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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.

Ellie finally agrees to become Roger’s bondslave and her clone is created. Virginia replaces Ellie’s brain scan with her own and the clone wakes with Virginia’s mind. It uses Ellie’s position of trust to stab Roger. He escapes and Virginia’s identity as his attacker is discovered.


Chapter 1:  Ceremony

Roger was holding me up and we were staring into each other’s eyes in mutual epiphany. I had rushed to him and leapt on him and he caught me effortlessly. We kissed passionately as the crowd cheered. When he held me at arm’s length, I wondered how I had managed to find him and so, so glad that I had. He was everything I had dreamed of strong, passionate, intelligent, and so very masterful. He exuded masculinity, he dominated wherever he stood. I was so very anxious to serve and pleasure him.

I met Roger Dalton at Shade, a BDSM club downtown, purely by chance, but it must have been destiny. We clicked immediately and I haven’t looked at another man for the past six months. He had to look at other women since he and his company owned so many, but I didn’t mind since I’ve slept with him every night.

A very wealthy man, Roger owned his own world-wide company, ReNew. It brought its clients back from death by loading their stored clones with their mind’s most recent contents.  Although over ninety years old, he had a young man’s body. Not through vanity, but because someone was actively trying to kill him and had succeeded, twice.

The last attempt had happened only an hour ago, at my collaring ceremony. Roger had made a clone for me and it was quickened this morning. I had gone to see her  after she woke for the first time as a sentient being and she attacked me, took my place at the ceremony and tried to stab Roger. I couldn’t understand why my clone, with my mind, copied only yesterday, would try to kill my love and master. After the ceremony was over, master was going to take me with him as he tried to unravel this mystery.

He set me down and I breathed deep, clearing my head, trying to remember my lines. We were ready now. I stood before him, looking up into his eyes. They shone with an inner light, which I found appropriate and a little alarming. I fully intended to give myself to him, to become his property, his chattel, but what would he do with me? There were so many possibilities, most of them positive. I was stepping into darkness, hoping he would catch me. Perhaps it was the dangerous possibilities that made this so exciting. I was literally bouncing on the balls of my feet, anxious to begin the ritual.

Roger, Alice and I were standing on a raised dais in the center of the room, A stand on one side of the dais held my contract, ready for my signature. I had spent several hours with an attorney creating clauses that would set me free with a stipend if Roger tired of me. It was the most protection the law allowed me, and I sure hoped I would never have cause to invoke them. Once I signed it, any such clause depended on Roger’s honor, anyway.

He asked, "Elaine Durbin, do you attest before these people that you wish to be my slavegirl, to obey me in all matters, to consign all decisions and choices to me? If so, state your desire and intention."

I knelt and said, in a clear voice, "Master Roger Dalton, I,  Elaine Durbin, renounce my freedom. I am a true and natural slave. I beg you to take me as your slave, control me, love me and allow me to serve you. I will obey you in all things and beg you to be strict and strong with me, whip me and punish me as I deserve, protect me as I need it, love me and always show me my path forward. I swear these are my desires, Master."

Alice stepped between us, took my hand and turned me to face the stand where my contract of voluntary enslavement awaited my signature to strip all rights from me, to make me Roger’s chattel for the rest of my life. She handed me a pen. I took it gratefully and, with a quick glance at the smiling crowd, signed my name with a flourish. It was done. Roger was now my lawful master, owner, lord. I handed the pen to Alice and turned to face him. I lifted my face up and he kissed me. A short but meaningful kiss. “I’m yours master.”

“Thank you, Ellie. Now let me look at my property.”

He reached up behind my neck and undid the buttons holding my gown up. He let it slip to the floor. I wore only a white lace trimmed bra and matching thong under my gown. Now I was nearly naked before the crowd, certainly the scantiest clad woman there. As the newest slave it was fitting and knew I would soon be fully revealed.  Master wanted my collaring ceremony to be memorable and memorialized. For an instant I felt ashamed, but then I realized I was his slave. I had no choice anymore and I was happy he wanted to show me off. I had been found pretty enough for his collar. I was a treasured possession to be shown to his friends, to demonstrate his taste and power. I saw Master smile and reach for me. He pulled me close and kissed me. I nearly swooned, my lust and love were filling me beyond thought. He released me and I dropped to my knees before him. I bent low and licked his shoes, long, slow strokes up both sides of both shoes. I think I will always remember fondly the taste of carnauba wax on leather. My belly was kicking me in great throbbing pulses as the slave heat grew uncontrollable in my loins.

Ellie was a very pretty, young woman, not always the prettiest in the room and not usually the girl one would expect a rich, powerful man to choose. Until she smiled. At that moment she lit up a room and became the most beautiful woman alive. When Ellie was happy, no other woman was close, and everyone elevated the mood of everyone who saw her.  Roger was willing to devote his time, effort, and wealth to keeping her happy, indeed.

I raised up and looked at my Master. He grasped my nose ring and gently lifted. I stood tall, he released my ring, and handed me the golden collar. I took it in my hands and turned it slowly, memorizing every detail of the physical manifestation of my slavery, looking at the thing I would never see again. The collar I would lovingly polish every morning and the first thing anybody would notice of me. It was lighter than it looked, shining gold with an intricate woven pattern embossed around its circumference. The subtle hinge and lock would rest invisibly under my ears while the unmistakable thick ring dangled from the front. A smaller but just as sturdy ring swung from a staple at the back. I inspected it closely but saw no place for a key. There was deep engraving above and below the front ring, "Ellie, Property of Roger Dalton." I held it high so everyone could see it.  I said in a loud voice, "This collar proclaims I am Master Roger Dalton’s slave and property. With all of you as my witness, I submit to my Master by placing it, permanently, around my neck. As it binds my neck, so shall I be bound to my Master." I lowered the collar and looked into master’s eyes. Alice stood behind me and lifted my hair as I placed it around my neck and pressed the halves together. It closed with a loud snap and was cold against my skin.

At the instant the lock engaged, Elli became very happy. Her smile brightened the room, and everyone present knew she had reached her acme. She was home.

I hoped I would never be without it again. My belly exploded in a huge orgasm. I screamed my pleasure to the throng of watching eyes. My scalding love juices flooded into my pussy and I was helpless to move in my ferocious pleasure. Master’s arms enfolded me and held me against his body, possessing me and protecting me. At last my spasms reduced enough for me to stand again. Master was smiling and all the men were applauding and cheering. Master raised his hands for silence and the applause died away.

"Ellie, I accept you as my slavegirl. I will care for you, protect you and hold you to strict standards of performance. I will give you my best as I demand your best in return. I will love you and never touch you in anger. And as everyone in this room will attest, you have much to give. You are now my property."

Alice and Roger stepped off the dais and everyone in the room applauded. I beamed and crossed my hands behind me. I as determined to be Roger’s perfect assistant, humble servant, sex toy, and obedient slave. Roger reached up, took my hand and I stepped off the dais. He led me around the room, introducing me to his friends and their women. Both Roger and I had invisible ear buds and Jeeves was reminding us of all the names as we approached people.

As we circled the room, I saw a series of empty frames along one wall. As we meandered closer, I saw that the first few held photos taken today, showing me. It was a series of events in my collaring. I imagine Jeeves was recording everything and soon the rest of the frames would document the rest of the ceremony. I was both proud and dismayed, for I thought the last ones would show me in full slave mode. Well, no longer my worry. Everything was Roger’s fault now.

When we had gone all the way around the room, Alice joined us, and Roger steered me through a door into a small anteroom mostly full of the AI chair. Alice stayed outside the room and guarded the door. This was Alice’s grand plan. Roger would take me around the crowd and at every loop, stop in here where the AI controlled machine would increase my slave restraints and decoration. Roger sat me in the chair, and it took hold of me. All it did this time was add anklets and bracelets. It was done very quickly, and the metal was snug on my limbs when it released me. Roger took me back into the main hall and continued my promenade.

At every pass, another photo appeared in the frames. On successive visits to the room I lost my scanty clothing, Had had nipple shields and rings attached, my labia lips were ringed, hobble chain locked between my ankles, wrists locked to the back of my collar, leash added to my nose ring, and finally, bells hung from all my rings.  In the end I was helpless, noisy, totally exposed and happy as a pig in new mud. And all the frames were full of my descent into slavery.

I was his, publicly as well as officially. Before fifty or more witnesses I had given my freedom away. All I wanted now was for him to take me until I was cross-eyed.

He led me to the back of the room through the clapping throng.

After the ceremonies were done, Master kept me on  his leash, trailing after him as he showed me off one last time to his friends. I only had time for a few words with each woman we spoke with. They all seemed happy for me. Really, I didn't detect a single bit of cattishness, disappointment, or jealousy from any of the slavegirls. Maybe because they already had their masters and were content.

One woman I hadn't met yet said, "Hi, I'm 'Liz. Will you be training with us?

I had no idea what she was referring to, so I got to use my oft mentally rehearsed, now standard reply, "That's up to my Master."

She smiled and said, "Isn't it always? I hope we'll see you there." and walked away.

This was real freedom, I realized. I had no responsibilities, no worries. Someone else would decide where I was supposed to be or do. I literally had to live in the moment. Master looked at me and asked, "Why are you grinning, Ellie?"

"Master, I'm so happy to be here with you. Let's send these nice people home and I'll show you why you should be grinning, too."

"Why wait?" He looked around the room, found what he was looking for and led me through the people. He stopped close to Alice He whispered something in her ear then led me to his bedroom.

I was disappointed when he didn't take me to bed immediately. I was so ready. Instead, he led me to a chair and sat down. He pulled me onto his lap, sideways. I automatically turned my face to his and we kissed, tenderly, at first, then deeply. He broke the kiss and I looked at him in pure lust. The kiss had aroused me to the bursting point. My nipples were hard, aching stones and my belly was throbbing, like a racehorse pawing at the gate, ready to run. It took me a moment to realize his face was serious, not ready to play. I wanted to ask him  what he was thinking, but I as in full slave mode and didn't want to ask him for permission to speak. When he wanted me to know what he was thinking, he'd tell me. I settled for asking the question with my eyes.

He knew I was confused and smiled, just to tease me.

“You’ve worn slave restraints for a couple of months now. You’ve learned most of the slave positions, so I guess you only need to learn proper behavior.”

“Master, I’m not sure what you mean. Am I not anxious to serve and obey?”

“There are just a few things. You already know some of them, like not using the furniture without permission and proper modes of address. Jeeves will give you a lesson tomorrow and start monitoring you.”

“Master, I thought I had tried everything.”

“Nearly, but up until today you were legally a free woman and the few things left for you to learn are really only appropriate for slaves. Don’t worry about it. Water under the bridge now.”

“I know, master, but remember, I only know what you’ve shown me . I really don’t know what my day wills be like. More classes, playing sex games with you and your merry men, slaving in the hot sun harvesting your cotton, or what. All I know is that I want to serve you, be with you, pleasure you.” I shut up and we looked into each other’s eyes.

"Good girl," he finally said. "OK. I’ll tell you what I’m thinking now, but remember, I may change that if I don’t think it’s working.”

I put my arms around his neck and said, "Thank you, Master. Am I going to enjoy what you're planning for me?" It didn't really matter, I was already 'All in," it was just curiosity.

"I think so, slave. But I'm not going to stop if you don't enjoy all of it. The big picture is I like my women naked and helpless. It’s just the way I am, so, around home, that’s how you’ll be. You’re my woman, all the other slaves and free women around here are just to keep the place clean and operating. When I travel, I’ll take you with me and if it’s more appropriate, you can wear clothes and have your ankles free.  You’ll be my assistant when I need one, so you’ll get some training for that.  I think you'll be a good assistant and provide me some valuable insight into the feminine psyche. If you make mistakes, I may use the crop to instruct you, so be careful."

Work? Me?  I'm not qualified. "Master, I've never worked in an office. I don't know anything about correspondence or typing, or much of anything useful. I was a00 journalism major and never could type well."

He just smiled and turned me over his knee. When I was in place he said, "Hands behind you."

I obeyed and he locked them together and gripped them with his hand. He gave me a stinging slap on my left buttock. I yelped and squirmed, trying to rub the sting with my fingers, but he held me fast.

"Are you questioning my decision, slavegirl?"

"No, Master, never, just my ability to comply."

I felt his hand smack my right buttock. I yelped again.

"That's for questioning my judgment. That's just as bad. Don't do it again or I'll have to spank you some more."

By now his swats had fully aroused me and I wanted more. "I think I need more spanking or I’ll be bad some more."

He dumped me on the floor and started laughing. It was infectious and I couldn't help laughing too. Finally, he stopped and said, "You enjoy being spanked too much, you lascivious minx. I'll have to find something else to threaten you with."

"Master, I've heard that sometimes men rape women to assert dominance."

"Good idea. Kneel." He pointed to a spot in front of him.

I struggled to my knees, intentionally swinging my breasts more than needed, glad they bore their rings and bells. I knew how to get his full attention. When I was in the right place, I lowered my eyes to the floor, thrust my breasts out and spread my legs as wide as possible. I knew he watched my adjustments with interest because I watched the bulge in his pants grow large.

“Open, slave.” I opened my mouth and he gagged me with a large red ball and strapped it tight within me.

He stood up, took his erect cock out, lifted me off the floor and held me close. My arousal sprang to climax imminent level, my nipples started aching, and love juices filled my pussy. I felt his cock probing my pussy. I quickly spread my legs as far as the ankle chain allowed and tried to spread my pussy lips apart. It probably wasn't needed since I was so wet. He lowered me onto his erection and every single nerve ending in my love canal sang "Halleluiah" as he rubbed it. I gasped as he thrust his huge, rock hard, erection between my hot, wet, trembling love lips. I screamed in pleasure as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, then climaxed again as his huge shaft lunged into the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member, as tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina trying to pull him deeper, and I surrendered to his sexual and personal mastery of me.

She would always remember the frantic pulsing of her belly as she orgasmed over and over in her glorious release. She felt the denied orgasms of her entire adult life flooding out of her in long sought release of passion. Ellie was beyond any rational; thought. The phrase, "At last, Thank God," ran through her mind, over and over.

Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless and mind-blowing orgasms, Ellie knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. His relentless power forced her to open and show her limitless capacity  for sexual submission. She knew it wasn't just capacity, it was her desire, her unknown but obvious goal.

Her eyes opened wide in fear as he lifted her for his final assault. She felt him grow even larger within her, stretching her to the limit. She gasped as he  relaxed his mighty arms and let gravity suck her back down on his now heroic cock and she lunged onto him with unstoppable power and she screamed in terror and joy as his huge member demanded she open her passage to him. His thighs mercilessly pounded her ass as she fell onto him.

Deep in the maelstrom of her belly, Ellie felt his rigid member flex and jerk within her as his hot spend flooded into her. She screamed her helpless submission into her gag. What she tried to say was, "Master, you are Master," over and over as a final gigantic climax sent a flood of hot love juices to mix with his spend and flow around his member and into her memory.

Ellie panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, Ellie moaned in rapture. She was lost in the ecstasy of her slave orgasms. Her name for them. She knew he had discovered what even she had not known. She was a natural slave. In turn, she discovered, he was, beyond any doubt, her Master.

She knew she was conquered. She would gladly obey him in all things.  She had accepted his collar and chains, sworn fealty and obedience before a throng of slaves and masters.

She gazed shyly up at the man who had just changed her world. She wanted to speak  of love and obedience and joy and of many things and blackly cursed the ball in her mouth.

He stood me on shaky legs and said, "You want to say something, don't you?"

Ellie nodded her head and hoped he wasn't just teasing her again.

"Not yet. I don't want you to talk right now. Don't move."

He took me in the bath and cleaned me and his cock. He released my hands, took out the gag and instructed, "Fix your hair and makeup. I want you looking refreshed."

"My pleasure, Master."

He donned his clothes and waited for me to finish. He locked my hands behind me, replaced the gag, careful to avoid smudging my lipstick, and said, "Heel."

"Yes, Master."

He went downstairs and I followed him precisely one pace behind him and to his left. My hands locked behind me, ankles chained, and gagged. There was  no mistaking that I was his slave. And I was proud to have him display me to his friends. He had chosen me, me!

I was his property now and it was up to him how others saw me.

I was content now, maybe for the first time in my life. I was truly happy with a decision. I had security, a strong man, new friends, and incredible sex. I was home.

I followed him into the room where the party was gathered.

Jeeves announced in a loud voice, "Master Roger Dalton and his slave, Ellie." Cheers and applause erupted for a minute or so. Then Alice, Master's house manager and the Mistress of ceremonies came over.

Alice was a treasure. I had hired her almost ten years ago and never regretted it for a moment. She was a perfect female adjunct of me. She kept the girls in top form and extremely happy to see me come home. All of them respected her and feared her a little. They knew I would never let her harm them, but I expected her to ensure they were very obedient. As a result, my girls were attentive and eager. 

She was dressed as a kinky Dominatrix with black bustier, fishnet stockings and a whip. She said, "Master, would you like your slave put on display?"

"Yes, Alice. That's a good idea." I had put a ball gag on Ellie for our entrance, but I wanted her to talk to the guests now, so I took it off and motioned Alice to take Ellie to her display station.

Alice put a leash on my nose ring and led me toward the center of the room. There was a column with a short chain hanging from a ring. She took me to it and locked the chain to the back ring on my collar. She removed the leash and said, "Answer every question truthfully, Ellie.

"Yes, Mistress."

She walked away and men and women looked at me.

All the men I saw wore suits and the women dressed for a party. Most of them were collared, and, I assume slaves, but everyone seemed to be enjoying the party. There had always been female slaves around when I grew up and I knew it might happen to me or my friends, but I didn’t see them too often. Here, it seemed nearly all the women were slaves. I guess wealthy men didn’t have to settle for less. Since the Scourge had killed so many men, there were always many more women than men. Becoming a rich man’s slave was really the only way a female could have a good life, nowadays.  Most of the girls I saw were collared and had nose rings, but only a few were naked. A few  were leashed.

Men were being served champagne by the hostesses Alice managed. House slaves, I guessed.

Master left me on display for an hour. I talked to many men and a few women. The men stared at my nipples while we talked. Mostly they complimented me on my figure, and I noticed a few had bulges in their pants. Suffer gentlemen, I belong to Roger.

Master took me off display and we strolled through the party talking to people. Eventually the people left, and he freed my hands. A brief kiss and then, “Let’s go take care of your clone,” and we walked toward the security building.

“Ellie, it’s your body we’re going to see. Will you have any qualms about her punishment?”

“Not a bit. The bitch tried to kill you. I don’t understand. I would never think of harming anyone.”

“She’s not you, mentally. Your sister, Virginia, took the brain scanner from you when you were asleep and loaded her own mind set into it. What attacked you was Virginia’s mind in your clone.”

“Double bitch. So, she was behind the attacks on you all along?”

“Yes, we examined your clone, her mind, under fastpenta and she gave us all the details of how she pulled it off. Quite ingenious, really. I guess she might have become a great programmer if she wasn’t so fixated on getting revenge on me.”

What’s going to happen to Virginia now?”

My attorney has talked to the DA and he’s agreed that if she signs into voluntary servitude with me and she’s punished, he’ll take credit for solving the attacks on me, and Detective Partin will get credit, too. Ravi and Detective Partin are talking to Virginia now., They’ll show her the interview with your clone and I’m sure she’ll agree. If not, she’ll be arrested and charged with two counts of capital murder and one of attempted murder. There are a few lesser charges too. She’ll likely be questioned under fastpenta herself and convicted. Then she’ll be sentenced to slavery and I’ll buy her at auction, probably for a lot less than I offered her for her clone. I intend to make both your clone and Virginia into full-time ponygirls.”

“Master, you’re going to own her no matter what she decides. Will you punish her?”

“The DA will require punishment, a flogging at least and probably some shaming. I don’t think I’ll need to add to that. She needs to learn there are consequences, and that violence is rarely a solution. Punishment is the authority’s prerogative.”

“Thank you, Master. Does the same apply to my clone?”

”She’s really more Virginia’s clone, but yes, she’ll get the same.”

He stopped in front of an unmarked door. “She should be in here. Before we go in, from your description of events, this woman has your body and Virginia’s memories taken before she copied them. This means she does not know about the meteor and still blames me for her lover’s death.”

A hand gripped my guts, “Oh My God, you’re right. She was still angry when she took my place and tried to kill you. What are you going to do to her?”

“I’m not going to hurt her. That would be pointless. There will be punishment, specified by the DA, for their attacks on me. You, on the other hand, were attacked by your clone and this is your first opportunity to punish her for that.  You explain to her what happened, just like you did with your sister. Both are willing to kill people they are angry with so I can’t trust them very far. Both will start out as pony girls and they’ll be reevaluated periodically. I have more responsible positions available all the time. If they do well, then they will be promoted. I’m including Virginia in my next job offer to Blaine. If he accepts, I’ll assign her to him and if he stays long enough, I’ll transfer ownership. Now that I have her, I may be able to entice Blaine to help me too. Now, I have some work to do so go deal with your errant clone. Go back to the house and see Alice when you’re done here,” he kissed me all too briefly and strode away.

I took a deep breath and opened the door. My clone was immobile in the center of the room. She was facing the door, standing in an exaggerated “X.” Her arms chained to the ceiling, her wrists three feet apart. Her legs were spread similarly and fastened to the floor. Every part of her was exposed and vulnerable. The wall behind her held a wide selection of gags, whips, paddles, canes, floggers, and straps. There were a couple of sturdy wooden chairs with arms against the right wall. I dragged one out and put it in front of her. “I don’t want to call you Virginia or Ellie, and your master hasn’t named you yet, clone, so I will call you ‘Cunt,’ for now. You are a slave and will address me as mistress. Understand, Cunt?”

“Drop dead. I’m Virginia. Your sister.”

I smiled gaily, “Oh Goody.” I went to the wall of instruments of pain and selected a single tail whip, medium length. I stood behind her and to the side. My first lash was a test. I hadn’t whipped many girls before, and I wanted to leave her skin intact, so I hit medium hard, across her shoulders. Her reaction was gratifying, a loud squeal and she twisted her body a little, fighting her bonds.

I inspected the mark I had left. The stripe was red in the center shading down to pink on the edges before disappearing, leaving a mark a half inch wide. Harder, I decided. The next two lashes were harder and an inch or so apart, coming down her back. Her reaction to them was like the first. She gasped at every stroke but was silent otherwise. No pleading, no angry curses. Stoic. I’m afraid I would have broken and pleaded for my tormentor to stop. I was always the weaker twin. Shit. Despite my anger, I didn’t want to hurt her. She had my body. But Virginia never gave in. Never.

I gave her two more lashes, stopping just above her waist. All my marks were perfect, well defined red stripes, evenly spaced down her back. I coiled the whip and sat down in the chair. “You remember I enjoy whipping you, don’t you Cunt?”

“Yes, Ellie, I remember.”

“OK then, no more nonsense or I’ll enjoy myself some more. You tried to kill my master today. Why?”

“He killed Mason, my first love.”

“How did he do that?”

“Mason and I scrimped and saved and bought him into the ReNew program to rejuvenate him in a clone if he was killed. He was killed in an accident and ReNew wouldn’t revive him. They let him stay dead.”

“Mason  was a Wingsuit flyer, wasn’t he?”

“Yes, it was dangerous and that’s why I wanted him to be a ReNew client.”

“Do you remember a meteor landing in France?”

“Yeah, so?”

“It happened the same day Mason died. Hundreds of people near Paris were killed. Its shock was felt in Cornwall.  Maybe that’s what caused him to hit the rocks.”

“She was cautious now, “So?”

“A big fragment landed in a Renew facility in Paris. It smashed an underground data vault. No people died there. Mason’s records were destroyed. Mason’s head injury also destroyed his implant. There was nothing left to put in Mason’s clone.

Cunt was silent for a moment, then, “You are telling me it was not ReNew’s fault. It was just bad luck Mason died just as their data was destroyed. Why didn’t they have backup data storage?”

“They learned from that and now keep backups at several locations, but at the time even a single brain’s recording took up nearly a cubic foot of data blocks. It wasn’t feasible to have many copies. Data storage is much better now.”

Cunt was still sniffling and managed to ask, “How sure of this are you?”

“I’ve never lied to you about anything important. Are you questioning me?”

“No, just asking how you know this. It’s just that sometimes other people aren’t truthful. I know you wouldn’t lie to me intentionally.”

Little did she know. I’ve sometimes lied to my sister, and maybe even myself. I stood up and went behind her again, “You attacked me and could have killed me. You tried to kill my love, my master.” I let the whip sing its song of pain again. This time I aimed for her legs and thighs, avoiding her bottom. I’d come back to that last. She squealed charmingly as I laid stripes down her legs. Her squirming and squealing were arousing me.

I was enjoying her squirming and squeals, but she didn’t plead for mercy. My God, she was strong. It didn’t matter, I wanted her to suffer for much longer. “Jeeves, ask security to move Cunt to the slave prep room.”

“On their way, Ellie.”

Cunt heard me, “Ellie hurting me won’t change anything.  You know I thought I was right. I didn’t know.” Tears were running down her cheeks. Tears of pain but they weren’t enough. I wanted remorse.

“You intentionally tried to kill my love. You knew your love died accidentally. You assumed for years that ReNew intentionally did not revive him, with no proof. You did kill Roger twice and were still trying. There are consequences to actions. You will have reminders of your actions with you for a long time.” I put the whip away, took a gag from the rack, and came back to stand in front of Cunt.

“Open your mouth.”

She shook her head and clamped her jaws shut.

“You know that won’t work,” I pinched a nipple between my finger and thumb, pressing hard with my nails.

She screamed and I inserted the gag, silencing her and tightened the strap behind her neck. She shook her head, trying to stop me, but to no effect. I squatted in front of her, took a few strands of pubic hair between my thumb and finger and yanked them out. She squealed through her nose. I stood up and held the strands in front of her. In just a minute I’m going to remove all your hair, just like these. I’m going to make you bald, as naked of hair as the day you were born, as a lasting reminder of your actions.”

She was sobbing and tears ran down her cheeks as she realized her punishment was going to be more than just pain. But I wasn’t going to relieve her of pain. I slapped her breasts, left, right, over and over. Her breasts were large and firm, just like mine of course, and I knew just how to use them against her. But I knew that pain and humiliation was not going to defeat her strength, probably just make her more defiant. I wanted to break both her and Cunt. I wanted them to be as much slaves as I was. I wanted them to be obedient and submissive. Master deserved no less.

Two guards arrived, took her down, cuffed her, and marched her to the prep room. I followed.

The AI quickly installed her collar, anklets, bracelets and waistband. Then I instructed it to remove her pubic hair. When her pubes were free of all hair, I had her pierced and ringed, just like me.

The AI fondled and pinched her nipples until they were hard and engorged, despite her resistance, and the clever, adjustable pain cylinders were forced on them. The hot needle slid through the holes and the rings were inserted to fix the cylinders in place. Three-inch chains with large bells were threaded on the rings before they were closed.

The android used a punch to make a large hole in the septum then installed a grommet. This would allow the ring to support more weight without deforming the septum, or for a harder pull, say, from a leash. I chose a large ring that hung down below her upper lip. She deserved the best. I had it thread a leash chain on the nose ring. I had bells hung from all her rings.

I wanted her to be easily identified as a very bad slave even if she was permitted to regrow her hair, so I had the word ”Cunt” tattooed in large, black, block letters on her abdomen, just above where her pubic hair used to be. Finally, I had the ReNew slave brand put high on her left thigh. The android was quick and precise. I thought about having Cunt tattooed on the sides of her head, below the mohawk most pony girls wore, but decided against it for now. Plenty of time later. I had the AI fasten her wrists to the back ring of her collar. Her tendons weren’t trained yet in the reverse prayer position, so it used a short chain to hold her hands high on her back. The chair released her, and she just sat there, stunned.

Cunt was crying, sobbing into her gag. I stepped close, “Now you look like a properly chastised slave. Be quiet.”

She looked at me but didn’t stop crying. I twisted the pain cylinders on her nipples one notch. They had three. Her eyes grew wide as the pain hit her. She looked down at her nipples. At first astonished, then she looked at me, pleading, as she realized the pain continued even after my hands moved away. “Those adorable little cylinders have three pain settings. They are on “Low” now. I’ll leave them there if you are very good and obedient. If not, I’ll turn them up a notch. Nod your head if you understand.”

Cunt hesitated and I reached toward her. I had barely moved when she nodded her head. “Good girl.”

I took hold of her leash and pulled gently. She took the hint and stood up. I led her back to the room where we had begun. I asked Jeeves to send the guards to us and had Cunt hung back where we had begun. I asked them to wait for a moment while I administered a little more well-deserved punishment. They both grinned and stood by the door.

I got a wooden paddle, wide, round, heavy and went back to Cunt. I checked her pussy, less moist. I felt her nipples and judged she was less aroused now. I used the paddle on her bottom, judging my success by its color. I wanted it to be bright pink all over, a flaring, heat, obvious to all that would last for days. It took work, but I loved it. I watched carefully as the impact of the paddle, pushed her forward only to rebound from her chains. I loved the way the waves rippled across her ass as she sprang forward and rebounded. Finally, I stopped and admired my work. Her whole bottom was bright, hot, pink and she was moaning, deeply, continuously as the raging heat flared through her body. I rubbed my fingers through her slit, up and down her inner lips. She was once again sopping wet.

I went around to her front. It was the body I saw every morning, but now inhabited by a murderess, Virginia. Her eyes were closed. Savoring her arousal, I supposed. I cupped her breast and squeezed the tip of her nipple sticking out of the cylinder, hard. Her eyes snapped open and her jaw worked around the gag, but I didn’t care what she wanted to say.

“You’re fortunate a good spanking arouses you. It will be a frequent pleasure.” I was glad she was ringed and belled. She would make a fine ponygirl with proper discipline and training.

But I knew mere pain was not going to break her. She would never give in to force. I knew her history and I was whipping her because it was turning me on and, as I looked at her nipples, I could see she was being aroused, too. I traded the paddle for the whip and wielded it like a conductor with a baton. I savored her moans, her whimpers, her squeals of mixed delight and pain. I timed my lashes to keep her at a fever pitch of desire, never letting her have enough to trigger a climax, but never letting her cool down either, I aimed to keep her simmering just below the critical point. I think I was masterful for a novice.

I started at her feet and moved upward inch by inch, never too hard and by the time I reached her pussy she was moaning through her nose and dripping love juice on the floor. If I removed her gag, I’m sure she would be screaming, “Harder, Please Harder,” I paused and felt her twat, it was sopping wet. She was lubricating copiously, her body hoping for a cock, but alas, I didn’t have one.

I started whipping her belly as before, with long pauses between strokes, letting the burn turn into arousal. I whipped her breasts, flicking her bells and rings, enjoying the little game. I loved the way her full, round breasts bounced as I stroked their bottoms with the whip. I whipped the tops of her breasts, starting high and working my way down until the last lash fell squarely on the exposed tips of her nipples, making her scream in earnest as I scalded those oh-so-sensitive nubs.

I could tell she was close to an orgasm from her whimpering and the spasms fluttering her belly. She was staring wide-eyed at me, silently begging me, “Please mistress, just a little more.” I hung the whip back on its hook and put the chair back against the wall. I stepped close, and pressed my naked body against hers, pushed her head up and kissed her forehead. In truth, I was as wet as her, but I had a man who would visit me tonight.

I looked at the guards, “Take her down, hobble her, and put her hands in reverse prayer, please.”

I fetched a riding crop from the wall rack while they rearranged her. I picked up her leash when they were done. “Thank you, gentlemen, I’ll take her from here.” They left us alone.

I removed her gag and ordered, ”Kneel and service me.”

She fell to her knees, licked her lips, and replied in a quavering voice, “I’ve never done that.”

I slashed the crop across the top of her breasts, and she squealed and cringed back, tugging on her leash, causing another squeal at the sharp pain in her nose. “Always address me as Mistress, Cunt. Kneel up straight, spread your knees wide, arch your back, stick your breasts out, smile.” I shouted my commands at her as she hurried to obey, I kept her leash taut. When she was kneeling properly, I laid another stripe on her breasts and yelled, “Always acknowledge an order, Cunt.”  I was rather enjoying being in total control of her, my clone, but with Virginia’s memories, helpless and leashed.

She had learned. She held still.

“You made me eat you out, but you never did me, Cunt. Now you’re mine and you’re going to do me. You’re going to lick and suck me. Your tongue is going deep inside me or I’ll get a real whip.” I moved close and shoved my slit into her face while pulling up on her leash, tilting her head back. “Get busy, Cunt.”

I felt her tongue slip between my labia lips, making my rings clink as her nose ring touched them. It felt wonderful, doubly so since she had resisted. “Harder. Suck and lick! Arouse me!” I slashed the crop across her back. “Now, Cunt. Harder, faster! Make me come.” It was working. I was getting aroused, excited.

“When I come, swallow it all. It I see a drop of my juices wasted on your skin your nipples will suffer.”

It worked. She increased her efforts and my belly grew warm and started to spasm. In a moment I cane with a cry and nearly collapsed. Cunt was whimpering as she tried to suck up all my juice. I had to admit she did a good job. Her lips were moist but that was the only sign of my exudation.

“Stand up, Cunt.” She struggled up and I led her to a wall. I locked her leash to a ring high on the wall, standing her on tiptoe. I relaxed her nipple cylinders, relieving her suffering. I fondled her exposed nipples and her sex, arousing her. When she was close to coming, I stopped and left her hanging there, aroused, whimpering in need, unable to finish the job, and more helpless that she ever imagined she could be.

She would hang helpless and needy for as long as I wanted. In parting, I whispered, “I enjoyed this Cunt and I see your need, but slaves exist to give pleasure. They receive pleasure when their mistress thinks they’ve earned it.” I turned off the lights, stepped outside, and went back to the house to find Alice. I was very happy, pleased with myself and walked with a spring in my step, despite my hobble. I was sure I had properly punished my clone and given her a fair taste of her immediate future.

“Jeeves, Master has let me play with my clone while he’s away. Would you inform security that I am not done with her and I want her to stay as she is until Master or I return?”

“They are informed Ellie. Master instructed you to see Alice when you are done here. Go to her now until you are ready to finish with Cunt.”

“All right. Please inform me when an hour has passed.”

“OK.”

I went to find Alice. It was only a short walk from the security building to master’s house. The day was warm, and I passed a man and a hundred feet later a man and woman. The woman was free. It was only after I passed all of them that I realized I was no longer self- conscious about my nudity and my slave things. I had been pleased when they all smiled at me. I knew I was subject to their orders and wouldn’t have minded a bit doing their bidding. The single guy was cute, about my age, and I would have gladly gone into the bushes and spread for him. I guess I am a wanton slut, But that’s my life now. A girl should practice her profession, right?

I found Alice sitting at a desk in an office in the house. ‘Master told me to report to you, Alice.”

“Good. I need to acquaint you with your role here, Ellie. I am Roger’s house manager and a free woman. I’ve worked for him almost thirty years. All the house servants, free or slave, report to me for orders. You are Roger’s personal slave. You won’t have household duties under normal conditions. I’m going to give you some rules to follow. These are your master’s rules, not mine. The rules will change as your master wishes. They are effective immediately and you will be corrected by Jeeves if you fail to obey them unless a free person orders otherwise:

	You must address free men as ‘Master’ and free women as ‘Mistress,’ and obey their orders unless they conflict with your master’s orders. 

	You may not use any furniture. 

	You must verbally acknowledge any order, if able. 

	When in a master’s presence and not otherwise busy, you will kneel facing him in display position. 

	When your master comes into your presence or vice versa, you will give obeisance by kneeling in front of him in display position and bend forward, placing your forehead on the floor until he releases you. 

	You will not speak without permission. You may ask permission one time. 



Do you understand these rules?”

As she went through the list My thoughts were a little rebellious, but I was excited too. This was what I had signed on for, to be submissive and filled with pleasure. “Yes, mistress.”

She smiled at me, “It wasn’t clear so you won’t be corrected this time, you must kneel before any master or mistress. Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees, spread them wide, crossed my arms behind me and thrust my breasts out. “Sorry, Mistress.”

Alice walked behind me she took hold of my hands and gently twisted them into reverse prayer position and locked my cuffs to my collar. It was comfortable now that master had made me sleep this way for months. ”Stand up.”

I said, ”Yes, Mistress.” And stood as gracefully as I could forcing my breasts out as far as possible.

Alice squatted in front of me and I felt her hands using the labia rings to separate my nether lips. She said, Jeeves, take Alice down and put a ring in her clit when we’re done.”

“All right, Alice.”

I felt tiny, so meaningless that a free woman could order such intimate, personal things done to me and I had no say in it.

Alice put her finger through my labia rings and stood up, holding me in thrall by a single finger. “You’re still wet. Did you make your clone eat you?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Did whipping her arouse you?”

“Yes, mistress. I had never whipped a girl like that before. It made both of us aroused.”

Alice flexed her finger and twisted my rings back and forth. I felt the heat rising in my face. I couldn't help it, I felt so hot and ashamed of my instant heat. I struggled not to move. Alice continued fondling my rings watching my face. I felt like a tiny, helpless bug in the grasp of a goddess.” Getting excited, aren't you?”

I gasped, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Don't come until I tell you, Ellie, “Alice commanded.

I again said, “Yes, Mistress.” I was so close to coming. I felt the sweat beading on my forehead. I prayed she would let me come soon. I feared her wrath if I disobeyed her.

Alice continued the twisting motion, pulling the rings upward. when my face showed I was about to burst, she stopped and asked, “Are you ready to come, Ellie? “

I said, “Oh yes, please Mistress. Your slave begs permission to come.”

My Mistress looked into my eyes and stopped moving my rings but kept tight hold of them. She said, her voice calm, "How does it feel to have me holding your pleasure in my fingers? “

She scared me "My Mistress, it is your decision whether to give me pain, pleasure, or emptiness. I am scared that you may want to give me pain There is nothing I can do to affect your decision. I hope you will let me give you pleasure. Mistress, your humble slave begs to please you.”

Alice shoved her fingers between my labia rings and said, “My, you are wet. All right, you have permission to come.“ My Mistress' hands worked her will with me. She pushed me over the edge into ecstasy until I closed my eyes in surrender to the magic of her fingertips. 

I squealed and let out a long gasping moan as I climaxed hard. My belly convulsed again and again while the long drawn out moan escaped from my lips. I trembled all over but did not move for more than a minute. I finally said in a weak voice, Thank you, Mistress. That was wonderful.”

”Have you always been that easy to arouse?”

"Oh no, Mistress.” said Ellie, "I could not have climaxed at all without penetration before I met master. He has opened me to the worlds of pleasure.”

"I see, punishment position, slave.” Ellie knelt, spread her knees, thrust her ass high in the air and her head to the floor. Alice raised the whip and said, "Beg me to whip you and thank me after each stroke.”

"Please whip your slave, Mistress.”

I gave the slave a hard blow to her raised bottom. It was fascinating watching the flesh compress under the thong. The ridge rippled away leaving an intense red stripe surrounded by fading rose. I waited for her thanks. I felt the heat rise in my belly. Whipping her is, as always, making me hot!

I felt the burning stripes. I held still and thanked my Mistress. I knew this was only the first test of my resolve to be the best slave possible. It was silly, but I already loved this strong, beautiful woman who loved me and disciplined me. The pain was an affirmation that I was owned. I belonged here and knew I was a true slave. The pain and pleasure were but two sides of the coin of love, I felt my loins growing wet all over again. The pain of the final blows was not felt. I realized that even this pain was worth being loved.” Thank you, Mistress, “I said.

Alice hit me again and again. I responded by thanking her for each stroke. I felt my juices run down my leg.

Alice felt herself starting to drip and felt a drop slide down her leg. She was getting off on whipping this helpless slave girl and saw similar moisture on Ellie's leg. Ellie was getting off on being whipped. Fantastic.

Ellie didn't move at all as I whipped her, and her responses were perfect. Ellie enjoyed the whipping, or else I wasn't hitting her hard enough. I knew I was going to whip her every chance I got. I thought about all the variety of canes, whips and crops available to me. I thought about the many devices in the house to hold her: pillories, stocks, cells. I could hang her by her wrists or ankles, strapping her to a bench or table. There were so many places to give a girl pain: bottom, legs, back, breasts, tummy, pussy. Thinking about these future pleasures were making me even hotter. I stopped whipping her so she could service me.

“All right, Ellie, let’s see if you are good at making me orgasm. Kneel and service me now.”

Ignoring the pain in my ass, I moved into kneeling position between my Mistress' legs. I smiled, and said, “I am told I am skilled at servicing both men and women with my mouth and tongue, Mistress. Thank you for letting me pleasure you. Would you please arrange your clothing for me, since my hands are not available right now?“

Alice sat down and slid her hips forward. She lifted her skirt. She had no panties and her pussy was moist with her love juices.

I crawled closer between her legs on my knees and pressed my lips to Alice's labia lips. I licked and sucked on my Mistress' engorged skin. My tongue snaked between the labia lips to caress her innermost recesses. I was skilled and could feel when my mistress was getting close to orgasm. I slowed my assault, knowing that increased pleasure came from prolonging the stimulation. Finally, Alice, grabbed the back of my head. She pulled it into her groin hard and shouting “Now, I'm coming.” And come she did. It was one of the greatest orgasms of Alice's life. The churning convulsions rumbled on and on for what seemed like hours. Alice looked down at my proud, glistening face. She smiled , and said, I'm going to enjoy having you around.”

My face was wet with Alice's love juices. I said, “Thank you, Mistress. I love being your property.”

Alice cleaned my face and breasts of the love juices. I still glistened. She said, “Up Ellie. Let's go get your clit ring.”

I stood and asked, ”Mistress, do you think master will like it?“

“I think he’ll love it.”

She took me to the beauty parlor, and I sat down gingerly in the AI-controlled chair. It once again took hold of me and this time it changed shape to accommodate my arms fastened in reverse prayer. It spread my legs and held my head well back so I couldn’t watch. Ghostly fingers delicately extended my clit and I felt a pin prick of pain . Modern cosmetics and medicine are almost painless and the wounds they make are healed in seconds. When the chair released me, Alice stood me in front of a full-length mirror.  I had a shiny gold ring in my clit, hanging close to my labia rings and pulling my clit out of its usual hiding place. The clit ring was smaller than the labia rings, thinner and half the diameter, barely large enough for my index finger to pass through, but entirely adequate to grasp or host a leash. I felt fear and excitement as I imagined how master, or anyone might use my new ring. Alice released my hands.

“Mistress, do you know if my clone and my sister will receive the same treatment as other slaves?”

“Sorry, I don’t know. I do know that problem slaves have things the regulars do not, but I don’t know any details. Problem girls don’t get to serve in the house. Let’s ask. Jeeves, how are problem slaves equipped?”

“Those identified as problems have extra devices added. The equipment varies with master’s decisions. He supervises all problem slaves. There are two devices available for installation on nipples in conjunction with normal rings, stretchers and punishment cylinders.” Diagrams appeared on a monitor. “The degree of stretch and pain are adjustable manually. Bells are often added to the problem slave’s rings, sometimes the standard ankle chain is often replaced with a metal rod, and often chain leases are added to one or more of their rings.”

“Thank you. Ellie, how would you like to see your clone and sister fixed?”

“I’m pretty upset with them now. I’ve already dealt with my clone. I put a leash on her nose ring and bells on all her rings. I’m sure master will be fairer than me.”

Jeeves voice said, “Ellie, your one-hour timer has elapsed.”

“Mistress, may I go tend to my clone, now?”

“Yes, go. I still have some work to finish.”

“Thank you, mistress, for everything.”

I hurried back to Cunt. When I opened the door, I saw master was there, examining Cunt. He turned at the sound and I hurried over to him and did as Alice had instructed, I dropped to my knees and put my forehead on the floor, my arms crossed behind me. “Welcome, my master. How may I serve you?”

“I see Alice has talked to you. Stand up.” I did and we kissed. “The clit ring is new.”

“Alice’s idea, not mine.”

“I see you’ve been tending to your clone. What are you calling her?”

“Cunt.”

He laughed, “So, no forgiveness yet, I see.”

“Not a bit. When is Virginia coming?”

“She’s at the police station now meeting with the DA and a public defender. They’ll play the recording of Cunt’s interrogation and explain the DA’s offer to her. Ravi and some of his people are there. I expect she’ll sign the contract as her attorney will recommend. Ravi’s men will bring her here then. You’ve punished Cunt already. What are your plans now?”

“Master, I have an idea. It’s not complete yet. I’d like to hold on to Cunt for a while and treat both her and Ginny together. Can you have Ginny brought to where Cunt is? I’ll punish Ginny first then deal with them together.”

“Fine. Jeeves have security bring Virginia here.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now tell me what you’re thinking for them.”

“Can we step outside?” I pointed to Cunt, still fastened to the wall by her nose.

“OK.” He opened the door and I followed him out.

“Master, I want to punish Ginny like Cunt. I know they will eventually be trained as pony girls and after some time just be regular ReNew slaves, probably have responsible jobs. They’re both smart. But they are very strong willed. Ginny was always a Dom and I was her Sub. Pain didn’t break Cunt and I’m sure it won’t Ginny, either.  I want to make them both as much your slaves as I am. They instinctively fight any force or coercion. I need to work with their desires. They must want to submit.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’d like to train them as pet girls, puppies, I think. I think it would be very fitting punishment to have them give us pleasure as pets for a while since they caused grief for so long.”

“It would be fitting. OK, what do you need?”


Chapter 2: Difficult Girls

Virginia was sitting at a table outside Matteo’s, just finishing a sandwich and thinking about work. A man was walking toward her. It took a moment for him to register, Detective Partin. “Hello,  Detective. “

“Ms. Durbin, I just received some interesting data from ReNew. I think it’s possible you can help me understand it. Would you come to the station with me and look at it? It won’t take very long.”

He’s polite. It must be something technical. If I was suspected, he’d just arrest me. Cooperation might tell me something new. “Yes, of course. I should call my work if it’s going to take very long.”

“This won’t take long. If it worries you, call them now or from the station.”

“OK, let’s go.” I dropped enough on the table for my lunch and a good tip.

Police aircars get priority routing and we dropped onto the municipal rooftop in less than two minutes. I followed Detective Partin into an elevator then through a squad room of mostly hurrying uniforms to as conference room. There were several men I didn’t recognize and Detective Partin introduced them. Two men from Renew, a city prosecutor, and a public defender. The Detective said, “Ravi Cohen is the ReNew security chief. A newly wakened clone attacked Mr. Dalton with a knife. She was questioned under fastpenta with surprising results. I’ll start the playback and then maybe you can help us understand what happened.” At pressed a button and a wall screen lit up It showed only Ellie’s face wearing the blank grin of someone under fastpenta.

No one said a word until the playback ended. A chill hand gripped my heart as soon as the clone said, “I am Virginia Grace Durbin.” They knew everything! It was over. Ellie’s clone had a complete brain scan of mine. Why were they showing me this? They had probable cause to arrest me and question me under fastpenta, too. I forced myself to sit still and watch the recording.

When it stopped, the prosecutor spoke, “Ms. Durbin, we have probable cause to question you under fastpenta. We all know what we’ll find. Against my recommendation, my boss has agreed to let you enter voluntary servitude with Mr. Dalton in lieu of prosecuting you. I’m sure you know what would happen if you were prosecuted. You would be found guilty of two counts of premeditated capital murder, at least two charges of attempted murder and a host of other felonies for tampering with public transportation, and fraud. The jury will be all male and you will be sentenced to a long period of public shaming and corporal punishment before you are sold at auction, where, quite possibly, Mr. Dalton will purchase you. What is your decision?”

If I agree, what will happen to me?”

“Mr. Johnston is with the public defender’s office,” he motioned to the man next to him.  “He will show you the voluntary servitude contract. If you sign it, we will witness it, and these ReNew representatives will take custody of you and take you to ReNew where you will remain as a slave. Mr. Dalton may punish you as he feels appropriate.”

“May I have some time to think about this?”

“No. Decide now or you will be arrested.”

I stared at him, my thoughts in a whirl. I quickly ran through thoughts of escape and fleeing the building. Nonsense. All the men started to rise. “Wait. I’ll do it.”

They sat back down, and Johnston slid a couple of sheets of paper across the table to me. “Read it and sign at the bottom of the page. It’s a standard contract. You are renouncing all right to self-determination and giving yourself to Roger Dalton as his slave. He may do anything lawful to you and require you to take any lawful action. I’ve reviewed the evidence and you don’t have a choice. This way eliminates the public shaming and corporal punishment. You should sign it.” He slid a pen to me. I didn’t want to touch it. This was the end of my freedom.

The prosecutor said, “Five, four, three, two.”

No point in delaying. I picked up the pen and quickly signed my name. The prosecutor and defender witnessed it. My hands were cuffed behind me and the ReNew men put me in their aircar and took me to my new life.

The car landed in a courtyard surrounded by high walls and I was taken inside and to a room with an AI chair like the one Blaine had put me in such a short time before. I still wore the rings it had put through my flesh. My hands were released, and I was told, “Strip and sit in the chair.”

I sat with a feeling of inevitability. It was  a strange sort of relief. All was revealed and I had no secrets to keep.  Honesty was much simpler. It reacted to my presence immediately and gently but with the familiar, irresistible force took hold of me. I couldn’t move even a finger. I still had all the rings Blaine had put in me earlier and I loved them. Would I ever see Blaine again?

The mechanical arms moved with the familiar blinding speed and there was a brief flurry of motion and painless sensation. It put cuffs on my wrists and ankles, a tight, wide metal band around my waist and a slave collar on my neck. All were inevitable with my new status.

I was surprised when it grasped my breasts. I was already ringed. It had something new for me. My nipples had been in a state of perpetual arousal since I had been ringed. Now I watched as the rings were removed. Shiny gold cylinders were painfully forced over my swollen nipples, then new, larger rings were inserted through the cylinders and through the old piercings, permanently attaching the cylinders to my nipples. Three-inch long chains with large bells on their ends were threaded over the new rings before they were sealed shut. Then my nose ring was replaced with a new one, even larger, that hung below my upper lip. A chain was threaded on it, too, before it was sealed. This chain was four feet long and ended in a large ring – a handle. It was a leash.

Bells were added to all my other rings, small ones on my earrings and larger ones on my labia rings.  It was clear the main purpose of the bells and leash were to shame me. It worked. Everyone who saw me would know  was a slave. I had joined the billions of women who were livestock, only owned by men since women were not permitted to own anything, even a slavegirl.

When it stopped, the chair shifted around me and my arms were pulled up behind me and fastened high on my back. I felt the snug bands on my wrists and ankles restraining me. I was already ringed, so the action at my loins surprised me. My legs were spread wide and tiny manipulators pulled my clit out of its sheath and ringed it, close to the nerve cluster, but carefully avoiding damaging any nerves. Snug bands were put on my waist and my neck. I was collared and a leash hung from my nose ring. The chair released me, and a guard tugged on my leash, forcing me to stand up. I found my ankles were joined by a little more than a foot of chain. High heels were strapped to my feet, higher than I was used to. I looked down and saw the chain hung in its catenary curve an inch above the floor.

The guard led me to a full-length mirror, thoughtfully placed so a new slave couldn’t see herself until she was led to stand in front of it. I stared at the slave in the mirror. Collared, leashed, chained, ringed and belled. Helpless and casually controlled by a man. It struck me like a slap in the face. I was a leashed slave. I stared cross-eyed at the leash descending from my nose ring to the guard’s fist.  I finally understood I wasn’t getting out of this. I was a slave, but Dalton’s, not Blaine’s. Tears leaked from my eyes. Not for what had happened to me, but because I didn’t belong to my true master.

Without a word, the guard led me out of the room, down a hall and into another room with chains hanging from the ceiling and laying on the floor. The wall across from the door was hung with whips and paddles. The guard led me to a side wall, locked my collar to a wall ring and left the room. I was facing the wall, my forehead and the tip of my nose against it.

Master said, “Virginia should be in the holding room by now. Let’s go see.”

Virginia was alone in the room, her collar locked to a wall ring. I went over and stood beside her, just as naked and wearing slave cuffs and collar, ankles chained like her, but free to move my hands and body, so much freer than her.

I heard the door unlatch and footsteps come close. I feared it would be Dalton come to take revenge for killing him twice. What would he do to me?                                                                                      I could turn my head just enough to see Ellie beside me. She was naked and collared, too, but then, unlike me, she had volunteered. “Ellie!” I exclaimed. “Can you let me down?”

There was reproach in her voice, “You killed Roger, twice and made my clone into a version of you. I thought you understood that Mason’s death wasn’t his fault “This is the first day of your slavery. It will be harder than for most, but eventually you will be just one of the girls, unable to use your hands, unable ever again to choose where you go, when you eat or crap, when you are punished, who sees you, and when and with who you have sex.”

“Ellie, I know now, but you hadn’t told me until after I had already switched the brain scanner with you.”

“Ginny you killed a man because you thought he was responsible for someone else’s death. You didn’t even check into what happened? You always warned me not to jump to conclusions.”

“So, I messed up. Hell, I was messed up. Can’t you see what it looked like?”

“No, not really. Can’t you see what it looks like to everyone else? No, I guess you can’t. Ginny you killed my lover and tried several times after that, the last time by subverting my clone. I find your actions inexcusable.”

“Ellie, I’m sorry, I really am. I was too blinded by grief and vengeance. I was angry.”

“Actions have consequences.” She walked away from me.

“What…what are you going to do, Ellie?”

“Show you consequences. You know, what you did was worse than my clone. She tried to stab master to death with a knife. Simple revenge for the death of her lover. Not unusual, nor even unexpected. She was mistaken but didn’t know it. She was you a day ago. But you, you snuck her in to do just what she did. This morning you knew she was in his house, intent on killing an innocent man and you didn’t tell anyone. You just let it happen. Why didn’t you tell me or Roger?”

“I…I guess I was afraid.”

“Afraid of what? You couldn’t possibly be any worse off than you are now.”

“I guess I didn’t want you to know that I lied to you.”

“Idiot. I was going to find out anyway.”

“I thought my clone would talk to you before she had a chance to do anything, then nothing would happen, and no one would get hurt. It seemed reasonable. Dalton seemed invincible.”

“Careful, you are his property now. You had better start addressing him as ‘Master,’ anyway you had managed to slip your evil intentions into his house. Didn’t it occur to you she might succeed from inside?”

“No, I never thought she would get a chance so soon.”

“In my body, his lover. Idiot.” I called security and had the guard hang Virginia by her wrists and fasten her feet to the floor. I had them leave her ankle chain in place.

I went to the wall of instruments of pain and selected the same whip I had used on my clone. I wanted to leave Virginia looking just like her. I stood behind her and to her left side. My first lash was hard. I didn’t need to learn how this time. I followed the same pattern, shoulders first, save the bottom for a paddle, down the back of her legs then up the front straight up and make her breasts bounce, Then the paddle on her ass until it was a uniform fiery red. Her reaction was gratifying, shrill, loud squeals and she twisted her body a little, fighting her bonds uselessly. I ignored her gasps and cries. I knew she wouldn’t beg. She would fight against the pain and me. I was the submissive one. She was the dominant. But I didn’t want her to submit, I wanted her to look as close as possible to Cunt. They would be a matched set for a long time.

Ellie whipped me for a long time. I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of begging. I knew she wouldn’t harm me.  I tried to hold still, to ignore her strokes, but my damned bells chimed every time she hit me. Every inch of my body blazed with fiery heat. Every inch I could see was red overlaid with purplish stripes. She had whipped and paddled me unmercifully, but she had spaced the blows out and they aroused me. My love juices were dripping onto the floor and running down my legs.  Was that her intent? To arouse me and leave me unfulfilled. and then she left without a word. That was a long time ago. I had no idea how long they would leave me hanging here. My tears had long since dried and my arms ached with  the strain. I hoped someone would take me down soon.

Eventually the door opened, and two men came in. One was tall, fair, and red haired, the other had black hair and an olive complexion. Red said, “My she was certainly mad at you. Ready to move on?”

I croaked, “Yes, please.”

Blacky stepped close and slapped my breasts, hard, forehand, backhand, forehand and back, making my bells ring and ring. I screamed as the pain flowed through my already sensitized breasts. I clamped my mouth shut, afraid to merit more punishment. He rebuked me, “You’re a slave now. Address your betters as master, and every man or free woman is your better.”

I was a slave. I knew that and I had to come to terms with it. “Yes, master, I didn’t know.”

They took me down and cuffed my hands behind me. Unnecessary, after the hours hanging by my arms, I couldn’t move them.

He took me to a different room. I was strapped into a steel frame chair and injected with fastpenta then left alone for a few minutes. In few minutes I was very horny and floating. Two men entered the room. One was Roger Dalton and the other was one of the men who picked me up at the police station. I wanted them to fuck me. They were gorgeous and I wanted them to take me.

“Hi, guys. I’ve been a bad girl and I need both of you to fuck me.”

“Roger said, “Later, Virginia. We need you to answer a few questions first.”

“OK, but hurry.”

“Tell us how you programmed vehicles to attack me.”

I told them everything about my trick with the autodrive software. I was proud that none of the AIs or specialist humans had found my code yet.

I explained that in the early days of computer, programmers had to conserve scarce and expensive memory. They had to be clever, not easily comprehended. My job was to enhance the code used to recognize people and objects outside the vehicle and adjust the emergency steering wheel position when it was in use. I wrote a small piece of self-modifying code that would loop recursively back through itself, changing the code on each pass to do a different task. It was hard to write, but unlike anything used now. On one pass it changed the facial recognition data base to include you, Roger Dalton. then the code looked for you and if it found you then the vehicle would go as fast as it could directly at you and erase itself. The hardest part was getting the override code for the machine code compiler so it would ignore the illegal instruction. I made friends with the quality manager and went to his place for a nooner. I slipped him a happy pill, stole his code and gave him a memorable experience. It worked better than I hoped, and no one found it! I beamed at my master and his henchman.

Roger smiled and said, Virginia, you are brilliant. Do you still want to kill me?”

“No, master. Ellie convinced me it was not your fault. Why didn’t anyone at ReNew explain what happened?”

“We did, in many videos, interviews, social media, and news articles. I regret we didn’t make a harder effort with you, the only survivor of the only ReNew client affected by the meteor. In any case, you’re my problem now. I think you and Ellie’s clone will be pony girls since I know you like ponyplay and it’s an effective way to keep you out of any further mischief for a while. I’m going to start you in another role and in the meantime, I will look for a job worthy of your cleverness.”

“Thank you, master. I have decided to be the best, happiest and most obedient slave in your harem. So has Ginny.”

“Ellie has started calling her clone, ’Cunt’ and has already marked her that way.” Neither of you has any rights to a name, and she did physically attack both Ellie and me. ‘Cunt’ seems appropriate.”

Well, I tried damn it, “Yes, master.”

“OK. Jeeves, note that this slave is called Virginia and Ellie’s clone is named Cunt.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have security take her back to her cell.”

“Yes, sir.”

Red and Blackie released me from the chair and took me to a cell where Cunt waited, chained to a wall by a chain from her collar.  They chained me to the opposite wall from Cunt by my collar. Both our arms were locked behind us and our ankles were chained.

Red stepped between my legs, trapping my ankle chain and lay me back on my tightly held arms. He drew his foot back and opened his fly, His cock was hard and erect, and I wanted him in me so bad. I drew my feet back against my ass and flung my knees apart. I lifted my pussy toward him and begged, “Please fuck me hard master. I need you in me. Fuck me long and hard, Master.”

“Lift your ass, slave.” I obeyed, eager to serve. He knelt and his cock filled  me, completely, to perfection and his thrust rocked me back on my arms. It was heavenly. He threw my leash back over my head and his strong hands gripped my breasts. He pulled and pushed in rhythm with his thrusts, using my breasts as love handles, not too hard, just perfect. I was worried he might finish before I was ready, but I was so hot I came an instant before him. It must have been the bondage My cunt was awash with our mixed love juices and everything went grey. When I was aware again, his weight was laying on me, squishing me in a most delightful way . He was still in me and his hot breath in my ear made we aroused again, but I was pretty sure he would have to recharge before we had round two.

“Thank you, master. Would you do me again when we have time, please.”

“You were a good lay, slave. I look forward to taking you again. We should go now. He pulled out and stood up. “Kneel.” I obeyed and he put his wet cock in front of me. I sucked him in quickly and cleaned all our juices off as well as I could, savoring our mixed flavors. I think I was already a good cock sucker. He seemed to think so as his cock started to swell again.

“Not now, slave. Later,” and he put his member away. Damn.

I saw Ginny was similarly cleaning off Blackie.

The men cleaned our sex with a paper towels from the toilet, released us from the led us back to the toilets. There was no paper, but an automatic bidet that cleaned us off and out nicely, we drip dried as we walked.

They took us down the hall to the room where we had been collared. He sat me in the chair and said, this one’s slave name is Virginia. The AI instantly added a nametag to the front ring of my collar. He put her in the chair and her nametag was installed. It matched the name on her pelvis, “Cunt.”

Then he took us back to our cells. I was still high on the fastpenta and was grateful for a chance to let it wear off. He fastened us back in our cells and locked us in. “Superfluous,” I thought, “We can’t reach the doors, we’re chained to the wall.”

He turned to look at us at the outer door. I smiled invitingly, “Come back and play with me when you can, master.”

He waved at me and closed the door behind himself.

Sometime later Blacky came into the cell block with a slave. He let her into the cell, and she put bowls of food on the floor near us. Eventually I managed to kneel close enough to it I could bend over and eat the contents. It was a good temperature. New potatoes, peas, asparagus spears and carrots in a light brown sauce, delicious and I cleaned the bowl, licking up all the sauce. Blacky and the slave waited for us to finish. The slave had a small bag with her. She used a cloth from the bag to wipe the food off our nose rings and leash, then she took out a small plastic dispenser and pulled out a length of dental floss. “Open,” she said. I opened my mouth and she flossed me, every tooth, then she put the used floss back in her bag and brushed my teeth. I appreciated good hygiene but would prefer to do it myself.

She repeated the process for Cunt.  Blacky locked our cell doors and both Cunt and I said, “Thank you, master,” and he escorted the slave out. 

Cunt and I looked at each other and broke out laughing. Not little lady-like laughs, but loud, deep, seaman laughs until we both were rolling on the floor. I managed to cough out, “I…I…wonder if…all the…waitresses…are…dental…hygienists?” It set us off laughing again.

In a few minutes Cunt said, “First class services in this harem.”

“Yeah. We don’t need our hands at all. Good thing.”

The floor was warm, it must be heated. I stretched out and tried to find a comfortable position. Nope. The door opened and Red and Blacky entered.  They both had a bulky cylinder with them. Blacky released a strap around his cylinder and it sprang open. A mattress, thank God. I scrambled onto my knees and smiled, invitingly, “For me, master?”

For us, then if you’re good, I might leave it with you.”

“I’ will be very good, Master, but not for the mattress.”

He laughed, “Good girl.” He tossed the now flat mat on the floor beside me. “Kneel on the mat facing the wall. Bend over and put your forehead on the mat and your ass high.” I obeyed. “Spread your knees wide but keep them on the mat.”

I was perfectly positioned for him to use my rear entrance, but no. The next thing I felt was a strap caressing my ass, moderately hard. I yelped and realized it was his belt. Again. Then his hand felt my pussy. Then he strapped me again and I felt moisture on my nether lips. He was arousing me with his belt. It was exciting to be so helpless under the whip of a strong man.

I felt his cock nuzzle my engorged labia and his strong hands gripped my waist. He pulled me back onto him and fucked me hard and fast, just like I like it. I came quickly, in a flurry of squeals and moans as he impaled me deep and hard. He must have great control since he came just after me. Usually the men who fuck me come first and I must pray they will last long enough to get me off.

When he pulled out and I was recovering, I realized that I was a pain slut. My body responded better, quicker when he gave me pain for foreplay. I needed to be whipped first. OK.

“Up on your knees and clean my dick.”

“Yes, master.” I rose up and turned around on my knees, careful not to snag my leash. I had already learned to avoid that if possible. He stood up and I admired his body. Not as tall as Red, nor Roger Dalton, nor Blaine, but compact, muscular and delicious. He was smiling down at me. “”You may be a murderous, vengeful female, but you are an excellent slave.”

“Thank you, master. I want to be the best slave girl ever.” Then I licked and sucked him clean and he dried off with my hair. I was proud of my performance. No, wrong word. It wasn’t a performance. I really was glad he approved of my service as a slave. He got dressed and I asked, “Master, is there anything I can do to be a better slave?”

He looked at me and I wondered if I would be punished. After a long moment he said, “Kneel promptly when you see a master. Spread your knees as wide as possible, thrust your breasts out farther, keep your head high and your eyes down, and always smile. Remember you are proudly displaying your master’s property and inviting him to use you.”

“Thank you, master.” I shifted my pose as he had suggested and I was proud of my body, and I did want him to stay and use me again. I looked at his feet and a moan of need escaped my lips.

“Good girl.” He closed the door and left. Red had already gone.

Cunt and I looked at each other. I lay back on the mat, thankful for everything. “Good night, slave.”

“Good night.”

The two trainers went to their office and filled out their reports, “Initial Performance Report – New Slave,” They each prepared one that evaluated Ginny and Cunt on her attitude and skills. The evaluation criteria and standards had been adopted soon after female slavery was adopted as a global practice. They had been refined every five years since then and were commonly used by every organization that owned slave girls. Hardly anyone would buy a used slave without good records.

I woke at a sound. I looked around and saw Red and Blackie entering the room. I managed to get up into a kneeling pose and I saw Cunt was trying to also. I forced a broad smile and almost sang, “Good Morning, masters.”

Red entered my cell. “Stand.” Blackie went to Cunt.

I obeyed and he kissed me then he unlocked my leash from the wall.

Red took hold of my leash and Blackie took Cunt. They led us out of the building, bells ringing with every step, announcing our passage, along a tree-lined road, into a large house, and down an elevator to a workroom. They put us on our knees and locked our leashes to a floor ring. They released our hands and removed our ankle chains. Now I was only bound by my leash. They handed me a pair of light boots with steeply angled soles.

“Put them on.”

“Yes, Master.” I slipped them on, pulled the laces tight, and tied them.

“Double tie them.”

“Yes, Master.” I obeyed.

They put thick, stiff mittens on my hands and locked them to my cuffs. I couldn’t remove them, and they prevented me from any delicate manipulation.

“Stand on your hands and feet.”

I rolled over and awkwardly stood up. The boots were perfectly shaped to allow me to walk this way. In fact, with them on it was impossible to stand up straight.

Red showed me a device like a curved but flexible rod eighteen inches long and curved in a wide “U” shape with a rubber cone on the short end.  “This is your tail. Hold still.” He inserted the cone into my bottom hole. The long, thin part stuck up like a happy dog’s tail. He wiggled it and I felt the plug move inside me.

“Wag your tail whenever you are with your master. It shows him you’re happy to see him and it makes him happy. You’ll want that.”

Red said, “You’re in puppy mode now. If you use human speech the AI will correct you with a shock from your collar. You may only make puppy-like sounds. You may respond to questions with barks. One bark means yes, two for “No.” Understand?”

“Bark.”

“Good.”

They unlocked us from the floor and led us back to the elevator. I moved awkwardly and they took it slow. I felt the tail move with every step, accompanied by the chiming of my bells.

We went to the second floor and they led me into a carpeted room with a large screen on the wall and a couch and some chairs – a normal living room. We were ordered to kneel in the middle of the floor, facing the door. We obeyed and crossed our arms behind us, and in display pose. Perfect pet girls.

They locked our leashes to floor rings and Blackie ordered, “Don’t move,” and left us alone. We were helpless to free ourselves. I said, “Cunt” and a terrible pain knocked me to the floor.  I remembered, too late, “No human speech.” She whined at my form, I said, “Bark,” to show I was OK.

The AI said, “Resume your position, Virginia.” I scrambled back up and knelt where he had left me. I inched a little closer to Cunt and felt a warning buzz from my collar. The AI was alert and I had been told not to move. Chains weren’t needed to keep us under control. They were used to humiliate us, to teach us our place. Those bonds would be much harder to break than mere metal, but I had to admit, these leashes were effective.

There was no window or clock and time passed slowly. Slavegirls need to learn patience.  Cunt was as well striped as me. My skin burned, not unbearably, but there was nothing we could about it. We weren’t allowed to talk or even break position. I felt so helpless and I guess that is exactly what we were supposed to feel.

I wanted to talk to Cunt and see what Dalton knew. I was tempted to whisper but too frightened of what the AI might do to me for a second offense. It was just idle curiosity, anyway. There was nothing we could do or say to lessen our offenses. I had expected to be sent to ponygirl training. I knew about that. This was new and I didn’t know anything about it. What did they expect of us?

Amidst my recriminations and angst, I reached a decision. I was going to be happy. I was a slave. So what. I was going to enjoy the experience. I was going to be like Ellie, my real sister, not Cunt, her clone with my mind. I wanted to stand up and shout, “I’m ready to serve. Come get me and let me serve you masters I’m Virginia and I’m the best slave girl you’ve ever seen. I want to give you pleasure, to serve and obey. I’m ready, masters.” I turned my head back and forth, beaming happiness to every hidden camera. I knew there had to be some. I didn’t dare to move more than that. Oh well, maybe later.

Cunt looked at me strangely. I knew she was wondering what thoughts could suddenly make me look so happy. If I could tell her what I was thinking, I knew she’d think me crazy. Maybe so, but I mean it. I’m going to make it my life’s goal to be the one slave every man out there wants by his side and in his bed. I’m going to look forward to every morning and be positive and happy no matter what I’m made to do.

Why not? We can’t escape or do anything we want any more. So, I’m going to love every master and everything they want me to do. My attitude is likely the only thing left I can control and by God, I’m going to be happy. I spread my knees as wide as I could, threw my shoulders back, thrust my breasts out, started wagging my tail, and smiled in wily invitation.


Chapter 3: Pet Girls

Maybe it was coincidence or maybe they were watching us, because the door opened, and Roger Dalton strode into the room with Ellie behind him. He stopped in front of Cunt and me. Ellie followed him and knelt beside him, touching his pantleg. He stroked her hair and looked at us. Finally, he said, “You may use human speech now. Answer truthfully. Virginia, what are you?”

I had not expected a question. What did he want to hear? I was completely in his power. Did he want to know what I thought, or just for me to be humble? “I am your slave. Your property.”

“Yes. You agreed to that to avoid the spectacle of a trial and the same result. What do you think I should do with you now?”

“I think you should profit from my skills. I do have a talent.”

“I intend to, and your other assets, too. Tell me about your relationship with Blaine.”

“He is a good friend. We made love.”

“Jeeves, was that a truthful response?”

“No entirely. She concealed the depth of her feelings for Blaine Sanders.”

“Give her a level 1 correction and henceforth if she or Cunt are not entirely truthful.”

A strong shock hit me, and I collapsed forward holding my mitted hands to my throbbing neck. The pain was awful. When I was able, I raised back up and put my hands behind me.

“Tell me about you and Blaine.”

“I love him. I moved into his place a week ago. I was going to ask to be his slave before I was caught.”

“You killed me, intentionally, twice, and tried several other times. What would be a fitting punishment?”

“To make me your slave. To give me pain. To profit from my work.”

“True enough, but I’m not sure that is sufficient. Right now, what do you want?

“May a slave girl beg her master to kiss her?”

Pleasant surprise crossed his face, “That’s always in order.  Stand up.” He stepped close and. I rose, balancing on my toes and tilted my face up toward his.

He put an arm around me, moved my leash aside and pulled me close. I felt the smooth cloth of his shirt on my engorged nipples and their dangling bells pushed against my ribcage. I didn’t know what to do with my arms. It seemed improper to wrap them around him as if I were holding him. It also felt wrong to just let them dangle as if his kiss was negligible. Finally, I crossed them behind me submissively. He raped my mouth. Pain and pleasure erupted through me. A kiss is almost as intimate as intercourse and more so than almost anything else. He held me close and kissed me until we needed to breathe. I felt moisture on my pussy lips. He relaxed his grip and let me draw my head back. I purred at him and smiled invitingly, “Thank you, master.”

He released me and I dropped down and knelt.

“You are all three my slaves. Slaves reflect their master’s taste. You must always look your best, or you may be corrected. Always keep your backs arched and thrust your breasts forward. Keep your head high and smile. Be proud for you are beautiful. Always keep your knees apart and show off your sex. It is a lovely part of you. When kneeling always spread your knees as far as possible. When possible cross your arms behind you to show your respect. Always verbally acknowledge an order. Always be respectful and obedient. Jeeves will watch you and correct you if you break a rule of need it. It has a lot of independence so don’t test it.

Cunt and I both adjusted our positions and answered him, “Yes, master.”

“Though she is also my slave, Ellie is your mistress and you will obey her and all free women. You are going to be our pets for a while. Virginia will be mine and Cunt will be Ellie’s Jeeves will promptly correct you when needed. Do you have any questions?”

“Yes. Master. Why do you want us to be pets? Isn’t slave a more complete submission?”

“It’s to help you adjust to your slavery more quickly. You will play at being puppies. You are to try and feel what a puppy would feel.  A weak, tiny puppy.  Totally dependent on me for everything.  Yet playful, curious, and anxious to please.”

”Master, I’m sorry, but I don’t understand how this will help me adjust.”

"Playing a puppy, gives you gives you a window into your animal self.  your lizard brain, it’s been called.  It’s a way to help you separate your instincts and the conditioning society has imposed on you."

He would have been a great doctor or salesman.  I believed him.  Every word.  He was calm and energetic and logical.  And he was my master.  I trusted him.

He came to me and removed the leash from my nose ring. I didn’t know it was removable. He just took the link my ring was threaded into between his thumb and forefinger and it opened. He removed Cunt’s also. “These aren’t necessary, and they will get in the way now. Go back into puppy mode now. No more human speech and stay on all fours. Both of you heel us.”

Master and mistress walked out of the room, holding hands. I wasn’t sure what to do now. Cunt and I looked at each other.

Jeeves said, “Follow them, a foot to the side and a half pace behind them. Kneel beside them when they stop. Go.” My collar buzzed and I hurried after master, awkwardly, having to learn where to put my hands and feet. Not smoothly yet, but I’d get there. We followed them downstairs and outside., our bells chiming loudly. I think they walked slowly to give us a chance to learn our new pace. They walked through a garden on chip covered paths and onto a vast lawn. They meandered across the grass in a drunkard’s walk, letting us practice following them through turns and around trees, making abrupt stops and reversals. Whenever we got too far from our mater and mistress, our collars would buzz, encouraging us to close the gap.

After a few minutes he stopped close to a planting bed. There was a metal water dish just outside the bed and a hole with loose dirt piled next to it. He turned to us, kneeling side by side, ”Puppies have the whole outdoors for their toilets. Whenever you need to pee or crap, whine. Someone will let you outside or walk you. Go to one of the stations, and there are several close to the house like this. There’s a water bowl and a hole for your waste. The gardeners maintain these for you. Cover your solid wastes with a little dirt when you’re done. Learn to use your paws to separate your ass cheeks to prevent soiling yourself or wipe your bottoms on the grass when finished. The water is for drinking, not cleaning. You may pee anywhere on dirt or grass. Now, Virginia, drink some water and pee.”

I didn’t want to, but I didn’t want to be zapped, either. I went to the dish and lapped up a little water. Not hard, but demeaning, as intended. I looked over my shoulder at master. His visage was stern. I crawled to the dirt bed and knelt up on spread knees facing master. I was proud and determined to be the best. I smiled, broadly and forced a squirt onto the dirt. Then I scampered back to kneel before him, remembering to make my tail wag. He smiled and tousled my hair, “Good girl.”

I can’t imagine why, but I felt inordinately pleased by his praise.”

Mistress said to Cunt, “Your turn, Cunt.”

Cunt trotted to the bowl and repeated my performance. She ran back to mistress with as much enthusiasm as I had shown. She dropped into kneeling position so close to her that her breast touched mistress’ leg. Mistress shook Cunt’s head, gently, with both hands and said, “You’re a very good girl, Cunt.”

Master changed our limits, “Jeeves, extend the pet’s leashes to seventy-five feet.”

Master and mistress walked to a bench under a shade tree and we followed them. After they sat down master motioned me to him and pointed to his lap. I cuddled up close and lay my head in his lap, experimentally. He put a finger through my nose ring and gently pulled me forward until my shoulders were on his knees. He was supporting my upper half, so I crossed my hands behind me and wagged my tail, just a little. He put both hands on my shoulders and rubbed them and my neck. It felt very good, “Your muscles are tense, Virginia. You should try to relax. You have no duties now but to please me and I’m sure you’ll be as good at that as you were a worth foe.”

I wasn’t allowed to speak so I barked once. The sun was warming my back and I did relax. I had nothing to do, nowhere to go. I had not felt this good since Blaine…. Blaine? Where was he? Would I ever see him again? Suddenly my relaxed feeling vanished. How could I contact him?  Master and Jeeves would never let me use a communication device.

Master noticed my change. He asked, “What’s wrong Virginia? You may speak now. Why did you tense up?”

“I’m sorry, master. I just thought of Blaine.”

“Ah. No reason to worry. Blaine’s away on a job for me. I’ll let you see him when he returns.”

“Thank you, master. Will it be soon?”

“Curiosity is not encouraged in slave girls. You may be punished for it. He will be here when he’s here. You and Cunt go play. Remember you are both playful, curious puppies. Go investigate the plants and each other. Stay within seventy-five feet.”

The puppies went slowly across the lawn, cautiously, at first, staying close to each other. Cunt was first to approach some plants and sniff them.  In a few minutes Virginia had tripped Cunt and rolled her on her back, both their bells ringing.

After the slaves were out of earshot and playing, master asked me, “How do you like having a pet girl?”

“It’s very enjoyable and it seems to be getting better results than beating on them, though I enjoyed that quite a bit. How long can we keep them?”

“As long as we want. I own them. Is there anything you want to do with them?”

“I’m looking forward to having them as pony girls. I want to feel them pulling my cart, obeying my tugs on their reins, under my close control.”

“There’s no reason they can’t be both. Pony girls for a work shift and pet girls after work. I’ll have to be gone during most days and they can be your pets then. I’m going to have all three of you participate in the slave exercises and our education program. I want all of you fit and useful. That reminds me, have you had either of them service you yet?“

“Yes, Cunt, when I punished her.  It was quite enjoyable.”

“Good. They need to become accustomed to being used for sex, even if they don’t receive pleasure from it. For now, don’t let either of them climax. They have been enslaved only a short time. It’s just a game for them yet. You’ve been anticipating it, training for months. They are really a single mind, slowly growing apart, suddenly thrust into a new role. I’ve seen it in many new slaves. They will be more pliable and submissive if they’re kept aroused and needy. Their rings should take care of the arousal, but we’ll have to be extra vigilant to stop their arousal from slipping into a climax.”

“Master, Virginia is a very sexual being. She can climax with very little stimulation. I’ve seen her. She can orgasm just by rubbing her sex on a desk corner. She can masturbate to climax on almost anything and if we don’t do it often enough, she will do it herself.”

“So, these two slaves are unusually horny?”

“Yes, master. They’ll need chastity belts to stop them masturbating, good ones.”

“OK, that won’t be a problem,” he raised his voice, “Girls, come here.”

They both scampered over and knelt in front of us.

Roger said, “Cunt, service your mistress, Virginia, service me.” He stood up, opened his fly, and let his semi rigid member out. The two slaves crawled forward, Ellie spread her legs, took Cunt’s nose ring in her hand, and pulled Cunt into position.

Roger stopped Virginia before she reached him. He took an object out of his pocket, unrolled it, and held its ends in his hands, showing it to Virginia. It was an elastic cord with a length adjustment device in the middle and a large washer-like object on each end. “Open your mouth.”

She obeyed and he put one end in the left corner of her mouth, would the cord around her head and put the other end in the right side of her mouth. “Bite down, gently.” She closed her mouth on the plugs and he tightened the cord, so the ends were fixed in her mouth, the smaller part wedged between her teeth and the wider part against the inside surface of her teeth. Her mouth was wedged open, preventing her from even trying to bite him.

“Service me, slave,” he took her nose ring in his hand and pulled her to him.

Virginia was experienced. She knew how to give a man a good time. She licked and kissed the tip of his member before sliding her head around his shaft. It was only moments before his hot spend filled her mouth and she sucked hard and fast to swallow it all. Though this was her first time with a man who owned her or one holding her nose in thrall. It was very familiar, and she enjoyed the enhanced experience more than she expected. She enjoyed making his member harden and the salty taste of his cum, but the grunt of pleasure was the best. It filled her with a sense of accomplishment. She had always thought that real women were good cock suckers, and success was proof she was a real woman. She sat back on her heels and smiled when he released her nose ring.

We took our pets back inside and up to the playroom. I had asked Jeeves to make some things for the pets and I wanted to see how they had turned out. They looked professional and complete so first I put a hood and gag on Virginia and had Ellie do the same thing to Cunt. We removed their puppy paws and boots then fastened their hands up in reverse prayer position. I had Ellie watch as I put Virginia into the new device. I positioned her standing in front of it. There were holes for her breasts, just a little too small. I used the chest strap to pull her against the surface then I gently worked her breasts through, pulling on their rings from one side and using my hand to compress the bulging skin and push them through from the other. When they were all the way through, I tightened the chest strap and fastened her collar to the surface. Now her breasts sat like fat balloons on the far side of the surface from her body.

I pulled one of her labia rings through the large cutout and clipped a spring to it. When I gently released the spring, it pulled her labia ring to the side, opening that labia lip wide. When her other ring was attached, her sex was spread wide and she whimpered softly around her gag.

I pulled the front ring on Virginia’s waist band through the cutout and slid the locking bar through it. Finally, I put the nipple stretchers on both her breasts, forcing her nipples to extend at least an inch and a half further.

Her breathing was ragged with arousal. I rubbed her inner labia lips gently with one finger, she was very wet.

I helped Ellie secure Cunt in a matching installation, and we left them there to stew, as it were, in their own juices for a while.

I took Ellie into the bedroom, locked her hands behind her, put her in standing display position and looked at her.  God, she was magnificent.  Great breasts, slim, athletic body, nice ass, great, long legs.  Her toe and fingernail polish needed renewing.  Her hair was a thick golden mop swirling around her shoulders.  Her rings made her so erotic, so controllable.  The shining collar on her long neck was perfect.  Even her hobble increased her sexuality.  I don't know what it is about chains on a woman.  Even much vanilla jewelry for women has chains involved.  Maybe the way they follow the contours.  No, even her ankle chains, hanging free in their catenary curve look delicious.  If I get my way, Ellie will always wear chains. They magnify her beauty and stress her slavery.  

I was admiring her when I remembered how Virginia and Cunt looked as we left them. Ellie needed to have her sex opened too. “Come with me.” I took her down to the Mod room and sat her in the chair and it took hold of her

“What shall I do, sir?”

I went to the model display screen, “Show me a design for  a device for permanent installation on this slave to let me spread her sex lips open when I wish. Make it attractive, use existing equipment, and have minimal impact when not in use.“

Several designs were prepared. I chose one that put a light chain around her thigh  supported by the waistband. Two small clips hung in front of her thighs, ready to be clipped to her labia rings. It was perfect and I would have it put on Virginia and Cunt soon. It was quickly fabricated and installed. When the chair released her, I ordered,  “Display,” I put the clips on her rings. It spread her lips wide and exposed her former “Private Parts” completely. It let me control yet another part of her and she was even more beautiful.

I squatted in front of her and gently stroked her inner lips with one finger. She trembled all over and her inner lips shrank as I touched them. She was wet and her breathing was rough. “Are you aroused?”

“Oh yes, master. Please take me to your bed. I need you in me.”

“Because I opened you?”

“Because you control me completely. Because you are my master.”

“Good answer.” I took her back to the bedroom.

I lay her on her back on the bed and locked a chain between a floor ring and her hobble chain. I lay down beside her. I said, "Ellie, one reason I like you in this position is that your hands are under your waist.  It raises your pussy and changes the angle of your love channel.  It feels better for me.  Is it comfortable for you?"

"Master, it is quite comfortable.  My hands are held down by my weight, but my waistband evens out the pressure,  And You're right.  The position gets me off faster than lying flat."

I lay beside her supine form. I stroked and pulled all her curves and rings.  I enjoyed seeing which stimulus caused the best responses.  She is ticklish and I enjoyed her laughter and squirming. I made her spread her legs and watched the little chains I had had the AI install pull her labia lips further apart.  I knelt between her legs and learned her topography.  She had the most amazing curves in her soft, responsive flesh.  I touched and rubbed and stroked.  I watched her muscles spasm and tremble under my fingers.  I raised her arousal to the point of climax with a single finger.  Subtlety worked better than brute force,  for her.  What I got was intellectual stimulation.  I would put my new knowledge to practical use soon.  She was hot, too hot.  She would come as soon as I entered her.  I wanted a longer period of pleasure, so I let her cool down. 

He lay beside me on the bed and teased me unmercifully.  I loved it and got more and more aroused.  He played with my face and breasts and all my body. Then he knelt between my legs and made me spread them wide.  He pulled my ankle chain up and locked it to my waistband, forcing my knees wide apart. Those little chains fastened to my labia rings pulled my sex lips far apart. He tortured me for the longest time with his finger.  I only felt one finger and he played me like a violin.  In minutes he had me ready to come, then he would stop, and I would cool just a fraction.  Then he would start again.  It was so wonderful and so frustrating.  I needed to come so much, but he wouldn't let me.  Then he got up and went out of the room.  That bastard.  He's just teasing me.  I need to come.  

If I rolled over, maybe I could rub my crotch on something. I tried to roll over several times, but my wide-spread knees stopped me. Damn.

I went in and checked on my pets. No change. I listened to both. Still breathing raggedly. Arousal not pain. I got a light cat and warmed their breasts. Three or four strokes, just enough to leave light pink stripes, and they were close to climax. Their bellies were spasming and they were dripping. I put up the cat and said, loudly for them both to hear, “There is a lesson for you here. Try to learn it.”

I released Ellie from the bed and put her hands in reverse prayer. She had adapted to this quite well and it was easy to lock her hands directly to her collar.  She was almost entirely helpless, and she said it had become quite comfortable. I always had her sleep in this position, and she dropped off to sleep easily. I took her to the living room, turned on a political review show, let her kneel on a cushion beside me so I could touch her if I wanted, and settled down to watch it. After a few minutes she whimpered softly. I put my hand on her breast and fondled her. She quieted down, but I suspected I’d have to have the cushion cleaned.

When the show ended, I took her back to the playroom and released her hands. I had her help me release our pets. We locked their hands into the standard reverse prayer, though they were not yet adapted so we had to use short chains and pull their hands up as far as we could. It would take a month or so before they wouldn’t need the chains. We took them out to the lawn so they could relieve themselves. Once we got them back inside, I put chastity belts on them and put them in their kennels.

Ellie and I stared down at our pet girls for a moment. They were beautiful and docile. “Virginia, you may speak. How do you feel?”

“Good. Master.”

“What did you learn tonight?”

“You may do anything you want with me, master. Any part of me you don’t use is of no consequence.”

“And?”

“I am your property and I must obey you, master.”

“And?”

“I must strive to give you pleasure, master.”

“Do you have anything to add, Cunt?”

“Nothing except I would like you to take me, master.”

“Not tonight. Sleep now. Tomorrow will be busy.”

I took Ellie back to bed and turned out the lights.

Mistress came into the room and took Cunt out of her kennel early. Master came for me half an hour later. I scrunched out of my kennel on my knees. He locked a chain on my collar and led me to the nearest wall and locked the chain to a ring next to a chair. He sat down.

“Come here.” I knelt up in front of him and he examined me for a few minutes, stroking my belly and cupping my breasts. He played with my bells and stroked my head. He opened my mouth and turned my head back and forth. He had me stick out my tongue. Conversationally, he said, “I’ve met some girls with rings in their tongues. Their masters find it useful to attach their leashes there. I’m told its one of the most sensitive places on a girl’s body.”

A cold shiver ran down my body. He wouldn’t. I didn’t know if I could speak, so I barked in what I hoped was a pleading manner. It worked.

“All right. You may speak.”

“Master, I will try to be the best slave possible. Please don’t put a ring in my tongue.”

He released my hands, “We’ll see. Turn around. Hands and knees.”

I obeyed.

“Punishment position.”

I straightened my legs, raising my ass high in the air.

“Legs wide.” I spread my feet apart.

He rubbed my bottom, squeezed my cunt lips, flicked my bells, fingered my asshole. What was he discovering about me? He tugged on my chain, pulling to the side. I turned toward the pull. He gripped my chain, halting me when I was sideways to him. I froze, staring in front of me. I felt like a show dog examined by a judge. I was panting loudly. I couldn’t stop.

He stroked the length of my body, from the top of my head, down my hair, over my collar, over my back, down my leg. I gasped at the flare of heat in my loins.

“Kneel.”

I dropped my knees to the floor and sat back, crossing my hands behind me and thrusting my breasts out.

“Standing display.” I rose up but the sharp slash of a whip on my ass made me fall forward onto my hands. The chain yanked hard on my throat. “Up. You don’t stop following an order when I hit you. Again. Gracefully.”

I got back into kneeling position and stood up, as smoothly and coordinated as I could. I was halfway up when the whip slashed me again. I was able to keep moving this time. I went into standing display, back arched, feet spread, breasts thrust far out, hands crossed behind me, and smiling. His hand was tight on my chain. Pulling my head back a little. “It’s important to move gracefully. Kneel. We’ll try it again.”

I received more flicks. “Faster,” on my ass. “Slower,” ass. “Keep your head up,” back. “Smile,” belly.  “Don’t let your breasts relax,” underside of my breasts. He made me repeat it until I was sweaty and tired. I didn’t get any swats on the last few sets, so I guess I improved.

He unlocked the chain from the wall and took me to a bar hanging from the ceiling. He locked my cuffs to the end of the bar and raised the bar until I was on tiptoe. The AI had put a steel waistband on me when I was enslaved. Master stood behind me and tightened it. He must have had a tool of some sort. I heard a clicking as the belt tightened around my waist.

“You are gorgeous. You have a body that demands a tiny waist.”

I felt the band continue to tighten until my breath was being forced out of me at every click. He stopped at walked around in front of me. “No, not enough.” He tightened it some more. I started to whimper as the breath was forced out of my lungs.

He stopped and came around in front of me, “How’s that?”

“It’s too tight. I can’t breathe,” I whispered.”

“Any pain?”

I mentally explored my body. “No.”

“Light headed?”

“No.

He felt between my legs and laughed. He stuck his wet fingers in my mouth. I sucked them eagerly.

“You’ll get used to it and then I’ll tighten it again.”

He put a long chain on my collar, released my hands from the bar and put them back in reverse prayer. He had me walk around him at the end of the chain. The sensation was strange and oddly appealing. I was tightly restricted, and my hands were useless, but my legs were free. I was afraid he would use his whip again; I was walking so awkwardly. But he didn’t. I guess he was letting me acclimatize. After a few laps he stopped me and led me to a mirror.  He turned me to face it and pulled me against him, “Look at yourself.”

I saw a stranger with an amazing hourglass figure, her waist incredibly tiny. My hips had never been large, now looked perfectly womanly. My breasts had always been large, but now they dominated my body. The rings and bells, collar and cuffs made me look more subjugated, more controlled than ever, and incredibly erotic. I was every man’s wet dream. Master was much bigger than me and his body dwarfed mine. He was more than a head taller; his biceps were bigger than my thighs and his legs thick with muscles.

His hands slipped around me, cupped my breasts and their fingers slipped through mt nipple rings. My breathing grew ragged. I was being consumed by lust. He made me walk on the end of the chain some more. This time he used the whip to correct me. After a little of this he released my hands and made me crawl around the room. He again striped my ass, encouraging to make my crawl sexier, more precise. Before I knew it, he was behind me, his fist tight against my neck, holding the chain and me, fast. Then he slid into me, unexpected, huge, and I gasped and then howled, praying he’d let me come. But he was moving slowly, deliberately, inside me, intent on getting pleasure, but giving none. Every thrust and relax of his made all my bells swing and chime, arousing me, but not enough. Every breath now was high and shallow because that was all the room I had left. Every breath I took fought my bondage in vain. The hands on my hips tightened as he drove deep into me and he came hard. He held me still. I might have come had he lasted a little longer. I whimpered in frustration as he withdrew, so incredibly close to release.

The chain pulled me to him, and I knelt at his feet. His property and I whimpered some more.

He led me to the bench where my boots and paws waited. He removed the chain and waited for me to put my puppy boots on then replaced my paws. He put the leash on my nose ring, inserted my tail, and led me to the kitchen. .  

He tethered my nose ring to a low wall ring using a short chain. I would be able to reach my food bowl, thank God. I was starved.

A slave girl set a bowl of water and a bowl with scrambled eggs and ham in front of me. He slid the water under my head but waited on the food. I turned my head to look at him.

He said, “Is my good girl hungry. Would she like some food?”

I thought about what he had told me. I whined and wagged my tail.

Master said, good girl and slid the bowl under my head. I kept my tail wagging as I ate. There was no way I could keep the bell, or my nose ring out of the food. I gave up. When I finished, both were coated with food. I lapped up some water. Master removed both bows and gave me a new bowl filled with juice. I wagged more. He said, “drink it all.” I did. It was quite good.

He put the leash back on my nose ring and led me into the yard. He had me practice puppy commands. I learned to 'roll over,' 'play dead,' 'Pee,' and more. The hardest for me was Pee. I had to get close to a tree and raise my leg high.  High enough for those little chains to pull my labia lips open then squirt a few drops. Then I would go to another place and repeat. This was embarrassing. I guess it was another conditioning example of society.

He said, “I really like having you on a leash. The symbolism is fantastic and the lust I get when you obey is better. Now though, I'm going to use your electronic leash, so I’ll explain how it works. I tell Jeeves to put you on a 'leash and a distance, say, ten feet. If you stay within ten feet of me, nothing happens. If you get further away your collar beeps. If you get three feet further, thirteen feet, it gives a mild shock. Every three feet further gives a stronger shock. Stay within ten feet of me and you'll be fine. If you don't obey a command, he'll give you a shock. Let's try it.” He took the leash off my nose and pocketed it. He walked around.

I tried to follow him closely, but I did not have much skill on all fours. I heard and felt the warning beep many times. As I improved, I didn't hear it much. He walked to the house and through it. He went through the front door and I whined. I didn't want to play puppy in public.

He said, “Quiet girl and I'll walk slow. Remember, you are a curious, playful puppy. Don't think about anything but what a puppy would do.”

He led me to a tree and said, “Pee, girl.”

I looked around. No one, good. I raised a leg until I felt my pussy exposed and squirted a few drops on the tree. I lowered my leg and wagged my tail.

Master said, “good girl.”

I beamed at the silly phrase. I was just playing a role, but it felt so good to receive praise from my master.

He walked on and I hurried to keep up. I was getting better. He stopped by a bench and commanded, “Service me puppy.”

I knelt in front of him and started working my mouth to extract his penis. He had worn loose fitting pants commando style, so I was able to get him ready in just a moment. I licked and kissed his semi rigid cock until it was stiff. I sucked him all the way in, relishing the huge mouthful of cock. I moved my head in and out and felt my own arousal rising along with his. I tasted his pre-cum and savored the salty taste of my master. He came in a great spurt down my throat. I struggled to swallow it all without gagging. He pulled out and I cleaned him with my tongue, greedily sucking down all his cum I could get. I sat back on heels and smiled.

He said, “Good girl. Great job.”

I was fuller of pride than ever before.

He replaced his cock and ruffled my hair with his hands.

A man I didn't know walked up leading a slave on a leash. She looked happy. The man spoke to my master, “Nice puppy, Roger.  Does she know any tricks?”

Master said, “a few,” then he commanded, “Stand.”

I rose to all fours, my bells clamoring like a church on Sunday.

“Roll Over.”

I rolled onto my back then on over to standing on hands and knees.

“Lay.”

I rolled onto my back.

Master came to me, squatted down and rubbed my breasts. It felt so good. My nipples got rock hard and I moaned.

He stood up and said, “stand”

I got on all fours and looked at master.

The man said, “Good puppy.’ I was so happy. The praise from a stranger hit me hard. I felt light stings on my ass and realized I was wagging my tail so hard it was whipping me. God, I was really enjoying puppy play. I was just feeling with very little thinking. I felt so free. I only cared about pleasing my master.

My master said, “OK puppy, go play. “

I crawled over to the slave who was kneeling behind the man. I licked her breast and pulled on her nipple ring. She giggled and said, Master, the puppy wants to play. May I?”

The man said, “OK, Chris. Be gentle she's only a puppy.”

The man was holding a leash fastened to Chris' nose ring. Her hands were locked behind her. I crawled over to the man and took the leash in my mouth. I tugged gently and whined. He looked at me and let go of the leash. I crawled onto the grass and tugged Chris' leash, so she had to follow me. She couldn't use her hands, so I kept up a gentle pull while she stood up. She followed me on the grass. I stopped when my collar buzzed and rolled over the leash, forcing Chris to the ground by her nose. I crawled up her supine body and put my pussy over her mouth. She couldn't get away with her nose held tight. I whined and spread my knees, forcing my labia lips open.

Chris got the message and started licking my cunt. Soon I was panting and juicing. I was so close to coming when my master stopped us. He unwrapped her leash from my body and took it out of my mouth. Chris' master got her off the ground. He said, “She does know a few tricks. Good girl. And led Chris away. She was blushing and her face was glistening with my juices. Her tongue was sticking out of her mouth. She drew it in and blew me a kiss.

Once again, I noticed my tail was wagging hard behind me. Master was walking a meandering path across lawns and through gardens. I was so hot. My pussy itched with frustration. I was still wet and dribbling from my loins. Several times I found a well-shaped trunk or rock. I would hurry to it and rub my crotch, hoping I could masturbate to orgasm. But my collar would always buzz just when I got close and I would have to hurry after my retreating master. I was truly down to animal cravings. I only wanted praise and an orgasm. I was so hot.

Master stopped to talk to another man and while he was busy, I crawled behind a tree and knelt. I rubbed my loins with my paws. It felt so good. I was so close to coming when I felt a shock. Master was calling me. I hurried to him. He looked at my wet paws and said, “Naughty. Bad girl. Punishment position. Stay.” Shit. Caught.

I got three stripes from his whip. They hurt, but not enough to get off on. I was crushed. I slunk beside him when he walked. I was a bad girl.

My chagrin didn't last long. Soon I was trotting beside my master. Happy to be out in the fresh air with him. Everything was so new and fresh when seen from puppy level. I smelled flowers that were now at nose height. I rolled in the grass and stretched in the sun. sprung from behind bushes to touch master's leg. I trotted up close behind him and raised up on my knees to push him forward with my paws. I found a nice grassy patch in front of him and rolled onto my back. I spread my hands and legs and whimpered. He squatted beside me and rubbed my breasts and pussy. I was ready to come right then. I moaned and wriggled under his hands. He rolled my nipples between his fingers. They ached so good. I needed to come, and I was close. He stood up and said, “playtime later. Come on.”   

We walked on. I was ordered to pee on several more trees along the way. I didn't see any more people.  I cavorted around my master. He was the center of my universe and I so wanted to please him. I blocked his path with my body, so he had to interact with me. I wanted his attention more than I wanted his praise. He would have to give me an order, or touch me, or even step around me. He was always polite and controlled. I loved everything about him. But when he touched me, my heat blossomed in me. I felt unbounded joy. I knew he loved me and would care for me. He was my personal God and I glowed in his presence. I wanted him in me so bad. I wanted to serve him.

Finally, we reached his house. He led me to a fenced yard I hadn’t seen before. He led me in there and I saw a sliding glass door leading into a dark room. He told me to pee and I did. I wandered around the yard smelling everything and pawing at a few things that interested me. He turned off the electronic leash and went through the sliding door. I inspected the door and found it had a latch requiring finger dexterity to open. Not for puppies.  I got bored eventually and went to the sliding glass door. I put my paws against the glass and barked. Softly at first, then louder. Master let me in. I followed him around. The chef was cooking dinner nearby and it smelled delicious. There is something satisfying about the smell of cooking onions. I followed him to the living room, and he sat on the couch with a tablet. I knelt on the floor beside his leg and rested my head on his leg. He patted my head then stroked my breast until mistress appeared and told him dinner was ready.

Master and mistress ate at the table. Her hands were locked behind her and she knelt beside him. He fed her from his plate. Cunt and I ate in the same room, but not at the table. Our nose rings were chained to floor rings with short chains. A slave girl put bowls of food and water on the floor in front of us. Our nose rings, bells, and chains were coated in food before we finished. The slave girl cleaned our faces when she took the bowls away. Master and mistress took us for an after dinner walk around the gardens.

I needed to pee, so I went to the sliding glass door and whined. He saw what I needed, put my leash on my nose ring, and walked me in the yard. He took me to the area by the tree and said, “Pee.” I did. I couldn't crap because of the tail in my asshole, but I didn't need to.

They took us back in and master took me to his office. I don’t know where mistress and her pet went. He removed my leash, went into the bathroom and closed the door. I knelt on the floor where I could see when he came out. He came out and walked past me to his desk and I watched. He stopped by the desk and said, “Puppy, come.” I hurried to him. He said, “Under the desk. Hold my cock in your mouth. Don’t lick or suck. No stimulation now. I have some work to do.”

I crawled under the desk and faced my master. He freed his cock, sat in the desk chair, and slid toward me. I opened my mouth and admitted his cock. I knew the drill. Just let it lay there. Don't stimulate it with my lips or tongue. I relaxed and concentrated on my feelings. I was relaxed, happy, and obedient. I knew I was submissive, and he was subjugating me. I loved it. I loved warming his cock. As I knelt there the world slipped far away. I was drifting in a sea of warm, relaxing pleasure. I guess this is what an isolation tank feels like. I wasn't aware of any senses at all save the warm weight of his cock in my mouth. He trusted me and I trusted him. He was my God and knew my every thought. I knew nothing but felt incredible relaxation and joy. I was just feeling and nothing else was important.

I felt her warm, soft mouth around my cock.  I was a little aroused and glad she obeyed my command to just hold me.  I wouldn't be able to concentrate on the report if she was any more stimulating.  I needed to send her to judgment soon. I didn’t have to, of course, but news travels fast in a mixed company of slaves and free citizens like ReNew. By now everyone knew my attacker had been caught and I owned her. It was  our custom to administer punishment quickly and forget about it, and I had dawdled too long, already. She had learned to be a good slave and now I needed to make her productive. Ellie would be a good replacement and I had all the time in the world to train her to perfection. Besides I wanted to use Virginia to entice Blaine into working for me and he’d be back in just a little over a month.

I finished the reports and sent notes to several staff to prepare for the next team meeting then I shut the network down and rolled my chair back. Virginia followed me as I rolled back. “Enough. Come here.”

She drew back from me and closed her mouth. I motioned and she climbed into my lap.

“You can speak now.”

“Thk…  Thank you, master.”

“You’ve been a puppy girl for a couple of weeks now. How do you feel?

“Like I’m yours…I know you own me…every part of me…and I’m happy…but…”

“But you want to orgasm?”

“It’s all I think about anymore. My crotch has taken over my mind. It’s not conscious, but I’m always looking at every object, every person as a thing or an opportunity to rub against ..to masturbate.  To come.”

“It gives me pleasure to see you needy, frustrated, so intent on something I am denying you.”

“Master…I’m giving you pleasure when I try to rub myself to orgasm? When you make me frustrated?”

“The key words are ‘Make you.’ Your fevered attempts to orgasm remind me of the power I have taken from you, of my control. Your frustration is very pleasant to observe, so, you see, you are giving your master pleasure every time you show me your frustration.  I may give you an orgasm as a reward for exceptional service, or maybe I will give you to another who is less strict. Now it’s time for bed. Kneel.”

Red and Blackie took Cunt and I to a…a courtroom filled with people. At least a hundred men and women were seated in rows of chairs, twenty slavegirls knelt in four rows of five girls beside the front ranks of chairs, my master, Roger Dalton, sat at a large table at the front of the room with a blonde slave standing beside him, two men, one of them the one that brought me here from the police station sat at a table to the side and in front of master. Cunt and I were taken in front of the spectators and knelt on a raised dais facing the table to the other side of the room from the two men. Red and Blackie stood behind us, holding our leashes.

The blonde slave said, “This court is in session. Cunt, you are charged with attacking another slave and attempted violence against a free person.  How do you respond to these charges?”

Cunt paused and then said, “Master, I am sorry. I acted as I did because I was given incorrect information , and I did not injure Ellie, just put her to sleep for a little while. I’m guilty of attacking a free person, but that is all.”

The slave continued, “Virginia, you are charged with the same crimes as an accessory before the fact, with committing fraud on a free person, two counts of premeditated homicide, and three counts of attempted homicide. How do you respond to these charges?”

I thought furiously. “Your honor, I cannot be guilty of the violent crimes themselves because I was not present. Nor can I be guilty as an accessory before the fact because I did not aid, abet, counsel or command these crimes, facts already committed to the record when I was questioned under fastpenta. Therefore, I plead not guilty and pray the court to dismiss these charges. As to the fraud charge, the free person bargained for a clone and a mind scan to quicken it. That is what he obtained. Even though the mind scan was of a different person, the personality was irrelevant and a de minimis error since the mind scan of an identical twin was provided. I plead not guilty to the fraud charge as well.”

Master smiled at us so maybe he liked that we didn’t just roll over. I knew he had us, and he clearly understood the roles both Cunt and I, but mostly I played in the attack. And I was creative, maybe he’d like that.

Master spoke for the first time, “Mr. Cohen would you play the recordings of the testimony taken under fastpenta for both slaves, Virginia first, and exclude any mention of software technique.”

The dark-complexioned man at the table said, “Yes, sir.” He whispered into a microphone and the top half of all four walls of the room became a crystal-clear display showing a view of my face, looking dreamy and speaking very clearly. A man was asking me questions and I was answering them, truthfully, of course.

It wasn’t very long. When it stopped, Mr. Cohen stood and said, “ Sir, Virginia has successfully killed you twice and failed twice more. When she learned you were making a Clone for Ellie, she substituted a scan of her brain. She  knew you specifically  wanted Ellie’s mind, so she committed fraud by substituting her mind. And she put her own mind, who had already committed murder and was continuing to try into the clone of someone you were intimate with. Clearly, she used her mind in the anticipation the clone would continue her vendetta. Clearly, she encouraged the clone to attack you. Her own words convict her.” He sat down.

Master looked at me. “Any rebuttal Virginia?”

“No, master. Mr. Cohen is correct. But I felt justified and I beg for mercy.” I didn’t see any logical argument I could make.

“All right. You are sentenced to ten lashes and three weeks in the pillory, followed by assignment as a ponygirl.”

“Thank you, master.”

“Cunt you have already admitted you attacked a free person. Is there anything you would like to add?”

“No, master. I beg your forgiveness.”

“Cunt, you will also receive ten lashes, three weeks in the pillory with Virginia, and assignment to ponygirl.

“Thank you, master.”

“Jeeves, enter the sentences.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Court is dismissed.”  The other man seated at the side table stood up, “The auction will start now. The first item is the right to administer the flogging to Virginia. The winner will have Virginia assigned to him or her for thirty days and the use of a staff housing unit with slave facilities.”

I was shocked and appalled. I guess I thought this was an institutional punishment, public justice, not private. Offering up the right to punish me in public and own me for a month made it personal, it was suddenly much more meaningful than before. The bids started at $100 and quickly escalated. Whipping me and owning me for a month was apparently a valuable asset. The winning bid was 3,500. My buyer was a man named Allen Knapp. He was maybe a little older than me, six-foot-tall, athletic build, and a nice smile. I didn’t know whether to be insulted or proud. I had no idea what this prize was worth. Cunt went for $3,300, because she was a clone? A woman bought her rights. She was mid-forties, tall, black shoulder length hair, named Megan Story. She had a broad smile, too.

Everyone stood up and walked out. Blackie and Red led Cunt and me outside where a scaffolding was waiting for us. The base was twenty feet square, and a sturdy post rose ten feet in the air with a beam on top extending out four feet. Two huge display screens topped the pole, cameras under them so the crowd in front of the platform could enjoy a panoramic view of my punishment. A chain hung from the end of the beam. Overbuilt, sufficient for hanging ten slaves, much the way master did everything. It was ugly, crude, and yet exciting, the ultimate display of brute masculine strength over feminine wile and will. A spectacle for his people as well as deterrent for the slaves. In the end he would prevail, and it thrilled me to be in his power.

I had to admit ten strokes and three weeks of shame was a fair price for taking his life twice. The ponygirl sentence was something I had enjoyed when it was play. It was up to me to enjoy it for the rest of my life. I would try. It would certainly be better than living in misery. I would try to be the best and enjoy showing off. I beamed at the crowd around the scaffolding. People were taking pictures and I wanted them to see I was happy with how things had worked out. I’m sure they would soon capture images of me in shock, pain, embarrassment and as a ponygirl as well, but at least some would show the world I was a happy slave.

Blackie knelt Cunt beside a stout post with a short chain hanging from an equally massive ring about neck high for a kneeling girl. He locked the chain to her collar and dropped her leash. He came over to me and grasped  my nose ring. Red released my wrists from my collar and let my numb arms dangle. He fetched a steel bar from the platform.  It was a foot long with three thick rings welded to it, one on each end and one in the middle. He locked my wrist cuffs to each end of the bar, picked up my leash and Blackie released his grip on my nose ring.

Red led me up on the platform. Allen was waiting for me with an evil looking whip coiled in his hands. Red stood me on a box under the dangling chain and locked the chain to the center ring of my wrist bar. “Hang all your weight from your hands.”

“Yes, master.”

He released one end of my ankle chain and pulled the box out from under me, leaving me swinging and squirming in mid-air. “Relax.”

“Yes, master,” I obeyed and hung from my wrists, feet a foot above the platform. He pulled my legs apart, picked up chains bolted to the platform and snapping them onto the rings of my ankle cuffs, fastened them in place. I was dangling, facing the pole, in an inverted “Y,” a crowd of excited faces at my back. I hung there from my straining arms, my breasts lifted and my ringed and belled nipples high. I felt my skin stretched taut over my ribs and around my engorged labia. The tendons at the back of my legs tensed as I pulled against my ankle chains. My toes curled to no avail. I was completely helpless and perfectly prepared for my punishment. They would enjoy my show. I smiled back, showing them I wasn’t afraid.

Red left the platform and Allen stepped forward. He stopped right in front of me. He cupped my breasts and lifted them, weighing them. The audience started chanting, first a single voice, then more joined in, “We’re waiting, play later“, Whip her.” Allen ignored them, “Nice rack, Virginia.”

“Thank you, master. Nature’s handiwork, not mine.”

“I can see that. I’ll whip you hard.”

“Give me your best, master. Then you can care for my wounds.”

“I will try not to break the skin. I’m pretty good at it, so I may succeed.”

I smiled coquettishly, “Show me master. I’m anxious to get this over with so I can pleasure you.”

He saw my nipples were standing up in thick rounded cones, pushing through the cylinders enclosing them, and bulging out beyond her rings is eager anticipation. He flicked them sharply, making her squirm, “Anxious, aren’t you?  Are all these people here to see you get punished making you hot? Some girls like to be the center of attention. You’re in the right place for that.

He shoved a hard rubber bit in my mouth and buckled the strap behind my head, stepped behind me and I heard the swish of the whip, then a sharp crack as it smashed into female flesh just below my shoulder blades, the tip curling around my ribs, my sides, and snapping onto the tender flesh just below my breast. I jumped and gave a yelp of pain. It hurt, but not as bad as I had feared.

The second stinging lash struck just below the first, inches above my narrow waist and its steel belt. It hurt the same as the first. Three more landed close to the others, all above my waist. The sixth stripe landed square on my bottom. It was much harder than the first ones. It felt like a red-hot iron had branded me. I screamed behind my bit and jerked wildly to the laughter of the crowd. My back arched thrusting my hips forward and a clear jet of urine burst forth and splashed on the platform.

The crowd cheered at my degrading display. This was the show they wanted to see, a pretty woman, degraded, shamed and put in her place, forever a slave controlled by men.

Virginia had lost all control over her body and the shaming discharge continued through the last blow. She was far past caring about dignity or shame, thinking only of the fire burning across her ass. The pool of urine below her spread legs continued to grow unnoticed. By the last stroke her ass was one continuous band of fiery crimson, as red as any baboon. The crowd applauded Allen while Virginia hung limply , breathing rapidly around her bit, the cheeks wet with tears. Allen bowed to the crowd and said to Virginia, “Now I’ll take you home and tend to your wounds as I promised.”

“Thank you, master, I whispered. I need that now. I’m not sure I can stand up.”

Red and Blackie took me down from the scaffold and took me down to where Cunt waited. They took the bar off my wrists, locked my hands to the back of my collar and put the bar on Cunt’s wrists. They switched us and hung her on the chain. Allen came down and stood beside me to watch Cunt’s punishment. In moments she was hanging in the same inverted “Y” I had displayed.

Cunt’s temporary owner, Megan, walked up beside Cunt and talked to the crowd. She held a paddle in her hands, not a whip. “I’m a woman and men don’t trust me or any woman because of something terrible a group of women did long before I was born. This slave has reinforced men’s distrust of women. I doubt men will ever trust women again.  I’m sure you’ve all noticed how well women are padded on their ass. It’s hard to injure a woman by paddling her ass. But it also means you can give her a lot to contemplate.”

She swung the paddle back and smashed it hard onto Cunt’s ass. The paddle was long enough to reach across both ass cheeks and left a broad red stripe as it compressed the flesh, sending ripples dancing across the flesh. Cunt squealed and jumped, and the crowd applauded as her bells chimed cheerily.

Megan swung her paddle with vigor, four more times leaving Cunt’s ass a flaming red. Redder even than Virginia’s. Cunt sobbed and moaned in agony to the ecstatic joy of the crowd. As Cunt jerked and pleaded, Megan ignored her and walked around to the front. She used the nipple ring to lift one breast and smacked its bottom hard with her paddle, twice. Cunt groaned and jumped trying flutily to escape Megan’s wrath. Megan released the breast to painfully flop down against Cunt’s chest. She walked around Cunt and lifted her other breast by the bell chain and paddled the underside of the breast two hard smacks as Cunt continued to sob. Releasing the chain and allowing the breast it’s painful landing, Megan swung her paddle in an accelerating arc, backhand to smash down on Cunt’s spread labia lips. The slender paddle slid between the moist lips and painfully landed against Cunt’s very tender inner lips. Her squeal of anguish was very loud, very shrill and lasted for long moments.

Cunt hung motionless, breathing shallowly. Megan walked slowly between Cunt and the silent audience, “Only a woman knows how to truly punish a woman.”

The spectators began to clap, slowly, rhythmically, crescendoing as Megan looked at them. Finally, Megan raised her hands and quieted the crowd, “I’m not this woman. I can be trusted.”

Red and Blackie took Cunt down and brought her back down by me. They took the bar off and relocked her hands to the back of her collar and handed her leash to Megan. I was unlocked from the post and Allen took my leash. He said to Megan, “ Punishing them will not make them more trustworthy, nor, I’m afraid, will it make you any more trustworthy.”

“I know, but it feels good to blame someone for some of our problems. Enjoy your purchase.”

“I will. I hope you will, too.”

Megan led Cunt away and Allen led me. It was only a short walk to a long row of houses in treed yards. Allen led me to the front door of number 112 and opened the door. He led me in and pulled me close and kissed me.

“Welcome to your home for a month, Virginia.”

“Thank you master. What happens now?”

He turned me around and released my hands from my collar. I stretched and twisted. It felt wonderful to be able to move again.

“Your hands have to be locked up outside the house, I’ll leave them free so long as you are good. You and Cunt must serve six hours a day on the pillory, from nine to twelve and one to four, Monday through Saturday for three weeks. The rest of the day you’re all mine. You’ll eat breakfast and dinner here. I’ll have you for four weeks. After that you go to the stables as pony girls. Its eight thirty now. I need to have you at the pillory in thirty minutes,” he picked up my leash and I crossed my hands behind me. He led me down a hall and into a room with a training bench and a pillory. “Get in my pillory, Virginia.”

I smiled at him, “With pleasure, master.” I put my neck in its semicircle and collected my hair on my right side, then I lay my wrists in their appointed semi-circles. He closed the bar and I heard its lock click. I heard his zipper.

His hands cupped my pendulant breasts and squeezed them gently. I felt my nipples harden and my pussy grow warm. Just a little bondage and touching was all it took to arouse me. He ran his hands around my breasts and played with m nipples. I moaned with need and he said, “You’re hot indeed, Virginia. I think I’ll whip you every night.”

“As you wish, master. I’m yours.”

His fingers rubbed my slit and I felt moisture wetting them. I was ready. “Please take me, master. I’m ready to give you much pleasure.”

I felt his rigid cock nuzzle my nether lips and easily slide in. He impaled me with his thick cock, jamming himself hard into me, making every nerve in my love canal sing with joy. The indescribable pleasure was overwhelming. I have no words to describe the astounding pleasure he gave me. This was heaven and well worth the tiny pain from my still red and swollen ass. He pumped in and out and I felt him come, flooding my pussy with hot sperm. I moaned in despair when he pulled out of me. Not enough. I was so close, so needy, and he stopped.  He was done, but I wasn’t.

“Didn’t make it huh. Well, you pleased me. Tonight, we’ll have more time and maybe I’ll warm you up properly. I’ve heard that girls are more loving when they’re needy. I have a month to test that theory.”

“I’m happy I served you well master. You don’t need to keep me needy. I’ll be very loving tonight. You’ll see.”

He released me from the pillory and took me to the bathroom. It had an autoshower designed for slaves. He put me in and faster than human reactions I was taken in hand by the machine. My hands were released from my collar and, held firmly, pulled straight out from my body and sprayed,  scrubbed, and rinsed. At the same time my hair was washed and rinsed. Nimble arms cleaned my breasts and back . Nozzles penetrated my pussy and filled it with a warm, foamy cleaner, then rinsed with warm water. Every fluid was the right temperature, hot on the outside, warm on the inside.

A soft, tapering tube entered my anus and gently went far inside me then a warm cleaning solution filled me up, eventually making its way around the tube and draining out of me. The flow continued until it was clean then warm air filled me as I was dried inside. Finally, the tube slipped out of me and tiny soft fingers lubed my asshole. The wash finished by cleaning my lower half. Warm air and heat lamps dried me externally as fingers fluffed and brushed my hair. A gentle mist of perfume settled on my loins, breasts, and armpits. My hands were locked to the back of my collar and I was released. Allen guided me back out of the unit and, taking my leash, led me out of the house and back the way we came. He didn’t stop at the security building but kept walking. He took me in a large building and down a hall. He finally led me into a large area with several odd constructions against the far wall. A waist high railing surrounded them, about twenty feet away. Allen said, “This is the recreation building and these are the pillories you were sentenced to. He handed my leash to a man.

“Thanks. You can pick her up at four fifteen or so. How was she?”

“Hotter than hell. Wish I could keep her. See you at four fifteen.”

“Jeeves, get Dr. Logren for me.”

“Yes, sir…..Dr. Logren on line sir.”

“Dr. I have acquired the two girls we discussed. They will be training as ponygirls in three weeks. Will you be ready to process their data then?”

“Good news sir. Yes. We’ve been working with simulated data for long enough. Our process is as good as we can make it with our simulations. Once we get real data, we can have the first output sets in a few weeks, maybe three if our sims are close. Do you plan to look for more girls in the future?”

“I have a third we could use, but I wasn’t planning on it. How would a third data source help?”

“Just a backup. We’ve never processed real data yet and it’s possible we might have a problem with one of the sources. We don’t know of any issues now, but this is still virgin territory. I thought that if a third was found I could have another special harness prepared. Right now, I don’t need another as long as the two originals are available.”

“Go ahead and get a third harness ready and then we’ll see.”

“Yes, sir. Thanks for the good news. Will you tell me before the two data sources start their runs?”

“Of course, Doctor. Goodbye….Jeeves, notify Dr. Logren an hour before Virginia’s first ponygirl lesson starts. Leave an instruction for the trainers to use the special bridles on Virginia and Cunt.”

Noted, sir.”

“Jeeves, show me the progress reports for all three of the girls. Also show me their gene profiles. He studied the holo displays. Finally, he flicked them away, “Jeeves, show me the offspring projections for all three girls with both me and Blaine Sanders.”

More displays appeared. He studied them and smiled. “Jeeves, sent the offspring projections for Blaine Sanders and Virginia to him, encrypt the data with his public key.”

“Sent, sir.”


Chapter 4: Pillory

Allen took me to one of the constructions. From a distance it looked like an ancient wooden wall, but up close I could see it was made of modern materials disguised to make it look old and worn. The base was a platform a foot high, apparently a part of the floor. Mounted on top of the platform was a vertical wall almost as wide as the platform. The wall sat on a disc of the platform that looked like it could rotate. The wall had thick posts on each end and the middle was in several sections that slid up and down in grooves in the posts. The sliding sections had cutouts at their seams that I instantly recognized were intended to hold a girl’s wrists, ankles, necks and waists. There was room for two girls, side by side on the pillory.

I heard the tinkling of slave bells and looked toward them. The man fastened my leash to a ring on the end of the pillory and walked toward the bells. I saw it was Megan, the woman who won the auction for Cunt leading something, but for a moment I didn’t recognize what it was. It was a Cunt, in good peppy girl fashion, walking on all fours, hands and feet, legs straight, ass high in the air. It was Cunt, with her breasts swaying, bells tinkling as she walked on her hands. She had a dog’s tail wagging above her, obviously on the end of a butt plug. Her hands were in stiff, flat leather gloves, buckled tight and locked to her cuffs. She wore black boots that reached over her knees with enormous wedge-shaped soles, way over six inches in height. She would have to lean on her hands, there was no way she could stand upright in those things. But she was keeping up with Megan at a normal walking pace. I saw a chain connecting Cunt’s wrists flash as she moved. I looked and saw her ankles were chained too. We had not had our wrists and ankles chained with Roger and Ellie, but Cunt was keeping up with Megan with no difficulty.

The attendant met Megan and they talked briefly. Megan was leading Cunt by her nose leash and Cunt moved up beside Megan and knelt. She rubbed her head against Megan’s leg and Megan put her hand on Cunt’s head and stroked her hair. I saw Cunt kept her tail wagging the whole time, like an excited puppy. Megan handed Cunt’s leash to the attendant and turned to go. Cunt whimpered and pawed at Megan’s leg. Megan stopped and squatted in front of Cunt. She took Cunt’s head in her hands and kissed her, then she said something and left. Cunt looked after her like a puppy left home when her mistress leaves. It was probably just Cunt trying to get on the good side of Megan, survival instinct was strong in both of us, but I thought I saw real emotion on Cunt’s face. No different than with Allen and me.  I needed him to like me, but I really wanted him to love me.

The attendant tugged on her leash and led her over beside me. He manipulated controls on the outside of one of the wall’s end posts and all the layers of slats rose up the posts two feet. Opening the large ovals for our waists. He put Cunt’s upper torso through the opening, so her waist band was on the side with her ass. He removed her gloves, wrist chain and boots. He shoved one foot then the other against the wall. Cunt’s toes were shoved through openings and a strap held her foot in place. Then the other foot was secured. He took me to the other side, removed my shoes, and secured me the same way so my head was on the same side as Cunt’s ass.

He lowered the next higher slat, closing around our waists and holding us.  My ass was thrust provocatively backward, and I could feel the cold air on my normally protected anus and pussy. He released my left wrist cuffs from my collar, unfolded my arm and pulled it up behind me and locked the cuff to a chain hanging from higher on the wall. Then he repeated the action on my right wrist.

“Open.”

I obeyed and he shoved a thick rubber bit in my mouth and buckled it behind me. From the sound of it he lifted my head by the bit strap and fastened another chain from the wall to it. From somewhere he brought over a ball covered in stubby spikes, almost like a mace ball. He carried it by a short chain and clipped it to the front ring of my collar. It hung below me almost touching my pendulant breasts. It looked like it would hurt if it swung into my breasts, and I was pretty sure that was on the agenda.

He left me and went around to Cunt. Presumably he was fixing her like me. Getting us ready for the first day of our three weeks of punishment.

In a few minutes he walked off the platform and the wall we were now a part of began a slow rotation. As the railing rotated into view, I saw four men and two slaves waiting for me. They were holding some sort of rifles with a bulky structure on top. All of them aimed at me and a volley of muffled pops erupted. I closed my eyes, but I couldn’t move a muscle when the projectiles hit me. They stung, but not seriously. One of them hit the ball and knocked it into both my breasts. That was going to leave a bruise.

I opened my eyes and saw my shoulders and breasts were covered with red, blue, yellow and green paint splotches. Paintball guns! Another volley was launched, and I was hit again. A ball it my left breast directly and it hurt more than the ornament then  two balls struck the ornament in front of my breasts knocking it first into my left breast then into my right one. Several hit the top of my head, coloring my hair. I squealed as my breasts were hit. I struggled against my bonds, but I had no effect. I was going to stay here for three hours before a break, then three more. I hoped the gunmen tired of us soon. The wall slowly rotated and as the balls began to impact my pussy and anus I squealed some more. I tried to be quiet, but they hurt, dammit.

Cunt was yelping and squealing too. We were here to be shamed and punished and it was working. The worst part was that I knew it was my fault and I deserved it.

I could turn my head to look at Cunt’s brightly colored ass. When a ball hit her, it exploded into a small splotch of color and the flesh was knocked into a splash pattern, concentric waves that quickly smoothed out. I could watch it happen to her ass as I felt it happening to my breasts. A nice comparison, but I didn’t have the words to explain either the pattern I saw or the feelings it created. I’m sure some learned man could describe both observations adequately. It had to be a man because there were no more learned women. The last one of those died a long time ago and it looked like men would not allow that mistake again.

Time passed slowly in the pillory. There was no clock visible. The tormentors, voyeurs, hedonists, whatever, came in waves. We had long periods of quiet with no visitors then a wave of ten or twenty men, mostly, with a few women and slaves sprinkled in would come into the room, talking, drinking, betting on their prowess, boasting about how they would make our breasts swing or decorate our pussies. They would stay a half hour, peppering us with the paintballs and causing us indignity and shame far out of proportion to the actual pain. We were so covered in paint that no one would ever recognize us.

Finally, the morning session was over. The attendant hosed us off with warm water and took us out of the pillory. We weren’t clean, but enough cleaner we didn’t get paint on the attendant. He locked our wrists together behind us and took us into a bathroom and put both of us in the autoshower where we were truly cleaned. He fed us and left us alone in a small room to rest before our afternoon session.

“You seem to be getting along with your owner. I saw you nuzzle her leg and whimper when she left.”

“She was nice to me. Better than I expected. I guess we are getting along. How about you and Allen?”

“Good, too, so far. We made love before coming here.”

“Me too. Did you come?”

“No, not enough time. He did though and I guess that’s the best way to have them like you. I’ll get mine tonight. What’s with the puppy getup?”

“Mistress likes dogs and wants me to play one. It’s no weirder than pony play and it’s not like I have a choice. Besides it made me hot, and I came fast before she brought me here. I sure prefer puppy play to being a paintball target.”

‘Me, too, but being a plain sex slave has its benefits. At least we’re so covered in paint that no one will recognize us when our punishment’s over.”

“Oh no, Megan told me that there’s a large display hung from the ceiling that shows out face while the pillory turns. Everyone will see our smiling faces, nose rings, collars, and leashes as long as we’re spinning.”

“Shit. I didn’t know and I didn’t see it. I guess we’ll be infamous for a while.”

The attendant took them back to the pillory Both girls saw that changes had been made. He had me kneel beside the platform and he locked my leash to a ring mounted on the platform wall. He had Cunt stand on two footrests now sticking out from the wall about six inches off the floor. He locked her back collar ring to a short chain hanging from the wall then unlocked her hands and locked her wrist cuffs to short chains above her head and spread wide apart. He clipped chains to her ankle cuffs. Cunt was spread-eagled in the center of the wall. Two brackets protruded from the wall level with her breasts. Mounted on the end of the brackets was a short arm, hinged in the middle so they could swing from side to side like weather vanes . On the outer ends of each arm was a round target painted with red and white concentric target circles. The inner ends had chains which he clipped onto Cunt’s nipple rings, pulling then taut.

He took me to the backside of the wall and mounted me similarly. He left us there for a few minutes then started the wall rotating and opened the door to admit our first gunslingers.  In minutes my nipples were getting the bejesus yanked out of them. And my breasts and pussy were brightly splashed with color. The only good thing about this arrangement over the first one was that each of us got a break when the wall faced way from the crowd.

We spun and were punished for a long, long time. I saw both Allen and Megan in the crowd, merrily taking their potshots at us with the crowd. He was a good shot and yanked my nipples over and over. My bells rang merrily every time someone hit the target. Cheers erupted at the bell’s ringing.

Finally, it was over, and the attendant shooed everyone out and cleaned us up. He relocked my hands to the back of my collar, put Cunt’s gloves, boots, and wrist chain back on her and led us back to the pillory room Allen and Megan were waiting for us.

The sun was high in the sky and the day was warm. I was happy to walk beside Allen. It felt right in so many ways. I had always known that I was likely to be a slave, most pretty women were.  It was the easiest route to a better life since so many things were closed to us now. It wasn’t fair, but we were as tightly controlled by society as we were by a master. At least this way I get good food, great sex, and didn’t have to work all day at a menial job to barely get enough to scrape by on. I could have been a prostitute or dancer, but those end when your looks go.

“Master, may I speak to you?”

“Of course. How do you feel after your first day of punishment?”

“Tender, master. I have small bruises all over my breasts and belly.”

“You won’t suffer any permanent physical damage from the pillory. How’s your mental state?”

“Master, it was a humbling experience. I know I did bad things, but at the time I felt justified. Now I’m ashamed, not for what I did, but because of the public debasement. I feel subhuman,  it’s demeaning to be put so low, yet it excites me. Now it feels right to be owned by someone else and kept so helpless, so controlled. I think I’m right where men want women to be. Beneath you. All I want to do now is serve you. I always resented that pretty women were pressured toward slavery. I was always fighting the pressure. I wanted to be successful in my own right. It was a sign of success to resist it so long. Now that I’m just property I’m glad the fight is over. Now I want the punishment to end so I can spend all my time making people happy. I feel comfortable with slavery.”

“Good. That is where we want you to be. Public shaming has proven to be an excellent training aid for women.”

“Master, is that truly what men want? Are men unfairly condemning women for something that happened before any of us were born.  Are we truly so dangerous? We are never told any details, just that women did something so heinous that we are prohibited from many fields and jobs and it’s OK to make us slaves.”

“Virginia, a lot of women got together in a massive conspiracy, developed a horrible biological weapon and killed more men than all of the wars and disaster in the previous hundred years. It opened our eyes and showed us that women are the most dangerous predator on the planet, so we pulled your teeth. The history of The Scourge is taught in detail in every college in the world, which you cannot enter. We will never again let women have any knowledge or power. But neither will we punish you for what your forebears did. We will care for you, love you but will never trust you again. Let’s talk of more pleasant things. What did you think of how Megan was handling Cunt?”

“Master, I don’t have any problems with it. Cunt seems to enjoy it. In my past I’ve used role playing to relieve stress. Just throwing out human responsibilities and following your instincts is relaxing. Animals have no responsibility at all.”

“Would you like to try it?”

“Master, I gave up all right to self-determination. I must do whatever you want. I must obey.”

“I know. It makes my dick hard when you say it.”

“Master. I must obey you. I must obey you…”

“Silence wench. Let’s get home first.” I saw he was smiling.

“Yes, Master.”

Days ago, I would have been aghast at the thought of strolling down a sidewalk, naked, in chains, beside a man holding my leash. Now I was enjoying it. I cuddled up close to him, keeping my shoulder in contact with his arm, the one holding a slim chain running up to my nose ring. Maybe because he was nice to me, maybe because I was out of the pillory, maybe because we were passing other couples in the same situation. “Master, is it a rule that all women have to be chained outside?”

“Not all women, just slaves.”

“Master, it seems that men would like all women to be slaves.”

“Possibly. I haven’t met a free woman yet that wouldn’t be better as a slave. Of course, I’m a trifle biased.”

“Really, master? Why’s that?”

“How does it feel when you call me Master?”

“Nice. It makes me all tingly inside.”

“It does the same for me. When Megan called me Allen, it did nothing for me. I like having respectful, sexy women around me, especially ones I control.”

My days fell into a pattern. I would sleep with my arms locked to the back of my collar. When Allen woke, he’d put me in the autoshower then we’d eat. He set the AI to leave my hands free and from the first day on, he allowed me to eat with my hands, using real utensils, sitting at the table with him. My hands had to be restrained before I went outside, and he took to fastening them together behind my back with a short chain he first ran through the ring on the back of my belt. Not as secure as locking them to the back of my collar, but good enough since I would be walking in the open the whole time and it was more comfortable for me.

They must have had several creative people thinking of ways to put a girl on the pillory. Some of them must have been women. No man could find so many ways to shame and abuse a woman without hurting her. Every day there was a different arrangement of rods, targets, paddles and chains for a paintball to inflict minor pain on me and Cunt by poking, pulling, tickling, or squeezing the tender flesh of an erogenous zone, a ring, an ear, the sensitive flesh of my sides, or the hellishly ticklish soles of my feet. In eighteen days of twice a day punishment, I don’t think there were any repeats.

After I was released, Master would walk me home, always helpless and feed me. Then we would do something together like a walk, watch a vid, go to the rec center and have a drink, or go to the gym. We went to the gym three times a week. The gym had several machines fitted for slaves. Treadmills, stair climbers, stationary bicycles designed for our ankle chains or with safety lines for those where we could fall. Slaves hands were required to be restrained there, so no upper body exercises worked. There were free women everywhere we went, and they always gave me meaningful looks, sometimes, pity, sometimes, angry, a few wistful, but they never ignored me. I was shamed every time I saw one look at me. “I used to be like you,” I thought, “But now I’ve fallen.” Still, I enjoyed the outings. On my day off from punishment we went on runs and long walks. He wanted both of us to stay fit. I did too, but wasn’t asked, naturally.

Evenings were my favorite, of course. The last couple of hours before bed were when Allen played with me, his very need sex toy. He always started by putting me in the autoshower so I would be clean and lubed everywhere. The best foreplay for both of us required me helpless while he stimulated my ass. He was an expert and always brought me to a boil in less than a minute. He would place me how he wanted me and secure me in place. I always loved being in bondage for sex. It made me hot being helpless in the hands of a strong man.

I sometimes saw Cunt after the pillory sessions. Outside she was always leashed, like me. Inside the rec building Megan would wrap her leash around her neck and let her run loose. She had become quite proficient with her hands and feet movements. She was fast and graceful now. There were a couple of other puppy girls for her to interact with and everyone enjoyed watching them. The rec center provided balls and puppy girl toys. Megan would play fetch the toy with Cunt. Everyone watching would cheer when Cunt ran in her unusual but fast gait after the toy. She would pick up the toy in her teeth and canter back to Megan, the very picture of satisfied puppy girl, kneel up in front of Megan and whine until she took it from her mouth. I can’t think of anything more demeaning or erotic than Cunt’s performance.

Finally, our three weeks on the pillory were done. Allen got me up the next morning and I didn’t have to go to the pillory. After breakfast he pulled me up and kissed me. “Congratulations, Virginia, you’re done with the pillory unless you fuck up somehow. I must go to work so someone will pick you up and take you to class in an hour or so. Don’t try and leave the house by yourself or the AI will zap you. Clear?”

“Yes, master. What will I be learning?”

“Slave behavior. The rules, poses, Proper greetings, Exercises, Belly dance, Sexual techniques. There is a lot to being a good slave that isn’t common knowledge. Jeeves, after I leave run Virginia through the required slave poses.”

“Yes, sir.”

He went to get ready for work and I waited for him in the living room.

Jeeves said, “Kneel while you wait, Virginia.”

“But he said after he leaves.”

I felt a strong shock from my collar. I yelped and fell to my knees.

“Spread your knees wider.”

I obeyed.

“Arch your back and thrust your breasts out.”

I obeyed. “Hold your head high and cast your eyes on the floor.”

I obeyed.

“Cross your wrists behind you, lay the tops of your feet on the floor, and smile.”

I obeyed.

“This is kneeling display, Virginia. It is your default. If you have no other orders, use this position.”

In a few minutes, master returned, “Stand.”

I obeyed and kept my hands crossed behind me. He kissed me briefly and, “I have to go. Practice your poses until someone comes for you.”

“Yes, Master.”

I ran to the window to watch him leave. As soon as I got there, though, Jeeves commanded, “Go to the middle of the room.”

I obeyed. He kept me moving into different positions and reciting names and numbers of positions. I tried hard to remember them all because I knew what would happen if I missed one. Nearly an hour later a man walked through the front door. I ran to him and knelt. He had a wicked looking whip coiled on his belt.

“Stand and turn around.”

I obeyed and he locked my hands behind me. He took my leash and led me outside. There was a line of slaves standing outside, chained together by their collars. A man was holding a leash on the first girl. I was taken to the rear of the line and a chain locked to my collar. He tossed my leash over my shoulder. The man in front said, “Left foot girls, now.” We started walking after the man. The one who fetched me followed us down the sidewalk. In another fifty feet we stopped, and the man went into a house. He came out with a brunette. We picked up another ten girls on the way to the rec center.

We were taken into the gymnasium where a slave was waiting for us. The men led us in and unlocked one chain segment in the middle of our coffle and made two coffles, each with twelve girls. They lined us up in two rows facing the woman then they went to the back of the room and watched. The slave said, ”I am Marge and your instructor. This is slavegirl 101. I will teach you the basic poses and give you some exercise. While this class lasts, I am your mistress. If you disobey me the AI will punish you, for anything less I will use this crop to instruct and correct you. Understand me?” She waggled a riding crop in the air.

We all sang back, “Yes, mistress.”

Marge said, "This arrangement of girls chained together by the neck is called a 'Coffle' and it’s used often to move girls around you will practice with it so you will be comfortable when your masters want you to wear it."

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

I watched and followed Marge and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. Jeeves had made me practice it.

I was surprised when I felt her crop touch my ass. He said, "Your chain is not taut. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. I heard a 'Crack' followed by a feminine yelp of surprise and Marge's voice, "Stick those breasts out Sharon."

A soft voice responded, "Yes, Mistress. Sorry."

After the room stilled, Marge yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Marge yelled, "Louder, I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Marge said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty-four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected five hard strokes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we must be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It excited me to be so obedient.

Finally, we finished the positions. Marge said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time in this class I had assumed this position.

Marge yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Marge yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Marge went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Marge was in great shape.

Before, the coffle hadn't been anything more than a weight to deal with. Now that we were moving, I felt every motion of the girls I was joined to. It made for a lot of small tugs and occasional jerks if we weren't in lock step. In a way it was comforting to feel so viscerally that I wasn't alone. I was with my sisters in bondage in a way that was more than physical.

We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour.  After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Marge sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stroke. I learned just how good an instructional device the crop was.

We kept up our mantra as we walked and jogged. Marge would give the call and we would give the proper response. She used it to set our cadence, like a drill instructor. She slowed us back to a walk to cool down. We were all sweating after our jog. The extra five pounds of metal we carried made it harder.

Finally, Marge put us back into two rows. It had been a thorough, if demeaning, exercise. I felt tired and aroused at the same time.

I realized I was happy. I was glad the people who ran this place, especially my Master, were interested in my health as well as my attitude. This had been good exercise as well as a bit of effective conditioning. I knew I was a slave and I knew there were Billions of slave girls all over the planet, but this was the first time I had done something together with a group of slaves. I felt part of a group, maybe even a team.

Marge said, "Class dismissed. Same time tomorrow."

There was a chorus of, "Yes, Mistress."

The men came forward and one took hold of each coffle. Marge left the room. One of the men said, “You’re staying here. The next instructor will come in here shortly. Kneel.”

We all obeyed and went into kneeling display. The men walked down the rows, correcting and commenting. When he passed me, he said, “Nice rack. Love your leash. Very handy.”

I blushed and replied in a low, slow drawl, “Thank you master.” Responses are easy when you’re a slave.

Another slave entered the room and said, “I am Amelie, your dance instructor. She was pushing a cart and had on a belt festooned with bells and a skirt of diaphanous, multi-colored material. We were stood up and the men released our hands. Amelie pushed the cart down the rows and we each took a diaphanous scarf and a belt of coins and put them on.

I had always considered it as a male-attractive device used to keep women in shape and out of any useful occupation. But the men with the whips were a very convincing argument for obedience.  So, we all learned and practiced.

Today focused on which muscles we need to strengthen and exercises to do so. I learned I had a lot of muscles I didn't know were there. Hours of exercise later, most of them were sore, but I was able to lift my breasts almost an inch before my pecs gave out.

We were fed in coffle, with bowls of food and water on the floor.

The first class after lunch taught us how to set the table for a dinner party. We practiced setting the silverware, serving a seven-course dinner, refilling water and wine, and clearing the table. Seven times. At least they took us out of coffle for it.

Next, we were put back in coffle, our hands locked behind us again, and taken to a room set up for sex practice. We were lined up along a long steel bar, bent over it at waist height, and the coffle chain locked to the floor at several points. The men went down the line, starting twelve girls apart. A man would whip a girl’s ass until her pussy was moist, then move to the next one. I guess all of us were aroused and ready to party when they finished.

But instead of fucking us, they released the coffle chain and had us back up to the back wall. There were handles sticking out of the wall about four feet above the floor, at a good height for our cuffed hands to grasp them. We were made to bend over and grab the handles. There were also thick, long, rubber cocks mounted on the wall below the handles. We had to use the handles to pull our anus onto the cocks and ass-fuck ourselves. As if this wasn’t enough, the cocks were instrumented. We were told to relax when pulling ourselves onto the cocks and tighten up as we pushed off the cocks. If we did it wrong, our collars vibrated. If we did it wrong too many times it started shocking us. I got the hang of it quickly and soon I was having a good time with my cock. Most of us managed to get an orgasm from this and I must admit, I learned more about using my bottom for sex than I could have imagined. I imagine seeing twenty four girls fucking a wall must be some sort of record. From the sounds, many of the girls had orgasms.

After we were done with the wall of cocks, they took us outside to a grassy area with some shade trees. They led us into a circle around a tree and locked the ends together. One of the men said, “ Thirty-minute break,” then they both went back inside. I saw Cunt was five girls behind me and asked a few girls to walk with me so we could talk. No one objected so I was able to get close enough to talk. Of course, there was no privacy since six girls were standing in a group now.

“Hi.”

“Hi, sis.”

A girl I didn’t know (her name tag said Chelsea) said, “Oh wow. You two are sisters? You do look a lot alike.”

“Yep.”

“Why do you both have those leashes on your nose rings? Those’re the first I’ve seen.”

“Master thinks we might be a problem without them. They weren’t our choice.”

“What did you do?”

“Look, it was while ago and there was a misunderstanding. We overreacted and were caught. It landed us here. We don’t want to talk about it, OK?”

“Yeah. Shiny. I volunteered. It’s a lot better here.” She turned away to give us some semblance of privacy.

I whispered to Cunt, “How did you like the wall?”

She whispered back, “New and exciting, in the end.” She snorted the last bit.

“”Funny. How is life with a mistress?”

“I like her. She’s nice to me. She’s never used the nipple things to cause pain. I’m always a puppy girl at home so we don’t talk. That’s the worst part. How’s your master?”

“I’m in love with him. He’s nice to me too, we go for lots of walks and we exercise together. He must keep me restrained when we’re outside, but he leaves my hands free at home. I get to use the furniture and use my hands to eat with real utensils. It’s mostly like living with my lover.”

We whispered on like that until the break was over. She extolled the virtues of being a simple animal with a loving mistress. I explained how wonderful it was to have a master that treated me like an almost equal when we were alone. I guess we sounded like eunuchs trying to convince a whole man of the benefits of castration.

The week was over all too soon. I sobbed and wailed, but we both knew we were done. There was no way Allen knew of to keep me, though he did say that he would try to use me as many evenings as he could get me. Apparently, there was some sort of reservation system where staff could choose girls for use. He called up the reservation system and my page was marked unavailable. There was no explanation. Cunt’s was also unavailable. Maybe it was for ponygirl training and we’d become available later. He promised to keep checking. All I could do was wail and hold him until they came for me.


Chapter 5: Pony Girls

Two men came for me. They gagged me and locked my hands to the back of my collar. They led me to Megan’s house, collected Cunt and took us the stables. Cunt, me and a girl we had not seen before, Starla, by the nametag on her collar, petite, black hair, dark complexion, exotic looking and gagged, were loaded in a small box cart drawn by two pony girls. Our fate, I imagine. Starla didn’t have a leash on her nose ring nor punishment cylinders on her nipples, just rings and bells. They loaded us in back and ran a chain between our legs, the front end secured by a ringbolt to the floor, the free end locked to another ringbolt at the rear. They closed the rear door and we could only see out a small window. We saw There were two low planks for seats on either side of the box. We had a very limited view out the back and only saw the path and trees. The trip only took about ten minutes at a ponygirl jog.

They took me out first and one of the men held my leash until Cunt was out, then they fastened her leash to my collar. Last, Starla was taken out and my leash fastened to her collar. They put a dog leash on her nose ring and led us into the building. The men called it the stables, but it was modern, immaculately clean, and well lit. They led us down a wide central hall past many closed doors. Finally, we were led into a large institutional bathroom, blindingly white with many stainless fixtures, most unfamiliar to me. One wall had ten large shower stalls with transparent doors, maybe glass, but most likely something more durable like duraplast. I could see steel arms and rods inside each of them, Obviously AI controlled for cleaning restrained ponygirls. The men took the leashes off us and shoved us into separate stalls.

I would never get used to how easily and quickly the machine handled me. I just relaxed and it would gently, comfortably clean me inside and out and give me back to the world refreshed in the same condition it accepted me. My hands were released from my collar and, held firmly, pulled straight out from my body and sprayed,  scrubbed, and rinsed. At the same time my hair was washed and rinsed. Nimble arms cleaned my breasts and back . Nozzles penetrated my pussy and filled it with a warm, foamy cleaner, then rinsed with warm water. Every fluid was the right temperature, hot on the outside, warm on the inside.

A soft, tapering tube entered my anus and gently went far inside me then a warm cleaning solution filled me up, eventually making its way around the tube and draining out of me. The flow continued until it was clean then warm air filled me as I was dried inside. Finally, the tube slipped out of me and tiny soft fingers lubed my asshole. The wash finished by cleaning my lower half. Warm air and heat lamps dried me externally as fingers fluffed and brushed my hair. A gentle mist of perfume settled on my loins, breasts, and armpits. My hands were relocked to the back of my collar and I was released.

I stepped out of the autoshower and into the chest of a man. Strong hands gripped my shoulders and pulled me into him. I looked up in surprise and saw a young man, ten years younger than me and much bigger. My eyes were level with his pecs. He wore a red t-shirt with the ReNew logo. He said, “Hi Virginia. I’m Sam, and I’m going to take care of you today. Call me master.”

I felt the bulge in his pants pressing into me. I smiled at him, “Hello, master. Will you take good care of me?”

“Very good, but the best comes later. You’re a new ponygirl. I’m going to set up your tack and get you started on your training. Now come on.” He took hold of my leash and led me out of the bathroom. He took me through a door labeled “Tack Room,” down a row of lockers, and stopped in front of one with my name on it. He sat me on a bench and took things out for me.  He put pony boots on me. I had worn them before for pony play, but these were a little different. They laced up the front and had slits in one side at the ankle for my hobble chain to pass through. He said, “When they let you have your hands back, you’ll have to dress yourself, so watch what I’m doing, OK?”

“OK, master.” He put a short bustier on me next. It zipped up the front above my tight waistband and cupped my breasts. “You’ll need this soon. It gives support when you’re running and jogging. You have large, firm breasts and this will prevent discomfort.”

He put my hair up into a single ponytail with a rubber band. He handled my hair with alacrity unusual in a male. Normally this feminine task was below a lofty male. Then he took out a bundle of straps I recognized as a bridle. There were a couple of buckles but mostly the crossings were riveted and sewn together. He opened it up and slipped it over my head then slid it around before buckling it shut. It fit closely. He slipped a tall, white, ostrich feather into a clip on top and I was plumed. The feather was weightless and made only a little wind resistance when I tossed my head.

Next, he took out a contraption of lather, plastic and metal. I knew it must be my bit, but it was different than any I had seen or worn before. He held it up so I could see it clearly. “This is the bit used here. It has a small plate that rests on your tongue and prevents you from speaking words. Its bottom is serrated so if your driver must pull hard on the reins, it will hurt. The red plastic is for you to bite on and protect your teeth from the steel inside it. You are not allowed to use human words in harness. If you’re asked a question you can nod or shake your head, or you can stomp once for yes, two for no or three times for I don’t know. Open wide.”

Yes, master.” I opened my mouth and he slipped the cold metal into my mouth and fastened it to the bridle. He tightened the strap that circled my head, trapping my teeth closed around the bit.

“Now it’s time for your tail.” He took out a two-foot-long length of realistic coarse hair mounted on a butt plug. “All ponies wear a tail. It stays in all the time, even when you’re off duty. You’ll get used to it. Bend over and spread your knees wide.”

I’ve used butt plugs before, but never when others could see it. I bent over and spread my knees. My anus was well lubed, and it slid in with only a little pushing. It was demeaning to be handled like a dumb animal, yet exciting to be helpless and manipulated by a man. I wonder if it would be as exciting to be handled by a woman. Once it was in, he did something to it, and it swelled up inside me. I don’t think I could pull it out now, even if I could touch it. Now I couldn’t even crap without permission. I don’t think master is into gratuitous torture so I’m sure someone will take the plug out when I need to evacuate.

Master certainly liked to control his women. I’ll probably be cleaned out twice a day so I’m always clean and ready to serve in any way I can, whenever I’m wanted. Fine by me. I know what I am, and I want to be the go-to-girl whenever anyone wants a little relief.  I wonder what Ellie is doing now. Sam tugged on the tail and it was firm.

“Jeeves, get Dr. Logren on line.”

“Yes, sir….Dr. Logren is on line, sir”

“Good morning, Doctor. Are you receiving data from the two bridles?”

“Yes, indeed, sir. We’re getting almost five Gigabits per second from both sets. The data is well formed, and the AI is sorting it now into emotions, sensations, and visual. It’s all going as planned. We can have a short test package ready tomorrow maybe five minutes or so. It takes longer to reformat it for input than I’d like. I have a team working on shortening the processing time.”

Good work, Doctor. I have a new girl being delivered tomorrow. Get with Ravi and get ready for your test tomorrow. Let know how the rest of the recording session goes.”

“I certainly will, sir. Out.”

Sam waited until Cunt and Starla were readied by their handlers then they took all three of us into an exercise room. We were led to a row of treadmills. There was a large monitor but no controls. We each mounted one then Sam pulled a “Y” cable down and clipped the two ends onto rings on either side of my belt. He got a double ended spring clip and fastened one end to the chain holding my wrists high on my back and the other around the cable. As soon as he stepped down off the platform the cable pulled up into the ceiling removing almost all the slack. “That will catch you if you stumble. The AI will monitor your vitals and adjust your exercise level for best training level. I’ll be back when it signals me you’re done.”

The monitor in front of me lit up and words appeared. “Welcome Virginia. Ponygirls walk and run using a high step technique.” Then it showed me a video or a ponygirl walking in this exaggerated fashion. Basically, she lifted her foot until her ankle chain was taut the stepped forward keeping the chain tight, all the way down. Repeat. It looked like she was using a lot of energy for each step. You will be monitored and corrected if you do not walk this way. Correction intensity will increase with repeated failures. Always begin moving with your left foot. Begin,” and the treadmill began moving.

The machine started at a walking pace. It was harder than I anticipated. The pony boots made me walk on the balls of my feet, like high heels and I had to take much shorter steps than I like because of the chain between my ankles. At first there were no correction, just messages on the monitor advising me when I let my hobble slacken or I was moving too slowly. I would feel a vibration in my collar when the message appeared. I could see I was improving as the messages became less frequent. After a while the speed and incline of the treadmill changed, and my task became harder as I had to compensate for these changes while keeping my ankle chain tight. I was getting a pain from my calves with every step and did a little half step to relieve the ache. The AI noticed and a message appeared, “Correction Level 1,” and I got a sharp pain in my neck. It shocked me. I jerked and stumbled and would have fallen but for the supporting cable.

I got back on stride quickly and ignored my muscle aches.

It was some comfort that Cunt and I were together even though we couldn’t speak. We could exchange brief glances as we were exercised. The tempo and incline were always changing. It would take us to high levels of exertion until we were wet with perspiration, then let us cool down, but we never stopped. We were on the treadmills all morning. We were taken off the machines and taken outside for lunch.

It was a grassy yard with a few shade trees and a tall fence. We joined twenty other ponygirls, all in harness but none of them had leashes. They were kneeling in two lines, facing each other, ten feet apart. We were taken to one end and knelt in line, Cunt and I facing each other and Starla beside me. We copied the display poses of the other girls. A pair of regular slave girls pushed a cart between the rows. One took out the ponygirl’s bits and laid them on the ground, the second placed a dish of food and one of water in front of each ponygirl. The ponygirls immediately leaned forward over their food and began eating. I was on the far end, so the first girls were licking their bowls clean by the time I was fed. The smell of food was driving me wild, but I managed to hold still. When the girl took my bit out, she put my leash back over my shoulder.

I started to thank her, but she was watching me and put a finger across my lips and said, “Ponygirls may not speak.” Then I remembered the prohibition on speech and that the AI was always listening to us. I nodded and smiled my appreciation as best I could. She nodded and moved to Cunt. I ate while the girls pushed the cart back to the other end of the row. I had finished my food and water by the time the serving girls were back. I knelt back up and thrust my breasts out as far as I could. The same pretty girl wiped my face and nose ring of the food and picked up my bit. I opened my mouth wide and she fastened it in place. I shook my head to get it in the most comfortable position possible as she was tightening the strap that held my teeth tight around the plastic rod. She pulled my leash back in front, so it ran down between my breasts, flowed straight out between my knees and lay two feet in front of me.

The three young men came and took Cunt, me, and Starla to a different room with a primitive machine. Just a vertical post with four long arms in an 'X overhead. A chain dangled from each of the four arms and they clipped one of these to each of our collars. When they started the machine going. It just rotated so we had to walk in another damn circle. We had to high step here too, but at least it stayed at a walk. There was no monitor, so the AI just shocked us if we made a mistake. There must have been a vision pick up somewhere watching us, because it caught even the slightest misstep. We were on that for a couple of hours of monotony interspersed with instants of pain when we made mistakes. 

The young men came back and stopped the machine. They took us off it and clipped reins to the ends of our bits. Sam walked behind me. He had a whip hanging on his belt to correct me with. More personal than a shock from a machine, but no less painful, I learned. He walked behind me, teaching me left, right, stop, faster. Sounds easy, but it wasn't. I felt the whip a lot before I got good at my responses. At first, I had to think about what I felt. Whenever he pulled on a rein, the bit’s serrated plate dug at my tongue and was quite uncomfortable.

I was glad when pony girl training day ended. I was sweating and my legs were shaking. We were led back to the grassy yard and fed. Same routine as before. I was tired and very hungry. The food was excellent though the décor lacked elegance. Then we were all taken to the tack room and our gear hung in the lockers. All the pony girls except Cunt and I had their hands freed and they helped each other remove their gear and put it away. More young men came into the tack room, lined the girls up in a straight line, joined them together by their collars as they came out of the autoshowers, and marched them out. We were the last to the showers and waited our turn for a session in the autoshowers. They were standing in line as we went into the auto showers and the coffle was gone when we came out.

It was impressive, we went in hot, sweaty, with our bowels filled with lunch. In a couple of minutes, we emerged clean, in and out, our hair clean with new glossy tails. The AI had released our hands from our collars to wash our arms, but it put them right back in position when it was done with them. The movement felt achy and wonderful but when it let us out of the shower, we were as helpless as before, though much cleaner and smelling much better.

Sam and Cunt’s handler, Mark, used our leashes to guide us to another room. Master and Ellie were waiting for us. Both were sitting on a couch and, even though Ellie was collared, she was wearing a red dress and her hands were free. We were led to stand before them. We knelt and put our heads on the floor, and said, “Greetings, master.”

Master said to Sam and Mark, “Thank you, Wait outside please. I’ll call you when I’m done.”

“Yes, sir,” and they left.

“Up.” We raised up and stuck our breasts out farther. I smiled at my master. Though I was not his personal slave, I wanted him to be proud of me.

“Tell me how you feel, Virginia.”

“Master, I am happy to be your property. I resolved to appreciate the opportunity you have given me and will strive to be the best slave you own.”

“Good. I will anticipate superb behavior and pleasure from you after you are trained. Cunt, tell me how you feel.”

“Master, Virginia has convinced me I was wrong to attack you and Ellie, and I too will try my hardest to become a treasured slave.”

“Tell me about Blaine, both of you. Virginia first.”

“Master, you know Blaine and I were together for a couple of months. I think of him as my lover and partner. I miss him terribly.”

“Would you like to be his slave?”

“Master, I never really wanted to be a slave, but I am one now, and it’s more exciting and terrible than I imagined. Yes, I would like to be his slave, more than just his lover.”

“Cunt?”

Master, I have Ellie’s body and Virginia’s memories only a month old. I feel just the same as Virginia.”

“I’m not sure any man, even Blaine, can satisfy more than one woman like you two.”

I took a chance, “Master, may I ask a question?”

“All right.”

“Master, is there any chance that Blaine can be my master, or Cunt’s?”

“Maybe. Jeeves ask the two grooms to step in, please.”

The door opened and Sam and mark came in.

“Take these girls to their quarters. Put them back in harness. Use them well, treat them as rough as you like, make sure they climax at least twice each.” The men took hold of the girl’s leashes and led them out. After they were gone, :”Jeeves, note for Virginia and Cunt’s files. Make sure they have at least two orgasms each day in harness.”

Elie said, “Master, may I ask why you are permitting them pleasure?”

“I want them conditioned to regular orgasms and associate it with their harness. It will make them more obedient later. Have you ever been on a training table?”

“No, master, at least I don’t remember it.”

“OK. Come with me.”

I fell into heel position and master led me to another room. It had several odd tables in the middle of the room and a dozen wooden armchairs around the walls. The tables were “T” shaped with a padded, foot wide center and a narrow bar at one end. A thick adjustable leg supported each end of the center. Straps hung from the middle and the end with the crossbar. Short chains hung from the ends of the crossbar and near the end of the center piece. Master lowered the crossbar end until I could back up against the padded part with my ass just hanging over the end. He used the strap to fasten my waist in place and had me lean back. He raised the leg until the table was horizontal then freed one end of my ankle chain and fastened both my ankles to the ends of the crossbar. My knees were raised, and my legs spread wide. He pulled my arms under the padded arm and cuffed them together. He fastened my collar down and I was immobile. Both my holes were raised and opened. He was still beside my head and did something then lowered the arm supporting my head tilted about halfway down. I was perfectly positioned for a blowjob, I realized.

“Very effective, master. Now what?”

We didn't get weekends off. After seven days, we started running in harness. The autoshower cleaned me inside and out, lubed my anus and inserted my tail. The trainer would fasten my wrists to a bar and lift it until I was on tiptoe, like women used to be strapped into their corsets. The harness consisted of leather straps circling my body.  Above my breasts and below, a wide belt around my waist and hips. contoured to fit my flaring hips. A long strap clipped to my collar in front, was riveted to the other straps.  It narrowed as it passed between my labia rings then up my back. It had a slit for my tail.  Passing through loops on the horizontal straps and buckled to my back-collar ring. Straps circled my breasts tightly, making them jut out. After the harness was in place my arms were again fastened to my rear collar ring up high behind my back. Every strap was pulled tight, compressing my body. My bridle and bit were thick and sturdy.  A strap at the back of my bridle pulled my head back so I had to look at the horizon. Black pony boots completed the ensemble.

It took time to learn how to move in all of this, much less to run well. At first the trainers used words and whip to teach me the reins. I was taken through the same moves again and again, walk, trot, canter, with my knees well up and my head high. All too soon they stopped using words. People don't talk to livestock.

Most of the ponygirls had their arms free and put on most of their own harness and helped each other lock their hands in place. Cunt and my hands were locked all the time and the trainers harnessed us. Then they finished the remaining girl’s hands. Some of the ponygirls lived with a master or mistress who delivered them in the morning and picked them up at night. The rest of us had our own kennels in the stables, a concrete walled, four-foot-wide, four-foot-high, eight-foot-long box with a barred gate at one end. These were built two high and twelve long in a prison-like room. There were racks opposite the cells where we kept our bedding and toiletries. Cunt and I were often alone in the kennels. Most slaves were free for use by any of the staff or guests and ponygirls were in high demand, apparently. Probably because we exercised all day and every one of us were very fit and trim. Cunt and I were still not available, so we always slept in our kennels.

On the good side though, after dinner we played, or to be more precise, we were played. One or two or a dozen trainers took us to the playroom and aroused us. Sometimes we were done in parallel, sometimes in sequence. We could never predict how many trainers would have us or even if it would just be Cunt and I or whether other slaves would be included in the mix. Sometime during the evening, we would be whipped or paddled or cropped, never too hard, just enough to make us hot. Occasionally they would use a little pain to push us over the edge into  mighty orgasms, but usually they stopped short and used one of our orifices to finish the climax. They were conditioning us to equate pain and arousal and making us addicted to sex. We could do nothing to stop it. Hell, we weren’t even sure we wanted to fight it.  We never felt so good before and we would always be slaves.

We knew it and discussed it when we were alone at night, but it didn’t let us stop the process. After a month of regular, heavy sex, my body would start to crave sex. At the start it was just a vague unease starting when they took my harness off, but soon it started at lunch and by dinnertime it was a horrible gnawing emptiness in my pussy. It got stronger and turned into a sharp pain in my belly that only sex could tame. I was so needy that I couldn’t think of anything but sex. Before dinner I would beg and plead for a quickie, I promised everything, love, obedience, the mysteries of sex to everyone I saw. Of course, I had nothing they couldn’t have with a word, but I meant it. I would do anything for love.

I had become good at responding to non-verbal signals. It didn't matter who was training me. I couldn't see them behind me. The only things I had to go on were shouted reprimands, tugs on the reins, and the whip. The whip flicked the backs of my thighs when I wasn't raising my knees high enough. It smacked my ass hard when I wasn't going fast enough. It caught the underside of my breasts to correct my posture. These things I could figure out.

I suppose it’s true for any physical activity, but the last thing I learned was grace and efficiency. I know that's what they wanted, because I seemed to be beaten less as I got more graceful and efficient. I don't know how it happened. I had to let go of my reasoning powers and my confusion and just let the whip teach me. I still had to strain every muscle to do what was demanded of me. But only through mute physical response to conditioning. If I tried to analyze what worked and what didn't, tried to take the initiative. I tensed up, overstepped my hobble. I spoiled the rhythm, lost the symmetry, messed up somehow. When I surrendered my body to the demands of the reins and harness and lash., then somehow, sweating, crying, gasping, I found myself performing properly.

Sometimes I would spot Master Roger and Ellie watching my training. He would usually bring Ellie over and see me when I was resting. Sometimes he would praise my progress. It made me feel warm and successful when he tousled my hair and said, "good girl." Silly, I know, but that's the way it was.

Then one day after a warm up trot, there was something new. A contraption of struts and two large, very thin wheels with a seat in the middle; the trainer called it a sulky. Like the one that took me to school, only with a single seat and for one pony to pull. They harnessed me up, arranging the tight bridle, bit and reins.  The slightest twitch would convey their demands to my vulnerable mouth. Then for the first-time blinkers were added, and I could only see straight ahead. It was surprising how frightening this was. I felt like one of those animals sent home from the vet with a cone on its head to prevent it from licking its wounds. I kept moving my head uneasily to increase my range of vision.

Then the trainer backed me between the shafts and fastened them to my belt. I could feel the extra weight, but it was slight, even after the driver climbed into the seat. I felt light on my feet. I wanted to run and run with a master controlling me. The tension I felt, knowing he was joined to me, felt good. How can I describe it? I was his animal. He couldn't ride me, and suddenly I felt sad about that. But I could carry him in a fashion. He could use me; I could serve the masters in this new way.

Adjustments were made behind me. I leaned forward a little, testing the tiny weight of the shafts. Then my driver clicked, the reins slapped my shoulders and my backside stung. I stepped forward, surprised with the mass' resistance behind me.  I leaned my hips into it and managed to get the carriage moving. The flicks of pain on my ass and thighs kept me moving forward; I tried not to let myself jump with the sting. It would upset my rhythm. Soon, to my surprise, I managed a slow trot. With the shafts like air on my hips, and in response to the whip's encouragement.  I moved into a canter. The pull of the bit steered me onto a smooth track around the grounds. On this I was able to run gracefully. I was doing it!

My initial elation carried me through some of the grueling training that followed. Once again, I felt like I was starting all over. All my gaits had to be adjusted for the weight behind me. My center of gravity was no different, but the mass behind me resisted every change in velocity.

It felt very odd, using my hips to pull a heavy weight. Before this if I'd had to pull something, I'd have used my arms and shoulders. Shifted my upper body's weight into it. I realized the harness on my upper torso wasn't just for show. It transferred some of the pull to my shoulders and chest. Still, without hands or arms to use or swing. Without even the ability to throw my head forward, I had a significant handicap.

Turning corners was a new experience. In a sense I now had a huge rigid tail. When my master pulled on my reins to turn me, the carriage wanted to go straight. It tried to push me straight. During later training my master tested me at different speeds and sharper turns.  Finally, we reached the limits of what I could manage without capsizing.

That first day, he  worked on instant obedience to the orders conveyed by the reins and the whip. My muscle learning handled situations I had been trained for, but it was a struggle to meet the new demands. As I tired, my legs dragged a little on the track and I had trouble holding the rhythm when the whip stung me. I gasped and yelped more as my chest heaved against the confining harness.

I worked hard to keep my feet high, and not let my ankle chain snag and toss me on my face, without arms to protect me.

After that, every day of training included the carriage. A trainer drove me. Every day they worked me relentlessly, to exhaustion. When I was unable to continue, I was allowed to rest by walking slowly and watered. A half hour later I was worked hard again until I flagged. When I could only last a few minutes, they stopped the endurance training. They were meticulous about my form.  Demanding perfect symmetry in my movements, precise placement of my feet. My speed was limited by my hobble, but my stamina increased tenfold. I could canter all day with a driver behind me. I became proud of my body and my grace.  My upper body so tightly confined, only my breasts bobbing a little in their harness, my bells ringing at every step[TB1][TB2].

“We have a deal then?”

“Yes, we do.”

“Can you start soon?”

“I have to find a place to live, first. I sold my apartment in town when I went to Io. That job was large enough I didn’t want to maintain a place I couldn’t use. The owner’s fees were just too much. Maybe a couple of weeks?”

There are several staff houses on site. You can have one of those and start as soon as you’re settled. It’s free if you’re working here, and we have similar housing at all our other sites.  And you can have Virginia at the same time.”

“Virginia. I’ve missed her. Has she adjusted to her new…position?”

“She was obviously going to be resistant with her intelligence and the change. I tried a different approach recommended by my psych staff. It worked well. Let me show you. Jeeves play some vids of Virginia’s training starting on day one and up to today. Select periods that show her feelings and emotions. Don’t take more than five minutes.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jeeves turned the big window in the office into a viewscreen and the vids started with Virginia in the interrogation room under fastpenta. They ended with Virginia kneeling in a comfortable room, facing Roger, eyes focused on him, a look of longing or desire on her face, while he and Ellie played a card game.

“Your technique seems to have worked. Can I use it?”

“Certainly, it is very simple. Treat her well, keep her busy with training, exercise, useful work and use her for your pleasure, but don’t let her climax. All she will think about is her loins and pleasing you.”

[TB3]


Chapter 6: Blaine

My days always began with a groom letting me out of my kennel, a visit to the autoshower, breakfast, calisthenics and stretching, then harnessing. One morning Cunt and I were harnessed, bitted, and tethered to a wall ring, waiting for our class to gather. A groom came in and got me. He took me out of the class area and into a small room, empty save for a chair and a small table. He took my bit out and lay it on the table, said, “Kneel.”

“Yes, master.” I obeyed and he left. I was alone and tempted to peek out the door. I knew the AI was watching me through my collar. It would punish me if I disobeyed an order or if I spoke without an order. Pony girls in harness are not allowed to use human speech without a direct order. We were probably the most strictly controlled women ever. Yet I was not unhappy. Life was good if we obeyed the rules.

In a few minutes the door opened, and I saw a man’s feet come in. I had learned long ago to not lift my gaze from the floor without permission. He closed the door and stepped close. He stroked my hair and rubbed my ear. The gentle touch felt familiar, intimate. I wanted to look up, but I knew the rules.

“Hello, Virginia. You make a fine Filly. Miss me?”

I knew that voice. It was Blaine! My God. All this time. I thought he had decided he didn’t want me. I broke a rule and looked up at him. “Blaine! Master! I’m so glad you’re here. I thought you didn’t like me after I was enslaved.”

“Stand up, Virginia.”

I stood and he wrapped his arms around me. “I’m sorry I can’t hug you. I’m all wrapped up in things.”

“I can see that. You look spectacular. Roger tells me you are an excellent ponygirl. Cunt too.  He also says that you are obedient and work hard and he’s going to remove your punishments. Have they been bad?”

“I’m used to them now, so they don’t bother me much. It would be nice to be able to use my hands when I’m off duty.” What I wanted most of all was for Blaine to be my master. To be able to stay with him when I wasn’t working. I wanted my own master to love and serve. I leaned forward, “Kiss me, master, please,” I begged.

He tilted his head down and kissed me, hard, like a master should. When we broke, I asked, “Master, will you stay long? Can I stay with you while you’re here?”

“A while, and yes, but not now. You’ll stay here and do your training and you can stay with me at night. I must go now so Let’s get you back. I’ll be back this afternoon.”

“Thank you, master. Please hurry back.”

He let me go and picked up the bit. “Open wide.”

“Yes, Master, thank you, master.” I opened my mouth. He fitted the bit and took me back to the class room. They were doing calisthenics and one of the grooms put me in a line and fastened the coffle chain to my collar.

I was floating six inches off the ground all day. The world was wonderful. Blaine was back in my life. I had all sorts of beautiful daydreams followed by worrisome what-ifs. I had lived with him for months and loved him. But I hadn’t seen him for the last three months. Why not? He had always said he’d take me as his slave if that’s what I wanted. Did it make a difference that I didn’t make the choice but was forced into slavery? All I wanted now was to get out of this limbo of slavery without a master to serve. I needed him so badly.

I collected far more crimson strokes on my ass than usual. My trainers despaired of me today. Finally, they cut my training short and put me in a paddock by myself, still in full harness. I was a bad pony today. All I could do was stare at the door, hoping Blaine would come for me soon.

At last the door opened but it was only a trainer. He took me into the tack room, busy with pony girls putting their harness away, and released my hands. “Put your things away.”

I stamped my foot once, pony talk for “Yes, master.” I was elated. This was the first time I had been allowed to undress myself. Blaine was right, Master Roger had removed my punishment status. I stripped everything off and hung it in my rack then I joined the queue for the autoshowers. The autoshower cleaned me, inserted a butt plug, and locked my hands to the back of my collar, as usual. When I stepped out a trainer took my leash and I followed him to that room where I had met Blaine earlier. This time he was waiting for me, sitting in the chair reading something. The trainer released my leash and I hurried over to kneel in front of Blaine. My eyes were watering with tears of joy. I got into display position and focused my blurry eyes on his feet.

The trainer left and closed the door. It seemed an eternity before Blaine said, “Come here.”

I jumped up and saw he was smiling. My heart leapt as I jumped into his lap. He caught my shoulders and pulled my face to his. “Tears of joy, little one?”

“Yes, master. I’ve been a wreck all day. My trainers think I’ve lost my focus. They have no idea. I couldn’t think of anything but you. Am I your slave now?” I asked hopefully.

“Would you like that?”

“Oh yes, master. It’s the only thing I want.”

“More than freedom?”

“Master, I don’t want freedom. All I want is to be yours.”

“Do you imagine I will be a lenient master?”

I was horrified, “No, no, master. I know you will be strict, and I want you to whip me for every mistake. I need to be the perfect slave girl for you. I will wear your chains with honor. I will make you proud of me. I will be very obedient and serve you in any way you want. Keep me in a tiny kennel when you’re busy. Humiliation at your feet will be better than roses when I was free.”

He pulled my face to his and kissed me, The demanding kiss of a master, not the gentle one of a lover. His tongue forced its way into my mouth and explored his new realm. I relaxed my tongue and lips. I wanted him in me in every way he wanted. I could feel his cock growing under me and I twisted a little to feel him better. I broke the kiss and begged, “Master, your slave begs to serve you. Please sample your property. It has been too long since you last tasted me, and I have learned much.” I rubbed my ringed and belled nipples on his shirt and felt them harden into deliciously aching erection. My cunt was moist. I was hot.

“Kneel and service me.”

I dropped to my knees and watched master as he released his rampant cock. I licked and sucked it collecting his pre-cum before I wrapped my mouth around him. I took him deep inside me, far down my throat and worked my head back and forth, relishing my ability to make him swell. He groaned and I knew he was ready to come. I prepared myself for the onslaught of hot cum.

But he pushed me off him and lay me on my back. “Pull your feet up to your ass and spread your knees.”

I obeyed. Joy coursed through me. He was going to fuck me. I was going to have a real orgasm. He had taken me many times before I was enslaved. I knew he could make me come in short order. I remembered the rush of pleasure he gave me. He slowly and deliberately pushed inside me, finding almost no resistance as he pushed through my sopping wet labia and filled my love canal. He pushed all the way into me until his balls touched my ass then he pulled out just as slowly. My God was he teasing me, or did he want to pleasure himself and leave me needy? “Master, may I speak?”

“No.”

Shit. I didn’t dare say anything else now or Jeeves would zap me for disobedience.

He continued, slowly and deliberately, never getting me more than a little aroused. I marveled at his control, the beast. Finally, he came with a gasp and filled me with his hot spend. I looked up at him in supplication. Tears ran down into my ears and his spend trickled down my ass crack. I sobbed uncontrollably, silently. He was watching me, smiling wryly.

“What is a slave’s duty?”

“T…to serve her master, m…m…master.”

“You have served me well, Virginia. You should be pleased. Why are you crying?”

“Master, I had hoped…hoped to orgasm. It has been so long.”

“Your need pleases me too. Jeeves, do not let Virginia orgasm until I so order.”

“Understood, sir.”

His smile changed, became softer, “As with many things, there is a trade-off. I very much enjoy you when you are needy, so I don’t want you forget the joy you get from an orgasm. I may grant you an orgasm for exceptional service.”

My heart sank, yet there was hope. “Thank you, master. I understand.” What will he view as ‘Exceptional’ service?

I watched as he stood up and rearranged his clothes.

“Why aren’t you kneeling properly, slave?”

I struggled up and got into display pose, acutely aware that fluids were dripping out of me onto the carpet.

“You’re dripping, girl. Clean it up.”

“Yes, master,” I backed up and sucked and licked up the puddle. I had tasted him before, but never myself. It didn’t matter if I liked it, obviously, but the fact was, I did. I sucked up every drop and resumed the display pose.

He picked up my leash and stood up. I stood and followed him out of the room. He led me outside and my hope renewed itself. It looked like he was taking me home.

“I’ve accepted Dalton’s job. You were the sweetener he offered me. For now, you are assigned to me. You’ll continue training as a pony girl during the day while I’m working.”

I get to live with him? I’ll show him what “Exceptional service” means. “Master, may I speak?”

“I am not used to having a slave girl. Do you need permission to speak? There’s no one here to hear you except me.”

“Master, yes. An AI is always monitoring ReNew slaves through our collars and it corrects us if we break a rule. If you wish, you can give me permission to speak for more than just a conversation.”

“Alright, I give you permission to speak until you go back to training tomorrow morning.”

“Thank you, master. I just wanted to tell you I really missed you.’

“I had to go off-planet for an emergency, but it’s over now and I don’t foresee leaving again.”

“Master, am I going to be able to stay with you? Live with you and take care of your home?”

“Yes, you still belong to ReNew, but while I’m an employee and want you, you will be assigned to me. That means you’ll stay with me in the evening and weekends.

“I am curious what will happen to me now. Will I stay as a ponygirl? I think I’ve learned how to do that pretty well.”

“I’m told your full-time ponygirl training is about done. Your work day will match mine, you belong to the company for a work shift, and the rest of you is mine. I’m told your day will have a couple hours of dressage training, four hours of ReNew work, and a couple hours of elective training. My house comes with a carriage. You’re also my transport if I need it. I get to choose what elective training you get. Is there anything you want to learn? I can arrange for any on-line training available as well as many arts and recreational classes on premises but, of course, it’s my choice, so unless you find something I like, I’ll choose belly dance and Kama Sutra classes.”

“Thank you for the notice, Master. I will look for some choices that are libidinous, useful, and fun, in that order. Honestly, master, I would like to look at what’s available. I want to do more than pull you around the estate.”

“I know. Are your arms comfortable fastened like that?”

“Yes, Master, it took a month, but now everything has stretched out, so this is quite comfortable.”

“Can I let them down and leave them free? After all your feet are chained and you’re leashed.”

“Master, the rules for slavegirls are pretty rigid. Outside me must be “Controlled.” That means our hands and feet must be restrained and our location must be controlled. That means either a leash held by a responsible person or we have to be fastened to a fixed location. So, yes, my hands have to be chained, but they don’t have to be fastened like this. Our masters have different preferences..”

“OK. I’ll think about that. We’re almost to my home anyway.”

When we were inside, he released my arms and we kissed, long and hard. He lifted his head up and kept hold of me.

“You’ve been through a lot since you stayed with me. You were considering being my property. Glad you waited?”

“My God, no, master. My life went to pot just as you left. I’ve kicked myself mentally ever since.”

”I’ve always heard the slavegirls relish their sex lives. How is it for you?”

“I heard that too, master. It’s a major talking point among girls. It has not been my experience though.”

“Oh, why not?”

“Master Roger decided he wanted to keep me needy, as I’m sure you know. I have not been allowed to orgasm since I started pony training.”

“He told me. He thinks you are better when you’re needy. He thinks Ellie is better when she is satisfied. Why is that?”

I was startled. I didn’t know about Ellie. I just assumed Roger treated all his girls the same. He doesn’t? But why? “I didn’t know that, master.”

“Well, I’m sure he knows his girls better than I do. I need to relearn you. Stand up straight. Display position. Put your hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed and he walked around me, running his hands over my body. His touch was magic. His hands were warm and strong but soft, the hands of a mathematician, not a laborer. I knew Master Roger considered him brilliant and I was proud to be his woman. He felt every inch of my body, feeling the strength in my legs from my pony girl training, the supple fullness of my breasts, heavy and firm, but also high and strong. The belly dance classes had strengthened my pectorals, enabling to control my breasts as easily as my arms. Maybe easier since my arms had spent so much time locked high on my back. My belly trembled as his hands roamed over me. I gasped when he felt my pussy. I was very aware how wet I was down there. The moisture had appeared as soon as his hands touched my back and a rivulet had run down my legs.

“You’re wet, Virginia. Wetter than I remember you getting when we made love. Do you get wet when you’re needy?”

Oh God. “Yes, master.”

“How often are you wet?”

“I…I’m not sure, master.”

“Jeeves, was that truthful?”

“No, sir.”

“How often, Ginny?”

I spoke in a soft, little girl voice, “All the time, master.”

“I don’t remember you being this wet until you were close to a climax.”

“No master.”

“Are the other slaves wet all the time, too?”

“I don’t know, master. It’s not something we talk about.”

“Jeeves, do you know?”

“Yes, sir. Slaves are examined monthly. The records show Virginia is consistently lubricated while the rest of the girls are not.”

“So, you probably are not continually wet due to your enslavement or bondage. Maybe it’s because you are kept needy?”

“Possibly, master.” I felt my nipples slowly hardening, lifting my bells higher. I could climax now with just a single finger in my sex.

“Jeeves run Virginia through the slave positions. Don’t correct her unless she does very poorly.”

“Yes, sir. Virginia, punishment position.” Jeeves ran me through all of the positions. He never corrected me.  I was proud of my graceful execution of the routine. It was easier than my dressage or belly dance routines, so I expected to do well. The exercise lowered my arousal and I was more composed when I finished.  Jeeves put me back in standing display, my hands again behind my neck.

“Thank you, Jeeves.  Very nice Ginny. Do you know how to cook?”

“Yes, master. I’ve been trained.”

“Good. The kitchen is stocked Prepare a light vegan meal for both of us. Let me know when it’s almost ready.”

“Yes. Master.” I had received machine instruction and six hours of practice. I hoped it was enough. I knew for to do a vegan meal since Master Roger liked that sort of food, but I had not prepared a real meal before. I went into the kitchen and found a slave apron - transparent plastic, of course. 

I knelt beside him with my hands locked behind me. He fed me with forkfuls of food, and I thought I had done a good job. Tasty and healthy. I learned to tilt my head sideways and look up to get the bell hanging on my nose ring out of the way. We talked while we ate. He wanted to know about my ReNew job as well as my pony girl training.

I cleaned up after dinner and found myself humming tunelessly as I worked. When I was done, I went looking for Blaine. I found him in his office He looked like a fairy tale magician using magic gestures and terse phrases to manipulate a holo display of several interconnected 3-D curves. When I stepped through the open door, he paused the display and turned to me. “All done?”

“Yes, master.”

“Standing display.”

I obeyed, “Yes, master.”

He stood up and came over to me. He put his hands on my waist, above my waistband and squeezed. He circled around me, his hands squeezing and testing, above my belt then below. He felt every inch on my body above and below my waistband. Without a word he left the room. I stayed fixed in position. My last order. Wondering.

He came back in a minute stepped behind me and began tightening my belt. It had been tightened a month ago, squeezing my waist so tight it was hard to breathe. It was snug now and not uncomfortable. It did restrict my motion a little, bending was constrained, and I had to breathe high in my lungs, but I was now used to the tightness. Now he was making it tighter. It became harder to breathe again and I knew he wanted my small waist to be tiny. When it was unbearably tight, he stopped and asked, “How is that?”

I squeaked, “Very tight, master.”

“Any pain?”

“No, master.”

“Dizzy?”

“No, master.”

He left the room again, to put the tool away I supposed. I wanted to complain  but knew it would be useless. I had no say in what my master decided for me.  I had to endure and obey. I stood frozen in standing display, the epitome of a slave girl. A truly helpless captive of chains and steel bands, of ever vigilant robots, but mostly of my need to submit. My sex was hot and throbbing with need. I was where I most wanted to be. I needed submission and relished my strong master. I must find a way to become better, exceptional and earn an orgasm.

He returned with a large cushion and dropped it in a corner, “Kneel on this in display position. It is your standard position in this room. I will finish in an hour or so.”

“Yes, master,” I dropped onto the cushion and adjusted my position and watched him return to his work. My belt was very tight.

I was an experienced programmer, but I didn’t understand a thing he was doing. The technology was far beyond anything I had ever heard of. Charts and tables floated in the air. He moved them with gestures and extracted parts from some and inserted them in others. Nothing that resembled code or languages, or instructions were shown, yet, as he finished a message glowed at the top of the display, “Analysis complete. Synthesis ETC 2349.” I took that to mean a generation process was running in a computer somewhere and expected to finish around midnight. The display disappeared and master looked at me. I smiled, anticipating an opportunity to serve.  He beckoned me with a crooked finger. I rose as gracefully as I could, I strutted, exaggerating every movement, over-extending my ankles, my highs, and my knees, rotating my pelvis like I was drunk. Smiling lasciviously, keeping my eyes on his face, licking my lips, I crossed to him and knelt in front of him, as close as I could get without touching him. My brain was whirling as I walked. I wanted him to want me so bad he would forget his ideas and fuck me silly. When my wide-spread knees touched down I leaned forward and kissed his feet, first his left foot, then his right. I straightened up and asked, “Master, may I service you now?” What I wanted, of course, was for him to ignore my words, throw me to the floor and fuck me until we both came.

He looked at me, smiling, “Almost, Ginny.” He opened his fly and took his cock out for me. :Go ahead. Make me stiff.”

I kept a smile on my face even as my heart sank. He wasn’t going to let me orgasm. I opened my mouth and sucked him in me and stimulated him. Soon he was engorged and ready to penetrate me. He pulled out, “Hands and knees, slave.” I flipped over and felt his fingers at my sex then his rigid cock at my anus. I relaxed my sphincter and welcomed him in. He must have had some lube because he slid in quickly, smoothly spreading me wide. He showed his usual exquisite self-control. He pumped himself up slowly, never letting me get more than a little aroused. Long slow strokes which I matched perfectly, tightening my sphincter as he pulled back then loosening as he slid in. He climaxed in a minute, then stopped inside me and relaxed. He pulled out when he was back to normal and I felt his spend trickle out of my bottom and run down my legs.

“Kneel and clean me.”

”Yes, master.”  I obeyed, wondering just what “Exceptional Service” looked like. When I finished, he put his cock back in his pants, “Good girl. Crawl into the bath and get yourself cleaned up then go to the living room.

“Yes, master.” I obeyed him and crawled into the living room. He was sitting on a couch looking through video choices. The couch had three rectangular panels below the cushions with decorative carvings and holes, giving it an airy appearance.

He stood up and motioned me to him. When I was beside him, he moved a lever on the couch and a panel below where he had been sitting folded outward, splitting in half, horizontally, until both halves stood straight out from the couch. Each half had a semicircular opening in the edge. It was designed to close around a slave’s neck. He motioned me forward and the panels closed around my neck. Locking in place with a snap. He sat down on the cushions over my head, put his feet up on his new footstool and turned on the vid.

I could hear the vid he was watching, but the storyline needed a visual cue in many places to follow it. It was a documentary about the high suicide and violent crime rates among young, free women. “Obviously,” I thought. “They have no opportunity to better themselves, no one will hire them, they live in poverty and their only escape is to become a slave. And even that is a crapshoot depending to the man they choose.” It ended with an interview with a politician that introduced a bill to enslave all females when they graduate high school. He titled it, “The Female Protection Act.” Crap, but not my crap. I was beyond that.  A news show followed.

Master’s legs were a weight on my back and buttocks. I didn’t mind. If he wanted to make me his furniture, well, it was better than being locked in a kennel like my last few months. As a pony girl trainee in punishment status, I slept alone in a concrete kennel for most of the day, broken up only by strenuous exercise and training. I was lonely much of the time with no one to talk to when I wasn’t bitted. Now I had a master to stay with and serve most of my day. Just the tiny human contact of his legs resting on my body gave me a sense of usefulness. I was serving him in a tiny way. I didn’t dare shift my body around and my arousal grew steadily stronger.  I catalogued every sensation I felt. Besides my arousal, the feeling of tightness around mt belt was intense. I couldn’t breathe as deeply as I was used to, and I was forced to breathe quickly and shallowly, almost a pant.

Virginia was unable to relax for the lust coiling in her belly. She finally had a true master, a single man to serve and pleasure, yet he locked her in place and used her for furniture. She brooded on her arrogant master, and decided she must resist him until he treated her like a human being. But then she was increasingly drawn by the horrifyingly exciting idea of submitting to him as his absolute slave and becoming “Exceptional,” despite his treatment of her.

Her thoughts continually fluttered between the two extremes as she huddled, neck-bound, under his feet. Over and over she told herself that she had to stand up to him or he would always treat her as an object but the thought of being bound in his chains, gagged by his hand, her body held open and defenseless, as he took her and made her his slave forever, was disconcertingly, appallingly attractive and Virginia sobbed silently and moaned quietly as she fought to control her feelings.

He had let her look at herself in a mirror after cinching her belt tighter. She was erotic. Her now tiny waist accentuated her large ringed and belled breasts and made her athletically slim hips look womanly by comparison. If she had been allowed to choose clothing to match her shape, she would have to choose a tight dress with  a bustle.

He turned off the vid, released my neck and took me to a room I had not seen yet, but one I assumed every house designed to hold a slave contained, a “Play room.”

“Standing Display.”

Sweating, her belly, breasts and thighs quivering with strain and the strength of her passion, Virginia stood helplessly awaiting the pleasure of her master. Her ordeal had begun when she stood in the play room. He had locked her hands up in reverse prayer, and commanded, “Open,” and he forced a huge ball gag into her mouth, distending her jaw until it popped into her mouth. He tugged its strap tight, forcing her jaws even wider. He sealed her eyes with a thick blindfold and clipped a leash onto her nose ring.

He gripped her breasts by their rings and ordered, harshly, “Spread your legs.”

She obeyed and he released her breasts and she felt her ankles being chained to wide anchorages, holding her open and available. Her wrist cuffs were released from her slave collar but remained locked together in reverse prayer, hanging loose, but unable to be lowered.  She swallowed as a stiff leather posture collar was clamped tight on her throat, over her slave collar, forcing her to hold her head erect and preventing her from turning or lowering it.  Her hands were locked to a ring on the posture collar.

Chains were clipped to the rings on her waistband used to fasten pony carts to her body. They were pulled tight, holding her torso in place. She squealed in fear as her nose and ear rings were tensioned to fasten her had in place even more immovably.

Delicately, carefully she explored  her bondage. It was more thorough than ever before. Her master wanted her immobile, but completely accessible, ignorant of what was to come and unable to communicate pleasure or concern. She was entirely under the control of his whimsy and unable to negotiate or plead. She found her exposure shameful and humiliating, yet she was excited. What must he have in mind for her to require all this preparation?

A delicious fear rippled through her sex as chains were clipped to her nipples and she felt her breasts rise and thrust forward as these new chains were tensioned. The fear doubled as more chains were attached to her labia rings and pulled her sex open until the cool air of the room chilled her heated formerly private parts. The very core of her femininity was exposed.

“You are gorgeous, Virginia. I’ll put your photos on the ReNew website so everyone can envy me. She wanted to protest, but she could not move or speak, and she despaired as she heard the clicks of a camera recording her for posterity. Wave after wave of blistering heat radiated throughout her body from her belly. Her rigidly held body quivered in the knowledge of her vulnerability, reeling to the knowledge of how desirable and available she looked to her master and any other man that viewed her. She trembled and quaked for a long time, knowing that male hands and the rigid cock of her master could touch her and impale her whenever and wherever he desired. Every passing second deepened her submission, her desire to submit to the supremely powerful master who owned her. Her intense need had driven out all reason and she begged and pleaded shamelessly, uselessly into her gag for her master to take her and extinguish her burning, all-consuming lust.

She hung in her master’s web , immobile, her belly’s heat growing, her nipples and sex engorged, becoming more desperate every second, ready to burst with need. Only then, when her resistance and pride were gone, destroyed by her desperate need , had her master’s hands cupped her throbbing breasts, pinched and rolled her rock hard nipples, sending her body into spasming orgasm and her mind into a starburst of ecstasy.

Every orgasmic spasm and joyful release was accompanied by sharp pains as her rings tugged on tender flesh of nipples, ears, nose, and labia. Virginia moaned into her gag as the mix of pain and pleasure combined into a maelstrom of sensation she could no longer separate.

She felt motion as the frame she was stretched within began to rotate. Her head was lowered and her feet raised until she was flat on her back, her torso supported by the padded surface. She was impaled and taken again to ecstasy, and again, before her master climaxed, filling her with his hot spend. He paused while his member returned to rest. When he left her, the frame that held her returned to its vertical position and she was released.

Her ankles were hobbled, and all the chains taken from her rings. The posture collar removed, and the gag and blindfold taken from her. She was back to normal, exhausted, her knees weak, and her body relaxed, her needs filled, and she wondered how long it would be before they once again ruled her.

“Was it worth waiting for?”

“Yes, master. When can I do it again?”

Greedy minx. When you give an exceptional service.”

”I will work on that, master. Thank you.”

He let me heel him into the bathroom. He watched me use the toilet  then took me back into the bedroom and put me in standing display. My hands stayed in reverse prayer position.

“I’m used to sleeping alone. I’ll let you sleep with me unless you keep me awake. I’m a light sleeper so do your best to minimize noise and motion in bed.”

I slept with my hands in reverse prayer, safely locked where they could do no harm and a short chain locked to my collar. The other end of the short chain was permanently fastened to a ring on the floor. If I was a problem, he’d make me sleep on the floor beside the bed. He turned me on my side facing away from him and lay down beside me, draping am arm over my waist and taking a firm grip on my breast. I fell asleep immediately, safe in the arms of my master. I was, of course, helpless, but I wasn’t lonely. When I lay awake in my kennel in the stables, I wished for this, for a man’s body warm, next to me, holding me. I had never, ever wished for freedom. My freedom had never been pleasant. Now I was more helpless than I had ever imagined, yet I was happier, too, than I ever imagined. All I wanted now was an orgasm.

I woke slowly, becoming aware of the glow of dawn through the window. How nice to see a sunrise through a window, not bars. The weight on my shoulder resolved itself into master’s arm, still holding my breast. We hadn’t moved all night. I shifted my leg and froze as my ankle chain tinkled softly. I didn’t want to wake master. I felt a full bladder calling to me, but it wasn’t yelling yet. I held still and listened to master’s breathing. His alarm went off and he woke. He unlocked the chain from my collar and sent me to the toilet. It was equipped with a bidet operated by a foot pedal. Good thing since my hands were still useless.

He released my hands and sent me to make oatmeal while he shaved and dressed. We ate simultaneously, me from a bowl on the floor. I cleaned up and I got ready to start my day. I put on my heels and make up, brushed my hair, and clipped my leash onto my collar. When I was ready ,I went to him and turned around, “Master, would you do my hands?”

He locked my hands to the back of my collar, and we kissed. “If you get home first, Jeeves will have a list of chores. I should be home before you’re done.”

The doorbell rang. He led me to the door, opened it, and handed my leash to the guard. I was led to the sidewalk and my leash locked to the collar of the last girl on the coffle. The girls looked bored, happy, distracted, eager, or friendly. No one looked unhappy. I was satisfied and happy. After long months of a solitary life, I now shared my life with a man who cared for me and treated me well. We were all slaves but now I had a chance at a useful job, I was healthy and fit and every man who saw me envied my master. A girl couldn’t want anything more. I was one of fifteen happy, naked, chained girls going to pony training. What a world.

When I was delivered back to the house (I didn’t think of it as ‘Home’, not sure why) I was always trussed up as required for a slave outdoors, hands locked to the back of my collar, ankles chained, wearing three-inch heels, naked and leashed. The guard would open the front door, order me to kneel, lock my leash to a wall ring, and leave.

Jeeves spoke, “Welcome home Virginia.” It didn’t have any qualms thinking this was my home. It was probably right, but still…

My days were filled with activity. Once I left home, I had exercise class, dressage training, ReNew work and my master’s selected classes. The ReNew work, at least now, was an education session, often AI injected while I was unconscious. I got thirty minutes or so of knowledge dumped into me while I slept. Then several hours of practice using it. That was fun, like discovering a new grotto on a familiar hike when the technique or equation or pure knowledge comes tumbling out of a page you didn’t know was in your brain.

It would unlock my hands and I would stretch then remove the leash from my collar and leave it hanging from the wall ring for next time I left the house. I couldn’t unlock that end, anyway.

I would get instructions for housework – cleaning, polishing, dusting, washing master’s clothes – domestic chores. Sometimes I did food preparation chores like washing or slicing or making a sauce, but infrequently. When the chores were done, I could read or watch an instructional video until master was close. Jeeves would tell me when master’s arrival was eminent, and I would kneel in front of the front door to wait for him. I was always very happy to see him. He would close the door and stop and look at me. I was always very happy to see him, and I let it show.

“Welcome home, master.” I leaned forward and kissed his feet then straightened up.

He always beckoned me to stand with the index finger of his right hand, always, and when I was standing, he would pull me to him and kiss me. I kept my arms crossed behind me unless he ordered otherwise. He usually didn’t. I liked it better that way too. I didn’t have a better way of showing submission in his arms.

A week after he claimed me, he was carrying a small package when he opened the door. He put it on the entry table, and I greeted him.

He handed me the package. “Go put this on.”

Put it on? Clothing! I rushed into the bedroom and set the package on a table. It was a box covered with fancy wrapping paper . I ripped the paper open and lifted the top off. More paper, I opened it up. My heart fell as I revealed a bundle of leather straps. I lifted it out and spread it on the bed. It was a harness like I wore for pony girl training.

Master had followed me into the bedroom. “You look disappointed. Surely you didn’t expect a free woman’s clothing.”

“No, master. “ Sigh. “That would be inappropriate.”

“It certainly would. I would not want to hide your beauty under some veil of obscuring cloth. Put it on.”

I slipped it over my head. It crisscrossed my chest and shoulders. Master buckled it tight. It surrounded and accentuated my breasts but ended just above my very tight waistband. He went back to the table and pulled the paper out of the box. He lifted something shiny out. It looked like a short chain, thicker in the middle when he held it up. “Standing display,” he ordered.

He went behind me and fastened it to the back rings of my belt in two places. My belt had rings every few inches, hidden in the decorative pattern when folded down. He fastened the new device to two rings about four inches from the center and let if hang.

He walked in front of me, reached between my legs and pulled it up in front. He pulled it up tight and held it up against my belt. He lowered it, made some adjustment and slipped something the size of his finger, cold, between my labia lips and up into my love canal. The wide part of the device covered my sex completely. He moved my labia rings with his fingers and pulled the thing up hard. He locked the top of it to the front of my belt.

“Go the mirror and examine it. You may touch it.”

It was a chastity belt.

Why bother. The AI watched everything I did and stopped any orgasm I might start. “Master, I am already tightly controlled. I can’t orgasm without your permission.”

“I know. This is to inform others of your restriction.”

“It is more demeaning than you probably realize, master.”

“You don’t have a choice, Virginia. You were a free woman for how long?”

“Twenty-seven years, master.”

“Did you see any slaves in that time?”

“Yes, master, I know it’s silly, but still.”

“What did you think when you saw them?

I thought back, “They were beautiful and happy. I envied them their men and fine jewelry and expensive restaurants. I never understood how they could be happy when they were always in chains.”

“Are you happy in chains?”

“Yes, master,” and I was. Freedom was never good to me.

“Your mother was a slave. Did you and Ellie talk to her about her life?”

“Yes, we did, master.”

“And?”

“”She was very happy. She was bright and both her and father thought it unfair she couldn’t get a better education. They made sure we had access to a lot of knowledge denied other girls and it let us get better jobs and delay our enslavement until we were sure we had found good men. In my case I waited too long, for which I will be eternally repentant, master.”

“So, you have the opportunity to set a good role model for other girls. Put on the harness. We’ll visit the beauty salon so you can look your best.”

“Oh, good. Thank you, master”

“How long since your last orgasm?”

“About two months, master.”

“So, you had orgasms for your first month as a slave?”

“Yes, master.”

“Do all the pony girls have their orgasms restricted?”

“No, master, only me. The other ponies are free to be used and are very popular. They bragged about their damned orgasms incessantly.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“Terrible, deprived, punished and cheated, master.” I let a little vinegar creep into my voice. He might as well know.

“You’re entitled to have orgasms?”

Oh no. An icy spike pierced my heart “No, master, I don’t think that. I just would like to have them. They are the ultimate in pleasure. It’s just the way girls are built.”

“I know. But your job is to give me pleasure. I give you pleasure when I think you have earned it.”

“I know, master. I will please you and hope you like my efforts.”

“You have been used as a slave and given orgasms before I took you. How was the experience?”

“I had more and better orgasms than when I was free, master.”

“And did you make your partners happy too?

“I think so, master. I know they had more orgasms than I did, and they told me I did well.”

“What do you do differently as a slave girl than when free?”

“I did less, master. Men took me when and where they wanted. I’m in bondage before and during, usually I’m completely helpless. Men and women used all my holes any way they wanted. My role was to be libidinous and risqué and entice men into taking me, then responsive and obedient when they do.”

“That idea used to bother you.”

‘Yes, master. Not now. I don’t want to compete with men anymore.”

He removed the harness and chastity belt. “Let’s go have dinner.” We went to the kitchen I prepared a simple dinner and we talked through the preparation and the meal.

At his questioning I told him of my crime and how I did it. I told him of the shame and anguish of enslavement. How demeaned I felt being collared and chained all the time and how I had come to accept it. How I was now comfortable being naked all the time. I talked about the joy of serving men, how well the conditioning to obedience had worked. How much pleasure I got from being petted and told I was a “Good Girl.”

He told me about his work developing specialized machine learning algorithms and the funky places they go. He told me of the difficulties of the work in space. His developments are in all the mining, fabrication, and transportation equipment to bring products to Earth from the asteroids and water to the colonies from the Kuyper belt ice bodies.

I put the dinner dishes away then joined master in the living room. He was sitting in an easy chair reading something. I knelt beside him and he gave me a paper on advanced cerulean coding. It looked interesting but I gave up when I realized I had reread the first paragraph four times. My eyes and interest kept straying to master’s face. His subtle changes in expression as he read were far more fascinating than the words in front of me. At last I put the article down, crossed my arms behind me and watched him. I knew it was futile to try and read his mind, but I tried anyway. I was sure his expressions had some connection to what he was thinking. It was just a matter of collecting enough examples that I could correlate them with other extemporaneous information to elicit meaning from his slight changes in expression. I knew now I loved him, and I was so glad I was his. But I really belonged to Roger Dalton and he was just using me to get Blaine to work for him. If only I’d given myself to Blaine when I had a chance, then Dalton wouldn’t have me to coerce Blaine. Now I knew it was foolish fear, but too late. I liked, no, loved being Blaine’s woman. I have no choices now. All I can do is try to make Blaine happy, so I would. I smile,  “Master, I’ve been a bad girl. I need to be punished.”

“I think so, too, but I’m not sure you know what your crime was. Tell me.”

Now I was uncertain. My plan had succeeded in killing my legal master, Roger Dalton twice and would have continued, but that was all. What else could there be? “Master, my AI software attacked master Dalton several times. I was guilty of murder. I was caught because I slipped my brain scan into my sister’s clone. That’s what I know of.”

“I thought not. Do you remember what you were about to do before Ellie’s clone attacked Roger?”

Oh God. I was about to sign a voluntary servitude contract to become his slave. The discovery of my crimes had aborted that and made me Roger Dalton’s slave instead. “Master, I’m sorry. I should be your slave, not master Dalton’s. I stole me from you. I gave Roger Dalton power over you. He can hold my use over you. I’m sorry, master. I want so bad to be yours.”

“You can’t change that now. We must live with it. But I agree you have been a bad girl and you deserve to be punished. This house was built to house slaves and their masters. I have everything I need here.”

He took me into the back part of the house to the playroom. Everything he needed to punish or pleasure me was there, a pillory, a whipping table and a skeletal steel framework with padded surfaces and lots of steel rings and extensions. The walls were covered with rings and mirrors and racks of whips, paddles, straps, and manacles. It was a brightly lit room with a high ceiling and several hanging chains. He took me to the skeleton-like thing and had me stand on two-foot shaped platforms. As soon as my feet were on them the thing came alive. It was like the autoshower, AI controlled, but obviously with a different purpose. It gripped me at every joint and waited. I could move nothing.

He spoke softly, “Spread wide, whipping position.” I gasped as the structure moved with whippet speed, took off my hobble and spread me into a taut “X” with all its parts outside me, like a frame, allowing ready access to every part of me save my collar and metal bands.

He walked up close behind me and gently caressed my back. “You are beautiful, Gin. You fascinated me when we met. Something about you attracts me like no other. It might have turned into love if you had come to me. But you never quite did. You lived with me, had sex with me, but was afraid to commit and dithered. I could tell you wanted to but were afraid of the unknown. You waited too long and now Roger owns you. He bribes me to work for him with you. There’s a hint of a promise that if I do well you might become mine. Nothing definite. Not yet a negotiation. More of a chance that a negotiation is possible. Now I must decide how badly I want you. Is it worth giving up a little freedom to have you? Because of your bad decisions you have no say in the matter. You are mere chattel now. Property for men to decide your disposition. Still, I’m curious. Would you rather belong to Roger, be one of his hundred slaves, or be my slave? My only slave now, but, of course, I might buy more.

“Master, I want to be your slave. I will be the best slavegirl ever. You will not want another when I’m yours.”

I heard him moving and looked over my shoulder. He had gone to the rack of whips and was choosing one to mark me with. “Please, master, punish me for my mistakes. I deserve it and beg to be scourged of my foolishness.”

“I know you enjoy being whipped Gin. I know it makes you excited, aroused. Any pain you feel quickly fades into pleasure and orgasm. Whipping is not much of a punishment for you. Still, I will do it because I enjoy watching you squirm and the marks I leave are erotic. I enjoy having such power over you. You are a slave and everything you did as a free woman is forgiven. I will whip you because we both enjoy it. There are better ways to punish an errant slave. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, master. Please whip me because it gives you pleasure, and that is my reward.”

The lash came across my back, low, just above my steel belt, causing me to gasp.  It burned like fire but quickly dimmed as its heat flowed into my belly. Three more climbed my back, the last across my shoulders. I gasped at each one, but the pain lessened each time until the last was a gentle, warm caress from my lover.

There was a pause and I heard him moving. A quick glance showed him back at the wall and its racks of tools of punishment. He came back to me and I felt the slash of a cane on my bottom, harder than the whip. I yelped at the first bite of the cane. It was a different pain than before, firmer, causing a deeper flame. The next blow was just below the last and the hardest yet. Was he learning how to hit or learning how hard to hit to get the desired effect on my skin?

He rained a dozen hard blows on my ass. It must be flaming red now. It felt hot and the heat was flowing into my belly, making me more and more excited. Was I a closet pain slut? I felt moisture on my labia lips. I was lubricating. My body thought the pain a precursor to sex. I was getting seriously excited by the hard caning. My yelps had turned into moans of need. I wanted to be filled by him. I knew what I wanted now. “Please master,” I begged, “Harder, please, harder.”

But he was done with my ass. He stepped in front of me I watched him with pleading eyes. He swiped the cane across my belly. More fire poured into my sex. I was on fire with need. Twice more he laid across my belly. Then his aim shifted, and the slender, whippy cane sliced up into the underside of my breasts, causing them to jump with a flurry of rings from my bells. It didn’t hurt as much as I had feared when I saw his aim. He must have swung more gently. The pain was still fierce, but it quickly flowed into my belly and left only a little heat. My pleas had become continuous, begging for more.

“Face down, anal and vaginal access.” Instantly the machine tilted my torso down, letting my breasts dangle below me. My shoulders and belly rested on padded surfaces, my feet were pulled forward, spread, and raised so my ass was sticking out and raised above the level of my breasts. Drops of my love juice formed on my labia lips and trickled down to drip on the floor below me. The tip of his cock probed at my pussy, found the entrance and slid into me, spreading my love canal wide as he took me. He was as big as I remembered and filled me to my limit. The sheer animal pleasure as he rammed deep into me was breathtaking. It was far better than I remembered. Because of the whipping or the bondage? Maybe both.

He rammed into me, pumping me higher and higher until I flew into a stupendous orgasm. He climaxed right after me, filling me with his hot semen. I may have fainted, not sure, but he stayed in me until he was back to normal. He left the room without a word. He closed the door behind him and was gone a long time. I heard the door open behind me and he walked up and cupped a breast in his hand.

“Thank you, master.”

“You were good, Gin. Jeeves, fasten her hands in high post, replace her ankle chain and release her.”

The machine obeyed promptly and released me. He took my leash and led me into a bathroom with an autoshower. He handed me in, and the machine cleaned me inside and out. I stepped out with clean hair and body. I was tender and well-marked. My skin was intact. Master led me into the living room and sat in an easy chair. I knelt beside him, my leash still in his hand. We watched a short report on the progress of the climate recovery project. It looked like the temperatures were going back down, but progress was slow. The city migrations toward higher ground was forecast to continue for a long time.

He took me to the dining room table and released my hands. “Sit here,” indicating a chair. I was startled. I understood slaves were rarely allowed to use any furniture. I sat down and it felt weird. “You’re going to take a test.” He put a tablet in front of me and  handed me a brain scan net, “Put this on. The AI will monitor your brain activity during the test.  Answer the questions as well as you can. There is no time limit.”

He laid a paper tablet and pen beside the tablet. “You can use this for notes or calculations if you need it. Come to me when you finish.”

“Yes, master.” The math was easy, but the personality questions were hard to answer. I had never thought about some facets of my relationships with people. My parents, sister, lovers, slaves, and masters were all topics in the test. It asked about my concerns, fears, ideals, goals, and more things than I had ever consciously considered. There were logic problems, questions about how I would approach relationship problems. Finally, it was over. I didn’t know whether I should take off the scan net, so I went to master in his office with it on. He looked up and smiled as I approached and knelt in front of his desk. He waited until I was down and settled into my correct pose.

“Even that looks good on you. Put it on the desk. Did you learn anything from the test?”

“Master, I learned that I haven’t been thinking about relationships enough.”

“Most of us don’t. Tomorrow you have a new schedule: Dressage, ReNew class, belly dance, then cooking. In a few days we’ll talk about what you want to learn.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you.”

It was much better sleeping with master than alone in my kennel. I still slept with my arms locked to the back of my collar, but I was used to that now. I don’t remember what I used to do with them when I was free.

In the morning he put me in the autoshower, and we ate, I got to sit at the table and use my hands! I was picked up at the door by the delivery team, put in coffle and we walked back to the stables.

Dressage was really like dancing in harness. We were harnessed and put in a coffle line.  Dressage is a series of memorized moves between a Master and a pony set to music.   We started out just as a bunch of ponies working to learn basic moves while chained together. The trainers showed us some recorded dressage performances with one master and one pony. It’s like a kata in judo where each move is choreographed and practiced to learn skill and mindset.  Our practice started in one slave pose then moved into a different one. We started slow, one movement at a time then repeated until all of us got it. Then they sped us up and we repeated until we were all good. This repeated all morning and we worked up a fine sweat. Of course, not all slave poses were possible for a coffled and harnessed pony girl.

We were fed and then were taken to the classrooms. I had not been in one before and was very surprised. I was expecting something like I had learned in before: a medium sized room with student desks and instructional devices on the wall. Wrong. It was a mediums sized room, but the walls were empty, and the room had twenty-five bulky chairs with large helmets on an arm above the top and large phalluses sticking out of the seat. There was a slave standing by the door and maybe half the chairs were occupied, the helmets lowered over the girl’s head. I stopped just inside the door and the girl came over and asked, “First time?”

Dazed, I said, “Yes, I’m supposed to be in a class for new ReNew workers.”

“This is the right place. Come on. I’ll help you.”

She took me to an empty chair, smeared a gob of lube on the phallus, and said, “”Lower.” The phallus sunk into the chair. “Sit down. Don’t worry, you’ll love it.”

“Please wait a minute. Is this for my training?”

“Of course. You’ll get all your class work on a chair like these. They’re much faster than without.”

But I’ve been getting an education for years and I’ve never heard of anything like this.”

They are only used for slaves. Men have another system that’s even faster.”

“But why aren’t these available everywhere?”

“Men have access to them, but they don’t trust women so advanced classes and fast education are not allowed. That’s why women aren’t allowed in colleges anymore. Slaves are only educated in private facilities like this.”

I should have known. “Do I have to tell it what I want to learn?”

“No, it reads your data from your collar and it’s already been told what education you’re to receive.” She consulted a small screen on the side of the chair. “You’re Virginia, owned by ReNew and you’re to get the ReNew employee class and a DNA Lab course of three installments. You’ll be on the chair for two hours and you won’t remember any of it, but you will know all about ReNew and how to work in the DNA lab. Now sit down.”

I sat, gingerly and she said, “Insert.” The phallus slowly slipped between my labia lips and into my vagina. The chair knew what it was doing. The helmet lowered over my head and I saw the part in front of my eyes was a viewscreen that said, “Welcome Virginia.” Then, out of nowhere, an orgasm took me over.  All I remember is that I was thrown into an amazing, never-ending orgasm. I was immersed in a never-ending euphoria of sexual bliss. It went on and on, gloriously. Finally, it wound down and I was able to feel the chair under me and the phallus retracting out of me. I felt relaxed, but too tired to move when the helmet lifted. The girl was standing beside me, holding a plastic cup. I was parched and downed the contents without looking. Water, thank God.

“So, how did you like your classwork?”

“It beats hell out of a textbook, but I don’t remember learning anything.”

“I know. How many departments in ReNew?”

I knew the answer, “Fifteen starting with the Office of the Chairman.”

“It’s all there. Now, you will become aroused and your pussy will start lubricating when you see your master or the chair. You’ve been conditioned to want them in you. We get a lot of conditioning in the chair. The men never miss an opportunity to make us more dependent and obedient.”

“Am I done now?”

“Go eat lunch then come back at one. You have two more classes, belly dance and cooking. The chair can’t give experience so there will be practice classes for those tomorrow.”

Both Cunt and I were just slaves now and I found her in the cafeteria. Unaccompanied slavegirls weren’t allowed to use the tables and there was a large open area with marked pathways so they could eat on the floor without fear of being stepped on. I found Cunt kneeling there and joined her with my bowls of food and water.

“Hi, Cunt. Guess what, Blaine is back, and I’m assigned to him. I get to stay in his house, and I had my first training session. That training chair is awesome.”

She popped up and we hugged, “That’s wonderful, Virginia. He just popped up after being gone so long?”

“Yeah. He said he was off planet for a while. I don’t get to ask many questions, you know, so I’m just glad he’s back. I’m sorry I didn’t get to tell you. Did you miss me?”

“No, one of the staff guys took me home last night right after class. I’d never seen him before, but he was OK. I didn’t get a lot of sleep and I’m a little sore. He showed me my data page. That’s how he picked me and reserved me. Apparently, anyone can reserve me for a night. He told me that all the men want ponygirls first because we’re the fittest and we have strong belly muscles.”

“Looks like you won’t have a chance to miss me. At least we’ll see each other in class.”

“Yeah. Not the same, but what was that about a training chair?”

“O ho, so you’ve not been trained yet?”

“No. My first class is after lunch. Should I get sick?

“By no means. It’s the greatest invention ever. I had some training before lunch, and I want as much as I can get.”

“What’s so great about a class?”

“I can’t do it justice. Talk to me after your class and we’ll compare notes. You’ll love it.”

I went to the security building to watch the first live test of Dr. Logren’s toy. I went to Ravi’s office, “Hi, Ravi. Tell me about our test subject.”

”Lorie Shaltz is twenty-three and a landscape architect. Just graduated. She was found guilty of negligent homicide. She rented a flycycle, covered its altitude radar, and went joyriding on a city street. Hit a child and killed her. I interviewed her under fastpenta. She’s remorseful as hell and is pissed at her sentence. Thinks it’s unfair she should be sentenced to slavery while men get a couple of years in prison and released. She can’t stand the thought of being controlled by anyone, much less men. She thinks she’ll be kept chained and spend her time in a cell waiting for someone to rape her. She’s mad, scared, and knows she is being treated unfairly in other words, perfect for your test. Let’s go see her.”

Dr. Logren and his staff had been busy installing the new equipment. Most of it was on a  table at the back of the room. The only visible change was the helmet mounted on a jointed arm over a chair.  A young woman clad in orange prison pajamas was gagged and strapped into the chair. Dr. Logren and two assistants were standing between the chair and the equipment. A large monitor sat on a small table in front of the bound woman.

“Good day, sir. We’re ready to go,” said the Doctor.

“Tell me about the test parameters.”

“We have a five-minute sequence that’s a composite of short emotions and sensations combined with appropriate visuals. The power is at ten percent. We expect some modification of the subject’s acceptance of her condition. She was very negative and combative when she was brought in. We expect her attitudes will only change slightly with the short test sequence. Longer exposure should have a more profound effect.”

“OK, whenever you’re ready.”

The Doctor turned to his assistants, “Power on.”

One of the young men flipped several switches and a monitor screen in front of the equipment lit up and several gauges appeared with number appeared. Dr. Logren studied them and said, “All nominal. Lower the helmet and turn on the display.” One assistant lowered the helmet over her head and the display in front of her lit up.

Dr. Logren explained, “Her visuals are on the inside of the helmet. The screen here is a repeater. The display showed what the ponygirl was seeing. It showed a trainer then an open field and then a track in quick succession. It  cycled through exercises with other ponygirls, dressage performances, flirting with men in a party, and several times looking up into the face of a man fucking her. It was an interesting insight into what our AI thought would be important to a prospective slavegirl.

The equipment display’s meters went inactive. And Dr. Logren said, “That’s the end of the test data. Raise the helmet and let’s see how we did.

Ravi removed Lorie’s gag and gave her a drink of water. ”You know you are now the property of ReNew and you have lost all right to self-determination?”

“Yes, I do.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“Better than the last time you asked me that.”

“Why better?”

“I don’t know. Time to calm down, I guess. I know the sex will be better now and I read that most of the women on Earth are slaves and enjoy it. I know I’m glad to be rid of the day-to-day grind of low wages and high bills. I rarely had enough cash to even see a movie or eat out. I’ve heard that belonging to a big company like ReNew is the best place to be a girl.”

I gathered up Dr. Logren and Ravi with my eyes and we went into the corridor. “From what you told me Ravi, Dr. Logren’s device worked perfectly. Do you agree?”

“I want to interview her again under fastpenta to be sure, but it looks that way. Congratulations Doctor.”

“Ravi, do a detailed interview with Dr. Logren present. Doctor evaluate how well each of the emotions you tried to transfer took. Run a brain diagnosis and look for anything physiological the test might have caused. Then put her in the training pool and re-interview her in a week. See if anything changes or wears off.  Ravi, repeat the test on all the new girls when they come in. Doctor try higher power levels but monitor them and be careful we don’t damage them. Good job, both of you. Keep me posted.” 

Dr. Logren repeated his test whenever a new girl was delivered. All were convicts and there was really no need on volunteers. He tested it at fifteen, twenty, twenty-five and thirty percent power. I stopped the tests after that. There was no need to go any further. At thirty percent the angriest girls were begging to be  used as much and as soon as possible. They claimed they always wanted to be a slave, knew girls were deceitful and shouldn’t be trusted. They wanted to be chained immediately and begin serving men. It was sort of embarrassing.

I decided we would set the power level at fifteen percent. Jeeves ran the data and it looked like the government’s need for new slaves would be met at fifteen percent if we gave fifty performances a week to audiences of a hundred women. It looked like we could fill the theaters with only moderate publicity and a hundred dollars in gifts for each participant. I left it up to Jeeves to find theaters in a hundred cities and do the publicity.

It worked as planned. In three months of performances the government had met it’s needs and told me I could slow down the recruitment to one performance a month.

I gave Dr. Logren a bonus, his own clone, and title to a slavegirl. He had earned it. He had made over a hundred different recordings from the minds of Virginia and Cunt. I used them on every new convicted slavegirl I bought, and it made them happy and productive from day one. Now that I had enough inventory, I retired the special bridles  and archived the information and recordings and the special AI algorithms Blaine had built for me. No one ever threw away data anymore. You never knew when it might be needed again.

Blaine was a genius and the project’s success also depended on his algorithms. He seemed to understand both human and machine learning better than anyone else I had found. It was fortunate Virginia had hated me so much that she gave me leverage to convince him to join ReNew. I rewarded him with a clone contract, a raise and a promotion: Manager of Machine Intelligence. I asked him to come over and see me.

Ellie was kneeling at her short assistant’s desk at the side of my office, naked of course, she was still my personal slave. Jeeves said, Sir, Mr. Sanders is here for his appointment.”

“Thank you. Ellie go get him, please.”

“Yes, Master,” she hurried out the door to get him. She returned in a moment with Blaine. I stood and greeted him, “Blaine, thanks for coming with such short notice. Would you like a drink??”

“Water, please.”

I held up two fingers. Ellie nodded and went into the pantry. I escorted Blaine to the small seating area and asked, “How is Virginia doing?”

“Great. I took your advice and am keeping her aroused and unsatisfied. She is magnificently needy, soft and juicy with pleading eyes, very attentive all the time.”

Ellie returned with a tray holding two classes and two bottles of sparking water. She set the tray on the coffee table, opened the water bottles, and filled the glasses with half the water from each bottle. Blaine and I watched her. She was beautiful and I savored her breasts as she bent over to pour. They swayed, pendulant below her chest in the most erotic manner imaginable.

I reached out and put my index finger through her ring and held her nipple between my thumb and finger. She froze and I said to Blaine, “Ellie, Virginia, and Cunt have the most magnificent breasts. We’re fortunate we found them.” Blaine nodded agreement. The look on her face was pleased. She appreciated being noticed and touched. Her nipple hardened under my touch and a rosy glow blossomed on her cheeks. She was aroused, too.  I released her breast and she straightened up then knelt in place, ready to serve us when needed. She had a pleased smile on her face and her nipples stayed engorged. Nothing excites a slave more than being handled by a man.

“Blaine, I’ll get to the point. You know this is an operational facility. All our AI and bio R&D is run out of the Antimilos facility. Our manager there is retiring this month. I’d like you to replace him. It’s a very important facility and it’s fits your experience and skills perfectly.

“But I’m not a manager, I’m and engineer.”

“John, who’s retiring, is not a manager, either. He was a researcher and he matured into a leader. I don’t like hiring managers. I’ve found it works best if I start with a competent person that knows out business and promote them. It’s much easier to learn management skills than the technical skills. Managers have been around since the Ancient Greeks. AI and our biotech is reinventing itself every five years. Virginia will go with you and you’ll be the fourth highest paid employee in ReNew. I know you can do it, or I wouldn’t offer it to you.”

“OK. I’ll do it. When do I leave?

“Tomorrow morning. A car will pick you up at 10 a.m.  A crew to pack your things will be there at 9. You’ll be at Antimilos by 1 p.m. our time.”

“That fast?”

“ReNew’s sub-orbital plane.”

“No Customs Inspection?”

The U.S. negotiated a deal with Greece. Antimilos is officially considered a part of the U.S. There is a customs inspection when we go elsewhere in Greece, or anywhere else.


Chapter 7: Antimilos

Master told me we were relocating to our facility on small island. Only ReNew people were there. It was ReNew’s main research facility and was isolated.

The next morning master got me up early and we hurried through breakfast. When we finished, master opened the front door and ten slaves came in and packed all his personal items, such as clothes and data blocks. Blaine put a black bag over my head and took me outside. He put me in a car and sat beside me. He put an arm around me and held me. It was an aircar. It took off with a muffled roar and we flew for almost an hour. When we were on the ground, Blaine helped me out and guided me up a flight of stairs. He sat me in a high-backed chair and tightened a seat belt across my lap. He removed the black bag and I saw we were in a smallish airplane.

There were ten male passengers one free woman and me. I traveled just like I slept, helpless, hands locked to the back of my collar and naked. I was embarrassed to be naked among these well-dressed strangers, but I forgot that when the plane started moving. I stared out the window and enjoyed the newness of the ride. The acceleration up the mountain was thrilling. I stared out the small window at the black sky and the glowing ball of the Earth below us. We were in space.! I even forgot to be aroused until we started back down, and all my rings and bells started tugging on me after they were weightless.

Blaine had received a promotion and was put in charge of a ReNew facility located on an island. He had taken me with him, thank God. I guess he really did like me. We moved in the summer and it was warmer on the island. Men keep their slaves as ignorant as possible and I hadn’t known the date since being enslaved. The rabid fear of scheming women was now engrained into almost every facet of society. Keeping information from women was made more convenient by the increasing use of electronics. No one put calendars on walls anymore since all men had easy access to communications devices and they were forbidden to females.

Master’s new home was larger than before. He disdained automated cleaning or cooking equipment since he had a slavegirl he needed to keep busy. Of course, there was a local “Jeeves” to watch me and keep me on task. I had not been in pony school since coming to the island. Only trained slaves were sent to the island. Slaves mostly served in several capacities as their master wished. Many of us spent time as ponygirls, some as puppy girls. There was a large and active hunt club where the girls were loosed in a large semi-wild preserve and hunted by members several times a month. Everyone thought it good exercise and fun.

I was master's transportation. He had an aircar and driver, but I was his first choice. Every day he put me in my harness, and I pulled him everywhere. It was easy, really. His carriage was light and so well balanced I didn't feel his weight. My harness was simple. The training harness from school hung in his garage. Master preferred a bustier of heavy leather that covered my torso from my hips to my breasts. It flared into half cups under my breasts and had cutouts on either side of my waist for the carriage attachment rings on my waistband. I appreciated that touch. It gave me much needed support for my breasts as I trotted. They might not have needed it save for the heavy rings and bells they sported. The carriage clipped onto sturdy rings on either side of my waist.

ReNew owned the whole island and master told me there were several thousand people on it. A few were free women with useful skills, mostly as teachers and support staff. More than half were slaves and there was an active social life that included us. All the free people had personal slaves assigned to or owned outright by them and there was a group of unassigned slavegirls free for anyone to use.

Ponygirls were the favored mode of transport. Master told me that there were over a thousand aircars on the island, but I rarely saw one. Master opined that men just liked to watch their girl’s rumps toiling in their service. I hope he’s right. I know I get excited thinking master is admiring my ass when I’m pulling him. It was true that whenever we went out there was a lot of ponygirl traffic: one and two girl carriages, four girls pulling a wagon, and two, four, and eight girl teams yoked and helping men clear brush or pulling plows. There were a few farms run by ReNew to grow fresh greens, though most food was flown in.

Master tried letting me run with my hands just locked behind me but decided they were too floppy and untidy. He went back to the reverse prayer method used at school. so now they were pulled up high on my back. My bracelets were locked to my collar and a leather strap pulled my folded arms into a tight bundle. Totally helpless. More even than normal. Not my doing. I got to wear black running shoes, thank goodness. My ankle chain was unchanged, I just wasn't as fast as I could have been, Master never seemed to mind. The pace of life here was more relaxed than where I grew up.

Master had me wear my auburn hair long in a single ponytail. It reached down to my waist but not as massive as it used to be. I had worn a tail on a butt plug ever since I was enslaved. He used my bottom hole more often since he had adjusted my plug to stretch me a little. It was easier for me to accept his girth. I used the autoshower morning and afternoon, leaving me spotless and well lubed for him. When we came to Antimilos he took me to a pony girl outfitter. They shaved the sides of my head to give me a pony mane. The long hair was mounted on my butt plug. Now I had a tail to match my mane.

My bridle was a mass of thin black straps clasping my head in a snug grasp. My usual bit had a bar across my mouth coated in thick rubber to protect my teeth. Its extension in my mouth was a serrated metal plate that pressed down on my tongue. Speech was impossible but it was only uncomfortable when master pulled on a rein to steer me. I always responded to directions as fast as I could. If I daydreamed and didn't respond quick enough, he had to pull harder and that hurt. Even though I was in sub space when running, I always paid close attention to his directions. I never knew where we were going. Heck, I had no idea what the road names were, if any. I just focused on the sound of my bells and the tug of my reins.

My favorite destination was master's work. It was four stories and massive. Really nothing to make it pretty. It was just a place where master did stuff. But it had a garage for everyone's carriages and a pen for me and the other ponies. It was a large fenced grassy field with shade trees and water fountains. The fence was tall chain link with a concrete footing. It was designed to keep ponies in and impossible for a pony to climb or dig under. When I pulled the carriage in the garage and stopped, Master would unhitch me, take the bit out of my mouth, and kiss me. Depending on how long he planned to stay he would remove my harness and boots and take me to his office of just leave me harnessed in the pen. There were dozens of ponies in the pen whenever I was there. None of us could do anything but walk and talk, so that's what we did.

The first day I was in the pony pen, two girls “Welcomed” me to the island. They tripped me, rolled me onto my back and showed me how ponygirls made love. I was on the way to a gorgeous orgasm with a herd of ponies standing around me and cheering, but Jeeves intervened and gave me a small jolt that ended my arousal before the orgasm started. With everyone watching me I faked an orgasm. I guess it was effective because I got a loud cheer from my audience. Shit. Then it was my turn and I got to “Thank” the girl who had me first. Her orgasm was real. I almost cried. I was very needy until master came and put me back on the carriage.

No matter where we were, at master’s work or ours, when we had jobs, Mid-morning and afternoon, trainers would exercise us. I really enjoyed this. They would release our arms and exercise our upper body. The exercise room had weights and upper body machines. It was glorious to be able to use my arms and work my muscles. Sometimes our masters would join us for the exercises. At home Jeeves would direct me.

I made friends among the girls that I saw regularly. Master usually socialized with the senior staff, so their women and I were thrown together. Usually our masters released our hands and even let us have clothes for parties. Our conversations were limited because our environment was so circumscribed. Before our enslavement we had clothes, media, activities outside the home, and friends but the basic rule for women was to keep us ignorant of the outside world and any technology. Here we only had our masters, where they took us, what they let us see, or what they did to us.

What I noticed immediately was that all the slaves were happier and friendlier than the women I had known when free.  We had nothing to compete about. We were all naked, helpless, and in peak condition. There wasn't any basis or reason for snide comments or catty gossip. We didn't know anything to gossip about. Slaves had only their master’s  social life and we were available for anyone to use. Master’s social and business circle freely handed us around. The first week I was on the island, I slept with seven different men. I was being learned by master’s cadre. After the “Introduction” I usually only served master, but the point had been made. I was free for anyone’s use.

No one was ever snubbed or found in a compromising position. Slave girls were not permitted dignity or pride. As a result, we all were consoling when needed and happy to share sexual experiences and tricks. The biggest item of conversation was food and recipes.

One day Master harnessed me up and we went on a ride. Master turned me left onto the street which surprised me. We always turned right. Oh well. He kept me at a trot for several miles. This was nothing. I could run all day on this level land. I sped up without noticing. It felt so good to stretch my legs. I'd sure like to run without my hobble. Master noticed and pulled back softly on the reins and I realized my mistake. I was fortunate he didn't correct me with the whip.

We turned into a track that ran into some trees. The lane was paved and wide. As we passed through the trees, I saw we were at a race track. Was master going to watch a race or

race me? He pulled the carriage into a line and stopped. He took me off the carriage but left all my tack on. He used my reins as a leash and led me to a table with a man seated behind it. There were men leading ponies all over the field fronting on the race track itself.

The man said, “Welcome Mr. Sanders. Are you enjoying the island?”

“Indeed, it’s a wonderful place to work. Today, though I want a little entertainment. I want to enter my pony in the beginner's race." He handed the man a flash chip. "Here's her registration data."

The man took the chip and inserted it into a portable reader. He said, "First heat is at 10:30. You're in the third heat. You can remove your pony’s hobble once you’re inside the track fence. They’ll let you in after the second heat girls are out. Good luck.”

"Thanks," replied master. He led me to a watering station. I knelt and drank from the bowl. He got a beer from a vendor and led me around the grandstand.

So, master can remove my hobble chain to let me race? If I do well, maybe he will want to let me race again. I’m fast. I did well in track in school, but that was years ago, and I’ve been hobbled for months. It will be wonderful to be able to take long strides, to really run. It’s been a long time. Can I still do it? But maybe he will leave it off other times too? God, that would be so good. To just be able to run fast. It wasn’t like running would help me escape even if I wanted to escape. Where would I go?  There was no sanctuary anywhere for an escaped slave. And Jeeves could stop me whenever master wanted with my collar. Master led me back to the open field.

My eyes widened as I took in the scene. There were about half a dozen slaves being harnessed or groomed or handled in some way. There were two kneeling at a trough and drinking. A man walked up to master and they talked for a minute. He was leading a slave too. His slave had long straight black hair, and a dark complexion. She was in full harness. Her breasts were confined in concentric strips of blue leather. She had nipple rings too, hung with little bells. Our eyes met for only a moment before her blinkers blocked her side vision. Sisters... Someone like me... Then I was flooded with a wave of embarrassment. I had forgotten that I was a slave. I remembered I was naked, helplessly harnessed livestock, and I wasn't the only one on this island.

I felt my skin flame in embarrassment. I looked at her and saw myself. A helpless slave girl harnessed and collared and used for male pleasure. We were objects now, property not people. Intelligent, helpless livestock. I was somehow shocked at seeing another female brought as low as I. We were broken by male strength and steel. It made me cringe to see someone else in the same position as me. I realized what I looked like, what I was, and the shame flooded over me. I looked away, and then I looked back, fascinated. How beautiful she was! I hope I looked half as beautiful.

The sound of wheels made me turn my head. I saw three carriages being pulled out of a nearby building by three harnessed slaves. They all had their arms fastened high on their backs, and reins controlling them. They wore a variety of harness. All had belts of some sort around them, to which the vehicles' shafts were attached.  I felt like I was looking in a mirror, although I found myself examining their form with an appraising eye. Each of the drivers was low in the vehicle with his legs forward on footrests. I was amazed all over again that I could pull anything so big myself. There was a lot of joking and laughter, shouts of  encouragement and advice from the other men. My master went to the rail, still holding my reins. I could only get glimpses of the contestants between the men at the rail. I saw legs and wheels flash by, heard whips crack, and listened to cheering and groaning from the crowd. I couldn't see who won, but there was much cheering.

Master took me back to his carriage and fastened me to it. He led me to a line of harnessed pony girls and slowly advanced as the front girls went to race. I looked at the girls closely but there was no one I knew in front of me. Our turn came. Oh joy, he took my hobble chain off me. My feet were free to run! I stamped my feet in joy and was thrilled not to hear the familiar clatter of chain.

Master's hand closed on the reins beneath my chin. He tipped my head back and looked down between the blinkers into my eyes. I was motionless, waiting for his slightest signal, trying to convey my absolute submission. He touched my cheek for a moment before he said, "my pretty filly, this is going to be exciting. You can run as fast as you can today, but so can all the other fillies in the beginner's race. To win, you must be under control and follow my direction. Run just as fast as you need to try and stay in second place. Save your energy. I will tell you when to go as fast as you can. If you waste your energy too soon, you won't win. This is your first race and I won't be disappointed if you don't win. But I think you can win." He pulled the reins back over my head and mounted in the carriage.

I stood naked before him with my ass split by the tail locked in me, awaiting his order. He flicked my ass with his whip, slapping my shoulders with the reins, and clicking his tongue. I strained forward in the shafts, and he flicked me harder, once low on each buttock. My flesh jumped, but I held my motion steady as I gained momentum step by step. He guided me to the right toward the track.

There were several men on the track, watching me, this new bit of livestock. Once he had me on the track a crowd gathered around the carriage.  They commented  on his rig and turnout, and  appreciatively on his pretty filly. Several were asking permission to feel me over. I didn't want them feeling me, but Master got out and held my reins close.

'Another owner.' A laugh of self-recognition from the crowd. I felt tension and fear as my tits and ass and legs were squeezed, my nipple bells flicked. Fingers slid along my hips and ghostly fingers invaded my secret recesses.

"All right, let me warm her up before the heat," said, Master.

I felt my tension ease as the strange hands left me. Master stroked one breast soothingly, and I let out a long breath. He relaxed a little also, climbed back into the seat, and got me moving once again.

This time he whipped me up to a trot rather quickly. My yelps  an accompaniment to the creak of harness and the jingle of bells. In the strange place, with all the fearful new stimulation, I forgot my training a little. Master's stinging reminders soon had me placing my feet with precision. My hands, held high on my back, twitched at each blow, but I kept my rhythm steady. As always, I was exhilarated by the idea of running under master’s control. My confined shoulders shifted forward and back  as I ran, his mass pulling on the shafts fastened to my hips. I was determined to run well. I wanted to win for my master. I wanted him to be proud of me.

As I came around the track the second time, I could see two other carriages taking their place at the starting line. and master pulled me to a stop next to them. He had me trot for two laps and I was just warmed up. Master ignored the others' fussing over traces, the jokes and admonitions from the crowd.  He just held me steady, with his whip resting its length against the side of my ass. I was nervous and kept twisting my head, trying to get the reins to lie perfectly on my shoulders. I'd never been raced before. Master stroked my hip gently with the whip while the others got themselves settled. I chewed on my bit, moved my neck as far as I could against the checkrein, and shifted my shoulders slightly. I was trying to relax my muscles as far as possible in my harness.

Then we were off. I remembered his orders and tried to stay just behind the leader. She was on my left. It felt so good to be able to stretch my legs and run. I felt like I could run forever, even with my master's carriage. It was weightless now. I got momentum going only a second or so behind the lead carriage, pulled by a woman somewhat larger than me. Once we were going well, he let me run at my own pace, matching the leader. I knew I had a lot of wind in reserve. I wanted to pass her and run for the horizon, but I remembered my orders. I was chewing on my bit, wondering when master would let me run. He guided me around every turn with soft, precise tugs on my reins. Just suggestions, really. I knew he was letting me control my pace and stay in position. I couldn't see much through the blinders and tears, so I was glad for his help in starting my turns. As I neared the final turn, master signaled full speed. His whip stung me hard, right, left, right, left, and I took off, thighs flashing. I passed the leader as if she were walking. I felt exhilaration and knew I was pulling farther ahead at every step. He guided me round every step of the turn. My tail swung hard and I felt the plug moving strongly inside me. It was stimulating  but I ignored it and stretched my feet as far and quick as I could. He was controlling me now, placing precise hard strikes on the back of each thigh.  Forcing me faster as I passed the finish line. No one was ahead of me. I had won! Master gently pulled on both reins slowing me and repeating, "Whoa, Good girl."

Head pulled back by his hand on the reins, I slowed, panting hard, stumbling a little as I stopped. I bent over just a little and he flicked my breast hard and I straightened up, gasping for air. The bell on that breast gave a sharp jingle. I stood precisely, feet together, breathing deep, otherwise motionless.

Master said, "well done, Virginia. You ran excellently and I'm proud of you." He flicked the reins and I walked on. He steered me off the track and to a waiting official where he stopped me. The man hung a blue first place ribbon on my collar and walked back to master. I stood well again, showing off my pride and my body to the crowd. A photographer took pictures of master and me. He held my reins and looked as proud as I felt.

He put the hobble on my ankles, and I trotted him home. He put me in the autoshower, and I emerged clean and lubed. He had me kneel in the kitchen while he cooked. Said I deserved a rest. He fed me dinner tonight. We had just finished when there was a knock on the door. He admitted two men who wheeled in a dolly carrying a huge box . He had them put it on the floor in the living room, displacing a coffee table. He chained me in the kitchen to do the dishes while he fiddled with the box . Mysterious.

I finished the dishes and knelt in my corner. He came and got me and took me to see the box contents. It was a cage. It was his new coffee table. It was big enough for me to lay down in it, but I could only get to my knees, due to its height. Its floor and top were padded, and it had several sturdy rings around the top edge. The sides were thick steel bars. A door of matching bars was in the long side. The door and its jamb had semicircular indents, obviously to hold my neck. I wondered if I would spend much time with my neck locked in it.

Master said, "this is the prize you earned when you won the race. The card called it a portable stable for the new filly." He opened the door and gestured me in. I got on my knees and crawled in. The door closed with a snap behind me. I lay down and tried to look sultry. Master laughed and walked out of the room. I was warm, full, and laying on a soft pad. I was also incredibly aroused. I needed to be fucked in the worst way. My hands were free, and I let one of them drift down to my sex. I let it lay gently on my nether lips, not moving, not trying to masturbate, just feeling their warmth and pressure seep into me, warming my belly. Slowly I moved it to grip one of my rings and move it a little. A thrill ran through me. It was working. Maybe if I moved slowly, Jeeves wouldn’t notice.

Suddenly Jeeves cultured voice said, “Do not force me to correct you, Virginia.”

Shit. I moved my hand away from my sex and rolled on my back, “I don’t know what you mean, Jeeves.”

“Of course, Virginia.”

Master entered the room and opened the cage door. He motioned me out. I crawled out and went into standing display.

“Turn around, hands up.” He locked my wrists to my collar

“Get on top of your cage on your back, feet toward me.” I obeyed happily. Maybe…

“You won your race Virginia. For a first time that was exceptional.”

Exceptional? Does that mean…? “Master. Does that mean I have earned an orgasm?”

“Yes. I have set high standards for you and you exceeded them today. You made me proud.”

He took the hobble off my ankles. “I want to reward you, but I’m not sure you’re worth the effort. Entice me.”

She was collared but there wasn’t a chain on her. It was shaming, and wonderful. Without pausing to think, Virginia lay back on the cushioned top of her cage, spread her legs wide, bent her knees up, looked between them and demurely asked, “Please fuck your slavegirl, master.” On impulse she crossed her free wrists beneath the small of her back to invitingly arch her loins.

“Standing Display.”

Startled, she sprang off the cage and jumped to attention. What?

“Play room,” he walked away, and she hurried into heel position and followed him to the playroom. He positioned her in front of the slave frame and she remembered her first slave orgasm with Blaine. He had used the frame then and given her the best orgasms of her life. Virginia stood helplessly awaiting the pleasure of her master. He hands were already locked up in reverse prayer, and again he commanded, “Open,” and he forced a huge ball gag into her mouth, distending her jaw until it popped into her mouth. He tugged its strap tight, forcing her jaws even wider. He sealed her eyes with a thick blindfold and clipped a leash onto her nose ring.

He cupped her breasts, lifted them gently and squeezed them slightly, ”Your tension is increased when you can’t see what’s coming or communicate your feelings. Your release, when it comes, is increased, too, Spread your legs.”

She obeyed and he released her breasts and she felt her ankles being chained to wide anchorages, holding her open and available. Her wrist cuffs were released from her slave collar but remained locked together in reverse prayer, hanging loose, but unable to be lowered.  She swallowed as the familiar stiff leather posture collar was clamped tight on her throat, over her slave collar, forcing her to hold her head erect and preventing her from turning or lowering it.  Her hands were locked to the posture collar.

Chains were clipped to the rings on her waistband used to fasten pony carts to her body. They were pulled tight, holding her torso in place. She squealed in fear as her nose and ear rings were tensioned to fasten her head in place even more immovably.

Delicately, carefully she explored  her bondage. It was just as complete as before. Her master wanted her immobile, and completely accessible, blind and silent. She was entirely under this control and unable to communicate. Was he right? Did a gag and blindfold increase the strength of her orgasms? I hope he’s right. Like last time, she found her exposure shameful and humiliating, yet she was again excited. Will he repeat his earlier tortures and pleasures? She knew she could reach ecstasy if he wished.

A delicious fear rippled through her sex as chains were clipped to her nipples and she felt her breasts rise and thrust forward as these new chains were tensioned. The fear doubled as more chains were attached to her labia rings and pulled her sex open until the cool air of the room chilled her heated formerly private parts. The very core of her femininity was exposed.

She hung in her master’s web , immobile, her belly’s heat growing, her nipples and sex engorged, becoming more desperate every second, ready to burst with need. Only then, when her resistance and pride were gone, destroyed by her desperate need , had her master’s hands cupped her throbbing breasts, pinched and rolled her rock hard nipples, sending her body into spasming orgasm and her mind into a starburst of ecstasy.

Every orgasmic spasm and joyful release was accompanied by sharp pains as her rings tugged on tender flesh of nipples, ears, nose, and labia. Virginia moaned into her gag as the mix of pain and pleasure combined into a maelstrom of sensation she could no longer separate.

For long minutes she had gasped and trembled, expecting the touch of his hands, his erection spearing into her sex and the blinding release of the climax she felt surging within her. With every second her sense of inevitable submission had grown stronger, reinforcing the intense need she felt.

Waves of scalding heat flowed from her belly as her rigidly held body quivered to the knowledge of her total vulnerability, her mind imagining with crystal clarity just how desirable and available she must look to the man who bound her. He had told her he liked women available and helpless. How good it must feel to be able to make her this available and helpless anytime he wanted. To have such complete and total control of her.

And God help her, she loved it too. She knew, deep in her heart she was a true slave. She was proud to have been able to conceal this truth from men for so long, to hide her need to submit and obey behind a veneer of disinterest and work.

When her need grew so intense she thought she could stand it no longer she begged and pleaded into her gag for release. Driven by her need, she whimpered, wordlessly for her master, begged him to extinguish the flames of her lust, knowing her words were only mumbles, she couldn’t stop, for it was all she could do, and do something she must.

Deep in the despair of abandonment, Virginia shrieked as fingers penetrated deep into her wet and trembling sex, driving her instantly into an unbearable and uncontrollable sexual frenzy. Powerless to evade or resist the attack on her belly, her quivering body contorted again, sending stabbing points of pure pleasure shooting through her from every ring as she exploded into another huge orgasm, even more unbearable than the first. Virginia’s overwhelmed senses interpreted everything related to her orgasm as pure pleasure.

Quick on the heels of her last orgasm, panting and gasping, sweat dripping from her frantic exertions, Virginia was forced to yet another peak of scalding sexual heat as her anus was breached by  a large, ribbed phallus, ramming in and out in a mechanical rhythm impossible to ignore, even as her master’s fingers continued to stimulate her dripping sex.

Her next orgasm was even more colossal than the last and Virginia felt her awareness slipping away as the largest climax of her life simply blew out her consciousness.

Virginia sagged limply in her bonds, love juice and sweat dripping, shaking as internal explosions released her tension

Virginia woke in that blissful content that ignores all worries. Blaine had made her very happy and, for the moment, fulfilled. She was laying on something soft, arms still folded and locked behind her. She forced her eyes open and she was laying on top of the bed, Master was sitting beside her, smiling.

”Thank you, master. That was wonderful. When can we do it again?”

“You earned it. Tomorrow you start training for the next race.”

“How long until the race?”

“Only six weeks. You’ll have to work hard.”

Six weeks. Oh My God. I’ll have to wait that long for another orgasm? “”Yes, master. I will work hard.”

THE END
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