so much as feel undressed. Girls are silly.

I went back to the bedroom wondering just how I should dress. I opened the closet and found Jeeves had already planned something. There was a long black, slinky, gown that brushed the floor. It would have concealed my hobble. It also had provisions for my bells. A fold of the dress (it had many) hid slits large enough for my bells. But they would have been very prominent dangling from my breasts. It was better not to have them on display.

“Thanks for the dress, Jeeves. It’s beautiful. I don’t need the openings for my bells right now, but I like the dress. I’ll wear and keep the dress since I might be wearing them in the future.”

“Thank you, Elie.”

Master walked in and stared at me, “You are stunning, Ellie.” We wrapped  each other in our arms and kissed for a long time. He pulled his head back and said, “You are more beautiful than I remembered. Ellie.”

“You are just as much of a stud as I remember, Roger. Don’t ever change.”

“You got rid of the bells. Didn’t you like them?”

“Jeeves told me there would be guests for dinner. I didn’t think you’d want me flaunting my submission unless I was under orders. Same for my hobble. You never said anything and you remove it when I’m in public.”

“Good girl. I approve of your logic. There will be four guests, two of my foreign division managers and their women, who are both slaves.”

“Will they be here soon?”

“Let’s ask, Jeeves when will my guests arrive?”

“Approximately ten minutes, depending on their landing time.”

“Can we sit and talk until they arrive?”

“Surely. What’s on your mind?”

“Two things, first, I think it’s possible Ginny has something to do with the attacks on you. I don’t see how she could have done it and the bug not be found by now. She may be good, but no one is that good. Nonetheless she is acting suspiciously.”

“You may be right, I did look into the time she was away. She had a lover then and he was one of our clients. He was into extreme sports and died during a wingsuit foray. She initiated the recovery and we couldn’t do it. She blames us for his death.”

“Why couldn’t you restore him?”

“Do you remember that meteor that landed in France five years ago? Killed a thousand people? Well, it also took out a good deal of our Paris facility and wiped out our brain pattern storage there. Normally we can use the victim’s implant for backup, but he hit his head on a rocky outcropping at high velocity. When it killed him the impact also smashed his implant.”

You don’t keep copies in multiple locations?”

“We do after that accident. But remember most clients don’t want to be restored with large gaps in their memories. They want fresh memory. We had to develop terabit information transfer to keep up with the data stream. There is a tremendous amount of data in a brain scan. Even now we only keep remote backups for heads of state and we charge them a lot of money.”

“So you don’t think it was ReNew’s fault?”

“Not just us. There was a large investigation and the authorities concluded that the asteroid wasn’t our fault and our vault would have withstood any lesser  energy. It was designed to resist a one megaton direct hit.”

“OK. She’s wrong to blame you, but I still don’t see how she could have jiggered the autodrive software to target you and the designers can’t find the bug.”

“I agree. Someone else must be involved. Virginia has motive and opportunity, but the means are not evident. If she were my slave I could give her fastpenta and see what she knows, but since she’s free, not without a court order.”

“Yeah. Do you think she knows about the asteroid?”

“Anyone who heard the news knew about it hitting. Most of the reports focused on the loss of life, not our plant.  No one was killed there, it just smashed computers and memory in the vault on the edge of the plant. And none of our other clients died until we restored the lost data from their implants. She may not know. I don’t know what details my staff passed on back then. It may not matter now. If she’s held on to the anger this long, she won’t let facts dissuade her.”

“Well, I can try, but she’s stubborn. Second thing. What about your proposal. Is there an ulterior motive?”

“No, I really do need to attract more women into the clutches of ReNew. Because I haven’t patented anything, but rely on keeping all my methods secret, I only let my slaves learn how everything works and I can control who they see and fastpenta them if I suspect something. Right now personnel are the limiting factor in our expansion plan, and the expansion plan is driven by our governments, plural. I’m getting a lot of pressure.”

“OK, but why us? Surely in all the world you can find two good looking young women to hire, or even buy from another slave owner.”

“Did I mention that my marketing staff has been looking in every country of the world for over a year. You two may not be unique, but you are rare. It will be very economical to hire you two rather than spend another fruitless year looking. We might get lucky, but my people tell me that a pair like you are hard to find. I think any obvious candidates would have been found in the first year, if they exist. Of course ay girl like you two are already likely owned by someone and hidden away from my team.”

“I don’t understand that. Are you saying that most young women are enslaved?”

“Yes. If you examine the worldwide demographics over fifty percent of girls are slaves by the age of twenty one. These are the pretty ones. Most men would take a pretty girl over a plain girl. It’s shallow, but beauty is a survival trait because men like beauty.”

I was telling her the truth about my search, just not everything. Virginia and Elaine were more unique than I had let on. It wasn’t just their appearance or grace. Their minds were unique too. We could record their emotions and the images their minds made continually and implant them in other women’s minds. Every pain, every orgasm, the beauty of a rose, the love of a sex partner, disgust at a very ugly pile of dung, the fear of a snake or spider. We had not found anyone but these two whose brain parameters was close enough to our machine’s capabilities for a recording to be made that a different person could absorb it.

“And, of course I am very fond of you, and even your murderous sibling. It’s like living with Dr. Jekyll and knowing Mr. Hyde may be just around the corner. The proximity to potential danger makes every decision important. I feel I am in control and I always have my backup position, ReNew, in case I err. I must have a subconscious death wish, but you two make life exciting and I want to do well by you. Are you satisfied now?”

“Yes, you gave good reasons. I’ll try to reason with Virginia.”

“Good, now I have a question for you. If it turns out she has a major role in the attacks on me, and I have a choice, what would you like done with her? Right now I can see several choices: pull her fangs and let her go; tell the authorities, which will certainly mean a life sentence to slavery and I’ll buy her; show her the proof and let her submit to voluntary slavery to Blaine, if he’ll take her, or to me. If she submits to Blaine, I’ll keep her if he wants. In all of these scenarios I will still want to buy her clone and brain scan. There’s a good possibility that nothing tying her to the attacks will be found, since it hasn’t been so far.”

I had to think a moment, “If evidence of her involvement is found, she winds up a slave, so sparing her the trauma of a trial is the best scenario. I think she would rather belong to Blaine.”

“Good enough. Jeeves, where are my guests?”

“One minute out, sir.”

“Thank you. Ellie, let’s go greet them.”

We walked to the landing pad, he held my hand.

We stood behind a transparent wind screen until the pilot shut down the engines. Two slaves hurried out and opened the doors. We walked out and greeted the guests. Master shook hands with the men and I went to the women, I identified the women by the men they were with.

I went to the women and introduced myself and turned first to Natasha and we did the hug and cheek peck, then I turned to Nylla and we did the same. All of us wore evening gowns over our collars and cuffs. I was getting accustomed to seeing collars on women. I guess it is similar to the wedding rings that were popular before “The Scourge” ruined us. I was the only one with a nose ring. Was master the only one who insisted his girls wear them?

Master led all of us into the house and into the living room. Alice was waiting for us in her maid’s uniform and got drinks. It was unusual, I thought, for a free woman to be serving slaves. Alice has a complex relationship with master. The men gathered and probably talked business despite master’s statement they wouldn’t. I sat with the two women and we talked about our adventures with our men. I regaled them with my auto racing adventure. Nyla talked about sailing in the South Pacific and Natasha spoke about Skiing and bicycling all over Europe. We got to know each other for a half hour until dinner was served. Twenty years ago, we would all have been married to the men and had children at home. Now, none of us had children yet and were owned by our men. Well, I wasn’t, but it looked like I was, and in reality, I had become used to being owned by master. I liked the thought, probably because the reality of being a free woman in this society was unpleasant.

Dinner was very good, but unremarkable. Standard fare, heavy on delicious vegetable, and a little meat, because Roger was vegan and thus I was too. It was healthy, and while I liked meat, I realized it wasn’t healthy. I didn’t really have a choice since the kitchen usually didn’t offer any meat. Brandy and a little conversation after dinner.

I didn’t reveal that I wasn’t yet officially a slave and we got on well After we finished our drinks, Roger said he had a little entertainment laid on at the stables. We went out to the pony cart station and found two carriages waiting for us. Roger drove one with Mr. Muller, Natasha and me. Mr. Nakamoto drove the other one with, of course, Nylla. None of the guests seemed surprised by the ponies. Roger took us out to the race track. The weather was warm.

We stopped beside a  raised platform, long and relatively shallow, with six chairs facing the brightly lit track. Roger shepherded us onto the platform and we saw the chairs had packets laying on them with our names on the top. Assigned seats like we were in the theater. Roger stood in front facing us as we seated ourselves.

“Tonight you are going to be the judges for a ponygirl dressage competition. In your package is a scoring sheet. There are four contestants you can score on grace, skill , and difficulty. A score of five is the highest and zero the lowest. Each contestant has practiced her routine for a month and the routines last between five and six minutes.”

“This is a new competition. Dressage has been an equestrian skill for thousands of years and it has recently been brought into the ponygirl realm. Several ponygirl owners have agreed to hold competitions among ourselves. The girls can receive awards and prizes, but mainly prestige. The owners usually wager on their girls.”

“Historically Dressage is basically a series of memorized moves between a horse and rider.  Here it would be between a mistress or master and a pony, or two ponies.  It’s like a kata in judo where each move is choreographed and practiced to learn skill and mindset.  The slave poses were our starting point.  My choreographer, Suzanne, was excited and experienced and I left her to work out the routines. So far she has developed four basic ones that last five minutes each and incorporate most of the slave poses in different ways and sequences and added more moves appropriate to a bitted and harnessed pony girl. We asked for volunteers among our ponygirls and all of them stepped forward so I made it a reward for a girl’s skill and diligence. The four girls you will see are very good and this competition is preparation for the real contest in two weeks. Suzanne will narrate the performances for us. Let the show begin.”

He sat down and a procession came into view: four ponygirls in white leather harnesses walked in a line, beside them four men holding their coiled lunge reins, behind them, Suzanne, naked save for a white silk top hat, white knee-high boots, and carrying a long carriage whip. The procession marched in front of us and stopped with the girls facing us and the men standing behind them.

The ponies were in shiny show harnesses with white ostrich plumes flowing up behind them.  Each girl wore the ostrich plume in their bottom holes. The ends curved up into butt plugs  and straps around their bound arms held the plumes high above their heads. There was a large number on the front of each girl’s harness, one through four. All four of the girls stood in display position. Suzanne walked in front of the girls and introduced the girls, “Masters, these are our first four dressage trained ponygirls. Number one is Miriam, number…Alexandra. May we begin?”

Master said in a loud voice, "Gentlemen, the girls have choreographed a show for us.  It is adapted from horse dressage . Suzanne, you may start."

Number one was led onto the track. The man placed her toward the center of the track, facing us and he uncoiled her lead and positioned himself in front of us, facing her. He raised his hand dramatically and when he dropped it the music started.

All of the music was from symphonies with both strong themes and a mix of tempos.  The pony was, in effect, dancing to the tunes as she moved around the track high stepping from one pose to another.  She would freeze in a pose for as much as ten seconds before moving on. She seemed to revel in the audience and the almost continuous applause and cheers as she moved through her routine. As the last strains of Bolero died away the pony dropped into perfect kneeling display pose in front of their master.  The man patted the pony on her head and gave her a sugar cube.  She swallowed her cube and whinnied for the audience. Our applause was loud and sustained. 

Master was exuberant, "Suzanne, this was great.  This is just incredible for only a month Are all the girls this good?"

Suzanne leaned close so the girls couldn’t hear and said, softly, "Master, I started with  the weakest girl.”

“He laughed and said, “You’re a born showgirl. Good work. Give us a minute to fill out our cards then start number two.”

“Yes, master.”

The rest of the girls were great. I couldn’t fault any of them. They all got fives for skill ang grace. I thought the routines varied a little in difficulty so I was able to show some differences.

After the competition was over, master thanked each contestant and declared it a draw. He hung a gold star on each of their collars and told them to leave them on for a week. The girls were very excited and told him they loved performing. He turned to Suzanne, “Let’s arrange a show for the staff before the competition and make a plan to repeat it every couple of months.”

“Yes, master,. Thank you.”

He hung a gold star on her collar, too, “Good work.”

The guests were very excited about the show. The women raved about the quality of the performances and the men wanted to start dressage training for their own girls. They praised Roger for his innovation and thought it would be a real boost for staff morale in their divisions. Roger told them he’d send the routine notes to them as well  as a recording of this performance.

After they had left we sat in the living room like I had always envisioned home life could be. We sat together on a couch, hip to hip, hand in hand, looking out of a darkened room at the lake shimmering in the moonlight. I crossed my legs and looked somewhat ruefully at my anklet. What was it like to be married to a man? My mother had described her life before the Scourge and at its best it looked like this. The Scourge happened just as she was entering college and it smashed her dreams of an education, marriage, and a responsible job. Yet, she was lucky in that father already loved her and she him. She was the prototype of a happy woman after that, a slave to a man, children, no job. Dependence. She never mentioned sex, though of course they had been together enough to have Ginny and me.

“Master, I really enjoyed the show tonight. Will I be taught to do that?”

“If you want and you sign a servitude contract. It’s only for slaves and you’ll spend a month or so living as a ponygirl.”

That was what I expected. “If Virginia signs a contract with Blaine, could she train here, too?”

“That depends on Blaine. If he accepts my offer or we reach a contract, yes. They could both live here. ReNew has on-site housing for employees if they want it.”

“OK,” I thought, “This might work.” Ginny is close to a contract, though I’m closer.

“Master, I enjoy sitting with you like this, just being close and talking.”

“How often has our evening had this much sitting?”

I thought back. “This is our first time.”

“Why?”

“Uh, you don’t like it?”

“Wrong. Try again.”

“Master, I don’t remember any reasons.”

“Ok. It’s because I like sex better than relaxation. My whole day is spent in communicating, giving orders to my staff, data to my clients, persuasion to the people who hold political power, reading, sitting in conferences and briefings. The human body needs exercise to stay healthy. I find sex in the evening is important to my health as well as being very pleasant. If you agree to be my slave, you will spend much more time having sex with me than relaxing times .If this doesn’t excite you, then I’ll take you home now. I like you a lot and I hope to have you as my slave for many years, at least until my body can’t do it anymore. Hell, not even then, I’ll just change to a new body. You too if you want to continue.”

He hadn’t said the obvious, that he owned a hundred slaves who would gleefully kill me to take my place. This was indeed pleasant but it was clear he wasn’t going to be pushed into changing anything. I could only hope that if I made this sort of interlude pleasant, he might do more of it.                                                                                                                                                                                                                            


Chapter 4: Decisions

Two days left before Roger’s deadline. I arranged to meet Virginia for lunch. He sent me in his aircar. It’s certainly nice being able to avoid the traffic. Last night he told me about my bodyguards. I never suspected a thing. Ginny is already there, her drink almost empty. We each order a Martini.

“Ginny, I plan to sell Roger my clone and sign the contract.”

“What conditions will you require?”

“Just some to protect me if it doesn’t work out. .Any money I earn is to go in an interest earning account in my name. If he tires of me and brings in a full time slave then I’m free. I get to retire when I’m fifty and he will provide for my living expenses. He has to provide me with a ReNew contract.””

“Aren’t you going to prohibit corporal punishment?”

“Hell no, I like pain with my pleasure. Besides, the law is already clear that he can’t harm me.”

“I think you’re jumping into slavery too easily.”

Ginny, it’s the only way girls like us can have a better life. I don’t want to continue working for pennies next to men earning dollars for the same work. It’s not fair, but nothing has gotten better since the Scourge. We can’t vote, we can’t own property, we can’t be in any position of authority. Marriage is prohibited. I can stay a wage slave for next to nothing, with no hope of advancement, doomed to squalid quarters owned by men. Or I can become Roger’s slave. And Roger is no ordinary man. He’s wealthy, powerful, and an excellent lover. By giving up my worthless freedom I also give up a squalid life and live in luxury exposed to the best adventures available, and great sex. I’ve done my homework. I’ve been his slave in every way except legally for a month now and I like being his property. I don’t mind the chains and restrictions. It’s my dream come true. There isn’t a downside for me. I have to obey him, and I like doing that.”

“When are you going to tell him?”

“Tonight, then we’ll draw up the contracts. I’ll sign the sales contract first, of course. He’s agreed to pay for my lawyer to review both contracts. I get to choose the lawyer. I don’t know any so I’ll ask the bar association for a contract attorney referral. At least those laws still protect us.”

“Yeah, some protection against a Billionaire. Look, I still don’t trust that he’s told us the truth.”

“I asked him about that and he convinced me he’s being truthful. He admits he likes us and gave us a good deal. Has anyone else offered to buy your clone?”

Ginny was quiet and looked down at the table, so I asked, “Ginny, have you decided what you’re going to do?”

About what?”

“Roger’s offer? Blaine?”

“I’m not going to take Dalton’s offer. I like pony play with the right man, Blaine, certainly, but I don’t want to be a permanent slave, so I can’t sell my clone, me, into the slavery I won’t accept. I haven’t decided about Blaine. I think I probably will ask him to take me, but I haven’t been with him long enough to be sure.”

“I think you’re making a mistake. Roger’s slaves have responsible jobs, are respected by the staff, live much better than they could when free, and everyone I’ve talked to says they like it. Your clone will be happier than everyone we know, and you too, unless Blaine takes you.”

“Look Ellie, I like being free, but you are right that my clone might be happier as Roger’s property. I have to admit that all of his slaves I talked to sang a rosy tune. Here’s an idea, you have to quicken your clone with a brain scan, right? I read about it and I understand you put on a hair net thing and just sleep. It records your brain in a sleep state and then it’s downloaded into the clone, right?”

“Yeah. That’s what I was told.“

“OK, then let me wear it and record my brain. Then your clone will have my mind. In a few months I can ask it whether it’s better to be a slave or free. Then I’ll know whether to give myself to Blaine. The clone won’t be any worse off.”

I thought about it. I didn’t really matter to me and I didn’t see how it would affect Roger one way or another. But why do it. I didn’t want to deceive Roger, but it shouldn’t matter either. Who cared what kind of screw held the wood together? “Why do you care?”

“Ellie, you already want to be a slave. I don’t. In a few months, my own mind can tell me if it’s OK. It’s like sending a trusted scout into the wild. I can trust what my own mind tells me about acceptability, I wouldn’t trust yours. Your standards are clearly different.”

“OK. I can see that. But no. You don’t want to be a slave and it’s certain your mind won’t want to be either, even if it’s in my clone. No. I won’t do that. My mind will probably enjoy it while yours will hate you, me , and her life. Sure. I’ll tell Roger I want to spend my last night of freedom with you but I won’t let you sleep with the recorder.”

I ordered a second drink. I wasn’t driving. I had a chauffeur.

When I got home, I was already thinking of this place as “Home,” I went into the bedroom and stripped. I was getting very comfortable with nudity, too.

Alice came in and when I finished putting my clothes away she said, “Lie on your back and lift your feet.” I obeyed and she locked the hobble chain to my anklets.

“Your master is in his office and wants to see you. Go to him.”

I got to my feet and replied, “Yes, mistress.” And hurried out .I entered master’s office and saw him seated at his desk. I went to my appointed place and knelt, waiting for him to notice me.

In a few seconds he looked at me and said, “hello, Ellie. How was your visit to Virginia?”

“Pleasant, master.”

“Has either of you reached a decision on my proposal?”

“Yes, master. Virginia declined. She does not want her clone to be forced to do something she won’t do herself. I have decided to accept your offer and following Ginny’s logic, as soon as that is final, I would like you to accept me into your service.”

“Perpetual until retirement age?”

“Yes, with a few conditions to assure my security should you decide to terminate me early. You know, you still haven’t told me what I’ll be doing. Those should be in my contract, too.”

“Of course. I’ll give you my proposed contract after dinner so you can show it to your attorney. In short, you’ll be my companion. You will obey me and negotiate my decisions for a limited time. I’ll always keep you in some form or bondage and nudity will be common. You’ll sleep with me and during the day you’ll attend academic and exercise classes and you’ll have a job in the plant. You’ll be my hostess when we have guests, and you will be a ponygirl. You will accompany me on trips. You will be subject to corporal punishment when I think it is appropriate. I can’t imagine I will ever terminate your services, Ellie. This arrangement is forever. I don’t plan for either of us to die.”

“I know, but it’s prudent to plan ahead. I still want some provisions for me if you do decide to terminate me. People change.”

“Wise. Elaine Durbin, I will accept your submission.”

“Thank you, master. I will serve you to the best of my ability. I would like to sign the contract for my clone today and spend the night with my sister. My last night as a free woman. I would like the aid of an independent attorney to prepare my contract which I would like to sign tomorrow and spend that night with you, the first as your true and legal slave.”

“Come here. Jeeves, ask Alice to come in, please.”

“Yes sir. She is on her way.”

Master took a document from his desk and handed it to me. Ellie this is the agreement I proposed. You sell me your clone, I make you a formal ReNew client, and I pay you five hundred thousand dollars. I’ve already signed it. Read it and when you are satisfied sign it and Alice will witness your signature.”

It was only one page and it repeated what he said, so I signed it and Alice witnessed it. He put it back in his desk and handed me the headset. It looked and felt like a hair net. There was a red dot on it. He pointed it out and said, “Put it on with the red dot in front at your hairline. It will record everything needed . Just bring it back tomorrow and you’re done. I will use your clone already growing for this and start a new one. Your clone will be a ponygirl in about four months. I know you don’t have an investment account, so I have taken the liberty of opening one in your name at  my broker. I’ll make the deposit and have my broker select some investments for you. I’ll give you the paperwork tomorrow before you submit. I will give you a note committing me to pay your attorney’s fees for your contract preparation before you leave tonight. Can you think of anything else?”

“No, master, thank you. I jumped in his lap and we kissed.

When we relaxed he said, it’s only one thirty and you have an afternoon of classes to finish before you leave tonight. Will you have dinner here then go to your sisters?”

“Perfect, master.”

He took the brain scanner/recorder back from me and said, “I’ll give this to you after dinner. Alice, please escort Ellie to her class, then come back here. We need to plan for tomorrow’s activities.”

“Yes, Master.”

Alice and I left and she took me to a class on dinner service. More dance class, then back to quarters where I showered and dressed for dinner. I set out the things I wanted to take with me, mostly cosmetics then we had dinner. I got to sit in a chair and feed myself. Very normal, my normal since I was still collared and my ankles were chained. I hadn’t worn the chastity belt since I stopped going in to my work. “Master, will I still have the bodyguards?”

“Yes, since you’re my companion, I have to assume my enemy may target you. Why? Have they caused you a problem?”

“No. I’ve never seen them. I didn’t know they were there before you told me. They are very unobtrusive and when I think about it, I’m glad they are there.”

“I only employ the best people and I train them continually.”

Master walked me out to the aircar and removed my ankle chain.

“I feel bad that I’m leaving you alone tonight.”

“What makes you think I’ll be alone?”

“Cad. I’d better add something about that to my contract.”

“My slaves don’t give orders, love.”

“This was obvious from the first day we’d met. “I know. Girls want their men to be faithful.”

“And they are always disappointed. Have a good night. I’ll send a car to take you to your attorney at 9.” He handed me the brain scanner/recorder.

I saw my overnight bag was already in the car with the contract folder peeking out of the side pocket. We kissed, rather passionately and I realized I was going to miss having him beside me tonight. I got in the car and he retreated behind the windscreen. I waved as the car lifted out, my heart aching.

My mood improved once I was with Ginny. It had been a stressful time for both of us, living in limbo for months, teetering on a cusp, unsure what the future held and I was excited to finally move on with my life. Ginny had laid in a good supply of scotch and we proceeded to get shitfaced, chattering about future possibilities and ignoring all but the most unique sex in the X-rated vids she had selected. My mood slowly changed from excited to maudlin as I realized we would drift apart when I gave up control. “Ginny, we may never be able to do this again.”

She was still excited and buoyant, “It’s going to be fine sis. Roger will let you do it again because you want it. You’ve told me how he cares for you, and besides, all sisters drift apart as they get their own lives. Our relationship won’t change as long as we can see each other occasionally.”

We watched some old vids from pre-Scourge times and wistfully dreamed about marriage and family life while we drank too much and got a little soused. Finally we got ready for bed. I put the brain scan/recorder hairnet on and made sure the red dot was in place, then we got in bed together and fell asleep, holding each other.

I was awakened by my collar vibrating. It had never done that before so I was startled. I glanced at the clock – eight am. I remembered that the car was going to pick me up at nine. I sat up and the vibration stopped, “Jeeves,” I thought. I shook Ginny and she woke easily. We ate a cold breakfast, yogurt and an orange, then I got dressed. Ginny had found me an attorney to review Roger’s contract and add my conditions. She sent his name and address to my phone.

We finished breakfast and sat on the couch waiting for nine. “Make sure you get to visit me once a week.”

“We don’t see each other once a month, Ginny. What would we do?”

Her eyes were watering, “We should see each other more often. We’re the only ones left of our family. Now you’re going to put yourself under Dalton’s control. I want to make sure he has to let you visit.”

“I’ll be living in a nicer place, can you visit me, instead? I know, I can add a condition that he lets you and Blaine use the stables for pony play.”

“Thanks, but I think he knows I don’t trust him.”

“You mean because ReNew couldn’t restore your first love.”

“Mason,  yeah. How do you know that? I never told anyone.”

Roger had his people look into your history. He wondered why you were so suspicious. They found out what happened. Do you remember when that big meteor landed in France and killed all those people?”

“Vaguely.”

You were in England when it hit, but you were mired in your own tragedy then.”

“It hit when Mason was killed?”

Almost at the same time, a few hours later. A big piece of it landed on the ReNew plant. No one was killed there because it buried itself in a computer storage vault. The vault with Mason’s records. And his injury smashed his implant. Unless you think Roger summoned the meteor to his plant, he wasn’t responsible.”

She was silent for a minute, then she said, “You’re right. I never connected the two. I just thought ReNew had been sloppy and messed up. I shouldn’t hold that against Roger. When If I see him again, I’ll apologize. When you see him again please tell him I know I was mistaken and I don’t blame him anymore for Mason’s death.”

“I’ll tell him. I’ll see if he’ll invite you and Blaine over soon. The next time I see you I’ll be a slave and have to obey you. Try not to gloat.”

The car arrived and I got my things. Ginny was subdued, thoughtful. I was surprised she didn’t seem remorseful, but worried. Does this mean she had something to do with the attacks on Roger and wanted to stop them? Or was I just misreading her expression?

“Ginny, is there anyone else we should tell to stop the attacks on Roger?

“What? No, I tell you I don’t know anything about those attacks. Yeah, I know its suspicious that I blamed him and he was attacked. But surely anyone with that much money and power has made other enemies.”

“Yeah, OK. I’ll try and see you soon.” We hugged and then I went to the car.

The attorney was all business. He didn’t ask why I wanted to sign away my freedom. It was common now that marriage wasn’t available. He listened to my ideas and made a few improvements then he sent it to Jeeves. I got back in the car and happily went to my master.

As soon as I arrived, master met me in the foyer and took the brain scanner/recorder from me and removed all my slave gear, collar, cuffs, nose ring, anklets and chastity belt, until I was free of all restraints. He was going to have the beauty parlor remove my nipple and labia rings, but I stopped him, ”I want to keep these. They aren’t just for slaves. Many girls wear them.“ He agreed, easily, after all I would soon have them again.

We went in the office and I saw the contract laying on the desktop. It was short, less than a page, incongruous for something so momentous. Master was silent as I sat down and read it. “Will I be naked and chained all the time?

He was frank with me. "You've asked to be my slave. I am quite controlling. I'm having a complete set of irons and clothing made for you."

"Thank you, Master. I know being bound increases my responsiveness and the intensity of my orgasms. Will you keep me in chains other times?"

"Yes. Whenever you're home, you'll wear them for me. I like my women helpless and available. Besides, you're very decorative. I like looking at you."

Today, though, I wasn't naked or chained. Today was the ceremony. I will be dressed in white, like a bride.

This was entirely voluntary, my choice. If I gave myself to him, I would be stripped naked and be chained in front of all these people, his friends and their women, but if I didn't beg to be his slave, I would walk out the door and go back to a life I had never wanted. There was no question in my mind, only the nagging worry I might not like everything he chose for me. Foolish. When was a person’s future ever known? Girls had trusted their men to be good to them for centuries. Sometimes they were wrong, but somehow, the species had continued.

We both signed the contract. He kissed me as his newest property.  Alice took me to the beauty parlor and I came out looking better than even the last time. Up to the bedroom and I received  my dress, a beautiful white, full length gown. Master watched me dress, stepped up to me and put a fabulous necklace, huge rubies in pear cuts, in gold settings around my neck. Ruby earrings and bracelet completed the set.

He stepped back and looked me up and down, ”Magnificent, love. Let’s go down and meet the guests. I want to show you off.

I was going to be displayed as a free woman, despite my true status. I wonder why he bothered.

It was a festive atmosphere. There was a crowd of elegantly dressed men and women here, filling the house with light, tinkling laughter and lively music from the quartet on the patio. I mingled and tried to learn the names of all the women. Some of the elegantly clad women wore collars like the one I had just shed. Slaves, but not scullery slaves. The equivalent of wives, long ago, I took it. Maybe just mistresses, but both those were lofty positions compared to the present. I assumed they were all slaves, but, I was hesitant to ask anyone. What if I was wrong? Maybe they wore them to show something else? "Excuse me, are you a slave girl?" I'd wait and see, but I was pretty sure.

There were some women there, dressed nicely, but uncollared, not slaves. There were still some men who would bring a free female to the formal collaring of another. I was surprised to learn there were any men like that left in the world. And friends of Roger, too?

I had studied the ritual. Everyone knew it was just that. It wasn't binding. I was already legally a slave.. Yet to me it was the most important thing in the world. With it master picked up the obligation, in front of his friends, to protect me and I accepted the duty to obey him in all things.

He had always made it clear that he was going to keep me on a short leash, literally. I didn't care. It would be heavenly if he was holding it, but still OK if it was his.

Roger came over to where I was talking to a free woman from France who was telling me about the excitement of skydiving. “Excuse me, please. Ellie can I speak to you?”

“Yes, master, of course. Please excuse us. I’ll catch up with you later, Siobhan.” She drifted off.

“Ellie, your clone is awake in the recovery room if you want to talk to her.”

“Yes, please.” I knew it was Virginia’s mind in my clone. I wanted to talk to her, reassure her that she would enjoy life here.

“You’ve never been there. I’ll have Jeeves give you a guide.”

Jeeves voice said, Master, I have ordered Janet to take Ellie to the recovery room and bring her back when she’s done.”

A tall slave with long blonde hair approached and silently went into standing display position in front of Roger. The name tag hanging from the front ring of her collar said, “Janet.”

Roger said, “Go on, see your clone. Don’t take too long.”

I stepped up to Janet, “Let’s go. Show me the way to the recovery room.”

She led me outside to the pony cart stand, she released the strap from one cart and we mounted it. I didn’t recognize the pony girls. No surprising since I couldn’t see their faces. Janet released the brake and ordered the girls to a trot. The building was not too far away. Janet parked us expertly and had the cart tied up before I was on the ground. I followed her into the building and we stopped at the guard station. Two young , serious men told us to go to room 4. Janet stopped outside and said, “I’ll wait here for you, mistress.”

“Janet, I’m not a mistress. Master just  wants to collar me in front of an audience. Call me Ellie. Thank you.” I stepped inside and she closed the door behind me. It looked like a private hospital room. I was laying on the bed, looking at myself. It was me, naked, looking at myself. It was disorienting, like looking in a mirror and seeing yourself, but in a different place.

“Virginia?”

“On the inside only, sister. Cone here, please. I’ve looked in a mirror and see you. Very odd. “

I went to the bed and sat where she indicated. I took her hand in mine and looked at them together. Identical, of course. How long have you been awake?”

“An hour. What’s happening to you?”

There’s a big party to celebrate my collaring. I just stepped out to come see how you were doing.”

“I feel fine for a girl who’s about to be collared, chained, and turned into a ponygirl. A girl who can never make any more choices. And you wanted this for yourself?”

“Yeah, but I like submission and I like this lifestyle a lot compared to what I’ve endured by being free. Virginia wanted to stay free and make the world different. I never did. I was surprised she wanted, you wanted to live this way.”

Virginia / Ellie put her arm around my shoulder and said, “I had a reason,” then her arm slid around my neck and pulled me backwards onto her, her arm pressed into my neck, hard. I struggled but I was on my back, helpless. I tried to scream for help, but she was cutting off my breath. Everything went black.

I put Ellie into a choke hold and secured my arm in place with my other hand. I carefully counted, “One thousand one, one thousand two…She went limp at one thousand six and after seven I released her. Seven seconds of pressure on the carotid artery to unconsciousness, ten to death. I didn’t want Ellie dead, but I did want her out of the way for a little while. I stripped her and donned her gown and shoes. A perfect fit, naturally. I put on her jewelry. Expensive. She was wearing outstanding makeup. I wasn’t and had nothing here. I went in the bathroom and washed my face. Best I could do. I put her on the bed, flat on her back and opened the door. The slave girl waiting there asked, “Ready to back, mistress?”

“Yes, let’s go.” On the way out I told the guards that my clone was disoriented and yelling at me. I would come back later. She used a pony cart to take us to the house. I wondered if I would eventually be moving others around like this? No matter. First I want to deal with Dalton. I may not be able to kill him permanently, but maybe I could get a little personal satisfaction from doing it myself. I needed just an instant of opportunity once I got close to him, my loving master wouldn’t suspect a thing.

We were met at the door by a free woman, she knew me and instantly said, what happened, staring at my face. I had a story ready, “It...it got very emotional and my makeup was ruined. I washed my face and I need to redo it.” 

She said, “Janet, take Ellie to the beauty parlor and tell the AI to do her face like last time.”

“Yes, Mistress. Will you follow me please?”

I expected a human operator and was surprised to find it was an AI running the salon. Janet directed me to sit in a big, complex chair and I had to stifle a yelp as it grabbed me, gently, but I couldn’t move .Janet said, “AI, redo Ellie’s last makeup.”

The AI spoke with a soft, gender neutral voice, “Hold still, Ellie.” Mechanical arms moved in a whirl around me. I opened and closed my eyes on command and in a very short time the AI said, “Done,” and the chair released me.

Janet led me back to the party and that woman took me to Dalton.

“How was she?”

“Confused, wanted to be me. Cried a lot. Finally she started yelling that I had stolen you. Poor thing.”

“Remember you are required to address me as master now. I have never woken a clone directly into slavery before. It must be disorienting, even if you wanted it.”

“Sorry master. This is new to me and I just forgot.”

“Forgot, Ellie? You’ve been practicing for almost 6 months and you were perfect yesterday. Has this clone situation made you more upset than you’re letting on?”

“Maybe a little, master. I’ll try to remember. I’m a little hungry, can we eat something?”

“OK, the buffet is in the dining room. He held my hand and led me to the next room. It was an enormous buffet. We each got a plate and meandered down the row. I selected a few veggies and a roll then I saw what I wanted.

A long, thin carving knife with a wickedly tapering point. As I neared it I slowed and Dalton bumped into me. I backed up until he put his arm around me. I put down the plate and picked up the knife backhanded so the point was down. I twisted around and said, “Oh, look! And used my free hand to bump his free hand well outside his body and plunged the knife into his heart as hard as I could, holding it flat to the ribs so it would have the best chance of penetrating them.

Ellie opened her eyes, confused. She was laying on something soft, then she remembered, Virginia had choked her. She felt her neck, it felt tender, but mostly ok. She looked down. She was naked. Her clothes and jewelry were gone. She got out of bed and went to the door. Locked. She started pounding on it and yelling, “Help, Help me, “ over and over.

The door finally opened and two men dressed in white looked at me, curiously. “Help. I’m Ellie Durbin. My clone choked me and took my clothes. She’s going to try to hurt Roger.”

The dark haired man asked, “Who’s Roger?”

“Roger Dalton, your boss. I need to warn him.”

“Riiight. Back up,” the speaker started moving forward, the second one followed him, stopping in the doorway. I backed away from the dark haired one who cautiously followed me, talking in a calm voice, “Steady now. We won’t hurt you. Lay down on the bed and we can talk.

I lunged to the right, but he was quick and cut me off. He got hold of my left arm and pulled me to him. I struggled to free my arm but he was much stronger than me and in a second the second man grabbed my other arm. I gave up. There was no way I was getting away. I kept my voice calm, “Please, call security and tell them to keep Ellie Durbin away from Roger Dalton. It won’t hurt to separate them until this is straightened out”

They ignored me and cuffed my hands behind me and marched me out of the room and down several corridors. I tried to talk to them, to sound reasonable, to persuade them to just check my story out. They ignored me. I’ve been ignored before, but these guys were dense. I tried again, “Please masters, I know I’m a slave. I’m not trying to escape. How many new slaves have you seen who try to get you to warn your boss that he’s in danger?” No use.

They took me into a room, with a large chair in the middle, much like the beauty parlor, but more sinister. I was sure this was not a place of beauty. They released my hands and sat me in the chair. Just like the beauty parlor, the chair grabbed me gently and irresistibly. I couldn’t move a muscle. I yelled, “No. Listen to me. Warn security a woman is going to attack Roger Dalton right now!”

One of the men spoke, “Sammy, gag her.”

The AI acted quickly and a gag was inserted into my mouth as I opened it to protest, “Bu…”

“Slave gear, ponygirl.”

The AI acted simultaneously on several parts of my body. Cuffs were clamped on my wrists and ankles. My arms were extended and bands clamped around my upper arms. A collar was placed around my neck. My nose and nipples were pierced and ringed.. The nipple rings bore bells on three-inch chains. My legs were spread, labia lips pierced and a pair of rings inserted. Finally my legs were closed and the hobble chain joined my ankles. It was all over in a flash and the chair released me. The men pulled me up and fastened my wrists and elbows together.

The two men looked me over  and the taller one said, “Now we’ll take you to the stables and you can meet your teammates.” The other one put a leash on my nose ring and they led me outside and put me on a pony cart. The trip was short and much different than when I was driving.

A short ride later and they took me off the cart at the stables. They led me inside where we were met by a woman dressed in jodhpurs, brown knee-high boots and a denim shirt. She wasn’t collared. She looked me over and asked in a sweet voice, “What have you brought me gentlemen?”

The one holding my leash replied, “Hi Marianne, this is a new clone, sold by her original. She’s given us a little trouble.”

She came over and cupped my left breast in her hand, weighing it. “Nice tits, girl and already belled. You’ll be popular. I’m Marianne, the stable manager. You can call me mistress. It must have been a shock, even with your original’s memories. You need to learn not to cause problems. Put her in number four and punish her for causing you problems. After, use her any way you want. Don’t be gentle.”

I tried to explain, but only mumbles emerged. The men took me into a stall with straw on the floor and a toilet in the corner. There was a chain hanging from the center of the ceiling with a foot long steel bar at its end. They locked my cuffs to the ends of the bar and raised it until I was stretched tall. They pulled my feet apart as far as the hobble allowed and secured them with chains to the side walls. Despite herself Ellie began to get excited, feeling her juices start to flow.

They stood back and admired their slave, displayed before them in perfect helplessness, ready for their use and pleasure and obviously excited. Her ringed and belled nipples erect and hard on firm, high breasts, while tiny dewdrops of excitement shone on her pubic bush.

As their eyes devoured her, Ellie realized how intense her arousal was as she envisioned what was to come. Despite all her efforts, their misunderstanding of her situation, she was totally at their mercy, to do with as they wished. She was a slave and they were masters. It was natural and it was what she wanted.

Ellie jerked as the whip swished through the air and lay its first stripe on her buttocks. It left a pleasant fiery stripe that warmed her flesh, but too soft. She wanted it much harder.

Ellie twisted her head around and looked , imploringly at the man with the whip. “Harder,” she begged, mutely. He must have understood, because the next stripe was much better, lighting a fire deep in her ass. He covered her back and ass and thighs with his efforts, leaving her burning fiercely deep inside. He handed the whip to his teammate who ensured her front was equally warm. He made her breasts quiver and shake and her bells chime loudly. He covered the fronts of her thighs and her stomach with a crisscross of hot red lines. Ellie was a naked, stretched target. All of her was available to suffer and serve their pleasure.

Ellie squealed, yelped, and moaned through her gag, straining at her bonds, giving her masters what they desired. In return two rigid cocks would soon impale her, with the ancient in and out, pumping her insides full of their hot sperm. Then she’d be allowed to rest, chained in her stall, for a few hours until the next visit. She could expect a steady cycle of restraint, punishment, sex and obedience, mixed with a little pony play, stretching endlessly into the future.

As she writhed in her bonds, her desire was rising. Why had she waited so long, resisted slavery? She had found a wonderful new life, one she couldn’t change and one she had long sought.

They stopped whipping me, apparently I was properly punished now. They locked a long chain to my collar and locked my hands behind me. I knew they were going to take the rest of their pleasure now. I loved what they were doing to me. I needed to be filled and longed for the rest of the lesson. She had said, “Don’t be gentle.” I wasn’t afraid of these men. They were big and strong and I was helpless and chained, just as I dreamed.

Ellie looked up into the grinning faces above her and knew they would show her no mercy. She was correct.

A strong hand grasped her left breast and squeezed. Her bell chimed as her breast was twisted while rigid fingers were shoved between her pussy lips and into her love canal. Ellie squealed, twisting like an impaled insect. They shoved her and she landed on her back in the straw. The woman was standing by the barred gate watching her with a wry smile.

One man held her legs down and the other removed her hobble chain and threw it into a corner. He pulled her up by her thick locks and bent her over at the waist. Her pendulous breasts were slapped from side to side so hard they rebounded from each other and her bells were raucous. Held face down the gag was removed from her mouth. Inhaling to beg them to be ruthless she found her mouth again filled with a stiff penis.

“Suck it well, bitch!” The tall one commanded.

She choked and swallowed hard even as the dark haired one grabbed her waist and drove his cock into her slit. Impaled front and back she would have fallen save for the strong hands supporting her. The men slammed into her brutally, front, rear, front, rear, handling her easily, like a doll they were playing with.

Then the shaming, wonderful, humiliating need took over Ellie’s body and mind, replacing mere desire. She was being desecrated and yet incredible pleasure coursed through her.

She sucked desperately on Tall’s cock even as her pussy squeezed fiercely on Dark’s member.

Tall’s hot sperm gushed into her throat and Ellie swallowed it greedily, even as Dark’s hot seed flowed into her belly.

They had come and she was still desperately seeking release? She prayed they would not stop until she orgasmed. But they were still hard and still in her.

Dark reached under her and grasped a heavy breast in each hand and used them as love handles, alternately pushing and pulling her onto and off of him. She screamed into the cock gagging her, “Harder, please, harder!” she yelled. Pleasure exploded within her. She shrieked and kicked and spasmed…and fainted.

The first thing she saw when she came to was the woman, still smiling sardonically from the gate. The men were outside, walking away. The hobble chain again linked her ankles. Ellie found she was glad they had used her. “That was incredible, but, please, I’m not supposed to be here. My clone took my place and may try to harm my master, Roger Dalton. Please call security and tell them that Ellie Durbin’s clone switched places.”

“That sounds unlikely, but, I’ve seen a lot of unlikely things here. I’ll call, but if you’re lying, I’ll whip the skin off your back.”

She came back in a few minutes, smiling, “Mr. Dalton is fine. Your clone did try to stab him. He’s OK. He’ll come get you in a few minutes.” She came over and unlocked my hands. “Get cleaned up,” and pointed to the small sink next to the toilet..

Roger was holding a plate with asparagus spears, potato salad and a green salad. He was following close behind Ellie, almost touching her, consciously inhaling her aroma, so much more divine than the food before them when she stopped. He gently collided with her and she twisted, like she was falling. He put his arm around her waist, not holding her, but preventing a fall. He saw her arm holding her plate come up and hit his plate, food sailing away on graceful arcs. When she was halfway turned around he felt his clothing stiffen. A silver gleam caught his eye. A long carving knife was in her hand, its tip touching his chest over his heart. Ellie had tried to kill him! She was still straining, trying to push it through his coat. He enclosed her knife hand in his and pulled it away, He grabbed her other hand and said, conversationally, “Jeeves, Send security to me fast.”


Chapter 5: Recovery

Two men appeared quickly and took charge of Ellie. All the guests near them were watching Roger as Ellie was taken away. None of them had seen what had happened so he said, “Nothing to worry about folks, Ellie is just a little distraught. Go on and get your food.” When normalcy resumed, Roger stepped outside and said, “Jeeves, get me Ravi.”

“He’s on, sir.”

“Ravi, we were in the buffet getting food when Ellie stabbed me with a carving knife, aimed for my heart. Thank you for insisting I wear impact armor clothing. It saved my life. Your men have Ellie in custody. Have them take her to an interview room and get some fastpenta in her. She visited her clone just prior to the attack. Check on Ellie’s clone, too.”

I looked around and my guests seemed to be acting normal. Many were eating and talking in small groups. None were staring at me or looking worried. The string quartet was playing something softly on the patio. “Jeeves, send Alice to me, please.”

“Yes, sir. On her way.”

Alice joined me in less than a minute, “Where’s Ellie?”

“When Ellie came back from seeing her clone, how was she?”

“Disheveled. Her makeup was gone and I took her to the beauty parlor to have it redone. She said the meeting with her clone was emotional and her makeup was smeared so she washed it off. Come to think of it, that makeup won’t smear without the remover! What’s happening, boss?”

“Not sure yet. Ellie tried to stab me with a carving knife in the buffet line. Security has her now and are giving her fastpenta. I’ll go interview her in a few minutes. Can you work up some entertainment for the guests for an hour or so?” Alice had been with me for thirty years and I knew she was capable of winding the guests around her finger for  many hours.

“Of course, boss. Go tend to Ellie.”

I walked casually out of the house greeting many well-wishers on the way. “Be right back,” several times. I went to the security building and found Ravi in the hall.

“Hi boss. She’s in interview I and fastpenta has been administered. She’s ready to be interviewed. Would you let Marge start the interview? She’ll do the routine questions. We can watch and take over when appropriate.”

“OK, go ahead.”

We went into the observation room. Monitors showed several views of Ellie sitting at a table with Marge across from her. Ellie was still wearing her gown and jewelry and looked miserable. Marge had a sheet of paper in front of her.

Ravi said, “Marge can hear us if we have anything to add during the interview. OK Marge start the interview.”

Marge said, “Hello, I’m Marge Mandrell. What’s your name?”

“Ms. Durbin.”

“That’s pretty formal. What’s your first name?”

…”Virginia.”

“Marge, that is Elaine Durbin. Her sister is Virginia. Something is wrong here. Check her movements for the last few hours.

Marge, still calm and friendly asked, “Who is Elaine?”

“My sister.”

“Where is she now?”

“I don’t know.”

“You tried to stab Roger Dalton at the buffet, correct?”

“Why?”

“He’s bad, responsible for the deaths of people.”

“You had just signed a voluntary servitude contract to him. Why did you change your mind?”

“I didn’t sign anything.”

“You left the party an hour before the attack. Before you reentered the party, where were you?”

“Beauty parlor.”

“Before that?”

“Building where I met with my clone.”

“Before that?”

“Home.”

The pieces fell into place in my mind. “Marge That’s Virginia’s mind we unknowingly placed in Ellie’s clone’s head. Ask her if Ellie’s OK.”

“So you switched places with your original. Is she OK?”

“Fine. I left her unconscious but alive in the bed where I woke up.”

Ravi said, Ellie’s OK The staff thought she was the clone and processed her. She’s in  the stables now.”

“Good. I’ll go get her in a minute. But first, “Marge, find out if Ellie was involved in switching the brain scan.”

“Virginia, we know you took the brain scanner and loaded your scan into it instead of Ellie’s. Did she help you?”

“No. She was loaded, asleep when I took it from her. I put it back on her before she woke up.”

“Marge, that’s all for now. Ravi, that girl is Ellie’s clone with her sister’s mind scan. Retrieve the jewelry and gown then hold onto her. I’ll come back after the party and decide what to do with her.”

“OK boss. She’ll be waiting for you.”

I went back to the party and briefed Alice then took a pony cart to the stables. I made the poor ponies gallop part of the way. Marianne, the stable master, met me at the door. “Lost your slave, boss? Not easily done around here.”

“Unique circumstances. Where is she?”

“Number 4. She raised a ruckus so she’s been punished and used.”

“Good. It wasn’t all her fault, so when the intended pony shows up, make sure she gets the same treatment. Her name is Virginia, she’s Ellie’s twin sister, and the cause of all the commotion. She tried to kill me a half hour ago so she should be uncomfortable for a while.”

“Problem pony?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Much easier that way.”

I went to stall 4 and found Ellie, chained to the wall, but standing as close to the door as she could, with an anxious look on her face. I kissed her first thig, then, “Your clone went a little wild. She impersonated you then tried to stab me with a carving knife in front of all my guests. Did she say anything to you?”

“No. Everything was fine until she choked me.

“OK we’ll straighten out intent later. Right now we have a house full of guests who’ve likely eaten all the food and are getting restless.” I took the chain off her collar and led her out to the waiting pony cart. I took the slave fittings off Ellie as we rode back to the house. The nose ring wasn’t the temporary one I had put on her that night at Shade. It was a permanent one. She was pierced and a gromet was installed in her septum . The ring was titanium II plated with gold. It could not be easily removed. “Ellie, I can’t remove your nose ring. It’s a permanent slave ring. You’ll have to wear it for the ceremony.” I’m sorry, I had not intended it.”

“It’s OK master. I’m already your property so the ceremony is just show for the guests. You might as well tell them early so they won’t be surprised. Though it won’t matter to me.”

Alice met us outside and helped Ellie back into her shoes, gown, and jewelry, then we all went inside. Alice put the cuffs and collar in a basket for use in the ceremony, and we went to mingle with the guests.

Roger Dalton looked at his fairy princess, all in white and felt love and gratefulness for her. She wanted to be mine. She was mingling with all these strangers, my friends, like they were family. She was like finding water in the desert. She was chatting gaily with the girls and respectfully with the men. She knew they were slaves and masters, but she didn't care. I was surprised at how easily she mixed with them. I watched her mingle, saying a few words to someone then flitting like a butterfly or a kitten to someone else that caught her eye. She had shed all her worries tonight. She paused between people and sought me out. She was making sure I was still close. Once when she didn't see me immediately. She froze and scanned the room, only resuming her random flight after she located me

I had wanted my women helpless and submissive ever since I first saw they were different from boys. I knew my views were once considered backward and out of date, but now they were the norm .I was quite comfortable with the idea that women should be possessions, not partners. I was honest about it and no woman was ever unclear about the terms of our relationship.   I would never employ force and I was disgusted by the thought of a cringing slave. No, it was a great pleasure to use a woman's passion and sexuality, her core of femininity, to free her from the chains of culture and society, to let her savor her hidden passion for submission, and choose the tangible chains of a true master. Unscientific, of course, but repeatably demonstrable was his knowledge that all women housed a deep well of submission. Exposing it led her into a life of happiness and pleasure.

I watched her thread her way through the crowd toward me. She was radiant, glowing with happiness, anticipation, floating inches above the floor. She had a spring in her step borne of energy and anticipation. I hope someone is catching this in a recording. I will want to watch it again.

Now, Ellie, she of such great passion and energy, this woman who unexpectedly dropped into my life, had thrown away all her carefully honed defenses and was about to proclaim a deep desire to be my helpless, submissive dream woman. God, the fates, destiny, all had lined up and decided to do something nice for me. I would probably have to pay this debt sometime, but I couldn't refuse such a gift. I took her in my arms, lifted her up and kissed her, long and hard. This was my dream, personified. She tasted of spring, sweet and fragrant , and sex, Oh My God. Sex. I imagine I glowed as much as she did when we kissed.

What will happen to Virginia and Ellie’s clone?

Can the attacks on Roger be stopped?

Is Ellie going to get the life she wants?

Find out in Bondslave 3: Consequences.


Other Kindle Titles by Alan Horn

Total Control:Total Control 1

Total Control 2

Total Control 3

Wage Slaves:Submissives

Wage Slaves 2

Gods of Olympus:Pony Girl Sentence

Consequences

Julie

Coffle:The Coffle

Coffled Future

Coffle Cure

Enslaved: Books 1 - 7

Pony Girl Dreams

Ensnared

The Love Ring

The Natural Slave

Humiliation

ControlledLaura's Key

Laura's Coffle

Shadow War: Books 1 - 7

cover.jpeg





