
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bondslave #4

Clones

Alan Horn


Bondslave # 4 : Clones

Copyright © 2019 by Alan Horn

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without  permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Book and Cover design by Aerophyte

First Edition: July 2019


Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Punishment

Chapter 2: Domesticity

Chapter 3: Pillory

Chapter 4: Training

Chapter 5 : Hunt Club

Chapter 6: Punishment

Other Kindle Titles by Alan Horn


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: Punishment

Pain and shame were my world.  I hurt all over and I deserved it, but I didn’t want it. I knew I would survive and hoped it would die out soon. But the shame was forever. I had tried with all my skill and intelligence to avenge my lover. I had worked years on my scheme and in the end, it failed and I was caught. I had never considered that I might be caught. I had been so careful to leave no trace. and I would have never been caught if I hadn’t let my passion to seize an opportunity  destroy my cover. They had plans for me and I was sure I would feel pain again, but I didn’t intend to let pain control me. I was now only a slave being punished for what she had done as a free woman.  My freedom was gone and soon the pain would follow.  I could endure and hope I could keep my identity through it. I would survive and hoped to escape and be my own woman again.

But which woman? I once was Virginia Durbin. Now I wasn’t sure I was entitled to that name. She had used her matrix to quicken my body. I was a clone, made from the DNA of Virginia’s sister, Elaine. Ellie had sold her DNA to ReNew for them to make a clone, but she had done it for love, not money. She loved Roger Dalton, ReNew’s owner, and did it because he said he needed it. I was angry with her for agreeing to sell my body to him. I was born a slave through her love. I was angry with Virginia for switching her matrix  with Ellie’s and putting my mind into Ellie’s clone, making my mind a slave for her vengeance. I remembered her thinking only of the opportunity, not what would happen to me.

I woke angry, hating Roger, still thinking like Virginia, hating Ellie for making me wake a slave, hating the world for stripping me of choices. I was the world’s best spy. I was Roger’s enemy wrapped in his lover’s body. It was a perfect disguise.

I was angry with Ellie. Ellie gave me the opportunity to use my pent-up anger just after I woke for the first time. She visited me as soon as I awoke, curious what she/I would be like, so I choked her to unconsciousness and took her place. I didn’t consider consequences. I knew I would be caught, but my anger couldn’t be denied and  Ellie gave me an unexpected opportunity. My disguise was perfect and I stabbed Roger minutes after awakening. I expected to be caught but I failed to even injure him. I divulged everything under fastpenta. Virginia and I were caught and now belonged to ReNew.

Life had turned out mostly as we expected. Our brother, Tom, was a year older than us and got a PhD. in physics when he was twenty-two. He’s on Randolph station, about as far as one can get from Earth now, and part of a team looking at faster than light travel. Every man has an automatic birthright for a male offspring and as many females as he wants. Most men have their son first then girls, if any. That’s why there are so many girls for each boy. Father decided all his children had high intelligence, never suspecting high intelligence would be a drawback for girls in today’s society. Ellie and I couldn’t get the education Tom did but we staved off the inevitable enslavement for almost ten years, staying independent.

Ellie and I had expected to someday be slavegirls. Most women are in today’s world. Our mother was and loved father. It was a good life for her, but we had intelligence and had found responsible jobs and managed to hold out. Both of us had had flings and Virginia thought her one true love had been killed by Roger Dalton. Both of us had the glimmerings of love in our lives again, right up to the time I tried to kill Dalton. Ellie had given in first and took Roger Dalton as her lover and master. That made me mad at the time. I blamed Dalton for the death of my lover and got this great idea to put my mind into Ellie’s clone.

I (when I was Virginia) was a romantic and understood early that chains and whips and cages weren’t only for animals. Men accepted only the best, the prettiest, the most deserving women for their slaves. Then they drove them wild with sex and gave them lives of leisure and beauty. The bad and plain women were left with the dregs and hard work. I longed to be found pretty enough to be collared and couldn’t wait to be taken.

When Ellie and I played, I was always the slave, the prisoner, the captured princess. I could imagine the whip scalding my back, the chains clamped tightly around my neck and limbs, the cage keeping me prisoner, and, of course, I imagined my captor’s hands doing horrible, cruel, delicious, wonderful things to me. I imagined a man or men gazing at me delighting in my submission. I wanted to be on display for them, a beautiful, submissive flower for them to first admire, then to take. I wanted to be owned. But then I fell in love and he was everything to me. He understood my need, he had agreed to take my bond, to keep me as his slave, to be the master I had longed for. I was ecstatic and then the died and ReNew did not fulfill their contract. He stayed dead and I was broken.

I was a romantic, intelligent young woman who swore vengeance on Roger Dalton, because he did not resurrect my love.  I adopted vengeance as my goal. I chose to dedicate my life to avenging my lover’s death. Now, though, that’s done. I’m right where I wanted to be when I was young, and there’s no way to avoid anything I wished for. Every girl knows she will be a slave, eventually and we romanticize our futures. Our fairy tales now all ended with the princess saved by a handsome knight and pleading to belong to him. She became his loving slave and lived happily ever after.

Even when I was plotting to kill Roger Dalton, I saw myself becoming some man’s property. It was all I had ever wanted, to find a strong man to give myself to. I thought I would use my intelligence to find him and he would use it to help us to a better life.

Now, all my choices were gone. I hope whoever owns me will be a man I can respect. I don’t want him to be gentle. I want him to like rough sex and  make me use my intelligence for his benefit. I wanted my master to be fierce and noble and force me to submit.  I was a slave in a society where that was the expected place for a woman and the mechanisms to hold me had been perfected for decades. No  man or woman would help me escape my place and I wanted to be proud of my master.

Whatever happened now, I had to be flexible. The chains that bound me were real and permanent. Someone would soon inform me I was his property. I now had the kind of the life I had wanted for so many years. If I was a submissive, willing plaything who took joy in serving my master, life would be good for me, filled with pleasure, comfort and, above all, sex. Men would put me on display and lust after me, they would keep me helpless and chained so I could never stray, just like now. What could I do if my master was not right for me? Resist him? Hardly possible. I was physically helpless and slaves had no rights at all.

They let me hang after my flogging was done. I had given the spectators a good show, judging from the cheers and applause. My pee had flowed freely after a particularly hard blow. I was hanging from a gibbet in a narrow inverted “Y” a foot off the floor, my hands straight up from my shoulders, my feet spread by a steel bar between my anklets. A chain from the center of the bar to the floor and my body lifted until I was taut. The executioner’s whip had marked my back and legs, but mostly had caressed my ass. My entire backside was a flaming, tender surface that throbbed with pain.

When the whipping part of the show was over, I was left to hang while people walked around the dais. My head hung down, too racked with pain to think. I stared blankly down at my breasts. I always liked my breasts. They were one of my best parts, firm, rounded, large on my average frame. They were sensitive and what men looked at first. Now they were different and I hadn’t been permitted to touch them since I had been enslaved and changed.

My nipples had been pulled and pushed through fat, gold cylinders and a quarter inch of my dusky rose nipple protruded from the mouth of the cylinder, overflowing and more than covering the end of the cylinder. My nipples had been stimulated, engorged ever since the changes, always aching a little, longing to be touched. Thick gold rings transfixed the back of the cylinders, piercing my nipple, fixing the cylinders in place. A thin green band circled the cylinder, a quarter inch from the front and further from the ring. The part ahead of the band was knurled, either for decoration, or for improved traction. I longed to play with my changes, but my hands had been fastened behind me ever since I was modified. 

The rings securing the cylinders on my nipples had more than one job. Before they were sealed shut, the end of a chain had been slipped onto them. Only a few inches long, it supported a devilishly weighty bell. It swung and bounced off my breast and chimed at every motion I made. It pulled and tugged on my nipple, along with the ring and jointly kept my nipples rock hard and needing comfort all the time. I stared at my aching nipples, wondering about the cylinders. I had not seen them on other slavegirls, even those with nipple rings.

Eventually I raised my head and looked at the crowd. Many were looking at me or Virginia, pointing out things about us to their neighbors, chatting idly, making notations on cards  and walking around me for different viewpoints. I felt like a particularly interesting zoo exhibit. Not wanting to waste a chance to learn something useful, I watched the crowd, searching out patterns and interesting people.

Most of the men had slavegirls with them, uniformly slender, beautiful and naked, or almost so.  The slaves all had identical snug gold or silver bands on their wrists, ankles, necks, and around their waists. They all wore high heels of many different shape and colors. Most had short chains joining their anklets. I understood these were required of slaves outdoors. It seemed most masters liked them on their slaves indoors, too. All the girls I saw had their hands free and were clinging to their master’s arms. They all looked happy to be here, but they may have just been ordered to smile and look happy.

Virginia was hanging beside me four feet to my right. She was whipped first and I think it was worse for me to have to hear her screams while awaiting my turn. I closed my eyes at first then I had to look after ten strokes. I was pleased to see there was no blood, despite her screams. The purplish stripes were clear, surrounded by pink skin, dimming between stripes. She, and I, would heal in a week or so.

I tried to be quiet when he started on me. I took the first two strokes without screaming, though they hurt worse than anything I had ever felt. I thought they were unfairly whipping me much harder than Virginia. On the third stoke I screamed, then I begged him to stop , continuously, promising to do anything, to obey and fuck him, for a long time, punctuated by screams at every stroke. I continued to plead after the last stroke until I realized he had stopped. I hung still, afraid to move or make a sound, for fear he would start again. After a while a man got up on the platform and turned Virginia and I around, still hanging from our wrists, so the audience got a view of our girl parts.

Virginia and Ellie are identical twins, so we look a lot alike. Her hair is styled better than mine since I haven’t been able to take care of mine since waking up. The most striking difference is my name tattooed in big, black, block letters across my belly, just below my steel waistband. “Cunt.” Ellie was very unhappy with me for knocking her out and trying to kill her Roger Dalton. We got off to a bad start.

All slave girls have big, gold, nose rings, as required by law. Mother told me it was to prevent a slave girl from pretending to be free. Masters often put rings in their nipples and labia, just to show their power, I think. Virginia and I have those too, plus we both have a permanent leash threaded on our nose rings and bells hanging from all our rings. I don’t think our master trusts us.

After looking at the crowd in front of us for a moment  I saw Roger Dalton with Ellie standing less than 20 feet away, talking to a young woman who wore clothes. Ellie was naked and holding Dalton’s arm while he talked to the woman. She was taller than Ellie and therefore Virginia and I, but a good head shorter than Dalton. I couldn’t hear what they said, but they were relaxed and informal.

I knew what he looked like, of course, but this was the first time I really looked at him. Before he was just a target, now he was the man who owned me. This time a thrill of energy blazed through my body. The tingling was brief and left me hyper-aware of him. I studied his every detail, knowing he was now the most important man in my life.

He was dressed formally and I appreciated that he would take care for his appearance at this celebration of his victory over Virginia and me.  His dark hair was neat over a wide, manly forehead. I knew his eyes were a dark-glacial blue. He had a crisp Roman nose and a square jaw. He was clean shaven. No longer an inanimate target, I thought him classically handsome. He was tall, powerful-looking, and his muscles made his coat bulge. I remember the brief time we had met. He thought I was Ellie and he kissed me. I didn’t feel anything for him then, he was a target and I was busy looking for a weapon.

Virginia had succeeded in killing him twice, the latest only a month before my encounter, so we were the same age physically, He was born just before The Scourge, so he had almost a hundred years of experience as the creator and operator of the biggest privately owned business in the world while I had less than thirty as a girl and technician. He was way out of my league and I had tried to kill him.

He turned his head and looked directly at me. Our gazes locked and despite myself, I felt a jolt of connection.  Did he feel it too?  Nothing showed in his face. He simply stood there, Ellie hanging on his arm, the other woman talking. His expression was thoughtful, as if he was thinking, but containing his feelings.  If his nerves tingled like mine, he hid it well. I was intimidated, but damned if I would give him the satisfaction of letting him see me cowed.

The tingles and questions were erased when Virginia said. “Dalton and Ellie and some free bitch is looking at us. Want to say anything?”

“I see them. How about, ‘Please forgive us,” I said in a little girl voice. I had learned Dalton was nor responsible for Virginia’s (and now my) first love only after I tried to stab him.

“Master, you have to say , master.”

I said, ‘He’d just have us whipped some more. Ignore him.”

“OK,” I re-focused on Dalton and heard Virginia say, loudly and tauntingly, ”Is this the best you can do, Dalton? I beat your best AIs and men and killed you twice. We deserve respect.” The specter of undeserved retribution chilled my blood.

The woman said something to Dalton. He replied and she walked to us, stepped up on the dais and said, “I’m Megan. There’s more than just the whip. She gripped the cylinder on my right nipple and twisted. Pain erupted in my nipple. It was like an invisible rodent was chewing on it. I gasped.

“These handy little trinkets have four settings; off, light, medium, and bad. I turned it from off to light.”

She moved her hands to my left nipple and repeated her motion and pain flared into it, too. “More disrespect and you can learn how the other settings feel.”

“I’m sorry, mistress. I’ll be good. Please turn them off.”

“I’ll think about it. Virginia just keeps getting you into trouble.”

She stepped to Virginia and twisted her nipple cylinders, like mine. Virginia didn’t make a sound as the painful teeth dug into her tender flesh. She was always stronger than Ellie. But I had her mind. Why wasn’t I that strong?

Megan stepped back and examined our faces. Mine was slowly leaking tears and was twisted into a rictus of pain. It was terrible.

She asked, “Virginia, will you be respectful?”

It took a long time before she answered, “Yes,…how should I address you?”

“Address all free women as Mistress unless they tell you otherwise.”

“Yes, Mistress, I will be respectful, but I may disagree.”

“I expect honesty but think carefully before speaking and remember to ask permission before speaking.”

“I will, Mistress.”

Megan stepped to me and untwisted the cylinder around my nipples. The relief was as bad as the pain at first, then the pain started to fade. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She stepped back to Virginia and took a nipple ring in each hand, “No more outbursts, right?”

“No, Mistress.” Virginia sounded like she meant it. I hope so, the pain was terrible.

“Be good,” she released Virginia’s pain cylinders and went back to Dalton and Ellie. The pain was worse in some ways than the whipping. At least with the whip, it was over quickly. This pain in my nipples was like a toothache, it would last as  long as she wanted it to”

Ellie is Roger Dalton’s woman and a volunteer slave. She named me Cunt because I knocked her out, took her place, and tried to kill Dalton. Over-reaction, I think, but no one was very happy with me. Roger Dalton, the owner of ReNew, one of the wealthiest men on Earth, now owns all three of us.

Virginia was flogged just before me. Now we have three weeks of public shaming to look forward to. I felt detached from reality. Reality was things I did and things I experienced. I guess I woke for the first-time only a few days ago though it feels to me like I’ve lived for twenty-seven years. I know what I did as Virginia and then she/I sent me to be a slave in a copy of Ellie’s body. That was cold. I remember thinking it wasn’t really me, but I didn’t think what she/I would feel afterwards. I only thought of the opportunity I would have to hurt Dalton. “Before you embark on a journey of revenge, dig two graves,” is good advice, except sometimes it’s worse. Roger Dalton is still alive and now he owns me and Virginia. I’ve been flogged before a cheering crowd and am now hanging helpless before them for their viewing pleasure.

I should have been afraid, I guess, but what was the point. I would feel pain but there was nothing I could do to escape or stop it. They weren’t going to harm me because I was now a valuable property. I would endure it and look for an opportunity to better my position or escape, though that seemed unlikely. I smiled at everyone who came near, after all, I needed friends more than ever now.

I studied the crowd. There must have been a hundred people. Most were men and a lot of them had slave girls hanging on their arms or being led on leashes. The slaves were all naked and collared, with large rings in their noses and breasts, like me. In history class I learned that universal female slavery was the law  for ten years after the Scourge. It was relaxed after that to criminals and voluntary enslavement. Of course the restrictions on property ownership, marriage, and education made it economically advantageous for women to find a man and most women are slaves now. Slaves have been required to be naked in public since the very first, for security purposes, but the practice of ringing them became popular when I was in grade school. Father let mother wear clothes at home. When Ellie and I asked him about it, he explained that the right clothing made women more beautiful. These slaves obviously spent their time on makeup and skin art, not clothes. After five generations of gene therapy everyone was perfect and gorgeous. Every one of them looked happy and fit. These slaves were all adornments for their men and proud of their bodies.

Megan was the only free woman I saw in the crowd. She had a card like the men and looked me over thoroughly. Dalton and Ellie had moved on when she worked her way to the edge of the dais and looked me over thoroughly. Our eyes met and she asked in a loud voice, “Would you do it again?” Her face was smooth and beautiful with a perfect, creamy complexion, but it was not friendly. The eyes that focused on mine were a dark, glacial blue, half veiled by heavy, sensuous upper lids. The flickered up and down the length of my bound body and a hungry smile grew on her shapely lips.

I wasn’t sure what she meant. Virginia and I were now slaves and being punished because we had both tried to kill Roger Dalton. When I failed, I was caught and questioned under fastpenta and our secrets were revealed. Since then I had learned our data was incorrect and Dalton couldn’t be held responsible for our first love’s death, so, no, I wouldn’t try to kill him now. But I think she was asking if I had been broken to submission by my enslavement and punishment.

I smiled, I hope fiercely, and shouted, “Yes.”

She smiled, wrote something on her card, and turned away.

My shoulders were protesting their abuse and my whole back was a heated, tender mass. I had admitted my guilt, and been punished, fiercely, but I was proud, too. I had not sobbed and begged for mercy like a broken little girl. I had acted to do what I thought was just. I know now I was wrong, but I had not just accepted injustice and slunk away. I had tried to make things right. I was not one of the billions of women that just accepted the tyranny of men. I was a person, dammit. Men had enslaved me, and I didn’t see how I could escape when my entire species wanted me this way, But I would fight to keep my pride intact. I wouldn’t become submissive.

Despair washed over my bravado. I couldn’t move and like almost every woman on Earth I was a slave. Men had learned to fear us and used all their technology to ensure we were never again a threat. I had rings and bells hanging from my nipples, nose, labia and ears. Seamless metal bands gripped my wrists, ankles, waist and neck.  My ankles were shackled. We would never be allowed to be outside unless under complete control. We would not be allowed to own anything, nor become educated beyond high school. AIs and machines monitored our every action and word.  

I had been caught doing the unthinkable and punished and all these men were staring at my naked body, appraising me, wondering what I would be like in their beds, in their chains. Probably wagering on how long it would take to break my spirit. I had to admit I was curious too. I had had lovers. I knew the joy of orgasm and the mounting pleasure of intercourse, and the intimacy of a sweet kiss in the dark. What would they feel like when I had no choice? When I was helpless and just a sex toy?

I saw Megan again, talking to two men, as I had once been able to do. Why was she here? Who was she to mix in this male company so equally? I didn’t expect to see a free woman at my auction since she couldn’t own me, or anything, for that matter. Usually they did not have the wealth or status for such male gatherings. She did not wear the restraints required of slaves, couldn’t own anything or be educated. Maybe she was the child of a wealthy man? Was there any opportunity for me to be like her? Obviously, she would have to seek me out. There was no reason Dalton would ever want me free again. Men were going to keep me enslaved forever.

It was painful and boring to just hang there. My options were few. I had to accept that I was a slave and that made everything I had done or tried before useless. I would be trained to be what men wanted me to be. A sex toy? Of course. Every young woman always started there. I was intelligent enough to successfully kill a wealthy, well protected man, twice. I was one of the few women able to hold a technical job, thanks to my grandmother’s teachings. Maybe, in time, I could be of more use than all the  beautiful slaves without useful skills. I wanted to be my own person, internally, even if I had to be theirs, externally.

The lights flashed in the room and Roger Dalton got up on the dais with Virginia and me. He was followed by two men who busied themselves lowering Virginia and I to the floor and changing our restraints. My hands were fastened behind me and the steel bar joining my ankles was replaced with a chain. The two men stood us on either side of Dalton  and they stood behind us, holding our leashes.  He spoke softly in my ear, “Don’t move or make a sound or you’ll be whipped again.”

I nodded my head.

Dalton spoke loudly, “Gentlemen and lady, Virginia and Cunt have been enslaved and flogged for their crimes and will begin serving three weeks in the pillory for public shaming tomorrow. The auction for the privilege of breaking in these new slaves for their first month is complete. Virginia is the temporary property of Allen and Cunt is the temporary property of Megan. Will both of you please come up and claim your property now?”

Wait. No. I needed a master, not a woman. I froze. What could I do? My face must have given me away. I saw Megan walking toward me. She  did not look happy.

Megan and a man came up and stepped up on the dais and shook Dalton’s hand as the crowd applauded. The new man took Virginia’s leash and  said something to her and led her to the front of the dais. A photographer took several pictures of them then it was my turn. The woman, Megan, took my leash from the trainer and said, “Relax, Cunt. This will soon be over, and we’ll have some quiet time. Now let’s get our pictures taken. Smile as if you like being mine or you will wish you had.”

I was afraid to speak so I just nodded agreement, pasted a big, sincere, smile on, and let her lead me up to where Virginia had stood. Pictures were taken and I was led off the dais. She led me a few feet ten stopped and turned to look at me. Her face was smooth and beautiful. Her dark glacial blue eyes were locked on me, partly veiled by heavy, sensuous upper lids. They slowly scanned down and then back up the length of my naked, helplessly chained body, and as they moved a hungry smile grew on her perfect lips. A frisson of fear caused me to tremble.

She took hold of my jaw and turned my head, first left, then right, and back to face her.

Megan saw the stubbornness and defiance in Cunt’s eyes. She thought she could win. Let’s see. “You smiled well, always smile and life will be easier for you. I am Megan and I own you. You are a slave now and forever. I know you expected a man. What you want doesn’t matter. You will love me and fear me just like a man. Whatever you once were no longer matters. You are my Femling to do with as I want. Do you understand?”

I could only stare at her in mute astonishment. She raised her hand and slapped my face hard twice until I nodded in agreement.

“Good. You will not speak without permission. Yow will not waste my time protesting your treatment, pleading for release or mercy, or calling for help. It will not help you and will only result in swift, painful punishment.” She smiled, evilly, and squeezed my chin harder, “for the least infraction.”

“I will punish you for amusement, too, but you can make your life more comfortable only by complete obedience. You will always address me as Mistress. Is that clear?”

I spat my answer quickly, “Yes, Mistress.” I was overwhelmed by Megan’s total self-assurance. I felt my resolve to fight and escape melting away under her dominating gaze. At this moment I could not imagine disobeying this woman. I saw a small crowd of men and slaves had gathered to watch us.

Megan saw the look of surrender in Cunt’s eyes. She thought it was temporary, and, “This will be fun.”

“What is your name, girl?”

“Vir…Cu…Whatever Mistress wishes.”

“Good. You are sensible, girl. I like your last name, you are Cunt.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“What are you?”

“I… I’m your… Femling, Mistress.” The word was new to her and she thought it derogatory, but she knew she had no choice.

“Quite right. Do you think parroting back what I tell you will decrease your punishment?”

Obviously, she didn’t want an affirmative answer. She had to be in complete control and I’d best admit it now, whether or not I thought I could eventually change her mind, “No, Mistress. I think you will punish me as much as you think I need.”

“Right. Good answer.” She turned away from me and started walking. The painful tug on my nose ring hurried me after her. She walked at a normal pace, but I had to take two steps for her one due to the short chain joining my ankles. I hurried.

Soon we were walking outside on a warm evening. I had fantasized about just this situation. I was naked and helpless, my master taking me out in public to show off his prize. I was always ashamed of my condition, yet proud he had chosen me for his collar and leash. Only, I had never been slave to a woman. I wanted a man to own me, take me, control me. Yet I was a real slave in the hands of a woman. How could I cope with this?

This was the first time I had been outside as a slave girl. I was helpless in the hands of a woman no larger than me. My hands were locked behind me and my feet were shackled together. I was wearing only high heels, a snug, high metal collar and a tight six-inch-high metal band around my waist. I could remove nothing, and every metal band had rings to attach me to something. I had seven thick rings in my nipples, labia, nose and ears. There were bells hanging from every ring, so my progress was heralded by a chorus of bells. The free woman who owned me was leading me by a leash attached to my nose ring. I was wearing what law and custom prescribed for a modern slave girl out for a walk.

How could I escape from such restraints?  I had no means to open any of these bands, rings or locks and all human society was structured to keep all such means out of my reach. I had to find someone with such means and persuade him or her to release me or get used to wearing them. It seemed hopeless. I had nothing to bargain with and no idea how to find a person I might persuade. I was just one of billions of beautiful livestock animals now.

We didn’t talk as we walked, but we weren’t quiet. The bells on my rings jingled with every step and my ankle chain clattered. She was a pace in front of me and a half step to my right. I had to step quickly to match her stride since mine was shortened by the hobble chain between my ankles, only  fourteen or fifteen inches long. I stayed close because the leash she held would hurt my nose if I let it get taut.

The air was cool and pleasant on my reddened skin. It was also the first time I had been outside, naked and helpless. I averted my eyes whenever we met anyone.  I didn’t want to be seen like this; it was so demeaning. The first person we passed was a man leading his own naked slave, I tried to hide behind Megan as we passed. To my chagrin, they stopped to chat, and she pulled me around beside her and said, “Kneel.”

The man’s slave had already knelt beside him. Her leash was fastened to her collar. Mine was fastened to my nose ring. I didn’t like this and resisted. I got a strong shock from my collar. I yelped and dropped to my knees. No fuss and I had received my first automatic correction. I would try to avoid that in the future.

The man asked, “New girl?”

Megan replied, “Brand new. Her first time outside. She’s one of the girls in the pillory for attacking Roger.”

“Ah. Maybe I’ll drop in on them tomorrow.”

“I’m sure it’s boring and they’ll enjoy some company.  Bring some friends. Anyway, I reviewed your inputs to the report, and I think the Deimos section needs a little more explanation for those folks who aren’t familiar with the installation.”

“OK. I’ll look at it first thing in the morning. Thanks.” And he walked away. His girl in tow.

Without a word, she started walking and I was slow getting up. There was a painful tug on my nose, and I yelped. I was halfway standing and started to fall on my face. I tried to get a foot in front of me, but my hobble jerked my foot to a halt. Panicked, I squeaked again and was sure I would smash my head on the pavement without the use of my hands. Megan was quick and got an arm under me. She grabbed my breast and lowered me to the ground. She maintained her tight grip on my breast and lifted. I managed to get back to a kneeling position and looked up at her.

“Pay attention, girl.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She turned to walk away, and I leapt to my feet. I watched her closely, alert to her every movement.

After a block, I ventured, “Can we talk?”

“Yes, this time, but you must always address me as Mistress and ask permission to speak.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Why did you bid on me? It’s only for a month.”

“It is quite pleasant to break in a new slave. To bend her to your will and turn her into an obedient, submissive girl whose every waking moment is devoted to serving you. It’s both enjoyable and rewarding.”

That was a terrible thought. “Are girls so easy to break?”

“Yes. You think you’re tough and won’t break, but girls have been slaves for centuries and men have studied us ever since the Scourge and it is now a science. There are manuals for the training and care of slave girls. The techniques for teaching you to love submission are effective. I’ve done it three times, so far, and I’ve succeeded every time. There’s even a club at ReNew for people who enjoy it. I’m the only woman member, but there aren’t many free women at ReNew. In your short life you have shown yourself to be a woman of intelligence and willing to take risks.  I believe you are strong and resilient. I will enjoy breaking you to harness.”

There was nothing I could say to that. I thought she was right about me. I’ve known many women, and none were as tough and intelligent as me, except my grandmother. She was unstoppable. I wasn’t going to reveal any more of myself than necessary to survive and plan an escape. It was the only purpose I had now.

“I know you are thinking that you won’t break. That you can pretend to be a slave, play the role to perfection, but it will just be a role and when everyone believes you, you’ll be able to escape. Modern technology makes it possible for your master to know when you lie and correct your thinking. I will know everything you say and do. By the end of my month your only goal will be to serve me well.”

She led me to a house, through the front door, and into a nicely furnished living room. Much better than I (Virginia) could afford when I was free. Megan let my leash dangle. It was permanently fastened to my nose ring so she couldn’t take it off me.  She said, “Jeeves, this is Cunt. She is my slave and untrained.

Her house was small and neat with a fenced back yard. “This is our home for the next month. I know you don’t want to be here, and you don’t want to be a slave. Tough. You’re my slave for the next month and I expect obedience and respect. Clear?”

What could I do? “Crystal.”

She took hold of my leash close to my nose and led me to the wall only a couple of feet away. There were three heavy rings on the wall, about a foot apart with the lowest about three feet above the floor. She threaded my leash through the lowest ring, pulled me closer, and clipped the end to the lowest ring. “Now that was disrespectful.” She went to a table, opened the drawer, and removed a crop and a ball gag. She returned and held the gag to my face, “Open.”

I clamped my mouth shut and got a painful jolt from my collar.

She said, conversationally, “Jeeves will zap you whenever you disobey. Open your mouth.”

Alarm chilled my veins. I had fucked up already. “I’m sorry. I’ll be better. I don’t know how to be a slave. Please don’t hurt me,” I begged. ZAP! Blinding pain erupted in my neck. I yelped and jumped and felt sharp pain in my nose. Shit. That hurt. I was starting to understand. The system would zap me whenever I disobeyed an order. Instantly, with no recourse or leniency permitted. I opened my mouth and she gagged me.

Her certainty and the ruthless efficiency of the system filled me with despair. How could I fight such a system?

“You’re strong willed and independent. Obedience will come hard for you. I like that in a slave. It will be a pleasure to break you. You hope to gain enough trust that you can abuse it and escape, don’t you?” She still held the crop in her right hand. She used her left to cup my right breast, lift it as if she were weighing it.

I wanted to deny it, but speech was lost to me, so all I could do was shake my head. It was a logical guess and true, but I couldn’t admit it.

“You have a good rack, firm, large and pert. Your rings and bells are perfect adornments for a slave girl. A girl’s breasts are so very useful to break her will.” She brushed my nipple with the end of the crop, making me shiver with both the sensation and the frisson of fear.

She dropped the crop and grasped the pain-inducing cylinder gripping my nipple. I well-remembered the mind-numbing pain they could cause. Megan gripped the nipple ring, then her other hand twisted the rough part of the cylinder. I felt a sharp pain in my nipple. It hurt. I gasped and tried to pull away, but she held fast to my nipple ring and the pain increased. I gasped and mumbled around the gag, “Mithtreth, pleath ‘top, It hurth.”

She ignored me and moved her hands to the left nipple, and she twisted that cylinder too. Pain erupted in that nipple. I couldn’t help the tears wetting my cheeks. The pain was unreal. It was like two sharp fanged demons were chewing on my nips. I mumbled, ” Pleath, pleath, Mithtreth. I’ll be goo.”

“You lied to me. Like all slave restraints, you cannot release these. Only a master may change them. This is the lightest setting There are two more. They will teach you respect and diligence. Now bend over.”

I knew I was going to suffer this pain for a long time and that taught me Mistress would use pain ruthlessly to break me.  I was afraid she would win. I was helpless to resist her. I bent over, fearful for my already red and tender bottom but more afraid of being zapped by my collar for disobedience again. I had to learn to obey, even if I didn’t mean it. It’s just a game and my goal was to avoid pain.

She pulled my leash down through the ring, reeling me in like an angler with a fish and locked my collar to the ring. My nipples were throbbing with pain.

“Straighten your legs, raise your ass.” Megan moved behind Cunt and to the side. She admired Cunt’s trembling form, her shapely legs, the curve of her dipping back, trembling in fear, and the twin hills of her rounded buttocks. Her slave’s beautiful face twisted sideways in alarm to meet her eyes, voicelessly pleading for mercy though she already knew she could expect none. Thrilling power filled Megan. Though Cunt was feisty she was breakable. She could allow her the chance to evade punishment by demonstrating obedience. No, teaching her early that the rules were inviolable would let her escape more punishment later. Besides, she had a willful streak that needed erasing. She put her hand on her slave’s flanks, feeling the firm muscles, sliding over her taut, rounded globes still pink from her flogging. She slid over her back and down onto her breast. She cupped it, lifting then playing with its ring and bell. “You have a beautiful face, Cunt, and your breasts and bottom are very nice. The only thing you need to be an exquisite slave is the proper frame of mind.”

I mumbled, “Yeth, Mithtreth.” It was the best I could do, conscious that the punishment would increase if I wasn’t convincing. There was a swish of air and I yelped as a streak of fire seared across my buttocks.

“You will always be respectful. You will verbally acknowledge every command and address me as Mistress, and you will always be truthful. Understand?”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.”

“I give religion a lot of credit for developing the concept of shame as a means of teaching. Whenever I correct you for unacceptable behavior, I want the whole world to see that you have been punished.” She ran a hand lightly over my tender ass. “Your bottom is pink from the flogging you received earlier. Girls recover quickly from a spanking. We were designed by nature to be very spankable. I want everyone that sees you the following day to know you have been punished, so I will always impose enough stripes to leave your bottom a flaming red in the morning. I have found six hard blows usually sufficient for a flaming scarlet with purple stripes. Your personal mark of shame for all to see. As brilliant and intense as any baboon. You will feel it when you move but the shame it engenders will be the best teacher.

Swish, Slash. Another burning stripe across my bottom. I jumped but made no sound.

“You will accept whatever punishment I decide without complaint.”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.” Swish and another line of fire on my ass. I held still.

“When I punish you, you will count the strokes and thank me for each one. If you miss one or miscount, I will start over.  Begin counting on the next stroke.”

“Yeth, Mithtreth.” My God, she’s a sadist. I must find a way to escape.

I heard a bell and Megan stepped away.

I heard her open the door. Oh. My. God. A visitor. I felt my face flush. She was right. It was torture to think of anyone seeing me this way. I closed my eyes and moaned in shame.

“Hello, Megan.” I recognized the deep baritone. It was Roger Dalton.

“Hi, …Dad. God, it’s hard to call a twenty-something man, younger than me, Dad.”

Dad? She was his daughter? That explained a lot. It also was not good for me. I had tried to kill her father, not just her employer!

“You’ll get used to it, or just call me Roger. Please excuse the unannounced visit. I wanted to see how your new slave was doing.”

“Of course. I’m just explaining some of the rules to her.”

“So I see. Good. A firm hand early makes it easier for them later. May I observe?”

“Yes, Sir. Of course. Perhaps you can offer some advice.”

It all came back to me with those words. He was over ninety years old when I, or rather, the original me’s plan worked and he died the first time. Now he’s got a twenty-five-year-old body and a barely older daughter. Does he have other children? . I can’t imagine how that must feel.

“If I can.”

She stepped close and rubbed a hand over my fiery ass. Her fingers were soothing and cool.

“You were at three, Cunt. How many do you have to go”

“Three, Mithtreth.”

Swish, and another line of fire exploded at the bottom of my ass, just above my legs. “Four, Mithtreth. Thank you, Mithtreth.”

“I know her story. It must feel like she was betrayed by her original. I mean Ellie sold her clone to you, but Cunt only remembers hating you, her original copies herself and sends her mind to assassinate you, and she fails and suddenly you own her. She’s strong willed and proud. Do you have any suggestions for training?”

The man said, “Start her at the Hunt Club.  They always need girls and they’ll teach her a broad range of skills. You can leave her there for training when you’re at work, you already have an owner’s place at the hunts, the girls love it, it’s excellent obedience training, and I know you like the Hunt.”

“That’s a good idea. I loved our father-daughter team. We were good and I can chase my own slave! It’s good exercise for both of us.”

Swish. The stripe sliced up between my legs and the pain on my sex was fearsome. I yelped and jumped up clenching my legs together. It took a couple of quick breaths before I could speak again, “F…Five, Mithtreth. Thank you, Mithtreth.”

“She seems obedient now.”

“The whip is a good teacher. But it’s only her first lesson. Hopefully, she won’t need it too often.”

The last stroke Megan again swung up between Cunt’s thighs so she would understand every part of her was available for discipline.

Cunt screamed and bucked, stamping her feet and straining against her bonds in a frantic, desperate, futile attempt to sooth her tender parts Finally she ceased her frantic gyrations and sobbed, “S…S…Six, Mithtreth. Th…Thank you, Mithtreth.”

Megan released my collar from the ring, “Stand up.”

“Yes, Mithtreth,” I obeyed and she removed my gag. I worked my jaws. It was wonderful to be rid of it. My belly was hot, and I felt excited drops of moisture in my bush. My nipples ached abominably, but I was aroused, despite them. Was I a pain slut? Virginia hadn’t been, or hadn’t known, at least.

Mistress and Roger Dalton walked into the living room. I still faced the wall, afraid to move without an order.

“Kneel facing me.”

I hurried to arrange myself correctly in front of her. She sat on a couch and  Dalton sat in an easy chair and they discussed me.

I was hurting and chagrined. Moisture was running down the insides of my legs. The punishment had aroused me. I knelt there, my insides roiling with lust. For Dalton? For Megan? Or just for anyone who would shove something in me? My God. How could my body betray me so badly?

“Your slave looks anxious.”

Megan asked, “Did you learn anything from your punishment, Cunt?”

“Yes, Mistress. I will be obedient and respectful.”

“You are dripping on the floor.”

“I am sorry, Mistress, I can’t control it.”

“Are you sexually aroused?”

“I…I guess so, Mistress.”

“So, pain arouses you. Has this happened before?”

I temporized. “Mistress, I am only a new clone. I don’t remember me or my original responding like this.”

Dalton volunteered, “Megan, Cunt’s mind is from Virginia Durbin, but her body is a clone from Ellie Durbin,  my slave. They are identical twins and Ellie responds sexually to  pain. I think it’s likely this is a physical reaction in all three. She’ll probably continue to do so and will likely become more responsive with training. Ellie will orgasm after only two or three strokes. Remember that her twenty-seven-year-old mind is in a brand-new body. Physically she’s a virgin.”

“A virgin, really? Of course, she must be. Haven’t any of the guards used her yet?”

“Only in her other holes.”

“Good. You said her sister would orgasm from pain? How long did it take to get her that responsive, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“About six months and now she begs for it.”

“Good to know, but, …why are you really here?”

“Right, Cunt’s month with you is just beginning. I wanted to talk with you before you got too attached. You know Cunt’s original mind source, Virginia, successfully killed my body twice and Cunt made her own attempt just after her quickening. They are both exceptionally intelligent and focused. This type of girl is commonly troublesome. We see a few a year and the standard methods are not very successful. We’d like to improve our success rate. So we need to develop standards and procedures to work with such girls. Virginia and Cunt are good subjects for this development: they are newly enslaved, intelligent, and we don’t have to remove previous training and attachments, they are clean slates for this program.”

“It will be useful to ReNew and pleasant for me personally to see if new approaches can make them as obedient, dedicated, and happy as most of our girls. I’ve made the same offer to Allen, if you will help with this research, as well as enjoying her, she’ll be assigned to you as long as you work here. A trainer and a researcher will work with you, monitor her progress, and suggest improvements. There will be a reward if you succeed and no consequences if you fail. Are you interested?”

“What reward did you have in mind?”

“That will depend on the degree of your success, but substantial in any case. There is no downside if you fail. After all, no one has done this before.”

“Everything stays the same if I try and cannot accomplish what you want?”

“Yes. I want both a man and woman to try their hands at this job, with all the help I can give you. I think you have the best chance of success of all the free women I employ. I want the program to succeed. Do you want to try?”

Cunt watched the two discussing her like she wasn’t there. No, worse, like she was no more than an animal. She searched her soul for anything she could do and found she wanted to be taken to climax more than she wanted to escape. Sex was a good goal for a slave since survival and status were moot. She felt relieved. She had mentally adjusted to her inevitable slavery and she felt a strange thrill  as her use as a sex toy loomed closer. Escape was still a goal, but it would have to wait for her fortunes to improve. Besides, she didn’t have a better chance of escape than in a unique program.

She must have moved for both humans in the room looked at her. Her Mistress said, “Yes, slave, what do you think?”

“Mistress, I would like to be happy. I will try to make it successful.”

Roger smiled and said, “You’re off to a good start, Megan. Do you want some time before you decide?”

Megan stared at the smiling slave at the end of the leash held loosely in her hand. Cunt was trying to kneel perfectly. She had her knees spread as wide as her hobble would allow, her shoulders were back, her breasts thrust forward, her head was erect, and her eyes were downcast. Slowly Megan smiled too, and, “No. I will take this slave and it will be my pleasure to master her. When will I meet the others?”

“Tomorrow. Can I have a glass of water?”

“Of course. Cunt go get Mr. Dalton a glass of water.”

‘Yes, Mistress.” I hurried into the kitchen.”

“You know she’s playing you?”

“Of course. She’s too new to be this compliant.“

“I’ve given you a new style CB. It can induce an orgasm on command. I know her original likes rough sex.”

“You think that will help break her?”

“Possibly. Need a contact?”

“No. I know someone.”

Cunt brought a glass of water and proffered it to Roger.

“Thank you.” He took the glass , took a small sip and set it down and she dropped into a poised kneel.

“Roger rose to leave, “Thank you for taking on this assignment.”

“Thanks for offering. I think I will enjoy it.”

When her Mistress rose to see Roger out, Cunt sprang up to stand docile behind her, alert to every nuance of her posture, her clothing, the angle of her shoulders, striving to follow her lead perfectly. When Dalton stepped out the door, Cunt saw a ponygirl carriage at the curb. It looked like Ellie standing motionless in the traces, but she was in full harness and the bridle and bit made it hard to tell. She assumed it was. Where else would Dalton’s personal slave be? She idly wondered where Virginia was and what she was doing.

Mistress closed the door and I followed her back into the living room. She sat in an easy chair and I knelt in front of her, my leash still in her hand. When I was settled, she dropped the leash.

“You’ve played sex games before. What was your favorite?”

I knew I would be zapped if I lied. I thought back into Virginia’s games. ”Tight bondage with rough sex, Mistress.”

“Elucidate.”

I orgasm fast and frequently when I’m in tight, even painful bondage and my partner handles me with force and fucks me hard.”

“You like pain?”

“It hurts at first, then it arouses me and the pain vanishes. When it vanishes, I’m ready to come.  A lot of girls are like this. I’ve talked to them in BDSM clubs.

“Have you had your breasts bound?”

“Just once. It was part of my tight bondage and I enjoyed the evening.” I felt awful pain in my neck. I squealed and wrapped my hands around my neck and felt my collar. “Mistress. I didn’t address her as Mistress. “I’m sorry, Mistress, I’ll try to remember.”

“Jeeves will remind you. You’ll learn.” She sounded a little smug. She knew her electronic minion would ensure I was a respectful and obedient slave. Shit. I guess she had a right to be smug. She owned me. I knew she was right. I would learn swiftly with pain as my guide.

“You must be naked outside but inside is my choice. I have some clothes I will let you wear on occasion. Follow me,” she stood up and I followed her.

Her bedroom was large and it had two closets. She opened a small one and gestured at the clothes hanging there. “Examine them.:

I stepped to the closet and looked at each item. I didn’t get a clear picture in my hurried examination. I say a couple of leather harnesses, just a collection of straps in brown, black, and red, Little girl dresses in pink with lace  trim, a couple of topless gowns, a couple of elegant backless cocktail dresses, see-through blouses, black micro-skirts, a couple of hobble dresses, and some full-body, one-piece latex catsuits in black and white. I turned back to her, “These look new, Mistress.”

“They are. I selected the designs and got your size before the auction. They were grown for you then.”

“You knew you would get me before the auction, Mistress?”

“Dad does not believe in unplanned events. He told me yesterday.” She closed the closet and led me to a red chest of drawers. “This is where I keep most of your toys.” She opened the bottom drawer and lifted out a black collection of straps laying it on top of the chest. “Put your hands behind you, reverse prayer.”

I folded my arms behind me, lifting my hands as if to fasten a bra. She lifted my left hand as high on my back as she could and fastened the cuff to the short chain hanging from my collar. She repeated the action with my right wrist. I had been fastened this way many times since being enslaved. I was unable to use my hands for anything.

She separated the mass of straps, pulling out two identical narrow straps with buckles and rings.

“Bend over.”

I bent at the waist, letting my breasts dangle straight down. She put a strap around the base of each breast, pulling them tight. They felt compressed, tighter than any bra I had worn. “Will they hurt in a while?” I wondered  They looked different, not like breasts, not human or even alive, yet I could feel them, demanding attention, wordlessly demanding release.

“Stand up.”

My breasts stood out like balloons on my chest. I watched as they darkened to a dusky hue.

She held up two similar straps, one a little longer. Both had a spring clip on each end and a buckle in the middle. She lay the longer one down and fastened one end to a ring on my left breast strap, passed it around my neck so the buckle was behind me and clipped the other end to the ring on the strap encircling my right breast, then she tightened the strap so my breasts were lifted, my nipples pointing a little up and in.

Now she attached one end of the longer strap to my right breast strap, passed the end around behind my chest and clipped the other end to the strap on my left breast. She tightened the strap until my breasts were separated. She took my leash and led me to a mirror.

“”That’s a good look for you, slave.”

It was. I looked like just what I was: a helpless sex toy. My arms were not visible, unable to interfere in what my owner planned, my breasts in their own bondage, compressed and positioned for maximum visual presence and easy access for a curious hand, a hungry mouth, or a vengeful whip. Lord help me, I looked just like I felt. I was excited by this breast bondage. My nipples were hard and aching and my sex had clenched tight, wanting to be used.

“Any pain?”

“No, Mistress.”

“OK, unless I say different, this is what you’ll wear at home.”

This wasn’t my idea of clothing. This was an incitement to rape. “Yes, Mistress.”  I had always been proud of my breasts, and these straps did give them some needed support. Oh well, not my decision anymore.


Chapter 2: Domesticity

“Turn around.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I faced away from her and she released my hands. “Turn around. Stay in the house or the back yard unless I’m holding your leash.”

“Yes, Mistress.” This was the first time in days my hands weren’t locked up. I rubbed circulation back into my arms and hands. It felt good to be able to move my hands again.

“Jeeves, tight control for Cunt.”

His cultured voice replied, “Tight control activated, Megan.”

“That means Jeeves won’t cut you any slack. Can you cook?”

“Yes, Mistress. Normal things. I’m not a chef, but I lived on my own and cooked most of my meals.”

“Good enough, go in the kitchen and cook our dinner. I’m a vegetarian, so no meat. Dairy and cheese are OK. I don’t like spicy food.”

“Yes, Mistress. Not spicy, no meat. I found the kitchen and looked through the drawers and cupboards and refrigerator. It was better quality utensils and food than I had had since leaving home. I cooked pasta, made a white sauce, steamed some asparagus, made a dinner salad, and sliced apples and cheese for dessert. I set the table for my Mistress.

She heard me and called, “Just one place setting. Put your food in a bowl.”

“Yes, Mistress.” When everything was ready, I went into the living room and found her working at a desk. A six-foot holographic display of a room and many columns of numbers and symbols floated in front of her. “Dinner is served, Mistress.”

“Thank you.” A swipe of her hand and the display shrank into the desktop and she stood up. The envelope from Dalton lay on the desktop. Papers were beside it and a pile of metallic stuff lay on top of the envelope.

I followed her back into the dining room. She pointed to a spot on the floor to the right of her chair, “Put your bowls there and face towards me. Fold your arms behind you and keep them there while you eat. Wait for permission to eat. Stop eating when I do.” She sat down.

“Yes, Mistress.” I got my bowls from the kitchen and put them on the floor then I arranged myself as she had ordered and waited for permission to eat.

She looked at me, “Spread your knees as wide as possible, thrust your breasts out, arch your back and smile. I obeyed and I guess I passed inspection for she said, “Eat.”

I dipped my face into the bowl and the food was good. There was no way I saw to keep my nose decorations out of the food, so I ignored them while eating. When I finished, I had food caked on my ring, my bell and my leash. I knelt in proper display pose, watching cross-eyed as the food slipped down my leash and dripped onto my chest.

When Mistress finished, she stood up, “Clean up and come see me when you’re done.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I washed myself then the dishes and utensils and put them up.  I found her in the same place she had been before.

“I’m done, Mistress.”

“Now it’s time for housecleaning.” She showed me where cleaning supplies were kept and showed me where to start. She said, “I want this house spotless, not a speck of dirt in corners or a dirty spot on a wall. Start in the kitchen and when you are finished, I will inspect your work. I have high standards so be diligent.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I worked in the already very clean kitchen until I couldn’t see anything else to clean. Every motion of my breasts made my nipples hurt more. I tried to keep them still, but I couldn’t find a way.  I heard her voice as I was working. I couldn’t make out any words. She could have been talking to someone or dictating notes or instructing the AI. Not my business, but I wanted to learn everything about her and her business. It was more than curiosity. I was going to have to know everything about this place to find a chink in its security. I told Mistress I was done in the kitchen. She picked up her crop and led me back. She got a paper towel. She brushed it over the counters and down the edges of the cabinet doors. It got a dark smudge when she rubbed it over the oven door edge. She showed it to me, and I shrank inside. I had not cleaned the oven door.

“Spread your legs and touch your toes.”

I obeyed instantly, knowing I deserved a switching and that the system would punish me if I didn’t obey instantly. “Yes, Mistress.” I feared for my fiery bottom, but any protest would make it worse.

The crop burned a stripe across my stretched and very tender backside, “Thank you, Mistress. One. May I please have another. She whipped me once more and I thanked her.

“Stand up.” She checked the rest of the kitchen. She didn’t find anything else, thank God. My ass and nipples were aflame.

“Clean the oven.”

“Yes, Mistress.” It took me an hour, but it passed her examination.

“OK. Good work. Now do the baths. Tell me when you’re done.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The baths were much easier, but I made sure they were clean, indeed, before I reported completion. The master bath was what I was used to and easy to clean. The second bath, in the hall, was large and mostly filled with a large machine. I cleaned as well as I could, afraid to touch the machine so I mostly cleaned the floor and mirror. She checked my work carefully and walked to where I knelt on the floor, “Good Girl,” then she reached down and released the pain from my nipples. The pain subsided, leaving me with a pain free pulsing throb as my pulse flashed in my nipples. The cessation of pain filled my eyes with tears of joy. “Don’t lie to me again, Cunt.”

“No, Mistress, I won’t.” Indeed, I wouldn’t. The cost was too great.

“Catch,” she tossed me a reward, a Satsuma. I felt like I had won an Oscar. It was such an incredible joy to be able to use my own hands to catch, peel and eat that fruit. I half wanted to keep it as a trophy, but I didn’t.  I scrambled to Mistress on my knees. “Thank you, Mistress.” I bent low and kissed her feet. I was overwhelmed by this simple act of kindness, the first since I woke in this place.

“You earned it. Now take it in the kitchen and eat your reward. Don’t make a big thing of it.”

I ate it gleefully and rinsed the sweet juice off my hands. I went back to Mistress and found her again working at the big holo display floating over her desk. I knelt beside her, careful to make my pose perfect. She reached out her hand and patted my head. I pressed against her hand and purred softly.

“Pretty pet,” and she softly inserted her index finger between my lips.

I sucked and nibbled gently on it.

“You’ll become an addiction if I let you, girl. I suppose this is why I bid on you. OK.” She pulled her finger out of my mouth. “ Turn around. Reverse prayer.”

I obeyed and lifted my hands as high as I could. She pulled them up high, so my forearms were touching and locked my cuffs high on the chain hanging from the back ring of my collar. I was completely helpless, and the familiar thrill of bondage made me shiver.  To be so completely at the will of another and not know what they would do to you was one of the most erotic feelings a girl can have. Even if I managed to escape, I’d still savor the feeling.

“Face me.” She opened her legs and I crawled closer.  She was naked under her dress and her bush was neatly trimmed, leaving her sex exposed. She put a finger through my nose ring and pulled me even closer. “Let’s see how good you are.” She released my nose ring, took hold of my leash and pulled me against her. Her scent was sweet and musky. Her labia lips were pink and full and starting to open. She was half aroused already. I licked her labia and sucked her warm flesh into my mouth, teasing her into full arousal. I slipped my tongue between her sex lips, just touching her inner lips, exploring her outer chamber and making her gasp. She was moist and warm inside. She was clean and tasted salty and sweet. I had seen a pineapple in her kitchen. Did she eat some just so she would taste good for me?   She ordered, “Harder, deeper.” I licked and sucked as hard as I could, forcing my chin between her labia lips, pushing them aside and shoving the full length of my tongue into her love canal.

I sucked her sweet nectar down greedily. Her other hand pulled the back of my head into her, hard. She started moaning and her breath grew rapid. I felt the spasms contracting her vagina as she approached climax. Her climax forced more nectar into my mouth. I sucked it all down and licked up all traces of it as her grip on my head relaxed. She let me pull my head back to a normal kneeling position, my leash still held loosely in her fingers. I knew I had done a good job. I had given my Mistress much pleasure. I knelt there, basking in the joy of success and felt fulfilled.

She opened her eyes and said, “You were magnificent, girl.” She released my leash and said, “I don’t think I’ll work anymore right now,” and cleared the holo. She stood up, “Stand up.”

I followed her to the autoshower, and she put me in it. It worked its magic and in minutes I was clean inside and out and standing before Mistress, hands back in reverse prayer.

She had the metallic pile from the desk and held it up. It looked like some chains dangling from the end of a vaguely diamond shaped translucent plate. She walked to me and fastened one end to the front ring of my waistband.

“Spread your legs and don’t move.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She squatted in front of me and I felt her moving my labia rings around, then something slim and cold slipped between my labia lips. It wasn’t large but still spread my lips. She stood and stepped behind me, reached between my legs and pulled the dangling chains up behind me. She pulled them tight and fastened them to widely separated rings on the back of my waistband. I wanted to look down, but I had been ordered not to move. I felt the front plate pushing into my belly, covering my sex and my labia lips.

“Go look in the mirror,” pointing to a full-length mirror next to the door.

“Yes, indeed. It looked like a narrow silver bikini bottom. My sex was locked away, my labia rings poking through slots in the mesh covering my sex. I turned and looked a question at Mistress.

“This is part of your new program. You will not wear it on the pillory. It won’t affect your service to me. Walk around the room, lift your legs.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I did as she commanded. The chastity device was tight, but It didn’t shift around as  I walked, so it probably wouldn’t rub me raw. She was watching the device as I walked.

“Stop.” She strode to me and felt around the device, trying to slip her fingers between it and my skin. It was too tight fitting and followed the contours of my bones exactly. “Squat down. Kneel.” Stand up. Punishment position.” She knelt beside me and felt the device in every position. “Stand. Did it hurt in any of the positions you tried?”

“No, Mistress.” I didn’t like the feeling of tightness, compression, nor did I like the idea that my sex was controlled by another. I guess that’s really the case for any slave, but this felt too intrusive. “Mistress, may I speak?”

“Curious? OK, speak.”

“Mistress, why does he want me to wear this?”

“I don’t know. Your owner said he wanted to make you the happiest and most obedient of slaves. I imagine he believes this will help achieve that.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I had always understood that slaves enjoyed an active and varied sex life. Many orgasms a day, taken by any free man who fancied them, whenever he saw her, a veritable random orgy. Now it was going to be denied me? Crap. I can’t do anything to change it. I can only hope it’s a short-lived idea, I like sex. Hell, everyone does. It’s nature’s reward for living with the other sex. Well, it used to be until those idiot women fucked up so badly.

“Let’s go try it out.” She removed the end of my leash from my collar and led me through the house and out the front door. I didn’t want to be seen like this, but I would be punished painfully if I resisted, so I hurried after my Mistress, bells ringing and chains clinking. I was still wearing the heels I had been put in this morning and their clicking on the sidewalk kept time with my bells. It would be impossible to miss my approach.

We passed three other couples, all men leading their slaves. Mistress and the men greeted each other as they passed and ignored the slaves, proper etiquette for slaves, I suppose. I watched the slaves and they eyed me. Everyone was gorgeous, a result of fifty years of gene therapy and lifetimes of rigorous exercise. All the slaves were naked and as helpless as I was, but I didn’t see any of them with chastity belts but there was one with a red bikini bottom. I guess no one thought a chained girl could hide anything deadly under that tiny scrap of cloth. I saw their eyes widen when they saw metal covering. Why have a slave girl who wasn’t readily available? I had no idea, either.  We also passed a  delivery coffle of ten girls chained together by the neck, with a man holding the first girl’s leash and another following.

A few blocks from her house she turned and led me to a house with outside lights glowing. She stopped at the closed door and said, “This is Megan.”

In a moment the door opened, and a dark haired, very fit man was framed in the light. He was smiling and said, “Welcome Megan. Come in, please,” he stepped back.

“Hello Frank. This is Cunt.” She moved to the side and tugged my leash, pulling me forward. A wave of embarrassment struck me as I was fully exposed to his gaze. Megan’s body between us had been my shield. When she stepped aside, I was struck by my helpless nakedness. His warm smile turned wolfish as he looked me up and down and a shiver of fear rippled through me and I felt my traitorous body respond to his presence. MY nipples grew hard and began to ache as he looked me over. I felt my labia lips getting hard and a flush suffused my skin with my lust. I instinctively thrust out my breasts and arched my back. I was displaying my assets to this very virile man examining me. Megan handed him my leash and he pulled me forward into the room, backing up slowly to the middle of the room. I watched his eyes. They never left my body, watching me intently as he backed up. I was the center of his world and he was learning me. I heard Mistress close the door behind us.

He stopped and I moved into standing display.

“Limits?” he asked.

Megan responded, “None.”

He walked around me, examining me, feeling my breasts, my belly, squeezing muscles and my bottom. I was surprised when his questing fingers explored my sex and my bottom hole at the same time. He left his fingers in me until I regained my composure then I remembered my training and started squeezing then relaxing my muscles.

“She’s had some training.”

“Only a few hours today.”

“She learned quickly.”

“She is bright and intent on escape.”

“Good.” He took his fingers back and held them to my face. I licked and sucked them clean. He put a hand under each of my breasts and lifted them a few inches. My body responded by making my nipples even harder. ”She has excellent breasts. Have you thought of making her a milker?”

“Maybe later, after she’s done in the pillory.”

Slave poses always required us to smile. Mine must have wavered when he suggested I be made a hucow. Hucows were near the bottom of the slave hierarchy and I was dismayed at the thought of being turned into a milk producing machine, to need someone to milk me every few hours. Hucows had to stay near a milking station and their swollen breasts eliminated some types of exercise. They had to exercise hard to avoid becoming fat from the rich foods they required.

Frank asked, quietly, “Don’t want to be a milker, Honey? Not your choice. Girls who try to escape are usually made milkers. It calms them.”

“Yes master.” I didn’t know that, but I had never heard of any slave escaping, or even that one had tried. I imagine men didn’t want that sort of news broadcast.

He was a head taller than me. His biceps were bigger than my thighs. Even if I had the use of my hands, I’d be putty in his hands. He stepped close and his hand closed on my neck, above my collar, squeezed and lifted me off the floor effortlessly. He lifted me until my eyes were level with his and held me there. His other hand deftly removed the chastity belt from my waistband and let it dangle. “You won’t miss this!” He opened his fly and his cock emerged like a jack-in-the-box. It was huge, stiff, and thickly veined.

I looked into his grinning face and knew I could expect no mercy. I was right. His big hand closed on my right breast and twisted and squeezed while he carried me to the couch. He lay me over the back of the couch, face up and continued to knead my breast. When I was down, he took his hand from my neck and jammed several thick fingers between my cunt lips and up into my love canal. I screamed, kicking him with my chained feet. He laughed at my feeble attempts to free myself then he flipped me over on my stomach and fastened my hobble chain to my waistband, eliminating my last freedom of motion.

He grabbed my thick mane of hair and pulled my head back, balancing me on the back of the couch, with his free hand he slapped my pendulous breasts so hard they bounced off each other with a loud chiming of bells. I squealed in pain and begged, “Master, please don’t hurt me. I’ll do whatever you want.”

I felt a shock from my collar and realized I had spoken without permission.

“Slaves do not speak without permission,” and he brought his hard hand down on my bottom, first right, then left, he repeated.  My bottom was on fire, then with brutal force he slammed his cock into my cunt. He rammed into me, over and over, jolting me as his body rammed my ass.

Then the humiliating, shameful response claimed Cunt’s mind and body as lust replaced revulsion. She was being defiled yet raw pleasure was filling her. Her canal contracted around his cock and squeezed very hard. Then his hot seed poured into her belly, filling her and she still needed release. She moaned, weakly, “Please…” and she felt him pull out of her. He couldn’t stop now!

But he wasn’t done with her.

He set me on the ground and turned me to face him. He shoved his cock against my mouth. I opened to receive him.

“Clean me and suck well.” He slapped both breasts with his right hand, forehand, backhand, right, left again. My breasts stung but my belly was on fire. I loved it.

I had a musky, salty taste. I had better learn to like it. I licked and sucked and felt him grow larger. When he filled my mouth and throat, he pulled out and lifted me up onto the back of the couch again, just as I was before.

I hoped he would make me climax, but I felt his cock jam against my anus and push hard. I tried to relax my sphincter and felt him slide inside me. I gasped. He was enormous, bigger than anything I had practiced with before. I was not prepared for him. Frank’s cock was too thick. It would split me in half. Then he was fully inside me and I was perfectly filled. His strong hands grasped my breasts and used them to pull himself in and out. I remembered to relax when he was thrusting in and tighten up when he was pulling out.

Then my belly exploded in pleasure. I squealed and shrieked and bucked …and fainted.

When I woke Frank was gone and my ankle chain had been released from my waistband. I struggled to a kneeling position and saw Mistress, still sitting where I had last seen her, reading something.  She looked at me, smiling for a moment, then ordered, “Come here.”

I obeyed, sanding, walking to her, and kneeling again. I wondered what she thought of me now. I was embarrassed by the thought of my wanton lust and at the same time the pleasure had been almost unbearable. He had been harsh, dominating, treating me like a sex toy. I should have been outraged, but I had reveled in it. I was aroused, wanted more, wanted to be forced by his male strength. And when he did, I orgasmed as never before. I think I now really understood the joy of submission.

“Still want to be free?”

“…Yes, Mistress.” I was slow to answer. I wasn’t so sure now. I knew Virginia had never had that level of pleasure with any of her lovers. I might have additional bruises from Frank, but that was nothing in the face of the hurricane of pleasure I had felt.

“Mistress may I speak?”

“OK.”

“Mistress, can he do that again.”

“Not now. Maybe later.” She replaced my chastity belt.

We returned to her house. When inside she asked, “Was there any discomfort from the belt?”

“No, Mistress.”

“It has a feature you’ll like. Kneel.”

I dropped into kneeling display as gracefully as I could and adjusted my pose.

“Good girl.”

A wonderful, intense burst of pleasure erupted in my belly, my sex spasmed and love juices flooded my pussy in a wave of orgasmic pleasure. I squealed and my head fell forward onto the floor as I tried to contain the pleasure, to keep it inside me. A long moment later I was able to raise my body back into kneeling display. I was smiling and very happy. I looked up at Mistress, “Thank you so much Mistress. I’m sorry I moved, but I couldn’t help it. It was so intense. You should try it, too.”

“No.” She looked wistful. “This is for you alone.”

She released my hands, “Cunt, are you planning to escape?”

I wasn’t so sure, now. The sex had been exquisite. I decided to temporize. “That would be impossible, Mistress.”

Jeeves voice said, “Lie.”

“It is unwise to lie to me, Cunt. Jeeves, correct Cunt when she lies.”

“Initiated, Megan.”

“Let’s try again. Cunt, are you planning to escape?”

Shit, Could Jeeves really tell? I compromised. “Not right now. Maybe never if I like it here.”

“Lie,” and a great pain struck at the core of my being. I dropped to the floor, unable to move for a moment. That wasn’t fair. I wasn’t planning anything yet, just hoping for a break.

“Stand up.”

The pain was receding, and I managed to force myself upright.

“Jeeves will watch you continually and will correct you when you break a rule. There aren’t many rules for a slavegirl. Obey orders. Answer truthfully. Do not ask questions. Ask permission before speaking. Verbally acknowledge orders. Smile. Address men as master and free women as Mistress. The correction you just received was level one. There are more levels. You must stay in the house or the back yard. Go find the kitchen and make some tea for us. Serve it in here.”

“What kind?”

I yelped as that incredible pain hit me again. This time I managed to stay on my feet. I started over, “What kind of tea, Mistress.”

“Earl Grey.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I went to find the kitchen, thinking, “Mistress, Mistress,…” I saw a teapot on the counter and wondered how she liked her tea. “Jeeves, how does Mistress like her tea?”

“Use the hot water spigot and fill the teapot.  Pour the water into a pan and heat it to boiling. Put one heaping teaspoon of loose tea for each cup of tea in the tea ball. Put the boiling water and tea ball in the pot. Remove the tea ball after four minutes. Serve the tea with cups, sugar and cream.”

I followed Jeeves’ instructions and carried everything into the living room on a silver tray. Mistress was sitting in an easy chair reading a tablet. She looked up, “Set it on the coffee table and bring me a cup with one spoon of sugar and one of cream.”

I set the tray down and was corrected once again. I jerked at the burst of pain but didn’t make a sound. I straightened up, “Yes, Mistress.” I made up the cup and handed it to her.

“Get yourself a cup and kneel here beside me.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I obeyed and put my cup on the table.

She put her tablet down and looked at me. ”You are a new slave and ignorant. You will spend from nine until three in the pillory for three weeks. This is to teach you humility. The rest of the day and for a week afterward, you are mine. I will teach you slavegirl etiquette and skills. You will hate some things and love others  Most of what you need to know is physical not mental, so I will use repetition to increase muscle memory. Do you have any questions?”

I thought about what she had said. “Yes, Mistress. I will be trained but will I also work in some way?”

“Yes, you are my slave and once you have learned a skill, I will let you use it to serve me. I know your original is not a virgin. Do you enjoy making love to a woman?”

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. This was very personal, but I guess slavegirls had no privacy, and I didn’t dare lie. “Yes, Mistress.” It made me feel powerful when I made a woman orgasm. I preferred a man in me, though. It just wasn’t the same. Afterward I felt dirty, like I’d betrayed my sex. “I am not skilled, though.” I’m not a slut, despite what Ellie named me!

“Do you intend to make me love you and relax my guard so you can escape?”

Of course. I can only escape if you or someone else loosens my restraints. I must entice you somehow to believe you can trust me. It’s how you “Tickle fish.” First you get their confidence, then you abuse it. “Mistress, I think you are much too experienced and wary for that to work on you,” I said lightly. Yet.

Jeeves voice said, “Lie,” and that incredible pain struck me again. I stayed conscious, barely and slumped. I forced my body back into position. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“You may be mine for only a month. You will have to work your wiles very quickly. Of course I hope to break you before that and keep you longer.”

“Yes. Mistress.”

She turned back to her work. I knelt there and watched her, waiting for her next command. She worked for a long time before shutting the display off. She stood up and I followed her. She took me to the bath with the large machine and stood me in front of it.

“Bedtime.”

The machine grabbed me. It was very fast, and it not so much grabbed me as surrounded me. Soft but implacable fingers surrounded every part of me. It was so fast I couldn’t separate the sensations. It worked on every part of me at once, overwhelming my senses. It opened my mouth and cleaned my teeth; it removed my chastity belt and soft implements slid into my anus and vagina. Warm water flushed me out . My skin was gently washed, dried, and lotion rubbed in. Before I could separate out individual feelings it left me standing where I started, clean inside and out, perfumed, the chastity belt back in place, my hands locked to the back of my collar, and a rather large plug in my butt. I felt like I had been sucked up by a whirlwind, tumbled around and dropped back here.

Mistress took hold of my leash and turned me to face her, “No, you’re not in Kansas. Quite a ride, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress. You’ve tried it?”

“Had to. Not the same program you had, but similar. Before you ask, the butt plug is large. It’s intended to stretch you out a bit to make it easier for men to use your bottom hole. Usually you’ll be fed twice a day and go in the autoshower after breakfast and before bed.  You’ll be available for use anytime. Look here.” She pointed down.

I followed her finger. She was pointing to a penis-shaped dildo sticking out from the machine. She pushed it with her finger. It was soft and flexible. It looked real.

This is your drinking fountain. When you are thirsty, suck water from here. It only gives you water if you do it right. Are you a skilled cocksucker?”

Jeeves would zap me for less than the truth, but it was humiliating. “Yes, Mistress.  I am good.”

“Then you won’t have any trouble. This is your main source of water in the house. You can have a little in a bowl with your meals.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She let me sleep in her bed. My hands remained locked to the back of my collar. She didn’t bother chaining me to anything. Jeeves would make sure I didn’t stray. She had me lay on my side, facing away from her. She lay beside me and snuggled close. She kept the bedroom cool and used warm coverings. She lay her arm across me and cupped her hand around my breast. I felt her fingers slip through my ring and graze my nipple. It sent a shiver through me and then it aroused me. I arched my back, pressing my nipple into her fingers.

“Not now. I’ve had all the fun I can take. I need to be fresh in the morning. Go to sleep.”

“Goodnight mistress.” I drifted off with visions of me walking in a park, heeling my mistress.

I came awake confused, startled that my hands wouldn’t move before I remembered. I was a slave in my mistress’ bed. I heard her regular breathing. We weren’t touching. I slowly turned over, not wanting to wake her. The room was dark but light was coming through the window. It was morning. I saw her silhouette and wanted to do something nice for her. My hands were useless so I carefully wormed my way close and slowly, in infinitesimal surges, rolled up on her leg and put my face on her sex. It smelled wonderful. I was just able to rest my nose ring and bell on her sex lips. I started moving them up and down her slit. She moaned quietly and moved her legs further apart. I felt the resistance increase until she came awake.

“Good girl. What a nice way to start the day.” She moved so I was laying between her legs. “Now finish me.”

She came quickly and I sucked up all her love juice. Much better than orange.

She got me up and, we ate a light breakfast, she dressed in running shorts, a sports bra, t-shirt, and trainers. I got to put on trainers and a web breast support, like a bra but with a wide-spaced web instead of cloth – wide enough for my bells and rings to pass through it and it gave amazingly good support to my D cup breasts. then she locked my hands back in reverse prayer, took hold of my leash and we went for a run.

I thought I was in good shape, but I couldn’t run my best with my hands locked behind me. She set a fast pace and we were both sweating when we got home. She led me into the bath and pointed to the penis on the machine. I knelt and took the penis in my  mouth. I sucked and took it deep in my mouth and squeezed it while sucking. It gave me clean, cool water if I kept squeezing it. When I was satisfied, I released it and pulled off. She released my hands so I could remove my shoes and almost bra and get into the autoshower again. It did its magic and this time it also did my face with lip gloss, mascara, heavy, black eyeliner, and a little blush.

This time it released me in a kneeling position. There were changes: my chastity belt was gone and I had flat, stiff gloves on my hands locked to my cuffs, joined in front with a little more than a foot of chain. I stared at them, not comprehending what I saw. I looked up at Mistress wondering what she wanted.

“I always wanted a puppy. Get on your hands and feet.”

I raised up on all fours and saw I was wearing tall, black boots that reached over my knees with enormous wedge-shaped soles, way over six inches in height. I would have to lean on my hands, there was no way I could stand upright in these things. I felt something else different. The butt plug was moving in me. I looked over my shoulder and saw I had a tail.

“Puppies have tails. It will wag when you walk. Keep it wagging when you stop. Wag harder when you’re with me. It’s how I know you’re happy. Walk forward, slowly. Get the feel of walking on all fours. Smile.”

She led me slowly through the house and into the back yard. “Stay on all fours. Learn how to walk this way. Keep moving.” She went back inside and closed the door.

I walked forward a few steps and stopped to look around. The yard had a high fence. I felt that sharp jolt of pain at the center of my being. Jeeves did not want me to stop. I yelped and started moving again. I walked around the fence, slowly. It was the only way I could move in this new arrangement. The sensations and sounds were different. My breasts hung, pendulant, below my chest and their bells rang more briskly than when I was upright. I watched them and saw the bells were  banging against each other with the dangling breasts’ swaying motion. I tried tightening my pecs. I could see my breasts raise slightly, but not enough to stop the bells impacting each other. Oh well.

My tail was springy and curved up over my ass like a real tail. It wagged when I walked. I practiced a tiny flex of my hips to make it wag when I wasn’t walking. I wanted to make Megan happy. My experience depended on her happiness.

She was gone a few minutes and returned attired as a professional  woman, though there were not many of those anymore to compare with. She took my leash and walked me on all fours to the rec center for my assignation with the pillory. I was slow, but she expected this and didn’t tug on my leash. I improved with a few blocks of practice and found a stride. Soon Megan was walking normally, and I was keeping up with no difficulty, but I could feel the new strain on my muscles and thought I would be sore tonight.


Chapter 3: Pillory

It was with a mix of curiosity and dread I followed Megan into the pillory room. I knew I would survive it, that it was intended to shame me, and it would not be pleasant. The first thing that I recognized in the room was a waist high railing running across the room with racks of equipment on the sides. Beyond the railing, twenty feet or so was a construct that 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.

Several people were standing by the pillory. As we got closer, I recognized Virginia, naked, her leash held by the man who claimed her last night, Allen something.

The attendant met Megan and they talked briefly. I knelt beside her and rested my chained hands on my thighs, palms up. I rubbed my head against her leg, and she put her hand on my head and stroked my hair. I realized Mistress was my security and I didn’t want her to leave. I realized my tail was wagging, unconsciously, as if on its own. Megan handed my leash to the attendant and turned to go. I didn’t want her to leave me. I whimpered and pawed at her leg. She stopped and squatted in front of me. She took my head in her hands, titled my face up, and kissed me, then she said , “I have to go to work. I’ll be back at three. I promise,” and left. A few tears trickled down my cheeks as I stared after her.  She was abandoning me.

The attendant tugged on my leash and led me over beside Virginia. 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 my upper torso through the opening, so my waist band was on the side with my ass and lowered the slat above me, locking my waist in place. He put Virginia beside me, with her ass beside my head, then he lowered her slat. He removed my gloves, wrist chain and boots. He shoved one foot then the other against the wall and strapped them in place. I watched as he fastened Virginia’s feet to the base.

My ass was thrust provocatively backward, and I could feel the cold air on my normally private anus and pussy. He took the gloves off my hands, the chain off my cuffs, pulled my tail out, pulled my arms behind my back, locked them together. and lifted them high up above me, bending my torso up. He fastened them to the wall above me.

“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. Last, he put clear goggles over my eyes. Thank you, master

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

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 reflexively, 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 hit 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.

Virginia 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 Virginia’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. My grandmother was the only one I ever met and it looked like men would not allow that to happen again.

Time passed slowly in the pillory. There was no clock visible. The tormentors, voyeurs, hedonists, whatever, came in spurts. 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 Mistress. I saw you nuzzle her leg and whimper when she left.”

“She’s a sadist and enjoys inflicting pain. But she owns me and I need to get on her good side, if it exists. She also gave me the best orgasm you or I’ve ever had. Last night was a  roller coaster and I’d like to make it better. How about you and Allen?”

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

“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 to 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 our faces, names, and owners 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 us back to the pillory. Changes had been made. He knelt Virginia beside the platform and locked her leash to a ring mounted on the platform wall. He had me stand on two footrests now sticking out from the wall about six inches off the floor. He locked my rear collar ring to a short chain hanging from the wall then locked my wrist cuffs to short chains above my head wide apart. He clipped chains to my ankle cuffs, spread-eagling me in the center of the wall. Two brackets protruded from the wall level with my breasts. Mounted on the end of the brackets was a short arm, hinged in the middle with a stop so they so they could only swing away from me. On the outer end of each arm was a round target painted with red and white concentric target circles. The inner ends had chains which he clipped onto my nipple rings, pulling then tight and tensioning my breasts. He put the goggles back on me. This time my mouth was not gagged so I thanked him, “Thank you, master.”

“You’re welcome. Slave. Enjoy the experience.”

He took Virginia to the backside of the wall and I heard him mounting her, like me I presumed, but I had no way of telling. I heard her thank him. He left us there for a few minutes then started the wall rotating and opened the door to admit our first marksmen.  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 potshots at us. 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  Virginia’s hands to the back of her collar and handed her leash to Allen. He fastened my leash to a ring on the base of the platform and let me put my tall, black, enormous-heeled boots on. Then he put my paws back on and locked the chain between my wrists. “”All fours, girl.” He gently reinserted my tail, led me to Mistress, and handed her my leash.

She led me outside and we walked a couple of blocks to her house. I was sore all over and just followed her without seeing anything around us.  It was only a short walk to a long row of houses settled deep in well-treed yards. She turned up  a concrete path and to a front door  She opened it, led me in, pulled me close, and kissed me.

“I own you for a month. I’ll pick you up at three pm and return you for your next session at nine am. You’re mine the rest of the day and night. You will address me as Mistress. Do you know the slave protocols?”

“No, Mistress. I’m new at this,” and I’m getting out of here as soon as possible.

“Time for some training.” She led me into the back of the house and into a room. The room had a pillory and a bench. The pillory was simple, an age-old standard for holding and demeaning women. The bar was raised, awaiting me. The bench was obviously AI controlled, a padded metal surface for me to lay on with cutouts for my breasts, a padded semi-circle to receive my neck and an abundance of small arms and manipulators folded up, waiting to hold me and probably do other things to me.

“Stand on the footprints.”

I looked down and saw two outlines of feet on the floor. I stood on them.

“Lay down, loop your wrist chain over the end, place your breasts through the holes, and your neck in the rest.”

I did as instructed and as soon as I was down the AI controlled bench took hold of me. My wrists were pulled down and held tight. My collar was pulled down fully into the semi-circle and I discovered the curved surface beyond the padded rest for my neck was inclined and forced me to raise my head so I looked straight ahead, not down. The holes closed around the base of my breasts and irised closed, holding my breasts tightly. My feet were held to the floor and my ass was tilted up, touching nothing, fully available for whatever use mistress wanted. She patted my bottom gently, “You can imagine how useful this bench will be. Release her.”

The bench relaxed its grip on me.

“Stand up.”

I stood and looked at Mistress.

“That was just to get you familiar with the equipment. I’ll probably have you on the bench often.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Jeeves instruct this slave in slave protocol and poses. Set her to strict conformance. Cunt, don’t leave the room and obey Jeeves.”

A disembodied voice replied, “The basics will require about an hour.”

I didn’t see anyone, so it must be an AI. “Yes, Mistress.” My wrists were still locked high on my back and my ankles were joined by a little more than a foot of chain.

She left the room and Jeeves said, “For this training session, treat me as your master. Always verbally acknowledge a command.”

I didn’t say anything and a strong shock assaulted my neck, “Ow. That hurt.”

“Verbally acknowledge a command.”

I wasn’t going to do what this AI wanted. It could shock me all it wanted. I remained silent.

A stronger shock hit me. The pain was ferocious, much stronger than the first. I was tempted to say something when the AI said, “There are ten levels of correction available. You have had the first two. Each successive correction will be at a higher level. The higher levels cause unconsciousness.”

Shit. I couldn’t stand higher levels, “Yes, master.”

The sun was high in the sky and the day was warm. I was happy to do my puppy walk beside Mistress. It felt right in so many ways. It wasn’t such a bad life. 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  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.

“Mistress, may I speak to you?”

“OK. How do you feel after your first day of shaming?”

“Tender, Mistress, and shamed. 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?”

“Mistress, 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 them. Does it affect your sense of self-worth to see other women shamed?”

“No. I know it’s  not me. Women have always competed with other women for position. It just makes me feel good to know I’m winning. Besides being ashamed now, how is the experience affecting your sense of self-worth?”

“Growing up I expected I would be a slave. All my life, I have known that men were in charge. As I grew up, I realized that we were different: smaller, weaker, slower, less aggressive, more sensual, able to make babies. I always wanted to love a man, never to compete with them. I hated that I couldn’t be educated like my grandmother, but I couldn’t do anything about it. I think I am punished not because I tried to kill Roger Dalton, but because I acted above my station. I should not have presumed to make such a decision, and I think if I had thought it out, I would not have acted as I did. All my life I expected, wanted, to serve a man. Now I am serving a woman. Please don’t take this wrong, Mistress, but do you think I will ever get to serve a man?”

“I don’t know, but it’s likely. Pretty girls are handed around freely. To a large degree you are interchangeable. If I get tired of you or find a better girl, it will be easy to place you with a man.”

I didn’t know whether to be insulted or happy I was just a commodity. At least I might become a man’s slave if one found me interesting

“I always resented, just a little, that women were steered toward slavery. I always resisted the pressure. I wanted to be successful in my own right. I was proud I stayed free as long as I did. Now that I’m just property I’m glad the fight is over. Now I want the punishment to end so I can get on with my new life. I guess I’m resigned to slavery.”

“Good. That’s an improvement from wanting to escape.  That was never possible but accepting the inevitable is closer to happy. That won’t happen until you are done with the shaming. Public shaming has rarely needed to be repeated.”

“Mistress, is female slavery really 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 any technical or scientific education, owning property, or politics and it’s moral to enslave us.”

“Cunt, men don’t think they are being unfair, just logical. I don’t know a lot more detail than you. They don’t tell any woman all the details, but it’s clear that men will never trust women with any power again. Once Roger Dalton was in an expansive mood and told me that men slowly gave women more power and then a lot of women got together in a massive conspiracy, developed a horrible biological weapon and killed more men than all the wars and disasters in the previous hundred years. Men took power away from women and enslaved every woman for forty years. They relaxed the rules but continued to forbid women from learning science or technology, ownership and politics because of the inherent danger. Men now totally control births and have been able to reduce the population to less than six billion, two-thirds female, resulting in cleaner air, more water, and the elimination of human-caused climate change.”

“So, Mistress, there’s no chance things will improve for women?”

“They are pretty good for me, slave. But, no I don’t foresee anything changing. Men are happy with the status quo and, actually so are most women. Enough talk. When you are in puppy mode don’t use any human speech unless necessary. One bark means yes, two means no. To tell me you need to pee bark once then whine.”

When we got home, she put the chastity belt on me and took me to a park. She didn’t need the leash since Jeeves could make me stay as close or far from her as she wanted. She used it to lead me there anyway. I think she liked the tactile feel of her pet on a leash.

When we got to the park, she wrapped the leash around my neck a few times and clipped the end to my collar. She had me practice heeling her on the grass. She threw a lot of turns into her path, making me watch her very closely. When she was satisfied with my heeling ability, she made me practice the typical puppy ricks: roll over, play dead, Sit, down, shake, kiss, spin, stand on hind legs, bark. It was fun and I remembered to smile and keep my tail wagging. She showed me a new trick, unique to puppy girls: “Show” meant sit up on my knees and lift the bottoms of my breasts with the backs of my paws. After I had done all the tricks flawlessly, she said, “Good girl,” and the intense pleasure of an orgasm flowed through me like an electric current. I was filled with pleasure. It wasn’t as good as when a man took me, but almost. I rolled onto my back and moaned. It was so good. When I could think again, I saw her standing close, just looking at me.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Let’s have you run. I want you to go as fast as you can.”

She held up a rubber coated round stick, bright orange, a foot long. She threw it thirty feet away. “Fetch.”

I scampered after it as fast as I could. I hadn’t practiced running in this getup before and fell over halfway there. I got up and continued. I picked up the stick in my teeth and ran back to Mistress. I knelt in front of her and lifted it to her hand.

She took it and threw it again, “Fetch.”

I ran after it and managed to stay upright this time. I picked it up and ran back to Mistress. Once again, she took it and threw it. I turned to fetch it again and my collar zapped me. I yelped and looked at Mistress reproachfully.

“I didn’t say fetch. OK fetch.”

I ran out to get it and returned with it in my teeth. This time I lay it on the grass five feet away from Mistress, knelt on it, and smiled.

She smiled back. She got the joke! “Bring it.”

I picked the stick up in my teeth and took it to her. I knelt before her,  tilted my face up, and opened my mouth.

She took the stick unwound my leash and said, “That’s enough for now. Let’s go home.”

I barked and trotted happily beside her.

I expected to be released and fix dinner, but that didn’t happen. She took me into the kitchen and clipped my leash to a ring in the corner, “Sit.” I knelt and watched as she made dinner. She cooked pasta , made a white sauce, and steamed broccoli. She made a green salad. She put the pasta on a plate, ladled the sauce on it, added broccoli, and put the salad in a bowl. A serving for herself.

She poured something out of a bag into a bowl, added hot water, stirred it , cut up some steamed broccoli , and dropped it in the bowl. She put the bowl in front of me and added a bowl with a small amount of water.

She put her food on the kitchen table, got silverware and sat down, “Eat.”

I put my face into the bowl and took a little of the brown mush in my mouth. It was bland, warm, and reminded me of oatmeal. I lifted my head and looked up at Mistress and watched the soft mixture drip off my nose ring and its bell. Was I being punished?

“That’s slave chow. Its nutritious and contains all the trace elements you need. Two cups twice a day will meet all your nutrition needs and keep you trim. I added the broccoli as a treat because you did well at the park. Eat it all.”

I was still in puppy mode so I couldn’t use human speech. I wanted to tell her it wasn’t very good, but I guess she already knew that. I put my head back in the bowl and ate. I saved the broccoli for last.

She finished first and watched me chew the last of my broccoli. It needed salt. Another thing I couldn’t say. I lifted my head and watched the food drip off my nose ring. I kept my face over my bowl so it wouldn’t drip on the floor.  She got a rag, wet it and cleaned my face. I shook my head to clear the remaining water to the now familiar dinging of the bell dangling from my nose ring.

She picked up my bowls, rinsed my food bowl and her dishes and put them in the dishwasher.

“Do you need to pee?”

I did, so I said, “Arf.”

“I’ll show you.” She took my leash off the ring and fed me into the back yard. I saw the door had a doggy door in its lower half. She took me to a flower bed, and I saw a shovel sticking in the ground beside a freshly dug hole. The dirt was piled beside it. “Squat over the hole and pee. You can go out here whenever you need to pee.”

I looked at the hole in surprise and horror. Was she going to watch me pee? Why couldn’t I use the bath? Then I understood. Animals and slaves don’t use the furniture. I got a sharp correction from my collar. I had not obeyed an order. I squeaked and quickly squatted over the hole. My water didn’t flow for an embarrassing long time. But it did finally release.

“Good. Dry yourself on the grass.”

I moved forward until I was over the lawn and knelt. I spread my knees wide apart and lowered my pussy until my chastity belt was in the grass. I rubbed it briefly then got back to my hands and feet and she led me back into the house.

Change is hard for most people so why shouldn’t it be for slaves. Sure, my life as I knew it is over. I tried to kill Dalton and got caught. I suppose if one is being picky, I didn’t have a life before I tried to kill him. I’m a clone and had just woken for the first time, but I remember Virginia’s life. Yeah, OK, she had spent much of hers trying and succeeding at killing him. So the point is I only remember being a human. I was never a dumb animal. Now Mistress was making me play one. Being a slavegirl is hard enough for me: obey, show respect, nakedness, always chained, pierced and belled, no self-determination. Now she’s taking me one notch lower on the evolutionary scale. No speech, potty in the bushes, don’t walk upright, eat without hands. What’s next? Don’t read?

Still, there’s a certain simplicity that’s appealing. She won’t expect her pet to clean or cook, or anything complex. The limit of my chores will likely be fetching a stick. She’ll probably still expect sex from me, after all, for her that’s no more complex then licking and everyone expects their pets to lick.

She stopped inside the door and wrapped my leash loosely around my neck and clipped its end to my collar ring. I was grateful for this small kindness. Since the leash was permanently attached to my nose ring, I would have to be careful not to step on it when I moved, otherwise. She went into the living room, sat at her desk, and called up a large holo display. I knelt close to her and watched her. More than that, I studied her. I watched her facial expressions, and how she moved, I tried to read her emotions, to see when she was happy, mad, frustrated, etc. If I was to be her slave and pet, she had to be the center of my universe. I needed to be able to understand her emotions before she thought about them. After a while I thought she looked unhappy or dissatisfied so I scooted closer and lay my head gently in her lap.

She laid a hand on my head and stroked my hair. “That’s pleasant, Cunt.”

Her hands caressed my back and head. Her hands were warm and soft. I enjoyed her touch. It reminded me of when I was tiny, sitting in mother’s lap. I remember thinking it odd that she never sat on the couch with Father, but always on the floor beside him. She only wore transparent clothes and she was always so warm to cuddle up to. I didn’t understand what “Slave” meant until years later. She never let Virginia or me play slave with her.

I suppose the family dynamics Ellie and I had at home were unusual and maybe why we’re both slaves now. Mother was one of the first group of slaves who were uneducated. Her mother lived with us, a statutory slave who was educated . Theoretically they were slaves and we weren’t so they had to obey us even though we were still young girls. But father forbid us from giving orders to them.

Nature’s goals for sex are procreation and the forming of protective groups for children and females. Mother and granny would tell us about the days before the Scourge when men attempted to win the affection of a girl and the female chose which man she wanted. They spoke of love as the driving force behind sex and dismissed the current society where sex and love were only loosely tied, women were abundant and poor; men chose the women they wanted, and women had only two options: slavery and ease, or  freedom and poverty.

We hid pieces of cooking foil and rope downstairs in a storage room and we would play slave and Mistress or two slaves. We would wrap the foils around our necks and tie our hands and feet together with rope. We were always on the lookout for chains and locks we could use, but the chain was hard to find. Our prize was a long piece of chain we found in a field. It was dirty but not corroded. We put it in a pillowcase and hid it behind a bush until we were able to sneak it downstairs. After that it was always a centerpiece of our slave play. I imagine the rope and chain are still in the storeroom, hidden in non-descript boxes on the shelves. I wriggled my wrists to feel the real slave chain securing them in memory of the harbinger of our youth.

“Down.”

I raised off Mistress and slid back a bit.

She slid her chair back, went to the couch, and sat at one end. “Come here and join me. Lay on your back, head in my lap.”

“Ye….” Zap. The nauseating pain hit me and I squealed. “No human speech. Idiot,” I thought.  “Arf.” I got up on my hands and feet , went to Mistress, oriented myself and gently lay on the couch with my head in her lap. It was a sort of controlled collapse. I started parallel to the couch and rolled myself onto the couch with my head and shoulders touching first and when it supported my weight, lifting my feet up and rolling flat. My chained hands and feet made it hard.

She produced a lock from somewhere and locked my wrists tight to my waistband.  I was comfortable and laying in a woman’s lap. A woman I knew little about except that she held all the power. Her will was my law. I looked up at her face and wanted to talk to her, ask what she wanted of me, reassure her I would obey, and ask about my future. Frustrated, I was held in thrall by society and technology and prohibited from speech unless she permitted it. 

Her right hand caressed my breasts, cupping them, squeezing, stroking, playing with their rings and bells. It felt good. I felt like a helpless baby laying in her lap. Her left hand ran over my face, lightly, tracing the curves of my cheeks and nose, stroking my eyebrows, gently gripping the bell on my nose ring and lifting it straight up, pulling the ring up with it.

I felt the leash sliding across my cheek. The end of my leash was still clipped on the front ring of my collar, its length wrapped around my neck three times before running under my ear, across my cheek and up to where its first link was threaded on the thick ring piercing my septum. The leash was an extra degrading punishment levied on Virginia and me because we attacked our owner. I never saw another girl with a permanent leash like ours. Women had to be leashed outside, but all the girls I saw wore leashes with spring clips on the end so their master could remove it when they were indoors or secured. I wondered if we would wear them always.

It felt good to be touched, but it wasn’t enough. I felt incomplete, though I couldn’t say what was missing. My life wasn’t over. I felt good, and healthy, but I had no control over my life. I was a slave and I did not want that. I wasn’t any different than most women, but I didn’t care about them. There was only Mistress and me in my life now. I loved the feel of her touch now, but I wasn’t allowed to touch her, or even speak if she didn’t let me. The reality of TPE burned in me. Any attempt to take any power back would cause me pain. Was I a coward for not trying?

“Let’s talk now.”

I could speak again? She said so. “Yes, Mistress.” No pain. Good.

“What do you think about your life now?”

Jeeves will know if I lie and I’ll be punished. “I…I don’t know.” I knew it wasn’t enough, but it was complex.

“Go on.”

“I don’t want to be here, but I can’t escape. If I did where would I go? I can’t remove anything that’s been put on me and I don’t know anyone who would help me.”

“Are you miserable?”

“Not now. When I’m in the pillory. Not all the time. I’m still tender from my flogging, but that’s fading. I’m scared and humiliated all the time.”

“Scared is reasonable at this stage. You’re being punished and that will be over soon. You’ll be corrected whenever you violate a rule and that will end after you learn all the rules and change your behavior to accommodate them. Those above you will always want to inflict a little pain for sexual pleasure. You will come to want it when you learn how much pleasure you derive from it and that it won’t harm you. Just wait and you’ll stop being scared. You are humiliated because you are kept naked and chained?”

“I guess so. That’s most of it.”

“Yeah, men like to look at women and want their slaves to  always be available. After all this time , the technological advances, and the rest of their precautions, there wouldn’t be any danger if women were clothed. Your feelings are not only expected but encouraged. Men like their slaves submissive and this is just another way to make you feel owned. But, honey, I like to see naked women in chains, too.”

“But, Mistress, you’re a woman, aren’t you afraid it might happen to you, someday?”

“There’s two things not to worry about, Cunt: those you can’t do anything about, and those you can. I stay out of trouble and try to be useful to my boss. It helps a lot that my father is wealthy and has things for me to do. That’s all I can do and it’s worked so far. If I removed all your restraints, emancipated you, gave you clothes and dropped you off outside your old building, what would you do?”

“Look for work?”

With your criminal record? You’d never get a job in information tech. You’re less trustworthy than every other woman on the planet.”

“OK. I’d take a pay cut. I could be a dancer or waitress.”

“Yeah, for peanuts in a dive. You’d have to put out for every guy who wanted you. You’d be worse than a slave because here, everyone wants you healthy. Out there you’d be prey for the bottom slime of society, and they would enjoy hurting you. Roger Dalton, one of the wealthiest people on the planet called to check on you.  He has accepted you as his responsibility. Who’d look out for you outside?

She was right. I had no one outside. I was a clone. I knew no one. It didn’t matter what I knew. Who would take a chance on a clone? I knew they would never let me go, but if they did, I couldn’t imagine I’d be better off. “You’re right, Mistress. I am better off here. I will try to earn your trust.”

“Jeeves?”

“She is speaking the truth as she believes it.”

“I may have done some good tonight. Now I have some more training to start you on.” She released my wrists. “Stand up.”

I followed her to the bath with the autoshower.

“Get a drink.”

She watched as I sucked water out of the cock. I backed off it when I was satisfied.

“Jeeves, start Cunt on the anal training program.”

I didn’t like the sound of that, but once again, no one cared what I thought.

Mechanical arms snaked out and grabbed me faster than I could react. They lowered me to my hands and knees, facing away from the penis. My tail was removed, and fingers lubed my anus. I was pulled back until the penis just touched my asshole. I reacted instinctively and contracted my sphincter muscle to keep it out. Foolish, I know, but there was no rational thought involved.

Jeeves voice said, “ Slide onto the penis until your bottom contacts the wall.”

I couldn’t do it. I froze. My collar vibrated. A warning. Unusually tolerant of my failure. It must happen frequently.

Megan said, “Think of it as your tail.”

She was right. It was no worse than my tail and I’d worn that for hours. I relaxed and pushed back, and it slid in easily. I wasn’t any bigger around than my tail and warm. I went slow and stopped when I felt the wall against my bottom.

“Squeeze it tight and slide forward. Don’t pull off it and stop while it’s still in you.”

I went slow and stopped as ordered.

“Now relax and push it back inside you.”

I obeyed and when my ass touched the plate a thrill of pleasure flowed into me, very brief, not an orgasm, but almost. A mini orgasm. I gasped.

“Good work, Cunt. That was perfect. Now repeat relax and welcome him in, when he’s all the way in tighten up. Show him you want him to stay. Go slow and work on your rhythm.”

I obeyed, loose in, tight out, I repeated it slowly and it swelled up inside me. I was stretched to my limit before it stopped growing.

After a few minutes Jeeves said, “Good work,” and another mini orgasm fluttered my belly. “Faster,” and I sped up. I had only done ten repetitions when I felt my arousal kick in. I was becoming aroused by butt-fucking a mechanical toy. I should have been ashamed of myself, but the pleasure drowned out every other feeling. There was the nagging thought that I wouldn’t like myself when this was over, but I couldn’t stop and it wasn’t my decision, anyway. . My arousal was climbing higher with every stroke. I could feel myself getting ready to explode and it felt so good. My belly was fluttering stronger with every push onto  that now huge mechanical penis. With a squeal I climaxed hugely. I would have collapsed onto the floor but the mechanical arms holding me kept me in place on the massive penis plugging my anal passage. I hung there, unable to move for a long minute before I was able to support my weight. The penis shrunk and I was pushed off of it. The mechanical arms stood me up and gave me an enema while washing my skin and hair. In moments I was being held up like a doll while warm air blew over me and a heat lamp played on me. When the autoshower released me, I was clean inside and out, dry, warm and my hands were, inevitably locked to the back of my collar in reverse prayer position. My hands and feet were free of the puppy gear.

That was how I slept. Megan didn’t bother chaining me to the bed. Her ever vigilant AI, Jeeves, watched me every instant. There was not the slightest possibility I could do anything my Mistress didn’t want me to. I lay in bed, facing away from her, with her arm over my ribs and her hand cupped around my breast, her index finger hooked through my nipple ring. I slept soundly, feeling safe and loved.

My days fell into a pattern. I would sleep with my arms locked to the back of my collar and a thick plug in my butt. When Megan woke, she’d put me in the autoshower for my enema and cleaning. It would dry me, renew my makeup, insert my tail, put the chain between my wrists  and put my paws and boots on me. Megan would take me to the kitchen and we’d eat. I got the tasteless slave mash and some fruit in my bowl. Megan ate yogurt with granola and berries most days. When we finished, she’d take me out back to pee then to the pillory.

A lot of thought must have gone into creating shaming ways to mount a girl as a target. 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 Virginia 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, every day was different.

I was always released in puppy mode and Mistress would use my leash to take me out of the pillory room. Usually when we got outside, she would loop my leash around my neck and clip the end to my collar to keep it out of the way. She’d set my collar to leash mode so I wouldn’t stray. Then I’d have to stay within whatever radius she set, usually twenty feet or I’d be corrected.

The ReNew facility was safe, large and green. She liked to stroll around the grounds and talk to acquaintances, watch a ball game or stroll on the walk around the lake. She always brought something for me to fetch like a ball or stick. She wanted me to stay fit, so I spent most of an hour running after something she threw. I was getting good at running on all fours and made pretty good speed considering my hands and feet were hobbled. The first few outings I was ashamed of being a pet in front of humans. But I adapted. I enjoyed being outside and able to run, even with my limitations. I tried to be a good puppy and it was easy to get into the role of a helpless, curious puppy, exploring the world and learning my limits. My world was just as constrained as the puppy I was playing, and I was much better rewarded.

Andrei Donici knew predictability made one an easier target, so he consciously varied his schedule and location. Today he was in the townhouse in Rezina looking at his correspondence. His slave, Alexa, was under the desk doing her best to give his old body an erection.

Alexa was English. He had other girls, but none of them spoke Romanian. He had them questioned under fastpenta every month and replaced any who had picked up more than a smattering of Romanian.

His old, well-used body was not easy to arouse and he appreciated her effort. If she succeeded, he would reward her, but he knew it would not happen soon for he was very angry. An observer could not have seen that he was angry. Andrei had strived for nearly eighty years to control his fiery temper. More than once in his youth this level of anger had caused him to scream in rage and stomp out to kill an enemy and his family. He blanked the display, pushed Alexa off and ran through the relaxation routine his physician had taught him. First ,he tightened the muscles of his toes, then his ankles, calves, thighs, until every muscle was tight, the he relaxed them in reverses order: fingers, arms, and so on until every muscle was limp and loose.

When he had finished the exercise he asked, in Romanian, “Envoy, is this room secure?”

His AI responded promptly, “Yes.”

“Have there been any attempted breaches recently?”

“The last attempt was thirty-two days ago. It was an independent journalist. He has been diverted.”

“Get me a secure channel to Misha.”

…”Connected.”

“Misha, I’ve been refused again. Someone high in the government is blocking me. There are only three men with that much power. Find out who.”

There was a pause before a man said, “None of those three are your enemy, Andrei. There must be a reason. I will inquire.”

“Quickly, Misha.”

“Of course. I will call you by tomorrow afternoon.”

“Goodbye, Misha.”

Envoy said, “Channel closed.”

“Start two inquiries First, Communications. Analyze the communications and travel for everyone in my organization or business associates. Compare patterns for the last five years. Look for evolving or changing patterns. Second, the ReNew Company. I want to know it’s power structure and finances. Who makes decisions or influences decisions, and what their interests and vulnerabilities? Regular status reports.”

“Yes, sir.”

Andrei Donici was a careful man. He had survived the Scourge and  three of his children and he knew his success and survival depended on what he termed the three “P”s: Planning, Pragmatism, and Paranoia. In his line of work there was always someone looking to replace him. He also knew there were often many paths to reach a goal. He pulled Alexa back to him and said, in English, “Continue.”

He smiled, enjoying his power more than the sensation when her mouth enclosed his penis.

The Hunt Club was a revelation. She led me to a part of the facility I hadn’t seen before. The building was big and square. I counted nine floors and it must have been a hundred yards wide . It looked like a fancy hotel with a huge entrance covered with a curved portico. I followed her to the massive entrance door and into a grand foyer, paneled in dark wood with photos hanging on the walls. One wall was full of mostly men in riding gear with a few women. One wall was covered with pictures of puppy girls in many different poses. I saw several men seated in a conversation area with slaves kneeling or in their laps.

She led me to a horizontal bar, waist high with spring clips every three feet, parallel and close to a wall. She fastened a clip onto the front ring of my collar. I knelt and waited. She walked away and I heard voices but couldn’t make out any words.

She returned with a man in casual clothes. Megan released me and I knelt beside her. He was big and smiling, “ Pretty. What’s her name?”

“Cunt. She made a bad first impression.”

“Oh yes, I’ve heard about her. And her sister?”

“Almost, she’s a clone with her original’s sister’s mind scan.”

“Let’s put her in the yard. There are ten or so pack bitches already there. She can see what’s up. We usually let them use human speech when an owner isn’t around. Is that OK?”

“Sure.”

“Cunt, get up on the table.” He pointed to a low table with a metal rod sticking up at one end. I looked at Mistress and she nodded assent. I climbed up on it and he clipped my collar to the rod. He walked around me, feeling my breasts and my muscles. “What are all these small bruises?

She’s on the pillory for punishment. She’s finished one week and has two more to go.”

“OK.” He removed the hobble chains from my wrists and ankles. I waited for something worse, but he released me from the rod, took hold of my leash, and led me off the table and to a tall, wide door. He opened it,  wrapped my leash around my neck, fastened the end to my collar, and said, “Go meet the pack. You can use human speech in the yard.” I looked at him and Mistress as he closed the door.

This was the first time I had been outside without chained ankles. I stretched my feet wide apart and was overcome with joy. I wanted to run. I looked around and saw a tall fence enclosing maybe a quarter acre of lawn with several shade trees There were dozens of puppy girls and suddenly I wasn’t unique.

Six girls were sprawled lazily in a group near the door. The sound of the door closing caused them to look around. Seeing a new face they scrambled upright and came toward me, moving on all fours with practiced grace. I wondered how long it would take me to move as well.

One girl was black, and the rest were white, varying from a pale, freckled redhead to a dark Mediterranean girl with a mass of black, wavy hair. We all wore the metal bands of slaves around our extremities and waist. All of us were young, fit and attractive. We were all ringed in the same places. I was unique in having bells hanging from my rings and a chastity belt. As they approached, I couldn’t help staring at their bobbing, swaying breasts, admiring how their gait accentuated their weight and mobility.

They circled around me, looking me over curiously. I felt absurdly like the new girl at school.

“She’s belled,” the first one said.

“She has little bruises all over, more on her breasts,” said the second.

“She has ‘Cunt’ tattooed on her belly,” said a third.

“She’s got a chastity belt, too ,” said another.

“Do you speak English, slave?”

“Yes,” I replied; At least I could talk to them.

“How did you get here?” That was the redhead. I saw her name, Siobhan, was engraved on her collar.

“”Walked.”

“No, I mean did you ask for it or do something bad?”

Another girl, a brunette, ‘Gail’ by her collar, said, “You don’t have to say. That’s private unless you want to tell us.”

My story was too complex to explain, so, “Maybe later.”

Gail asked, “What’s your name and why isn’t it on your collar?”

“Call me Ginny. The masters are calling me Cunt.”

The raven-haired girl said, “Then you must have done something bad after you came here or your name would be on your collar. Your bruises look like you’ve been in the pillory,” she said, analytically.”

Gail, again, “You don’t have to say, but maybe when your punishment is done your master will give you a real name.”

“It doesn’t matter much, does it? We’re all slaves here and we’re never going to be free again.”

“Too right,” Gail said, “We’re not going to be free again.”

“So, what happens here? I’m sure the masters don’t just let us all lounge around all day.

The girls had a chuckle at that.  Siobhan said, “We just finished today’s chores when you arrived. This is sort of day care for slave girls while our masters are at work. There are quite a lot of jobs to keep this place in shape and keep it ready for the hunts. Gardening, brush clearing, and various farm chores. We play a lot too with races and contests. Today I was in a group that weeded the vegetable garden.”

“Who’s in charge?”

“The Director. He’s scary but fair. There’s other staff, but everyone does what he says. Are you going to be here during the day?”

“I don’t think so, at least not for two weeks. Maybe after that.”

Gail looked at me with a glint of curiosity, “What happens for two weeks?”

I thought it better if I didn’t tell them I was going to be a paintball target. Might give them ideas. “ My Mistress told me I’m in a training class. She didn’t say what for.” That seemed to quell their curiosity. Masters didn’t tell their slaves anything they didn’t need to know.

I felt hair brush my ass and a nose thrust into my slit I jumped, crying, “Stop that.” I quickly swiveled around and put my bottom on the ground, defensively. Two girls, Joan and Melody were right behind me, their noses very close to my bottom.

All the girls laughed and Siobhan sad, “Relax. It’s how we get to know you  We can’t shake hands, can we.?” All the girls laughed again at what must have been a very old joke. Besides, the Director and staff like to see us acting like real bitches and sniffing each other’s bottoms. Watch. Joan, Melody, show her.”

The two girls put on a show. The circled each other and lifted their legs to let the other one sniff her sex. Then they collapsed in laughter, rolling on the grass.

It was funny and I laughed too. All six of the girls crowded close and the feel of warm flesh was intoxicating. Suddenly I was part of their group, their pack. I was surrounded by warm female flesh and saw the girls on either side of me had positioned themselves for me to smell. I stuck my nose into their slits and inhaled deeply. They had different scents than Mistress. She was musky, Gail was slightly spicy and the other was sweet.  

I was suddenly afraid I would fail them by not being here during the day, not sharing in their work and fun. Surely, they would realize it wasn’t my choice. I didn’t have any say in what happened to me. I didn’t even know If I’d be back here at all and I wanted to be. I had a Mistress and an owner, but  I wanted to have friends. I was like a child or a puppy that needed play dates with equals to learn their place and how to deal with others.

I felt someone watching me and looked at the row of windows beside the door. I saw Mistress and several men watching us. One of the men was speaking and Mistress was smiling. I wondered if they liked what they saw.

The door opened and a single girl emerged, black hair in two ponytails on each side of her head, she was beautiful in a strong, athletic way. Her stride was easy, graceful and it fit her capable ambience. She was naked and wore slave bands, high heeled black boots,  and collar, but no paws  or hobble chain. Gail whispered, “That’s Sharon, she’s first girl and the director’s slave.”

All the girls turned toward Sharon, attentively. She came to me, looked me over and said, “Welcome to the pack, Cunt. I’m Sharon, first girl. I’m in charge of discipline in the pack. If you are obedient, pull your share, and give good sport you’ll have a good time here. Master says you’ll only be here in the afternoons for a while then  full-time most days.”

“I’ve not been told, Sharon. It’s not like I have any say.” I was a little sarcastic, but I felt that way.”

She eyed me, thoughtfully, “I understand you’re newly enslaved and I’ll cut you a little slack for a while, but if I hear you acting sulky with anyone above you, I’ll have to discipline you. Just so you know, Jeeves, warn Cunt.”

My collar vibrated strongly for a few seconds. I was surprised. Sharon was another slave, like me but she could control my collar.

“I’m first girl and I’m authorized to discipline any pack girl. I will zap you if you fall out of line and the AI will tell me if you do. Understood?”

Boy, did I understand. “Yes, Sharon.”

“Good. Now I must evaluate you. Look at the far wall. See the gate?”

“Yes.”

“Run to it as fast as you can, touch it and run back to me. Go.”

I ran hard, all my bells chiming like a chorus. I was the only one here who was belled. It was embarrassing but I forced myself to ignore the feeling. I kept telling myself it wasn’t my fault yet I knew it was, in the basic sense of cause and effect., at least it was Virginia’s fault. Was I still Virginia?

I wasn’t good at running yet. Halfway there I lost my footing and tumbled to the grass. I righted myself and continued. I used to run before I was plopped into this body. It felt good to use my muscles, but I didn’t have good endurance yet. I was puffing when I got back to Sharon.

She was alone and the other girls were kneeling at the side of the yard, fifty yards away. “OK. You need practice. I’ve only seen a few girls with both a nose leash and bells. Why?”

I knew the AIs could tell when I lied, so I didn’t. “When I woke up here, a slave, I tried to kill Roger Dalton with a carving knife. They seem to think I might misbehave.”

“Will you?”

“I don’t see how yet, but it is a possibility I don’t want to be a slave.”

“Many girls don’t, but there’s no real possibility of escape. Be a good bitch here and we will both be happier.” She turned toward the other girls and called, “Gail. Come”

Gail scampered over and knelt before Sharon.

“On your back. Pleasure Cunt.”

Gail flipped over and lay down in front of Sharon. She spread her legs wide and smiled invitingly at me.

I looked at Sharon in disbelief. She looked at me and said, “Mount Gail. Head to tail. Pleasure her. First one to make the other climax gets a reward.”

I had heard of a “Sixty-nine” but had never even seen one. I didn’t know how and a gaggle of yelling girls were cheering us on. How could I do such a thing? Because I had no choice. I had to obey or I would be in terrible pain until I did. I felt a warning buzz from my collar. I closed my mouth and straddled Gail so my head hung over her widespread thighs. My heart beat loudly as I wondered how to start.

“Lower yourself onto her. Tongues to cunts, girls. Don’t stop until your partner has climaxed.”

I felt Gail kiss my sex lips. I stared at Gail’s mound of Venus just inches from my nose. My nose ring and bell were in the way!  I turned my head an inch and dropped my bell to the side and Gail started at the unexpected cold touch of metal.

Just my bell,” I whispered. As I felt her tongue lick my nether lips and slip between them. God, my belly grew warm and I felt my nipples harden.

I lowered my head until I felt her bush tickle my lip. I gazed at her golden bush and below it the pinkly glistening inner lips pouting through the wide spread slit of her labia.

Sharon’s hand flicked my bottom and she said, “Every girl here has been through this. It’s inevitable, so you might as well enjoy it, Girls.”

The sting reminded me of my own exposure, of the spectacle I was making of herself before my Mistress and the men watching through the windows. I felt a perverse thrill and I yielded to it as my animal instinct took over and my loins warmed. I felt warmth rising from Gail’s body and I lowered my head and kissed her bush and inhaled the heady musk of her arousal. Her scent was subtly different from Mistress’ private scent.

Sharon flicked my bottom again, “Girls are lucky. They have an endless supply of love to share. Gail is beautiful and loving. Enjoy her now.”

Gail was lovely, Cunt thought. And her darting, licking, tongue is driving me crazy. All I have to do is let go...

She buried her face in the hot slit under her, licking furiously and rubbing her nose between the lips, ignoring the pull of flesh on her nose ring. Gail’s thighs closed around her head, holding her close even as her thighs gripped Gail. Gail’s eager tongue thrust into her own slit forcing a gasp of delight from her lips, smothered by the warm enveloping flesh of Gail’s sex. Cunt pumped her hips up and down, forcing her sex into Gail’s face, and felt Gail’s tongue sliding over the hard nub of her clitoris as she thrust her tongue deep into Gail’s love canal. She was riding Gail hard in a race for an orgasm while Gail bucked and squirmed in a rising tide of pleasure.

They climaxed nearly simultaneously with a series of cries and moans of pleasure perfectly matched to two young bitches in orgasm. They collapsed, still interlaced and lay still, breathing raggedly. The rest of the pack surrounded them, cheering them and commenting on their enthusiasm. Finally Sharon broke it up, “ Good job, both of you. Now get up.”

I raised off Gail and slid to the side. Gail rose and we knelt facing Sharon. She wiped both our faces with a wet cloth, “Good girls.” She spoke loudly, “You are all lazy and getting fat. Ten fast laps around the yard. Go.”

We all ran clockwise around the fence. I was the slowest but by the last lap I was keeping up with the pack. I was the last to finish and fell into line with the others, kneeling in a sweaty line parallel to the wall of the building that anchored one side of the yard. Sharon stood in front of us and after I was down said, “We have a new bitch today. Her temporary name is Cunt. She acted badly and  will be occupying the pillory daily until three for two weeks, then she’ll come here. We’ll change our schedule so she can learn some of your chores. Raise your hand if you’ve seen the pillory.”

To my surprise only four girls raised a hand.

“We’ll have to arrange a field trip, then.”

Shit. Now the pack will probably take pleasure in pelting me with lots of paintballs. Well, maybe they’ll be rotten shots. They can’t have had much practice with a weapon.

“There’s a hunt in two weeks and you need to practice running. Go put your pony things away and put on running shoes and running halters.”

This was new but I would be very happy to wear running shoes and, presumably no chains. I went into the pack quarters with the rest. We lined up and Sharon removed our paws. We changed shoes and it felt glorious to stand straight again. I found my halter hanging behind a heavy leather harness. It was like a sports bra, except the cups were wide-spaced mesh. It gave good support and the mesh was wide enough for my nipple rings and bells to pass through.

I still wore collar, cuffs, and anklets, but no chains linked them. This was probably the most freedom I could ever expect. Still, for a while I reveled in it. I stretched everything and exalted in just swinging my arms. I felt alive and wanted to run.

“Outside, bitches,” Sharon called.

We filed out and lined up, kneeling.

Sharon stood before us, “You are all free of restraints now. Don’t let your seeming freedom entice you into any foolish actions. Your collars will punish you if you break a rule. Jeeves, the allowed area for our exercise is the track, paddock, and the yard. OK, stand up. Right face, jog, single file to the paddock. Go.”

I followed the girl in front of me and we jogged for maybe a half mile down a fenced, grassy track to the paddock area beside the track. A tall fence lined the track oval both inside and out.

We did elimination sprints. I lasted through three rounds then I was eliminated, but there were only three girls faster than me. My new goal was to be the best runner in the club. We went back to the club and we all spent five minutes with an AI improving our running technique. I was told to keep my head centered, let my shoulders move , and keep my thumbs pointing up.

That was all we accomplished before it was time for us to finish up. Mistress picked me up and walked me home. She fixed dinner while I cleaned and dusted the house. After dinner she took me into the playroom and put me on the bench. This time wasn’t just familiarization. My hands were pulled down tight, my collar locked down, my breasts were clamped tightly, my ankles locked to the floor and  my waistband secured. I wasn’t going to make any significant motion until released. As soon as the bench had me secured, Mistress walked around me, trailing her fingers across my skin.

“It’s time to start increasing your range of arousal,” she slapped my bottom with her hands, once, twice, three times, not nearly as hard as my whipping had hit. “How does that feel?”

“Its not hard, mistress. I can stand that all night.”

“Did your father or a lover spank you?”

“A lover did, Mistress. It made him hard and me aroused.”

“Did he hit you harder than I just did?”

“Yes, Mistress. He was strong and liked to hear me squeal. I liked it too.”

“Where did he spank you”

“Mostly my bottom, but my breasts, too.”

“Beg me to spank you on your bottom and breasts.”

“Beg pardon, Mistress?”

“Beg me to spank you on your bottom and breasts. That’s an order and do it nicely.”

Mistress, I’ve been a bad girl and I need to be punished. Please spank me on my bottom and breasts as much as you think I deserve.”

“OK.”

She walked in front of me and showed me a paddle, thin, three inches wide, ten inches long, with a foot of round, leather covered handle. It actually didn’t look too bad.

She walked out of my limited view and Smack! On my ass. I gasped and yelled, loudly. Actually, the blow hadn’t hurt as bad as when I was whipped. But I wasn’t going to let her know that. The paddle hit my other cheek, then back and forth, left, right, left. About five seconds apart. I screamed as though I was about to die. I jerked and strained against my bonds, but they didn’t give at all.

When she stopped I was tingling excitedly. I seemed to have a taste for bondage, because I was seriously aroused and needed to be fucked. Her fingers explored my pussy, “”A little excited, huh. Maybe a little more and you’ll come.” I didn’t say anything. What could I say?  I didn’t know.

She slipped something inside me and messed around until I recognized the feeling. She had put the chastity belt on me. With its probe in my pussy. Smack! The paddle hit my left breast on its side. The pain was sharp and biting, but it didn’t quiet my arousal. If anything it was increased. She smacked my breast a dozen time, causing my bell to chime sharply, with me squealing like a kitten every time. I screamed in real pain when the paddle hit square on the exposed end of my nipple, squishing the tender tissue against the end of the implacable cylinder enclosing it. My arousal was still climbing when she walked around me and started on my other breast. My body was so, so close to climax, when she stood up and must have activate the belt because I orgasmed explosively.

I thrashed in my bonds, moaning and spasming fiercely. When I calmed down enough to take notice of my surroundings, still in a fog of sensuous pleasure, sore, but extremely satisfied, I felt her hand on my back. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You are welcome, slave.” She walked around where I could see her. She was naked. Her bush was neatly trimmed leaving her sex exposed. She stepped close and her sex filled my vision. “My turn.”

Her sweet, musky aroma filled my nostrils. I knew what she wanted and, remembering Gail, so did I. “May I service you, Mistress.”

She took my leash and bell in her hand and lifted them out of the way, “Please me, slave.”

I licked her labia lips and felt her shift her legs apart, spreading her lips and giving me access to her treasure. I couldn’t move my head to increase my pressure on her, she had to move, and move she did, pressing her sex into my face. I felt my nose ring pushed against my upper lip, the bell and leash to the side, laying against my cheek.

I licked and sucked ferociously, desperate to make her come. I found the hard nub of her clitoris and sucked it into my mouth, pressing it against my teeth with my tongue, rolling it around. I loved her moans and the gasps as I played with her clit., I could feel her arousal growing as her labia lips swelled as they engorged with blood.  I could feel her spasms as she writhed against my face. I had captured her clit and she was powerless to resist me as I made her come.

Her juices gushed into my mouth and she slumped over my head as the pleasure overwhelmed her. I released her clit and basked in my skill. I had given her pleasure with just mu mouth. I was an accomplished woman.

After a while she stood up and said, “Thank you. Release her.”

The bench released it’s hold on me and I stood up. The autoshower cleaned me with ruthless efficiency, inside and out, dried me, and released me with my hands locked in reverse prayer. Mistress let me sleep with her, ignoring the small kennel in her bedroom. I lay nestled against her warm body, her arm draped over me, possessively holding my breast in her hand. Escape seemed like a far-away dream. I was satisfied, comfortable and my helplessness didn’t seem important now. I fell asleep thinking about my mistress.


Chapter 4: Training

Finally, my three weeks on the pillory were done.  Megan fed me the same tasteless slop for breakfast as always, in a bowl on the floor, my hands fastened behind me. She released my  hands and sent me into the back yard and watched as I relieved myself then into the autoshower. She left my hands free and I played ladies maid and helped her get ready for work. “I have to go to work so someone will pick you up and take you to class in an hour or so. Jeeves will zap you if you try to leave the house by yourself. Your jewelry needs cleaning. After I leave clean and polish your collar, chains and ands. I want them to gleam when I see you again. Keep them that way. You know where the cleaning things are kept.”

“Yes, Mistress. May I know what I will be learning?”

“How to not get punished. 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, if Cunt finishes polishing her attachments before her escort arrives, run her through the required slave poses.”

“Yes, Megan.”

“Wait here,” she went back to the bedroom.

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

“But she said after she 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, feeling very low. I didn’t like having a  machine order me around, but there was nothing I could do about it. Someday.

“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, Mistress returned, “Stand.”

I obeyed and kept my hands crossed behind me. She fastened the chastity belt on me. She kissed me, a Mistress’ possessive kiss that didn’t care if I liked it and, “I must go.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I went to the window to watch her leave. As soon as I got there, though, Jeeves commanded, “Go clean and polish your things.”

I obeyed. I got some cleaner, polish and rags and went into the bathroom so I could use the mirror. Megan was right, my cuffs and anklets had some dirt on them. My collar looked OK, but better after I polished it. It was strange, but I did feel better after all my restraints were clean and shiny.

This was the first chance I had to examine my restraints closely. The bathroom had a mirror extension so I could see the backs. I cleaned everything before I started examining them. All the bands on my limbs were snug, made out of thin golden metal with an attachment ring, sturdy, obdurate on the inside of my wrists and ankles. I looked closely and saw no seams, joints, or openings in either the bands or the rings. Somehow the rings opened at the touch of a master or mistress but refused to open for the wearer or another slave. More than that, mother’s rings would not obey Virginia or me. She said they only obeyed her owner, our father.

The chain between my ankles was seemingly made of the same material as my bands. The links were each an inch long, half an inch wide and seamless. Nothing new there. The band around my waist was curved in two dimensions to fit snugly around my waist. It seemed to be made of the same material as the wrist and ankle bands. It was also devoid of any seams, joints, or openings such as a keyhole. It had eight rings evenly spaced around my waist. The rings were identical to those on my wrists and ankles.

I examined my collar last. It looked like the same material as the rest. Snug and fitted to the shape of my neck. I could not rotate it more than a few degrees without pain. Seamless with two rings, one in front and one in back. The one in front was twice the diameter of the others. The collar was thicker than the others, maybe a centimeter thick all around, but still light. It didn’t seem possible for it to hold enough stuff to enable Jeeves to monitor me and control me, but it did. Magic was the only term I could apply. I saw no way to open it. I hadn’t expected to find a weakness, but I was still disappointed.

After my fruitless examination, I hurried to polish everything. When I finished and put the polish away, I went back to the front room. Jeeves 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. We stayed in perfect step because all of our hobbles were the same length. 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.

Roger was at his desk looking over plans for new facility on Titan when a discrete chime demanded his attention. He looked at the top of the display and saw the important notification symbol he had designed for Argus, his most secret master AI. He flipped the secure switch to isolate his office, “I’m here, Argus,” and leaned forward for the camera to scan his eye.

Argus’ deep voice said, “Good afternoon, Roger. There have been several unusual references to ReNew in the Implant stream today. Four from the area around Washington, D.C. and three from Germany, One in Bernburg and two in Berlin. Four of these correlate in time and location to encrypted messages on regular communication channels. The string in Germany began with a non-implant message requesting information on ReNew’s organization and decision-makers. The Washington string originated with a request to investigate ReNew operations and originated with Senator DeBeers directed to AG Allenson”

“Roger thought a moment, then replied. “Yes, unusual. Begin a comm log for both trees. Look for indications of intent and goals. See if you can identify the originator of the German string. Give me daily reports. Thank you, Argus.”

“My pleasure, Roger.”

Roger had scarcely turned back to the plans on his display when His executive secretary’s voice interrupted him, “Sir, Megan would like to see you.”

“Send her in, Mary.”

The lock on his office door released and Megan entered, “Thanks for seeing me. Do you have time for a discussion?”

“Always, for my only daughter. What’s on your mind?”

Megan knew her father was not one for small talk. So she got right to the point. “I want to run the South American division.”

Roger had taught all his children to speak their minds and was gratified that his youngest had understood his preference. “Why do you think you’re ready?”

“I’ve been a VP of the company for two years; I ran three departments before that and both Bob and Jim have their own divisions now. I’m ready and will do a good job. Besides, you will still be chairman and can back me up if necessary.”

“We’ve been through this and nothing has changed. I can’t make you the head of a division.”

“Dad, I’m good enough. I can do it.”

“Megan, you know the law. I’ve had to expend a lot of personal capital to make you a VP. I was only able to do that by putting you in charge of policy issues, you can’t supervise men. Even if I  was able to do it, all the politicians and executives I have to deal with are men. They simply would not trust a woman.”

“Then change me. You can do that. ReNew me as a man. Use your DNA.”

“I can do that. I have a surplus of spare clones on ice because of the murders. We’ve discussed this option before. You’ve always balked at the course of action required. One more time: You’ll have to kill yourself or volunteer for slavery before I quicken your male counterpart. After you are resurrected, you’ll have to study and get a degree before the world will take you seriously. At least an advanced degree.  If we start tomorrow, it will require  ten years of hard work before you’re ready.”

“Dad, you’re stalling me. You can work around all of that. You’re powerful. You hold the continued life of every world leader in your hands. You don’t want to help me!” Megan stomped out without a backward glance.

Roger looked at the door for a moment before turning back to his display, thinking, “And that’s the real reason I won’t have you in charge of one of my divisions.”

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. It only lasts for five days. If you learn everything we show you, you will not be corrected often. 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 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. Virginia and I were in all these classes together, but  the students weren’t allowed to talk to each other. We were the only two girls with leashes and bells affixed to our rings, all the others wore the same rings. It seemed to be a ReNew standard. All slaves had nose rings, by law, and earrings for adornment. The lower four were not usual. At least in dance class all the girls were noisy, not just us.

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 and shift them left and right, a little.

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 was a grab bar mounted on the wall above thick, long, rubber dildos mounted on the wall every three feet, 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 dildos and tighten up as we pushed off. 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 dildo. 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 wish I had had this training before meeting Frank. Many of the girls had orgasms.

After we were done with the wall of dildos, 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 to 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.

Virginia whispered to me, “How did you like the wall?”

I whispered back, “New and exciting, in the end.” I chuckled the last bit.

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

“She is still very strict. I don’t think she likes girls at all. She’s keeping me as a pet at home, I can’t speak and only use animal sounds. My toilet is a hole in the backyard. I’m always a puppy girl at home so we don’t talk. That’s the worst part. How’s your master?”

“Confusing. The first day he rode me hard and I had several wonderful orgasms that night. Since then be hasn’t used me at all. He uses the CB and the whip to make me orgasm. They’re nice, but not as good as when he’s in me. I’ve begged and pleaded but he’s adamant He says he’s training me to orgasm to many uses. I think I could love him if he wasn’t so damned clinical. He’s not bad, we go for lots of walks and we exercise together. He keeps me restrained when we’re outside, but he leaves my hands free at home. He even gave me some harem pants I can wear in the house. Transparent, but way better than nothing. I get to use the furniture and use my hands to eat with real utensils. Except for the bondage, it’s mostly like living with my lover.”

We whispered on like that until the break was over. I bemoaned the indignities of having to act like a dumb animal. Virginia gloated about how wonderful it was to have a master that treated her like an almost equal when they were alone. I briefly hated her for putting me in my situation. It literally was her fault.

Megan picked me up after class was over and took me to the Hunt Club. She took me into the tack room and showed me my rack. Every bitch had her own rack with her paws, boots, and harnesses. She released my hands and told me to put on my boots and insert my tail. The knee-high boots had cutouts for our hobble chains and laced up the back. When I was done, she strapped the paws on me and locked them to my cuffs. She wrapped my leash around my neck and clipped the end to my collar. She pointed to a three-foot-high swinging door, “ Go outside and mingle with the other pack bitches.”

I crawled through the low swinging door into the yard. It looked like the whole pack was there. I saw Siobhan and Gail and trotted over to them. We could use normal speech with each other, thank God.

I went to them and turned my butt to them. They smelled me then I smelled them. I was getting used to this ritual and I could smell a difference. I never knew. “Hi bitches. I’m surprised to see you all here not doing anything. I thought pack girls were always busy.”

“Hi, we all just got back from chores. I was weeding the garden and most of the rest were pulling carts hauling building material for a new building. They must have something new for us to do now.”

“No ideas?”

“Nope. It’s policy not to let us know anything more than we need to do our jobs. It’s the current version of ‘Barefoot and pregnant.’ You’re still in Basic?”

Yeah. Today was mostly sex training. My ass is sore.”

“Yeah, I had sore muscles I didn’t know I had, but its necessary. The men like your ass at least as much as your cunt. Hotter and tighter they say. It takes getting used to, but I climax quicker than in front.”

“I hope so. My tail isn’t comfortable right now.”

Sharon came out and called, “Line up.”. The pack lined up in a single kneeling line facing her. I knelt beside Siobhan.

“Girls, we’re going to add five acres to the hunting grounds today. We’re going to help prepare the field. Go inside, pee and put on flat boots, no paws. Go.”

We all crawled back through the low door and went to the bath. Sharon started removing the paws from us. I took off the angle boots, hung my stuff in my rack, donned my flat boots (identical to the angle boots save for the sole) and Sharon clipped my arms into reverse prayer, fastened high to my collar. When we were all fixed the same way, she opened the tall door and shooed us outside.

Four men in work garb were waiting for us. They fastened me to a large crossbar with two other bitches. The bar was shaped to fit around our waistbands and rest on our ass cheeks. The bar trailed a heavy chain. Some girls were fastened to the traces of carts, but most of us to a crossbar. Sharon was put on a crossbar, too. The men led us off towards the woods.

The Hunt Club pack was going to work.

It was hot, hard work. I was pulling deadwood out of virgin forest. It was rough land the men had been clearing with heavy equipment before we got there. We drug the heavy trash and trimmings to a clearing where AI controlled equipment loaded it on an air truck. The men laughed at us, naked slave girls laboring to drag heavy logs to modern automated equipment. I got the point, it kept us in our place as well as exercising us.

We worked for a couple of hours then were taken back to the club. We were stripped and run through the autoshowers. I came out clean and again wearing a light chain between my wrists.  I donned my angle boots and one of the girls helped me with my paws. Those of us who stayed with a master at night waited in the lobby, our collars locked to a long chain attached at both ends to a wall. When Mistress unlocked my collar, I kissed her feet and rubbed against her leg, showing puppy affection. I made sure my tail wagged vigorously.

“Did my puppy miss me?”

“Arf.”

She held my leash and I trotted after her, enjoying the warm evening. She took me straight home and took of my paws. I removed my boots was headed for the cleaning supplies.

“Wait a minute. I stopped and knelt. She opened a drawer, took out some black and white cloth, and handed it to me. “Put it on.”

I opened it up and found it was a scanty French maid’s uniform, sort of. There was a black microskirt with a tiny white lace apron, several straps with hook and loop closures and a white maid’s cap. I donned the skirt and apron. God, it was so good to have even this ridiculous clothing. I put on the cap and struggled with the straps until she took them from me, “Stand.”

The straps went around my shoulders and encircled my breasts. She looked me over, “Now you look the part. Go and do your cleaning.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She cooked dinner while I cleaned and dusted. I ate on the floor with my hands locked behind me, leashed to a wall ring. She cleaned my face and jewelry and took me into the playroom. This was becoming the sequence of events for most evenings.

“On the bench.”

I stood on the footprints and leaned forward. In a flash the bench had me immobile, perfectly presented to have my ass whipped.

“Beg to be punished.”

“Mistress, your humble slave begs to be punished. I have had rebellious thoughts and need to be reminded of my place.”

“Yes, it seems all women are not to be trusted, no matter their past performance, no matter whether slave or free, even free with outstanding performance and loyalty.”

“Forgive me, Mistress. You sound distressed. May I aid you in some way? Perhaps a massage or I would be pleased to service you.”

“Oh, yes, you will service me, but first I need to reduce my stress.” She doesn’t bother with the chastity belt. She knows it is superfluous. She can force me to climax with little effort now.

She used a strap on me. It hurt, of course. That was what we both needed. The first few blows were always the worst, then the heat diffused through my body, warming me, swelling my nips and labia engorge, quickening my breath, and filling me with lust. I heard Mistress breathing heavily, too. Partly from her exertions but, I think, mostly from watching me writhe in my bonds, and hearing my cries. I have learned to give a good show with my voice and my body. I’m not exaggerating how I feel, but not being stoic. I let my emotions out and my audience shares them. I am a performer and if I do it well, I keep my partner engaged long enough to reach orgasm. When I succeed, I feel my female power and submission mix with the pure physical pleasure of the climax.

Still basking in the warm afterglow of my orgasm, I smell her sex and open my eyes. She is but inches away and closing fast. I stick my tongue out and find she has already come. My task is to make her climax again. I attack her with vigor, greedily sucking in all of her love juices and trying earnestly to make more. Its always possible she may take me over the top again If I work hard.

After I come out of the autoshower, my hands are free. I don my maid’s uniform, concealing almost nothing, but glad for the illusion. I find her in the living room and kneel before her, awaiting orders.

“Your punishment is done. It’s time you had a real name. I’ve decided to name you ‘Kinsi’. I like the sound of it and there are no other females in the facility with that name. First thing in the morning I’ll take you to the slave processing facility and have your new name put on your collar and the tattoo removed. From now on answer to Kinsi. It’s spelled “K”, “I”, “N”, “S”, “I.”

“Thank you, Mistress, it is a beautiful name.” I spelled it in my head a couple of times.

“Would you like to belong to a man?”

“Mistress, have I displeased you? I like it here.”

“I understand most girls like belonging to men more than women for both biological and cultural reasons. Isn’t that true for you?”

“Mistress, the sex is better with a man, it’s true. But you’re the only Mistress I’ve ever known.  I’m afraid of men.”

“You should be afraid of me, too.”

“I am. I am. But not as much as men. They are so strong, are you going to sell me, Mistress?” I liked the Hunt Club and the camaraderie among the girls. And…I still harbored some faint hope of escape and was sure a male owner would be harder to escape than Megan.

“No, but I am considering changing gender.”

I was startled, “You can do that?” Maybe that would be better for me. Her mind wouldn’t change, just the suit she wore. I could get a penis with the same “Person.”

“Yes, it’s possible, and it seems necessary If I’m going to achieve my goals. I’ll have to go to school afterwards for a long time and I can’t take you with me. I’ll have to sell you or at least give you back to father.  You may like that better.”

I felt lost. She was the one who had taken care of me for months. I liked her, and she was going to leave me. Girls, and slaves especially have become frangible commodities. We are all the same now; pretty, poor, uneducated and totally dependent on males for everything. I curse the souls of those women who lay the Scourge on Earth and deprived womanhood of everything. I sobbed, “M…Mistress, please don’t leave me.”

“I won’t decide in haste. I’ll explore all possible courses before any drastic action. For your sake, though, I will let some male acquaintances of mine borrow you so you can see what it is like.”

“Thank you, Mistress. That may help my fears.” I didn’t think it would, but I wanted to show appreciation for the consideration Mistress was giving a slave. “May I start cleaning now?”

“No, I’m having a small soiree in a few minutes. Go to the autoshower and ask it to give you courtesan makeup.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I didn’t know what to expect when I told the AI what I needed. Soft manipulators sucked me in and makeup went on my eyes, cheeks, lips, breasts and sex. It redid  my nails and arranged my hair.in a flash. I looked at myself in the mirror and the effect was striking. I tried smiling lasciviously and I was a working girl in a maid’s skirt and apron.

Some sort of bra would have helped the image. My bare breasts made me look like I had been interrupted in sex. Maybe that’s the look Mistress wants. I went back into the living room. I saw she had laid out a number of sex toys on the sideboard.

“There are some hors d’oeuvres in the kitchen. Set them out and open the red wine to breath. There will be four guests.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Suddenly I was very glad I had the skimpy maid’s uniform. It covered my old name, “Cunt,” tattooed on my belly.

I busied myself, trying to suppress my nervousness. I had never served guests before. I remembered Virginia attending parties, but all of them were serve-yourself. I found a silver serving platter and plates and set them out. I found an old-fashioned manual opener and opened the red wine. The hors d’oeuvres looked and smelled mouth-watering good, but they weren’t for me and I was sure Jeeves would zap me if I presumed to eat one.

There were two men and two women on the doorstep when I opened the door. I invited them in. The women, a blonde and a redhead, barely glanced at me and the men, both tall and good looking, one blonde and the other black haired, spent a long moment looking me over from my high, heeled, shackled feet to my attention getting, ringed breasts and nose. I didn’t mind. I had come to enjoy the lust I could create in men.

When they were all talking to Mistress, I circulated with a tray of filled wine glasses. The first woman I approached took a glass of white wine but before I could move on, she put a finger through my left nipple ring and held it. I froze and looked at her face. Her eyes were glistening like she was a little girl who had just picked up a new kitten.

“What’s your name?”

“Kinsi, Mistress.”

“Do you tongue your Mistress?”

“I do whatever I’m told, Mistress.”

“Will you tongue me now, Kinsi?”

“If my Mistress tells me to.”

Still holding me in place the woman looked at Megan and asked,” Can Kinsi tongue me?”

Megan smiled and replied, “We’ll all play with her in a few minutes, Alice. Be patient.”

Alice looked at me appraisingly, then released my nipple ring, “Later, Kinsi.”

I took the tray of wine around and everyone felt me somehow. The other woman looked at my face and released the end of my leash, unwrapped it from my neck and held it close to my nose, “My, I’ve not seen this on slave girls before. I imagine it’s hard to resist.”

“Yes, Mistress. It’s very effective.”

“Do you act more submissive when someone holds it?”

“I’m always obedient, Mistress.”

“But you weren’t always, were you?”

“No, Mistress.”

She released me and took a glass of wine. Both men took a glass of red wine and cupped a breast but didn’t stop me or speak to me. I went to Mistress last and she took the last glass of red without saying anything.

I returned with a tray of hors d’oeuvres. After everyone was served, I put the tray on a sideboard beside the dildos, whips and gags. I knelt in a corner where I could see Mistress’ face and waited for orders. Mistress’ conversation area had comfortable chairs around a low, sturdy mahogany table. I focused on Mistress very closely. I didn’t want to miss even a subtle order.

I suppose I should be ashamed how little time it took for me to change from a rebellious, murderous girl into a dedicated, submissive slavegirl, eager to serve my betters. In my defense, any word or action I made that was not submissive earned me pain. Jeeves never slept and never missed anything I did. The modern system of high technology enslavement is not going to be foiled by a slave. It has to be a powerful, savvy, person, obviously a man, to fool or subvert it. I had no idea how to find such a person, willing to help me, even if I were free to look.

I was startled from my focus when Alice asked, “When can we play with Kinsi?”

“Is everyone ready?”

There was a chorus of Ayes.

Kinsi, come here.”

I hurried over and went into standing display. She lay a thick comforter across one end of the table. “Get up on the table. Kneel on the comforter.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the comforter was softer than the carpet. “Keep your knees spread and lean forward on your hands.”

I obeyed.

“Don’t lift your hands or knees off the table.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She put my leash through a ring under the table and clipped the end back on my nose ring, then strapped a very efficient blindfold over my eyes. I hadn't expected the blindfold, and it unnerved me. A small whimper escaped through my parted, red glossy lips. Everything was black. I felt my body erupt into arousal. I wasn’t close to orgasm yet, but my nipples and labia lips were swelling precipitously.

“I’ll get a few surprises for her.” I heard her go to the kitchen open and close  some doors and come back. There was a muffled clatter as she lay things on a hard surface.

“Ladies and gentlemen, Kinsi is now open. No permanent marks or injuries. Enjoy.”

It was from that moment, the guests relaxed, and everyone carried on talking as before. People got up, ate, and talked. Glasses clinked as if Kinsi wasn't there. For a while, she thought that perhaps she'd been forgotten, but as the food sounds decreased, she felt a hand slide along her thigh and over her ass cheeks. That had seemed like the catalyst, as one by one, different hands began slowly to slide over her skin. The hands would wander, just touching her skin and then leave her, she imagined them falling back into the lap of the owner, or twiddling restlessly with the remaining food, or taking a small sip of wine, She felt eyetracks all over her body, masters and mistresses, free people savoring her helplessness.  Her arousal grew and she felt moisture trickle into her sex.

The first hand that slid between her thighs was a woman, or so she thought. It was a gentle touch, with soft skin and long fingers. She couldn't remember who was sitting near that hand, but she savored the feel of it, and let out a soft moan as it glided towards her wet sex. Slowly, very slowly, a finger slipped inside her, and she gasped as it slid in and out. She could hear the sound of her juices dripping on the table as the finger manipulated her, twisting inside her and pressing lightly against her g spot. She noticed, with heightened senses, the scent of her juices, and blushed beneath the blindfold. The finger was withdrawn, and Kinsi jumped a little in surprise as it was slowly wiped over her lips, and she tasted her own love juice.

Talk around the table continued, though she couldn't catch most of the conversations. They were merging, and she found it hard to focus on one. Now and again, there was laughter, a joke shared, a witty quip. It grew in volume as wine flowed.


Before long, Kinsi felt a hand slide beneath her, and fumbling fingers found a nipple, tugging it, twisting the ring, flicking the bell or the swollen nipple with a nail, a man's nail she thought. Short and stubby. She whimpered and winced as the twist tightened. She bit her lip and tried to breathe as the pain seared through her breast. She longed to raise a hand to protect her gland, but her training was unbreakable. She could not disobey, had to let a master do what he wanted to her. She was drenched in shame for her submissiveness.  When the fingers left her nipple she panted softly, listening intently for movement.


Megan leaned close to her ear and whispered, "You're doing great Kinsi, I'm proud of you, but do not orgasm without permission" 

It was all she needed to hear. Those words of pride and comfort made her so content that she felt she could withstand any stimulation, control her body, make her Mistress even prouder.

Suddenly there was a spank on her ass from behind her. It shook the usually strong table and made her yelp. She felt the burning surge on her ass cheek but had little time to recover as the second blow fell. She counted nine spanks in all, each one seemed harder than the last, and she waited for the tenth with bated breath. It didn't come, not then. Instead of that, someone else had taken one of the toys from the shelf, and was sliding a dildo over her cunt, slipping it between folds and holding it teasingly against her hole as it leaked more cream. She forced her body to calmness. Repeating her mantra, “Calm down. Whatever you feel, you won’t climax.”

Megan sat back in her chair and surveyed the scene. Her slave was on the table, being fondled and played with by all her guests. The food was plentiful. The wine was flowing. 
When Kinsi was being left alone for a moment, Megan got up and took a safety candle from the sideboard, she lit it and held it aloft as she moved to the center of the table. Suddenly all her guests' eyes were following her, and she grinned evilly.


"There's one for everyone, help yourself." 

She held the candle above Kinsi's ass, and slowly began to drip the wax onto her skin, watching as it hardened. Kinsi cried out as the warm wax surprised her. How could she have forgotten about the candles? Soft moans slipped unbidden from her mouth. Tears welled in her eyes beneath the blindfold as the slow stream of wax flowed and dripped down her moist crack.

From another part of the table, she felt wax dripping against her back and before she realized it, a hand removed one of her shoes and she felt the wax dripping onto the sole of her foot. She knew it was not hot enough to burn her, but every drop spread its warmth over her and seeped directly into her belly, pushing it toward climax. She tried not to squeal, but as time wore on it became increasingly difficult, and she pressed her lips together, wanting to endure it for Megan, to make her proud.

She felt a tug on her nose as she was pulled closer to the edge of the table. She knew what was coming, she just didn't know who's cock she would be sucking as she parted her lips and felt it touch her lips. She kissed it, welcoming the chance to do something, especially something to serve a master. This was her place and it felt like homecoming. She licked the underside and opened her mouth fully, letting it slide in deep, slipping over her wet tongue and towards her throat.

"Suck it!" The voice was male and they all were masters. She closed her lips around the cock and drew it in deep, sucking as hard as she could, her cheeks caving around the shaft like a tight cunt. The man thrust his cock deeper, fucking her face hard, his hands gripping her hair as he pulled her mouth down hard onto his cock. For a moment he stopped, the tip deep in her throat, and her fingers curled, scratching at the table as she struggled for air. She almost didn't notice the cock that was pressing against her tight star.
 

"Dessert." She mused to herself, even as the cock pushed a little harder and stretched her pucker wide, her pulsating muscles trying to relax. The two cocks found a rhythm one with the other, and she rocked on her knees with the pressure of their fucking, her nipple bells chiming as they scraped over the table. She groaned as the cocks filled her from each end, and before long, she felt a vibration against her clit. One of the women had a vibrator!

Her cunt muscles tightened, her juices drooling down her thigh as she felt a hand caress the spot, rubbing her juices into her skin as she needily pressed back against the cock in her ass. The man didn't need begging twice, and he thrust harder, filling her ass with his thick cock as the other cock plunged hard and fast into her mouth.

Megan loved watching her guests enjoy her slave, but needed to join in. She put on leather gloves and picked up her special surprise for Kinsi and went to stand beside her hips. The object was white with frost. She knelt beside the table and bent to look at Kinsi’s sex. Her labia were pink and swollen and spread wide open.

Megan felt Kinsi’s inner lips and massaged them gently, savoring her gasp and low keening. With a swift motion she withdrew her fingers and slipped the ice dildo deep inside her. Kinsi squealed and bucked, nearly pulling off both of the warm, human cocks impaling her.

Kinsi was deep into subspace, lost in the pleasure of two cocks filling her and wishing her third orifice could share in the pleasure when someone’s fingers started to make her wishes come true. Suddenly her vagina muscles convulsed with the pleasure of contact and intense feeling. She kept up her mantra, “Calm down. Whatever you feel, you won’t climax.” She had never felt such stimulation inside her. She didn’t feel cold or hot or pain, just intense something. She wanted it and feared it. What was happening to her?  Suddenly her belly contracted in an intense orgasm. Her vagina muscles clenched, trying to pull the intruder deeper, but it squirted out of her in a flash like there was nothing behind it. She squealed through her nose as both cocks pulsed in her, the one in her mouth squirting into her throat and mouth and coating her face as it withdrew, the other filling her anal cavity with its hot spend. She swallowed the salty spend as the cock in her ass relaxed, slowly shrinking.

Megan pumped the icy member into Kinsi while the men taking her redoubled their efforts. Both men climaxed in unison inside her, filling her oral cavity and anal cavity with their hot sperm while Megan’s icy analog chilled her belly. Kinsi’s reflex surge at feeling the incredible invader squirted the ice dildo out like a watermelon seed. It caught Megan off guard , leapt out of her grasp, and flew across the room, leaving a glistening trail of Kinsi’s love juices and water behind it.

The cock in her mouth withdrew, just as his panting grew heavy, and a cry of release echoed in the room. She felt the hot salty cum splash against her face and drip into her nose and mouth, and willingly she lapped up all that she could. While her tongue was licking the cum from her lips, another cock slid into her mouth, and without hesitation she started to suck that one too. She felt soft hands on each of her tits, perhaps one person, perhaps two, but she arched her back to allow them room to maneuver. The hands were gentle, women she thought, and their touches made her groan with pleasure.


The vibrator on her clit slid into her cunt as the cock in her ass withdrew. 

Cum dripped from her ass as the cock pulled out, and the vibe filled her fleetingly before that too was removed, and suddenly she seemed alone, but for the sounds of panting and zips being done up.

All was quiet for a while, and then Kinsi heard Megan speak, "Ladies and Gentlemen, dessert is served."

Megan set out a platter of fruit and chocolate mousse and there were sounds of approval from the guests. Megan served.

She took a large spoon and dipped it into the mousse, smearing the chocolate goo all over Kinsi's flesh.

"I hope you don't mind, my friends, but the chocolate mousse is a delicacy that is best licked."


John chuckled and placed a bit of the mousse on Kinsi's lips, kissing it off her tenderly. She smiled, and kissed him back, at that moment knowing that she had pleased him greatly.


Within seconds, there were tongues sliding all over her body.  and she could barely stand the pleasure as she writhed them. Megan had slathered chocolate mousse over her cunt, and she tried hard to tell how many tongues were licking her there. 

"Cum, Kinsi."

The voice had seemingly boomed above the noise of lapping and licking, the voice she loved, with the words she had longed to hear. Her body shook, as the orgasm burst from her, and she cried out, jerking on the table as the tongues licked ferociously. More cum splashed on her body as she felt slaps on her inner thighs, the sting bringing tears to her eyes as her body continued to ride the orgasm.

It was as if a volcano had erupted, and she gasped for breath, waiting for the throbbing of her cunt walls to subside. Eventually Kinsi calmed, the drool nestling in a pool on the tablecloth, her cum soaked body aching as it pressed against the table.


Silence fell around the table, when from the other end, a man began to clap slowly. Before long, the four guests were joining in, and  giving Megan a round of applause, each of them exclaiming what a wonderful evening they'd had.


Chapter 5 : Hunt Club

Megan took me to the slave shop early and had them remove my tattoo and leash and put “Kinsi” on my collar. I felt like I had escaped purdah and rejoined society. I was at least a normal slave now.  I didn’t expect I would ever go any higher, but I was still better than before. “Thank you, so much, Mistress.”

“You’re a good girl, Kinsi. You deserve it.”

She left me at the Hunt Club.  I whined and kissed her feet before she left. Once I had felt cheated at having a Mistress instead of a Master. No more. I didn’t think I could love anyone more than Megan. She had broken me to her harness and I wanted to wear it always.

After she left, I was sent into the yard. I went over to Siobhan and Gail and we talked for a few minutes

Sharon came into the yard and called out, “Line up.” All the bitches came over and lined up in front of her. I joined them.

“Kinsi, front. I trotted to her, wondering if I was in trouble. “Face the pack.”

I turned around and knelt.

“Cunt has been renamed. She is now called Kinsi and has joined our pack. She has four more days of basic training then she’ll be here all day. She’ll sleep at home. Siobhan, when we’re done here show her around the pack area and what chores we have. You both have permission to visit all the grounds You don’t have to show her all the hunt fields or the hotel. OK, that’s all. Go.”

Siobhan came up to me and the other bitches wandered into small groups. “Let’s start in the kennel first, this way,” and she headed toward the building. I followed her back through the low swinging door into the kennel area. Facing the racks and cupboards for the girl’s things was a wall of kennels. Siobhan opened one of the barred doors to show me a bare concrete walled cell, eight feet deep, four high and four wide. “Sometimes girls sleep here instead of elsewhere. Most girls have owners and spend the nights with them. The club only has a dozen or so girls of its own.

Next to the kennels was a huge bathroom with twenty toilets and ten auto showers. Next to that was a medical facility with a couple of barred holding cells and three large, commercial grade autodocs. “Sometimes a girl gets hurt in a hunt, doing chores, or by an enthusiastic guest.”

Next was a couple of spartan offices and finally a large playroom/exercise facility with furniture, bondage equipment, and open space. It had a small stage with the distinctive knobs of a holoprojector in the wall and ceiling.

I was surprised at the space, “All this room for twenty pack girls?”

Siobhan laughed, “No silly, a hundred girls. Most of us work in the hotel most of the time, unless there’s a big hunt, then we’re all pack bitches.”

“How often do hunts happen?”

“Little ones once a month, big ones every three months. The next one will be big.”

“You like it here?”

“Oh, yes. The work is light, there’s a lot of sex, and the food is better than the slave chow most girls get. We get better food because we exercise a lot. Not as much as pony girls, but more than most.”

“This is a hotel?”

“Yep. The only one on the grounds. ReNew employees and visitors stay here.”

“So, what do we do here?”

“We clean the rooms and entertain the guests. They will show you that before you start in the hotel.”

“Sex?”

“All the time for anyone who wants you. You are a perk for any guest. They can take you in their room or anywhere, whenever they want. You’re here to be used in any way they want. Girls sometimes must spend some time in the autodocs after servicing customers, but not often. We’re watched by the AIs and if things get out of hand, they send a guard to stop it.”

We went outside and she showed me a big garden filled with rows of vegetables, a couple of fruit orchards, pasture for milk cows. “How many milk animals are here?”

“Ten cows and twenty or so Hucows. The barns for both are on the other side of the pasture.”

“Do both kinds share the pasture?”

“No the Hucows have a big yard on the far side of the barns. Do you want to see them?”

”Yes. Can we?” I sure wanted to see them. Roger and Megan had discussed it as possibly in my future. I had read stories that extolled the intense pleasure they got from being milked but I never met one. It may have all been fiction.

“Sharon said everything except all the hunt fields and the hotel. So, yes.”

We were on a paved road and she turned at the next intersection. I saw big buildings in front of us, partly concealed by some trees. The sun was warm on my naked back and I looked forward to some shade.

There were two barns. The smaller one had a sign, “HUCOW DAIRY” so there was no mistake what was in it. Siobhan entered open double doors and I followed. It took a minute for my eyes to adjust to the dark interior. When they did, I saw it looked like a clean horse barn with barred stalls on either side of a central aisle. To our left was a door labelled “Milking Room.”  There was a rhythmic motor sound coming from it. The door latch was a handle we could open with our mitts. Siobhan opened it and we entered. The room was lined with mirrors and even between the milking stands

There were four milking stands, two of them occupied. I went to the closest one, occupied by a brunette. She looked like she was high, staring straight ahead, eyes half closed, and a dopey half smile on her lips. She brightened considerably when she heard us approaching, probably my bells gave us away.

The stand was simple, two thick steel tubes set in the concrete floor, shoulder width apart, standing six feet tall with adjustable fittings clamped to them. A rectangular assembly of the same material stood out from the posts on which the girl’s torso rested.  Her collar was clipped to a ring on the frame and her hips were bent over the part between the posts. Her anklets were clipped to the base of the posts. Her hands were locked in reverse prayer position and her breasts dangled below the frame.

All the stands were identical and more complex than seemed necessary, I thought Hucows simply lay or stood so their breasts hung down. These had a pedestal about a foot high, four wide and six long. Four thick rods rose from slots in the top of the pedestal. The two for the girl’s arms supported handholds and a wide tube. The girl’s arms descended through the tubes and gripped the handholds. Her cuffs were clipped to a ring on the handhold. The rear rods had stirrups for her feet and a pair of wide leather straps gripping her calves and thighs. The girl could not bend her knees or elbows.  A padded frame supported her shoulders and belly, letting her breasts hand freely below her.

She was held with her legs bent at right angles to her hips, so that her torso was parallel with the base and the leg rods angled outwards so her ankles were held three feet apart. A low platform set between her ankles, the rear higher than the front. A sturdy rod was attached to the side of the base and supported a thin box with a switch and two knurled knobs beside her waist.

The girl was wearing a bridle and a stiff leather posture collar buckled over her metal  slave collar. It was high in front, cupping her chin, forcing her to look up, and had cutouts allowing access to the rings of her slave collar. She could look to either side or even up a little further. Her mouth was free, though a bit and reins hung on a stand set beside the milking stand.

She was immobile except for the ability to move her arms a little, back and forth and shift her head a little. She couldn’t touch any part of her body.

The two cylinders of the milking machine clung to her breasts. They were transparent and I could see the inner sheath contracting as the machine sucked the milk from her, alternating to the rhythm of the pump. Her nipples bore rings as big as mine and the cylinders were large enough to easily encompass them. I noted the cylinders were long enough to easily hold bells like mine, though the girl did not have them.

She smiled brightly and said, “Hi. I’m Brittany. I don’t see pack girls here often. Did you walk here?”

Siobhan replied, “Hello, I’m Siobhan and this is Cunt.  She’s new at the club and I’m showing her around the grounds.”

“Your master really named you Cunt?”

“Yeah. I’m hoping it’s temporary. He didn’t put it on my collar yet. Does that hurt?”

“No. It feels wonderful.”

“I’m curious. You’re a hucow? I mean this isn’t just a sometimes thing, right?”

“Oh no, this is what I do, three, sometimes four times a day. It’s the same for all of us here. We love it and do it as often as we can. That’s Matty on the other station. Ask her.”

I looked over at Matty, six feet away, her head was turned towards us and she looked alert and had a half-smile, “Brittany’s right. All of us like this life and we ask to be milked as often as we can. We don’t ask unless we feel full, otherwise it’s a waste of time.”

“Brittany, how long have you been a hucow?”

“Almost four years now.”

“Do you want to do this forever?”

She laughed lightly, “Oh no. The record is fifteen years. This is just a pleasant time and I’ll go back in the general pool when I’m milked out. I think I’d like to be a ponygirl then. They look like they enjoy their work and it’s all outside, or maybe a gardener.”

“This stand you’re on is not what I thought a milking stand looked like.”

This is the new model. It’s really a riding stand. If I produce enough milk, my master will ride me to orgasm. How much milk is in my bottle?”

I looked down and found the glass container. It was graduated and the milk was just above the “4” mark. ”More than four.”

“Thank God.”

I was surprised by Brittany and Matty: they were not overweight at all. Their breasts seemed no bigger than mine or Siobhan’s and they looked just as trim with small waists and womanly hips. I saw the muscles of their arms and legs and their faces were pretty, even without makeup. They fairly glowed with health. “Do you exercise a lot?”

“Of God, yes. After my farmer takes me down, I’ll get a snack then exercise for an hour. We have to exercise after every milking session.”

“What kind of exercise?”

“It varies. I think my next one is weights and ponygirl stuff. They watch our heart rates and make us work hard.”

“And you like it here? Why?”

“Several reasons, I guess, but the biggest reason is I’m always horny. All the hormones they give me to make me produce milk keeps me horny and ready to breed. I’m always wet and needy. My nipples ache all the time and my pussy lips are puffy and itch. Every hucow is like this and I love the thought of being aroused all the time. There’s something basic, an animal instinct about a girl being ready and craving sex all the time. Hucows are the sluttiest of slaves, and it’s what I want to be.”

A man entered the room and Siobhan and I put our foreheads on the floor in obeisance to the male.

“Kneel, bitches.”

We obeyed promptly.

“What are you doing here?”

Siobhan answered, “Master, I was told to show Cunt around the grounds. And we came here so she could see a hucow.”

He came closer and took hold of my nose ring. He turned my head from side to side, “Pretty. A lot of bells. He apparently doesn’t trust you not to sneak around.”

“No, master.”

“Would you like to be a hucow?”

“I…don’t know, Master. Brittany was telling me why she likes it when you arrived. She wasn’t done and I would like to be as happy as her.”

“From your bells, you probably won’t like it as much initially as Brittany. She’s a contented milker but she started naturally submissive. That type of girl hits the milker running. You seem to have be less submissive, so you won’t start as well, but in a few months, you’ll learn to appreciate submission and be very happy.”

“Master, I don’t know if I could ever be that submissive.”

“Trust me, you will be. Faster if you become a hucow, but eventually as a slave.”

“Master, I mean no disrespect, but I don’t think anyone can tell what I will become. I seem to be different.”

“We’ll see. Both of you come over here. He walked to a wall and we followed him. He had us kneel with our backs to the wall. He put a leash on my nose ring, threaded it through a ring on the wall and clipped it to Siobhan’s nose ring, tethering us in place. He went back to Brittany, “Good girl, you produced over four cups of milk.”  He squatted in front of her, lifted her head and kissed her, long and she moaned in pleasure. He stood up and circled her, caressing her skin, gently sliding his hands over her pale body. He stood up and turned to us, “We keep our girls fit so they will be good producers and good companions. We stole the design for our milking stands from our ponygirl cousins.”

He moved back until he was beside Brittany’s legs and leaned over her. I saw his hand slide under her cunt pouch, between her legs. His fingers slipped inside her and she moaned.

“Brittany is quite wet. But, of course, she’s always moist , all of our girls are. But this device is really designed to give her other orifice a workout. I’m going to take her for a run as a reward for being such a good producer.” He put a bit in her mouth and draped reins over her back, letting them lay in the crack between her ass cheeks. He hung a riding crop on a hook on the side of the stand, in easy reach.

He took out his stiff cock, got a fingerful of lube from a jar on a table behind Brittany, walked back beside her and rubbed his hand over her bottom. She gasped at his first touch and closed her eyes. His hand moved slowly over her bottom and her mouth moved, silently repeating, “Now, master, please.” Her eyes shot open and she gasped as his finger dipped into her dark, puckered opening. He mounted the platform behind her and moved close. I knew when his member touched her orifice from the widening of her eyes. The look of sheer bliss on her face made me envious. I don’t ever remember feeling that way about sex. I always enjoyed it, but she was in heaven at his first touch .

The plate under Brittany silently lowered, leaving her supported by her arms and legs. The pump stopped, the cylinders dropped off her breasts, and he ordered, “Walk.”

She pushed forward with her arms, pushing the rods they were holding forward in their long slots. The rods supporting her legs only pivoted a little. Her back dipped as her arms went forward. The arm rods only went forward several inches before they looked like they bounced back.

Brittany began to rock forward and back. Massaging his erection in the cleft of her bottom. He adjusted his position so his cock butted more deeply into her cleft, nuzzling her puckered ring every time her hips pushed back into him. Softly he said, “Slowly girl. Steady rhythm let the machine guide you. You know I’ll fit perfectly.”

Brittany was pleading now, “More, master. Now, please.”

He pushed forward, feeling his cock begin to penetrate her anal ring. Little by little, every rearward push of her bottom slid her further onto him. In a minute the head of his cock was accepted into her warm body, then expelled at every stride. He turned the stride knob one more notch and ordered, “Trot.” Her hands could move farther now and he leaned forward. The extra few inches in her reach now allowed her to slide him deeper into her. He leaner forward more, letting some of his weight press into her. He turned the resistance knob a little higher to compensate. He savored the bliss of her hot, tight tunnel of flesh sliding all around him. As she moved, he could feel the complex interplay of her strong muscles as she obediently maintained her stride. He watched her back and shoulder muscles flex and see tiny droplets of perspiration forming.

He looked up and watched her face in the mirror, white teeth gripping the rubber bit, full red lips smiling around them, eyes half closed in concentration. The side mirrors showed her heavy breasts swaying in time with her stride, nipples rigid with arousal.

He reached up to the controls and twisted both knobs to full and shouted, “Gallop.” He bent over her, resting almost all his weight on her back. She was pushed down and forward, the arm rods thudding forcefully into the stops, bouncing back with mighty force, still she maintained the gallop, determined to give a good ride. His cock rammed deeper into her, his balls slapping against her cunt.

He gave her straining flanks a couple of stinging slaps, “Almost there, faster!” He dropped the crop and her reins, reached forward and grasped a heaving breast in each hand; squeezing and pinching, lifting them up and forward, pushing her on to greater effort, all the while mercilessly pounded her with his overwhelming male strength, driving her forward into the stops, once, twice, three times. When she thought she could go no further, he erupted inside her, filling her with his hot spend and pushing her over the edge of her own cliff into a stupendous orgasm. She screamed, “Yes, Yes, master,” and their individual spasms kept them moving for a long time until gradually their joined and spent bodies rocked to a stop. He lay still across her exhausted body, her breasts still clutched in his hands, gently kneading them, savoring her warmth and the and the savory aroma of clean sweat over heady musk. He stayed in her, knowing she had to support him as long as he wanted, basking in his total control of his exciting, sensuous mount. He stayed in her until his member had returned to its resting state. 

He dismounted, cleaned his flaccid member and put it back in his pants. He took a thick pole from a cupboard and went back behind Brittany. He inserted one end in a port at the back of the platform and it moved like it was alive. It was an AI controlled device and it was adjusting to Brittany. Once the end descended below her back, I couldn’t see what it was doing, but Brittany started and writhed a little, then she started her rocking motion again, with the pole instead of the man. He watched her for a moment and she was soon making little gasping sounds and moaning. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling around her bit again. She was accelerating and soon climaxed with a squeal of pleasure and slowed but didn’t stop.

He came over to us and freed us from the wall, replacing the end of my leash on Siobhan’s nose ring. “Up.”

We got up on hands and feet, he gripped our common leash in one hand and led us over behind Brittany.  “Observe.”

The pole had bent over and its end was a thick, ribbed dildo. It was stationary while Brittany’s bottom rocked back and forth, not able to go forward enough to come off it and taking nearly a foot of it inside her on her back stroke, moaning at every stroke. A flexible cable came out of the rod behind the dildo and entered her sex.

He explained, “It’s electrically stimulating her clitoris, and vagina just enough to give her an orgasm every couple of minutes. Girls can have several climaxes in a row so this is a reward we give our Hucows when they have done well. I’ll show you how it feels.”

What? I knew there were two empty machines sitting idle. Was he going to put us on them? I wasn’t sure I wanted to be milked. I wasn’t making any milk anyway. But he wasn’t asking if we wanted it.

He led us over to one of the idle machines. “Kneel.”

We did. He removed the leash from Siobhan and clipped it on a ring on a nearby post. He didn’t want me straying. We both knew it wasn’t necessary, the AI wouldn’t let me leave, but most men don’t like females left free to wander even a little.

He took the paws off Siobhan, had her remove her boots, removed her ankle chain and fastened her feet to the machine’s stirrups, fastened her hands to the front rods, and put a posture collar on her. “You’re not ready to produce milk so I will set the milker on low, so you can feel it.”

“Thank you, master.”

He put a lotion on his hands and kneaded her breasts, she gasped and I saw her nipples harden. “Slut,” I thought, fondly.

He held a cylinder to her left breast and it sucked her nipple into its opening and clung like a baby’s mouth. Her quick intake of breath was repeated as the other breast was engaged. 

He greased another pole and slid it into its mount on the back of the platform. It immediately aligned its tip with Siobhan’s bottom hole and moved forward to nuzzle her dark-ringed orifice. She gasped and swayed a little When the tip was located properly the smaller vaginal probe extended forward and entered her slit. She gasped again as it entered her. I had a perfect view and watched the process with a mix of morbid fascination and erotic desire. It was still a mystery to me how I could be aroused by the thought of being mechanically forced to climax, but I was. I knew I was being scientifically conditioned to obedience and I was ashamed of my weakness, but I loved it so.

Siobhan began rocking back and forth, taking more of the dildo inside her at each backward thrust until nearly a foot of it was disappearing in her each time. He didn’t bother with the bit or bridle since he wasn’t partaking. Her gasps and moans rose in volume until she came with a scream. But she didn’t stop, merely slowed briefly.

At her climax he turned to me, “Ready?”

“Yes, master.”

I was mounted quickly on another stand and felt giddy excitement as he rubbed lotion on my breasts.

“The milking machines were designed to handle decorations like yours. It will feel the same as for all the other Hucows.”

“Thank you, master. That’s a relief. I haven’t seen many girls with bells.”

“We get more with bells than most specialties. It seems the more difficult girls adapt quicker here. I’ve set yours on low.” I watched as he lifted the cylinders up to meet my breasts. He carefully lifted the first one straight up, around my dangling bell, over the ring, and them it made contact. It sucked my nipple in and sealed against my breast. It didn’t hurt, just a steady suck that pulsed harder every second or so.

Then my right breast was engaged and he left my limited field of view. To get the pole I imagine. I tried pushing my arms forward, the rods slid about two feet with a springy resistance that pushed them all the way back when I relaxed. The sucking on my breasts started to feel “Normal.”

Then I felt the dildo nuzzle up against my bottom crack and slide down until its tip was pushing against my anus. I remembered my lessons and tried to relax my sphincter. “Relax and welcome him in.”  Its push was increasing and it was about to go in when I felt the vaginal probe slip between my sex lips. My muscles spasmed shut instinctively and I rocked forward a little. It didn’t do any good. The AI followed me and I relaxed. Resistance was futile. I had watched it happen to Brittany and Siobhan and there was nothing any of us could do to stop it, besides they liked it. They slipped into me and I submitted, slowly, but completely.

The vaginal probe was giving me small shocks in a repeating sequence; clit, vagina, labia, clit… I realized I was moaning in time to my rocking motion, on, off, on, off and I was very aroused.

But my emotional state was not just from the physical stimulation. The machine sucking on my breasts had activated a primal emotion. I had never felt like this before. A switch had been thrown in my brain This was right, it was what I was intended to do. I was designed to make milk and I was fulfilling my destiny. I was finally doing what I should.

I didn’t have the presence of mind to count my climaxes. I reverted to the aboriginal number system; one, two, many. I was swamped in pleasure; no thought could penetrate the flaming cloud of euphoria flooding my mind.

Finally, it was over. He took me off the milking stand  My breasts were red and tender, but I felt wonderful.  Siobhan and Brittany and Matty were waiting for me. I was still a little shaky and he led me to them. I knelt in the line with the other slaves, once again wearing my paws, boots, wrist ,and ankle chains. I was a Hunt Club bitch again, but I wasn’t the same. I felt like I had just had an epiphany. I was attracted and scared. I wanted to feel that sense of rightness overlaid with intense pleasure again, but I knew it would soon overwhelm me, take away all independent thought, make me an unreasoning addict. Soon “I” would be gone, unable to do anything but beg for more.

He took the leash off, then stood facing us, the helpless slave girls in his complete power. “Well, my pretty bitches, did you like this experience?”

Siobhan said, “It was beautiful, master.”

“Would you like to feel that again, be milked?”

“Yes, master.”

He looked at me, “What about you?

I thought about my reply. If I lied the AI would punish me. If I told the truth the farmer might punish me. I had no milk to give now and even empty it was overwhelming. I could imagine actually giving milk making me an addict, unable to ever have another independent thought. It was incredibly attractive and terrifying. I could see it turning me into a mindless animal that thought only about being milked. How can I answer him? The truth was embarrassing but what choice do I have?“ It was extremely pleasant, master, but I don’t want to do it again.”

“Interesting. Why not?”

“It was too strong. I am afraid it would take me over and erase any independent thought from me.”

“A good slave only thinks of pleasing her master.”

“Yes, master. I fear I am not a good slave.”

“I’m sure you will learn. In any case it’s time for you two to return to the club. You are always welcome to visit.”

“Thank you for an interesting experience, master.” Siobhan and I left. We reached the path and she said, “We should go back. We’ve been gone long enough.” We turned back the way we had come.

“OK. Siobhan, would you like to be a hucow?”

“I might. It was very pleasant. I didn’t know about the milking stand.”

“Me, either. Do you think our masters could get one?”

“If we ask, they will probably give us the hormones to make milk, just to see how they like us that way. The Hucows we met weren’t what I expected. Their breasts were big, but they seemed fit.”

“I saw that too. What would it be like to have to be milked regularly, I wonder? We’d be more dependent on our masters, but it would feel good, too.”

“How can we be any more dependent than now? They control everything about us now. Wouldn’t you like to have that pleasure again?”

She’s right. What could it hurt? My desire for independence was a foolish dream. They had me and I saw no way out. I might as well aim for as much pleasure as I could get. We were silent for the rest of the way. “Yeah, probably. I wonder what else it would mean?”

Roger was in his office, alone. He had sent Ellie to a dance class. “Argus, report on the German surveillance.

“I have monitored a cascading inquiry on the organizational structure of ReNew. It is apparent that the people are organized into cells that are ignorant of each other. There is only vertical information flow. The requestor is still unknow. A name is never used, simply, “The Boss.” He now knows the basic international organization and has a detailed knowledge of the European Division. Some of the information  is from direct observation either as photographs or facial recognition scans. There was a focus of interest on the Brussels and Antimilos facilities.”

“OK. Who is the most likely originator of the search?”

“Uncertain. I have three candidates In or near Germany, all at about thirty percent likelihood. Two business entrepreneurs and one politician. All have requested authorization from their governments to become a ReNew client. All have been denied. Two were denied for political reasons, one is unknown.”

“Find out specifics of their denials”

“Understood.”

“Thanks Argus. Keep watching.” He activated his direct line to his secretary. “Mary, send a note to James: I just received reliable intelligence that Brussels and Antimilos are under surveillance by an unknown party. Increase security in both installations. How was your trip to Vesta? Sign it Dad.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thank you,” he closed the circuit.

We’d only been back in the yard for  a few minutes before the man who examined me when I first arrived came into the yard and called me over. I trotted to him and knelt, careful to smile and keep my tail wagging. It was easy, it felt natural now.

“Well, Kinsi, did you like being milked?”

“Arf.”

“Good. I like to get to know all the bitches.” He clipped a leash onto my nose ring, “Come.”

I followed him inside and upstairs. He led me through a door into a large office with a wall of windows looking over the yard and farms. I saw the hucow barn and the vegetable garden. He paused at a desk then led me through another door into living quarters. We were in a living room and I could see a dining room, hall, and kitchen. I looked mannish with brown and tan colors, a wide bookshelf, and a large cupboard against a wall. I guessed it concealed an A/V setup. We kept going int a big bedroom, bigger than the living room. In the center of the long wall was a more than king size canopy bed of dark oak.

He led me to the bed, fastened the end of my leash to a ring on one of the bed posts and sat on the bed. I knelt in front of him, almost touching his foot with my knee.

“Hands.”

I lifted my hands to him. He removed the paws and the chain joining my cuffs. “Take off your boots.”

I sat down and unlaced my boots. I opened them and slid them off and handed them to him, one at a time. He tossed them against the wall, beside the bed. My anklets were still joined by fourteen inches of chain. I looked up at him and saw he was looking stern. I went back to kneeling in front of him and crossed my wrists behind me.

“Hands.”

Again, I lifted my hands to him. This time he put my hands, palm down, on his knees.

“Lean forward and put your head between my knees.” He fastened my cuffs to the back ring of my collar. “Straighten up.”

I watched as he removed his cock. It was big, long, and semi-erect. He leaned back and watched my face. I was already smiling. I wet my lips and asked, “May I service you, master?”

“I want to see you work. Make me erect then stop.”

I scooted forward then put my face close to him. He smelled good. I had to tilt my head to the side to get my nose ring and bell out of the way. I licked his tip and kissed him, then I opened my lips and sucked his tip in and started swirling my tongue around it.

“That’s good, girl, go deeper and put more tongue in it.”

I sucked him deep and massaged the bottom of his cock with my tongue. I bobbed my head back and forth, taking him deeper each time until I had him all the way and his balls touched my chin. I sucked him all the way in before I relaxed and pulled off him. I was carful not to let him out of my mouth. He put his hands on my head and held them there as I bobbed on and off. He didn’t move my head but just held on as I moved. I was getting  aroused as I sucked him off. My nipples were aching and I felt moisture in my sex. To me, oral sex is the most submissive and erotic thing a woman can do, short of actual sex.

He encouraged me with words like, “Suck more, good, deeper,’ for several minutes as he grew ever larger. I kept going as I felt him swell up in my throat. I wanted him in me. I knew he wasn’t going to cum in my mouth but I could hope he would use me properly, and, Oh My God, stay with me until I climaxed too.

Finally, he said, “Enough girl.”

It was time, I hoped. I pulled off him and he stood up, picked me up and dropped me on the bed, face up. Yes! Now I could only hope he would stay in me long enough. He was no sallow youth so I thought I had a good chance.

I drew my feet up against my bottom and spread my legs as far as my hobble allowed, giving him the easiest access I could manage. I was still helpless, but more comfortable than usual, not having to lay on my arms. I watched his face as he climbed onto me, his hips spreading my legs further apart. I felt my labia lips pull apart, clearing the way for his grand entrance. It didn’t matter how many times it happened; it was always grand to me. Virginia was not like this. She was always tight with her assets, doling them out carefully, as though she only had a few uses in her and wanted to savor them. Ever since I was quickened, became aware of my own existence, I wanted a man in me, all the way.

Was I a nympho or was she cold? It didn’t matter I guess, but in the ages between me spreading my legs, to the first touch of his member, I reviewed our differences and raised my hips to meet him as soon as possible. I was eager and willing. I was also helpless and incapable of doing much else, but it was enough. I smiled lasciviously and begged, “Please fuck me master, long and hard. Make me come again and again. Master me, please.”

He slipped into my moist passage, thrilling every nerve in my nervy covered love canal. He drove me to a climax in a few thrusts, but, thank God, he didn’t climax then. He soldiered on, grunting with effort and making me squeal in pleasure. He filled my canal, making me spasm in joy every time he impaled me. I came again and yet again under his weight and force. He was plowing my field, making me water it again and again, before he exploded in me, filling me with his thick, hot seed, and forcing the best orgasm from me to merge our fluids in the boiling cauldron of my vagina.

He lay on me until he had regained his normal size. He raised off me, taking his weight on his arms, still impaling me. He rested his weight on his elbows and put his mouth on mine. My nose bell had shifted off to the side, out of the way He kissed me, gently but firmly. It was a passionate, intimate moment. “Nice job girl. I know you have little personal experience, so you must learn quickly.”

“Thank you, master, but I have had more experience with sex in the last month than you know. I’ve been used many times, in many ways. More than my original had in her whole life, and I have enjoyed it every time. I guess you could say I’ve had good training.“

“And do you like sex now?”

“Yes, I do, master, very much.”

“What way has been the best for you?”

“I…can’t say, master. The last always seems the best.”

“OK. Do you still want to escape?”

“I guess not. I haven’t thought of it in several days.”

He stood up and lifted me to a standing position. He released my leash from the bedpost and took me out of the bedroom. He led me into a bathroom with and autoshower and led me up to it.

“Clean her,” the machine took hold of my collar and arms and sucked me in. It gave me the usual inner and outer cleaning, and spit me out quickly, he was waiting and took me back to my gear. He released my arms and, “Put your boots on and kneel.” He stood and watched me. Then he put the chain back on my cuffs and locked my hands in the paws. He led me back downstairs and I saw Megan, my mistress sitting in a chair in the lobby, He took me to her and handed her my leash. “Here’s your girl, Megan. She got to try out a milking machine today and I’ just finished with her.

“I understand my puppy played hucow.”

“Arf.”

She didn’t sound mad, but I was chagrinned. I had not expected to have the opportunity, but I didn’t object when it was offered. I had made a decision. Slavegirls were not allowed that option. I was afraid I would be punished. I rolled on my back and whined, begging forgiveness as a puppy would.

“Get up, we’re going home.”

I rolled up on my paws and feet and followed my leash outside, preceded by the shaming jingle of my slave bells. 

She walked faster than usual and I had to hurry to keep my leash slack. She didn’t say anything and I couldn’t. I was worried she was angry with me. She invariably paddled my ass when we got home, but usually it was intended to arouse me to climax, not punish me. I had broken a rule and not even realized it until I was called on it. I wasn’t going to gain her trust if I kept acting like that.

When we got home, she removed my paws and had me put up my puppy gear, don my high heels, and go to the play room. She removed my wrist chain and ordered me to reverse prayer. When I complied, she locked my wrists to the back of my collar.

“Get on the whipping bench.”

I stood on the footprints and leaned forward. It secured me in a blur of gentle but irresistible metal. When I’m fastened to this thing my ass sticks way out, pointing up on a shallow angle three feet in the air. It’s a perfect target  I can’t even wiggle it. My tits hang down through round cutouts in the surface. More perfect targets. This was her custom after fetching me home from the Hunt Club and nothing was different so far.

“You understand you broke a serious rule, don’t you?”

“I’m very sorry, Mistress. When the man asked me if I wanted to try it, I didn’t think I had a choice. He was a master.”

Slavegirls were never informed that everything they did was recorded and provided to their owner. In today’s society, privacy was difficult to find. Cameras were everywhere and even in the girl’s collars. AIs correlate the collar vids and surveillance vids by location and time and do the editing work to provide a minute by minute record of everything a girl does. A master’s knowledge of their slave’s life is complete. Slaves learn very early that their masters are always watching them.

Megan remembered the vid of Kinsi in the milker. She saw the hesitation in Kinsi when she was offered the chance to try it. Her hesitation needed to be reinforced, turned into an aversion to making any decisions. It was a little late since she had already received pleasure from her decision. She remembered the look of bliss on Kinsi’s face when she was being milked and fucked simultaneously. Her discomfort now needed to at least match the pleasure she remembered from her independence. First, I’ll remind her what she did that was wrong.

“I didn’t give you permission to go to the hucow barn,  nor to try it. He likely thought you were told to go there. You did not inform him of the true situation and that it was your decision to go there in the first place. You made a choice and everything else followed.

I was sorry. She was right. I knew I should not have made my own decision I had wanted to try it. Just idle female curiosity. Whether I would be a milker was not my choice. I guess I just wanted to know what could be in store for me. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I was wondering what it would be like if you decide to make me a milker. I know I should not do anything without asking you first. Please punish me, Mistress.”

“You behaved as a free woman at the barn, Kinsi.

She used a cane on my bottom. Every blow hurt a lot and I screamed at every one. I cried and pleaded for mercy after every blow. I forgot to count and don’t know how many blows I got. She aimed a camera at my bottom and put the image on a screen in front of me. My ass was bright red with a mass of purple stripes crossing my cheeks. I would be sore for a week. Thankfully she didn’t go after my breasts with the cane. When she put the cane away, I thought my punishment was done.

But no, she came up beside me and turned the punishment cylinders on my nipples. The pain was instant and at least as bad as my bottom. I squealed as the pain hit my first nipple and begged her not to do that, “Please, Mistress, please don’t hurt your slave’s nipples. I’m truly sorry. I won’t ever make a decision. I’ll always ask. Please, Mistress, take pity on a weak girl.”

She ignored me and turned the cylinder on my other nipple. My chest was a sea of pain and the pain would flare at every motion, every step when the heavy rings and bells tugged  them. She released me from the bench.

“Stand up.”

I was careful not to let my rings or bells scrape on the rim of the breast openings as I raised up.

“I don’t want to hear any complaints or whining about your breasts tonight. If I do, I’ll raise the pain setting another notch. If you act like a free woman again, I’ll start at position two on your nipples.” She put a skirt around my waist, buttoned it, and turned the fastening to the back. It was tiny and left my sex and bright red bottom exposed. Worse, it drew more attention than if I were naked. She clipped a leash on my labia rings and led me to the kitchen. She took me to the corner where I was fed and clipped the end of the leash to the wall ring. “Kneel.”

I knelt and cried silently from the pain in my breasts. I knew it wouldn’t harm me, but that meant I would have to endure it as long as Mistress thought I needed it. I swore to myself I would never make the mistake of acting like I was free again. I knew it would be a hard night.

She mixed up my food and set the bowls of food and water in front of me, “Eat it all.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I lowered my head into my bowl and started eating. It’s flavor was still faint, but I thought it smelled different. I still gobbled it all down. It satisfied my hunger, but that was all. I licked the bowl clean and drank, hen I knelt, careful to stay in proper form and smiled, waiting for Mistress to finish.

She put the dishes in the washer and released my leash from the wall. He took me out in the yard and let me pee on the grass. She took me through the house and out the front door. My heart rose in my throat. I didn’t want to be seen this way, but I was helpless to prevent it.

“Mistress, may I speak?”

“Certainly, just don’t whine.”

“Mistress, what’s going to happen to me?”

“Now, or in the future?”

“I meant now, Mistress.”

“I’m going to the plaza and I’ll show you off a little. Let you get used to being displayed.”

“I will be terribly embarrassed, Mistress.”

“I know. You’ll blush a lovely shade. Match your bottom. Then you’ll get used to it.  It will be a good learning experience.”

“You’re being mean, Mistress.”

“No, I’m being good to you. Kinsi, you will be a slave forever. There’s no possibility of release for you. You will always be helpless and you’re fighting it. Understandably, but you won’t achieve peace and happiness until you come to terms with reality. You think of your situation as fixable, that you’re just playing a slave until you escape. Until you see the good parts, take pride in yourself, and are proud of your performance, you will not be happy.  Your smile is strained. I take it your nipples ache?”

‘Yes, Mistress, very much.”

She stopped and I knelt. She turned to face me. She turned the pain cylinders on my nipples off. The pain shrank quickly, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“After our outing I’ll decide if you need more.” She started walking again.

I leapt to my feet and followed her, “Thank you, Mistress. I’ll try to do well.” Maybe she was right. I sure didn’t see any holes in my slavery. We were just too well watched and controlled. The AIs knew everything I did, where I went, and ruthlessly punished me for any rule violation. Even if someone helped me to escape, the AIs knew my appearance, DNA, fingerprints and voice. I’d be caught within hours of going into the world. No, there’s no escape. I’d better adjust.

I felt better after dropping my false hope. Now my future was more certain. Most girls were happy in their slavery, I’d adjust too.

She led me into a broad plaza filled with people, men and women, some lounging on benches, most walking in and out of shops, eating at outdoor tables in front of café’s and pizza parlors. Most of the women were slaves, all nearly as helpless as me, but everyone looked happy. I smiled too.  Mistress strolled around the shops, looking in the windows. I saw a few other free women, maybe four or five percent. They were more thoughtful looking than happy.

I studied the slaves we passed. All of them were radiant, looking very pleased with themselves, they strutted with a sway in their hips, and a spring in their step. They weren’t under orders to smile; they were proud to be here with their men. Slavery was not a burden to them. Was it easier because their owners were male? Certainly nature had designed us that way. I enjoyed sex with Mistress, but I did feel a stronger orgasm with a cock in the right place.

A thought occurred to me, “Would Mistress be happier as a slave to a man than as my Mistress? Was she a virgin? I’d never know unless she told me and I wasn’t going to ask. Besides, she could always fix that I she wanted. Unless…No. No way.

I watched the girls coming toward us. I tried to identify one thing that I wanted to copy. I copied a particular sway, the way some girls placed their feet, the bob of their head, the expression, the way she pursed her lips or licked them when a man was close. The myriad subtleties still possible for naked girl whose arms were locked behind her, her ankles joined by a length of chain. Some girls even used their leashes to good advantage. As Mistress led me around the shops and people, I felt my attitude change. When I started I was ashamed and fearful.

After one circuit of the plaza, I was enjoying the impact I had on the people who looked at me, especially the men. I had some tiny measure of control and was enjoying the stroll. Mistress went to a café and sat at an empty table. I knelt beside her. She ordered a latte and some water for me. My water came with a straw and the slave girl serving us held the glass to my face and let me drink. I discovered I was thirsty and sucked down half of the water. When I had enough, I released the straw and smiled up at her. The name on her collar was Cindy. The café’s apron  covered her breasts and crotch.

Mistress said, “Thank you Cindy.”

“You’re welcome, Mistress,” and went back into the shop.

I saw her apron was only modest in front. The back consisted of four thin straps. Much better than nothing, though.

Mistress had sat so she could see the plaza. From where I knelt beside her, I had nearly the same view. Both of us watched the people walking by. Mistress’ gaze was unfocused. She had other things on her mind than the view. I had to stay focused on her, in case she should give me an order, but I could watch the people as they passed, too.  Most of the men  had slaves with them. Almost all the women I saw were slaves. Besides Mistress I only saw a couple  of free women and these were alone.

I noticed an unaccompanied man strolling across the plaza. He was looking around, sightseeing, when our eyes met. He turned his head and stared at me. I couldn’t stop looking at him.

Dr. Michael Donnely, PhD. had never been to this ReNew facility before. He was a consultant in Extraterrestrial construction and had been contracted to work on the design and construction of a facility on Io, a Jovian moon. He had arrived late last night and ReNew had provided a suite in the Hunt Club with unlimited access to the facilities and staff. All he had used so far was the excellent food and bed. His first meeting was tomorrow so he was just looking around.

He hadn’t been with a woman for over a month. There were not many in space, yet, though he was making sure they would be comfortable in the habitats he was designing. He appreciated Earth’s focus on keeping the female form unencumbered by clothing and was enjoying the view. He felt eyetracks on him and looked for the source. Two women at a table, one a slave, kneeling behind the table, looking at him, with a leash dangling from her collar. The other woman clothed and seated in a chair. Obviously free. Odd. Women can’t own property, including slaves. And both were stunning.

The kneeling slave had blonde hair, shoulder length, just a little lighter than her collar and nose ring. Her eyes were a startling icy blue rimmed with black making them look enormous. Her pink  lips were full and pouting, perfect for kissing or wrapping around a man’s shaft. She was smiling, coyly, her eyes half closed and her head tilted slightly to one side. Her hair hung down below her shoulders and shimmered in the light. Her breasts were full and high on her chest, at least a C cup . Her nipples were pierced and bore large gold rings. All women were beautiful nowadays, but this one was an angel. What a joy it was to be a man. The women were plentiful, trained to love and obey, and gloriously happy when allowed to serve a man.

The free woman was spectacular in a different way. Sleek auburn hair, shoulder length, deep green eyes, Free of any ornamentation save some thin, long earrings. Her smile was impersonal, self-satisfied. She looked thoughtful rather than happy. She wore a tight, short, black, leather skirt. She had not seen him yet. Her breasts were hidden by a tight, brocaded top. The curves of her breasts in the top’s opening were full and creamy, the soft mounds pressed upwards into almost a shelf. She had at least D cups. Her thigh-high black leather boots with four-inch heels were tight on her long, lean legs. Her lips were as good as her slave, only red. She looked familiar.

Just looking at them made his dick hard.

As he got closer, he recognized the seated woman. She was Megan something, not Dalton, but she was the daughter of Roger Dalton. He had met her when he gave an earlier status report on IO Station. In her father’s office.

Well, I might as well see if she’d like my company. I’d like her’s and her slave’s, too. I walked up next to Megan, “Megan, I’m Mike Donnelly. We met in your father’s office when I gave a status report on the Io facility a few weeks ago.” Her eyes widened and she flushed slightly when she saw my face. She licked her lips nervously.

Kinsi examined him, safe behind her slave’s screen of invisibility. He was good looking. Tall, and lean. I could see his muscles stretching the fabric of his shirt. His face was lean planes with high cheekbones. I thought he was ruggedly handsome. I stared at him unashamedly. Hell, I was a slave and I instantly wanted him to take me, kiss me, have his way with me, any way he wanted. But he ignored me, looking only at Mistress.

Megan reacted when she saw his face. I saw her eyes widen and a faint flush appear on her cheeks. She held her breath for a moment then recovered.  She regarded him calmly, examining him slowly before replying, “Hello Mike. I remember you. You gave a good presentation and Dad complimented you on it. It was a subject I know nothing about, but your remarks made sense to me. Please join me.”

Kinsi looked at her Mistress in a new light. Was she interested in this man? Megan was not a good actor. She had a visceral reaction to Michael Donnelly, and her casual act was just that. She wanted him or feared him, maybe both. Of course I was ignored. I was far below human to them, despite my DNA and knowledge.

Mike saw Megan’s reaction and wasn’t surprised. He knew the reaction women had to him and lust burned through him too. He was very, very interested in her and his dick was getting hard. He was shocked at his reaction. This wasn’t the first time he had seen her and his reaction last time was mundane. He remembered her as being a very pretty free woman, out of place in an interplanetary engineering meeting. He remembered she didn’t ask any questions and took lots of notes. Was he that distracted by the meeting? Now though, he was quite attracted to her and physically aroused. He sat down, his only goal was to get her alone tonight and see where things went.

“I remember you from that meeting. I was surprised to see you there. We don’t have lady engineers nowadays. I have always thought we are foolish to exclude intelligent women. I remember you didn’t ask any questions but you took a lot of notes. What interested you?”

Megan hesitated. She had been asked t attend by Dad to size up Michael, to see how the staff engineers and managers responded to him. She didn’t want to say that; it was privileged information. But she was ashamed to tell him that all her notes and drawings were about him and how he affected her. She had written a diary entry describing his attributes in glowing sexual terms and what she wanted him to do to her. It was nothing but a schoolgirl’s romantic phantasy and she would die if he read it. “Oh, I just wrote down words you used that I didn’t know so I could ask about them later.” She could feel the flush return to her cheeks. She looked down at the table, ashamed of her lie and knowing she was completely transparent.

After a minute of silence he looked at me and said, “Your slave looks familiar. Was she famous before her enslavement?”

“I’ve only had her a few weeks. She’s newly enslaved. If you have been meeting with Dad, you may have seen Ellie, his personal slave. Kinsi is her clone.”

“Yes, I did see him and his slave yesterday and this morning. She seems to have bonded to him.”

“Yes, even before she accepted his bondage.”

“Good. Megan, I must go, I have a meeting with some contract folks. This has been nice. Would you have dinner with me?”

“Dinner would be nice, Yes. Tonight?”

“Yes. May I have your address?”

She got the distracted look people with implants get when they are talking to it. “I’ve sent it to you. Seven?”

“Suits.” He stepped around the small table and held out his hand, she lifted hers to him. He gently took her fingers in his and lifted them to his mouth. He brushed his lips over her knuckles, “Until seven, Megan.” He released her hand and strode away.

She slowly lowered her arm and looked at her fingers. She smiled and lowered her hand back onto the table. She looked at me, “Why did we ever let that go away?”

I thought it was a rhetorical question, but I had to answer or get zapped, “Because it was too romantic for slaves, Mistress.”

She gave me a crooked smile, “You are probably right and too smart for a slavegirl. Come here.”

I stood up and walked over to stand in front of Mistress. She removed my leash.

“Walk around the plaza try to attract men’s attention.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I walked away from the table and twenty feet into the plaza. I turned left and started circling the plaza. I passed men every few feet, half or more with their own slaves on a leash or holding their arm. I tried to look available and sultry. I took shorter steps than my hobble allowed and walked with a swagger to my hips. It would have been easier if my hands were free, but I had to live with them locked away. I got a few interested looks from the beginning and I improved because They were frequent on my third lap. One man stopped me, “Who’s your master, girl?”

“Master, my mistress is sitting at a table, watching us. She is the one with the orange hat.”

“Why are you parading out here?”

“Mistress thinks I need to practice being attractive, master.”

“When you go back, tell her I think you’re perfect and ask her to take you to the rec room at night, soon.”

“Yes, Master.”

He stepped aside for me to pass. When I got close to mistress, I relayed his message. I added I would like to keep going. I was enjoying parading around out here.

She kept me circling the plaza for an hour and I think I really improved. I was stopped ten more times and was asked to go with the men and women to play with them.

She took me home when the sun touched the horizon. She fed me, released my hands , took me into the playroom, and told Jeeves to work on my positions. I heard Mike arrive and take Mistress to dinner. I slogged on, practicing under Jeeves precise eye.

They returned after ten, and were maybe a little high, judging from their voices. I wanted a drink myself very badly then. I had been practicing poses for three hours. Jeeves gave me fifteen-minute breaks every hour. I was sweating and tired. I was happy to hear them arrive. Maybe they’d let me rest now.

Mistress and Mike came into the playroom. I knelt before them; very happy they had returned but a little concerned about what they would have me do now.  I would welcome some god, tight bondage now with a helping of sex.

“You look like Jeeves has given you a real workout. Go have the autoshower clean you.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

I hurried in and threw myself against the machine. It sucked me in and cleaned me inside and out. It washed and dried my hair and redid my makeup. It let me out with my hands in reverse prayer. I looked in the playroom first, but it was empty. I found Mistress and Mike in the living room, naked and kissing. I knelt in the corner.

They must have heard me but ignored me until ready to break. “Go to the playroom and mount the bench.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I went in and lay on the bench. It left my hands behind me, fastened my neck, waist, and feet in position. My ass was sticking out and up and I couldn’t move anything.

Mike asked, “Is she good at oral sex?”

“An expert. Try her.”

“All right,” he walked in front of me and put his cock close to me. My collar was locked tight to the bench and the curved plate under my chin forced my head up. I could only open my mouth by tilting my head up further, which I did, of course. I was a good cocksucker. Virginia had several lovers who all liked blow jobs and I had had a couple of training sessions since my enslavement. His cock was big, at least eight inches, slightly pink and swollen with blood. The shaft was laced with veins and big enough to fill my hand.  I wasn’t sure I could fit even half in my mouth.

“Master, if I had one hand free, I could be more pleasing.”

“OK, Megan,” he asked?

“OK, release her right hand.”

The bench released my right hand.

I took him in my mouth and wrapped my hand around his base, pumping with my fist as I pleasured the tip with my mouth. When he moaned I knew I had hit his rhythm.

He put his hands on my breasts, slipping a finger through each ring and rubbing the tips of my nipples.

“Megan told me what a bad girl you’ve been, but she didn’t mention what a slut you are.”

I moaned, making the fleshy part of my throat vibrate against the tip of his cock, like a reed in a wind instrument.

“God, you’ve learned a lot since becoming a slave.”

Then I felt fingers on my sex. Mistress!  I dripped saliva down his cock and used my fingers to lubricate it.

The fingers were arousing me. I moaned, “Yesssss.” I spread my legs, opening my pussy lips more. He intensified his rubbing of my nipples. They became stiff and more sensitive. He took his hands from my breasts, captured my wrist and locked it back with its mate. He pulled out of ne and said, “Now.”

The fingers left my sex and returned with a paddle of some sort. I know because it struck my ass cheek with a loud smack. Two more smacks and I climaxed loudly.

When Kinsi orgasmed with a screech, Mike took the paddle away from me and tossed it on the floor. He kissed me fiercely and I returned as good as I got. When we finally broke, Kinsi was pleading, Again, Mistress, again, please.”

Mike lifted me easily and carried me to the pillory and stood me on my feet in front of it. Fear and hope coursed through my veins. I obediently lay my wrists and neck into the cutouts. They fit snugly. I wanted him in me. I wanted to be submissive. I don’t know why. I’ve never done this before. When the bar closed, I panicked and struggled to get free, to no avail. He lay his hands on my back and bottom, whispering soothing words in my ear, cupping my breasts in his hands and massaging them. It was wonderful and terrible to be so helpless. His fingers slipped inside my nether lips.

“Hmmm. “Wet, sopping, in fact. What do you want Megan?”

“Take me, now, please.”

“Be precise, love.”

“Please, Michael, I want you in me, Please.”

“Beg.”

Damn him. How did he know? “Please, fuck me. Now please, I beg you to fuck me.”

“Hmmm. Almost, love. How should Kinsi address me?”

“Master.”

You’re as helpless as her. Shouldn’t you also call me Master?”

“But she’s a slave.”

“Aren’t all women slaves, inside? I think you should address me with proper respect if you want me to do something.”

The cad continued to stroke my sex as we spoke. I was so horny I couldn’t think straight. What did it hurt if I called him master? I wasn’t a slave and that wouldn’t make me one. OK.  “Please master, this helpless female begs you to put your big manly cock in her and ream her out good.”

“That’s better. But you’re so hot now, I don’t need to fuck you to give you an orgasm.”

“What…?”

He spanked my bottom with his hand, alternating, left, right, left, right and drove me wild. “Please master, Please. I need you in me.” He ignored me and continued slowly spanking me. Every blow kicked my arousal up a notch, until, finally, the last one drove me over the edge and my belly clenched in a tremendous orgasm, driving a stream of love juice down my pitifully empty love canal. My muscles spasmed, uselessly, trying to squeeze the last sperm out of a ghostly cock.

Then, at, last, he impaled me on his huge member, filling me completely and sending my arousal back into high gear. He pumped in and out, reaming me good. A felt him swell even more in me and come with a groan. I responded with an even more stupendous climax. I surged and twisted and finally hung limp in the pillory. After he shrunk in me, he pulled out and left the room. I wanted out of the damn pillory but he wasn’t there to release me. I called out, “Mike, let me out.” No response. I wailed, “Let me out.”

In a minute he returned and opened the pillory. He was dressed and handed me a pair of handcuffs. “What are these for?”

“You, love. You are a wonderful woman, and I enjoyed the evening. But I don’t want to be in a relationship with a dominant woman. I’m a modern man and I want my women submissive.”

“You enjoyed our evening, you like me, I like you. Can’t we be friends that enjoy sex?”

“We could, but I have had several transient love affairs and I find I want more permanence in my life. I think you and I would be a good team. There’s only one permanent choice for us to be together. You give me your bond. If you decide that’s not for you, them I will go look for my solution elsewhere. Anything else and we’ll be outcasts.”

“Michael, we hardly know each other. I can’t just enslave myself for life to a man I’ve only known a few hours.”

“Of course, But it doesn’t have to be for life. We can have a one day, one week ,or a month contract. Then you can see what it would be like before a real commitment. I know I won’t have to go off-planet for a month. Then I’ll be gone for a while and you can think about it at your leisure.”

Megan stared at me for a moment, I could imagine the gears turning in her mind. “You would do a one-day contract?

“Of course, as many as you like, or for longer, but not while I’m gone.”

Another pause. You’re right. Right now I want you to stay, be my man. I’ll do a one-day contract. Do I have to wear these?” She held up the cuffs.

I took them back, “No. We’ll do it right. Tell Jeeves what you want.”

Megan said, “Jeeves, this is Megan. I want to enter into a one-day, temporary slave contract with Michael Donnelly. Standard conditions. To begin immediately.”

I kissed her and took her into the bath, stood her in front of the autoshower, “Megan is my slave, clean her and fit her with standard slave gear.” The machine’s manipulators took hold of her and pulled her inside. I heard motors, pumps, flowing water, pressurized air releases as Megan was processed.

In a short time, the machine set her in front of me as a completely restrained slave. She stepped toward me fell into my arms. She wasn’t used to her hobble and her leading foot was stopped short. Her hands were locked to the back of her new waistband and the machine had ringed her just like Kinsi. I expected this but apparently Megan had not.

“The damned machine pierced me and put rings in me. I never agreed to this! OW!”

The squeal was due to Jeeves zapping her.

“Megan, Jeeves will continue to zap you unless you apologize and address me as master.”

“Oh… Master, I’m sorry, master.

“That’s better. You were saying?”

“M…Master you let the autoshower pierce me. I’ve even got a ring in my nose. I never agreed to that.”

“I didn’t instruct your autoshower. You agreed to be my slave for a day and that’s what I told the AI. If you had limits, you should have said so. But I am sorry it went beyond where you intended. You probably won’t appreciate this, but they enhance your beauty. You are magnificent.”

“You really think so? Please tell me the truth.  OW. Master.”

“Here., look,” I guided her to the mirror.

“Oh. I look like a slave. The rings are pretty, but they make me so controllable.”

“Yes. You agreed to this for a day so you could taste the water before committing. If you do stay with me, this will be usual. You are chained like every other slave and it won’t be much different if you are full-time.”

Megan knew he was correct. If she gave him her bond, she would be like all the other slaves. She realized she was seriously considering it, not because of the sex, or the lack of responsibility, but because every slave she saw was happy. Happier than she was. She so wanted joy in her life, every other consideration seemed trivial. “You’re right, master. I need to learn what my life will be like. But so much depends on what you will do with me. Will you be cruel and enjoy making me suffer?”

“Unlike past ages, every man is educated on the care and training of females. Most, if not all, men with psychopathic or sociopathic tendencies were identified at birth and their imbalances corrected. I will be firm and I will never harm you or any female. I will cause you pain but only enough to enhance your sexual pleasure. You will be expected to work and be productive. You have a job now and you can keep it. You should expect changes, of course. I’m sure you know the statistics: females are healthier and happier as slaves than free. You will be too.”

“Will you keep Kinsi? Start a harem?”

“Biologically and sexually, men are not designed to be monogamous. Variety is advantageous for their health. Society’s arrangement now allows women the security and stability they need and men the variety and freedom they need. Yes, I’ll keep Kinsi and probably use many other slaves while caring for both of you. That brings up a topic I’ve been wondering about: what’s with Kinsi? I know you don’t own her, yet you act like it.”

“My father owns her and asked me to train her. I’ve only had her for a few weeks. Would you want to keep her, too?”

“Probably. She’s beautiful, obedient, and knows her way around a cock. I take it you haven’t done much oral sex?”

“No. It’s the most submissive sex act a woman can do for a man. I’d never wanted to be that submissive.”

“I agree, it’s also very pleasant and a good indicator of how  obedient a girl will be, or so I’ve read. I haven’t had much experience with it either, but Kinsi is very good. If I do stay with you, I would want Kinsi for all my oral sex, at least until you get better at it.”

What do I want? He’s made it plain that I will have to be his slave or he’ll look for another woman. Am I ready to commit to a man? The sex was unbelievable, but am I a closet submissive? I love Kinsi, but I’m not gay, more bi. “Master, the sex was great and the bondage is more stimulating than I expected, but I have a job, responsibilities, not the least of which is the promise I made to Father to train Kinsi.  I’m not ready to be a full-time sub or slave. I need to finish this day and look at my future.”

“That’s a plan, Megan. But today you’re my slave. Long before the Scourge, scientists had found that stress had a profound impact on people, stronger on women. If you choose to become mine, much of your stress will vanish. Look at Kinsi. She has only one job – to serve you, and she’s happy despite her short time as a slave.”

“You’re right. I’m testing the water. I had a great time tonight and I want more just like it. You’ve added something to my life I never expected. I want you in my bed every night until you have to leave.”

“I want to be there too. My next trip to Io won’t be for a month. Do you really want me to stay here?”

“Yeah, get your things tomorrow, lover. Just remember my slavery ends tomorrow, then you’re in my home.”

“Of course. Good bondage is consensual, actually, so is good slavery. What do you want to do with Kinsi?”

“She misbehaved today and I was going to make her sleep in the kennel in the bedroom. Up to you now.”

“Suits me. I intend to be firm with you and her.”

Megan rubbed against him, “Let’s see if I can satisfy you tonight and tomorrow.”

Michael knew that wasn’t likely. He wanted Kinsi, too. Both these women were incredibly sexy. He couldn’t remember being so aroused before. He made a simple plan, “Go to the bedroom and practice some slave poses. Jeeves, when Megan is in the bedroom, drill her in proper form for the five most common slave poses.”

“Yes, Michael.”

Megan looked forlorn, “Don’t be long, master.”

“She left the room.

Mike went to the bench and ordered, “Release Kinsi.”

The machine unlocked and Kinsi stood up with his help. She’d been there too long to move spryly at first.

“Kinsi, how do you like the idea of being Megan and my property?”

“Master, I knew Megan didn’t own me. This was temporary, but she’s been good to me and I love her. I will love and obey you too, willingly. I’ve come to like being a slave, free of responsibility. It’s all on my mistress or master to care for me.”

“Good attitude.”

“Master, I am thirsty and I need to pee, would you help me?”

“Of course, what do you need?”

“Help opening doors. My hands are useless right now.”

Of course, her hands had been locked to the back of her collar all night. She didn’t seem to mind her restraints or feel any discomfort. “Lead on.”

Kinsi went to the bathroom door. Megan was in the autoshower for another five minutes at least. “Master, my drinking fountain is in here.”

I opened the door and Megan entered an knelt beside the machine.

I had not noticed it before but now saw the phallus protruding from the side of the autoshower. It was very realistic as an erect phallus. Kinsi put her mouth around it and slid her head onto it until the tip of her nose touched the side of the machine. I watched her jaw squeezing it and her throat contracting around it, obviously swallowing. After almost a minute she backed off it and stood up. I moved out of the way so she could get to the toilet. But she smiled wryly and said, “I have to use a different toilet,” and left the bath. She led me to the kitchen and it’s outside door.

“I have to pee in the yard.”

I opened the door and followed her outside. She went onto the grass and squatted. I watched as her stream of pee watered the grass. When she finished, she stood up and went to a small cabana with a white stool in it. I followed her and saw it was an outdoor bidet. She squatted over it and I heard the water flowing. Then there was a fan sound. And she smiled at me.

I didn’t have a choice. Jeeves would zap me if I tried to pee anywhere but here. I turned to face the house and saw Master watching me. Why not? He was curious and I was his sex toy. I liked that. He was handsome and brought me to a very nice orgasm. I wonder if I can get him to do me again. We have everything we need right here. I finished and washed myself in the bidet. Nature has given women power over men with our looks alone. I could make most men horny by just acting like I wanted them to fuck me. It’s something all girls learn before they reach puberty.  Only a mentally strong man can resist a pretty woman’s advances. How strong is he?

“One would think it would be cheaper and more convenient to let me use the toilet, wouldn’t you?”

“That wouldn’t be nearly as entertaining, Kinsi.”

She stood up and strutted to me, her hands useless behind her, armed only with her beauty and sex, she was aggressively seducing me, and I loved it. This was one hell of a woman, slave or not. She was a cat on the prowl and thought I was a canary.

She moved up against me, pressing her ringed breasts into my chest. I put my arms around her and pulled her close. She looked up at my face and our eyes locked.  She was warm and holding her close felt very good. My cock woke and started to push against her belly. She whispered, “When I was newly enslaved, this felt shaming, demeaning, but now it feels like foreplay. May I serve you, Master?”

I recognized this pattern. All men are schooled in female instincts and behavior. The women are not told about this, much like the laws of physics, we keep them as ignorant as possible. The Chinese written language uses symbols to convey meaning and combine simple symbols for complex ideas. Here, the important one was the sign for “Trouble”: two women under one roof. It was likely Kinsi saw that I might become her master and her relationship to Megan could change. She also probably was acting instinctually, not consciously. I would have to remember my training and be conscious of consequences. Here, I needed to let her win a little, but not a victory.

“Yes.” I threw her on her back, opened my fly, dropped between her legs, forced her legs up over her body and ruthlessly fucked her. It was more of a punishment fuck than a romantic coupling. I thrust into her with all my force, tempering nothing. I raped her and pulled out as soon as I climaxed, long before she could. I stood up, cleaned my cock with her hair, took hold of her collar ring, and pulled her to her feet. I went back into the house and she followed me. At the door I waited for her to enter before closing it. She was smiling ruefully. Just right.

She followed me to the bedroom. I found Megan in punishment pose, “Enough Jeeves, Megan, kneel. Where can I find a blanket?”

“Master, in the linen closet in the hall.”

I found a full-size blanket and lay it in the kennel. There was a small pile inside the door. I lifted the chain and examined it. Three feet long, it passed through a hole in the back wall of the kennel and was attached to a floor ring. ”Kinsi, kneel on the blanket.” She did and I fastened the chain to her collar and locked her hands behind her. “Lay down.”’ She was graceful and beautiful. I kissed her. “Goodnight Kinsi.” I closed and locked the kennel door

“Goodnight, master.”

I went to Megan. Her hands were still locked to the back of her waistband. She was radiant. She was a new slave awaiting her first taking as a slave. She looked up at me, both hopeful and scared. “Lay on the bed.”

She scrambled up and lay on her useless, secured arms. She looked up at me and slowly pulled her shackled feet up to her ass and spread her knees as far apart as she could. I undressed and dropped my clothes on the floor then got on my knees between her legs. The famed “Missionary” position. I leaned over and kissed her while rubbing my stiff cock on her sex. I leaned on my elbows and lay my chest on her breasts so I could feel her ringed nipples.

As I continued my kiss, I could feel her nipples stiffen under me. I broke the kiss but continued rubbing her sex with my cock. I could feel her labia rings as I rubbed her. Soon she was taking quick, shallow breaths and exhaling with a warbling moan. Her labia lips spread and her slit became a hungry mouth and she her pelvis up, pushing her hot, wet, slit around my cock.

I pushed into her love canal and she squealed in joy. I pumped slowly, savoring her feel and the growing arousal in me. She reciprocated, pushing her pelvis up on my stroke, driving me deep inside, helping me impale her as far as possible. I felt her vaginal muscles, pumping, tying to squeeze every drop from me. My cock was helping, contracting at every thrust, trying to push every wriggler into her. Soon she exploded under me, around me, in a mighty paroxysm of sex, surrounding my cock with hot love juice, bucking, almost throwing me off her. In a moment I responded in kind with a spasm of my own climax, forcing my hot spend into her river of sex.

I didn’t move until my cock had regained its resting size. She was quiet under me. I kissed her lips, gently and withdrew, lifting myself off her. I rolled beside her. ”Don’t move,” I ordered.

“Yes, master,” she responded, dreamily.

“Was your first taking as a slave memorable?”

“It was fantastic, master. Will it feel that good again?”

“Sex will get much better the longer you are a slave. A proven fact. Ask Kinsi.”

“Kinsi, does sex get better when you’re a slave?”

“Yes, Megan, Much better.”

“She called me “Megan.”

“You’re not her mistress today.”

“Oh, yeah.”

I lay my hand on her breast and started arousing her. Her nipples responded quickly and  when her breathing sped up, I moved to her wet sex and let my fingers stir her pot. Soon she was moaning,” Master, is this the second taking of a slavegirl?”

“Yes, slave. It will be much stronger than the first.”

“Can I stand it? Will I survive?”

“Most do. It will be terrible.”

I rolled back into position and impaled her, abruptly, forcing my way into her love canal, shouldering aside her hot, pulsing flesh and relishing her gasps as I thrust into her. I climaxed and she screamed “Master” as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She fainted and when I was relaxed, I pulled out and got up. I let her recover while I cleaned up. When I returned, in the faint light from the window, I saw Kinsi’s eyes, looking at me.

“Was your first time like this?”

“No, master, but I didn’t have a true master then. Maybe It will be like that when you are my master. I can only hope.”

“We’ll have to see. Go to sleep.”

“You will be a good master for Megan. Good night,”

I woke Megan and took her in the bath. I cleaned myself and her and took her back into the bedroom. I turned the covers down, “Get in.” When she was settled, I got a short chain from the toy chest and locked her collar to the ring on the wall next to the headboard and covered her. I wanted her to understand fully what life would be like as a slave. No man would ever trust her, including me. She was asleep instantly and I enjoyed her warm body next to me as I drifted off.

I waited until their sounds faded and slowed before I cried myself to sleep, miserable at myself. I had let Mistress down and deserved my punishment. There was a sense of loss, too. I loved Mistress and her feminine psyche was about to cause my world to change. I wasn’t sure of the full extent ,but she wouldn’t be my sole mistress anymore.

In the morning I could barely crawl out of the cramped kennel. Master simply said, “Out.”

I managed to kneel once I was out of the cramped space. “Good morning, Master.” Megan was laying in the bed, still chained to the wall, looking at me with a crooked smile

“Go to the autoshower and tell it to give you a massage.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you.”

“Go.”

It was hard to get to the bath. My muscles were sore. I stood before the familiar machine, just outside its activation range. “Master instructs you to give me a massage for sore muscles.”

The male voice replied, “Understood. Step forward.”

I moved closer and it took me in and gave me my usual morning cleaning, massaged all my muscles. It was good sort of hurt and I was sort of sorry when it stopped massaging me and did my makeup. I felt alert and ready for the day when it let me go. It had locked my arms into reverse prayer, as usual, and set me back on the bathroom floor.

I found Master and Megan in the kitchen. She was kneeling where I normally waited for food. I knelt beside her and master brought us our food and water bowls. 

“Eat up girls”

I bent to my food and noticed Megan hadn’t moved. She jumped and yelped. Jeeves  had zapped her when she disobeyed an order.

“Master, I’m not hungry,” she said.

“You’re not used to slave chow, I guess. You have to get used to it. It’s healthy and easy for your master to prepare. Eat.”

“Master, can I talk to you first?”

“OK.”

“In private, please.”

“Why?”

“It’s personal, master.”

By this time I had stopped eating and watched them. It wasn’t bad food, just boring. Why was she making a fuss? She looked like she was about to cry.

“OK, go to the bath.” He came over to me and locked the chain from the wall ring to my collar. “Finish eating, Kinsi. I’ll be right back.”

Mike closed the bathroom door. Megan was kneeling beside the autoshower, looking distraught. “Ok. Speak.”

“Master, That’s not standard slave chow. I replaced it with milk chow. In a day or two, Kinsi is going to start lactating from the hormones in the chow. I don’t want to join her.”

“Why not. I like breast milk and its healthier than cow’s milk for us. Do you want me milking her and not you?”

“Not when I’m free. It isn’t appropriate. If I give you my bond, it will be up to you. But not yet, please.”

“OK. I can wait. Is there any regular slave chow in the house?”

“I don’t know. Jeeves will know.”

“Jeeves?”

“Yes, there is a five-pound container in the pantry.”

“All right. I’ll give you some of that. I take it Kinsi doesn’t know?”

“No, master. I was saving it for a surprise. She enjoyed being milked in the milk barn and I like the taste of it, too.”

“Go back to the kitchen.”

I got the container from the pantry and fixed her a new bowl. Kinsi watched us curiously, but new better than to ask questions. After we had all eaten, I ran them through the back yard to pee then the autoshower to give them an enema, wash, brush their teeth, and do their makeup. They were clean and beautiful when they were finished. I put leashes on their collars. Kinsi looked delighted but Megan looked apprehensive. I couldn’t blame her. This was her first time on the wrong end of the leash. I led them out the front door and we went on a walk. Megan was embarrassed the whole way, Kinsi smiled. I put one of them on each side and they heeled nicely. Megan, have you had leash training?”

“Only as a Mistress, Master.”

“Good enough. You know what’s expected of you, then.”

“Yes, Master.”

.
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After I had cleaned up from breakfast, Mistress said, “There will be a hunt in a few days. I want you to perform well, so I’m going to have Jeeves tell you how it works. Go in the playroom and pay attention.”

I hurried to obey and as soon as I was in the room, Jeeves ordered, “Kneel facing the screen and listen. Ask questions whenever you have a question. There will be  a quiz when I’m finished.”

The screen filled with an image of a dog. The course lasted a half hour and I knew a lot more about how to be a smart runner.


Chapter 6: Punishment

Andrei Docini was in the study of his Leipzig home on Nurnberger Str, a block from both the Mendelssohn House and the Grassi Museum. None of his neighbors had ever seen the reclusive man, reputedly a wealthy businessman or a foreign politician. The study was secure from the best surveillance tools of Interpol and the Bundesnackrichterndienst. Herr Docini was being briefed by one of his agents.

Herr Docini spoke calmly, politely, “It is uncommon for an such a giant multinational company to be privately held and a family operation. Are you certain?”

“Yes sir. I verified the information through official sources.”

“Tell me about this family.”

“The President is Roger Dalton and he runs the North American Division. His eldest son, James, runs the European Division. His youngest son, Robert, runs the Asian Division. A family friend, Diego Alcalan, runs the South American Division. Megan, his youngest child is an executive in Roger’s division. The mother died when that meteor landed in Europe fifteen years ago.”

“Why wasn’t she resurrected, that’s their business?”

I could not find any specific records, but the accident destroyed some of ReNew’s “records.”

“Do you have background information on the family?”

“Yes, sir,” he handed over a data cube.

“Thank you. Your fee has been deposited in your account as agreed.”

When he was alone, he spoke to his AI, “Envoy, ask Frederick to join me, please.”

“Done.”

A tall, wide man with the body of a weightlifter strode into the study in a moment, ‘Yes, sir.”

“Frederick, I need you to plan a difficult job. Really two jobs.”

Sharon announced, "Twenty-one through thirty, gardening duty, no shoes, no paws. Sunhat, sunscreen.  Get greased up and line up by the south gate.  Use lots of sunscreen, it’s going to be hot today.  We paired up and slathered sunscreen all over. We were all give straw sunhats before we were shooed outside.   We were put in two coffles of five girls .  The gardener took us to the shed and gave us stacks of shallow boxes and gloves.  We were picking strawberries today.  He led us to the berry patch and we got on our knees and crawled along the grass strip between two rows of strawberries.  I counted twenty long rows of strawberries.  We probably  wouldn't get done today.

We had two cart girls working with us.  When I filled a box, I left it on the ground  and started on a new box.  Every now and then the gardener gave me more boxes. Someone picked up the boxes and put them  on a cart.  When the cart was full the cart girl pulled it away and came back in a little while.

The gardener stopped us when we had finished half the strawberries.  I was tired and my back hurt.  I hope a different crew got to finish them.  We were sweaty and dirty when we got back to the kennel area so we showered and fixed our hair.  A little soap and makeup made me all feel better.  In the yard we found all the other girls back from their chores. We had an hour before our meal so I found Sylvia, Siobhan, Gail, Rachel, Jasmine and Nylla.  I gathered them under an ornamental plum and asked about the hunt. 

Sylvia said, "It’s exciting and fun exercise, filled with wild activity, danger, the thrill of being chased, and it ends with intense sex.  It’s like what prehistoric women had every day."

I said, "sounds like fun. But how does it work?  Do we all just run into forest and try and hide?"

They filled me with details for some time.  everyone had a bit add to everything anyone else said.  I just listened as hard as I could, trying to sort them into order. When they ran down, I said, so here's what I heard:

Nothing unusual happens until the day of the hunt. We all rest the night before.

The dogs won't hurt us, just flush us out.

We get up early and put on our group's body paint.

All the pack girls participate.

There are three groups of girls painted alike:

Gazelle are the three fastest girls, brown backs, white fronts, black stripe on our sides, and worth ten points,

Deer are the ten next fastest girls, beige body paint, and worth five points,

Rabbits are slower girls, have dark brown paint, and worth three points,

The body paint covers our chest and belly.

We get running shoes and bare hands.

We can go anywhere inside the hunting ground except the house.

The dogs get our scent by smelling our pussies before we start.

We get a fifteen-minute head start.

A capture occurs when our hands are cuffed behind us.

We'll be used a lot when captured and the rest of that day.

We may be punished if we don't run well.

Is that about it?"

They all nodded their heads, obviously impressed I remembered it all.  I was getting some ideas.  Maybe it was possible, if the girls worked together, to let some escape capture.  I still had a couple of details to work out.  “So the longer it takes for us to be captured, the better we will have run? What if we aren’t captured?

They all looked shocked. Gail said, “No, no, you want to be captured, but you want to be one of the last caught. That’s the best guarantee of ‘Good Sport.’ If you’re not caught, you won’t be used and that’s the best part.”

“All right, I see that. Do the hunters try hardest for the fastest girls?”

“Of course. They’re worth more. Every team will make sure most of their hounds get a good smell of the fastest girls. If any of the girls don’t get caught, it’s usually one of the rabbits.”

I knew from Jeeves tutoring that the scent the dogs use comes from pussy scent and from our sloughed skin cells.  The scent blows on the wind.  The hunters only follow the dogs, they don't help them like real trackers, so footprints and broken vegetation won’t be used. With a little luck and thoughtful use of the wind and terrain, I should be able to elude my hunters until late in the hunt.

The morning of the hunt dawned clear and calm.  There was only a slight breeze from the East.  Mistress removed all my ells then took me to the club early so both of us could prepare for the hunt. It was strange to be able to move without jingling. I found I sort of missed the sound. She handed me over to the staff naked and with no chains. I was ready to run.

All the girls were in the large bathroom. I got a tampon, took it out of its tube and rubbed it all over my body, hard.  I wanted every loose skin cell I could find on it. I shoved the string end back into the tube but left it half exposed.  Then I put the tampon in my vagina and stuffed the string out of sight.  I wanted one half to suck up all my pussy scent. Next I showered and left a thick layer of conditioner on my scalp.  I tied my wet hair in a tight coil around my head and dried off well.  I rubbed sunscreen into my skin, careful to coat every inch. Now I was ready for the body paint. 

I was one of the Gazelles and sure to be sought intently. I asked Gail to help me with my body paint.  She applied my body paint in the approved Gazelle pattern and I made sure that every inch oh my skin was covered with a good layer.  Usually the paint only covered half of a girl's body.  I needed to cover up all the sources of skin cells that could slough off.  My tutorial indicated that dogs often used these wind-borne skin cells for tracking.  I didn't want any in the wind today. When she was done, I put on my running shoes and did her paint job.  It took a lot less time.  .  I took out my tampon and shoved the absorbent part back into the tube.  I hid it in my vagina, stuffing the draw string inside too.

When we were both done Sharon sent us outside for the hounds and riders to inspect us.  Then it was time to line up.  We assembled in the yard in a straight line and took up a standing pose with our legs spread extra wide. I was surprised I was so nervous.  I couldn't hold still.  The excitement was overwhelming. I was about to run into the woods, a collared slavegirl intended to be the sexual prize of whoever caught me. The idea should have been repulsive, disgusting, but my excitement grew.  Would my plan work or would some stranger catch me first thing?  If caught I would be his plaything all night long. All my plan would do was ‘ hopefully, let me choose who caught me.

I rubbed my fingers deep in my slit and felt my nipples harden and stand up tall.  I looked at the other prey and saw the excitement and anticipation in their faces.  I smelled the scent of their ready, excited cunts.  I was in a sea of rock-hard nipples.

The dogs began baying as soon as they were let into the yard.  I had been assured they were well trained and wouldn't hurt but it was still nerve wracking.  I felt the cold wet noses on my pussy and felt dirty, used.  I looked around me and saw nothing but excitement.  I realized with a start that everyone else here thought this was perfectly normal.  What a strange world that held me.  Yet I was happy, excited, and in a hurry to get going and show them all how good we were.  I would show them. I would elude them all and spend the night with a Master of my choosing.

The handlers had the dogs on leashes and made sure that every dog stuck their noses in all our pussies to get our smell.  When they were done, they assembled off to the side of the yard.  Sharon yelled. "Give them a run for their money girls.  Go."

I started counting second, “One thousand one, one thousand two…one, one thousand,…” We trotted easily through the gate past the hunters mostly standing beside their horses.  We ran into the woods on the main road.  Once out of sight of the hunters I moved out of the stream of girls, licked a finger and tested the wind. Unchanged.

I followed the pack and found a path upwind, pulled out my tampon and rubbed my scent on a tree. I jogged down the path, rubbing my scent low on a tree or rock every thirty seconds. After four minutes I put the tampon back in its holder and put it back in my pussy. I backtracked to the main route, followed it looking for a downwind track.

I found one in three plus minutes and turned downwind. I stopped counting then. I had made the only false trail I had time for. I still had the tampon if I found a good place to use it. Upon second thought, once I heard the hounds baying, I pulled the tampon out and carried it in my hand. When I was caught, I didn’t want the thing in me when I was taken, and, truth be known, I was very aroused now and wanted badly to be found and taken. In a few more minutes, with the sound of the hounds and the rider’s voices in the air, I found a climbable tree.

I went on a hundred yards and rubbed my tampon on a tree then buried it and set a flat rock on it. I returned to the tree and clambered up the sturdy branches until I was hidden from the ground. Then I waited. After twenty minutes of quiet, a pack of hounds ran under the tree followed by two or three horses. The hounds started baying when they reached the decoy tree. They played around that tree for quite a while before turning back.

They were moving slow and it was time for me to be caught. When they were close, I dropped a pinecone they stopped and I heard one of the men comment that this tree looks very climbable. After some discussion he started climbing. No point in waiting longer, I called out, “You’ve found me masters. I’m coming down. I started descending and when I caught sight of them there were three men in hunting attire smiling up at me. One of them held a lock in his hands He took hold of me before I was on the ground, locked my hands behind me as one of the others recorded the event on his phone.

He lay me on the ground, “Spread ‘em, love. I obeyed while he took out his cock. A large boner and slipped it into my wet pussy. He orgasmed in seconds, too fast for me.

He was replaced by a second man who took his time and got me very, very close to orgasm when he finished. The third man worked quickly but drove me to orgasm, scant seconds before he joined me. I have to admit that a hunt is exciting and fulfilling. They let me lay there in the afterglow of my orgasm.

You gave us a good run, Kinsi. You may have been the last fox caught today. Good work.”

“Thank you, masters, all of you.”

He called for a pickup and soon a small aircar settled through the trees and in a minute unloaded me at the club. Sharon said, “Good job, Kinsi. She took the numbered lock off my cuffs and opened the door of one of the small kennels lined up in the yard. She locked me in then fastened the team’s lock on the outside of the door so they could claim me for their prize.

Megan stopped to see me before my hunters got back. “You were one of the last girls caught today. How did you do it?”

“Your lesson was very useful, Mistress. I left a false scent trail upwind, then hid downwind and climbed a tree. Did your team fare well?”

“Indeed, we caught a deer and a rabbit. We will have a fun night as will you. I’ve got to go. I’ll pick you up in the morning. You get the day off tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

My captors arrived soon and took me up to their room. My kennel had an AG unit and they turned it on and towed my after them like so much luggage. The room was really a suite with a central living room, dining room and kitchen and three bedrooms opening off a short hallway. They took me out of the kennel and locked a chain hanging from the ceiling to my collar. There was a track on the ceiling that ran into every room but didn’t go out the room door. I could enter every room but couldn’t leave the suite.

The man who had climbed the tree and the one who had me first was the one who put the track chain on me. He pulled me to him and kissed me. It was a good kiss and I responded by wrapping my arms around him and returning the kiss as well as I could. He pulled his head back after a long moment, and introduced himself, “I’m Sam and you were hard to find, Kinsi, but definitely worth the effort.”

“Thank you, Master. You too, were worth the effort. I didn’t want to be caught by just anyone.”

“Are you a truthful slave?”

“Oh yes, master. If I tell a lie my AI will zap me.”

“What makes for good sex for you?”

“It’s best for me if I’m helpless, master. Well restrained and under your total control. Luckily, many masters like this, too.”

The other men cheered my words and one of them held out a soft sided case to Sam, “Here’s what you need, Sam.”

He released me, took the case and escorted me into the first bedroom. I wasn’t surprised to see a pillory in the middle of the room. I suppose some bondage gear is standard in every room of this hotel.  He opened the bar and I lay my neck and wrists in their semi-circles. He closed the bar.

“I think this qualifies as helpless. Don’t you?”

“Yes, master, I’m quite helpless and very ready.”

His questing hands explored my breasts and drifted to my sex. He inserted several fingers and confirmed I was well lubricated. “Yes, you are ready.”

I heard him undressing then he warmed my ass with some sort of paddle. He was skilled and took me to the edge in just a few swats. He ran his warm hands over my bottom between swats and soothed the reddened skin, driving my arousal higher with every pass. Soon I was stamping my feet in need and begging him to take me. He ignored my pleas and soon his magic fingers and infernal paddle gave me my first orgasm. And my second. Finally I felt his rigid member slip into me and in a few strokes he filled me with his hot sperm and drove me over the edge again. He dressed and left the room, telling me he had to share me.

Ralph was next and he gave me two more orgasms. Michael was the third man and he put me on a whipping bench for his first round with me. Three more orgasms.

They took turns with me all night. I didn’t get to sleep until dawn was breaking through the windows. They put me back in the kennel and left me outside the room. A club attendant took me back to the yard where Mistress picked me up mid-morning. I was exhausted, and well used. She took me home and put me in the autoshower. She went back to work and let me recover the rest of the day. We went back to a normal routine when she got home that evening.

We settled into a comfortable routine of evening home life with a lot of girl-on-girl sex. I got quite a bit of it and was happy. During the day Mistress would leave me at the Hunt Club. I participated in the chores and we exercised a lot, trying to improve our skill. That happy interlude lasted a week.

Mistress had picked me up and was walking me home on a leash. I was still wearing my puppy paws and boots, my wrists and ankles were chained, as required. We turned a corner and I saw two men coming toward us, twenty feet away, wearing security uniforms and each pulling an AG kennel, floating a foot above the ground. Megan moved aside to let them pass and I followed suit. The first man was passing me when everything went black.

I woke alone in a bare cell. Concrete walls and floor, a steel toilet and sink. One wall was bars with a door. No window. I was laying on a thin pad on the floor. A chain fastened my collar to a ring on the back wall. A second chain hung from the other side of the wall. Maybe I’d have company. I was still wearing my paws, boots and chains. It was dimly lit.

I sat up and looked around. I called out, “Hello. Anyone there?”

Silence.

Slavegirls develop a lot of patience. We wait a lot. I started yoga exercises using my pad. Might as well stay in shape. I wondered what was going on, but that would have to wait more information.

When I got bored with yoga, I started regular body weight exercises, pushups, stretching, jumping jacks and so on. Soon I heard a metallic clang in the distance. A door closing I thought. I knelt on the pad in case someone came. Footsteps and the clatter of chains came closer. Two men in uniforms and a slave girl stopped in front of the door. One of the men opened it and they brought the girl in. She slave bands, wrists, ankles, waist and collar. She wore the same rings as me, Nipples and labia. Her head was lowered and she was looking away from me so I couldn’t see her nose or ears. Her arms were locked in reverse prayer with a short chain from the back of her collar. “New slave,” I thought. Her ankles wore the same regulation chain as mine. They locked the other chain to her collar and left, locking the door behind them. One returned and slipped another thin pad through the bars for her.

“Welcome to our cell.”

Her head bobbed a little, but that was all. I guessed she was crying.

“Are you gagged?”

She shook her head, “No.”

“You might as well look at me and talk. Slave girls don’t have secrets for long.”

“You’re right, of course and turned her head to look at me It was Mistress. I lifted my wrist chain over her head and wrapped my arms around her, “Mistress, it’s good to see you. I was worried.”

She was sobbing and shaking in my arms. I couldn’t do anything but hold her and talk to her. “Mistress, did they hurt you?”

She shook her head, slightly.

“I’ll help you to sit down, OK?”

She nodded and I released her and lifted my wrist chain over her head. I steered her back to her pad. “Kneel on the pad.” She was still sobbing so I put my paws on either side of her body, above her waistband and steadied her while she knelt. When she was down, I knelt in front of her, spreading my knees around hers so I could be close. I leaned forward and kissed her cheek, tasting her salty tears, “ Don’t worry, Mistress. I’m sure your father will find us.”

After a while she stopped sobbing and stared at me with scared eyes, “Kinsi, what if he doesn’t find me until it’s too late.”

“Too late for what, mistress?” What was she afraid would happen that was worse. No one killed a slave. The penalties for stealing one was only a fine.

“I was free when they took us. The penalty for that is life at hard labor on the colonies or death. I saw his face, you saw them too.”

“Won’t your father bargain with them or come rescue us?”

“They want him to jigger a resurrection for a man they killed. They are serious bad men. I don’t think he will do what they want and I just don’t know if he can find us. ReNew isn’t and armed investigation company.” She sounded normal now. That was better than the lost woman of a minute ago.

I leaned forward and kissed her. She pulled back at first, then pushed forward, leaning into the kiss. Her lips parted and our tongues danced a gavotte for a minute.  broke the kiss and, “Despite the situation, you are my mistress. May I serve you?”

She smiled, rolled onto her back, pulled her feet up to her bottom and spread her knees wide. I guess she wanted more comfort.

I moved between her feet and licked her newly ringed lips.  I felt her skin quiver.

She nodded her head twice. I bent to my task and she was already damp I sucked and licked, driving my tongue as deep as I could, knowing she was really in need of some help. She came but not quickly. My tongue was exhausted by its effort and I was glad when she pumped out a little juice and I sat back on my haunches and watched her belly spasm.

This was the first mercy fuck I had ever done. I was sad for mistress, to see her majesty ruined , her body enslaved.  Girls weren’t rescued from slavery, once it was imposed. I still thought of her as Mistress, but I suspected that part of her life was done. Shortly she would be just plain Megan to everyone.

I wondered why we were taken?  Why was she enslaved? Maybe she knew and that was the reason for her gag and hood. Why did they care what she saw or said to another slavegirl?

Mary’s incoming tone sounded while Roger was studying a report. He was glad for the interruption. Diego’s writing style always made him sleepy. “Distract me, Mary.”

“Yes, sir. A package just arrived by courier for you. It’s small and sensors say it’s a common data cube. No return address or ID.“

“Something mysterious. Bring it in.”

She opened the door strode to his desk and tossed him the package.

He opened it and dropped the cube into a reader. Mary left and closed the door.

The display lit up with a picture of Megan’s face, looking scared, as the title page of a vid. He started it playing. “Father, I’ve been kidnapped. They want you to do something before they let me go. The President of Moldova is a ReNew client and was assassinated when this package was delivered to you. They want you to rejuvenate him with a different brain scan. The new brain scan was delivered to our European Division, addressed to James at the same time. If the redirected rejuvenation is not reported to anyone for thirty days I will be released unharmed. They know I am a ReNew client, so they will not kill me or harm me, but they will enslave me and subject me to conditioning to prevent me from returning to my former circumstances. Please do what they ask, Father. I couldn’t stand being a slave.”

The camera zoomed out to show Megan’s body, already naked, in slave bands, and chained to the wall behind her. The vid ended,

“Argus, locate my daughter Megan’s implant. Don’t let anyone know you are looking.”

“Scanning. Estimate four minutes to complete.”

He activated Mary’s line, “Mary, get Ravi Cohen to come here ASAP.”

“Yes, sir. Something wrong?”

“Yes.”

Two minutes later his security chief walked through his door., “Hi Roger. What’s up.”

“Megan’s been kidnapped. Her kidnappers sent me a vid. He started it for Ravi.”

When it was finished, Ravi stood up. Excuse me a moment I will start my people working on this end to see how hey got her here and when. He ran out the door.

When the door closed, “Argus, I’m alone. Find anything?”

“Yes. She is ten miles north of downtown Leipzip and probably underground or inside a multistory building, based on her signal.”

Roger pulled a tablet close, “Coordinates?”

“Fifty degrees, twenty-nine minutes, 30 seconds North, 12 degrees, 21 minutes, seventeen seconds East.”

“Got it.” He activated his secretary’s line, “Mary, get James on a secure circuit.”

“Working on it.

A scant minute later, “Online, boss.”

“James, Megan’s been kidnapped. I received a vid from the kidnappers. It said the President of Moldova, a client of yours, has been assassinated  and you’ve been sent a brain scan. Their price for returning Megan unharmed is for us to load that scan into the President’s clone.”

“OK. I understand. I did receive a brain scan with no explanation a few minutes ago. Anonymous sender. I haven’t heard about President Golovcha yet. Any idea who’s behind it?”

“Not yet. There have been several interesting probes of our security from the area around Leipzig. Get a special tactics team ready for action in Germany ASAP. It’s not much of a lead. Ravi is trying to track Megan’s path from here. I’d prefer to keep this quiet so we don’t worry our clients.”

“Gotcha. All internal response. What about Golovcha if the kidnappers are correct?”

“He’s a client. Resurrect him but keep him under wraps for a while. We’ll solve this in a day or not at all. We can always resurrect Megan if she doesn’t survive.”

“Dad. That’s callous.”

“I know, but it may be necessary if we can’t get her back.”

“All right. I’ll get a team together and call back when they’re in Germany.”

“Good.”  He broke the connection.

Roger pondered how to tell his people where Megan was without revealing the existence of two things only he knew: the existence of Argus and its ability to track a client’s location. There was third, more damning secret. Argus could read every implant’s data stream, read the client’s  thoughts. Discovery of that secret might destroy ReNew and him, but it would certainly force the government to take over ReNew.  And discovery of the first two would certainly make it likely someone would deduce the third secret.

Roger decided the secret informant was a good ploy. No one would doubt he had sufficient resources to attract an informant.  When Ravi returned, he’d tell him his tale and see if he bought it. He waited, impatiently. Finally, Ravi entered.

“Any luck?”

“We found a repair crew  van landed just after the last sighting of Megan and her slave. The slave’s gone too. The one who stabbed you. It doesn’t seem likely there’s a connection, but we’re looking into it. The van was unauthorized but they had an authorization code, an old one but still valid. We have the tracking data. It met a private suborbital shuttle that left on a flight plan to Berlin. It was a chartered shuttle. We’re getting the surveillance data from Berlin now.”

“Good, fast work, Ravi. I have received information that ties into that nicely. I had used a private investigation company in Germany before and I trust them to be discrete, their operatives are former cops and investigators. I told them about the folks we had identified last week that were inquiring about ReNew management. Their agents talked to those subjects and informed them there was a very sizeable reward, no questions asked and no disclosure for information leading to Megan’s recovery, unharmed. The agents stayed with the subjects to ensure their silence while we checked out their information, if any. They are still there. I had two receptive contacts, both gave me the same information . It’s a building in Leipzig. They said she was somewhere in the building, likely in the basement. I paid them half and the rest if we get her back.”

You paid them both?”

“I won’t risk my honor for small change, though they thought it generous. James is assembling an action team for Germany. I’d like you to lead the team. My shuttle can have you there in three hours. You can take up to twenty of your team, if you want. Here’s the coordinates.” He handed Ravi the tablet. “Send them to James when you’re airborne.”

“You bet I want. Have the shuttle meet us at the airstrip in ten minutes. My team is packing now.” He ran out of the office.

Well, he bought it. It’s vague enough that it will be hard to check.

Roger called James and told him that he had a location and Ravi was on his way. He said he would coordinate and have local transport waiting for him.

We were sitting against the wall, leaning on each other, more for company than warmth. I was half dozing when a clang woke me. A door! The two guards who had brought Mistress earlier , entered our cell and gave us a meal. Slave chow in bowls. My standard fare, but a rare experience for Mistress. The ordered us to eat and we both obeyed. It must have been very hard for Mistress, but she knew the alternative was pain.

When we were done, they unlocked Mistress and took her and the bowls away. She was distraught but obeyed the tug of her leash.

She had told me of their threat to condition her to slavery and was worried. Modern psychological treatments are effective and she could be irrevocably conditioned in mere hours, and she was terrified. Drastic conditioning had sometimes caused psychoses.

She had been gone less than an hour when there was a loud THUMP and the building shook loose dust around me. It was followed by the sound of frying bacon – a beam weapon.  Illegible shouts followed. It was a rescue!

When the men in powered armor entered my cell, I thought it was over and I’d be taken back home to be Mistress’ slave again. Wrong. They checked my collar and my DNA then left me there, still chained to the wall. Later, Mistress was brought back, still a slave, and chained beside me. All she would say was that she was a slave too and not my mistress. I guess they did condition her. A couple of hours later, Roger Dalton and Michael Donnelly came in. Michael was carrying a leather bag.

“I’m sorry, Megan.”

“It’s all right Dad. I’m happy and this is what I always should have been . You know it was only your power that slowed me down. Master Michael, If you will accept me, I would like to be your slave.”

“Thank you, Megan. I accept you as my slave. Kinsi, would you like to be my slave?”

That was a no brainer. To belong to such a man was every girl’s dream, and Megan would be there, too. “Yes, master, I would love to be yours.”

“I accept you as my slave. We’ll do the paperwork later.” He unlocked Megan from the wall and kissed her, then he unlocked me and kissed me. He removed my paws and the wrist chain. “Change your shoes.” He took a pair of black heels from the bag and handed them to me.

I changed and he put the paws and angle boots in the bag.

“Stand up, reverse prayer.”

I obeyed and he locked my hands to the back of my collar, then he put a leash on my collar and Megan’s. Roger took my leash and they led us out of the building and into an aircar. We flew for an hour at high speed before landing at a ReNew facility. We were led inside to an observation room with a long viewing window. On the other side stood three people, A young man, an older man, holding a leash to the collar of a small, dark haired slave girl, looking angry.

Roger explained, the older man is my son, James. He’s the European Director of ReNew. The young man is Mr. Anton Golovcha, President of Moldova. He was assassinated by Mr. Andrei Donici’s hired assassin and just ReNewed. Mr. Donici was killed in your rescue but he had conveniently sent me his brain scan. The slave girl is a recently quickened clone. Her original had several clones made and I purchased this one from her. I used Mr. Donici’s brain scan for the quickening and he is not pleased with his new body. He had expected to be inhabiting the body of Pres. Golovcha, in front of him. James is presenting Pres. Golovcha with his new slavegirl to thank him for agreeing to keep his resurrection quiet until your rescue could be consummated.”

James handed her leash to Pres. Golovcha who was smiling broadly.

The girl was straining, pulling on the leash. When she suddenly stiffened and fell to her knees, tears on her cheeks. She had felt the first correction from her collar, I imagine. I remember mine. It’s not something any girl wants to feel again.

I wondered, “Is this karma. “Bad deeds cause you to come back as a lower form of life. A toad, a worm, or a slavegirl?”

THE END


Other Kindle Titles by Alan Horn

Total Control:Total Control 1

Total Control 2

Total Control 3

Wage Slaves:Submissives

Wage Slaves 2

Gods of Olympus:Pony Girl Sentence

Consequences

Julie

Coffle:The Coffle

Coffled Future

Coffle Cure

Enslaved: Books 1 - 7

Pony Girl Dreams

Ensnared

The Love Ring

The Natural Slave

Humiliation

ControlledLaura's Key

Laura's Coffle

Shadow War: Books 1 – 7

Bondslaves 1 - 3

cover.jpeg
BONDSLAVE # 4
CLONE

ALAN HORN





