
        
            
                
            
        

    
Brave Iris

Iris Understands

Alan Horn


Brave Iris

Copyright © 2017 by Aerophyte

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 written 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

ISBN:9781521195505

First Edition: June 2017

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1


Prologue

Chapter 1: Attitude

Chapter 2: Card Game

Chapter 3: Natalie

Chapter 4: The Village

Chapter 5: Consequences

Chapter 6: Apprentice

Chapter 7: Darkness

Chapter 8: Gunter

Chapter 9: Light

Chapter 10: Taken

Chapter 11: School

Chapter 12: Friend

Chapter 13: Class

Chapter 14: Auction

Kindle Titles by Alan Horn


Prologue

Secrets are hard for any group of people to keep. Juicier secrets even more so. How can the oldest and largest secret society in the world manage? We are a society of snoops privy to every meeting, every street. Video cameras in every smartphone, linked to the internet, in the hands of billions of independent reporters.

Power and money, of course. While the society and its affairs are private, indeed, its members are the most powerful men in the world. Every head of state, every head of a super-corporation, is a  member. Who else could keep their facilities off of all maps, computer, satellite, or paper? Who else would every government in the world protect?

Their goals are simple: stability and survival of the race. All members are male. In its beginning  women were members, with disastrous results.  Females are focused on the security of their bloodlines and affected by hormonal changes. They are loved  but they are never trusted.


Chapter 1: Attitude

Thomas Allen sat in his office watching a series of videos play on his monitor. James, his butler, bodyguard, and majordomo stood beside him and watched too. Thomas stopped the current video and asked, "What do you think?"

James said, "You're right. With others she's exquisite. She's a good actress and I didn't see it at all.  Her 'Fooled 'em again' expression when she thinks she's alone is revealing. I think she genuinely enjoys her role as a slave girl, but she views it as a role she can leave behind when the opportunity presents itself."

"Denial?"

"Perfect, sir. The red locks?"

"Right, get them out and give me one."

***

Iris is tall and blond, almost six feet tall. Too full figured to be a model, her 38-24-36 body is well toned and fit.  Her skin is very light and contrasts with her full, red lips and rosy nipples. Her eyes are a vivid, striking blue and shine with intelligence.  She is always alert, aware of her surroundings as well as intensely focused on her activities.  She moves with an animal fluidity and grace.  She always looks balanced, ready to shift directions in an instant.  Her voice, though she seldom speaks is musical and her speech is elegant and thoughtful.

My name is Iris. I'm a pleasure slave.  My full name used to be Iris Margery Nivens.  Now I'm just Iris. I'm the property of Thomas Allen, a big shot here.  No, I don't know where "Here" is.  I'm not even sure if its on Earth or somewhere else.  Its an island and we have all the modern conveniences I grew up with, but the air is sweet and clean and everything feels new and fresh. Its a man's paradise for sure. 

I don't understand how everything works here yet and I'm not sure I ever will.  I've been here only six months, but more time wouldn't give me more information. The policy here is to keep the slave girls helpless and ignorant. On the other hand I feel perfectly safe and loved here.  There's no crime and the population is carefully selected so there aren't any sociopaths, or mental defectives.  Everyone has everything they need. There's no homeless or underemployed, no malnourished people of any age. The men thin its a woman's paradise too, and most times I agree.

Sort of. Its not perfect. All the girls say they would like it better if they had more freedom. I often think I might like it better if I had more freedom. Maybe. I've had it both ways and this feels better. Is there a middle ground? I don't know if a girl can ever be completely happy. Men like to fiddle with things but women like to fiddle with relationships. I had a lot of freedom before I was taken.  I misused it and became a spoiled child then a criminal for the excitement. I was partly responsible for several people dying. It wasn't intended, but sometimes bad things just happen.  I was discovered and about to be arrested when my parents asked the son of an old friend to intervene.  I met him at my parents house and when I woke up I was here and enslaved. At first, all I thought about was escape. I hated the confinement, the restrictions, the lack of information.

I had been raised in the full flower of female emancipation. Feminism, women's rights, control of our own bodies was rampant. Women were being elected and one almost made it to the pinnacle of government. I took it for granted that I was at least equal to men. I never dreamed that my flight from justice would also throw me back to being chattel.

When I woke up here I soon realized I had lost my identity, my self.  I was no longer a strong woman, a leader of a gang, responsible for their livelihood and success. It took me a month to run through denial, anger, and bargaining. My trainers were focused, relentless, and all powerful. I was helplessly chained and my every question, complaint, and angry response were instantly answered with their whips. I spent every moment of that first month looking for weaknesses, something to exploit to escape. I saw nothing. But my hopes stayed with me until I was taken out in public. I was used to being naked in front of strangers by then, so that didn't phase me. What sent me into depression and dashed my hopes for eventual escape was seeing the outside. Every woman I saw was naked and chained. Every one was collared and being led on a leash by a man or chained to a post or tree or something solid.  In this place, all women were slaves. I saw that when the whole of society wants you enslaved, there is no hope of freedom.

I gave up looking for ways to escape. I became resigned to being a slave and was depressed for a few days. Then I accepted my fate and started trying to be the best slave I could. I tried hard to learn what they showed me. I soon became the first girl to master a pose, or learn a move. I smiled all the time, because, my mood was up to me. I wanted to be happy and if that meant being a happy slave, so be it.

I learned that I would not be hurt unless I acted badly, so I started doing everything I was told with the expectation of a new pleasure. The school became a summer camp for me. Always something new or a fun on the schedule that I never saw.

My life here was undeniably exciting, at first. I suppose, like every pampered girl,, I daydreamed about romantic life where a dashing rogue would spirit me away and work his evil deeds on my helpless flesh. I would use my seductive charms to win him over and correct his boorish manners.

I learned the joys of submission. I learned that  I was a natural slave. I learned that sexual pleasure was magnified to incredible heights by bondage. I learned that pleasure and pain are two sides of the same coin. I was taught to orgasm to the whip and even to a child's clicker.  Now a tiny touch on any of my erogenous zones kicks my arousal into instant readiness for a climax.  I'm now a hot and instantly responsive girl. I can orgasm when any of my holes are used for as long as I'm stimulated  I've become a sexual pleasure machine of infinite capacity and desire.

When I was trained, Thomas Allen, my Master, allowed me to submit to him. I begged him to allow me to be his pleasure slave. I swore I would obey him and serve him forever. I asked him to keep me in his chains and control every aspect of my life. He accepted me as his property and swore he would protect me and care for me. He took me into his home. I've gladly worn his chains for months.

All the girls here are collared, chained, and ringed.  It keeps us obedient and trains us for life after the school.  The ankle chains are all the same length to facilitate the design of other equipment and to make it easier for us to walk when we're in coffle. Heavy metal collars are put on out necks and a matching band around our waists. Cuffs on our wrists are joined by a longish chain fastened to the back of the waist band.  None of the  bands on us are locked. They are intended to be permanent and only the smiths can open them. A short chain dangles from the back ring of our collars. When there is no lock on this chain. our hands can reach about a foot in front of our tummy.  If a master pulls the center of the chain up and fastens it to the back of our collar, then our hands are secured against the back ring of the waist band, in the small of our backs. In the third position, the most restrictive, our hands are lifted as high as possible and locked to the chain dangling down our backs.  Slave girls hands are always fastened this way for sleeping and, over time, our tendons stretch so that the cuffs can be locked directly to the back of our collars and the chain removed.   It becomes comfortable after only a couple of months.

When I graduated the heavy chain on my wrists was  removed.  The bands on my wrists look like tight golden bracelets. The etched design on the surface conceals attachment loops that can be raised for a lock or chain. The rings on the side and back of my collar are the same, but the large staple and ring in front can't be hidden.  My anklets are also permanently joined by fourteen inches of chain.  My waist is free of its band.

When a girl is enslaved she is ringed. Her nose is pierced and a heavy, permanent gold ring is put through her septum. I hated it at first, but not so much anymore. After all, all the slave girls have them.  Master usually clips a leash onto my nose ring when he takes me anywhere. More rings, slightly lighter than the nose ring are put in all the usual places: nipples, ears, three in each labia lip. For a while he hung bells on my nipple rings.  I've learned not to expect my opinions to be asked.  I asked to be his property and he can decorate me however he wants. He said they make me look more erotic and I know they make me more submissive. When you're ringed, every step makes the rings sway and arouses you.

Anyway, once I accepted that I was going to always be a slave girl, I started to enjoy it.  Once the chains and obedience was routine, the sex really took over.  The last two months of training focus on enhancing a girls sensitivity. Now I'm always a little aroused. Just a touch is all it takes to put me in rut.  Bondage would be a lot more common if girls realized how much better an orgasm can be if you're helpless, Spanking too.

Its not all honey and roses being a slave. The men are carefully screened and trained to be good masters, but we dread the free women. There are a few free women on the island.  Some are wives of masters and some employees. Another aspect I don't understand. But All the slave girls try to avoid  them.  Every free person is our master and we have to obey them.  Its natural to obey the men. After all they are stronger, bigger, more aggressive.  Just to see another woman, wearing clothing, completely free when I'm naked and helpless makes me feel ashamed. It wasn't my fault but now its my choice.  I avoid them if I can. Slave girls learn early to curb their tongues. Not so free women and they are masters of caustic observations and remarks. 

***

I enjoyed having a girl in my office when I worked. Iris was one of my favorites. All of them were beautiful and submissive but Iris was special. I'm told that pregnant women have an inner glow. Perhaps sensing they were fulfilling nature's special role for them.  I've never been around a pregnant women so I can't say Iris looked like that, but she did seem to have an inner radiance none of the other girls possessed.  Maybe they did too, but only the right man could see it.  I watched Iris' face as I talked business. 

One might think she was a distraction, but I don't.  When she was present I was especially sharp. I didn't feel guilty about taking her out of her world and taming her.  She was failing and in imminent danger of personal catastrophe.  I know I saved her, but to do so I enslaved her and made her more dependent on me than she could have imagined. I have taken on the responsibility for her well being. I was always motivated to do well, of course, but her presence made success a duty as well as fun.

Some girls never adjusted to slavery and we sent them back into the world with money, a good job, and a cover story to explain her absence.  We prepare our end of the story too, so if she told anyone what happened, we had the eyewitnesses to refute her story. Luckily this was rare and most girls found a happiness and peace they had not known. But occasionally a natural slave is brought in. Iris was one of those fortunate girls who had not known what was missing from her life and wouldn't settle for less. Many turn to crime or seek out abusive partners.

Iris was a natural. I watched her as I talked to my man in Europe. She knelt in front of me, no more than six inches from my legs. She kept her torso erect and arched her back, thrusting her wonderful, full, taut breasts toward me. Her head was erect and her eyes angled down, watching my body for any hint of a motion she should respond to. Her knees were spread wide giving me a full view of her perfect pussy and its septet of gold rings. Gold glinted from the most erotic parts of her body.  I had put them there just to have this view all the time. I was always aroused when I saw her.  Its her desire to be controlled.  I've been around many pretty girls who accept my control and enjoy its benefits.  Iris fervently wants to be controlled.  Its her lifelong, and well hidden dream. I own several girls and they are excellent slaves, great looking, good in bed, submissive and capable.  Most of them would be able to marry and with some self control, be as happy as any other woman out there.  But they would miss the incredible sex and lack of responsibility they have here.  Iris, would shrivel and turn into a recluse back in the outside world, now that she's tasted the joys of submission.  Nothing makes her happier than an opportunity to serve me, in any way. She revels in the freedom from personal decisions.  She told me she made such a mess of such decisions in her former life that they scare her and she revels in being free of them.  She makes good decisions when for the girls when she in charge at the training facility, but won't even try for herself.

And that's a small problem. She avoids any decision and awaits orders.  I want her to learn to be more assertive in serving me.  I want her to feel an inner need to serve and be willing to start the action, rather than just waiting for me to order her. In other words I want her to be more than just a passive lover.  I can't just tell a trained slave, "Now be yourself." I will have to train her a little more and she won't like it much at first., but that's one of the drawbacks of being a slave girl - she doesn't have a say in what's done to her.

Its a fine balance. I have a beautiful, submissive, obedient and loving slave girl. But she is like an intelligent robot with no initiative.  What I want now is to get her to be loving and affectionate without orders. To let her feelings show just a little.

I knelt beside Master watching him. He was engrossed in a phone conversation with someone he called "Harry."  He looked calm.  They were talking about a new plant in Denmark and labor unions.  I didn't pay any attention to the conversation.  I was looking for emotions and needs and trying to read his mind.  I sometimes got glimmers of his needs, but only when they were very strong, usually about me. I had been enslaved for half a year at my parents request.  I had been a typical rich kid and believed I was bullet proof.  They sent me here to keep me out of prison. I was dubious at first.  It seemed worse than prison. I have to admit they were right.

Looking back, I was a mess.  So, so grades in school.  All I really learned in college was how to party hard.  I had no goals save find a guy who'd take care of me in the style my parents had set.  So I slept with all the hunks I could find.  I was an easy lay, just looking for the right man.  You know, wealthy, self absorbed and who'd let me do what I wanted.  So I got in with bad boys and soon I was planning heists from my friend's wealthy parents.  I was the perfect spy.

I never thought of myself as a criminal.  The victims would be reimbursed by their insurance companies and everyone hates insurance companies anyway.  But things went wrong and some people died.  My parents had my current Master spirit me away and next thing I know I was here being trained as a sex slave.  Turns out I liked it. This was way cool.

He ended the phone call and looked at me. I asked, "Are things going well, Master?"

For a long moment he looked at me and finally said, "You broke a rule, slave."

I realized I had spoken without permission. How could I be so stupid?  He wasn't my husband, he was my Master. I said, "Please forgive your slave, Master.  I will be more mindful in the future."

"Stand up."

I leap to my feet and my body shifted into my well practiced display position with the force of habit: feet spread as wide as my hobble allowed, knees wider, arms crossed behind me, back arched, shoulders back, and breasts thrust out, head erect and eyes on the ground.  He walked around me. "You are magnificent, Iris."

"Thank you, Master." I never got over being a little humiliated by my submission. Still, it excited me too.  I felt my belly heat up and I wanted him to control me.  Maybe humiliation is part of being female.  Knowing any man can overpower me.  Our only defense against a male's strength and aggressiveness was submission and it excited me to know he could take me whenever he wanted. Flight was out of the question. Since being enslaved my ankles were chained and here, in his house, my collar was chained to an overhead track.  I could only go where the track led:  most of the rooms in the house and even outside to the stables.

He took a nipple ring in each hand and gently tugged on them.  "I've been lax with you Iris.  My fault. Hands and knees."

I dropped to the floor. He grasped my chain and walked out of the room. I followed on my hands and knees. He held the chain close to my collar so I had to crawl beside him. He picked up a crop along the way. I heard the slap and felt the sting on my left ass cheek My belly warmed immediately and filled me with lust. I hesitated and felt the collar tug on my neck. I jerked forward and another stroke landed on my other cheek. He alternated strokes with each step. I crawled forward, matching his footsteps.  He smacked each cheek in turn. My ass stung and grew warmer with each smack.  My belly was writhing as I crawled.  I felt the first drops of dew form on my pussy lips.

He took me into his games room and up onto a wooden bench.. I knew this bench well.  my neck nestled into its cutout as he closed the bar holding it in place.  My knees  spread wide around the support between them.  My hobble chain was trapped by a stout catch at ankle height. The waist strap pulling my body into an arch, my ass sticking up, offering my pussy and ass to everyone passing by.  A slave girl's meaning in life - an offering to the cock.  

He pulled my hands up behind me and fastened them to the back of my collar.  This was a favored position for slave girl's arms: absolutely useless and out of the way.  We were quite helpless and totally available for use. I had been trained in this position for months and it now placed no strain on my arms.  My breasts dangled down on either side of the narrow bar supporting my chest and belly.  My ass hung out over the end of the bench,  thrust up and out behind me, unsupported, immobile, and uncovered, making all my girl parts open and accessible. I was stretched tight. I could wiggle my fingers and toes.  I could lift my head, open and close my eyes, and my mouth was free. I was comfortable, helpless and oh so ready for use.

In fact, I wanted to be used, ruthlessly, forcefully and thoroughly.  I wanted Master's cock in all my holes.  I wanted to come and come, and be used as the slave girl I was.  I wanted to be the vessel of his pleasure. And I wanted my accustomed orgasm.

My bondage was complete and implacable. I knew this bench well.  It was designed to hold a girl in perfect immobility and comfort.  I relaxed and savored my senses. I could see the plain white wall in front of me.  I could hear my breathing and Master moving somewhere in the room.  I could feel gravity pulling me down, compressing my chest and pulling my head toward the floor.  My breasts dangled below me. I could feel them swaying gently from my last motion as I settled into position. They hung free, ready for my Master to touch.  Gravity pulled on the heavy rings in my flesh, putting more downward pressure on my labia lips, my breasts, my ears and especially my nose. The obdurate metal bands on my wrists, ankles, and neck were snug and somehow comforting. They blithely ignored my will and in times like these reminded me what I was. My ass still stung from his crop and my belly was alive with the hot promise of pleasure.

I felt joy and realized how I had changed as a slave girl.  Before this I would have been discontent, looking for something to do, to experience.  Now I was immobile, helpless in the hands of a male. I suppose the joy I was feeling was like the joy a nun felt in her cloister, in the grip of passion for her God.  Master was my God. I loved him so.  I longed for his touch. But even more, he had touched me, had bound me like this to await his pleasure.  I was thrilled to have the opportunity to please him.  I hoped I would receive physical pleasure too, but it wasn't what I needed.

He moved in front of me. I could see his pants and his hands put a strap around my forehead.  He said, "This should make it easier for you." The strap lifted my head so I didn't have to hold it up.  It did help.

"Thank you, Master." My god was thinking of me! I glowed with pride.

His voice was quiet, his breath caressed my ear, "I realize I've taken you for granted, Iris.  I need to understand you better to be a good master.

His fingers stroked lightly across my burning ass and then on my cunt, playing around my nether lips and moving the rings he had put in them. His thumb played around the puckered rose of my anus. A whimper born of lust, fear, and hope snuck out of my throat.  I  heard him say something quietly, but I was so deep in lust and humiliation it took me a moment to understand what he asked me. His voice stayed soft, he spoke slowly, hypnotically in my ear.

"What arouses you most?"

"I ..I don't know, Master.  Everything you do makes me hot. Any touch, any word. I'm your slave, Master. I live for your pleasure."

"Good. When do you remember last getting aroused?"

"I guess when you made me crawl into the room.  I remember also getting aroused when you took hold of my chain.  And when you hit my ass with your crop. I got more aroused when you put me on the bench. And again when you put the strap on my head."

"So you feel increased arousal when I touch you, even casually or with pain. OK. Is the arousal stronger when I touch you sexually?"

"Yes, Master. Much stronger."

"You've been trained to orgasm with the whip, I know. Tell me about it."

Master, when I feel pain, it makes me hot, aroused.  It doesn't matter where or how hard.  It works the same on my front or back, high or low.  The pain is different, of course, but all the pain flows into my loins and arouses me."

"Do you orgasm from the pain?"

"No, Master, I have to be touched somewhere sensitive. On my nipples, cunt, ears, mouth,  I need something more, after the pain to trigger me. I've been trained to orgasm after a whipping, to a finger or the whip handle of a cock in my cunt, a kiss on my lips, even hearing a child's clicker.  But I always need something more.”

"All right, when you're aroused and near orgasm, can you hold it off until I tell you to orgasm?"

"I, I don't know, Master. I've never had to do that. My trainers always wanted me to be more responsive and insisted I orgasm as soon as possible."

"OK. I'll work on that. Don't orgasm until I give you permission."

I didn't know if I could do that.  I was so close to orgasm now, just after talking to Master. I thought I might climax any time now. "I'll try, Master."

I felt his fingers on my bottom, running lightly over my still smarting flesh. crisscrossing, up and down, left and right, the faint sensation amplified by the heat in my cropped skin. His fingers slid through hot, wet folds. Gently, tickling me, tugging at the rings in my nether lips. Sliding all too briefly across my ringed clit causing an instant peak in my arousal.  "Please, more" I thought. Then the fingers leaped to my breasts, my engorged nipples.  Circling, squeezing, cupping, first one then the other, back and forth. Every touch making me hotter, more aroused. "Please, " I said.

Crack.

The pain of a hard hand smacking my breast flared through me. kicking my arousal higher as the pain ran through me like lightning. "No talking without permission."

"Yes, Master.  I'm sorry, Master."

The fingers resumed their gentle caress of my breasts, round and round, under them, wiggling my rings, rolling my sensitive, swollen buds between his fingers. Fingers slipping deep inside my secret place.  His tongue soft and stimulating against my swollen flesh, I felt a low moan bubbling deep in my throat, unbidden, making my whole body vibrate, like a bass. I had no control.  He was playing my body like an instrument.

He sucked my swollen clit into his mouth, playing with its ring with his tongue.  My clit vibrated in my soul. It was licked and sucked and drove me crazy with sensation., I felt my love juices flow into my pussy.  Oh god, here it came...! No. I was alone. His fingers and tongue abandoned me. I was alone. I writhed in my restraints, Nothing.  I moaned loud. "Master, Master, please....! 

Nothing.  No answer. No contact. I might have been alone in my bonds. I was abandoned, so close, in such need of release.  I wept. I had no purpose, no life. My Master had left.

I lay there, unable to move, but also without reason or desire to move. Waiting for my Master.

I felt his fingers, cold, rub around the puckered flesh of my anus.  Lube. He was going to use my bottom. I remembered my lessons, "Relax and invite him in, Tight and ask him to stay." His fingers rubbed the cold slippery stuff inside my ring of muscle, leaving me hungry for the main course. I readied myself mentally for this most   impersonal of uses.  I got excited. He was going to fuck my ass!

On the bench it was the most impersonal of sex. The girl never got to see her user. She only felt his cock fill her to bursting and his fingers on her body.  Her user always held her with his hands and pulled them together.  Often he held her pendant breasts, sometimes her waist, sometimes her swelling hips. For a month of her training she had been fitted with butt plugs of successively increasing diameter to ready her for such use. They made her feel full all the time, but now it was more comfortable when her anus was used.

I relaxed my muscles and got ready for his first thrust.  Master always began with a strong, quick lunge. I felt him enter me, a hard press and he was sliding into me.  I relaxed my muscle until I felt his groin slap into my ass.  I tightened my muscles and tried to hold him in me, but I couldn't. His cock slowly pulled out until I thought he would leave me. No. He stopped in time and I relaxed again.  We continued our tango, his sex and my submission, and I felt my arousal growing.  Sometimes I climaxed when his hot spend flooded my ass.  The pure physical pounding, the slippery friction of our bodies, the slap of his loins on my ass, drove me to the brink. My submission to the helpless bondage and the humiliation of being only my Master's tool for relieving his sexual tension pushed me over the edge.

I hoped it would happen now.  I needed release in the worst way. The pressure in me was both wonderful and horrible. I was a skyrocket, climbing into the sky..  Would my climax burst forth in all its glory, lighting the heavens or would I die away with a whimper, a dud?

He pressed into me again, but not all the way. He paused, halfway in and felt huge. He went in further, slowly, a leviathan taking me over, slowly, implacably filling me until he took all of me.  No room left for me at all. I was conquered, suppressed, and he filled me completely. The blackness of night filled me. I thought I was being pushed out of my body. Then his hot spend flooded into me, insinuating itself into every crevice of my being.  I felt it filling in all of the wrinkles and furrows in my bran, drowning me with its heat.  I was so close to orgasm when he pulled out of with a rush. Cold air roared into the gaping void he had left.  Instantly my ardor collapsed and I was nothing but a whimpering empty shell, wondering what had happened.

I was left alone for a long time.  My heat didn't cool, though. I stayed needy, helpless, and humiliated..  Only my Master could change this.  I was in limbo. Waiting for my Master to do something.  I was so alone.  I wanted him to touch me, whether with pain or pleasure didn't matter.

Finally I heard him moving. He came to my head and said, "How are you, Iris?"

"I..I'm fine, Master. I need you in me, Master."

"You're my slave girl, Iris. What do you owe me?"

"Master, I owe you obedience, respect, service, and pleasure."

"What do I owe you, slave?"

"I don't know, Master.  You take care of me and my needs and you make me happy."

"Correct. My duty to you is to manage your life to keep you safe, happy, and healthy. All of your life. I lead you, protect you, provide for you, and decide for you.  That does not mean I will give you the pleasure you want. And I won't unless it is best for you. Service me."

He took hold of my nose ring and lifted, gently. He placed his semi-rigid cock in front of me.  I licked it and sucked it.  He moved closer and I opened my mouth and sucked at the end of his cock. He lifted my ring higher and thrust into me.  He was big and long and I loved it.

I had been quite popular in high school and college because I loved giving blow jobs. Some girls were revolted by the idea, but not me.  Ever since anatomy class I was in love with the penis.  I would imagine myself sucking on the cock of every good looking guy I saw.  All my friends would size up a man's bulge for filling their pussies.  I always wondered first what he tasted like. I would open my mouth for anyone decent, especially when I had been drinking. I was a cock worshiper.  I never regretted my liaisons.  Every man I blew loved it.  I became an expert and decided it was   better way to get to know a guy than taking a chance on getting pregnant.. I was invited to every party.

I licked it more and sucked more of him in.  Soon, I had his whole length in my mouth and he was pumping like a locomotive.  I felt his length pressing my tongue down and I knew he must be near his maximum size.  I hope he liked it. He swelled larger until I was afraid he would choke me.  I heard him grunting as I got him close to the edge.  Then he exploded in me, filling my throat with his hot spend.  I swallowed frantically, trying to keep it all in me. I succeeded.   

He slowly withdrew and I continued licking and sucking, trying to swallow all of his spend.  I loved the taste of semen.  It was the elixir of the Gods.

"Good job. Iris. You are very skilled."

"Thank you, Master." He walked out of my sight and the room grew quiet.  I was still aroused.  I needed release, but I couldn't do it by myself.  

He didn't leave me alone long.  He walked around in front, showed me a leather paddle, and said, "It's been a while since I used this on you. It spreads the impact out and is noisier. Have you missed it?"

I eyed the paddle. A year ago I would have been aghast at the suggestion it might be used on me.  Now I was practically drooling.  I saw it as a pathway to an orgasm. "Yes, Master, Its one of my favorites."

"Of course." He walked out of my sight.

Soon I felt his fingers stroking my back.  It was soft and sensual and made my arousal stronger. After a moment He smacked my left ass cheek with the paddle.  It came without warning and I squealed in surprise, not pain.  It stung, but its main impact was to excite me.  Was he going to make me come now?

His fingers wandered all over my back and belly, grasping my breasts, wiggling every ring in my flesh. I gasped as he rolled my nipples between his thumb and finger.  They grew hard and swollen in his fingers, his signpost to my arousal.  I was so hot.  I writhed in my bonds, my muscles bunching ineffectually as I tried to move.  All I could do was wriggle my ass, I hope, seductively.

Another smack on my ass, my right side this time.  I squealed again followed by a moan as my arousal and need grew huge.

Master asked, "Will you come if I continue?"

"Master, Its not enough, I need to be touched on my cunt afterwards."

"I know you can come to just a clicker."

"Yes, Master, or that.  Pain or rubbing gets me ready.  The clicker or penetration kicks me over.  I can come the old fashioned way with just your member in me, too, Master," I added, hopefully.

"So, have you been a good girl, Iris?"?"

"Oh, No, Sir. I've been disrespectful and disobeyed many rules. Please punish me."

The leather paddle swatted my left ass cheek, hard. It stung, but my pussy clenched in ardor. I had missed it so much. I knew that I could come on the fourth or fifth blow. I loved the paddle. I loved the man wielding it. He stroked my labia lips again and that was good too. The next blow was on my right ass cheek, just where I wanted it. I gasped and moaned low and long. I was hot now.

"Tell me how it feels, pet."

"It stings when you swat me but I love it. My belly is on fire. The pain in my ass is driving me closer to an orgasm. Your fingers are hurrying me along too. Rub harder, please, sir."

SWAT. Another on my left cheek. I was on fire. Then his fingers again almost as soon as the blow landed. He rubbed me harder, His fingers probed deeper and stronger into me. There was more than one. Two, no, three fingers wiggling in my love tunnel. He touched my clit and I gasped. It was so fucking strong. It was hard to breathe now, my breath was rasping and shallow.  I felt my belly was squeezing the breath out of me. I was on the brink, one more rub or thrust and I would fall over the edge into an orgasm. Waves of scorching heat radiated out of my belly and my rigidly fastened body quivered in the knowledge of my absolute helplessness, my brain throwing out images with vivid clarity just how desirable and readily available I look to my Master. His fingers left me. I whined, "Please, Master, Please."  My belly was spasming, trying to feel the fingers again. I felt abandoned . I was in desperate need of release. He had built my sexual tension to an unbearable level and left me atop my precipice of lust.

For long, endless ages I gasped and trembled, every moment anticipating the thrust of an erection into my belly, the touch of strong hands, and the thundering release of the mighty climax I feel surging and roiling within me. Every passing instant my sense of submission, my need to submit, had strengthened, adding to the torment in my belly and destroying all sense of self control. I begged and pleaded shamelessly for my Master to take me and cool the flames in my belly. "Please, Master. Your helpless slave begs for your favor. Pease take , Master, Please, Please, master, don't stop." I moaned and whined. I was sure I would die if he didn't give me relief from the terrible pressure he had caused. Was he teasing me?

"Last thing on my mind, love."

SWAT. Right cheek. Oh no. My pussy kicked into high gear again and I didn't want down any more. His fingers closed on my left nipple and squeezed and pulled. It hurt but was  wonderful. My belly reacted just like I had felt a swat on my ass. "What are you doing, Master"

"Iris, you have many more erogenous zones than I've been using. Your breasts and nipples have high nerve densities. Have you ever heard of a 'breast orgasm?'"

"N..no, master."

"I'm going to give your bottom a break." When he was sure my fragile defenses lay in shattered ruins, destroyed by my frantic lust, his strong hands cupped my throbbing breasts. Clever fingers rolled and pinched my stone hard nipples, squeezing my flesh onto the steel rings he had put through them, sending me screaming in ecstasy into a shuddering orgasm. I felt my love juices gush into my cunt. I felt the rivulets running down my legs. He lay his body over me so he was in full contact with my back. He could feel every spasm, every twitch as his fingers drove me over the edge. I felt more love juice streaming into my pussy and trickling down my thighs. I was moaning when he took his hands off my nipples, twisted my head around, and kissed me. It was heart stopping. I had never kissed when I was in such heat. I felt so connected to him. I was helpless and he controlled every part of me. I felt the earth move under me. If I hadn't been in strict bondage, I would have fallen over. My limbs lost all their strength and all I could do was lay there and moan his name, It was "Master."

He raised off me and I waited for him to enter me, but all I felt was a soft kiss on my sopping, hot pussy. He said, "No more orgasms tonight, Iris. Not until I say so." Then he left.

An hour later he took me off the bench, aroused, hot, still so needy. He left my arms locked to my collar and I followed him out of the play room. I walked as close to him as I could, brushing against him, afraid to speak. I was still hopeful, still hot.

He put me in the tiny kennel in his bedroom.  I could see the bed where we slept last night. He left me there, turning off the light on his way out. I could have screamed.  I may have. I twisted and flopped onto my side on the pad. Oh God, No, No, No.

I discovered to my horror, my body did not calm from its frantic passion. Great rivers of lust ebbed and flowed in my belly, my breasts and nipples continued to throb and ache with undiminished need and my mind filled with desire. I was a pleasure slave. I needed to feel men's hands on me, their lips and tongues taking me to heights of arousal I had never known before.  I wanted to submit to their chains and gags and total mastery, to be used, please God, make them use me. I wanted to be forced to obey, forced to accept and respond to whatever my Masters wanted.

I was a woman. I was intended to be taken and used by men, not locked in a dark cage.  I wanted men to take me, to feel a man fill me with his seed, impose his dominance on me, force me to be what he wanted me to be and what I needed to be. I was a true and natural slave. I wanted to be used, forced to kneel to a Master, forced to be a true woman.

My locked hands curled into tight, helpless, fists. I squeezed my eyes shut. So damn close. It wasn't fair.  He had come two or three times until he was empty, but he left me in desperate need of release. Not fair. It wasn't supposed to be fair, was it. I was property, wasn't I.  I hadn't chosen to be but I was and for the last six months I had loved it. I still loved it, but I was so needy I could scream. I was so close. He stimulated me for hours, wrung every drop of love juice out of me, and at last left me like this. How could he do this to me? I had to come. How could I sleep now?

Maybe I could...? I wracked my brain. No. My hands were useless. There was nothing in my kennel I could use. Maybe I could slide my chain between my legs.  I writhed for long minutes, but I couldn't do it.  In the end I wound up sweating, still aroused and needing to come more than ever.

I wasn't trustworthy.  That's why he left me here, like this.  He knew I would try and disobey him, try to masturbate.  He had made that impossible.  I was ashamed of my weakness, but I was so horny. I knew my duty was to give him pleasure.  I had to earn my pleasure, but I had come to  take it for granted.  Ever since I had been enslaved I had had multiple orgasms every day.  But that was training, not daily reality.  Yet I had come to expect it.  Foolish girl. I had to obey my Master to earn my orgasms, that much was clear.

I heard the door open and Master turned on the light. I whimpered, without volition, as the light went on. He took me out of the kennel and said, "Stand up."

"Yes, Master." My training took over and I snapped into standing display, every muscle taut. He slowly walked around me, trailing his hand across my skin so very lightly. I shivered uncontrollably.

"How do you feel, Iris?"

"Nervous, Master. Apprehensive, sorry, ashamed."

"Why do you feel this way?"

"Master, I am sorry and ashamed because I failed you. I have been self-centered when I should have been more attentive to your needs and desires. I am nervous that you will be harsh in correcting me, though I know I deserve it."

"Iris, I agree with your assessment, but my correction will be gentle. I like you and you've made good progress, but you are still a headstrong girl playing at being a slave. I doubt you know yourself what your emotions mean and I blame myself for being inconsistent and lax. You are beautiful and have learned how to move with a slave girl's grace and poise. You have learned the hetaera's skills and are an outstanding lover. You have the potential to be one of the greatest slave girls ever. The only thing remaining is to give you the attitude of a slave girl."

He held a small, bright red lock in front of my face.  "This will tell the others that they are not to let you reach orgasm. Only I will do that from now on." He took hold of the upper rings in my labia lips and used the red lock to fasten them together.

"If anyone corrects you, they will put one of these on you. If there are no more on you on Sunday, I may let you have an orgasm.  Otherwise not. I will remove any  other lock  on Sunday.  Each week you start over. You may not masturbate yourself to orgasm. Understand?"

"Yes, Master, but...but no orgasms all week?"

"No, and only on Sunday if no corrections and I think you have earned one."

"Yes, Master." My heart sunk. I needed release now A whole week.  It would be unbearable.  I have been getting many a day for months.  How could I live?  

***

"James, I have to take a short trip to see Gunter. I'll be back by Sunday. I've put the first lock on Iris. Make sure she stays aroused and unsatisfied."

Yes, Sir. She will be needy indeed by the time you return. . Shall I have one of the girls pack your bag?"

"Not yet. I'll leave tomorrow morning. Have Marie do it after breakfast. A two day trip. She knows what to pack. The chopper will be here at ten."

***

Gunter Gehlen's office was high in a modern office building in Vienna.  Thomas always had a feeling of deja vu when he entered the office.  The corridors outside it were sleek and modern with designer colors and paintings and sleek secretaries. Gunter's office, though, would have been at home in the Eighteen Hundreds. It was all dark mahogany paneling with a massive desk and overstuffed chairs.  Its corner view was expansive and showed much of the city and parks below. The Danube sparkled where the sunlight snuck between the patchy clouds.

Gunter came around the desk to greet Thomas, "Gruss Gott, Thomas. It has been too long since we last met in person. Are you here on business?"

"Hi Gunter. Good to see you." They embraced like long separated brothers.  Yes, its business, but also pleasure. Is your room secure?"

Gunter stepped back and said, "So?" He stepped back around his desk and reached under it. The door lock clicked, shades dropped to cover he windows, a faint buzzing rose and a green dot of light appeared on the desk. "Yes, we are secure. Please sit."  He indicated two chairs facing each other across a low table.

They sat and Thomas said, "Gunter, you have been nominated to join a small fraternity of powerful men. It is an ancient organization, founded well before any country in Europe. You've heard of the Bilderberg group?

"Yes, of course. But only a few men in the world, mostly politicians are invited to their meetings."

Gunter, Bilderberg is the outer circle of the world's most secret society. Nothing has ever been published about this group. The inner circle decided it would be impossible to keep itself completely hidden in this world of instant communications and omnipresent cameras, so they formed a cover group and invited prominent people to meet annually. That is the Bilderbergs. Some of them are also members of the inner circle and they use the Bilderbergs to mask their activities. Most of the inner circle are less visible. I am a member and we believe you should be also."

"Thomas, I am honored to be considered, but why does this group exist? What does it do?"

"Our purpose is to keep the world from destroying itself. We keep little wars from becoming big ones. We stop pestilences before they spread. We keep scientific advances balanced so we don't spin out of control."

"Noble goals. Who is in your society?"
Gunter, I cannot be specific until you have agreed to join us. I can tell you that there are around a thousand members that include the Presidents, Prime Ministers, and Kings of one hundred and fifty countries in six continents. As well as twenty three Nobel laureates, most of the wealthiest men on the planet, and the heads of three hundred multi-national corporations. These are serious men that command an incredible amount of power and intelligence.  Most of the military, scientific, and engineering talent in the world works for them."

"Mein Gott, Thomas, how could they keep this group secret. They must be watched all the time?"

"We plan ahead, we have great security, and we have more secure communications than anyone else."

"I take it you are a member? Because of your wealth? But there are so many people who know the communications systems, so many hackers. How is it possible to keep so many people secret?"

"Gunter, of course I'm a member. Really because my ancestors helped found the organization, and my wealth came from that. All I can say now is that the best scientists in the world work for us and we have a system that no one else has ever heard of. Our communications are undetectable by anyone on the planet."

"OK, but why me? I am not a scientist or have great power or influence."

"Your analytic skill and absolute integrity have been noted by several members and those are qualities we value highly. You have been vetted and qualify for membership. This is not for everyone. Sometimes we have to act ruthlessly to protect the world, but usually it is just a matter of appealing to greed and lust. You will receive considerable benefit from membership, monetary, as well as prestige. And you can finally see my home."

"Well, Thomas, I've always wanted to be invited to your home. So I guess I accept."

"Wonderful, Gunter. When can you come to visit me? There's some work to be done to get you started and my place will be perfect. You'll also get an opportunity to experience a major benefit of membership."

"How long a trip should I plan?"

"A week should be adequate, but allow for two, just in case."

"You really think I will need two weeks? Am I going to be in training?"

"No, nothing like that, but You may want to stay. Its a very attractive venue."

"Hah. Thomas, you know I hate vacations."

"Gunter, my closest of friends, this time you may. As I said, its a very attractive venue."

"OK. Keep your secrets. I think I can come about the first. I'll make arrangements to be away for two weeks, but I may come back as soon as the essentials are complete."

"Maybe. We'll see. I'll call you in a week. Got to go. Sorry. We can spend more time together when you visit. Wiederschauen Gunter."

"Wiederschauen Thomas."


Chapter 2: Card Game

After breakfast Master James set Suzy and I to cleaning and dusting the first floor.  His standards were high and we did not want to feel his crop, so we worked methodically around each room, checking each other's work. We wore our normal attire of nothing but chain and high heels

We talked while we worked. "Suzy, what does this lock Master put on me mean?"

She didn't look at me but said, "Its pretty obvious they don't want you to orgasm, isn't it?"

"I guess so, but why?  You don't have one.  Does anyone else?"

"I guess they think we can have orgasms.  Have you been especially bad?"

"I don't think so. Master only said he's been lax and its his fault."

"Well, you are his pet right now.  Maybe you've got an attitude?"

"Do you think I've got an attitude?"

"You do seem to attract the anger of free women.  Remember the nipple clamps that one in the village put on you? She didn't say anything to the rest of us in the coffle."

"But that only happened once. I learned to look meek and respectful after that."

"Iris, you're the least meek and timid slave girl I've ever seen. Maybe the Master wants you to really be meek and timid."

"But I'm his slave girl.  I love being his property. How can I show him?"

"I don't know. Honestly.  I've been a slave a lot longer than you. You know the men keep us chained because they don't trust us? Master once told me that they believe women can't help trying to deceive men? Perhaps he thinks you aren't a slave girl at heart and you just act like the rest of us to avoid the whip?"

"Maybe. Sometimes I don't feel like a slave, just a kidnapped girl. But I love Master and am obedient.  What more can they want?"

"Iris, did I ever tell you I was a psych major in college? They don't just want our bodies. They take our souls so we never want to escape or do anything but serve them. They have mine. Do they have yours?"

We didn't talk much more.  I didn't want to think about it. Mental laziness? Was I afraid Suzy was right?

Master owned five girls right now. Marie and Melody were helping the gardener and one of the security men clear some brush. They were harnessed as ponygirls pulling a cart for the men. Peggy was working at the school, teaching new captures how to be good slave girls.  Peggy and I alternated at the school.  Master hated to waste talent.

When Suzy and I finished cleaning he sent us to the flower garden to cut fresh flowers .  There was a covered walkway that wound through the garden that supported a spur of our overhead track.  We could go there unescorted since we were still secured to the track. Our chain limited us to about four feet either side of the track, depending on the height of the flowers. There were gloves and clippers for us to use in a cupboard under the walkway.

We had a free time in the afternoon.  Five girls in the rec room, all on the track and all of us with our hands locked to the back of our collars.  The men kept us as helpless as possible when we weren't working.  "Improved our attitudes" they said.

Of course the red lock on my labia rings was the main topic of conversation. None of them had ever worn one or knew of other girls who had.

Marie said, "Master James told me that we could play with each other as we always have, but we couldn't let you have an orgasm.  What's that about?"

I don't know. Master told me he had been too lax and I was just playing at being a slave.  This was to teach me to be a real slave.  All I know is that I've been aroused and in need of a climax since yesterday and I'm hurting."

Suzy gave her explanation why I was having my attitude adjusted.

I said, "Girls, I need to orgasm so much. Won't one of you help me. Master won't know."

Nylla said, "Master will know. He's probably watching us right now."

Marie offered, "Iris, you're Master's favorite right now.  Maybe you were rude to him?"

"Never. I adore him and respect him."  Sure, I flirt with him, because I want him in me all the time. But I don't go overboard."

"Well," she asked, "do you flirt with anyone else?"

"All the time. Slave girl, remember?"

"Maybe you flirted a little too much with others."

"How can a chained, naked girl, trained to be an easy lay, flirt too much?"

"I'm just saying, men are possessive.  You're Master's favorite.  Maybe you flaunt your pretty bottom at others too much. The lock is a quiet way of marking you 'Private property.'"

"Marie, I won't flirt with anyone but him from now on.  " I dropped to my knees in front of her and said, Won't you play with me?"

She sidled closer and put her crotch close to my face, "Go ahead. Service me."

I shoved my face close and started licking her nether lips.  We all wore the same rings, three in each labia lip and one through our clits. We had all learned the best way to get a girl off was to save the clit for last. A slow start with tongue on lips, warm her up, thrust between her lips when she swells up, tongue as far up her love canal as possible. When her breathing becomes rapid and she moans, take her clit in your mouth and suck hard. Then she will have an explosive orgasm. Hold her clit ring with your teeth as she bucks and her orgasm will stretch out longer. Her love juices flowed and coated my face. As always, she tasted wonderful. When she calmed, I released her ring and stood up.

"That was great, Iris." Suzy and Nylla congratulated me on my technique.

"Marie, I really need to come. Will you do me now?"

Marie dropped to her knees and I moved close to her . I felt her tongue on my nether lips and she stoked my fires to incredible heights.  I heard my moan and knew I was ready. Her tongue was magic and suddenly she withdrew and stood up.

"That's as far as I can go, Iris. Sorry. I can't let you orgasm. Orders."

"Marie," I wailed. I need it. Please. Finish me."

"Nope.  You were told by your Master, only he can do it."

I stamped my feet. "Marie. I did you. You've got to finish me."

"I'm so sorry, Iris.  Its up to your Master. You know that."

I slumped to my knees and sobbed. "I n...need it so bad. I'm hurting. Won't one of you help me? Please, I beg you." I looked up at them. Their faces were concerned, but adamant. They were slaves under orders. If I was like them, I wouldn't be locked up now.

They tried to cheer me up, but the gnawing ache in my loins wouldn't go away. I was miserable.

Eventually, Master James came in to take us to eat. He looked at my face and said, "Hard, isn't it?"

"Yes, Master. What am I supposed to do, Master?"

"Stop pretending. Be real."

He turned to the other girls and asked, "Has Iris asked you to give her an orgasm?" 

I knew I was in trouble.

No one said anything. His expression turned stony. "Must a question be repeated?"

Marie , Suzy, and Nylla all said, "No, Master."  Marie said, " Yes, Master, Iris asked us to help her climax."

"More than once?"

"Yes, Master. She is in great distress."

"I know.  She needs to learn quickly." He came to me. "Stand up."

I stood into display position. He reached between my legs and put another red lock on my loins. It connected the middle pair of my labia rings.  The weight caused me to gasp when he let it hang.

"Iris, you must not even try to disobey your Master. You know that."

I was ashamed. I had tried to betray my Master's trust.  I knew it was wrong, but I did it anyway. It wasn't fair.  He could take pleasure from me and give me pain in return. Or nothing, which was worse than pain.  He has me in limbo. I couldn't do anything about it except try to be what he wanted.  I didn't know how. I was lost, and now it was two weeks until I could even hope for any relief.

He said, "Exercise will make you feel better."

He took all of us to the equipment room, put us in coffle and removed our track chains.  He took us on a walk through the village.  I loved being outside but was a little apprehensive about meeting a free woman.  They had been unreasonably mean to me in the past.  The walk was enjoyable.  I only saw men and slave girls this time.  I felt right at home since every slave I saw was as helpless as me.    I wondered at the economy of this place.  Didn't it place a burden on everyone to have all the women unable to contribute anything useful? I had to admit Master's women weren't missing any meals. Are women such a burden on men when we're free that its better to keep us sequestered and chained?

The locks swinging from my labia rigs were a distraction.  I hadn't realized how much they would contribute to my arousal. The rings themselves were heavy but I was used to them by now.  The locks were each heavier than the rings they connected, and they changed the rhythm. They bounced against my body at every step, demanding to be noticed.  I was shortly panting with unquenchable arousal. I tried swinging my hips more as we walked but it didn't change things much.  By the time we were home I was sweating and trembling from arousal.  Master James looked at me intently as he put us back on the track chains. It was time for our dressage practice so he sent the other girls to the stable to practice . He kept me and waited until the others had gone before he turned to me.

"Enjoy the walk, Iris?"

"A little, Master," I said. He took me into a shower room and made me stand in he shower as he sprayed me with cold water.  I squealed as the freezing spray hit me. In seconds I was shivering and miserable, all arousal gone. 

"How do you feel now?"

"B..B..Better, Master, so cold." He toweled me off vigorously and I did feel like myself again.

He took me to Master's office. Master was at his desk.  Master James said, "Sir, I took her on a walk and gave her a cols shower. She better, now."

"Thank you James." Come here, Iris."

I walked around the desk and Master pulled me down onto his lap.  He pulled me to him and held me close. He was warm and laying against his strong body was wonderful. I felt safe and was getting warm.

"I see you've been corrected already. What did you do?"

"I'm sorry, Master. I couldn't help myself. When We were in a free time I begged the other girls to help me orgasm. I was foolish.  I wanted to obey, but I needed release so bad I hurt."

"So the cold shower helped?"

"Yes, Master. It cleared my arousal, But its coming back as I am with you. Will it get easier with time?"

"I don't know.  I know you'll get better at controlling your actions, but you may feel the same internal tension.  You'll see. Speaking of internal release, kneel and service me."

I slid off him and knelt. Yes, Master. Thank you."

He released his member and slid forward on his chair.  I took his semi rigid cock in my mouth and sucked on it.  Soon I was licking and kissing and sucking on his stiff member. He took hold of my nose ring and pulled me onto him.  I swallowed the whole massive cock, in me, pushing my lips against his groin.  I sucked as he moved me on and off him until his hot spend flooded into my oral cavity with great force.  I swallowed his yummy hot fluids as fast as I could, afraid of either choking or letting some escape my lips. I loved blow jobs.  I think if I didn't have a cunt, I would be happy to always use my mouth. I used my tongue to lick him clean until he stopped me. "Thank you, Master. You were yummy. I hope you'll allow me to service you often, even if I can't orgasm for a while."

"I wouldn't dream of missing an opportunity to have you relieve me again, Iris.  You are great. Isn't it time for your dressage practice?"

"Yes, Master."

"OK. Go join the others. When you're finished, come back here."

"Yes, Master."

I stood up and went to the stable. As I walked outside, under the covered walkway, I was again grateful Master had run the track to the stable. It was the only time I could go outside without a nose leash and with my hands free. The joys of a slave girl are simple, but much appreciated. I take every opportunity for this short walk.

Dressage was unknown here until Suzy and I concocted the idea. We were spurred on by having to deal with bored slave girls. Dressage is basically a series of memorized moves between a horse and rider.  Here it would be between a Master and a pony.  Its like a kata in judo where each move is choreographed and practiced to learn skill and mindset.  The slave poses were our starting point.  Suzy really got into this and developed the routines.  She started with four basic ones that lasted ten minutes each and incorporated most of the slave poses in different ways and sequences and added more moves appropriate to a bitted and harnessed pony girl.

I was first girl and all the slaves reported to me first. .  Suzy had been trained in ballet before she got in trouble and was taken. Suzy was in charge of designing and choreographing the dressage routines. The idea had caught on all over the island and there was not a continuing competition for the best dressage, The owners had a revolving trophy and the winning girls got special privileges. It was turning into an island obsession, so Master wanted us to practice all the time. 

The girls were enthusiastic competitors.  Dressage was not only about the beauty and skill of the choreographer.  It was also a strenuous athletic and grace test for the performers.  The harder the routine, the more it required the girl's skills.  Although every girl here was submissive, they were also proud of their beauty and grace.  Master now had five girls involved in the dressage competition. Suzy was the designer.  Melody, Marie, Peggy and I were performers.  Four security men had volunteered to be the male in the routine.  Their parts were limited since they represented the lordly masters commanding the girls to perform.

Suzy designed her routines around a slave girl's emotions, which we all knew so well. Her first, demonstration routines were designed to show fear, anger, despair, and love.  Now she was working on ones for the competition with the themes of lust, envy, obedience, and helplessness.

I was first girl in the house so I reviewed her ideas, found them promising and ordered her to go ahead and start teaching them to the girls. We put on dress rehearsals before every competition. The next one was four weeks away. Master had ordered me to perform too, so I dutifully let Suzy harness and bit me for the performance. She enjoyed making me helpless and I was always the last one she released when the practice was over.  We had to be released from the overhead track to practice so the off-duty security men came with us to make sure we didn't stray.  They also helped with the male parts of the routines.

Suzy worked us diligently and ruthlessly making sure each step was perfect and freely using her whip for emphasis.  It was a demanding schedule for all of us since the training was in addition to the housework  and gardening.

The girl performing the routine had her hands locked to the back of her collar, but free when not performing. Even Suzy  had a routine. I stood in as her trainer when she was performing and I used the whip freely when she needed it.

Master often watched our practices but hadn't commented yet.  Often, after dinner, the men would take us into the rec room and discuss events and plans and sometimes they would let us chime in. After dinner one night, with only two weeks to go to the competition, I asked, "Master, you've been watching us practice.  What do you think?"

He replied, "Girls, I am very impressed by your performances.  Of course I'm biased and I have no idea what the other houses are doing.  You're better in every way than when you started. As long as you all keep up your level of performance, I'm sure you will do very well in the competition."

I had had them practice a different small performance at the end of every session.  I gathered the girl's attention to me and when I opened my mouth they all followed suit, we faced Master  and said, in perfect harmony, "Thank you, Master."

Master liked this small touch and ran a hand over my breast. "You're welcome, girls. Now get changed. I have a date with Iris."

We helped each other take off our gear and put it away. They quizzed me about his comments. I didn't know anything, of course. I never did. But I smiled and said, "Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl. No questions, girls. I may tell you later."

They stopped, but I could see they desperately wanted something to gossip about.

I went back to Master's office.

He waited for me to kneel in position before saying, "Now we're going for a walk so I can show you off.  I know you haven't been in public much and this is a good time. Stand up."

I stood quickly. He took me into the bath and washed me off.  He locked my hands to the back of my collar and led me downstairs and to the front door.  He put a leash on my nose ring and unlocked the track chain from my collar. A burst of heat flashed through my belly. Helplessly obedient to the leash my complete submission made my loins moisten, readying me for use. What a wanton slave I was. I wriggled my body involuntarily and stood even more provocatively. I couldn't stop the whimper.

Master said, ""Calm down, Iris. We're going out first. We'll play later."

"Yes, Master." Damn.

Master James came into the foyer before we left.  Master said, "I'm taking Iris to the tavern. We'' be there for several hours."

"Very good, Sir. I'll notify security."

"Thanks, James." He opened the door and led me out.

It was a warm evening. Street lights were on. Couples were walking. It looked like  a prosperous Midwest US town, well, except that all the women were naked slaves. All the ones I saw looked pleased to be outside.  I know I was.

We walked a hundred yards in silence. I was happy to be outside but I felt my arousal growing with every step and wiggle of the locks on my pussy. They had the same effect as a hand stroking me down there.  I moved up beside Master and rubbed my breast against him with every step. He held my leash with his off hand and put the near one around my waist.  Cozy and I liked it, but my arousal shot up again at his touch. What was I going to do? I wanted him to take me now.  I was helpless to do anything or even speak.. He had to want to take me.

I relaxed into him, closed my eyes and let him guide me. I nestled my head onto his chest.  I felt his heartbeat vibrate through me. I relaxed and forgot my feet, my arms, my speech.  I just existed letting my Master be my life. I felt his hand, the one holding my leash, touch my face. His fingers were feeling out the contours of my cheeks, my mouth, my eyes. My throat vibrated in a quiet purr as he caressed me.

I heard the footsteps of other walkers pass us, but didn't open my eyes. I wanted to stay in this slow, quiet motion, the loving, enabling grasp of my Master, for all time.

His hand slid down onto my breast and cupped it.  My forgotten arousal thrust itself into my consciousness again and I whimpered with need.

"You're doing well, little one.  Open your eyes and get into position. We're almost there and I want you to be on your best behavior.  I want to show you off."

I opened my eyes and saw we were in the village at a tidy building. I straightened up and he took his hand off my waist.  I missed it already. I took up proper heel position, two steps behind him to his left. He opened the door and I followed him into a dim interior.  The place looked like an English Pub, just like on TV. A long, dark bar with some men seated on stools. There were tables, a stage, and a dance floor with maybe twenty men scattered at the tables in groups of two, three, and four. Most of the men had slaves with them. Most of the girls had their hands locked to their collars, like mine. The girls mostly knelt beside their men. It was a bastion of male dominance. It felt like home with music and strangers. I noticed two slaves serving drinks. They had their hands free, but otherwise was wearing the standard slave girl uniform. Naked, nose ring, chained ankles, collar, cuffs. I noticed only a few of the girls had nipple rings and wondered about that. Oh well, Master's business.

Master walked about the room, stopping to greet several men. They exchanged pleasantries while I stood in display position behind my Master. Some of the men commented on me, my body, my breasts, and most often my nipple rings and bells. A few commented on the locks on my labia rings. Master just said they were for my training. I blushed at the first few comments and wanted to vanish.  After a while I ignored them as irrelevant and looked at the women.

All of them were examining me and wondering what it was like to belong to my Master.  Some looked wistful, but most were faintly hostile. Jealous, I suppose.  My Master was a fine man, rich and powerful. I could see the facial expressions, the body language of the men he spoke with.  They uniformly gave him deference, respect.  I didn't see any fear, but I did see respect.  My Master was a leader to these men. I was proud. 

In retrospect, I had little reason to be proud. I had no responsibility for his success. I was just a girl he had enslaved and kept as his pleasure slave. But he chose me. I was the one he slept with. Not them.  I felt radiant. I strutted when I walked and I stuck my breasts out as far as I could.  I couldn't keep the smug grin off my face. I was the top girl.

Master led me past the tables to the back of the room, stopping next to a closed door.  He turned to me and said, "Iris, We're going into the next room.  There will be a card game in progress. I will join them and I want you to study all the men and women at the table. Usually there are no women playing, but there is a dealer and there will be slaves watching the game. Do you know about 'Tells?'"

"Yes, Master. I played card games in college and studied the available literature."

"Good. Look for any of those, but after the game I want you to tell me about the people. You are aware I may let some of my friends use you if they ask?"

"Yes, Master." Was this what he was saving me for? I hope so. I need relief.

He opened the door and led me through it. The room was smaller but still spacious. The large round table had five people at it. Four men, seated in comfortable chairs and the dealer.  She was a slave too. Naked and kneeling on a hassock. Her hands were free and resting on the table.  Her belly was pressed into the edge of the table by a simple device: a light chin ran from a catch on one side of her, around her waist, and was clipped back to the table.  It kept her hands above the table and eliminated any possibility of concealing cards.

Master led me to the table. He greeted all the men by name. Ben was average build with sandy hair, about forty, with a brunette kneeling by him. Will was thin, salt and pepper hair, well tanned, with a willowy blonde beside him.  Andrew was build with brown hair, maybe forty five and had another brunette beside him. Sam was almost as big as Master, black haired, athletic with a small paunch, maybe forty too.  He had a red haired slave beside him. All the women had leashes dangling from their nose rings, just like mine. Usually my Master took my leash off when we were inside. The men didn't want their girls wandering, I guess. Everyone looked up as we approached.  The men all appraised me with a glance then turned their attention to Master.  The women's attention never wandered from me.  This was really the first time I had been out in public and I guess it showed. Or maybe it was always like this - women appraising their rivals. No, not that. We couldn't be rivals could we, since we had no freedom at all. Maybe they were thinking Master might rent me or sell me to their master. Maybe the masters here would use us a currency for their game? Could that even be possible? Anyway, I didn't want their men and even if I did, my desires weren't listened to by anyone.

The girls weren't introduced so I just tried to remember the men's names. We were just extensions of the men anyway. The men graciously admitted Master to the game and I knelt beside him.  I learned why the girls were still leashed.  Master put the handle of my leash into a clip on the edge of the table in front of me. I wasn't going anywhere until Master freed my leash from the clip, not that I wanted to anyway. Everything in this place showed a fanatical distrust and a deep appreciation of women. We weren't given the least opportunity to do anything on our own but we were cared for and treated well.  Someday I have to ask Master why.

But not now. I kept my eye lids lowered and surreptitiously studied the men and women at the table.  I glanced at the dealer and decided to mostly ignore her. She was just a human dealing machine and should play no part in the game or have any independent interaction with the players. The play started with seven card stud. I was very familiar with the game so I just watched the people.

The men were good players. They rarely showed any emotion and they talked friendly. The first few hands were unrevealing, winners were random and no big pots. The girls were silent of course and strangely, I thought, watched each other more than their men.. I noticed a few subtle glances between them had facial muscle involvement that seemed to be out of place and more frequent than I thought normal. I saw faint upward twitches of a mouth corner, a half wink, almost a flutter. A wrinkled nose was common. A lifted eyebrow or a half frown.  The girl's faces were showing activity while the men's were mostly immobile. By chance I saw the dealer take part in this facial code exchange.  All the other women were communicating.  This was a perfect example of a slave's code much like developed for the underground railroad in America or in the Roman Empire.  Something the slaves could use to communicate without their hands or speech and not easily recognized by their masters.

The girls placement made it easy for them to see the cards of their masters and the man on the other side.  I surmised that they were signaling to each other when their master had a good hand or a bad hand. I tried to correlate the facial expressions with the card results. I finally decided that a lowered eyelid followed by a wrinkled nose meant the man on that side had a worse hand than his betting indicated. In other words when he was bluffing. It didn't seem to make any difference in the game.

After an hour or so they took a break. The men took their girls for a short walk outside and the dealer was taken into the main room. We walked around a patio and the girls were allowed to pee on  the grass. I was glad they let us stretch our legs.  I was used to kneeling all the time but long stretches still caused minor cramps. The men exchanged pleasantries and caught up on events. The slaves were silent, then we were taken back inside and resumed our positions.

I kept watching for the communications to affect the game, but didn't see anything.  Maybe it was just the girls showing off to each other and sneaking something past their Masters.

Then, nearly at the second hour something happened Ben's girl signaled he was bluffing on the second up card. He was showing two hearts: a queen and ten.  He was betting large as though he had two more high hearts down. The dealer saw the signal. His next up card was the king of hearts and Ben made a high bet. Will and Andrew folded. I saw Master held a good hand: two pair, Fives and Aces. I wanted to tell him to stay in so I staged a phony coughing fit.  He looked at me, concerned. I croaked, "Water, please."

He said, "Just a minute, gentlemen. Stand up, Iris"

I stood up and he took me to the bar and gave me a drink. I swallowed it and said, "Thank you, Master. I'm all right." I continued in a whisper, "Ben's bluffing."

He looked at me and asked, "Are you sure?"

"Yes, Master."

He took me back to the table and sat down.  "Go ahead, gentlemen. Sam called and so did Master.

After the last down card, Ben bet very high. Sam folded and Master called, expressionless.

"Show 'em, Ben."

Ben hesitated then lay down his cards. Two pair. Queens and sevens. Master lay his two pair, aces high on the table and said, "My pot, I believe."

I watched the dealer and Ben's girl. They both smiled at me.  A gift from two pretty strangers.  Were they punishing Ben or making friends with me?

The game broke up a few hands after that. When Master stood and released me, I asked, quietly, "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, Iris. Go ahead."

"Master, would you ask the men if they would mind if their girls exchanged names?  It would feel better if I could associate names with faces."

"OK.

"Gentlemen before we leave, would you mind if the girls talked to each other for a moment?  My girl, Iris, is new and I would like her to meet your girls. I would like to buy you all a round anyway for such good sport."

Their was hearty agreement.  The men took us to a stout pillar on the side of the room and clipped our leashes to a ring set well above our heads so there was no way for us to release them. They all went to the main room and I turned to the other girls and said, "Hi. I'm Iris. What are your names?"

Ben's girl was named Sally and the dealer was Alice.  Sam's girl was Irene, Will's was Judy, and Andrew's girl was Olive.

"Sally, thank you for the tip, but why did you do it? And Alice, did you have anything to do with the result?"

Sally said, " You're welcome.  It was partly to see how bright you are and partly to pay my Master back for putting me on a diet. You passed."

Alice said, "Of course. I have quite a bit of control over who gets which cards. I've been trained by the best card sharks in the world, before I was caught."

"So how can I learn the rest of the code?"

Sally said, "Ask your master to send you to dance class. You shouldn't have any trouble. All the men like us to dance for them. Its mostly belly dance and a few other ethnic dances. Its where we all go to practice and extend our vocabulary."

Then we dropped into girl talk. Love techniques. Good places to go with your Master. Favorite foods, All about the free women on the island. There were ten or eleven. They were wives of members or skilled technicians that were also lesbians or bi. They all agreed we should do everything possible to stay away from them.

The men returned and Master led me outside into a warm evening.  In all the excitement I had forgotten my need for release.  As soon as we were alone it came flooding back into me and I was once again unable to think of anything but getting him to take me. I asked, "Master, may I speak?"

He pulled me up beside him and put his arm around my waist just like before.  I leaned into his chest and closed my eyes.

He said, "Not now, Iris."

"OK, Master." It was enough for now to feel so joined to him.

We walked back to his house, our home. He put the track chain back on my collar and removed the leash. `I followed him into his office. He went to his chair and I knelt beside him. he turned to face me.

"How did you know Ben was bluffing?"

"His girl, Sally told me, Master."

"Told you. How?"

Oh boy. I owe him the truth.  But They told me in confidence. They don't want masters to know. "Master, the girls have a code of facial gestures they use to discuss the card game. It could be more comprehensive than that, but that's all I saw." All true. Maybe a lie of omission, but that's guesswork.

"OK. I guess that's reasonable.  Why did she tell you? I'm sure you discussed it when we left you alone."

"Yes, Master. She said it was partly to test me. To see if I picked up and decoded the signals. It was partly because her master had put her on a diet."

"That's a good example of why we keep you girls chained and isolated. How do they teach other girl's the code? Or is it a private club thing?"

"Master, they told me that if I could get you to send me to belly dance lessons, I'd also learn the code."

"OK. That sounds like a good idea. I'll have James arrange it. Now tell me about the people at the table."

"Yes, Master. I watched everyone and I have very little data because of the limited shared experience that I saw. The men all have good poker faces though I did see several 'Tells.' Ben fidgets a little when he's got a good hand. Andrew rubs his nose when he's bluffing."

"OK. Good observations." See anything non-card related about the men?"

"Yes, Master. Andrew was careful to look at his girl often and stroked her head when he wasn't doing something with cards or chips.  He seemed more concerned with her welfare than the other men. He may be a 'Caregiver' personality. With just this much data to review I'd guess he's only got one or two slave girls."

"Very good. You are right. Most masters here keep a moderate stock. Andrew is new here and only participated in one auction.  Most of us started out that way unless we inherited  some girls."

"Master? You can inherit us?"

"Certainly. Here you are chattel. A part of a man's estate.  If one passes on there are property rules to ensure the girls and other properties are cared for."

"We never have a choice, do we?"

"Does that bother you?"

"Not really.  I like being yours. I guess I'm lucky."

"Iris, this is a simplification, of course, but there are only a few ways that men and women get together. The strongest man takes the best woman.  The woman's parents select the best man,. Where you were raised, the men attempt to attract the woman and the woman chooses. When the woman chooses, sometimes it works, sometimes not. In many cases the woman becomes depressed because things didn't work out how she wanted. Here, the men select the best woman and buys her. Often more than one. Women don't have a choice, but at least the men who get them, value them highly. You'll never be depressed because your choice didn't work out.

"Master, I think I wouldn't mind being your heir's property either if I was treated fairly."

"In my experience, that's always been the case after grieving is done. Come sit in my lap."

I stood up and he pulled me down so my legs were between his and I half faced him sitting one his left leg. His arm circled my back, pressing my own arms tight on my back and his hand wrapped around my breast. I felt tightly held, safe, and controlled. My arousal went up further into the unbearable range. I whimpered softly and he smiled at me.

"Its hard isn't it."

"Yes, Master. I've never felt this way before and its like, like, mental constipation. It hurts my brain. I'm so aroused, so horny. My arousal is pressing on my thoughts and its difficult not to plead with you every moment. Its like having a mosquito bite when my arms are locked up. I can't scratch and it itches ferociously.  I look at every corner, every chair arm and think about how good it would feel to rub against it."

"How do you feel about me, now?"

"Master, I love you.  I adore you and respect you. I want you to fling me to the floor and ravage me. I want to give you pleasure so much."

He smiled at me and squeezed my breast. ""Good girl. Now tell me about the girls."

"Right. The dealer is a card sharp. Once Sally disclosed that Ben was bluffing, Alice, the dealer made sure he didn't get the cards he needed."

"She's that good?"

She took credit for it, but I don't know for sure.  You should be careful when she's dealing, especially if you put me on a diet."

He laughed. "Hah. I'll be careful. Thanks for the warning."

I felt his laugh all the way to my toes. I was so hot right now I think I can come with one more laugh. I felt sweat on my lip, under my ring. My breathing was rapid. I was sucking in all the air I could. He was looking at my face and smiling. He took his hand off my breast and left a cool spot behind. I spread my knees wider and managed to get my pussy close to his leg. I wiggled and felt the locks hanging from my sex rings slide across his thigh. The tugging and bumping was erotic in so many ways. I was near to coming. Just a few seconds more."

"Stand up." He lifted me off his leg. Shit. I automatically went to standing display I felt my lips pucker into a scowl of frustration. SMACK. I felt his hard hand swat my ass. "Smile, Iris."

I forced a smile and said, "Thank you, Master."

"I think you better stand up for a while, sneaky girl."

"Yes, Master." I was thinking 'Pout,' but I didn't dare show it.

"Anything about the other girls?"

"Only that Sally seemed a little more capable of action than most slaves I have met. She initiated an action against her Master's interests, at least partly because she didn't like her new diet.  No other slave I have met, and certainly no myself, would even think of such a thing. From my brief encounter, I got the feeling she regards herself as his wife more than his slave."

"Certainly not like you," he said with a smirk.

I blushed, and said, "Thank you, Master. Anyway none of the others stood out. Sally would be a good ringleader if I was looking to foster a slave revolt. Except that the way we're always chained makes that impossible."

"I know. That's a part of the reason we keep you on a short leash. You've done well tonight, in spite of your 'condition.' I'm going to give you a reward. Come along."

I followed him out of his office, into the playroom, and through it to the attached bath and shower room. He slid a stand into the middle of the room.  Its bottom was a large round flat metal plate. A two inch wide, three foot high steel pipe was welded to its center. There was a slightly smaller steel rod sticking out of the fixed pipe with a large plastic dildo mounted atop it.  A knurled knob at the top of the thicker pipe held the inside rod in place. A spring clip was mounted on the smaller rod just below the dildo. Master led me to the stand, took off the locks on my loins, and positioned me over the dildo. I watched in fascination as he raised the dildo and felt him spread my lips apart and raise the thing into me. 

I gasped as my cunt lips were pushed aside and the slippery phallus impaled me. It entered my love canal and my already hot arousal spiked. He locked the rod in place and asked, "Your reward, Iris. You did very well today and earned an orgasm."

I stared at him, my mind a complete blank.

"Go ahead, slave. I'll give you a few minutes. This is your chance. Do it."

Oh God. He was letting me do it. He really wanted me to do it. The pleasure was unbelievable. More than I had ever had before.  I couldn't stand it. I couldn't wait. I couldn't stand it. I was afraid to move. Afraid I would spoil it. Afraid it go away. I couldn't decide. Finally I just did as ordered. I bent my knees and felt it slide deeper in me. Exciting every nerve.

He was staring at my face in fascination, watching me. Like a scientist studying a new and unknown creature. I was ashamed. I wanted my Master in me and he was watching me fuck myself on a toy. I wanted to stop, but I couldn't. It was too, too good.

I rocked back and forth, pushing the phallus hard against the soft, sensitive walls of my love canal. Savoring the intense feelings.  My love juices flowed down those same walls, dripping out of me and coating my thighs and the shaft imbedded in me. I bent my knees, straightened them, bent them again in the ageless cycle of human sex. I was lost in pleasure, moaning my song of joy. My eyes were closed as I enjoyed my long delayed release.  I felt the tension growing delightfully, terribly more intense. There was nothing else but my cunt and the phallus.  Everything else was gone.

"Open your eyes. Look at me." He pushed my head back and pushed the locks of hair out of my eyes. I kept moving, up, down, up... I was so close  I stared at him. My Master, my lover, The man who frustrated me unto death before rewarding me with the best experience of my life. I was suddenly terrified he'd make me stop if I took too long.  I sped up, and then there it was like lightning in my loins. A blazing flash heating the center of my body, my being. The pleasure was ecstatic, beautiful agony. I screamed in a sharp, yet hoarse voice I had never heard before. I climaxed and kept moving up and down, pushing hard against the dildo, crying and spasming on the shaft. I wanted more.

As I wound down, he lifted me off the shaft and held me in his arms, very tight. I slowly caught my breath and said, "Thank you, Master. Thank you so much." The unbearable tension was gone and as I looked at my smiling Master I was suddenly so ashamed of myself. I had mindlessly fucked that dildo from sheer animal lust. He had let me pleasure myself as a reward.  I was his property. My life was dedicated to serving him and I had slaked my needs with an inanimate toy as he watched.  I felt hot tears running down my face. 

"Well?"

"M...M...Master, I'm so sorry. I wanted to wait for you, but I couldn't. You should punish me. I'm a bad slave." I wished I could have anther chance. If this was a test, I failed it miserably.

"No, you did exactly what I wanted. You are a good girl.  What did you feel?"

I thought about what had happened. "I was in terrible need. It was like a pressure was building in me. I had trouble thinking. Then, when you put me on that pole, it was like a switch was thrown in my brain. My body fucked that dildo without me. I was totally out of control. And it was the highest, strongest orgasm I've ever had. I had to fuck the dildo. I'm sorry, Master."

"So, what have you learned?"

"I guess denial is uncomfortable, but when I finally climax, its better for waiting. There are some things where delayed gratification is sweeter then immediate gratification. But Master, I was so miserable, so needy. I hope you won't hold me off so long next time."

"As long as I think you need, Iris. OK. Now clean the toy." He stood me on my feet My hands were still completely useless so I licked the dildo and pole clean. When I couldn't get it any better I knelt in front of Master.

"Master, its as clean as I can get it now."

"OK. Disinfect it in the morning. now service me."

He took his member out and I licked and sucked him a long time before he came.  It wasn't fair. I had to hurry, but he could take all the time he wanted. I was content. It wasn't fair, but nothing here was fair. He was the Master and I the slave. It was a fitting and pleasant arrangement. No question, it is a girl's paradise.

I sucked up all of his spend like it was so much water. I loved the taste. I licked him clean and he put his shrunken rod away.

Stand, Iris."

I stood into display position and he put one of the red locks back on my top labia rings. Damn.

He took me upstairs and we went to bed. I lay there with his arms around me thinking how lucky I was.  I had had lovers before. That was kindergarten by comparison. I think they loved me a little. Now I was owned, body and soul. I had no choice, but if I did, I wouldn't change anything. I was Master's prize possession. He protected me, cared for me, and loved me. My whole life was focused on serving him, pleasing him, obeying him, and, sometimes I think, making others envious of him. Vanity. In reality, he was my God. I worshipped him and he held absolute power over me. He had me right where I wanted him.


Chapter 3: Natalie

The more I learned, the more I realized I knew almost nothing about my Master or anyone else here. A few days after the card game, in the afternoon, I was polishing silverware in the dining room when I heard the sound of a track chain moving. I looked up and saw Suzy enter the room. She was carrying a feather duster and came over to me, and whispered in my ear, "I just saw Master greeting a free woman in the foyer. I think he knew her because they hugged."

I whispered back, "What was she like? Young, old, tall, short, fat?"

"She looked our age, medium height, large boobs, red hair, pretty. She wore a skirt and blouse, red heels, some makeup."

"OK, thanks. Go to work before Master James sees you." She started dusting and I returned to the silverware. What did this mean.  We were all afraid of free women.  They were like wild animals. Unpredictable. They had none of the constraints we labored under and some of them seemed to have a dislike for slave girls.  Maybe they envied our sexual liberties? We'd have to wait and see how this affected us.  I'd be on my best behavior: respectful, deferential, obedient. The mantra of slave girls the world over

***

"Hi Tom" He looked wonderful, tanned, healthy, big as a house. He looked like a rugby player or maybe a modern Viking.  He came to me fast and he crushed me to him. God, he was strong. He was just as much of a hunk as I remembered.

"Natalie, Good to see you. How was your trip?"

"Not bad.. Long and tiring, but the last leg was interesting. I've never ridden in a carriage pulled by pony girls before. Can I try that sometime?"

"What, you want to learn how to drive a pony girl carriage?"

"No, silly, I want to pull the carriage. They looked so elegant in their plumes and harnesses."

"That can be arranged, but later. Come into my office and let's talk."

He led me into his office and they sat on the sofa.

"Its been two years. Did you graduate?"

"Over and done. I graduated early. I've been home for six months. I've been home, saw some friends, trying to decide what I wanted to do."

"How are they?"

"My friends are a mess. They've gone the normal routes and I don't like their results. Arlene, my best friend got married and dropped out of school. She has two kids and is seeing a shrink.  Betsy has a job, works long hours and drinks all evening. None of the others were any better. Some worse. It wasn't a pleasant visit."

"I talked to mom and dad. Are you sure about this?"

"You know I don't need the money so work isn't alluring. I've traveled all over the world with mom and dad and nowadays everyplace is the same. Fast food, dirty, overcrowded. So, I'm here. I've decided to follow in Mom's footsteps. She's the most put-together female I've ever seen."

"You know not every girl likes it."

"When did you find out about mom and dad?"

"They told me when I was in college. You?"

"I discovered them by accident when I was fifteen. How did you feel?"

"Surprised, but it explained a lot too.  I didn't feel any different about them.  It was like learning they liked classical music. I hadn't known, but it didn't really affect me."

"Its different for a girl. I was a flurry of emotions for weeks.  She was my role model.  I felt betrayed and angry. I accused her of trying to steer me into a life she had left. I cried every day for weeks. She was patient and explained how she felt. She told me her story and I slowly came to realize it could easily be mine too. In a month I wanted to try it.  She resisted but in the end she agreed to let me try a few things. Its grown over time so I've been practicing, play acting for four years, for a day or so at a time. I decided to take the plunge last week and told mom and dad.  Mom is sure I'll like it and be happy, but she's disappointed I don't want to go out and make a difference in the world.  Dad thinks its a good choice."

"I know. We talked for an hour a couple of days ago. I'd like you to stay here with me for a week and see the lives of some full time slave girls. If you still want to, I'll put you in the school in a week."

"OK. Thanks big brother. The only reason I've had the courage to get this far is knowing you're around to back me up." Well, there was maybe a hope of something better, too.

"I appreciate that, but at some point you'll be on your own."

"I know."

"You understand there's a role of the dice in that choice too?"

"Yes, but the odds seem better than anything else I know of.  Better than ninety percent if Dad is right."

"Actually better than ninety eight percent nowadays.  We have better data and tests available than in his day. But there's still a slight chance it won't go well. And its a one way street. No going back."

"I thought a 'Rescue' was possible."

"Yeah, sometimes. Don't count on it. Though, you're right, the odds for total success are better than anything else."

"So, how's yours working out?"

"Excellent. Would you like to meet them now?"

"Might as well.  Do they know anything about me?"

"No. They've never heard of you or anything about my family. Ignorance is bliss, you know."

"So you're following the old rules?"

"They work well. They've been honed for a thousand years."

"I know, but I would have thought that all the technology developments of this age would make some changes useful."

"Only in methods, not in the Principles." He took out a cell phone and used his thumbprint to unlock it. He paused and looked at it. "Natalie, this is a good example.  I just unlocked my phone with my thumbprint. We have all the conveniences of modern communications but all of it is encrypted, and protected with biometric security. The girls live in the iron age. They don't get the new stuff. Will you miss having information and communications?"

"I guess not if life is interesting."

"The real question is whether you're ready to stop being in control of your life. You'll be kept on a very short tether. And I mean a physical tether. Your feet will be chained all the time. You'll have metal bands on your wrists. and they will usually be locked behind you. You'll wear a slave collar that will be used to fasten you wherever your master wants you.  You'll be unable to move or do anything with your hands unless your master lets you. You'll walk on a leash whenever you leave the house. You won't be able to look at the internet or call anyone, or have them call you. You will be allowed to see only those approved by your master.  You will have almost no freedom. You've always been a free woman.  What will you think when all freedom is taken from you?"

"Tom, I know you're playing devil's advocate, but remember I've had years to watch mom and dad. Everyone in the outside world is out of any meaningful control of their lives. Everyone is controlled by expectations, government, taxes, laws, and fear. Everyone is in a rut. Mom isn't. She ignores convention and is so much happier than every other woman I know.  I want her life.  I want the absolute love and trust she has.  I don't want to wind up like my friends and their parents.  Every girl I know has regrets over her choices.  I don't want to make any more choices. This looks like a far better life than the outside world. Besides the freedom from worry, I understand there are other benefits. Mom raved about the sex. She said I would not believe her until I experienced a slave's ecstasy. So I have a favor to beg."

"What?"

"Would you be my master, at least for a while.  I want someone I trust to introduce me to that ecstasy.  It won't be incest since I'm on the pill and neither of us want children.  I just want to learn safely." I wonder if he knew how I really felt about him.  I dropped hints all the time, but he always ignored them. Maybe I was too subtle.

"I'll consider it, but, I will treat you just like I do the others. You'll not get special treatment. And, don't worry, it won't be incest. Slave girls aren't considered fully human. They are just property to serve masters." She's matured and is radiantly beautiful. I know she's had a crush on me. Could she want me to be her Master? It would be very easy. I wonder what mom and dad would think? Do I care? OK, a little. But its not like we'd be having children.

I felt a little chill at that, but he was right. I wanted to be treated as property.  This wasn't marriage.  It wasn't to provide security for a family.  It was to get rid of worry, to give everyone the greatest possible pleasure.  Masters may be fond of their slaves, and owe them care, but control was paramount. For me too. I wanted to be completely out of control. Could I get Tom to take me, at first? Show me the ropes? I'd be so good he'd never let me go.

He pushed a speed dial button. "James, would you gather the girls in the living room, please...Thank you." He hung up and locked the phone. "He'll need a few minutes. A couple of the girls are working in the garden. The first thing you need to do after I introduce them is to order them to submit to you. At least for a little while, you'll be their mistress. Learn what it feels like to command a slave girl. You may change your mind which end of the leash you want to be on.   So tell me more about you. Are you still playing?"

"Only a little..."

***

Master James brought all of us into the study. Master was there with a free woman. We knelt in a row facing Master. Since I was first girl, I was on the far right, then Marie, Suzy, and Melody.  Peggy was working at the school today. He stood up and said, "Girls, this is Natalie, my sister. She will be staying with me for a few days. You will obey her orders as you would mine.  Natalie, these are most of my girls. He pointed at each of us in turn and named us: Melody, Suzy, Marie, and Iris. Peggy is working at the school today. Iris and Peggy are my first girls and they alternate at the school."

Natalie stood up. She was tall and pretty. She looked happy. I guess we made a pretty picture, four naked slave girls ready to do her bidding. She said, "A nice harem, Tom. She stepped in front of us and said. I'm sure my brother has spoiled you all rotten. I'm not here to change anything. I'm here to watch and learn. Tom tells me I need to have you submit to me."  She went to Melody and said, "Submit to me."

Melody quickly said, "Mistress, I am Melody, your slave. I will obey you. and serve you." Then she bent down and licked Natalie's shoes with long strokes of her tongue on both sides of the shoes. She straightened up into kneeling display position.

Natalie said, "I accept your submission, Melody. You are my slave and I am your Mistress. I'm sure we will get along fine.  I want to see a smile on your face."

Was she going to make our lives more difficult? I was again in terrible need. Master had not let me orgasm since the card game and I was ready to burst.  I hoped Master wouldn't tell her I was the one he was sleeping with. I'm sure Natalie would not like him being too familiar with his property.

She stepped in front of Suzy and repeated her demands.

When I had finished submitting and licking her feet, she said, "I expect you will find it most difficult to be submissive with me . Thomas has favored you with his bed. Not unusual for the first girl. But you will have an inordinate amount of pride for a slave. It will be easy for you to be disrespectful. Remember your place."

"Yes, Mistress." Mistress Natalie went to a table and picked up a crop.

"Thomas also tells me he is using denial as a training aid for you. How long since your last orgasm?"

"Four days, Mistress."

"Are you in need of release now?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. The rest of you lay on your backs and spread your legs. Iris is going to eat you out. Iris, start with Marie. Make her come then do the others."

No. This was evil. Giving my girls orgasms would drive my arousal through the roof, but I couldn't climax that way. Each one would make me hornier. But I had to do it. Master was watching and letting his sister do this to me. There was no way out. I crawled over to Marie and got between her legs.

I had done this hundreds of times in training and several times in Master's house. Still, doing this under a free woman's order was embarrassing and shaming as well as overheating me. I didn't want to obey her. I was a woman and I was designed to obey men. These girls were my charges and this stranger was making that job harder. They were also my, not friends, exactly, but housemates. We shared chores and men, and, yes, sex when we could. We had all drank from the fountain of  female sex with each other on equal terms, with Master's permission. Never had Master made any of us eat one another.  He never interfered with our sex acts. Now his sister was changing the dynamic, the trust we had built up over months of shared slavery.

But what could I do. I had been ordered to obey her and I had submitted.  Master could have stopped this but he hasn't. I crawled over between Marie's  legs and lowered my head down into her loins. I licked her pussy.  She tasted as sweet as ever, but the shame overwhelmed my pleasure. 

I was on automatic. I knew just how to make Marie come as soon as possible.  She did best if I spent more time on her inner lips then a quick suck on her clit.  Suzy needed me to start on her clit early and Melody wanted more time on her outer lips, less on her inner lips and a strong thrust as deep as possible.  I soon had Marie panting and she came as soon as I sucked on her clit.

Natalie didn't want to wait. As soon as Marie came, she sliced her crop across my ass. I jerked at the pain, but kept quiet. She was in no mood to wait on a slave's pleasure. "Up and go to Suzy. Quick now."

I made Suzy and Melody come in record time then she had us line up on our knees again.

James said, "I will clean them up and put them back to work Sir."

"Yes, thank you, James. Would you have Iris get the first guest room ready. Natalie will be staying with us for a few days."

"Of course, sir." He ushered us out and down to the slaves wash room. He left us to get cleaned up.

Marie turned to me and kissed me, then she said, "I'm so sorry, Mistress. She had no reason to do that . You must be in fearful need. I wish I could help you."

Suzy and Melody both hugged me and  nodded their heads in agreement.

"I guess she wanted us to know she was in charge and we'd better give her respect."

Marie said, "We would have anyway. She is free and we submitted to her."

"Maybe she thinks we will work better if we fear her?"

"What work?" said Marie. "James assigns our work , checks us when we're done, and enjoys heating our rears if we weren't perfect."

"Yeah. Maybe she just likes to see fear in our eyes. Anyway we can't do anything but obey."

Suzy said, "I'm always good. I like belonging to Master. Maybe she doesn't understand that. I wouldn't have before I was trained."

I noticed Suzy didn't say "Enslaved," or "Captured." Her glass was always half full.

James gave us our assignment. Suzy and Melody out to help the gardener, Marie to finish cleaning downstairs and I, I was going to be Mistress Natalie's maid. I Said, Yes, Master, I was trained for this but I've never done it before. I'm sure I'll mess up."

"I told her that, Iris, but she said she liked you and she'd show you what to do. This is a chance to practice your training. First, go up to her room, the first guest room and make sure its clean, and neat. Run a hot bath and put her things away so you can find them at a moments notice.  Arrange her toiletries and make up in the bath. If you get done before she arrives, just wait for her. Just be your normal respectful, competent self and you'll do fine.  You will work at the school tomorrow so someone else will have to take care of her."

"Yes, Master. I'll do my best. I went to the guest room and followed Master James orders. She had a lot of clothes. I wondered if this meant a long visit.  I shuddered. I arranged underwear and intimate apparel as I had done my own, so long ago. It would be nice to have some silky nothings to wear for Master at night or in his bed, but the rules were strict. Slaves were never covered except when protection from weather of job conditions was required.

She had three dresses and three evening gowns plus skirts, pants, blouses and a coat.  All expensive and I hung them with care.  I arranged her shoes under the clothes in the closet. I had one pair of shoes, black four inch heels I was required to wear all the time. She had eight pairs with her in a rainbow of colors and styles. I was vaguely appalled at the money she must have spent on her finery.  All of us wore only our birthday suits and eight or nine pounds of metal and we got along fine.  In fact it looked like we liked our lives as slaves more than she enjoyed hers. I wondered what her life was like.  Was she employed? Self sufficient? Living off a husband or father's largesse? Was she making some man or woman happy?

When all was in readiness I knelt inside and a few feet to the right of the door and waited for my Mistress.

The door opened an hour later and Mistress Natalie entered.

"Greetings, Mistress."

"Hello Iris. Is everything put away?"

"Yes, Mistress. Would you like me to prepare a bath?"

"A bath would be nice. Go ahead."

"Yes, Mistress. Do you prefer hot or warm water?"

"Hot, but not scalding."

"Yes, Mistress. Master James instructs us that a hot bath should not be over one hundred and twelve degrees, Fahrenheit.  Each bathroom has a thermometer.  Will that meet your requirements?"

"Yes, Iris. We'll start there. Start the water then come back and help me undress."

"Yes, Mistress." Help her undress? I never heard of anyone needing help unless she's wearing a corset. Well, she may be. Her waist is small.. I hurried to the bath and started the water, I set the mix and adjusted it with the thermometer. When I came back into the guest room she was standing beside a chair, reading something. A letter. Her face was angry with raised cheekbones, thin, pursed lips, nose flared. She was muttering something like, "It took them long enough. Overly cautious."

I knelt and waited for her to notice me. She stared at the letter for a long time. Finally, she put it in an envelope and put it in a small purse. She said, "Come here," and sat on the bed. She lifted a foot and I removed her shoes. Then She stood and unbuttoned her blouse. I stood behind her and removed the blouse and lay it on the bed. "Now the bra. You don't know how lucky you are not to have to wear a bra."

"Yes, Mistress." She had to know I wore a bra for years before my enslavement. Oh well. She was right. They were uncomfortable after a while. Just like high heels, but we had to wear those all the time and she had three pairs of low heeled shoes.

She had an excellent body. She looked like she played tennis often. Trim and tanned. Good breasts, not as good as mine. Maybe that's why she made me eat out the other girls.

I followed her into the bath and waited until she settled into the water. She said, "This is just right. Hot enough to relax me and not so hot as to cook me.  Thank you Iris."

"You're welcome, Mistress." I held up a loofah and asked, may I wash you now?"

She said, "I've heard loofahs can harbor bacteria and cause infections."

"Yes, Mistress. That's true if one allows the loofah to stay damp and doesn't wash them clean after use.  Master James has provided spare, dry loofahs in all the baths. If you allow me to use this to exfoliate your skin, it will  be laundered and dried before it is replaced in a bath. Packaged in a sealed container so it stays dry. Master James is most particular with all the equipment on Master Allen's estate."

"Yes, I can tell. Does his care extend to Master Allen's girls?"

"Yes, Mistress. Everyone knows we are chattel and we receive regular medical and dental checkups and Master James ensures our skills are properly honed."

"Good. All right, wash me please, Iris." She lifted a leg out of the water.

I soaped, and scrubbed, and rinsed each part as she presented it.  It was pleasant and intimate.  I felt better toward Mistress now.  She didn't seem nearly as formidable naked and giggling as I scrubbed her clean. When I reached her breasts she asked, "Do your rings make you aroused?"

"Yes, Mistress, Every move I make causes them to sway . Its like fingers on my nipple, teasing them.  I'm always a little aroused by my rings. All of them work the same way except my nose ring. It doesn't arouse me by moving. It arouses me when I'm controlled by it. Like when there's a leash on it or someone's holding it, or even when I see it in a mirror.  It and my collar act very similar. Its arousing just seeing or feeling Master's devices keeping me in submission."

I reached up and took hold of Iris' nose ring. It was thick and large. It felt very substantial and I knew it was not designed to be removed. Certainly she would not be able to remove it. I remembered discovering my mother had once worn a ring like this.  She was telling me of her life as a slave and had mentioned the rings they all wore.  For her it was  badge of honor. She had been beautiful and submissive enough to be enslaved.  It was gone then, of course. I asked her if she ever wanted to wear one again and she told me of the grommet she sill had in her septum and how her master, father, used a padlock for their slave play.  I wanted to see it of course.  By then I knew she was still a slave and had to obey me.  I didn't do it often, but this time I insisted and threaded the padlock's hasp through her grommet and snapped it shut.

I was just playing, but I remember the rush of lust that flooded through me as I exerted such control over her.  It was scary, like a different person had taken over my emotions.  She was a good mother and I learned a lot from her.  Now, I think the best thing she taught me was the joy of submission. I knew I had to be trained, but I wanted a Master to submit to now. I wanted to feel the joy I saw on her face when I put that lock in her nose.  I said, "They look wonderful on you and the others. I know lots of girls have piercings. I've thought about it myself.  They look so erotic. I think I'd be aroused all the time just feeling them in me. But yours are more symbolic than that, aren't they?" God. How I envied this slave I controlled.

I felt a shiver run through me. A good one. "Yes, Mistress. They are symbols of our subjugation.  They show that our masters hold complete power. They can do whatever they want with us. We have no say in anything, not even our own bodies."

"If they were taken from you, would you still be submissive?"

"I...Mistress, I wasn't submissive before they were put on me, but I think now I was always submissive and just didn't know it. Now I will always be Master's property and I love it. So, yes."

"Do all the girls here feel that way?"

"Yes, Mistress. At least they tell me that when its just us girls talking."

"You mean you would rather be collared, and pierced and chained like you are than be back home?"

"Mistress, like most of the girls here, I made bad decisions, got in trouble, hurt innocent people and was miserable. Here I consume only food and water, I live a life filled with healthy food, lots of exercise and incredible sex, much better than I knew even existed. I'm cared for, protected, and loved, and have no responsibilities, save obedience. At home, women are competing for men, power, status and they can never get enough. Most women at home are miserable. There's none of that here. I've traded my freedom for a life of love, sex, friendship and simplicity. Its a good trade for me. I love my Master and my life here.  Sure, I'd like to get rid of the steel, but not if I had to go home. There, I'm done."

She stood up and I dried her. She had a wonderful body and I felt lust rise in me, kicking my need higher. I perhaps rubbed the towel over her thick bush more than needed, but when I started to move lower, her hand stayed mine. "I don't think I'm quite dry there yet, Iris. Keep rubbing until I tell you."

"Yes, Mistress." I smiled broadly. "Perhaps I can be more thorough." I slid a couple of fingers off the towel and inside her nether lips as I stroked the towel up and down.

She put one hand on my shoulder and the other grasped my breast, her finger slipped through my nipple ring and she squeezed. "Yes, Iris, Yes. That is perfect."

Her breathing grew rapid and a low moan slipped out with it, I rubbed harder and she panted, "Yes, Yes."

She came in a spasm and she crouched in a paroxysm of feeling that trapped my hand inside her..  Finally she relaxed and straightened up.

"Perhaps a quick dunk in the water is appropriate, Mistress."

"Yes, I think you're right. Thank you, Iris. I guess I could  be ordered to do similar things if I were a slave girl."

"You're welcome, Mistress. But slaves don't need orders to be nice to each other."

Has your Master told you why I'm here?"

"No, Mistress."

"I've decided I want to be a pleasure slave."

I was surprised, and happy and concerned all at once. "Mistress, I'm so happy for you, but do you know that once you're a slave , you can't change you mind?"

"Yup. I've known my mother is a slave for years. She's told me all about it. This is an informed decision. My brother wants me to spend some time with his slaves and verify this is what I want.  Believe me, I've not made this decision lightly. This is my last night of freedom.  Tomorrow I'll lose my clothes and be chained like all of you.  I'll join you and share the work around the house. Thomas wants me to experience your life fully before I am allowed to submit. So, Iris, if you were in my place, what would you ask your Master to do to me to make sure I am fully informed?"

I thought back to my first days. "Mistress, the worst time I had was my first days. I was hooded and chained in a cell. I didn't know what was happening.  They did this so I would learn humility. That's also when I learned how good sex can be when you're chained. The next thing I remember was the revelation that pain and pleasure are so closely intertwined.  Ask him to teach you to orgasm to the whip. After that, I learned to orgasm to anal and oral sex as well as vaginal.  Oh and also, just to stimulation of my breasts.  Now, the only thing I worry about is free women.  They are often mean to slaves."

"Did they hurt you much?"

"No, well, some things hurt at first, but it quickly changes to pleasure.  I try to get Master to spank me or whip me every day. Until you've had an orgasm to the whip, you won't believe it.  Its so much stronger than a vanilla orgasm, you'll wonder why it isn't the standard."

"So, what's the best thing about being a pleasure slave? Is it the sex?"

The sex was wonderful, much better than before, but... "No, Mistress, the sex is fantastic, too. But we don't have sex all the time. Probably no more than one or two hours a day, max. Its looking at your Master and feeling the joy that your are totally his, well up inside you.  I'm in ecstasy when I'm with him, just waiting for a chance to serve him.  I feel so useful and serene when I do the smallest things for him.  Fetching a paper or pen or a glass of water. When you know you're owned, completely, you have no worries, nothing but love and the incredible joy of submission fills you. I'm so full of joy, there's no room for worry or regret or care.  My life is whole and complete and I'm fulfilling my destiny.  Its a fantastic feeling."

"Mistress, sometimes when I'm kneeling beside him, just waiting, him he'll reach out a hand toward me and my anticipation makes me tremble.  I mustn't move, but I want him to touch me so badly. When he strokes my hair, or rubs my breast, my joy expands so I almost faint. The room darkens and I snuggle into his hand.  Electricity streaks through me at his touch. That's the best thing ever."

"Oh, boy, Iris. Will I feel that for every master when I'm chained or does it only happen with the one who owns you?"

"I don't know. I've never thought about it. Its best when I'm with my true Master, but I feel it too for any man who's controlling me.  I don't spend that much time serving other masters, so I'm not sure."

"Iris, you are my brother's favorite, right?"

"Yes, Mistress. I love him so much. He lets me sleep with him and he's the only one in the house who makes love to me. He sometimes loves his other girls too."

"How does this work with all the other girls he owns? Do you take turns with him?"

"Oh No, Mistress. The men who work for my Master get to use us too. There have been a lot of pairings. They shift around a lot. Men seem to like a lot of variety in their girls.  Its informal. A man will just take a woman he finds attractive at the time to his bed. The next night might be the same one if he likes her a lot. Its up to the man."

"Don't the women get to choose sometimes?"

"Not like that. We don't get choices. But if a girl likes a man, she can act affectionate, or if she is bold, tell the man she wants him to use her. That usually works. The sex is so much better here than before. Its easy for a new girl to think she's fallen in love. The men have been trained too and they know what's going through a woman's head. We all act much the same, Mistress."

"How do you feel when your Master loves another woman?"

"Its not like we're married. We understand that Masters enjoy sex with girls. Any girls. They can take whoever is handy. I'm just pleased he takes me most of the time.  I would die inside if he chose another to be his favorite, but I know it does happen. So I try to be the best girl possible. So far he seems to be fondest of me.  That's the reality here. He has the choice and we obey."

"OK.  We should go bed. I'm going to have a busy day tomorrow. Stand up and turn around."

I did and she lifted my arms up and locked my wrist cuffs to the back of my collar. I was comfortably helpless and she turned me around. I was happy she made me helpless. When my hands were free there was the possibility I might take some action.  I didn't want that responsibility. Now I was just a bystander to everything.  Being incapable of action means I'm free of any possible responsibility or blame.  I relished the absolute subjugation.  Her lips found mine and thoughts flashed through my mind, "Its nice we're the same height," and, "Tomorrow she will be helpless too."  She backed up and slouched in a chair, dragging me with her by my nose ring. I knelt between her legs.

"Your nose ring is so useful. Iris. You know what to do." She pulled my face toward her loins. I eagerly pushed my nose into her pussy and ate her out. She responded quickly and her breathing became rapid and shallow. She made little mewing sounds as she got close.  I nibbled softly on her clit and she came with a scream.  I sucked up all her love juices and savored her salty, sweet taste.  She released my ring and I settled back on my legs.

"Iris, that was wonderful. How could any orgasm be better?"

"Mistress, Its common knowledge among the slaves that the very best orgasms occur when you're in bondage and helpless to move.  I guess you'll soon see for yourself."

We got into her big bed and lay in spoon fashion, her body cupped around me.  She had one arm over me and holding my breast. My fingers were close to her mouth and I rubbed her lips.  She took my index finger into her mouth and nibbled on it. She said, "Iris, why didn't you ask me about my mother when I told you she was a slave?"

"Mistress, We are taught very early that curiosity is unbecoming for us.  You must know we are kept ignorant of almost everything beyond our own senses. If you want me to know, you'll tell me.  Its an essential part of the slave girl mindset. We're helpless and our opinions aren't important to anyone. We learn to live in the instant. No worries is a wonderful feeling.  All we have to do is obey and serve."

"Iris, if I had a nose ring your fingers could play with it. Would you like that?"

"Yes Mistress."

"When I do, I'd like you to put a leash on me. I want to be helpless."

"I know, Mistress."

Iris went right to sleep and slept soundly. After her breathing slowed I ran my fingers over her breasts very lightly, enjoying the feel of her silky skin and the contrast with the obdurate rings embedded in her flesh.  I imagined how they would feel in my breasts and I was instantly aroused. Such barbaric adornments.  They made females so controllable and unbearably erotic.  If I wore them I would be the most obedient, lustful wench on Earth.  I nuzzled her fingers with my nose. She was helpless and I controlled her. I lifted my hand from her breast and brought it back to my own. I rubbed my breast and my skin was soft, but different from Iris. I felt a jolt of arousal as I brushed my nipples. but it vanished quickly.  I rubbed  my pussy and was close to jumping into masturbation when I remembered poor Iris and her denied lust.  I stopped out of guilt and her discovery that pleasure denied was pleasure enhanced.  It was delightful when she made love to me. Tomorrow I would be in bondage. Was she right? Would sex in chains be far better? I wanted to find out. Mother and Iris had told me the same thing. I wanted them to be right.

The dream was very familiar. I was fleeing from  something dark and voracious. Usually it was a vast army of gray shapes, marching in lockstep after me. If I ran as fast as I could I could stay ahead of them.  Over time they grew nearer as I tired.  It was a darkness coming for me. It would consume me and I would join the others in its dark realm.  It was relentless and I fled across a barren desert toward the light. Sometimes my destination looked like Oz, tall, glowing a life-giving green. Often it was a pirate ship just setting sail from a pier.  I watched the sails falling from the beams, fluttering as they caught the wind, Its master standing on the deck calling to me, "Hurry, Love."

When I reached the gates or the gangplank a heroic figure of a man would take me in his arms and we would kiss. His deep voice would say "Welcome, Love, to your new life." Then the dream would end.

This time was different. Thomas and my mother and father were standing before the gate. Iris, Marie, Suzy, and Melody stood behind them chained together by their collars. I ran to them, joyfully but Thomas held up his hand. He said, Natalie, you may not pass until you have shown you are worthy."

Mother and father smiled and said, "Show us, Iris. We know you are worthy. Show us."  The girls said, in unison, "Obedient, Respectful, Submissive. You love your Master."

I felt the drumbeat of the pursuing horde shaking the ground, louder and louder.  I cried, "How, how do I show I'm worthy?"

Thomas said, "Submit."

I ripped off my clothes and knelt before him and crossed my arms behind me. I kissed his feet and said, "I submit to you. I will obey you forever. Please command me, Master" I looked up at him and the horde behind me stopped. They were silent and only yards behind me. The dream ended  with me looking up at him, naked, on my knees, arms crossed behind me.  He was smiling.

***

> "You're sure you want me to come for two weeks? You've always been secretive."

>"Yes, Gunter, You've taken a load off me and your advice has always been spot on. The first week you'll be busy learning things. The second week is so you can relax. But you can decide that when you see the attractions here. Besides, I can't remember you ever taking a vacation."

>"Because I get bored easily. I need to be doing something. Relaxing isn't in my Teutonic genes. What attractions? You keep saying that, but you have never said what sort. "

>"Do you still have the same sub, or have you moved on?"

>"Elsa moved on. I didn't have enough time for her. She was good though. I sometimes miss her. Usually I don't though. Do you still keep a slave?"

>"My harem is getting larger. I could use your help taking care of them."

>My God. If that's the attraction, I'm in. How can I refuse such an offer? I think I can get away after the first. How long can I stay and 'Help' you with your harem?"

>"As long as you want. You do everything online, don't you?"

>"Yeah. I need to make personal contact at the banks every few months, but I select when."

>"That's what I thought. I've got plenty of room and I'd enjoy the company. Employees and slave girls are fun, but the company of a friend would be a welcome change."

>"You have secure communications available?"

>"Yes. As I mentioned before. Very secure. Set up by our people and better than anything governments use for their secrets."

>"I knew you were connected, but that's over the top. How can you manage that?"

>"Sorry. That's a real secret."

>"So how do I get there."

>"A car will pick you up at your house at eight a.m. on the first, at your house. You'll be taken to the airport. Take your passport. You'll arrive at your destination airport about four p.m. your time. A helicopter will bring you to my house. My representative will escort you all the way here."

>"Wow. VIP service. OK. Where is here?"

>"Eight hours travel from Vienna, of course."

>"You do like your secrets, don't you?"

>"Love 'em. Looking forward to seeing you. Wiederschauen Gunter."

>"Wiederschauen Thomas."


Chapter 4: The Village

Master started sending Iris to belly dance classes the next day. One of the guards would take her into the village mid-morning. The Building was mainly a big open space with tiny windows high on the wall and heavy steel doors. It was run by a small, gnarled man. He had several slaves that taught different classes for slave girls. The schedule on the wall showed yoga, belly dance, aerobics, core strengthening, and step dance.  Girls were not allowed out of the house unless they were secured: hands locked to collar, ankles chained, naked, and on a leash. It wasn't far to the village so they always walked. When they arrived, they would be buzzed in, the guard would release her hands, take the leash off, then leave. The classes lasted two hours then the guards would collect the girls and take them home. If a guard was late, the owner would chain the girl to a ring by the door to wait while the next class assembled.

Before our dance class began we had to attach bells to all of our rings. There were racks of rings close to the door..  At first I hated the bells., but by the end of the first class I  adored them.  I thought they made me look exotic and even more erotic than when just ringed and chained.  Of course we were always available for whatever the Masters wanted, but now we couldn't move at all without announcing our motion to the world. We could easily be located by the continual ringing of our bells.  Most of the bells we just fastened on the rings themselves, but the rings we put on our loins had short chains connecting the bells to them. Master left the lock on my loins, informing everyone I was not to be allowed an orgasm. I watched in agony when another girl was given a reward orgasm. It didn't happen often, but every time hurt. I had never been a good dancer – not much opportunity, I supposed.  Also, I had never expected to have to know belly dance, but that was all my training was teaching me. 

There were five other girls in the class with me. Sally, Irene, and Judy I had met at the card game.  Martha was a Brunette and very tall.  Melinda was a medium height blonde.  I thought that all of the girls were very pretty.  The instructor was also a slave girl, or at least, she was naked and wore the same chains as the rest of us and made obeisance to the Masters just like the rest of us.  But we were ordered to obey her as a Mistress. Two men with whips were quick to correct our failings.

The dance room was lined with mirrors so the girls could see all of the instructor's actions.  I enjoyed the dancing very much.  I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all.  Almost all of the action was made by my hips and torso.  I learned that all of the floor motion was made with tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length.  I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms.  Strangely, considering how much my chains limited me, I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I danced. I cast furtive glances at the trainers as I moved, noticing how they smiled at the girls in motion and watching, fascinated, as their cocks swelled their pants.  One of the most enjoyed exercises was that used for strengthening the pectorals.  We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side.  The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded in twirling her nipple rings in a circle then reversing the direction.  Of course, theses exercises caused all of  the slavegirls to become very aroused.  I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them.  I became very aroused as I danced for them.  I imagined they were my masters and were going to take me fully when the dance ended.  But it always ended in frustration.  I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I acknowledged that I was a slave girl.  I wanted the damned training to be over so I could finally be taken by my Master. I wanted him in me so bad.

The last few minutes of class were for individual reviews. Slow exercises, mostly. Then the instructor, "Mistress" was all we called her, would have one girl at a time show the movements we had done today. That's when the rest of us got our new code instruction. We would get a whispered instruction then we did our silent facial movements. The student would face away from the dance floor and everyone else would watch and correct her. We didn't have long. but we only did one expression at a time.

When the last girl had been tested she would stop us and let us get ready to leave. There was always a line for the restroom. That gave us a chance to practice our codes in a silent discussion. Every day I would be given a new gesture and its meaning. Sometimes two if I picked up the first quickly. They were subtle. Each gesture, each twitch of a facial muscle had a meaning and successive ones could modify the earlier ones. A blink of the left eye meant "Master's last statement is not true."  But a raising of the left eyebrow immediately afterwards meant, "Not for you." But a twitch of the right eyebrow meant, ""Not for others." There were many more. The codes were like Chinese pictographs. Several symbols together had a meaning different from each separate symbol. The famous example is trouble is written as two women under one roof. Interestingly, here, many women under one roof was peaceful and very pleasant for the men.  I guess that may be a big part of the reason that men prefer us enslaved.

***

"Of course you can take Iris into the village, Natalie.  She's been there before.  There are some rules. She has to be naked and restrained. That means her hands have to stay locked to her collar at all times.  She has to wear a leash and you have to either hold the leash or fasten it to something solid. Slave girls can't run loose, If you anticipate getting anything, we have a pack she can wear to carry it. Do you want a carriage or walk"

"Its a lovely day, Tom. I think we'll walk."

"OK. Use sunscreen on both of you. Its in the bath. Oh, I sent Peggy back to the school today to cover for Iris. Do you want to keep Iris or try Peggy?"

"I haven't met her. How is she?"

"Dark hair, tall, good figure, slave girl. That's most of what you need."

"OK. I'll keep Iris. I like her. I think we're already close.  No point trying another. They have the same training, right?  Do you mind if I get Iris a tattoo?"

"Yes I mind. She's my property. No marks! Return her as you got her."

She stuck out her tongue at him. "You're no fun at all."

"Someone has to be the responsible one. Go."

"'Bye."

Natalie picked up Iris in the foyer where James had her waiting.  Iris hands were locked to the back of her collar, There was a backpack strapped over her arms and around her waist, and James was holding a leash clipped to her nose ring. "Thank you James. Will I need a key for her hands?"

"I don't believe so, Miss. The rules are strict: her hands are to stay locked until she's back in the house."

I was almost giddy with excitement. I was going to be in charge of this beautiful slave girl.  Any order I gave, she would obey. It was tempting to think about all the things I could make her do. And so piquant to think I might be in her place soon. I took her leash from Master James and said, "Come along, Iris," and opened the door.

"Yes, Mistress."

I led her out to the porch and James closed the door.   I stopped and turned to my slave. She looked at me in surprise.  I put my arms around her and pulled her close. I felt her nipple rings press into my chest. Her leash was in the way so I used one hand to pull it to the side.  She knew what I wanted, tilted her head and opened her lips, invitingly. Our lips met and she kissed me back. Our tongues cavorted around inside both our mouths and I wanted her to love me. She was so sweet I could have stayed there all day. Finally I released her and taking hold of her nose ring, I led her to the street and turned toward the village.

I watched her face. She was smiling. "Walk beside me, Iris."

"Yes, Mistress," She moved alongside me. I let go of her nose ring.

"Would you prefer having your leash somewhere else?

"This is fine mistress. Its where Master and the others put it."

"I could put it on your collar. That should feel better."

"Its all the same, Mistress. I'm not going to fight it.  Where would I go if I did break loose?  Anyone who saw me without  someone holding my leash would return me to Master. I'd tell the first person I saw that I was lost and ask them to return me. Even so, my ass would hurt for a week."

I was teasing her now. "I think it would look good on one of your nipples. Actually, your nipples are so long I bet I could clip it through both your rings. Effective there too."

"Mistress, my nipples are too sensitive. They would distract me."

"Well, how about that pretty red lock between your legs?"

"Oh, no, Mistress. It drives me crazy, especially when I'm dancing."

"James said there are rules, and one of them is your hands have to be locked to your collar. Are there any more?"

"Yes, Mistress. I have to be controlled by a leash in your hands or secured to something, like a tree or a slave ring. Sometimes girls are sent to the market in pairs, neck chained together. And I have to be naked. All slave girls have to have their ankles chained, be nose ringed, and be collared. That's all I know."

Do all slave girls have to be ringed other places?"

"I don't know Mistress.  All the ones I know are."

"Do you like going to the village?"

"Yes, Mistress. There is more activity there than at home. I like the change. Its not always good, but mostly."

"What bad things happen there."

"Oh, its not BAD, Mistress. Its just that the free women sometimes tease the slaves."

"Why do they tease you?"

"I don't know but I suspect they envy us. There are no pretenses with slaves. We all know we were chosen at least partly because of our looks.  Almost every slave girl could be a runway model. That's just what men like. Anyway the free women are here for things beside beauty. You'll see some."

"Am I too ugly to be a slave girl?"

"Oh, No, Mistress. You are very pretty and, I say this with the greatest respect, you would be an excellent slave girl. Your body is almost identical to mine."

"Thank you, Iris. I will take that as a compliment."

"But I'm curious, doesn't it bother you to have me be in such control over you?"

"No, Mistress. I like having someone else make the decisions. A slave girl learns very quickly to just follow orders. There is a real joy in submission. And we have the best sex in the world as our reward."

"That reminds me, how's your arousal?"

"Very high, Mistress. I am so needy I would hump a post right now if I could.  I need Master to take me. Are you thinking of letting me orgasm?"

"No, sorry.  I have my orders, too."

In about six hours I was going to have slave chains put on me and I would be as helpless and naked as Iris.  I looked forward to it.  Thomas was wrong.  I didn't need to try it out before committing.  I was already committed, but he needed to see it himself. What would I do with my last six hours of freedom? One thing I knew I wanted was to see just how a free woman treated Iris. 

I found a jewelry store that had items for slaves as well as free women. I had her stand in display position while I tried various pieces on her. Most of the slave items were designed to hang from her rings, so it was very easy to change them around. I found a nice necklace of pearls for me.  Iris looked spectacular. I found some long, dangly items to hang on her earrings. They sparkled in the light and swirled when she moved her head. I hung a large gold bell on each nipple ring and I put a chime on each of her labia rings. The chimes came as a set and were designed for six labia rings. I guess that was a standard. The counter girl was a slave and she had a similar set. The set was three pairs of thin metal bars on a chain. The chains were in three lengths, so they all six hung at the same level.  They chimed delightfully when they banged together, and they banged a lot when she walked. Iris was very loud now.

I found a candy store and got a bottle of water for each of us.  "Iris, do you have a favorite sweet?"

"Mistress, slave girls only get sweets as a reward and I never get to know a brand or name. So, no.  I do like chocolate."

I bought a couple of artfully decorated chocolate pieces and took Iris back outside.  I found a shady bench and sat to watch the people.  I hadn't seen another free woman yet.  I had her kneel beside one end of the bench and I sat close to her.  I held out one of the candies and she daintily nibbled a bite. I took a bit too.

"Thank you, Mistress. That was good."

"You're welcome.  I like it too.  How do you like the jewelry?"

"Mistress, I think it looks good. But I'm afraid of being too noticeable. Some free woman might notice me by the sounds."

"That's the point. I would like to have some free woman tease you so I can be more prepared for them.  Don't worry. I won't let them cause you pain."

"All right. Thank you Mistress."

"Do you know our parents know each other?"

"No. Are you sure, Mistress?"

"Positive. Thomas told them about you when he brought you home. My parents were overjoyed.  They had hopes he would find someone from the organization. I realize you didn't know about it, but your parents have been members for years. Oh, Look. There are two free women. They have a slave girl."

Iris turned her head and watched them.

The two free women were casually dressed in pants and blouses. I couldn't see the slave crawling between them very well.  They looked young and fit, like they played sports of spent a lot of time at the gym. I watched them for a few seconds. "Iris, they're making her crawl on the sidewalk and the one in back is hitting her with a whip. Is that usual?

Iris said, "No, Mistress. They must have gone a long ways. The slave is crying and her hands and knees are bloody! You've got to stop them, Mistress. Please help her."

I got out the cell phone Thomas gave me and pushed the speed dial for him.

"Hi, Nat. Having fun?"

"No Thomas. Listen. I'm in the village with Iris. There are two free women walking toward us. They are making a slave girl crawl between them. One is hitting her with a whip. Her hands and knees are bleeding. Can you stop them?"

He replied, "Wait one. I'm sending the patrol."

Thomas pushed two buttons on his phone and said, "Emergency. Two free women are abusing a slave girl in the Village. Address to follow on this line. Dispatch a team." He pressed one of the buttons again.

His voice was calm and slow, "Where are you, exactly?"

"On Main street in front of the candy store on a bench."

"Don't move from there. Take pictures of the women and the slave girl . The patrol is on the way."

"OK. Hurry." I hung up and pressed the camera icon. I snapped four quick pictures them and slid the pointer to video. I lowered the phone but kept an eye on the screen. I kept it pointed at the two women as they approached. The one in front was blond and tall with an ample chest. She probably weighted ten pounds more than me.  The other one, the one with the whip was thin and tall, like a model. Both would have been pretty if they were smiling. But both had stern expressions on their faces.

When they were ten feet away and the first woman looked at me I said, "My she must have been very disrespectful. Do you know she's bleeding?"

The first woman said, "Yes, she broke a dish then threw a tantrum when I disciplined her.  We thought a walk would do her some good.  Don't mind her. She cries at the least thing."

"She seems to be bleeding a lot. Do you need to get her medical attention?"

"Her, she's a spoiled brat. I don't know why Ralph didn't get a hard worker. This one is just for looks, if you know what I mean."

They were passing in front of us now and the slave looked at me and mouthed, "Help me."

I raised my hand to hide my mouth from the two women and mouthed back, "On the way."

The little procession was only a few feet beyond Iris and Me when a quiet, electric patrol vehicle came into view. It pulled onto the sidewalk in front of the women, blocking their way. Two men in tan uniforms got out and talked to them. I tied Iris' leash to the bench, went to them, and asked if I could help the slave girl. One of the patrolmen said, "OK, Take her to your bench and wait for the medics. They're right behind us." He handed me her leash and I asked her, "Can you walk?"

She stood up and I led her and Iris back to the bench. "What's your name?"

"Gloria, Mistress. Did you call the patrol?"

"Yes."

"Thank you, Mistress. They were going to kill me, I know it."

"Sit on the bench, Gloria, your knees are in too bad a shape for you to kneel."

"Thank you, Mistress," she said.

"Iris, sit beside her." Gloria was bleeding and shivering badly. I gave her some water and put my arms around her for comfort and warmth. I had Iris slide up against her on the other side. I didn't have the key for Iris' hands so this was the best I could do.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Gloria, what did you do to make them so mad?"

"Nothing, Mistress, I swear. The one in front is my Master's wife Alice, and the other is her friend, Margaret.  Mistress Alice saw her husband was having sex with me and wanted to teach me a 'Lesson.' Of course he uses me, but I have no say in the matter. She has been angry ever since Master bought me.  I've been a good slave. She shouldn't hurt me to get even with him."

"No, she shouldn't. Well It won't happen again, I promise."

"Mistress, forgive me, but how can you promise that. He owns me."

"My brother is Thomas Allen and he's the administrator for this place. Mistreating slaves is a crime here. You'll see."

An ambulance, electric, of course, rolled up to us and two men put her in the back. One got in with her and the other drove her away.  Two more patrol vehicles had arrived .The patrolmen had put the two women in the back of two separate vehicles. One of the first patrolmen came to me and I told him what I had seen, about the call to Thomas, and the pictures and video I shot. He asked for the phone and I gave it to him. Thomas arrived then in another patrol vehicle.

He asked, "Are you both OK?"

"Yes, Tom, we're fine. We just sat here as they walked past us, then the patrol arrived and arrested the bitches. The medics just took Gloria, the slave girl, away.  So, now I see why Iris fears the free women. Are all of us such bitches?"

He said, They rarely go this far, but I'm sure you can see why there is animosity between our beautiful, graceful slave girls and your average, untrained, less fit, never as pretty or as available free females.  They hide their fear and envy by trying to denigrate slaves with terms such as indecent, wanton, slut.  We screen the women before they are allowed here, but people change. They are just outclassed and resent it.  That's one reason there are so few allowed on our island."

"I'm still a little concerned. Does this sort of thing happen to slaves often?"

"Nat, this is not something to worry about. This instance is the first one that ever happened that I know of, and I know everything that happens here. Iris, have you ever heard of such an act before.  Have any of the girls mentioned any harm like this?"

Iris said, "No, Master. I've never heard of any slave being hurt, either accidentally or on purpose. I think all the owners value us."

"That's certainly true. Nat, do you have an idea of how much a slave girl fetches at auction?"

"Why, I guess a lot. I've never heard. Maybe twenty thousand dollars?"

"Hah. The least I've seen any girl go for in the last ten years was three hundred thousand. And she was obstinate on the block."

"So much?" I was surprised. There was certainly no shortage of women to be enslaved."

"Sis, you don't know how much having a loving, obedient woman means to a man."

"Obviously.  Are free women so difficult to live with?"

"Well, marriage really only works if both sides compromise, Despite the popular belief that most marriages end in divorce, that's not true. Its closer to a third. But that doesn't mean people are happy together.  They start out in love and dismiss their partner's failings.  After a while, when the sheen has worn off, maybe they have children. The sports car he loves, the romantic get-a-ways, the frequent sex all disappear.  You've heard the phrase, 'Lives of quiet desperation?' Well a man who can afford a slave girl is in complete control and stays happy.  It turns out the slave likes it better too.  They literally have no worries. Do you know our slaves have a guaranteed retirement?"

"I don't know that. How..?"

Half of a slaves auction price goes into her retirement plan. We invest it. Girls can retire at sixty if they want and their account has almost two million dollars in it for those who retire this year.  Many of them stay on the island and run our businesses."

"What if they talk?"

"First, remember they like it here. Second, If we get shut down, they'll probably lose their retirement."

"Oh."

I've got to run. Sorry about Gloria. She'll be OK and you will see her at my house later. Hurry back. We need to get you started."

"OK. I stood up and Iris followed me. She dropped back into heel position. "No, walk beside me. We'll be equals in a little while."

"Mistress, can I speak?"

"Yes, of course. Speak freely with me."

"Yes, Mistress. Do you still want to be a slave girl? After this?"

"Of course. Thomas said this was an aberration, not normal.  I didn't see any of the teasing you mentioned, but its better than that, isn't it?"

"Oh yes, Mistress. I've never seen anyone hurt. But once you're as helpless as me and all the others, anyone can control you, hurt you if they want."

"True, but I will make them want to love me, not hurt me. Besides, free women get hurt badly every day all over the world. I'm not going to let the possibility of harm keep me away from the assurance of joy you and my mother have described.  Anyway, this has got to be the safest place in the world for a girl. Now, enough gloom, tell me about your training. What will I learn. Will I have sex immediately?"

We talked of training on the way home.  I still couldn't picture it.  The things she described just didn't gel.  I wanted it so bad, but everything she described was completely outside all my experiences.

When we reached Thomas' house James took Iris' leash from me and put the track chain on her collar, freed her arms, removed the pack, and removed the leash. He said, "Run out to the stables and help Suzy."

Iris replied, "Yes, Master," and hurried off.

He said, "So, Miss, do you still want to be a slave?"

"Yes, Sir."

"All right. Strip."

"Here? Shouldn't I put my clothes up?"

"No, Marie will take care of them. Quickly now."  He picked up a crop from a table. "Do you need encouragement?"

"No, sir." I kicked off my shoes, stripped, and dropped everything to the floor.

"Turn around, hands behind you."

I obeyed and felt the steel bands encircle my wrists and ratchet shut.  He made them snug, but not too tight, then double locked them. He locked shackles on my ankles them strapped a leather collar around my neck. He put the leash he had taken from Iris on my collar.

He took me outside, down the walk to the street and along the sidewalk. It was happening very fast now.  The world looked sharper and more in focus, like someone has turned up the contrast.  I was committed now. I had made my last decision. Now I was just along for the ride.  I felt like one of those daredevils who went over Niagara Falls in a barrel. I had pushed off and now it was going to happen. I couldn't change my mind.

For some reason I got a vivid picture of the short burgundy skater's dress I had worn to my prom.  I loved that dress.  It looked so cool. I would probably never get to wear a dress again. Or any clothing.  Men liked to see our bodies and didn't permit modesty in their girls any more than they would in a horse or dog.  I was getting excited.  I wanted to titillate men and make other women jealous.

He led me through the doors of a large stone building. He passed several checkpoints and with a few words the guards let us through the next door.  I jingled through the echoing corridors. my ankle chain clinking on the marble floor. He led me into a room, a workshop, really. There were two men there  I felt strange, light-headed. This was where I had wanted to be for years and yet, it was surreal. I was leashed and chained, following James like a pet dog. I knew hardly any women in the world would volunteer for this and yet, here I was.  I had begged for this for years. Now I was on my way to have men take these police type chains off me and put me in ones not nearly so temporary. I was giving away my freedom in exchange for unimaginably good sex and obedience. Would the sex be as good as Iris and my mother told me. Or were they exaggerating. I would know soon enough.

I saw James lock the chain on my neck to a pillar beside me.  I wasn't going anywhere.  He had me sit on a tall stool.

One of the men  started measuring my ankles. I watched in something like awe. He was going to iron my ankles. I wondered what they would feel like.  These police cuffs they weren't comfortable. Too thin. I hoped the new ones would be better. I was sure they would be, after all, all the women here are shackled."

I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into a work of art. It was beautiful. A grand example of the blacksmith's art.

He returned and showed me the cuff he had finished.  Pretty, despite its intention.  He lifted my right leg  and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A short chain dangled from the anklet. He ordered me to stand and checked the fit. It was much more comfortable than the police cuff. It felt like a strong hand grasping my ankle. It was snug, yet loose enough my tendons didn't hurt as I stood.  I knew I would soon be shod in the regulation black four inch heels. The smith judged it good and started on my other anklet.

The other anklet was soon snug on my other ankle. They joined it to the right with a padlock. I was stood up and the new anklet was also found to be good. They unlocked me from the pillar and the smith took my cuffed arm by the bicep and walked me around the shop.

It was really happening to me. I was ironed. Although I had walked over here in irons, these felt so different.  I was clumsy and would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.

I felt tears trickling down my cheeks.  I was really, finally, here. I had advanced a "Step" in my path to my dream.  It was really happening.  Thank God my shackles were comfortable and pretty.  These belonged on a pleasure slave.

When I glanced at my shackles a thrill of excitement ran through me.  I was going to enjoy this. The coquettish charms I had practiced so often on lovers was going to be my only tool to make life more pleasant for me. Unlike Iris, my mother, and almost all the other slave girls, I had volunteered. I knew what I was getting into and I wanted  to find the joy of submission. My belly was pulsing with need.  I hope someone would give me an orgasm.  It helped my attitude a lot. Unexpectedly, my loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my legs. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm making such a mess.”

“Not surprised. Most of you girls make a puddle when you're ironed. They seem to make most girls hot.”

They handled me like a dumb animal. They spoke few words. James told me he'd take me home. That was a comfort to me. The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. They unlocked the chain from my ankle and unlocked my hands, then strapped me face up on a strange 'X' shaped table. I had a huge red ball gag strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used them to fit  gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

I looked up and watched the irons grip my wrists. These were not the same as the anklets. Each bracelet came in two halves with a sturdy latch on one side and a hole on the other. They were smooth with rounded edges and looked like jewelry. There was a geometric pattern all around the middle. The smith measured my wrist again and then placed one half around my wrist and inspected the fit. Then he placed the other half on the other side of my wrist and carefully aligned the latches. He pushed the two halves together and the meshed beautifully, I heard the locks engaging as the cool metal snuggled up to my skin. I could feel the metal cradling my wrist in perfect skin to bracelet contact. Snug, but not tight.  The smith  wiggled the bracelet to test the fit. He lifted my wrist and showed me the inside. He pushed on the design with a finger and a sturdy staple popped up from the design.

One of the men held my collar up so I could see it. It was  wide, gleaming silver, curved out of a single piece of steel. There was no hinge. The opening was just wide enough to slide around my neck. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. A slightly smaller ring hung at the back. I stared at it with mixed emotions.

Joy that it was pretty and regret that it looked so heavy. There was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help. I stared at my collar. It was just as shiny and beautiful as my others.  It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it as long as they wanted, possibly for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this shining mass of metal was alive with meaning. Once it grasped my neck it would shout to the world 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

I wanted to wear it, to join Iris and mom and all the others, to be their sister-in-slavery.  But that didn't matter anymore.  No one cared what I wanted. I would wear it, perhaps for the rest of my life.  Objectively, it was beautiful.  It looked like a fine piece of jewelry, a little big for my tastes, but impressive nonetheless.  It was a beautiful ornament such as a Queen might wear.  It would enhance the beauty of anyone who wore it.  I was sure its cold embrace tight on my throat would change me. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman. No woman could help but be submissive with it permanently fastened on her neck.

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was  inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand  claiming me. When  closed, I could feel it  touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. It was fastened somehow without rivets.  It didn't matter.  I couldn't remove it and I didn't think anyone who could, would remove it.  For better or worse, I was collared. My eyes watered at the thought. I was no longer free and independent. My every movement was now limited. I would be forever locked up tight and fastened where my master wanted me. My Master. I felt the love and submission well up within me.  I wanted a man to take me.

I lay there for many minutes feeling the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like I thought. It was beautiful and it proclaimed I was a slave, as I expected.

James said, "Almost done."

The men gagged me and strapped me onto the table again, my hands above my head, more straps holding my body and legs down, and a strap over my forehead, holding it immobile.  I smelled disinfectant.

I felt something small and soft enter my nostril, maybe a cotton swab? It coated the inside with a cold liquid that smelled of cinnamon.  It repeated on the other side.  I was left alone for a moment then more liquid coated my septum.  What were they doing? I recognized this. They were going to ring my nose like Iris. I thought I was only getting the chains, to get used to them . Wasn't that what Thomas had said? I squealed into my gag, but they ignored me.  Well, I wanted this eventually,. Why not now?

Something cold was inserted into both my nostrils at the same time.  My nose was numb, but I could still feel it. It moved, compressing my septum followed by a loud click, then it was removed. I had been pierced.  I had researched the process because I was considering a nose ring.  They looked cool and it would show my parents I was serious about being a slave. But I hadn't found any that were permanent. Seems the jewelry makers assumed a girl might want to remove it. Not now. It, or something that felt similar was inserted again and I felt pressure, squeezing my septum.  Then it was removed too, but the squeezing sensation remained. I had talked to mom and looked into her nose. I now had a grommet in mine. It was not removable, even if my master took the ring out.  It was a good thing. It protected my nose from damage if I pulled too hard on my leash or where I was fastened. It also let the ring dangle without friction from my flesh. Mom said it looked better when it hung freely. I guess she knew what she was talking about. Again, I had no choice. I'd never be able to pass un-remarked through a metal detector again. Heck, I'd never be allowed to walk down a street by myself, either.

My ears were buzzing and my face felt hot. I heard a faint voice.  All I could make out was 'Ring," then I felt fingers doing something else to my nose. They were putting a ring in my nose.  At last.  I knew it was one I couldn't take out when I wanted. The touch was brief, fleeting, but I heard a tiny clink and felt a brief pull. More faint noises and whatever I was strapped to rotated so I was vertical, my head above my body. A sheet of something was lowered in front of my face.

Something was being done to my nose again. My breath was being reflected back into my lips. There was a loud sizzling noise, like frying bacon. My face was being protected from whatever was being done.  After a brief pause it was replaced by a grinding noise. It lasted much longer and I felt a vibration in my nose. I could only guess, but I knew the final result. A solid ring had been put in my piercing, welded shut then ground smooth.  They had put some sort of shield over my face to protect my nose and what little exposed skin I had from the forces they employed to make my ring permanent and smooth. I hoped it looked as good as Iris' ring.

They left me strapped down to the table and came back shortly with a tray. They pierced me all over with large needles. I wasn't afraid at all. I looked forward to my rings. I had wanted them ever since my mother showed me hers. I was impatient for them to finish so I could see them, touch them. I was so high on endorphins I scarcely felt them. The only one I felt was the in my clit. That one stung. Then they replaced the needles with my rings. These were slightly smaller than the one in my nose. They were also designed differently. They had internal locks. they just shoved one end through the new piercing. pushing the needle out and then they were closed. I heard the latches snapping shut with small clicks, When they were finished. one of the men said, "All done, Slave. Why haven't they branded you yet?"

"I don't know, Master."

"OK. We're done with you for now. All your rings are permanent so I hope you like them."

I was taken off the table.  My hands were pulled up over my head them down and locked to the back of my collar. Rats. I wanted a few minutes to play with my rings. Oh well. Later.  Black four inch heels were strapped onto my feet. It was the only familiar thing now. The heavy ring in my nose swung back and forth, rubbing against my upper lip, with every movement I made. I knew I would never be able to remove it. It was a barbaric adornment. I had seen them in use. Hell, I had led Iris with a on hers. It was so much more than adornment. It was an instrument of subjugation. It let anyone control me. It was the means of taking all my power.  I stuck out my tongue and felt the hard, heavy intruder. Well, I was slave now, for sure. James took my arm and steered me to a full length mirror. I looked at the strange slave girl before me.  She was erotic, as erotic as Iris. Her hair needed fixing, but I couldn't do it.  Her face begged for makeup, she was so pale.

"James, can I have a chance to apply makeup and fix my hair before my brother sees me?"

"From now on address every man as 'Master,' and always ask permission before you speak."

"Yes, Master. I'm sorry. May I speak?"

"No. Be quiet. I will take you to the bathroom and unlock your hands before you see Mr. Allen."

"Thank you, Master." I don't know why I forgot the rules so quickly.  I knew them from the other side.  It was going to be hard to remember they applied to me now.

Master James clipped a light chain leash onto my nose ring. I went rigid. This was it. I didn't want to fight it, not that I could. It was just so dominating. Anyone holding my leash could make me do anything they wanted. This is what I wanted, wasn't it? True slavery? Impossible to escape? Unthinkable to disobey? Submissive in all things? Forever? Yes, at last.  I was a slave girl.

I was incredibly aroused. I would be absolutely obedient to the leash. I wanted to ay on my back and spread my legs. I wanted a master in me. My loins were getting wet. My body was getting ready. I was so horny I rubbed against Master James and whimpered. I was feeling my submission very strongly. Master James lifted the leash in front of my face and I moved forward, instinctively. He led me into the hall. He stopped and turned to me.  He put his arms around me and kissed me.  I was startled, but quickly fell deep into the kiss. I closed my eyes and savored the first romantic thing he had ever done. I opened my lips and invited his tongue in. He thrust into me and took command. I followed and our tongues cavorted around my mouth. He was a master of the French Kiss.  I was soon panting. Amazing. A few pounds of metal and I had been transformed into a submissive wench, lusting for a man, any man. My cunt became moist as we kissed and I felt my heat building.

One of his hands dropped to my pussy and played with me.  His fingers rubbed my labia lips and I became highly aroused. I spread my legs and pushed into his fingers. They slipped between my folds into my secret place and drove me wild.  He broke the kiss and sucked on my nipples. Oh My God. My breathing became rapid and shallow. I was ready to come. If he'd only slide into me just a little more I would burst.

But he pulled away from me and said, "Slaves are more beautiful when they are in need, Natalie." He turned and led me out of the building. I could hardly walk. I was awash in new sensations. Every ring was pulling on my flesh, driving me into high arousal. I wanted to use my hands to rub them, but they were unavailable. I tugged against my cuffs, but they didn't budge an inch. I was secured. It just made me hotter. My cunt ached and was so hot. I needed him to finish I was so aroused it surprised me. I had never, never felt this way before. Men were always in a hurry to make me climax. My love juices continued to dribble down my legs all the way home. We passed several men on the way. One was leading a slave. The men all smiled at me. I know they could tell I was aroused and in need. The girl looked at me in knowing sympathy.


Chapter 5: Consequences

Thomas Allen and Ralph Chalmers met in private.

"I regret that it had to come to this, Ralph. I always enjoyed Alice. She was intelligent and made interesting conversation at our parties. I had no idea she felt angry with anyone."

"I didn't know about the anger, either. We'd been drifting apart for some time now. Maybe it was the environment, but she started to become more distant a couple of months ago. I suspected she was having an affair, but had no proof. It was a shame I had to be away on this Boeffers deal . I think she was lonely. Our sexual relations fell off during this time too."

I did some investigation after she was arrested. She has had assignations with at least three men in the past four months. She seemed to be looking for something or someone. They were all quite different personalities."

Ralph sighed then said, "Not surprised. What will happen to her now?"

"You know our laws give me no leeway in this. She has to be enslaved now, Margaret too."

"Yes, I know. Will they be punished, too?"

"Yes, at least a month of re-education and retribution is required before the training."

"Alice will be auctioned after her training?"

"So, that's where we have some leeway. If you renounce her, she'll be auctioned. If you want to keep her after she's trained, you have to pay for her training then she'll just become your slave."

He didn't hesitate. "Yes, I want her back. I loved her once, still very fond of her despite her behavior."

The re-education and retribution requirement will take place in the training facility. I'll put Iris in charge of that. We have a plan that I'll adjust so its appropriate for Alice. You can see her and even take her out for excursions once she's finished the punishment and is in standard training."

"That will be nice. You'll tell me when she starts training?"

"Yes, of course."

"Thank you for everything, Tom."

"Let's go see the girls and let them in on the decision. Alice will not like this. I suspect she expects a slap on the wrist."

The man in the dark suit was stern faced. Administrator Thomas Allen. I really don't understand all the fuss. She's a slave. I can discipline her anytime. That's all this was. He'll probably just give me a fine. It can't be that bad.

He heard Margaret and my explanation of why we were punishing Gloria. He said, "Mr. Chalmers said Gloria was a very good slave. In fact, she was his favorite, Wasn't she?"

I was afraid he already knew how I felt about Gloria. I said, "Yes, she was his favorite. She was always good when he was around. She only acted up with me."

He started a video. I recognized the patio in my home. It was from our house cameras. I felt violated. That was private. How had he gotten it? It showed Margaret and me laying on chaise loungers reading  paper. Gloria walked to us carrying a tray with a pitcher of cold liquid and two glasses, set the tray on the table between Margaret and I, and asked me, "Mistress, may I serve you?"

I said, "Yes."

Gloria filled both glasses, handed one to me, then the other to Margaret, and knelt, facing me.

I took a sip, set my glass on the table and said, "Gloria, you are supposed to serve guests first."

She said, "I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Punishment position."

Gloria begged, "Please Mistress. I was taught to serve my Mistress first. I was never told different. I'll remember. Please don't hurt me."

"Silence. I was going to give you one for correction. Now you'll get ten for complaining."

Gloria said, "Yes, Mistress." She raised up on her knees and bent over at the waist so her forehead was on the concrete. She crossed her hands behind her.

I stood up and walked across the patio to a cabinet , opened it and selected a vicious single strand whip of braided leather, five feet long. I went back and stood several feet behind Gloria.  I said, "Thank me for each stroke and count them. If you move, I'll start over."

Gloria said, "Yes, Mistress."

I watched myself draw back the whip and swing it forward with all my strength. The crack of the heavy whip was loud in the room. Gloria's ass grew a thick red line. Blood ran from it.

Gloria screamed in agony but didn't move. Then she sobbed, "Thank you, Mistress.  One."

Allen stopped the video and said, "Rather a vicious beating for her error. I watched the rest of it. She had to have stitches when you were done. This was the worst beating I found, but there were many more where you gave her  lot of pain for very minor errors.  I also found several beatings where you found no fault. So tell me what you felt toward Gloria, Alice."

He didn't understand. I said, Mr. Allen. Gloria didn't like me. She was always finding ways to be disrespectful. Often just her body language or responding very slow to commands. She thought that just because she was Ralph's pet, she could do as she pleased."

Allen started another video. This was recorded in the foyer of my house. Ralph was wearing a suit and standing by the front door. Gloria was holding a briefcase and I was kissing Ralph goodbye. He said, "My meeting may take several hours. I'll eat lunch at the meeting." He took the briefcase from Gloria, fondled her breast and said, "I'll see you later." He left and closed the door. Gloria was smiling, the bitch.

I said, "Kneel, Slave." She dropped to her knees, a frightened expression on her face.' I took a leash from the closet and put it on her nose ring. I said, "Hold your hands out." She said, Yes, Mistress," and stuck her hands out. I took a chain from the closet and locked it between her cuffs.

I said, "You think that because my husband likes you, you can get away with anything, don't you?"

Gloria whimpered, "No, Mistress. I obey both of you as well as I can. I'm your slave girl and I love you."

I yelled, "Stay," and walked away. Gloria was weeping, silently, on her knees.

I was gone a minute then reappeared with Margaret. I stood looking down at Gloria and said, "This worthless female was disrespectful and needs a good lesson. We're going to go for a walk. You take this whip and make sure she works hard." I handed Margaret a whip, picked up Gloria's leash, opened the door, and said, "Crawl, heel." I led Gloria outside and Margaret followed.

Shit. That was not how I remembered it. The slut talked back and refused to obey I had to force her. "I said, Mr. Allen, that films wrong. Gloria talked back to me after Ralph left. There's pieces missing. Its been doctored."

He looked at me and said, "Alice, I'm playing this from your security system. Its what is on your cameras.. I had an expert review it and the original has not been changed. I'm afraid your memory is inaccurate."

He played a video of Margaret and I herding Gloria through the Village. He said simply, "Alice Chalmers, Margaret Johnson, you are guilty of abusing a slave girl. You are sentenced to enslavement. Take them to the training facility."

I was stunned. It was so unfair. I had only disciplined a slave girl as I had so many times before. I yelled, "No. Its not fair. I didn't hurt her. Only a few scrapes. She was disrespectful. You can't do this to me. One of the guards pinned my arms and another put his hand over my mouth, gagging me.

Allen continued, "Yes, I can, Alice. Ralph Chalmers, your wife Alice has been sentenced to slavery. Your marriage to her is dissolved. If you choose to keep her as a slave, you must pay for her punishment and training. If you choose not to keep her, she will be sold at auction. Do you wish to keep her?" If you decline, you can always attempt to buy her at the auction. You may keep Margaret under the same conditions. You don't have to decide now. You may decide to keep her at any time until the auction starts. If they sell for more than her training cost, you receive the difference."

I looked at Ralph in sudden fear. Did he want me?  I yelled, "Ralph, darling, tell him you want me. Please."

Allen said, "Silence, slave. You have no say in what men decide. Gag them both."

One guard grabbed my shoulders while the other tried to force a gag in my mouth. I clenched my jaw. I didn't want to be gagged. He grabbed my breast and pinched my nipple. God, the pain. I screamed and felt the gag shoved into my mouth. He buckled the strap. Margaret didn't make any noise. When he released my head I turned to look at her. She was already gagged. I looked at Ralph. He was smiling, grimly. He spoke, "Administrator. I'd like to think it over. Would you have your staff advise me of the date for their auction?"

What? Didn't he want me? I was a good wife to him. Mostly. My little affairs meant nothing to me. He was playing with his slave girls, anyway. I loved him. He said he loved me. Shit. I felt tears of frustration running down my cheeks.

"Of course. It will be at least three months from now. Take them away and prepare them for their punishment."

The two men marched me out of the hearing room and through the building. They dragged me into a room and a third man approached me with a syringe. I struggled and kicked but they were strong and relentless and the needle stung as it slid into my arm. Things grew dim and I went to sleep.

I woke uncomfortable.  I was face down and confused.  My mouth was open and dry.  There was something pushing into my stomach, hard.  My head was pulled far back and my arms and legs were stretched out.  I tried to put my hands under my stomach but they wouldn't move.  I opened my eyes, but saw only blackness.  I finally integrated all the strange sensations and realized I was naked and tied.  I was laying across a smooth bar and my hands and feet were tied tight holding me spread-eagled over a bar.. My legs were spread wide, pulling my labia lips asunder. There was a steel ring wrapped in leather strapped in my mouth, behind my teeth, and a tight hood covered my head leaving only my nose and mouth exposed.

Why was I tied like this? I was perfectly tied to be raped.  I screamed through my gag, "Ralph, help me," but it came out so mangled I didn't understand it. I struggled to free myself, but I was held tight and my only result was to make my hanging breasts sway.

A man's voice I didn't know said, "Hello Alice.  There's a little initiation ceremony for all the new slave girls." Then he laughed.

It wasn't a nightmare.  Why, of why did I try to punish Gloria?  I might have made a mistake.

Rough hands grasped my dangling breasts and tugged them carelessly.  They rubbed my nipples and I felt them stiffen and grow hard under the relentless pressure of hard fingers. I squealed in voiceless panic when, without warning, a rigid cock penetrated my pussy, spreading my inner lips wide and jamming deep inside me.  I screamed wordlessly as he took me.  I was shocked and scared, but mostly I was indignant and angry. Who the fuck was doing this to me? Who did they think they were.  I wasn't some brainless bimbo to play bondage games. I yelled, "No," over and over but he kept on. He fucked my loins with rapid strokes.  I felt my body lubricating me and my arousal shot up, unbidden.  Hot, salty tears rolled down my cheeks.  I hated it. I was being a girl. Men were using me without my permission.  They were just like Ralph, making love to that whore. Where was their shame, their civilization?

Another thick shaft thrust into my mouth, silencing my objections and thrusting down my stretched throat.  I continued to struggle get my limbs free, but I was well tied. I shuddered and sobbed in helpless frustration as the unknown men used me to satisfy their lust with callous disregard for anything but their personal pleasure.  Their groping hands mauled my buttocks and breasts further arousing themselves with the helpless body of their weeping, naked plaything. 

I was aghast.  I loved sex and I loved giving head, but this was just plain rape.  I  was furious and scared and against all logic, my traitorous body raged with sexual heat.  I was aroused by this ruthless pillaging of my female parts.  I was torn.  I wanted loose and I wanted them to continue. If I liked them I would probably have gone along with the sex.  But I didn't know who was taking me and I didn't want to be raped.  As soon as I thought the word 'Rape,' I realized how silly it sounded.  I had been sentenced to slavery. Of course men were going to use me however and whenever they wanted.

My moans were of shame, pleasure, helplessness, and loss. My freedom was gone..

I felt the man in my sex climax in me.  My love canal filled with his hot spend and my arousal climbed even higher. I wondered that men could make me helpless, use me, and arouse me so without my consent.  Had nature designed women this way as a survival trait? My body didn't care.  It wanted to orgasm no matter what I thought. He pulled out and I felt his juices running down my stretched thighs.  The man in my mouth came then and I swallowed frantically to avoid drowning in his hot cum.  I felt him slide out of my mouth, leaving his hot, salty taste behind, coating my oral cavity.  I swallowed everything I could.  It was like thick soup. I loved the taste of cum.  I had always enjoyed giving head to men.  It had given me such control over them.  But now, I was helpless and I loved the feeling of submission too. Before, when I went down on them it made me hot to see them lying near helpless on their backs.  Now I was helplessly bound and the joy of submission was what the hot salty taste gave me. Would I ever feel the thrill of control again?

Lost, shamed, disgraced, I was sunk in misery and thought they were done with me. They had enforced their male power over me, subjugated me, and left me. Suddenly a male member thrust into my mouth and the cycle of arousal began anew.  I felt him swell as he held my head and pulled me onto him.

He had barely started when a hard cock forced its way into my bottom hole.  I was a virgin there and the stretching was painful. I screamed but they ignored me.  The cock plowed my ass for interminable moments until I felt him orgasm inside me too. His scalding hot cum filled my ass in a very pleasant way.  I had never felt that sensation before. It wasn't enough to make me orgasm, but it was unexpectedly pleasant.  I felt him leave my stretched hole while the gentleman in my mouth continued to arouse himself. In a moment he came in my mouth and I repeated my frantic swallowing while he withdrew.

Someone pulled my head back further and held a water bottle to my mouth.  I gratefully sucked in several mouthfuls before it was taken away.   But they weren't done with my mouth yet. A soft rubbery phallus shape was shoved into my mouth . It was pushed deep into me. I gagged and it was pulled out.  They repeated this several times until I stopped gagging.  Then it was shoved even further into me.  It was all the way into my throat and still they shoved it in.  Finally it was rotated a quarter turn and locked into the ring gag.  Then I was left alone.

I heard heavy footsteps as they left me helplessly tied.  Were they planning to ravage me again after they recovered? My mind raced as I hung in my bonds.  I could still hear their voices nearby.  What were they planning for me?  I had satisfied their animal needs.  Would they let me go?   I was totally dependent on their intentions.  I couldn't even talk to them with this damn gag in my mouth. 

I was exhausted and gave up struggling.  It had availed me nothing but to scrape my wrists and ankles raw.  An interminable time later, they returned to their helpless captive and laid hands on me again.  I squealed and struggled as their hands stroked my sensitive skin and probed my most secret places. I thought they were  teasing and torturing my helpless, sensitive body for their male pleasure.  Later I learned that my every twitch. scream and contortion was recorded and would be used to condition me into a sexually responsive, thoroughly subjugated slave.

They withdrew and I relaxed. I guess slave girls spend a lot of time waiting. Patience is. Then fingers gripped my defenseless nipples.  I screamed through my gag but the fingers didn't stop.  The skilled manipulation made them into pulsing, rock hard, aching nubs of desire. My loins burst into a heated frenzy, forging headlong toward an orgasm. My body quivered with frantic sexual arousal and I was almost ready.

A searing flash of pain erupted in the stretched skin of my bottom.  A fiery line was etched into my soul and then another and more kept falling on me.  I screamed in pain and lust and struggled even more fiercely against my bonds.  My bottom was fiery crimson as the whips taught me my slavery.  Stiff fingers thrust into my sopping sex throwing me into the throes of a massive orgasm driven to huge size by the stinging whips that continued to heat my loins.  I climaxed wildly, screaming wordlessly both for mercy and not to stop.  My loins clamped tight on the questing fingers, striving vainly to hold them inside me.

The whipping ceased after my orgasm. The long phallus plug was removed from my mouth. I was ready to give another blow job and I realized I wanted it. But no, hands opened the buckle behind my head and the ring gag pulled out.  I screamed, "Please, no more, Please.  I beg you." I knew I was just acting. I wanted everyone to know I didn't like this but secretly I wanted more. My pleas were silenced as a different gag was stuffed into my mouth.  This one was shaped like a penis and slid deep into my throat before it was strapped tight.

I wrenched and dragged at my tied arms but couldn't move.  Then I heard the sound of chains clinking.  My heart sank. I knew just how well a slave's chains held her. I had locked and unlocked them countless times, when I held the key. I doubt I will ever be allowed to hold a key again. I was anxious to be rid of these too tight ropes, but the thought of living in chains as a slave was bleak.  I wanted a slave's sex life with Ralph, but not chained. My belly didn't care if I was chained, it was pulsing, I was getting aroused.  I was, unbelievably excited.  I was hoping to be taken again.   A nagging inner voice of reason said I couldn't want this.  I should be a free woman, not their fucking sex slave.  I should choose my mates.  But, my loins were itching, aching, I wanted to come.  My body needed something in me.  I wanted to be fucked again.

I felt strong hands untie my ankles and drag them together.  No, no, no.  Take me, now.  I felt grass under my feet. Shackles were clamped on my ankles and ratcheted tight.  My muscles ached and I was helpless. The rope holding my head back was released and it slumped forward.  My hands were untied and I was pulled upright.  My hands were cuffed together behind my back and a rope cinched my elbows painfully together.  The strain on my shoulders was terrific. My need was suppressed by the pain in my arms and shoulders.

A length of chain was padlocked around my neck and it was used to pull me forward. I leaned back and shook my head.  I wanted to be able to see.  Another slice of the whip on my already sore ass propelled me forward.  My head was still encased in its hood or mask, so I was blind. I was pulled forward, my hobble clinking faintly, until I felt fine gravel underfoot.   I heard motion and creaking about me, then I heard a man say, "Walk," followed by the clacking of horse's hooves.

My tether tugged on my neck and I followed it.  I heard continuous crunching sounds and guessed I was tethered to a cart or wagon. Undoubtedly drawn by ponygirls.  Rough hands took the gag out of my mouth.

I heard a man ask in a low voice, "Are you a good girl, Alice?

I said, "Yes, I'm good."

I heard a "Swish" and felt a searing pain as a whip landed across the tops of my breasts. "I screamed in pain and repeated, "Stop. Don't hit me. Please."

Another "Swish" and the whip bit into the underside of my sore breasts. The pain was ferocious.  My breasts were aflame. "Please, no more.  Please. I beg you. Stop whipping me." I was sobbing now, uncontrollably. The voice repeated, "Are you a good girl, Alice?

"No," I screamed, "No. I'm a bad girl."

"I know," said the voice.  "Bad girls require punishment for their behavior and to discourage future misbehavior."

"Swish." Pain erupted in my bottom . I screamed and sobbed .  The cart pulled me along and the  whip landed on my ass and my back as well as my breasts.  I was whipped all the way behind the cart. I demanded they stop.  I pleaded for them to stop.  I promised to be good if they would stop. I begged most piteously for them to stop. At last the whipping stopped.  I sobbed in misery for a few minutes more.  Finally I stopped crying, mainly because there was no response. My tears dried and the pain subsided. Was my punishment over?

I was led for a goodly distance after the whipping stopped. The air was hot and the sun beat down on my shoulders and back.  The tug on my leash stopped, so I stopped too.  More creaking and the crunch of my captor's soles on the gravel.  I was led onto more grass then brushed concrete, then out of the sun and onto a hard, smooth floor. The air was a comfortable temperature. More walking on the cold, hard floor then I was pushed down onto what felt like a board covered with a thick pad. My cuffs were removed and strong hands held my arms down and strapped them tight. Many straps were used to fasten me to the surface.  Each leg, my torso and my head were strapped down tightly.  My back and ass and breasts hurt as the straps pinned me down. The gag went back into my mouth.  I couldn't make the tiniest movement of any part of my body. I smelled disinfectant, like in a hospital.

I felt something small and soft enter my nostril, maybe a cotton swab? It coated the inside with a cold liquid that smelled of cinnamon.  It repeated on the other side.  I was left alone for a moment then more liquid coated my septum.  What were they doing? I felt the cold liquid painted on my left thigh, high up, near my hip.

I found out soon enough. Something cold was inserted into both my nostrils at the same time.  My nose was numb, but I could still feel it. It moved, compressing my septum followed by a loud click, then it was removed. I had been pierced.  I had researched the process because I was considering a nose ring.  They looked cool and it would piss off my parents. It, or something that felt similar was inserted again and I felt pressure, squeezing my septum.  Then it was removed too, but the squeezing sensation remained.

I heard a voice faint.  All I could make out was 'Ring" then I felt fingers doing something else to my nose. They were putting a ring in my nose.  Shit.  I bet it was one I couldn't take out when I wanted. The touch was brief, fleeting, but I heard a tiny clink and felt a brief pull. More faint noises and whatever I was strapped to rotated so I was vertical, my head above my body. I felt a tiny pin prick on my thigh where they had painted some liquid.

Then back to my face. Something was being done to my nose again. I sensed more than felt something in front of my face.  My breath was being reflected back into my lips. There was a loud sizzling noise, like frying bacon. My face was being protected from whatever was being done.  After a brief pause it was replaced by a grinding noise. It lasted muck longer and I felt a vibration in my nose. I could only guess, but I thought a solid ring had been put in my piercing, welded shut then ground smooth.  They had put some sort of shield over my face to protect my nose and what little exposed skin I had from the forces they employed to make my ring permanent and smooth. Everyone that saw me would know I was a slave. Black shame flowed over me. I could never go home.

They left me strapped down to the table and came back shortly with a tray. They pierced me all over with large needles. I knew in the back of my mind this would happen. I would be ringed just like Gloria and all the other slaves.

I  should have been afraid but I just felt numb all over. By now it was just so inevitable.  I didn't look forward to my rings. I knew some women had rings put in their own bodies but I had never felt the urge. To have a man decide I was going to have them was degrading. I would take them out as soon as I could. I thought about inevitability and suddenly I was impatient for them to finish so I could see them, touch them. They certainly made Gloria and the others look erotic. Maybe Ralph would like the way they looked on me. Maybe he'd want me more when he saw them. I was so high on endorphins I scarcely felt them. The only one I felt was the in my clit. That one stung. Then they replaced the needles with my rings. These were slightly smaller than the one in my nose. They were also designed differently. They had internal locks. they just shoved one end through the new piercing. pushing the needle out and then they were closed. I heard the latches snapping shut with small clicks.

When they were finished. one of the men said, "All your rings are permanent so I hope you like them."

I should have known. That's why none of the slaves had removed any of theirs. They couldn't. Well, I hope Ralph liked them.

I felt something push on my thigh where the liquid was painted.  Again that frying bacon sound only quieter this time.  I didn't feel any pain, just the pressure.  It pressed into me for a few seconds then was removed.  It didn't hurt, it was like they had pressed something onto my leg and then took it away. The smell of barbecuing meat came to me.  I felt a prick in my shoulder and  things went black.


Chapter 6: Apprentice

I was still awash in lust when we reached the house. Silvery love juice had dried on my legs and still dripped from my cunt. I was awash in lust, When we got in the house, Master James locked a track chain to my collar, freed my hands, and kissed me again. This time I could wrap my arms around him and pull him close. It was heady stuff, my arousal.

"Master, may I speak?"

"All right."

Master, are you going to take me now? Please. I'd like that a lot. I'll be very good to you.  I know its my role in life now is to please my masters."

"You're not ready yet, Natalie. You need to simmer a little more."

"Oh, Master. I'm so ready. Try me, please. I'm ready to melt into you, to be, to do whatever you want. Wouldn't you like to taste your new pleasure slave before she's trained? Then you can see for yourself how training  improves her." OK, not a strong argument, but all my lust-addled brain could muster.

But he just smiled. "Not yet. Follow me," and he walked down the hall.  He took me to the slave's bath on the first floor.

The track chain was, in some ways, a surprise.  I had seen how effective it was for limiting a slave's roaming, but I never understood how intrusive the slight whirring of the trolley following me around would seem.  It was almost literally the invisible but not silent hand of the Master, holding my leash so I didn't wander. A slave girl couldn't forget it was there and I had to learn to actively steer it through corners and junctions or it might take off down the wrong one and pull me up short by your collar. I could easily spill or drop whatever I was carrying if my neck was suddenly yanked to a halt.

I knelt in front of the dressing table, fixed my hair and put on some makeup. I darkened my eyes more than usual to compensate for the shiny collar around my neck.

When I was almost done, Iris came in and said, "So you really did it. But why are you here instead of the training center?"

Hello, Iris. Yes, I'm just one of the girls now. My bro..Master wants me to learn more what this is like before I'm fully committed. Though the nose ring seems  pretty committed to me."

Iris raised her left knee, pointed to her brand, and said, "The brand is probably your full commitment. The nose ring can be cut and removed "

She was right. I had forgotten about branding. I guess a nose ring seemed final enough at the time. "Did it hurt much?"

"No. They give you an anesthetic, but it hurts later, like any burn. Now Natalie. I've got to be impersonal with you.  I've been assigned to train you a little so you don't get in trouble. I will have to use this whip on you if you're not perfect. I don't want to because you were good to me. But if I'm not strict, I will be punished worse.  And yes, Master will know. You do know there are hidden cameras all over the house and grounds, don't you?"

She was right. I did know that. Thomas had shown me some of the feeds on his computer. I just hadn't thought about it.  He may be watching us right now. Probably somebody was, or would watch us later. I looked at her. She held a slender whip in her hand. "I understand. Please teach me what I need to know. I will accept all your corrections as a kindness to help me learn to behave as a good slave girl."

"Natalie, I'm glad you understand. I've been assigned as your trainer. Address me as 'Mistress' when I'm training you. This is to help you learn more quickly. I will give you a stroke whenever you fail to perform correctly.  If you break a rule, you'll get three to six strokes, depending on the rule. Ten if you object. Clear?"

"This was not going to be as easy as I hoped. "Yes, Mistress."

She walked over to me and said, "Spread your knees as wide as you can."

I spreader them wide.

I felt a burning pain on my back. I gasped at the unexpected pain.

Iris said, "Wider. I said, as wide as you can."

I said, "I'm sorry, Mistress," and stretched wide open.

"Arch your back. Thrust your breasts out. Head erect, eyes down. Cross your arms behind your back as far as you can."

I obeyed and she said, "OK. This is how you kneel properly. Knees wide, breasts out, head up, eyes down. Remember this."

"Yes, Mistress, Thank you, Mistress."

She stood behind me and looked at me in the mirror. "You're in need, I take it Master James aroused you?

I blushed, "Yes, Mistress."

She laughed. "Its nothing to be ashamed of. Master's like us needy. It makes us more responsive and docile. Master Thomas has decided I should be more needy, so I'm aroused every day and allowed to orgasm only when he wants. Its terribly frustrating, but the orgasm, when I finally get it, is absolutely mind-blowing. Much better than when I'm allowed to be content."

"Mistress, how long...?"

"Five days, Natalie. Five, long, miserable, wonderful days. I'm so hot right now a single finger would make me climax.  Its hard to talk about it without whimpering."

"I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Not your fault, or mine. Stand up and face me. Same rules as kneeling."

I stood and pivoted. I spread my feet as far as the chain allowed, crossed my arms behind me, arched my back and thrust out my breasts, held my head high, and watched her feet.

She used a lock to fasten my hands behind me then said, "Good. Follow me."

I followed her to the play room. Her track chain trailing after her like a faithful balloon. She had lived with it for a while and seemed to not even notice it. I wasn't sure whether to love or hate the track. It meant I could have the freedom of the house and my hands could be free most of the day. But it was also a tight control on my movement.  I'd just have to live with it, think of it as a fact, because I couldn't change it.

I followed her to the far wall. It had an array of rings set into the concrete in a square grid, one every six  inches covering most of the wall. She took hold of my nose ring and pulled me down onto my knees just an inch from the wall. She used a small padlock to fasten my nose ring to a convenient ring. I couldn't move. Such a small thing to make me more helpless than I had ever been before. A delicious heat grew in my belly. This was why I wanted to be a slave.

"Master will come in a while. Think about what you want, Natalie." I heard her leave, her chain gliding after her.

Seconds expanded to minutes, minutes to hours. Every small motion I assayed to easy my muscles caused an immediate flash of pain in my nose. I began to see why they put rings in all the girl's noses. It was a cheap, erotic, and effective control. The second thing I understood was that my masters could do anything they wanted to me without regard for my comfort or opinion. 

Finally, when I thought I would scream, I heard the door open behind me. I heard the familiar deep voice of my master/brother say, "Looking good, Slave Girl."

"Thank you, Master." Then my brother / Master  walked to my side, crouching down and studying my face. thoroughly examining me like a new specimen in his collection. I stiffened into as much of a display pose as I could manage. I spread my legs wider and thrust my breasts out until my nipple rings clicked against the wall. My nose ring held my head erect and I looked down, submissively.   My arousal spiked again and I wanted to wiggle my bottom. I felt the heat rise in my face. I was a little surprised at my reaction, Thomas was, after all, still my brother.

"Is it all that you expected, so far?"

"Yes, Master I am helpless and aroused. I feel a desperate need to be taken by a man. Everything else is gone."

"You need sexual release, Natalie. What do I need?"

I didn't know what he meant. Men always wanted sex. "I don't know Master. I thought you'd want to take me, too."

"You've always known young, inexperienced and aspiring men. Sex is easy to get for wealthy men.  Money, promises, lies, they all work. What I want is control. You're well controlled physically now, and I like that. Do you like being controlled?"

"Yes, Master its been my dream for years."

"Its not enough, Iris. I want to control your mind, too. I know I'll  never get all that, but that's what I want. I want to say frog and watch you jump. But its important to me that you want to obey, not that I force you. True control is when you are desperate to serve me. But that's for later. Tell me the real reason you came here."

"You know.  I told you I want to be like mom."

"That's true, but its not all."

How did he know? I never told anyone. Maybe...? "I just felt I needed to find a Master. I was so alone. I thought you would help me find a new man as well as a new life."

"Again, a partial truth."

He stepped behind me and I heard the swish of his whip an instant before it laid a burning stripe across my ass. I screamed at the sudden pain and my head jerked involuntarily. Instant pain flared in my nose to match my striped ass. I froze, my arousal flaming. I was moist between my legs again. I hung there wanting to be taken, panting.

He unlocked me from the wall and said, "Stand up and turn around, Natalie.".

I rocked back on the balls of my feet and stood up. I carefully pivoted on my right foot, spreading my left foot as far apart as my hobble allowed, and faced him. I arched my back and thrust my breasts out, wanting him to see me at my best. I saw him now, for the first time, as my master. He was magnificent. I had always known he was big, but now it was more impressive, somehow. Maybe because he was now my owner, my Master? Even in my heels he was six inches taller and twice as wide. His arms were bigger than my thighs. They looked like corded tree trunks. He must exercise a lot. I smiled brightly and said, "Thank you, Master."

He put his hand to my face and moved some wild strands of hair off my face. He turned my face up to his and kissed me full on the mouth. I was overjoyed. Maybe he knew how I felt about him, already.

He pulled away and whispered, "Maybe you came here under false pretenses. Maybe you have another motive, more complex, more unusual?"

I whispered back, "Master, what could be more unusual than asking to be enslaved?"  I looked into his eyes and saw my lust mirrored in his., He wanted me. How could I bridge the gulf of culture and get him to take me.  I wanted him and only him. I found strength I didn't know I had and pulled myself up until my eyes were level with his. I wrapped my chained legs around one of his and I begged, "Please kiss me and take me, Master. I want you and only you."

He wrapped his arm around me and held as if I were weightless.  He kissed me and his free hand cupped my breast. My belly was trembling with tiny spasms and my pussy was wet. He set me down so my toes were on the floor and put both his hands on my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers, tugging gently on my new rings. I felt so exposed, vulnerable. This was somehow worse than having my hands locked behind me.  Every part of me was open, touchable. Yet, it was so pleasant and erotic to have all my female parts open to massage, stimulation. My arousal was peaking. My breath was shallow and raspy as my belly contracted.

"Are you ready to tell me what you want, Natalie? Or perhaps you need more encouragement?"

"Master, please encourage me a little more." God, I wanted him in me. I needed the release. I wanted him to whip me. Put me in my place. I wanted to kneel at his feet.  I wanted to submit.

"Have you ever been tied up and fucked?"

"Only in my dreams. I've never had a lover who would do it to me that I trusted enough to ask. I wanted my lovers to be rough with me, but they all treated me as if I was a fragile doll."

"You seem to know that pain is one of the elements of great sex. That's good. Have you ever been tied up and not fucked?"

I smiled and said , "Well, Master, now, so far."

"Does it feel like you expected?"

"Master, Mother let me play with some of her things, but I've never had anything that fit well and I've never been collared before. Now, I'm comfortable and very securely restrained. Everything is snug and implacable. This is what I wanted to feel."

"How would you describe your pain tolerance on a scale of one to ten?"

"Pretty good, maybe a seven?"

"I'll start a little lower and see how it goes."

"I'm sure your nipples are still tender. How sensitive were they before?"

"Very sensitive. Now they feel like someone has run them through with sharp needles and hung heavy weights on them. Tender indeed."

"What do you want?"

It was unexpected. I thought he would arouse me and take me. Don't all men want that. I'm not a fool. I've seen how men look at me. Like wolves seeing juicy prey. But I had thrown myself into slavery and begged him to help me. What did I want? I felt guilty for disappointing Mother. I know she had hope I would engage and help change the world. But I had renounced the world, seeking pleasure and obedience. I guess I was guilty. I wanted forgiveness, absolution. "Master, I've disappointed mother. I am guilty and need forgiveness."

"Natalie, the guilt is in your heart, not theirs. I've spoken with them and they understand your decision. They want you to follow the road that leads you to happiness. I can let you pay the debt you think you owe and so you can forgive yourself. Would you like to be punished?"

"Oh, yes, Master. I've been a bad, bad, girl and I need to be punished." I was aroused and excited. I shivered slightly as I thought of all the possibilities. I was helpless and his property now. He could do whatever he wanted with me. I could see both of us in a mirror on the far wall. Tall for a girl, I only came up to his shoulders. I had shoulder length blond hair while his hair was black and short. He was free of any restraints and dressed in casual clothes. I was naked, collared, chained to an overhead track, my wrists locked behind me and my ankles hobbles with a little more than a foot of chain. This was what I had dreamed of for years. I wondered what he would do to me.

He walked behind me, tousled my hair and kept his hand on my head while his other hand encircled  my neck in a gentle grasp, over my collar. He kept it there while he circled me. I closed my eyes and savored his feel, his possession. His hand grasped my hair and pulled my head back He leaned his head down, just touching my forehead and whispered, "There is no such word as "No," Natalie." He slapped my face, twice on my left cheek, not hard, but the only time I had been slapped in my life. My belly spasmed and radiated fiercely.

I just whimpered. I was so hot.

His hand closed around my neck, preventing me from breathing. He said, "Hold your breath." I did. I had no choice. In a few seconds he relaxed his grip and said, "OK. breathe," and relaxed his grip on my neck then removed his hand. His other hand still held my hair. I whispered, "Please, Master, go on."

"What's the  word?"

"I whispered, "Yes."

He walked around me and stood beside m, his front touching my left side. His right hand grasped my ass cheek and held it, like a handle. His left hand rubbed my breasts then dropped down and rubbed my pussy.  With his hand still on my pussy, he playfully slapped my ass. A bare slap, but still my belly heated even more and throbbed. Another slap to my face and I jumped. He said, "Don't move and stepped behind me.  He put a blindfold on me and strapped it tight.

Without warning his hand slapped my breasts, left, right, left, right.  I yelped at each one Ouch, Ugh, Ongh, Ungh, Ouch, Oh. God, they stung but I was so unbelievably aroused. His hard hands landed on my ass next, over and over, stinging but making me so, so, hot. I didn't want him to stop. I wanted it to go on and on.  I grunted at every swat, but it might have been pleasure.

"Stick your breasts out."

Oh no.  But I had to. It was an order. My nipples were so tender.

I stuck them out and a sort of diffuse blow landed on my left breast.

"That's a flogger. Many strands, none too stiff."

"Thank you, Master."

"How's your pain level on a scale of ten?"

"About... a  five, Master."

"Can you take more?"

"I...I think so, Master. Please go on. It hurts, but I'm aflame with lust too."

"I know."

I felt his fingers take hold of my cunt lips and squeeze them together, between my rings. He put some sort of clamp there and repeated until I had four clamps there, one on my clit and three on my lips. They were tight and were slowly developing into dull aches. More clamps followed, several on each breast. In minutes they all hurt a little. I was moaning and feeling close to an orgasm. I swayed but they didn't change of=r fall off or anything. "Master, what are things?"

"Clothespins. Kneel and open your mouth."

I thought he was going to gag me, but it was his cock, an entirely different sort of gag. I had given blowjobs before, so I knew what to expect. But, he was huge. Much bigger than I was used to. I licked and sucked his tip, but he wasn't satisfied with that. He shoved it in me and I was overfilled,, afraid he would choke me. But I managed and soon my mouth was filled with his sweet cum. I swallowed almost all of it He gave me a drink of water to wash it down then he said, "Stand up."

He fastened a line to my wrist cuffs and had me bend over. The line was pulled up and I was forced to stay bent over. He gave me a few hard snacks on the ass and I was ready to come again.

He lifted my head by my hair, gently and I felt his cock brush against my lips. "Open slave. Suck hard. I'm ready to come again."

He was halfway stiff. I took him in me again and sucked hard as he pumped in and out. I felt him swell in me. When he was hard he pulled out  and loosened the line to my wrists so I could stand up as long as I held my arms way up high behind me.

I felt his lips flicker across mine. I leaned forward to kiss him, but he'd moved back. I drew back and felt the ghostly touch on my lips again. I wanted him. He was playing with me. I stepped forward as much as my arms allowed and his lips touched mine again. Harder, then. I managed a brief kiss before he left me again. God, I was so hot.

My arms pulled me back and finally he came forward and I got a real kiss, but only briefly.

I felt him reach between my legs and suddenly he pulled off the lowest of the clothespins he had put on my cunt lips. The blood rushed back into my now freed flesh with a thunder of pain. I screamed, "God, Oh God." I had no other words for it. It was terrible, much worse than his hands, but it felt so good too. I was sure I could feel my flesh welcoming the life giving blood back into my cunt. It hurt so good. I can't describe it, but it was wonderful.

Then he took off the second and it was just as breathtaking as the first. I sounded like  busted recording: "Oh God, Yes."

And the third one came off. "Oh God, Oh God. Oh Thank you, Master." I felt my love juices flowing into my cunt. I was so ready for love.

The one on my clit was the best/Worst. The blood thundered into my empty skin like a freight train. I screamed wordlessly and stamped my feet. I leaned forward as far as I could to try and staunch the rampaging explosion blasting through my loins. And I heard the refrain again, "Oh God. Oh God." I straightened up. "Master. Take me, please. Take me now."

"Bend over."

I lowered my body until my torso was horizontal and held up by my pinioned arms.

"Stick your ass out like you're giving it to me. Like you want me in you. I tried, but I was so ungainly.

"Further, Natalie, push it to me."

I must have gotten it right because I felt his cock brush against my pussy. Then he grabbed my hips and pulled me to him. I was sopping wet by this time and he slid into me with no trouble at all. I felt every bulge, every ripple, every blood vessel in his cock as it passed every one of my super sensitive nerve endings in my pussy and love canal. I felt him sliding into me in slow motion. tickling, stroking, caressing every millimeter of my body. His lunge into me felt like it took an hour. It was the most wonderful feeling.  It was the most perfect pleasure I could imagine. I wanted it to last forever. My body continued to fill the spaces between him and me with love juices. And I could feel my arousal growing, bringing me closer to orgasm.

I was cheering him on like he was charging up my field toward the goal line. "Faster, harder, more, I pleaded. Don't stop."

My orgasm exploded through me like a flower opening. Again time slowed for me and I savored every instant of the explosion. It radiated out from a hard core in my belly, making every nerve, every tendon, muscle and bone vibrate as it passed them. I could feel every part of me jar as the wave front passed. I screamed and screamed and screamed some more. It was so fucking strong. Every orgasm before this was like, tiny, not worth having, cute, fun, trivial. I thought I might die from sheer orgasmic overload.

Vaguely, I felt my Master come in me. A slight pulsing, a sense of fullness and everything went black.  The final coherent though I had before I fell into darkness was, "My first slave orgasm."

When I was again aware of myself, I was hanging from my arms, legs touching the floor, but not supporting me. Master's arms were around me, holding me up. He was still impaling me, but smaller now.

I took my weight on my legs and felt Master pull out.

"Strong orgasm, Natalie?"

"Master, it was stupendous. The strongest one I've ever had. Do you do this to all your women?"

"Of course. I was taught by masters."

He took the blindfold off my head and the line off my wrists and used my nose ring to lead me to a low padded table. He brought the line with him.

I asked, "What now, Master. I'm spent."

"We've just started Natalie. The first orgasm was just to warm you up."

"Master, I can't do it again. Its too much."

"We'll see." He tied my knees together. He tied my ankles together. He wrapped a line around my neck, above my collar and pulled it tight. My breathing was restricted, but I could still breathe. Then he put a large white ballgag in my mouth and strapped it tight. He lay me on top of the table  on my side and slapped my breasts, two, three, four times and I gasped and was aroused by every one of them. I wanted him in me again. I was amazed and so horny.

"What do you want, slave?"

I was gagged. I wanted him in me.

"Show me what you want."

I tried to point to my pussy, but my hands were too far behind me. I arched my back and managed to reach the crack in my ass. I used a finger to spread my crack a little. He took pity on me and knelt on the table beside me and lifted me onto him. It was so strange and wonderful. I was rotated ninety degrees to any usual position and it still felt wonderful. He slid me onto him and almost off. It was a good thing he was so strong. I gasped through my gag at every thrust. It was wonderful. Then he stopped and pulled me off of him. I sobbed. I needed him to go on but I couldn't communicate any way.

But he was just changing positions. He turned me over so I was face down and my ass in the air. His cock was still rigid and slipped into me easily. I was so glad. He started pumping me up and I felt my arousal climbing again. Then he slapped my ass. Left, right, left, right. My ass gleefully participated. I'm sure it was getting really red, but all I felt was a spiky heat in my loins. I got so close to orgasm. I think he slowed down to prolong my arousal. Then both his hands shot forward and each grabbed a nipple ring and twisted. I screamed and my orgasm broke and shot through me. My God. It was just as strong as the last unbelievable one. Bigger, longer, stronger. I thought I would really explode. He kept pumping through my orgasm and it just made it last longer. He was sustaining it. I wanted to scream "Stop'" but I was gagged and couldn't move a muscle. Then I passed out, again.

When I woke, I was still in the same position, being held up by strong hands on my waist. I must have groaned because he lay me down on my side. I looked up at him with a silly grin around my ball gag and murmured, "Thank you, Master," which came out as "mmmph mmm msuur."  He was right. I had more to give.

"I bet you think you're done, don't you?"

I looked up at him in surprise. He walked away and left me there. I couldn't move.  I felt the familiar spasms start in my belly while I lay there. My God. I was getting aroused again. I couldn't move and my pussy started itching. He came back in a few minutes and turned me back onto my front. He pulled me up by my arms and took the ballgag out of my mouth. He tossed it on the table. I said, "Thank you, Master. Will you take me again, Master?"

His stiff cock nuzzled my pussy again and he said, "Resilience is partly practice and partly desire, novice slave girl. Sit up."

I sat up and he steadied me. He unlocked my wrists and quickly locked them to my ankle cuffs. H lay me on my back and tied a line between my collar and the line around my knees.  My knees were against my breasts and I was laying on my back. He straddled my legs and pushed his cock against my pussy. It was still extremely well lubricated and he slid right in. My God it felt good. I grunted at every thrust and moaned in the background. I was lost in orgasmic bliss, not yet at an orgasm, but so close.

He reached up and slapped my face every now and then. I gasped every time, it stung a little and drove me closer to orgasm each time. It was demeaning yet so erotic. I wanted him to own me, to dominate me in every way he could. My orgasms were coming more quickly now. It was like my body was learning how to do it. Anyway it was only seconds before I was flying again. I screamed and screamed as the orgasm flowed and blossomed and raged through me. It was never going to stop . I passed out again. I wish I could stay awake. It was so good. Maybe I'll get better at finishing with enough practice.  I hope not, actually. Waking from an orgasm induced faint is quite nice in of itself.

This time when I woke he untied me and locked my hands to a hanging bar and shortened the chain so I was on tip toe. I stood displayed before the man who owned me so thoroughly and was happy. I was one well fucked girl and happy beyond reason. I was home, I was loved. I had a Master. But he wasn't done with me yet. He walked up and stood in front of me. He towered over me. I saw, with surprise and joy that his cock was stiff and pointing up at my breasts and I looked up at his s happy face. He was not just my Master, he was my God. I worshipped him and I felt lust rising in my loins again. I don't think I will ever get enough of him.

His hands dropped to my waist and lifted me up he lowered me slowly and I felt his stiff cock probe at my labia lips. He moved me a little and lowered me onto his cock. The sensation as I slipped down onto him was indescribable. My pleasure was off the scale as I bottomed out. He lifted me up and down.  I wanted to help, but I couldn't do anything but hang there, feeling him pump me up. My need grew terribly. It was an all consuming fire in my belly. He raised me to the edge and I could see the all consuming fire below like a volcano and before spread the boundless joys of heaven. Finally, at last I toppled into heaven. My orgasm burst within me like a flower opening, but it hit with the irresistible force of an avalanche. I came in a blinding flash of glory.  I screamed and whimpered and tried to move, to hold my Master, but I was fixed. When I opened my eyes I was still impaled on his stiff rod and he was pumping me up and down. I felt him grow larger in me and then his hot spend entered me, kicking my arousal up again. But he took me off him and let me hang before I could come again.

"I whispered, "Thank you, Master. You were wonderful."

"Thank you, Natalie. Now out with it."

"Yes, Master. I came here hoping you would be my Master. I've always loved you. I've never found anyone even close to you. You're in my dreams every night. I want to be your slave girl and serve you for the rest of my life."

"Natalie, I've loved you in a distinctly non-brotherly way for years and I'm glad you came.  I will keep you as my slave at least for a time.  I will try and find a better man for you and if I do, I'll sell you to him. But you still have to be trained.  Also, you were untruthful to me.  Slaves may not deceive their masters."

"No, Master. Please punish me and I will try and be better."

He showed me the gag. It had a large red ball and two straps. I opened my mouth and he shoved the ball in, behind my teeth. The strap pulled it deep into my mouth. It pressed down on my tongue making speech impossible.

"Beautiful," Master said. I had lied to him. I felt rotten. I was glad he knew. I would never lie to him again.

The first stripe landed on my ass and it burnt like fire, sinking straight into my loins. I shook my head frantically, trying not to scream.   I heard the swish before I felt the fiery line the whip created on my ass.  I screamed at the second stripe, but the gag changed it to a weak, thin thing.  I jumped up and down and kicked my feet in the wild dance of the whipped girl.  It did no good.  After the fifth or sixth stroke I felt my arousal kick up a notch.  The whip was pushing me toward the brink. I felt the whip again and again on my defenseless ass. I kicked and struggled feeling the whip shoving me to the brink.  At last, I fell into a glorious orgasm.  I moaned in pleasure and stopped kicking.  I had done it.  I loved that whip. Finally I had the sense to stop moving.  The whip stopped too.  I was cut to pieces.  My ass must have been bleeding in a dozen places.  

He liked me as a woman. I wondered how long he'd felt that way?  I couldn't ask.

He took the gag out of my mouth and kissed me. It was like my orgasm. It filled my universe with the sweet taste of him. I pushed my head forward into his, straining for maximum contact. He wrapped his hands around my sore ass and squeezed gently.  It hurt with the most glorious pain. I wanted his hands all over me. Finally he released me, lowered the chain, and said, "Kneel." My hands were still above my head when my knees touched the floor. He freed my cuffs from the bar and fastened them together with a foot of chain. He released my hands and I rested them on my knees.

"You've had your first slave orgasms, haven't you?"

"Yes, Master," I said, shakily.

"Tell me about them."

What words could I use to describe such a flood of joy? "Master, They were the strongest, most wonderful orgasms I've ever had."

"Have you had many in your young life?"

"I've been told I'm pretty, Master. I was always able to sleep with the men I wanted.  Sometimes I got orgasms and sometimes not. I must have had twenty or so and at the time, they were wonderful."

"Not as good as these, I take it?"

"No, Master. The previous ones were pale shadows of these. I fainted during all of these. They were overwhelming.  Mother and Iris told me the sex here was fantastic. They were right. Do you know why?"

"My opinion is your bondage contributes a lot, but the majority is because you're now free of all other worries. Your mind has accepted that you're now the responsibility of a master and you can concentrate on feeling. I could be wrong, but no one has come up with a better answer. What do you think?"

"Master, I don't 'Think' any more. That's your job. I smiled coquettishly at him. But it makes sense and I don't have any other notion."

"Do you need to be punished any more?"

I thought about it, Was I still guilty? No, I was completely happy. I had suffered boundless pain and pleasure and been cleansed. I was completely free of guilt. This was what I was meant to be. "No, Master, unless you think I need correction. I'm no longer guilty for my choice. But I hope you'll punish me soon, just to keep me purged on any residual guilt. I'm sure it'll come back unless you work on me. Its like rust or mold. I'll need proper periodic maintenance, just like your other property."

"OK. I'll put you on my maintenance schedule. I don't enough time to maintain all my property so I'll have some other men take care of you every now and then."

"Oh, Master, I want you to tend me." I was intrigued by the thought, but I pouted. Every man, Master or not, likes his skills praised."

Follow me. Hands and knees. Remember, don't use any furniture without permission."

"Yes, my wonderful master. I don't need furniture when I'm with you."

"Whether I'm with you or not , Little Minx. Hey, I like that. Maybe I'll rename you. 'Little Minx' is a lot more appropriate name for you than 'Natalie Allen,' don't you think?"

"Whatever Master calls me, I'll obey. I feel like you should call me 'Horny Pussy' cause that's what you've made me."

"I'll think about it." He walked out of the room and I crawled after him. This was so appropriate. It was where I belonged, at the feet of my master, following him like the pet animal I was. I felt intrinsically worthless, compared to him, but also proud he had claimed me. Unlike all the poor women in the world, I had a Master who would care for me, guide, me, love me.  It was so much more than a marriage. We weren't partners. I was property and loved it.

He led me into the living room and locked my leash to a floor ring. He said, "Kneel," and left.

"Yes, Master," to his vanishing back.  I knelt and waited.

Master James came and took me to the stables. He gave me a broom and set me to cleaning the place. There were two girls harnessed as ponies in stalls. They were wearing their harnesses in case someone wanted to use the carriage, but the bits were out of their mouths so we spoke a little. They sere named Suzy and Melody. They had just gotten back from a trip to the village and were resting. They told me about the men here and their lives.  They kept telling me how they liked it here, but I couldn't tell if they really liked being ponygirls or if they were eunuchs singing the praises of castration. I didn't think I'd like pulling people around in a carriage.

I looked at the pictures on the walls of ponygirls doing some sort of dance moves. We talked about the dressage competition and they pointed out their photos. They were wearing fancy dress harnesses of different colors designed to show off their breasts and legs. In all the pictures the girls were wearing tall ostrich plumes and fancy bridles. The girls all looked very happy in the pictures. I could see myself doing this too. Suzy told me she was the dance designer and choreographer. She was very proud of how well Master's girls had done in the competitions so far.

I told them I had had ballet classes and liked dancing. They said I should ask Master if I could train with them. Hmmm. A chance to make Master proud of me and the fear of failure.  I'd ask. I needed to stand out and make him want to keep me. He was still thinking of finding the right owner for me.

The place was already pretty clean, just a little dust around the big doors. Master James came in and took the tack off the ponygirls, then locked the track chains on their collars and then they were just like me, naked and chained slaves. He took us all back into the house where we showered and went to dinner.  This was the first time I had eaten as a slave in the house. We served dinner to the men then had our hands locked behind us and knelt in a line facing the dining table. One of the girls brought our plastic bowls out on a cart and placed two in front of each of us. One with water, one with our food. Healthy, tasteless, slave food.  Some kind of grain with bits of vegetables and meat with no spices or flavoring at all. No wonder all the girls looked so trim.  None of us would gain weight on that stuff. I just couldn't find a way to eat the sticky stuff without dipping my nose ring in it.  After finishing the food, there were gobs of stuff stuck on my ring. I shook my nose ring in the water before drinking.  That did the trick. I heard my neighbors doing the same thing. After finishing we were supposed to kneel and wait for the masters to finish eating. I watched them. listening to their banter and wondered if I would ever get to eat at a table again. I saw several men who looked interesting. Young, athletic, well spoken. I would like to get to know them better. I knew I had to wait without speaking, but it was very hard. Finally, after they finished, Master James unlocked our hands and we cleared the dishes.

We were told to go into the rec room. I followed the other girls and found most of the men already there. It seemed pairings were already arranged since most of the girls went directly to one of the men and knelt before them. I heard a repeated chorus of greetings. "Good evening, Master." "You are looking good, Master." "Hello, Master." Everyone seemed happy to see each other. I was the odd girl out until one of the men I had looked for entered the room. He was alone. I had no one to talk to so I approached him and knelt. I aid, "Greetings, Master. May I serve you?"

He smiled and said, "You're new here. Fresh out of training?"

"Master, I have submitted, but Master Thomas has not sent me to be trained yet. I fear I am unskilled."

"I'm new here too and you're lovely. Go get me a beer at the bar and bring it to me. I'll find a seat."

I went to the bar and got a cold beer from the refrigerator. I'd have loved one too, but I was sure wasn't allowed without permission." I took it and a glass to him. He had found a small table and was waiting for me. I placed the bottle and glass in front of him and knelt beside him.  He twisted the top off and poured most of the brown liquid into the glass. I had lowered my eyes as required, so I couldn't see where he was looking. I felt his eye tracks sweep over me and I responded by blushing furiously. Damn.

He asked, "What is your name and story?"

"I am Natalie, Master. My mother is a slave and my father and brother own slaves. I have wanted to follow in mother's footsteps for years and my brother agreed to let me join the training class. I guess Its not usual for girls to volunteer, but I assure you I really want this. I know what I'm doing." I must have let a little emotion into my voice, because he said, "Slow down, Natalie. I'm not judging you. I think you're quite fortunate to be able to make such a choice. Most women will never have the opportunity. My name is Kern, short for Kernan. I guess you better call me Master."

"Yes, Master. I'm pleased to meet you."

"Look at me, Natalie. Always look at my face when we're talking."
"Yes, Master." I looked at he was smiling. He was handsome and looked strong and healthy. I smiled at him and we shared our histories with each other. He was an intelligence analyst working for my brother. He'd been recruited from a job at a think tank in Washington.  He admitted that, although the money and benefits were outstanding, the girls were the best perk.  He agreed with all my family that women should serve men and men should love, protect, and control their women.  I was in love already, or at least in lust.

Master Thomas came in with Iris and another slave following him. Master Kern told me that she was Peggy and that she and Iris took turns running the training school for slaves. Iris was obviously Thomas' favorite at the moment. Peggy didn't seem to mind. Both girls were very solicitous of Thomas and following his every move like hawks. Peggy rushed to get him a drink while Iris scampered into his lap. There was an enormous viewscreen on the wall and the men settled in to watch a soccer match. All the girls cuddled up close to a man. I did the same with Kern. It was just like a topless, sports bar at home, except for the collared, chained women.  It felt good to have such a relaxed moment in this weird environment.

It turned out the house was even bigger than I thought. Kern took me to his room in the employees wing. It was like an upscale apartment at home and very well appointed. He didn't have to take any special precautions with me. All the girls were locked to track chains and there was no way for us to escape, even if we wanted to. Kern just wanted simple sex and he had a lot of stamina. Even so, he had had some training. It wasn't just instinct.

He locked my hands behind me before he took me to bed. "This is protocol, Natalie. They tell me your orgasms will be much better if you're helpless. What do you think?"

"I think Every orgasm I've had here has been way better than at home, Master. And all of them here I've been helpless. They must be right. I don't mind at all. Do whatever you want with me, Master."

He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me face down across his lap. His heavy hand descended on my bottom and warmed it for me. He spanked me lightly until my belly was glowing as bright as my ass. I was so hot.  I was moaning and my belly was spasming before he finally rubbed my slit with his fingers, stopping to tug on all six of my rings. His rigid member was poking me when I came in a screech of pleasure.

I wasn't nearly recovered when he flipped me onto my stomach on the bed.  I felt him pull my ankle chain up and lock it to my wrists. Then he rolled me over on my back. The tension on my legs caused my knees to spread wide. I felt my labia lips pull apart and expose my innermost recesses to his view. I was suddenly shy and felt wantonly open.  He was staring at me. running his eyes up and down my helpless body. I felt my belly heat up again under his scrutiny. I smiled and asked, "Like what you see, Master? Sample me and see if you like my taste, Master.

He reached out his hands and took hold of my breast and my pussy. His busy, supremely skilled fingers brought me to another screaming orgasm in a few seconds.

I was almost recovered when his weight descended on me, pinning me to the bed and I felt him slide into me. It was grand.  I screeched and moaned and gushed like a fountain. And he was a good kisser too. Finally we slept. He locked my hands high on my back so I was completely helpless and I loved it.  I'm sure my orgasms were huge because of the bondage. It was so much better than vanilla sex. We slept spoon fashion, him curled around me. I couldn't keep my hands off him until he got up and locked some bondage mittens on my hands, holding them curled into fists.

I felt wonderful. Well fucked and chained I wondered about "Slave Orgasms." That's what Thomas called them. They were so much better than "Orgasms." I hoped he was right about their origin. I had committed myself to eternal bondage and I definitely wanted more "Slave Orgasms." Oh well, it was out of my hands now. Unable to do anything else, I drifted off to sleep with Kern's hand cupping my breast.

In the morning, James took me to the school and I was "Enrolled." I wondered if I would see Kern again. He was cute and good to me.


Chapter 7: Darkness

I made sure Alice was prepped and put in an isolation cell then I called Iris into the office.

"Iris, Alice has been bad to all of her girls, but especially Gloria. She needs to be punished, not only for retribution, but also to remove any trace of dominant personality from her. I want Alice to be abjectly submissive before she goes to the trainers. They will reinforce it, but I want to make sure they start with a submissive wench. Understood?"

Oh boy, did I. This was going to be such a turn on. Finally a free woman gets payback. "Yes, Master. I will be strict with her."

"Good. I want her to get used to being fastened by her rings and chains while being whipped. She needs to know, with crystalline certainty, that anything can be done to her and she has no say in anything. She's a stubborn bitch and I want that reversed. I want you to show her there is no difference between pleasure and pain. I want her to be a true submissive and orgasm through pain. But that's not all. I want her to achieve orgasm through simple manipulation of her breasts and pussy. You should try a variety of instruments too. I have a small whip with ten light strands designed to flog her breasts and pussy. I expect you to be creative and persistent. The more ways we can force an orgasm, the less control she will have. I want her to have none at all."

"Yes, Master. This will be such fun. Pleasure and pain until she orgasms."

I took Iris to see Alice.  We didn't go in the cell, but the security room.  The main screen had several views of the cell with Alice sitting up against a wall.  

"Gloria, I want Alice to wear that hood for a long time.  Maybe as much as a month.  You will be her main contact with the world while she's hooded.  I want you to make her submissive.  You will be her main contact so feed her twice a day.  Take her a bottle of water every time.  She can stand to lose a few pounds, so feed her on the diet schedule.  Talk to her but don't answer any questions.  Every time she complains, argues, or asks questions, whip her.  Teach her what is not allowed. But your real job is to teach her to orgasm whenever she feels pain on her ass or is touched on any of her sexual parts. Fasten her by her rings often and leave her fastened for long periods.  There's chamber pot with a lid beside the water.  Give it to her in the morning.  Let her put it where she can reach it."

"I have a three part plan to make her submissive and dependent. You'll like it. You'll strictly control her mouth, vagina and anus.  Keep her mouth and anus plugged until you want her to use them. An important element in subjugating a woman is the gag. With it she quickly understands she is not in control. Putting her voice under control is especially meaningful for a woman. So until I say so, put a gag in her mouth whenever you're not with her. Same for her anus. Use plugs to open her for easy use by men, but also only allow her to eliminate while you're watching. Keep her hands locked so they can't reach her vagina. She will quickly learn she is under complete control. There is a nice selection of bondage equipment in the cabinet in the hall outside the cell. Use different ones for variety.

Second, I want her body to not be able to tell the difference between pain and arousal. You will do this by their frequent close association. Now I am not talking about her mind and conscious thought. I want her body, when it feels pain to tell the brain it is aroused. Make sure she orgasms during or after being whipped. Always whip her ass. I don't want the pain and arousal switch to happen with other parts of her body. This way she can be punished by whipping her back or thighs, or anywhere else. The ass will always give her an orgasm.

The third part is, after she has the ass pain to arousal well established, to stop letting her have an orgasm. The second step will teach her body to expect many orgasms a day. When they stop, she will quite soon become needy. Her need will drive her further into submission. Play with her nipples and her asshole. There are some butt plugs in the cabinet too. Start with a small one and work up a size every week or so. Use lots of lube and try to get her up to a size six by the end of the month.

Anyway, you know my plan. Do it. "

"With pleasure Master. May I use any of the bondage equipment on her?"

"Yes, of course." I liked Master's plan.  Correct her behavior and teach her to get orgasms through ass whippings. As a former ruthless  slave owner, Alice was used to whipping slave girls for her own amusement and for keeping her girls in fear. Now she was going to be on the receiving end and would not know if or when she would get punished.  I would let the whip teach her not to be assertive or whine.  I would not correct her unless she broke a rule. But she would have to be logical and discern the rules from when she felt pain.  I could whip her several times a day.

I went to look in on Alice. Master had put her in one of the isolation cells for her punishment. It had two spaces separated by a wall of bars. The rest was concrete. There were three chains hanging through holes in the ceiling and many steel rings on the walls and floors. There was a toilet, sink, water faucet, and cabinet outside of the bars.  The larger side was bare except for the rings and chains. The entrance door had a small window and opened into the small side of the bars. In effect, there were two rooms in the cell. To get out of the larger space, one had to pass through a gate in the bars, then through the outer door. The door was  thick and heavy. A key was hanging on the wall beside the door. Alice was laying on her back, asleep on the floor. She was, of course, naked, wrists cuffed behind her, shackles on her ankles, collared and hooded. A chain fastened her neck to a wall ring. All her rings were in place and the fresh brand on her left thigh was an angry red.

***

I was laying on my back on something hard.   It was black.  My arms were asleep.  I was laying on them. I rolled to  my side but my arms wouldn't move.  My mouth felt fuzzy and dry.  My nose hurt. I remembered Margaret and I being sentenced to slavery just for making a slave girl crawl. It wasn't fair. I remember being pierced and the ring. There was something laying on my upper lip. I tried to open my eyes but there was something around my head.  I shook my head.  The covering didn't move but I felt whatever was laying on my lip hit me hard on each side of my nose.  I felt it swinging from my nose as I stopped shaking.  Shit. My memory cleared. I was a slave  now. I had been chained, ringed, and branded.  The ring in my nose was heavy and noticed first, but now I could feel the unusual tugging at my flesh from all the other rings. I had all the same rings as Gloria and the other slaves. "Of course," I thought bitterly. I was a slave now, too. But why the hood? Was it part of my punishment? Was Ralph letting them do this to me? Could he stop them or did he want this to happen to me.  Did he want me as his slave girl instead of his wife?   

Suddenly I remembered girlhood dreams of being captured and ravished by powerful men.  As a girl I had fantasized about being chained and my dreams always ended with me being his lover. Was this just a vivid dream. Did I want to wake up? Could I be having this discussion if I was dreaming?  This was real and I couldn't do a thing about it

I sat up.  I was naked.  I was on a hard surface.  It was cold and felt rough, like concrete.  I could move my hands, but only a little. My wrists wore snug metal bands that were joined by several links.  I felt them and found they were police handcuffs.  Cheap, convenient and reliable, but not intended for long term wear. Too thin. I had no key.  I fought them but nothing changed. They were too strong for me to affect.  I moved my feet in the dark. They were chained together too.  I could feel the same sort of cuffs around my ankles and the jingling of the chain as I moved. I noticed a pain in my leg as I moved.  Not sharp, but a dull pain. My brand, of course. It didn't hurt like I expected, but it was in the right place. The place where all the other slaves were branded. I knew it was psychological. If all other signs of my enslavement were taken away, it would remain. It would always remind me I was a slave.  I tried to reach it but my fingers were just out of reach.

Panic threatened to engulf me as I realized how thoroughly I was imprisoned. I opened my mouth and called out, "Is anyone here?"  I felt a sharp pain in my nose when I opened my mouth.  The ring in my nose held my attention.  It smacked of punishment, humiliation.  It was what they did to all the slaves to make them less than human, to shame them as well as control them. How sweet it felt to put a leash on Gloria and lead her like a dog. She was docile, so tame. Now it was my turn. Shit. I knew it was permanent.

Silence. My head was still wrapped in a tight covering.  I smelled leather.  It was tight on my head.   I felt a snug band around my neck like those on my wrists.    I waved my hands around and found a hanging chain.  I pulled on it and felt a pull on my neck. Shit.  I was collared.  I pulled the other way and it jerked to a halt.  I was tethered to something solid.  

I struggled onto my knees and followed my tether to its other end.  It was fastened to a ring set about waist high on a concrete wall.  I leaned on the wall and sat down.  I considered my head.  My mouth and nose were not covered.  Everything else was wrapped in a tight mask or hood.  My eyes were pressed shut, probably a pad over them. I licked my lips.  My tongue and mouth were dry.  At least the gag was gone. Shit. I needed water.

All this because I made that slave girl crawl? This was bullshit.  I bet Ralph was behind it. What could I do?  No matter, I had to escape. I felt fine now except for being naked, chained and blind.  OK I wasn't fine.  What the fuck was happening to me.  

I stood up, cautiously and explored to the end of my tether.  I could only take small steps, a little more than a foot before my ankle was snubbed short.  Nothing.  I went back the other way. Nothing.  I stretched my feet out as far away from the ring as possible.  Nothing. I crept around in my personal darkness, afraid of falling.   Nothing.  I went back to the wall.  I tried to stretch my hearing and smell as far as I could.  Nothing.  All I had were my chains and hard concrete.  I waited.  There was nothing else to do.  I couldn't stop my mindless soul searching though.

A noise.  I heard something.  Far away.  It was footsteps. High heels. Someone was approaching. Thank God.    I heard the unmistakable clatter of chain on concrete.  I recognized that sound. A slave.

A woman said, "Hello, Alice.  You were mean to a girl. Not comfortable, I hope?"

"Yes, I'm uncomfortable.  I'm chained to a wall.  I'm naked. I've been whipped. I've been ringed. I'm terrified.  Are you satisfied?"

I felt a fiery burning pain on my thigh.  I screamed and a hard ball was stuffed in my mouth.  I felt her hands buckle it tight in my mouth.  I tried to tell her I was sorry, but the ball held my tongue down and I could only grunt.  I heard her footsteps walk away."  Oh No. Please don't go.  Come back.  I need water.  Please, I silently thought. But they went away.

I cried for my lost freedom, my lost water, my lost sight.  I pleaded with God to let me see and walk and drink again.

I lay down on the hard floor.  It was warm? Radiant heating? No matter. I slept again.  I awoke to approaching footsteps.  No sounds of a chain.  It sounded like a man's shoes. I struggled up against the wall and waited.

Rough hands at my neck took the ball out of my mouth.

A man's voice said "Kneel, Alice."

I didn't move. I worked my stiff jaw and said, "My husband's going to make you sorry you ever saw me. Let me out of here now." I was pissed.  I was not a pushover and I didn't care if I was helpless.  I was tough and I'd show him  strong arm tactics weren't going to work on me.

He said, "Disobedient and disrespectful slaves are punished."

"I don't care what Allen said, I'm not a fucking slave." The whip stroke landed on both my sore breasts.  I screamed and screamed.  The pain.  The pain was incredible.  It felt like my breasts were on fire.  I lifted my knees to protect my breasts and the next pain I felt was low on my ass.  I thrashed and the whip landed all over my body.  I screamed and pleaded but it kept biting my body.  I pleaded for  him to stop.  Finally he did stop and said, "Kneel."

I struggled to my knees. My body was on fire. I understood now that confrontation was not a good way to show my independence when I was helpless. The aroma of after shave drifted into my nose.  I imagined the tendrils of scent wafting past the unwanted ring in my septum.  I knew what was going to happen and I both feared and lusted for it.  The flames of my skin had made me horny.  I was aroused by his strength.  He would not stand for resistance from me.  I was excited and ready to be taken.  I was ashamed for my easy submission and arousal, but I needed release now, more than pride..  I rolled the word around in my head, sub, submit, submissive, submission, subjugated. All from the word sub, meaning under. Boy was I under control. The excitement of my coming climax made my belly tremble. 

Hands were placed on both sides of my head and gently tilted it to the side.  His lips touched mine and my heart jumped. His tongue brushed my lips and I opened them for him.  His tongue slowly entered my mouth and our tongues touched I let mine go limp and left his to explore me.  It roamed around my mouth, learning me.  Finally it caressed my tongue and I lifted it again.  Our tongues danced and mated in my mouth.  I was submissive, he was dominant. He tasted clean and fresh.  He didn't smoke and hadn't drunk alcohol lately.  He was a breath of hope and I savored his taste. The kiss was sensual, erotic, and so intimate.  As long as it lasted I felt I was part of the real world again. I wanted it to continue.

He broke the kiss and a hand moved to my neck. He grasped the chain there and pulled my neck forward, just a little.  His other hand took hold of my nose ring. I had never felt so helpless in my life.

He said, "Alice, your ring is lovely.  I can't wait to see your whole face.  Do you know why we put this ring in your nose?"

"No, and I'd like it removed." A lie. I knew why. They ringed all their slaves.

"But you suspect, don't you.  It is an ancient practice to ring a slave. It makes her more controllable. A single finger on her ring and she becomes very obedient.  It is the ideal place for her leash when you want to move her. But those are mere conveniences.  The real effect is on the slave. Every motion causes the ring to move in her flesh. It reminds her continually that she is property, owned by another and she has no rights. She has become mere livestock for her master to do with as he pleases. It reminds her she must be pleasing and solicitous of her master, for his displeasure knows no bounds."

God.  He was right. His mere touch on the ring drove his points home.  A finger on it and I would do anything I was told. I hated this feeling of subjugation. I would escape somehow.  They couldn't keep me like this forever. Someday they would want me to be useful.  Then they would take these chains off me.  I would wait and pretend to be their slave until I had their trust. 

"Spread your legs wide." His voice was commanding, confident, self assured.  He knew I would obey.  His fingers held my ring and my will.

I obeyed.

"Wider and arch your back.  Stick your breasts out."

God. I was no longer a woman, just a sex toy showing off my body. I was acting just like Gloria. But I was different. She liked obeying orders. I didn't. I wanted out. This was so demeaning. I obeyed, just not all the way. I didn't arch my back as far as possible or spread my legs as wide as I could.  A halfway response let me obey the letter of the command, but I used it to show my rejection of his authority. I had learned disobedience meant pain. I could imagine what I looked like now. A helpless woman, featureless save for the ring in her nose, obeying his every command. 

His whip hit my back and I screamed.  The pain was so bad.  I twisted and landed on the floor and his whip bit me again and again. I begged him to stop. "Please Master. I'll obey you, I will." His whip scalded my flesh ten times before he stopped.

He said, "Kneel and do it properly, Alice."

I struggled to my knees and spread my knees as far as I could.  I arched my back until it hurt and stuck my breasts out as far as I could.  I sobbed into my hood for long minutes as I imagined him observing me, looking for any more rebellion or failures from me.

Ralph had never hit me, hardly ever raised his voice. I wondered if I would be here if he had been stricter with me? I had never imagined a man could be so ruthless to me, treat me so harshly for a tiny bit of rebellion.  I learned he would accept nothing but my full and complete obedience.  He did not tolerate nominal obedience.  I had to give it my all.

My belly was heaving and twisting, in an agony of arousal.  He was so strong and I was so helpless.  I wanted him to take me, now. My scalding love juices were dripping out of my nether lips. I was ashamed of my easy subjugation but alive with lust such as I had never felt before.  I was his and I wanted him to take me, ravage me with wild animal sex, and make me even more his slave. I heard a low moan escape from my lips.  I was in an agony of need.  I was so hot.

"Good. Scoot forward."

I rocked back and forth and slid my knees forward at each rock.

"Stop."

He stepped behind me, lifted my ankle chain up and locked it to my wrist chain. His hands took hold of my shoulders.  They were warm and strong. They pulled me back and lay me gently on my back.  His hands slid lightly, sensuously down my chest and onto my breasts, Now I felt his breath warm on my lips, my nose.  His fingers caressed my breasts and gripped my nipples.  He pulled on them, lifting my breasts toward my face.  His hands shifted and his mouth clamped around my left nipple and sucked.  It was unbearably erotic and sensual. His tongue caressed my nipple and I felt it growing rock hard in his mouth.  I wanted him to bite it. hard.  I knew the pain would send me into a frantic climax. 

I had never appreciated the eroticism of bondage before.  My inability to move drove me wild with desire.  My belly was spasming and waves of heat rippled through me.  I needed to kiss him, to hold him in my arms to stimulate him as he was me.  All I could do was wait for him and pray he would finish what he had started. I moaned, "Please." Please what I don't know. Stop or take me My bondage was tripling my arousal. My weight lay on my hands and I threw my knees  wide apart, spreading my pussy lips wide open, exposing my secret place, inviting him to take me..

The hands left my shoulders and I heard him move again.  I was unbalanced.  I wanted him to do my right breast too. His hands pushed down on my thighs and I knew I was going to be taken again. Pinned by my own weight I could neither close my gaping thighs nor roll over.

His hand stroked my belly then moved lower to the juncture of my spread thighs and I gasped as his searching fingers slid over my labia and into my spread sex, sliding over my sensitive flesh.

Devastating arousal roared through my body as his fingers roamed over sensitive nerves and probed deeper into me. My muscles strained against my implacable steel bonds to no avail.  My complete helplessness doubled the intensity of his stimulation and fed the unbearable fire in my belly as he forced me to respond to his touch. His hand brushed against my triply sensitive clit and I gasped at the flash of arousal it triggered.

I tried not to, tried as hard as I could, but, inexorably, his nimble fingers kindled an all-consuming desire in me until my body responded with by lifting my pelvis toward him, trying to bury the intruders inside me.

He shifted his hand and his thumb stroked the hard nub  of my clit and my groan of helpless desire signaled my surrender.  I had lost the unequal battle to his remorseless fingers.

His other hand descended on my engorged nipples and squeezed first the left then the right.  The combined arousal shoved me over the edge in an instant and I screamed in overwhelming pleasure as I toppled into a powerful orgasm.

My belly contracted, then spasmed powerfully, forcing waves of love juices onto the questing fingers.

He said, "You're very responsive for an untrained girl, Alice.  Does the whip arouse you? Or is it your bondage?  Or are you always this hot?"

I heard the smile as he spoke. I struggled to form a coherent sentence through my climax shrouded mind. Finally, I murmured, I don't know."  It was a lie.  I had never met this strong a man before.  But it was  also true.  Being helpless in his hands made me relive my dreams.  I wanted a lover like this, but as my partner, not my owner.

The spasms wracking my body slowly subsided.  His hands caressed my bound body, running from my chained feet up my calves, down my thighs, and all around my wet pussy.  They ran slowly up onto my belly, around my waist, and up to my breasts.  Fingers stroked my nipples and cupped my breasts.  His weight descended on me, pushing my arms into my back.  His weight rested on me as a hand lifted and played with my nose ring. The thought of being taken like this appalled me, but I couldn't deny the insatiable heat flowing through my body as I waited for my captor's next move.

I had never met such men before.  Men who simply took what they wanted. My world had been torn asunder by the devastating effect of being bound and gagged and used by men to slake their animal desires. I had never before been reduced to such insignificance. My whole world had been destroyed. I had thought I was independent, able to control my world. Overnight my independence was taken from me and now I was totally controlled by unknown strangers. Where would it end. Was I destined to be a helpless sex toy from now on? Would that be so bad?  I was nothing but a sex toy. But the incredible arousal and pleasure I received was also a revelation. Sex before this was nice, and the men fun. Now a wall had been broken and I never wanted to go back. 

There was not the slightest doubt I would be taken again and again, whenever the men wanted me. I would be unable to prevent it from happening and, shameful though I was, I wanted the sex. I hated them for taking all control from me, but loved what they did to me? There was not the least possibility they would respect me afterwards.  They chained my so I was helpless and did what they wanted to me. No resistance was possible and I hated them for it. Yet, yet, I loved how they made me feel. I hated the process and loved the result.  I feared my resistance would end and I would slide into obedient slavery if they continued to ply me with such rapturous pleasure.

My overheated body quivered and my pelvis rose under him, unbidden, wanting more. He kissed the tip of my nose and his tongue ran over my taut lips.  I felt a shudder race through me. Then the tip of his stiff penis probed my wet nether lips.  I spread my knees wider, so he would have unrestricted access to my love canal.  I was well aware this was a one way trip.  I greeted his stiff erection into my body with a silent scream of ecstasy . As he lunged and thrust with his strong body I arched my back to meet him, helping in my ravaging and coming over and over as he took me.  My juices flooded my belly as I submitted completely.

He took me fully, sparing me nothing and when his hot spend flooded into me, I was gasping and sweating from my exertions.  In a moment he withdrew and said, "Thank you, Alice. You were very good. Open."

There was no point in resisting.  I was powerless and any resistance would be painful and pointless.  His will would not be changed by me.  He had taken my free will for now and I had tasted the benefits of slavery. He owned me and we both knew it. I said, "Thank you, Master," and opened my mouth. He slipped the gag back in me and strapped it tight.

I lay there unmoving for quite a while wondering at my feelings.  I was still in the post-coital bliss and thinking that I wanted a drink.  No, not water, which I could get anytime.  I was content to lie there.  In fact I had nothing else to do.  No schedule, no chores, nothing but think and feel.  I was feeling good even though I was quite helpless. Was sex and food all I really needed to be happy?

I heard the outer door open. It was a female, a slave.  I hear her heels and her ankle chain , then she opened the barred door, Her perfume was floral and faint. I thought of earlier days when I had received gifts of perfume from men and used it to remind me of the giver.  I wondered if I would ever receive a gift again. She said, "Stand up Alice.  I'm going to wash you."

I stood up, clumsily and she helped.  She unlocked the chain from my collar and led me somewhere close.  I felt the floor under me change to tile.  My collar was locked to something and warm water flowed over my shoulders. None touched my hood.  While the water was running she gave me an enema and then a douche.  Finally I was soaped and rinsed.  Warm air flowed over me and dried me. She took me back to my place and locked the chain back on my collar.

The woman, I think it was the same one, said, "I'm here to give you some water.  Do not speak. Kneel."

I felt her  remove the gag.  I licked my dry lips and opened my mouth.  She held a water bottle to my lips and let water run in.  I bathed my tongue in it.  I let it trickle down my parched throat until it was all gone.  She said, "I'll bring some food later.  Then we can talk.  Open."  She put the gag back in and fastened it.  I heard her footsteps and the tinkle of her hobble go away.  It was a lonely sound.  

My relentless soul searching started again.  Who was she? What was going to happen to me? When would I get out of the hood and gag?

She was gone a long time.  She implied it wouldn't be a long time.  I was hungry.  Every time I thought about food, my hunger grew.  Now I was ravenous.  Finally, I heard her coming.

She said, "Alice.  I brought you some food.  I will feed you. You may not ask questions or complain."  She removed my gag and gave me another drink.

"Get on your knees and spread them wide.  Arch your back.  Hold your head up high.   Keep your ass on your heels.  Get in this position when anyone is here.  Is this clear?

"Yes. How should I address you?"

"You may call me Mistress."

Mistress!  No way in hell.  I was my own woman!  I was not a maid or a menial. I opened my mouth to give a stinging rebuke to this woman.  I paused, remembering what had happened to me last time I raised my voice.  I would play along until I could find out what was going on, "Yes, mistress.  I would be grateful if my sight could be restored and my hands and feet freed.  I am fastened to a wall, so I could not escape."

"No."  She put a piece of apple in my mouth.  It was by far the best food I had ever had.

I ate it and opened my mouth for more.  A piece of orange was put in.  I sucked that down quickly, Next I got a piece of carrot, followed by a stalk of broccoli.

"Mistress. I need to go to the bathroom soon.  Could you take me?

"No.  I have brought you a pail.  I will put it next to the wall on your right.  If you make a mess, you'll clean it up with your tongue. Be careful."

I heard her put it down. I would never know if I were being watched.  To use the pail in front of unknown watchers was daunting.  I don't doubt I will use the pail when need becomes urgent.  The pail and hood and chains must be punishment.  The insidious punishment of the hood was clear.  I damned the hood and the pail and my captor.  I was helpless.  I wanted to cry, but the hood suppressed the tears.

This was so far beyond what I expected. Do they treat all the new girls like this? Was I being punished for causing grief to Gloria besides being enslaved? It felt like punishment, but it could be part of training. Break my will? Remove pride? Humble me? Well it was working.

"Mistress, this is frightening me. I don't know why I'm hooded or how long it will last."

"Its reasonable to be frightened, Alice."

"It would be less frightening if I could see.  Can you tell me how long I have to wear it?"

"No questions, Alice."

"Mistress, am I permitted to know who  the man was that visited me before you washed me?"

"That was your Master. All males are your Master. When he wants you to know his name, he will tell you.  It is enough you address all men as 'Master.'" 

"Can you tell me how long I have to wear the hood?"

The pain was fearful as the whip scalded my breasts.  I screamed again and again.  I rolled over to my side.  I struggled hopelessly to touch my inflamed chest.  My chains clattered again and again as I fought the unyielding links.  I was more helpless than any chained animal ever was. Once again she pulled me upright.  I sobbed with hopeless anguish.  I was so damned helpless against this demonic woman.

"Slaves do not ask questions, Alice.  You will wear that hood until you are ready to have it removed.  Maybe you will wear it for life."

"Mistress,   Please tell me what I have to do. I don't know how to get ready.  I think I'll go crazy first."

"Maybe not. The whip will teach you."

"I would like to speak to whoever sets the rules for me."

The whip scalded my thigh. I screamed and rolled on the ground.  My chains clattered and clanked as I tried to reach the fiery cut and sooth it.  My every motion was snubbed by the unyielding links.  No animal was ever as restrained as I.  I sobbed into my hood.

Strong hands lifted me to my knees.  She held another piece of apple to my lips. "That was a demand, Alice."

I ate an apple and an orange, some vegetable.  I was full.

"Mistress, I'm full now."

She held a water bottle to my lips and I drank. "Thank you, Mistress."

"You're welcome. You know you are a slave, don't you?"

"Yes. I was sentenced, but I don't want to be."

"You don't have a choice. I didn't either."

"Are you telling me you like being a slave?

"Yes, I am.  I was taken and brought here years ago.  I fought and screamed just like you. I was whipped into shape, literally.  I collected stripes every day for a month until I learned to behave.  Then I tried to play along until I could escape.  Then I found I didn't want to escape. Now I love it."

"Mistress, I mean no disrespect, but I hear the chain on your ankles when you walk.  Do you enjoy being chained?"

"I got used to them long ago.  I'm naked and collared and ringed and chained, but none of these matter.  All that matters is that I love my master and the sex is incredible.  You've been taken by a Master once. Imagine that every day you get fucked by  men who are just as skilled and enjoy giving you pleasure."

"I think I will be horribly embarrassed to be seen naked and chained by free men and women.  I would just shrivel up and die if anyone saw me."

"You were a free woman here. I hated it when you and your friends looked at me, so superior, so haughty. I didn't have a choice and neither will you.  Your chains and clothing are not your choice, but your Master's." 

"But Mistress, I don't belong here."

Another horribly painful blow on my back.  I screamed and the gag was stuffed back into me. 

"You are beautiful and your actions caused you to be here. Consider yourself lucky someone decided you were worth keeping. Stand up."

I stood, clumsily. She took hold of my nose ring and pulled me forward. I must have been at the wall. She did something to my collar and said, "Bend over."

Suddenly apprehensive, I froze and asked, "Why?"

I heard the swish of her whip just an instant before the pain exploded across my back. I screamed loudly and stamped my feet.

"Punishment position, Alice." I well knew what that was. I had put all my slaves in that position, many times. 

I said, "I'm sorry, Mistress. Please don't hurt me."

"Must I repeat my order? That will mean doubling your punishment. You will receive six stripes now, three for not addressing me properly and three for not instantly obeying an order. Obey my last command or receive twelve."

There was no way around it. I said, abjectly, "Yes, Mistress," and dropped to my knees. I carefully lowered my hooded head to the floor.   I clenched my teeth and readied myself. Fiery pain landed on me, Three strong lashes on the taut skin of my back followed by three more, just as hard, on the backs of my thighs.  I managed to remain silent until the last one. It was too much. I screamed shrilly at that one.

Mistress was almost conversational as she said,  "Good. Remain in punishment position."

"Yes, Mistress," I managed.

She cleaned around my rear entrance with a damp cloth.  Then I felt her fingers enter me and rub lubricant around her anus. Her fingers withdrew and she said, "Now relax."

I felt something against my anus and then it pushed into me with some pressure. I resisted its entrance.

I felt more pressure and heard, "This is a butt plug. Its going into you. If you relax your muscle it won't hurt. If you tense up, it will be painful. Your choice."

I knew I couldn't resist her so I tried to relax my muscles. I didn't need any more pain. I felt hard pressure and felt it slide into me. It grew larger until I thought it would harm me, just as I was about to scream. I felt it plop into place. There was no way I could ever get it out of me by myself. I felt her rotate it, making sure it was lubed, I guess. Then she did something else and the part inside me swelled up, filling my cavity . Now I couldn't possibly get it out without her help.

"OK. All done. Stand up."

I straightened up and she said, " Your plug is locked in place. I'll take it out once a day so you can eliminate. Open."

She was going to control my bodily functions as well as everything else. I was not a slave, dammit." I clenched my jaw. I was going to resist till the end.

I expected to be whipped again, but she surprised me. She did something to the top of my head then I heard an electric motor and my hood pulled me back a little and lifted up until I was hanging from it, only the tips of my toes on the ground. The whip slashed across my unprotected breasts three times. Once across the top, once striking up on the bottoms and once across my oh-so-sensitive nipples. I squealed and screamed and kicked my feet, rotating her body as I swung. Finally, my screams died out to moans and I hung loose. When I was still, she said, "Open." 

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and she plopped the gag in place.  I felt the gag strap tighten, pulling the corners of my mouth back in a rictus of a smile.

I heard her footsteps then felt her clipping chains to my nipple rings and clit ring. The weight of the chains hanging from my new piercings was uncomfortable. Then, one by one the chains lifted and pulled me forward. My nipples were pulled away from each other and forward. The clit chain pulled straight ahead. All of them hurt until I was able to pull forward with my toes and ease the tension. I heard her footsteps recede and both doors close, then silence.

I struggled to maintain my tenuous toe hold on the floor. Every time I slipped, pain erupted in my nipples and loins. Soon my toes were tired and cramping and I was slipping back into pain from my rings. Then I would be encourage to greater effort and switch the pain back to my toes. Then a I felt my belly growing warm and twitching. Damn. I was getting aroused. Soon juice was wetting my pussy, then dripping onto my legs and running down to lubricate my pointed toes. When my toes were lubricate, I would have even less traction and my rings would extract a terrible vengeance. Why, oh why had I refused.

Finally, my toes could pull no more and I hung in pain from my nipples, clit, and toes. I could do no more. I understood there were several messages in this. My Mistress could do whatever she wanted with me. Resistance would be punished, and my rings were not just adornment. They were also useful for control and punishment. She could leave me in pain for as long as she wanted and I couldn't complain.

She came back and took me down hours later. She removed the gag and gave me water.

I said, "Thank you, Mistress."

She said, "Open."

This time I opened my mouth instantly and she thrust the gag into my mouth and buckled it.

She wasn't done with me. She used my nose ring to pull me forward until I was against the wall. She clipped my nose ring to and lifted until I was on tip toe again before she locked my ring to a wall ring. She locked my nipple rings to wall rings and let me hang by my rings. They didn't hurt as long as I stood on tip toe, but I knew I would tire quickly. Her fingers explored my pussy. Sopping.

She started whipping my ass, hard. I whimpered but little sound escaped my gag. I got only four strokes before she stopped and fingered my pussy again.  It felt good. I could feel my belly heat growing. It felt good, but I was ashamed at the same time. She was playing me like a dumb instrument. The whipping started again. Four more stinging lashes then her fingers entered me again. I stopped whimpering from the pain because it stopped hurting. It felt pretty good now. I wanted more. I got it. Four more hard strokes that felt like love taps. My belly was red hot and throbbing with energy. I was close to orgasm. Then her magic fingers penetrated me one more time and I came with a shrill squeal that escaped my gag somehow. My nipples and nose protested at my jerking, but it was well worth it. After I calmed a little, I remembered to stand on tip toe to relieve the pain in my nipples and nose. I heard her say, "Good, Alice."

She left me locked to the wall when she walked away. I vaguely wondered how long I'd be left like this?

Then she left. The closing of the doors was a very final sound. I felt very alone and angry.

I pressed myself against the concrete wall. I now understood my masters would use my rings to fasten me how they wanted. Somehow I had thought they were just to mark me as property. I know men like to mark their property. They are often quite possessive. It never occurred to me they would be used to fasten me like this. As I pondered this oversight, I realized the possibilities were many. I had already been led by a leash on my nose ring. It was logical that a leash on any of my rings would be convenient attachment points for a leash. Iris had spoken of wearing bells on her rings. That would apply to all my rings, of course. Other things such as serving trays and signs might find my rings useful points of attachment. I felt a mild outrage at these thoughts. Mild because I knew my masters could use any part of me as they wished. My dignity had fled long ago.

My legs began to hurt at the strained posture. My ass was stinging. I wondered at my treatment. Why was I hooded. That was the worst part of my punishment. I couldn't anticipate anything. The whip just landed with no warning. Why was I fastened to the wall by my rings. It had to be a punishment. And why the gag. I had never disturbed them before. Was everything just part of my punishment? Why did she whip me until I had an orgasm? God, that was great. The orgasm couldn't be part of my punishment, could it?

Hours later she returned and took me down. God it felt so good. She put my meal in a bowl on the floor and stayed while I ate my meager rations.

She said, You're on a diet, Alice. That's all you get."
"yes, Mistress." I knew I had gained a few pounds recently. At least this diet didn't require any willpower. When I was finished she had me stand up and bend over. She took out the butt plug and let me use the waste bucket. She took me to a wash room, locked a couple of chains to my collar so I was held standing and gave me an enema.  She reinserted the cleaned plug and locked it.

She said, "You're too small for comfortable use, so I'll be using plugs of increasing diameter to stretch you out a little.  Every few days you'll notice a larger plug. Its pretty gradual so it won't hurt."

Something else to look forward too. Great.  

She took me back and locked the tether back on my collar, put the gag back in, and left. Then I was alone for the night.

I fumed and cursed and threatened any number of fanciful punishments on Allen.  I spent hours in my rage.  Finally I tired of threatening fanciful reprisals far beyond my ability to achieve.  I resigned myself to learning through osmosis.  I could not affect my environment.  I couldn't ask questions.  All I could do was breathe, eat, eliminate, sleep, and mince to the limit of my tether. I had to wait until I was able to see, to learn something, to be free of my tether to the wall, before I could even think about my future. But I would.  Eventually they had to lower their guard. I don't think any healthy young woman was ever so helpless. I didn't know all the new slaves go through this.  Finally I sat with my shackled arms against a wall and my knees pulled up to my nipples. I thought of my vanished life of a few days ago and I despaired.

No one ever talks about gags in polite company. This ball gag was efficient. It held my tongue on the floor of my mouth. Forming words was impossible. I could still grunt and moan through my nose. but not loudly. The thing I didn't know until one was left in my mouth was, you couldn't stop drooling. The slimy stuff dripped out of my mouth like I was doing it on purpose. I couldn't stop it. It ran down my breasts and dust stuck to it. It made me look retarded. Which I may be for letting myself get into this mess. I'll bet a gag that lets me close my lips would feel better. Just saying.

I peed again then I slept.  

Later, Mistress came to me. I pretended not to hear her. My only feeble protest. She said, "Kneel, Alice."

I had learned that I must instantly obey her or feel her whip.  I knelt, even though I hated it.

"I know you heard me approach and pretended not to. Kneel whenever you hear anyone. Don't wait for an order."

She unlocked the tether from my collar and let it drop to the floor. "Stand up.  I stood. She clipped a leash onto my nose ring and led me away.  We went through two doors and she stopped me. "Walk forward slowly until your legs touch the bench."

I obeyed and gently contacted a padded surface. I heard a loud click.

"Lean forward until you touch the bar".

I bent at the waist and leaned forward.  I felt Mistress' hands on my leash gently pulling my nose down.  My collar touched something hard and I stopped.  Her hands shifted my head a little to the side and my head fell another inch or so as my collar fell into its slot.  A click and my collar was held fast.

Mistress said, "Relax and this won't hurt."

I heard movement behind me and then felt her rubbing lubricant on my pussy.  I wiggled my bottom.

"Hold still. You'll like this.."

She put a phallus up to my pussy and shoved it inside me.  It did feel good, but dead, inert.  More fiddling around my pussy then an electric motor came on and the phallus started moving in and out. Now this was good.  I hated that I liked it and was so helpless.  I should resist this feeling.  I needed to stay focused on escape.  I can play along and gain their trust I guess.  I'll pretend this is arousing me.  I made a little moan of pleasure, just to fool her.  I would fake an orgasm and make them think they were getting to me. The in and out was very nice, but I could resist it.

She said, "I'll use this clicker before you orgasm." Then I heard a sharp, metallic click.  I recognized the sound.  It was a child's toy a small round metal device that made a clicking sound.

Then the vibrator she had placed against my clitoris started buzzing.  Oh shit.  This was too much.  I couldn't help the sharp rise in my arousal.  I couldn't stand it.  I bucked and wriggled, but affected nothing. I tried to stamp my feet, but they were held fast. I gasped and low moans started coming from deep in my body.  I couldn't help myself. I was out of control and she was shoving me over the edge.  I screamed as my climax twisted my belly.  I felt my love juices trickling out of my pussy and down my legs. I pleaded with her through my gag, "Mistress, please stop. I can't stand it."

I only heard grunts and they were ignored.

Then, amidst my sensory turmoil I felt her doing something to my dangling breasts.   They were being squeezed like there was a bra going around them.  But it was tight on each breast, like a glove. Then the suction started. Rhythmic, one breast at a time. I was being milked.  But I had no milk.  I had never given birth.  It felt good though.  The soft rhythm of the suction was a perfect addition to the pumping in my loins. 

I felt a second orgasm rising in my belly.  It was an unstoppable tide heating my belly and thrusting me to the edge once more.  I climaxed in an enormous orgasm and screamed my delight. In my post-orgasmic bliss I realized my mechanical friends were still at it and I felt my arousal climbing again. I pleaded again with Mistress, "Please, Mistress, Please not again," but only grunts came through my gag.

I was ignored.  I struggled mightily, but with my arms locked behind me and my neck and feet rigidly held I was helpless. I couldn't have more orgasms.  I would die. 

Despite my pleading and my thrashing about, she forced me to have ten orgasms in a row.  I don't know how long it took, but I was sweating from my exertions and numb with emotional exhaustion.  I didn't know it was possible to have so many in a row.  I learned that there was little I couldn't stand.  I would have to endure what my Mistress wanted me to have, whether I liked it or not.

I resolved again to play along.  This is just a game.  I need them to relax and trust me.

There was no day or night for me.  Mistress came and fed and watered me.  My pail was emptied every three or four feedings.  

I was taken to the pillory and milked and fucked until I had ten orgasms, every two feedings.  She used the clicker before I orgasmed, but it didn't hurt anything and I couldn't do anything bout it. I didn't fight.  Fighting was useless.  I was kept helpless and I was, of necessity, compliant. 

Days passed.  I lost count.  I had no way to record or recollect anything.  I had watched movies and read books involving interrogation.  I had been cut off from most environmental clues.  It was possible, even likely my diurnal clock was intentionally confused.  All they had to do was vary my feeding times.  I didn't have any other clues to time of day.  My God. I was being conditioned to .. what?  I didn't know.

One thing was clear.  My continued rounds of forced orgasms was training my body to expect and need them.  If Mistress was late in taking me to the pillory, my loins stated to itch and my belly spasm.  I was being conditioned to need sex, lots of it, every day.  Sure it was pleasant, but to need it made me obedient It gave my captors just another way to control me.  I hated it.  I also needed it.  I had to escape, but they had not relaxed their grip on me one iota.

The man I called Master came and took me to bliss several more times while I was locked in night.  He always used a clicker before I orgasmed, too. When he took me, Mistress did not force me to orgasm.  One or the other, I had several orgasms a night. I got needier as my training went on.  I had to admit I was being effectively trained to need sex, despite my struggling against it.  I used to take it whenever I could, safely.  But I had never felt the need to orgasm so strongly.  It got so strong I would start to juice and itch and salivate as soon as I started eating.  I was like Pavlov's dogs.  Just being fed aroused me and made me hot enough my love juices dripped out of me.

I memorized his scent. It was always the same one.  If I was not gagged when he came, he put the long penis gag deep in my throat. My attitudes have been changed by my conditioning.  I now thought being gagged was an erotic act.  It was  kind of foreplay. As soon as I felt the fake penis at my lips my belly trembled and my pussy got wet.  My nipples grew hard and my labia lips grew heavy and fat with blood.   By the time he had me hogtied on my back I was dripping love juices from my pussy and my nipples were like diamond.

At the time it was wonderfully erotic. I still hated the idea they could condition me to respond to a trigger against my will.  But I never though about it when they triggered me. Then my loins took over and I started spreading my nether lips and dripping love juice.  I couldn't have a coherent thought until I had my orgasm. It was only later that I realized I had been triggered to arousal.  The gag was only the first trigger they used.  Pleasure was a very effective conditioning tool. Afterwards I sometimes wondered about the clicker.  Just some local ritual, I guess.

The only other visitor I knew of was Mistress.  I may have had visitors I didn't detect.  Cameras may have broadcast my captivity to millions.  I learned to piss and crap adroitly in a pail.  Never missed.  Never wiped, either.  I was able to hold my ass cheeks wide apart with my chained hands as I squatted.  Worked OK, but I hope I'm not being recorded.


Chapter 8: Gunter

The trip was long but traveling by private aircraft was certainly better than commercial travel. The plane was a Boeing Business Jet, AKA privately owned 737. I was the only passenger . Seemed an extravagance , but Thomas never did anything halfway. There were two pretty and attentive stewardesses and the food was excellent, much better than even first class on the better airlines. The plane landed at a small airport after a long over water flight. I deplaned and a steward brought my bags over to the waiting helicopter, a shiny, new Bell 525. We were airborne immediately and flew over miles of gleaming white sand beach. I saw a few roads and we passed over two small villages. I saw several large villas near the villages but mostly grassland and farms.

The helicopter slowed as it approached another village, circled and slowed over a large house and garden surrounded on three sides by woods. There was a big, ugly, institutional looking facility, maybe a mile away. The helicopter settled onto lawn and two men approached as I got off. One had a cart with big wheels and put my bags on it immediately. The other man was wearing a suit and came to me. He said, "Welcome Mr. Gehlen. Mr. Allen is expecting you. I am James, Mr. Allen's Butler. Please follow me."

The house was big, with large windows and three stories high. James led me to the side of he house. I saw it had low windows near the ground, so it had a basement, too. He asked me to wait in a tall foyer where a grand staircase led to the second floor. He left me there to go tell Thomas I'd arrived. I saw elevator doors and the walls had large pieces of art hanging on them. I saw a row of photographs of faces on one wall. I went closer. It was a row of photos of young women, faces only. They were all quite attractive, six in all with space on the wall for more. Thomas' lovers? Usually men wanted to forget past lovers once they had been replaced. Maybe Thomas was more sentimental than I thought. Neither Thomas or I had ever married.

I remember once at home, Thomas had been in town on business and Lizbeth joined us for dinner at my club. After drinks, Lizbeth had confided she was my sub and asked if he had a wife or sub, or something. Thomas had smiled a little cryptically and said, not exactly. Lizbeth had pressed him, asked if he was gay. Thomas said, I have a slave girl."

Lizbeth asked, "So she just lets you do anything to her? No limits, no safe words?"

Thomas said, "Anything. She trusts me to keep her safe and happy. And I do. In exchange, I make all the decisions."

Lizbeth said, "Thomas, I like you and you come across as sane and serious. I can see why a girl who knows you would trust you. But I would never trust any man that far. I like rough play in  the bedroom. I like being submissive for sex. But not elsewhere. I'd never be a slave to anyone."

Thomas replied, "I know. It isn't for everyone. Only the ones its right for are allowed to stay.  Tell me about your art. Gunter told me you're having a show in a couple of weeks."

The topic never came up again. I wonder if these girls had been his slaves?

I noticed an unusual track running around the walls, eight feet high. It circled the foyer and branches ran through the frames of the tall doors. It was sturdy, like it needed to support heavy objects. I would have to ask what it was for. I had seen similar tracks in factories to move heavy objects, but usually in the middle of the room. What was so heavy in a home?

Master James stepped into the office where Master was reading something and caressing my hair.  I was kneeling under his desk, keeping his cock warm in my mouth.  I wasn't sucking or doing anything but holding it for Master. He told me it relaxes him to have me hold it. I thought of myself as an appliance to keep him warm. My only instructions were to hold still until he told me otherwise.  This had become quite common. He had me here maybe five times a week after lunch. I loved his taste. Usually he'd have me finish the fellatio when he was ready to get up. His cum tasted even better. I think I was getting addicted to cum for my dessert.

Master James said, "Sir, Mr. Gehlen has arrived."

Master said, "Great, Please tell him I will be right down. Is the guest room ready for him?

"Yes, Sir. I had Marie ready the Green room for him."

"Good work."

"Thank you, Sir."

"OK, Iris. Open."

I opened my mouth and he withdrew. I watched him tuck his semi-rigid cock back into his pants.

"Come with me, Iris. We'll finish up later."
"Yes, Master." I crawled out from under the desk and stood up into standing display pose...

Master examined me and brushed a lock of hair behind my ear. "You look good, Iris. Let's go see my friend."

I followed him downstairs into the foyer. Master James was there with a man I didn't know, presumably Master's friend, Mr. Gehlen. I dropped into kneeling display beside Master and a little back. I smiled and watched his jaw drop as he examined me. I loved how I affected men. I was their prototypical wet dream personified. We had that effect even on the trainers who saw us every day.

.I was standing in front of the girl's photos when I heard, "Gruss Gott, Gunter. How was your trip?"

That woman following Thomas is beautiful and naked. Her ankles are chained. She's wearing a steel collar and a chain runs from it to that track. And she has a great fucking ring in her nose. More in her nipples and loins, What the... "Trip? Fine, fine. Who is that beautiful creature beside you?  Is she your slave?"

"Gunter, this is Iris, my slave. Iris, this is Gunter Gehlen a good friend. You will obey him as if he were me."

"Yes, Master. Master Gunter, I am Iris. I will be pleased to serve you. Please command me for anything you desire."

He said he has a slave girl, but this is over the top. My subs were never this bold. They insisted on rules: safe words, limits. Does she have any limits? "Anything, Thomas?"

"Anything, Gunter. You should meet the rest of the staff before deciding."

"There are more? You have a harem? Thomas, you've been holding out on me."

"Well, Gunter, I couldn't bring you here until you became a member. The delightful creatures whose pictures you are drooling over are a perk of membership. They are mine and are free for your use while you're here. You may purchase your own if you find a place to keep them.."

Mein Gott. A perk of membership. Why didn't he tell me last month? I can buy one? That can't be legal. Who cares? This is so cool. Much better than a sub. I wonder if there are any rules? She seems quite happy. He's talking like they are readily available. I've got to have one. "I'm convinced. Is there like a store where I pick one out?

"No, Gunter. There's more drama. We hold an auction periodically."

He must be pulling my leg. "Really? A slave auction like in Roman times?  This is a joke right. She's  just your girl friend, right?"

"No joke, Gunter. Slave girls like Iris are sold at auction. Iris tell him how it is."

"Yes, Master. Master Gunter, I was brought here without my consent. I was enslaved and trained for two months.  It changed my life completely. Now I love belonging to Master Thomas. Every girl here loves being a slave."

Gunter said, "But, Iris, You're kept in chains. You couldn't run away if you wanted to. Aren't you just saying you love it because Thomas is watching you?"

"Master Gunter, I would never leave. Master doesn't need chains to keep me here. They are for me. Bondage heightens my sexual responses drastically. I'm always aroused, excited, near to orgasm. My bonds make every orgasm into a mind-blowing, religious experience. I'm afraid I'm addicted to incredible sex."

Mein Gott, again. She seems serious. Can I really own someone like her? "Can anyone bid, Thomas?"

"Only members and you're now a member, so, yes, I guess we just let anyone bid. I say this with the greatest respect."

"How often do you have auctions?"

Once a month. Usually there are between ten and twenty girls up for sale?"

Really. That seems like a lot. How many slaves do you have on the island?"

"Quite a few. Not all are pleasure slaves like Iris. Some are pony girls we use for local transport and hauling. There are several other categories, of course, but most are  just for pleasure.  But not all of the women we train and sell stay on the island. We have many members who take them home.  Some countries are very liberal, but even the most democratic turn a blind eye if the master is wealthy or powerful. Our recruitment is nonconsensual but after training it is consensual."

That's what she said. Are they mislabeling fear? "How do you manage that. Brainwashing?"

"That's mostly movie fare. No, the girls learn that a worry-free life and incredible sex is better than freedom. You can ask them yourself. Iris, you said you don't want freedom."

"No, Master. I love being your property."

"Tell Gunter why."

"Yes, Master. Master Gunter, before I came here, I was a wreck. I was unhappy and made terrible choices. Almost all my friends and their parents were miserable and most were depressed. I had everything a girl could want and I was still stressed out. I made bad friends and turned to crime because I wanted something to make me feel important. I managed to get a couple of people killed. Master Thomas spirited me away just ahead of the police and enslaved me. It was disorienting and hard for a few days, but Soon I was relaxed and looking forward to every day, and I was drug free. My mean Master won't let me even have a beer or a cigarette. Now I'm in love with almost everyone. I never want to go back."

"Thomas, my friend, did you coach her to say this?"

"Cross my heart, Gunter. I didn't. But talk to any slave you see. Ask them what they want. Mostly they will want your body, but press deeper. By the way, I have temporary custody of a girl, Gloria. I had to take her away from a master who foolishly trusted his wife to look after her. She went stupid and injured Gloria. She's healed now and will be in the next auction. I'm going to assign her to you while you're here. So, Gunter, old boy, you are now a slave owner." Master handed something to Gunter. "Here's her key. You can use this to release her hands if you want. I'll fill you in on the rules after I've introduced you to the rest of the staff."

James, will you gather all the girls and off duty staff in the rec room?"

James said, "Yes, Sir. Immediately." He walked away while pressing buttons on his cell phone. Iris followed Thomas and Gunter into the rec room. James brought all the slaves in and arranged them kneeling in a row with Gloria on one end, then Melody, Suzy, Maria, Natalie, Peggy, and me. and me on the other. The cook, gardener, grounds man, and some of the security staff filed in and took seats.

We were all in the makeup room doing our faces and hair. We had finished helping the gardener and were dirty. We had showered and were dry. We took turns doing each other's hair and I was just finishing my face when Master James appeared.  He said, "Finish up quickly girls. Mr. Allen has a guest and wants to introduce him."

I finished my lips, checked in the mirror and shoved my things into my drawer. I stood up and joined the others by Master James. We sorted ourselves into track chain order and lined up. We followed Master James to the rec room and knelt on the floor where he indicated.

I saw Master had a man beside him I didn't know. His guest, probably. I adjusted my position as I ran down my internal checklist: knees wide, back arched, breasts forward, head high, wrists crossed at the small of my back, eyes on the floor, smile. All set.

Master James said, "That's all, Sir. The others are on duty or in town."

Master introduced Gunter Gehlen and told us he was a friend and associate and would be staying with us for some time. He asked all those seated to state their name and job. When they were done he told Mr. Gehlen each of our names. He was as tall as Master Thomas but looked more sinewy, more of a swimmer than a wrestler. Blond hair, clean shaven. High cheekbones and blue eyes. He looked like a recruiting poster for the Marines. His expression kept shifting. Surprise, appreciation, even wonder as he looked at the naked slaves girls before him. I thought he had never seen girls like us before.

Then, startling me, Master said, "Gloria, come here, please."

I rose and walked to him, my ankle chain's clink the only sound in the room. I walked, slowly, precisely, as a slave girl. I rotated my hips with each step, careful to place each high heel shod foot in a straight line to Master Thomas. I had practiced walking in display pose for long hours. My shoulders were back, my breasts thrust far forward. I held her head erect. I raised my eyes to watch the men's faces as I approached them. I held my arms crossed tightly behind my and heard my track chain slid quietly along the track behind me, Master's virtual hand on my collar.

Master was smiling and seemed smug. His guest stared at me in surprise, lust, awe? I knew this look. It was what every girl strived to achieve in men.

Gunter was transfixed. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. And he could see everything. Her raven tresses were shaped into a sleek helmet around her head, shoulder length on the sides, an falling several inches down her back. Her eyes were a vivid green with gold flecks. Her lips were full and painted rose. Her eyes were outlined in black with long, thick lashes and golden eye shadow, matching the flecks in her eyes. She had a thick gold ring in her nose reaching to her upper lip. Matching rings adorned her ears and nipples, standing out from and highlighting her round, firm breasts. Her nipples were long and erect, engorged with blood and aroused. As she strutted proudly toward him, his eyes were drawn to the light glinting off the rings in her labia. Their swaying motion was mesmerizing. Her vulva was shaven, her lips full and perfectly shaped. The rings pierced her lips and passed back into her slightly open slit. A sure sign she was aroused. She was the most erotic creature. She screamed sex and pleasure to his heated mind.

Master Thomas pointed to the floor in front of Gunter. I knelt there in perfect display pose.

Thomas said, "Gloria, Gunter is your Master for now. You will serve him as his pleasure slave."

I was surprised and pleased. It would feel great to have a real master again. I replied, "Yes, Master."

She turned her head slightly toward me and said, "Master, may I submit to you now?"

I stared at her. Did she want me to take her now? My cock was rigid, embarrassingly tenting my pants. She'd certainly be used to that. I heard Thomas whisper in my ear, "Say, Yes."

"Yes."

Gloria had been trained for this. She raised up on her knees in front of Gunter, spread her knees wide and leaned forward until her forehead was touching the floor at his feet. She kept her ass high in the air.

I stared at the chain laying on her back. It fell from the back of her collar, straight down her spine, into the crack of her ass then its catenary curve rose to the track above her. She said. "Master, I am Gloria, your slave.  I submit myself to you and hope you find me to your liking.  I will obey you and honor you. Please accept me as your slave girl."

Thomas raised his hand, silencing me. He slowly walked around behind Gloria and took a crop from a wall hook.  He stepped behind her, struck her hard on her left ass cheek,. Gloria flinched, but didn't make a sound. Thomas snapped, "Lift your ass higher, arch your back, push your breasts into the floor, and spread your knees as wide as you can. Now."

Gloria shifted her position as directed. He walked back to his original position and said, "You sounded like you were ordering a hamburger. Submit again and convince Gunter you want to be his slave."

She stretched her head forward and kissed both of my shoes. Then she sobbed and said," Master, I beg you to take me as your slave.  I will love you and crave to obey your every command instantly and perfectly.  I want nothing more than to be your submissive slave girl.  Please accept me and make me the happiest girl in the world."  She was sobbing and choked out the last few words.

Mein Gott. Now what do I do. My cock was aching and I wanted her. I looked at Thomas and he nodded. I said, "All right. I accept you as my slave. Heel."

Gloria raised up and looked at me. Her green - gold eyes rimmed with red with a grateful smile on her face.. She said, "Thank you, Master. She crawled behind me and knelt in that beautiful pose all the slave girls displayed, head high, red-eyed, and a faint smile on the face. She had a master again.

Master dismissed everyone and ended with, Gloria, Iris, stay here, please. Oh, I'm sorry, Gunter. I should not be giving orders to Gloria now. Habit. Since you're new here, let me explain. Since she's your property now I should have asked you to keep her here. Normally she shouldn't respond to another master's orders when in your presence."

Gunter said, "No problem. I still have to learn slave protocol. Are there instructions?"

"Better yet, there is a manual and a short class. You take your slave and the instructors show you all the essentials. The rest is in the manual. A couple of days and you'll know how to get the best out of your girl." Want me to sign you up?"

"Thanks Tom. ASAP please."

"OK. Gloria's only been hare a short while, but I've had her participate in the daily activities so she wouldn't be bored. Cleaning and serving and such. She's also been learning a dressage routine as part of my team. Are you familiar with dressage?

"Only with horses. Its popular in Europe."

"Well, we have a raging competition among pony girls here. Gloria's a natural. With your permission, I'd like her to continue. She's had dance training and is elegant in her routine."

"Of course. I want to watch this. It sounds delightful. As long as we're here."

"Great. Let's go look at your room."

I preceded Gloria since I was first girl in the house. We followed our Masters up to Master Gunter's room.  We had to be careful with our track chains as we got to where the track for the stairs joined the one in the foyer. Because of the angle, I had to go beyond the junction then return so Gloria had to wait until I was clear before she followed.   We were smooth due to practice. I don't think Master ever paid attention to the details of how slaves handled all our restrictions. But it was still far better than dealing with rush hour traffic. We switched again at the junction to Gunter's room, so I could leave with Master without Gloria having to move again.

We knelt just inside the door while Master showed Master Gunter where everything was. Master ended with, "Dinner will be at seven. Relax, get to know Gloria, walk in the garden. The village is only a ten minute walk away. I've got some work to do now, but I'll be done in an hour if you want company."

Master Gunter said, "Great. I'll get settled here then talk to you. Until then, Gruss Gott."

"Gruss Gott, Gunter. I rose and followed Master out.

***

I turned to Gloria who had knelt to the side of the door. "Tell me about yourself, Gloria."

"Yes, Master. I'm twenty four. I've been a slave for three years. The authority took me away from my former Master because he allowed his wife to harm me.  I'm healed now. I can play the violin and belly dance. I am college educated with a degree in Accounting. I worked for an insurance company before I was brought here. That's about it, Master, except I am a good slave and look forward to giving you pleasure."

"How were you chosen to be enslaved?"

"Master, I was hooked on pain killers and going downhill fast when I woke up here. They got me off the drugs in a miserable week and things got better."

"Why did you start taking the drugs in the first place?"

"Master, I had a bad skiing accident. Several broken bones. The Doctor was too liberal and I got hooked. Soon, all my money was going for drugs and I was needing more. Then they picked me up. That's all I know."

"OK. Come here." He sat in an easy chair and I stood and walked to him. I walked like a slave girl should, slow, measured paces, putting my heels directly in line, heel to toe, rolling my hips, and thrusting out my breasts. As I got to him, he pulled me down into his lap.

Our lips met and I pressed into him, parting my lips and granting him access. His tongue thrust in, spreading my lips even wider. I let my tongue meet his and felt him examine my mouth, his new property . I didn't know what to do with my hands. Usually they were locked behind me, but today they were free. I was afraid to embrace him. Slave girls were never allowed to hold a man. It wasn't right. I crossed my arms behind me and hoped that was what he wanted. He kissed me for a long time. When he broke, he said, "You are delicious, Gloria. Why did you put your arms behind you?"

"Master, That's how we were taught. Our arms are almost always locked behind us. I thought that was what you expected."

"Ah. Gloria, today is my first day here. I've never had a slave girl before. You must teach me how to behave here. Should I lock your hands now?"

"If Master wishes. Slaves are kept always helpless and tightly controlled here. It is the natural order. I don't mind. I'm naturally submissive and here to serve you."

"Not now. First go unpack my things and put them away. Do you have clothes for outside?"

"No, Master. The climate here is warm and slaves are not clothed. Shall I get started?"

"Yes."

I rose and went to his bags. There were two medium size suitcases. I opened one on the stand and started hanging his clothes in the closet. He watched me for a while, but didn't say anything.

When everything was put away and the bags in the closet I went back and knelt before my Master."

"The chain to your collar doesn't slow you down."

"No, Master. I'm used to it."

"Gloria, I've had a couple of subs in the past. None for a month. I've never had a slave and I can't imagine the way this society where most women are slaves works. Can you explain it to me?"

"I'll try, Master. I was taken without my consent and trained. No one has ever sat down and explained it all to me.  I get all my information as hearsay from the other girls and hints from my Master. I like being a slave. So do all the other girls I've talked to.  Its a stress-free life. I just follow orders and get great sex. Much better than before. Every man here is a 'Member,' but I don't know what that means. Many 'Members' live here, but many live elsewhere. 'Members are allowed to own as many slaves as they can afford and care for. Slaves who get old enough can retire and receive generous pension. They can retire here or anywhere they want. If they choose elsewhere, they get a drug that erases all but the recent memories. Slaves that get pregnant and want the child go to a different village. Often they come back here after the birth, but I don't know any details. I don't expect to find out until my Master wants me to get pregnant. For slaves its strictly need to know. That's the summary, Master. You should ask me questions if you want more information or, better yet, Master Thomas."

"You mentioned great sex. Anything I should know?"

"Master, You should take the 'Master's Course' Master Thomas told you about. They tell you all about sex, more than I ever knew. Maybe more than anyone in the outside world knows. All I can tell you is what it feels like for me. I don't know anything about the man's side, except he always seems to enjoy it."

"OK, Gloria, Thomas gave me a key. What's it for."

"Its for my lock, Master. Look."

She turned and knelt facing away from me. The chain from the track rested on her shoulder and was locked to her collar by a lock. The lock was fastened to the collar so even when opened, it stayed on the collar. "I see a lock. Is it just for keeping you on the track?"

"Its more than that, Master. Its for locking my hands in place at night or when I'm off the track,. like if you take me out of the house."

That seemed very painful. "Show me."

"Yes, Master. I'll hold my hands up and you lock them. I can't do that."

I expected her to raise her arms in front and drop her hands back over her shoulders. But no. She raised her arms straight up her back, like she was hooking a bra . She raised them impossibly high so that her wrists were level with her collar and her arms rose vertically up her back. I opened the lock and fastened her cuffs next to the track chain. I was impressed. "Mein Gott, you must be double joined."

She laughed musically. I had to get her to do more of that. "No, Master. All the girls are trained to do this. It is really very comfortable once you are trained.  My hands are locked like this for sleeping and when I'm taken off the track. Its a rule. We don't mind a bit. We're trained to do anything we can this way. We all like our hands, but without their use, we stay out of trouble."

Do you make love like that?"

"Master, I have sex like that. A girl doesn't need her hands or feet free to have sex. Its actually better for me if I'm tightly bound.  My orgasms are stupendous. Want to see?"

What a question. My cock was stiff as a board and I'm sure she knew that. Might as well enjoy my perk. "Of course. Is any place better for you with your arms like that?"

"Master, if you take me into the next room, there is a perfect piece of furniture."

Oh? "Thomas certainly knows how to care for his guests. Let's go see."

I opened the door and she followed me in. Actually, there were several pieces of "Furniture" in the room. A pillory, a cage, a big wooden "X" and an oddly shaped bench festooned with straps. Well the pillory and "X" were not options for her with her arms locked snug to her collar. I went to the bench and she walked up to it briskly. She stepped forward and a wide catch captured her ankle chain. She lay face down on its curved surface. She laid her collar into a semi circle at the far end, her breasts dropped down on either side of a bar that widened out like the face of a violin under her shoulders and rib cage. Her bottom was hanging out off the end of the bench. She said, Master, If you'll lower the bar across my collar, it latches. Then just fasten the waist strap tightly and I'll be secured for your pleasure."

I closed the bar and put the waist strap through its buckle then pulled it tight. Her slim waist was drawn down into the concave surface, making her ass rise. her knees were widely spread by the base of the bench. "Comfy, wench?"

"Master, your 'Wench' is anxious to make a most intimate contact with you. I am quite comfy and helpless. You'll notice I am conveniently positioned if you wish to warm my up first with your hand, a whip, or a paddle.

"Gloria, would you like me to spank you? I don't have a paddle or whip." She was even more erotic helplessly bound.

"Master, I have been well trained. Pain, properly applied, quickly turns into pleasure. Yes, I would like to be warmed up first. There is a cabinet on the wall with everything you may need to warm me up."

I opened the cabinet. There was indeed, a lot of whips, paddles, canes, belts, and ointments in the cabinet. I selected a whippy crop. It looked like it would sting with little danger of breaking the skin.  I had never whipped a girl before and I didn't want to damage her with my inexperience.  I could always change to my hand if there was a problem. I considered my feelings. I was a little afraid I'd like it too much and get carried away. I needed to stay rational and analytical. 

It suddenly struck me how strange this was. I had seen and known this beautiful woman less than thirty minutes.  She submitted herself to me. I was her Master and she my slave. I wasn't paying her and she was asking me to whip her and fuck her. No woman had ever asked me to whip or spank her. Even my former subs had taken weeks and many dates before they were comfortable enough to let me tie them up in the bedroom. Gloria was helplessly chained and strapped down and asking me to "Warm her up." I wanted to pinch myself to be sure I wasn't dreaming. I closed the cabinet, took a deep breath and turned around. Gloria was just as I left her. Not dream, but a vision of female desire.

I went back to her and flexed the crop in my hands. I rubbed her beautiful ass. Her skin was soft and smooth and glowing in the warm light of the room. I heard her quick intake if breath as I touched her. "Tell me how you feel, Gloria."

Her voice was low and sultry, "Master, I am greatly aroused. I need you in me so much. I am afraid of the pain I asked you for and anxious to feel it. It can be terrible if you're angry and wonderful if you're not. I think I'll love it, but there's still the fear of the unknown. I'm anxious for you to start and anxious for my first orgasm.  I hope you'll enjoy my body and my endless love.

"I'm certain I will."  I ran my fingers down her slit, feeling the rings and her dew. She was already hot. I raised my crop and delivered my first stroke to her ass.

She gasped and said, "Oh, Yes, Master, just like that."

She started moaning and her dew became a flow after three strokes. I decided to let her have her first orgasm to the whip. I would take her after she was already warmed.

I stroked her pussy with my hand at the same time I stroked her ass with my crop, both slow and regular. She climaxed with a wail after only five strokes of the crop.  I let her recover and took out my rigid member. I slipped it in her sopping pussy an heard her moan again. It was the sweetest sound.  I took hold of her breasts, one in each hand and stuck a finger through each nipple ring. I kept my hands there as I pumped. She came again with a loud cry before I was ready, but I came soon after. I stayed in her for long moments and felt her vagina spasming around me.

When we both had recovered I pulled out and turned to go to the bath and clean up. I decided to leave her strapped in place. She was, after all, only a slave. I shouldn't spoil her. Then she said, "Master, if you will come around to my head, I would love to clean your cock."

I stopped and turned back. I went to her head and asked, "Why did you ask?"

"Master, I love the taste of sex. My training was intense and I learned to really like the taste of me mixed with a male. I really like to lick and suck cocks. Its my dessert after a feast of orgasm. I guess its also the ultimate in submission a girl can make to a man. Sucking your cock lets me show you I'm yours."

"Thank you, Gloria." I moved closer and she opened her mouth. I put the tip of my rapidly stiffening cock to her lips. She licked the tip and then sucked it into her mouth. I put one hand behind her head and took hold of her nose ring with the other. I lifted it slightly and watched her head rise. It cave me such a delicious feeling of control. I could see why the men ringed the girl's noses. I thought of putting a leash on it and leading her on a walk. It made my stiff cock ache. Her ministrations had me hard and close to my own orgasm. I said, "Enough and pulled out of her. I went around her and rubbed my cock over her ass. She moaned and wiggled in invitation. I thrust into her pussy with a quick lunge. Pure heaven. Her moist, warm, love tunnel welcomed me again and I grasped her breasts and used them as love handles. She responded immediately with a gasp and a long, low moan. She couldn't move much, but her internal muscles were spasming around my cock, squeezing, and caressing me She was really hot and came an instant before me with a scream of pleasure. I felt the strong squeeze of her muscles contracting and the hot juice flowing around me. My own orgasm burst forth and filled her to overflowing.  I was truly spent and lay down on her, continuing to fondle her magnificent breasts. She moaned whenever I squeezed her thick nipples.

After a few minutes I released her breasts and rose. I slowly pulled my much deflated member out of her and walked back to her head. She didn't say anything. She just looked up at me, smiled then opened her mouth.

As she was cleaning me up I thought about this strange experience. I had known her less than an hour. I had never been one for quickies with strangers. I wanted to get to know a girl first. But Gloria had just accepted that she was mine without a word. She was beautiful and responsive and seemed to enjoy being helpless before me.  She had no fear and held nothing in reserve. It was scary to have such trust placed in me. I felt unworthy and wanted to protect her. I don't think I had ever seen this before, felt this. She had shown me unconditional love and I now owed her a debt of care. I felt the burden of duty settle on my shoulders. It was heavy and felt good. By God, I would show her she was  right to trust me.

I felt him leave me. He was good.  I had three great orgasms and was comfortably content to lie still.  He would be better still after he took the Master class. There he would learn to play my body like a fine instrument, to take me to the unbearable heights of ecstasy of a slave orgasm. Repeatedly. He would hone his skill and make me adore him. He would care for me and protect me. I would watch him, learn his emotions, his needs, his cares. I would pleasure him, soothe him, care for him. Our moments of separation would fill me with longing and dread. His return would put a spring in my step and joy in my heart. Maybe he would buy me.


Chapter 9: Light

One day my routine changed.  Mistress unlocked my chain from the wall and helped me stand.  She led me some ways.  I passed through several doors.  The floor changed from concrete to tile after a while.

My feet were pulled apart and fastened to the floor.  I felt my tether fastened above my head.  I had to stand tall to avoid choking.  

"Its time for a proper whipping Alice.  You may scream or if you wish I will gag you."

"Mistress, I know you will whip me, but I would like to know if I am being punished.  I would like to correct my behavior if so."

"Your Master wants you whipped.  I don't know if its punishment or he just thinks you need it.  I am going to whip you and I enjoy whipping girls.  So, in a sense, yes, you are being punished for being female.  Around here, that's enough.   You were to receive six.  Now you will receive seven because of the question."  She pulled my chained wrists high on my back and fastened them to my collar.

I do not want the gag, Mistress."

"Very well.  I will give you an opportunity.  Do not scream. If you do not scream I will retract the seventh stroke.  It will be a chance for you to excel, Alice."

"Thank you, Mistress.  I will try."  I would try. Removing one stroke was a worthy goal.  If I could show obedience under the whip, perhaps she will be more lenient with me later.

Good.  Count the strokes and thank me after each one."

"Yes, Mistress."

The first scalding stroke lashed across my upper back.  The pain was bad, but not as bad as I feared.  I stifled my scream.  I could do this.  "One. Thank you, Mistress."

A long pause then the second stroke landed on my waist and curled around to caress my tummy.  Again, it was bad, but I could stand it.  I didn't scream.  A ladylike whimper escaped me, but that was all. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The third hit the top of my ass cheeks.  It was much harder than the first two.  I was sure I was bleeding.  I felt my flesh recoil under the force.  I strained against my bonds to no avail.  It was terrible to have to just stand still and take the pain.  My helplessness compounded the pain.  I longed to be able to rub my wound and soothe it. I clamped my mouth shut and whimpered softly.  I held my scream in and realized I  felt it more in silence.  I was proud of my fortitude. I opened my mouth . "Three.  Thank you, Mistress."

The next three all hit my ass as hard as the third one.  I kicked and squealed and stamped my feet.  I didn't scream. My poor, poor ass. It would hurt for a week.

"Well done, Alice.  Were you trying to obey or prove something to yourself?"

"Mistress, I think a little of both."

"Good answer. I'm going to shave you then wash you, Alice.  Don't move." 

"Thank you, mistress."

The lather felt warm and tingly as she spread it on my pussy. Her strokes with the razor were gentle and smooth.  I could feel my traitorous body responding to the stimulation.  I felt the warmth growing in my loins.  I heard a soft moan come floating out of me.  I shifted my loins involuntarily.  

"Keep still, Alice."

"Yes, mistress.  I didn't move on purpose."

"I know.  You're a hot bitch aren't you?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Maybe that's why you're here."

"Mistress, I'm sure you know I'm here because I was found guilty of abusing a slave.  I think it is too harsh. She

A fiery cut  on my already bruised ass made me scream.

"No complaining Alice."

"Yes, mistress,'" I drawled out her title in a syrupy voice. 

Another fiery cut on my ass. "That's for being snarky."

"Yes, mistress, Sorry."

She lathered my body all over.  She seemed to pay special attention to my loins and ass.  She rinsed me off with a stream of warm water.  She rubbed her hands all over my body. It felt so good just to be touched again.  She massaged my breasts and squeezed and pinched my nipples until they were rock hard and ached in a good way.  She stroked my labia lips until I was panting.  Her fingers slipped into my well lubricated cunt, Then I felt her tongue thrust into my mouth.  Her head leaned to my left.  I felt my nose ring pushed to the side.  Then I felt her nose ring press into my lip beside mine.  It was strangely erotic to know our rings were pressed between our faces. I wished I could see and feel them.  They were large and smooth and felt the same.  She kissed me hard and long while her busy fingers warmed my belly.   I didn't know what to do.  The kiss was erotic and felt wonderful.    I reached my tongue out and felt the ring hanging down  her upper lip and it was thick.  I moaned when she left my mouth and even louder when she stuck her tongue into my pussy.  She sucked and licked all over my cunt.  I felt her ring sliding over my pussy.  It was as erotic as her tongue.  When she took my clit into her mouth I exploded into a fantastic orgasm.  I screamed my pleasure. My belly spasmed and my love juices gushed down my legs.  

"Guess I'll have to wash your legs again, won't I, Alice?"

"Yes, mistress," I gasped, still recovering "sorry, but thank you so much, mistress."

"Alice, you get to return the favor now." 

"Mistress, I would like that.  May I ask you a question?"

"No, Alice.  But I will tell you I wear a nose ring.   I will wear mine always.  You probably will too.

"Mistress, do you like it?"

"Alice, you are getting close to a whippable question so be careful.  Yes, I do like the way it looks and feels."

"Mistress, I hope this doesn't earn me a whipping, but I wonder if you ever take it out?"

"Silly girl.  I can't take it out.  My master put it in me and its permanent.  I still love it for the way it looks and for its symbolism.  No more questions now."

I felt helpless but I was also ashamed of my instant longing.  I was still helpless.  I felt her lips on mine.  I ran my tongue over her ring.  It was huge and solid.  I opened my mouth in sudden lust.  I kissed her back and our tongues danced in my mouth.  I felt my heat rising again.  I wanted to love her as she had loved me.  I felt a pang of guilt, but it was swiftly disposed of by my heat.

She rubbed her breasts against mine.  I discovered her breasts were naked too.  She had told me she was a slave, but I had no way of telling if she was lying.  Was she usually naked or did she just want to keep her clothes dry when she shaved and washed me?

I knelt in slow motion, kissing her flesh all the way down.  She was naked.  My hungry lips found her labia lips and I licked them, one at a time.  When I heard her moans of pleasure,  I slipped my tongue between them and licked her inner cunt lips.  Her love juice was sweet and musky.  I loved it.  Her breathing became rapid and gasping.  I felt her belly spasming inside.  I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth.  I sucked and licked it until she came.  Her love juices spurted warmly down my breasts.  She backed up, out of my reach and said, "Thank you Alice, you were wonderful. Now it looks like I have to wash us both again."

After we were both clean and dry, she freed my ankles and led me back to my cell or room, whatever.  I felt so much better, so clean, so alive after my orgasm.  For now, at least, I didn't care much about my condition.  I wish I knew what my keeper looked like.  She felt like a young woman, but she spoke so formally. 

My world now was darkness, chains and Mistress.  Mistress brought me pain at times.  Mistress and pain was better than no Mistress, I realized.  Without her, my world was empty and lonely.  I would play with my chains for want of any other distraction.  I would kneel near the wall then stretch my hands down as far as I could.  If I made my hobble chain tight, I could reach it with my hands.  I would rattle it and pull it up, forcing my feet closer together.  I would count the links and feel them for imperfections.  I came to know each of my inflexible links as old friends, companions in my plight.  

Sometimes they were familiar enemies, agents of my captor.  Forcing helplessness upon me.  Other times they were just my companions on an endless voyage.  It was a voyage of discovery for me.  I found obedience and subjugation.  They weren't as bad as I had feared.  I came to like them quite a lot, especially since they brought a friend: freedom from pain.  Mistress was correct.  The whip did teach me  to be respectful and to accept what was. My old life faded and I stopped thinking of freedom and escape. Even my mistress was chained and collared.  They never took any chances with their slaves.  I learned patience.

I heard her familiar footsteps approaching.  I knelt with proper posture and said, "Greetings, mistress."

"Hello, Alice."

"Hello, Mistress.  Thank you for being here. You're my only friend here."

"No, Alice.  I am your keeper.  It is more intimate than friendship.  Stand up."

I struggled up and waited as she unlocked me from the wall.

"Its time for your next whipping Alice.  Don't make a fuss or it will be worse."

"I won't, mistress.  I will obey you if you need to unlock my hands or something.  You were right.  The whip has taught me obedience."

"Yes, Alice, you are progressing nicely." She took me only a short distance.  Just further into my room, I think. She locked my wrist chain to the end of my tether then I felt my arms rising behind me.  I was forced to bend over to relieve the strain on my shoulders.  She stopped lifting my wrists when my body was parallel to the floor.  I felt my breasts hanging down, swaying gently. "Alice, ask me to whip you."

Oh God.  What can  I do?  She will whip me anyway.  I don't want to be whipped.  I can't stand this much pain.  She wants me to ask.  I must comply. I survived single stripes before. "Mistress, please whip me as much as I need."

"Very well, Alice.  You will receive six strokes.  I want you to count them and thank me for each one.  You may scream.  Some girls think it relieves the pain." 

The first stroke left a fiery line on my ass.  It hurt so bad.  I wanted to scream but managed to keep it in.  I was proud of not screaming.  I wanted to show I was stronger than the pain.  I gasped and stamped my feet, but that was all.  "One. Thank you Mistress." 

She paused before the next stroke.  When it landed, its pain compounded the residual hurt from the first stroke. It was too much.  I lost control.  I screamed and danced around for some time.  I regained control and was ashamed of how poorly I behaved. I knew I was beyond control.  The pain was too great.  She would kill me with six.  I couldn't stand it. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The pain crescendoed for each of the rest.  I behaved miserably.  My helpless screams and gyrations must have gladdened the heart of everyone watching.  I was completely out of control and begging for mercy.  I managed to count and thank Mistress for each one, but only after a lot of commotion. Next time I would ask for a gag.

After the last stroke, I was left to hang for a long time.  Mistress' parting words were, "Alice, think about what happened here.  When I return, tell me what you learned."

I hurt.  My feet were on the ground.  My shoulders hurt if I let myself dangle, so I didn't. My ass felt like it had been cut to ribbons.  I expected I was bleeding heavily from my tattered skin.  I didn't feel any liquid running down my legs but it hurt like blazes.  The wonder was that I survived.  I thought I would die because I couldn't stand it.  But I did stand it.  I was unable to avoid the pain so I had to endure it.  It was not pleasant, but I did endure it and I still lived.

I finally had a companion so I didn't have to fondle my chain.  I had pain.  I found that I could twirl my body around in a slow circle and increase my pain.  The pain was lessened if I stayed still.  I played with my pain like I used to scratch scabs until they bled.  I had nothing else to do.  Eventually Mistress returned.

"Alice, what did the whip teach you?"

"Mistress, I learned that I can endure pain and still live.  Am I bleeding much?"

"I will forgive you that question.  Silly girl.  You are not bleeding at all.  You only have some pretty red stripes on your ass." She lowered my hands and unlocked them from the chain.  She pulled my wrists high on my back and locked them to the chain, close to my collar.  Then she locked the end of the chain somewhere over my head.  

She put her arms around me and pulled me close.  Her breasts were bare again or still.  Her kiss was hard and delightful.  Then, to my surprise more hands touched me.  They stroked my sore ass and fondled my breasts.  Someone started stroking my pussy.  It felt like three or four people, women from their soft touch, were caressing me.

I heard soft clattering as if dozens of chains were being shaken all around me.  I think at least some of these women were also chained.  I didn't care.  It felt so good to be touched.

It was an incredible feeling. So many women touching me in the most pleasant, stimulating way.  The fingers dipped into my inner pussy and I felt arousal spreading through me.  Soon I was gasping and pleading with them to do it harder, faster, deeper.  I came with a great gush of love juice down my legs.  I slumped and hung from my collar until someone lifted me.  "Thank you, Oh, Thank you." 

They didn't stop.  The hands moved around.  Someone else started kissing me.  I had four wonderful orgasms before they stopped.  No one said a word the whole time.

Someone released my chain from above.  Several sets of hands walked me across the room until my hips were stopped by a horizontal wooden bar.  My feet were tied down and I was bent forward over the bar until I was horizontal.  My chain was fastened in front of me, holding me trapped against the bar.  Fingers stroked my pussy again until I was moaning then a huge cock entered my sopping cunt.  It was a fitting climax to a surprising and increasingly wonderful set of events.  I was taken to heaven with two strokes of this cock.  I climaxed again and again as he pumped me up.  Finally, I felt him come in me.  His hot seed flowed into me like a geyser.  I instantly climaxed my final time.  It was overwhelming.  It was glorious .  I fainted.  When I awoke, I was empty and still fastened over the bar.  I was drained and happy. I was more content to be a slave than I ever expected.  I wanted my sight back, but I didn't care about my chains any more.  I had never felt this good when I was free.  I wanted more and if it took being a helpless slave to get it, so be it.

Someone freed my chain and I raised up.  My feet were untied and I was led to the bath.  I really needed cleaning.

"Alice, did you enjoy yourself?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I loved every minute of it, at least after the whipping.  It was a really good way to recover."

She cleaned me up and took me back to my concrete bed.  I didn't mind being there this time.  I just wanted to sleep.

I woke to Mistress' footsteps approaching.  I knelt quickly, keeping my posture as erect and proud as I was taught.

"Good morning, Alice.  Are you ready for another adventure?"

"Oh yes, Mistress.  I am so bored here, even a whipping sounds good."

"Be careful what you wish for Alice."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Today I'm taking you to meet your master."

"I really have a master, Mistress?"

"All the girls do, Alice. Your former husband now owns you."

"Ralph is my owner? Ralph my husband?"

"Former husband, and you'd better start addressing him as Master."

"Ralph? Call him 'Master,' No way. He's my husband."

"Your marriage was dissolved when you were enslaved. If you are not respectful, you will be punished. But, go ahead. Call him 'Ralph,' and see what happens."

This was good, wasn't it? I was fed and bathed.  Mistress then led me out of my room and a long distance away.  When I felt a soft surface under my feet she ordered me to kneel.

A male voice said, "Iris, your charge seems to be in good order.  How is she doing?" It was Ralph. I knew his voice.

"Master, Alice is progressing ahead of schedule. She did not know she was a natural submissive and it took her a few days to learn that.  Since then her obedience and acceptance have improved at a faster rate.  She is about ready for formal skills training."

"Excellent, Iris.  Show me how she reacts under discipline."

Uh Oh.  Not so good, I guess.

"Mistress said, "Alice. You are going to be whipped.  Raise up high on your knees and put your forehead on the floor. This is punishment position."

"Yes, Mistress." I put myself as directed.  I resolved not to scream.

The first fiery stroke scalded my ass.  I flinched, but didn't make a sound.  I think I was getting used to a red ass.  The blow didn't hurt as it had before.  I knew I wouldn't die from it. "One, Thank you Mistress."

"Two, Thank you Mistress.

...

"Six, Thank you, Mistress." 

"That's enough, Iris.  You have trained her well.  Good Job."

I hadn't moved or screamed through six painful strokes.

"Thank you, Master,"  I could hear the relief and pride in her voice.  Hell, I felt proud of my resolve too.  I was glad I had shown up well for Mistress."  I know.  I know.  I was ashamed I had given in.  I was a slave and happy to obey.   I was even glad to accept a whipping to help my Mistress.  How low I had sunk.  

Is this all it took to enslave a woman.  I wasn't a whiny, dependent woman.  I was educated and doing just fine in a male dominated world. After a few short weeks of blindness and pain I wouldn't say boo to any man or woman.  Mistress had broken me to heel.  I was like a dog.  I wanted the attention and praise of my Mistress so much, I would do anything.  I doubt a man would have caved in to pain so quickly.  I used to think of myself as tough.  I was putty in anyone's hands now.  I don't think I can ever recover.  I know I am a slave. Mistress knows it and now so does the man she calls Master.

He said," Alice, what will you do if I remove your hood?"

Remove my hood?  Would he?  Oh God, I've got to get it off. "Ralph, stop this. I'm your wife. Make them be nice to me."

"Iris, She's not too cooperative is she. Six more, please and make them hard."

"Yes, Master.

"Alice, punishment position."

"Yes, Mistress." I put myself as directed.  I resolved not to scream.

The first fiery stroke scalded my ass.  I flinched and gasped.  The blow hurt more than before.  I knew I wouldn't die from it, but it hurt a lot. "One, Thank you Mistress."

"Two, Thank you Mistress.

...

"Six."  Sob. "Thank you, Mistress." 

Ralph spoke, "Alice, can you be respectful now?"

"Yes, Master, I will do anything you want.  Command me."

"Alice.  I already own you.  You will do anything I tell you to do or suffer the consequences.  Aren't you offering me what I already have?"

"Master, of course I will obey you.  If you choose to remove the hood and let me see again, I will willingly serve you and do my best to please you.  The willing obedience of a woman can be more rewarding than simple obedience."

"Are you offering to love me if I return your sight?"

"I will more than love you master.  I will make your joy my masterwork.  I will bend every waking moment to finding new ways to please you."  I didn't think about these words.  They flowed unbidden from me.  I would more than love anyone who gave me sight again."

"All right.  I will test this claim of yours.  Iris, would you please remove her hood.  Alice, close your eyes.  They have not seen light for some time so we will let them adjust slowly."

Over the weeks I had worn the hood, it had loosened enough that I could open my eyes.  I still couldn't see, but it felt better. I heard his order and closed them immediately.  I would obey his orders instantly, not what I thought he meant.

I felt Mistress unlock the leather band that formed the bottom of the hood.  I felt her loosen the laces running up the back of my head.  My hair roots ached as the pressure was removed.  At last, it was pulled forward and off my head.  It snagged briefly on my nose ring before Mistress freed it. I longed to run my fingers over my scalp and finger comb my hair out of its long compressed state.  But they were still locked to the back of my collar.  Mistress ran her fingers over my head instead.  It felt so good.  

Light filtered redly through my closed eyelids.  I held still, hoping that was the expected behavior of a slavegirl.

At last I heard Mistress say, "Open your eyes, Alice."

I obeyed and was disappointed to see only the woman I knew as Mistress.  She was a really beautiful woman close to my age.  I opened my mouth to say thanks for the light, but before I got a word out she took hold of my head with both hands and kissed me full on the mouth.

When she broke the kiss I saw she was naked like me.  She had gold rings in her nose, nipples, and nether lips, as well as a golden collar around her neck.  Her ankles were chained and she had metal bands on her wrists, but no chain. She had a brand.  A cursive letter "S" high on her left thigh. Shit.  I remembered. I looked down at my thigh and saw I wore a brand too.  Fuck and damn. I knew I couldn't do anything about it. Where is my Master?

I said, "Mistress, I thought Master would want me now?"

He said, "Turn around, Alice."

I pivoted on my knees.  I saw him.  It was Ralph, my Ralph, my Master. He looked bigger, more imposing than I remembered. I was suddenly struck dumb. I had thought about our meeting. wanted to be accusing. He had taken me as his slave. But no, I was filled with joy. He wanted me still. It wasn't his fault I was a slave. I wanted to be his slave. I wanted to serve him so much more than when I was just his wife. I wasn't his partner anymore. I was his property. I can do this. I will make him happy to see me every day. Suddenly things clicked into place.  "Master, thank you for accepting me as your slave. I know I did wrong. I'm so sorry. Is Gloria OK?"

He waved a hand at Mistress.  I felt her whip on my ass.  I gasped.

She said, "Slaves do not speak without permission, Alice."

I said, "I'm sorry, Master.  I was surprised.  May I speak?"

He replied, "Yes, Alice, You may speak freely until I order you to stop."

"Master, am I truly to become a slave girl, or is this just my punishment?"

"First, tell me what you remember about why you got here?"

Boy had I thought about this. "I was cruel to Gloria. But she wasn't permanently harmed. Slavery seems like an excessive punishment."

He beamed at me, "Excellent, Alice. The organization has debated the fate of women who violate our code for many years.  We always come back to the same answer. Women are too emotional to trust, so, once they have broken the rules, we put them under tight control. Slavery. It is effective as a deterrent and always, always, the woman comes to love her new life. Its the only punishment we have for women."

"Surely, there are lesser punishments for me?"

"Oh yes, fines, imprisonment, supervision. However, none that make you happy. None that fulfill our goals. Remember, all the evidence we have collected over a thousand years shows most women will be happier if enslaved.  Certainly every woman on the island will be. You are all carefully screened before we allow you to enter.  As far as I can tell, the sentence is perfect.  You are a beautiful and vicious woman, at least to your slaves. Tell me, have you figured out how to escape yet?"

I looked at him.   I said, "No, I am quite helpless.  When I get these chains off me, perhaps something will come to me."

Has the conditioning program been effective?"

Damn him.  It was intentional.  "Yes, quite effective.  I find myself wanting sex insatiably.  I don't know what would happen if I went back to my old life.  I might have to take many lovers or turn tricks in the afternoon."

"You'll never know.  Your chains are permanent. There are other, subtler safeguards to preclude escape, most of which you'll never know."

Frustrated, I said, "Did you know what was done to me? Could you have stopped it?"

"I did know. I agreed that the sentence was correct. You started as a good wife, but you changed. I was glad to have you trained. Lately you have declined  sex with me sometimes.   I am still quite fond of you am looking forward to owning you."

"I don't believe you. You already have slaves. Why would you want me that way. I was your partner and helped you."

"The nice thing about this arrangement is that it doesn't matter what you believe. Permission to speak freely is withdrawn."

He opened his hand and I saw a small yellow object on his palm.  It was a child's clicker like I had been hearing for weeks.  He grasped it and I watched as he clicked it. "Click."

Instantly I was awash in hot love juices. I squealed and my arousal shot through the roof as I orgasmed. It was huge and I fell over in my unbearable pleasure.  I moaned in pleasure and watched him through eyes brimming with joy.

He stood up and pocketed the clicker.  "I'll see you later." He left me there with my mouth gaping. 

I had no idea I had been conditioned to orgasm to the clicker.  I was aghast at the thought he could make me orgasm whenever he wanted with a press of his thumb.  I wanted it again, but he had left. My emotions flickered between desire and shame.

The calm bastard. He had me fixed but good.  I couldn't move or speak without permission.  I was completely helpless and he  knew my secrets.  All my plans were an open book to him.  At least he wasn't gloating.  He seemed very matter of fact about it.  Of course I would succumb.  Of course I would be conditioned to obey him.  He wanted this? WTF?

I was kneeling but only now did I look down, thinking about what he had said.  I finally noticed the mark on my thigh. The brand etched deep in the firm flesh just below my hip.  The letter "S" two inches high with serifs. "S" for slave? Panic flooded into my mind as I recognized what had been done to me. I jerked at my cuffs, terrified of what the brand meant.  It was not removable.  I was marked for all time as a slave.

I said, numbly, "I've been branded. He branded me?  Why am I branded? Will Ralph want to keep me now or will he play with me and then sell me? I'm damaged goods."

She said, "All slaves are branded.  If you somehow escape and all your chains are taken from you, the brand will remain. It identifies you as a slave and you will always know that deep inside, you will always be one. I like being a slave and I think the brand is a mark of distinction.  Alice, only  a very few women are found beautiful enough to be collared and branded.  Your former husband treasures you and wants you back. Be happy."

I said, "Why did he leave me?  I thought he would want to have me now that I know he's won."

"He has other things to attend to.  Don't worry.  He gave you an orgasm, didn't he? He likes you and he'll use you plenty. Now come, stand up."

I stood and she led me out of the room.


Chapter 10: Taken

I had just finished dance class and used the bathroom. I was standing in the foyer of the dance studio waiting for the guard to take me home when the owner, Mr. Smythe appeared. He said, "Iris, come here."

I hurried over to him and went to standing display. He walked around me and said, "Hands high."

I lifted my hands up my back. He pulled them up, one at a  time and locked them to my collar. He continued, "Your escort will be a little late so I'm going to put you in the foyer for him. They wanted you hooded, so don't be alarmed."

Hooded? Why, I wondered. I've been to class here twenty times and never been hooded yet. Oh well. Something new isn't surprising since I never get an explanation. "Thank you for telling me, Master."

I held still while he put the hood on my face. He pulled my nose ring through the mouth opening and stretched it around my head. He pulled my hair through the round opening in back and laced it up. When it was stretched tight and I was in blackness, he locked the collar part over my slave collar, trapping the laces so they couldn't be loosened until it was unlocked. Then he said the word I feared, "Open." I was going to be gagged too. I hated being dumb as well as blind. I opened, obediently and he stuffed a round ball gag in my mouth and strapped it tight. He put a leash on my nose ring and led me into the foyer.  He clipped my nose ring directly to a wall ring that was just a little high for me so I had to tilt my head back and rest my chin on the wall. Damned uncomfortable, but I couldn't even protest. I heard escorts arriving and then taking the other girls away behind me.  After a while the next class of girls arrived then their escorts left. I got felt up by the escorts , some very intimate, as they passed me.

I heard the class noises start up then my escort arrived. He released my nose from the wall and pulled on the leash. I followed him outside for a few steps, then he did something unusual: He stopped me and turned me around several times so I lost all sense of direction. Then he led me off. I was confused now. Who held my leash? Where was he taking me? It felt like we were staying on paved surfaces. He led me quite a ways, though, certainly much further than the distance from home to the dance hall. He finally led me onto what felt like a lawn, then onto another hard surface. My ankle chain clinked here, louder than on concrete. Tile, maybe? He took me through three doors before stopping. He locked a heavy chain on my collar and removed the leash. He unlocked my hands from my collar and fastened them together behind my back with a padlock.

A man whispered, "There is a sleeping pad, waste bucket and a water bucket by the wall. Get comfortable." Then he took out my gag and surprised me by saying, "Don't worry. Your Master knows where you are and is watching out for you. You'll see him tomorrow." I heard him leave and close a door.

What was this? Some sort of game my Master was playing? Kidnapping me from himself. Was he testing me or someone else. Man, I wish the men weren't so secretive about everything.

Shit. This was just like when I woke up on the island. I crept forward, slowly. I didn't want to spill my water. I found the wall and got on my knees It was a piss poor way to explore. I scooted backwards until I located first the pad, then the water, then the waste bucket.

I knelt and pondered what had happened. Clearly I had been kidnapped. But had the kidnapper told me the truth? Was Master in on this? It was certainly easy to take a slave girl. We came pre-packaged and helpless. We wouldn't even stand out. Anyone who passed me being led on a leash would think it perfectly normal. That was how all slave girls traveled here. In a sense, it was easier on me mentally. There was none of that confusion, the where am I, what are they going to do to me? I was slave and I obeyed every man. Even if I didn't, I was chained and helpless.  After exploring my shrunken world, I knelt on the pad and waited. Slave girls need a lot of patience. I'm either blessed or cursed with a visual memory. Whenever I recall something it comes as an image, sometimes with sounds or text.  After a year as a slave, my strongest memories are of people and my training, the girls and trainers and my Master.  I think back and see faces, and colors. The girls are always naked, of course, even girls I knew before being enslaved. I don't ever remember girls with clothing. My brain seems to fill the image with the flesh I imagine they have, since I only saw arms and legs.

Like every girl my age, I had rivals and enemies as well as friends. I enjoy putting my enemies in slave poses and loading them with chains and rings, just like me.  Sometimes when I dream I put enemies in pillories or hang them from their hands. I'm sometimes violent with them and enjoy whipping their delicious asses or sensitive breasts. I enjoy putting them in humiliating situation. Forcing them to dance naked in from of a surprised  audience. Some of my favorite dreams is to lock a girl in stocks and lead her on a leash through a crowded downtown, watching her blush and shrink away from startled bystanders. I know these are all the things I fear might happen to me Perhaps this is just my way of calming my own fears. If I've already seen it done to an enemy, then maybe it won't be so bad if it happens to me?

***

"Explain, 'Disappeared,'  James."

"James said, "Sir, Roger was delayed picking her up from dance class by a security alert just before he was scheduled to leave. There was a loud noise and a broken window and the intruder alarm sounded. The security staff responded and determined a large stone was thrown through the window. The perimeter alarms were not activated so they searched the grounds and found a compressed air gun apparently used to propel that stone over a hundred feet with surprising accuracy. It had been wiped clean of fingerprints and made out of PVC pipe. After discovering what happened, Roger went to get Iris. She was gone when he arrived. The manager, Mr. Smythe said he received a call from someone claiming to be me. The caller said her pickup was delayed and asked him to hood and gag her in the foyer until she could be picked up. I had security activate her tracker, but we are not getting a signal. Either she is out of range, the tracker has been disabled, or the signal is being blocked."

Thomas said, "OK. she's been taken. This looks well planned. And they knew how we'd respond to the intrusion.. When you have time, see if there's anyone who knew our security protocols who left in the past year or so. When did Roger arrive at the studio?"

"0415, sir."

"He was supposed to get her at 0400, right?"

"Yes, sir.

"Its 0430 now. Assume she's been gone 30 minutes. Activate the patrol, brief them on events. Set up roadblocks at all the intersections. Luckily there aren't too many. Get the video feeds from the major roads and scan them for hooded girls. Get Allen to put in a facial recognition pattern for hooded girls, if we don't have one already. Have the patrol start canvassing the area around the studio for anyone who saw a hooded girl. Plot every sighting on a map. Check the status of every vehicle on the island. Pony carts too. After all the transport is locked down start a grid search of the village. Look for underground rooms on the building plans. Talk to every owner of heavy equipment and look at every site where excavation took place. Talk to the merchants and see if anyone has recently bought metallic sheets that could be used for shielding a room, even aluminum foil. Can you think of anything else?"

No, sir. I'll start immediately."

"Good. Go. In the meantime, I'll call Commandant Morgan for manpower and sensor units."

***

After a while someone came into my room/cell and set a bowl of food in front of me.

He whispered, "Eat."

It was the familiar slave gruel, Tasteless porridge with bits of vegetables and mystery meat. Usually I was fed a thousand calorie meal, twice a day. Often I received a bit of fruit in the evening. Pony girls got more since they worked harder. After eating, the dish was removed and he left. I was surprised to hear a classical music recording start up. DeBussey, I think. Lovely. I knelt and listened, wondering what Master was doing. There was no night or day for me. I knelt on the pad until I got tired, then I lay down and fell asleep.

I dreamed of Master and sex.

Day Two. When I woke up, nothing had changed. I was still very needy. I hope he finds me soon.

I wasn't afraid. Maybe I was foolish, but I hadn't seen my kidnapper's faces and only heard a whispered voice. I couldn't identify them, for which I was thankful. My captivity was so similar to my now normal life, it didn't have much impact on me. My enforced inactivity wasn't all that unusual. Someone else decided what I did, when I did it, and when I was done. Someone else gave me food and exercised me. My only duty was obedience, just like here. All I missed was my Master and his love. My sex was on short rations right now, anyway. Still, I missed him so much. I hope he finds me soon.

I did some stretching exercises and what dance moves I could do with my hands behind me. When I thought I had exercised enough, I knelt on the mat and daydreamed.  I could have sat against a wall or lay on the mat, but Master wouldn't approve, despite my unusual circumstances.

***

"What do you have?"

"Several things. Look at this. James lay four photos on the desk. They were from a traffic cam and showed a man in my guard uniform leading a hooded slave girl that looked like Iris. The text on them showed they were taken at 0410 by camera 0452. "Where?"

"The corner of William and Sound. They were walking north on Sound."

"OK. Now we have a better location and time, what does your search map look like now?"

He lay a large map on the desk and pointed out the shaded area. We know how fast a hobbled girl can walk or jog. We have test results for maximum effort timing. This area shows where they could be if they continued north. This area is if he was trying to mislead us and doubled back. There were only two other traffic cam sightings in the time period in the village. Both were checked and unrelated. I have search teams combing both areas with portable infra red, ground penetrating radar  and signal sensors. They are checking around and in every structure."

"What about new construction?"

Heavy equipment was rented and taken to three locations recently. We're checking those too. Same sensors. Everything should be checked in three more hours."

"OK. Keep me informed."

"Of course."

"Before you leave, I received a ransom demand. They want a million dollars, US, and transport to LA. Then they'll tell me where to find Iris. They say she'll be fine for twelve hours then she may die.   The demand came electronically and John says came from an anonymous IUP address. He's working on it. It had a picture attached of a hooded girl chained to a bare wall. It looks like her, but I can't be sure.  Here, have a look."

James took the picture. "It does looks like her or a hundred other shapely girls on the island. He got out his cell phone and started typing The room she's in looks to be at least eight feet square, so say four hundred fifty cubic feet. A girl her size needs about five hundred liters of oxygen a day. The room has over twelve thousand liters or air, so about 2500 liters of oxygen. She has enough air in that room for five days, if its air tight. The twelve hour limit is probably phony. We'll find her in hours or they've done something we haven't thought of.. Wait a while."

'All right. That's what I thought. These kidnapper don't seem very professional. I suspect its just a couple of employees who want easy money. Start a different  investigation. Look for unhappy employees. Those, especially who don't use the girls much. Maybe they are tired of the girls."

"Right away. The search of the most likely area should be done in an hour. I'll come back and fill you in."

***

"Boss, we found her. She was locked in a shed we though had been unused since you got rid of the sheep.  Anyway, she's fine and will be here in a few minutes. Carl's bringing her. No sign of her kidnappers, though. The shed had been refurbished and lined with several layers of light metal to throw off our sensors. I've got a forensics team going over the place looking for identifiers."

"Good work, James. I looked at the clock. 9 am. It only took fourteen hours. Call off the forensics guys. I know who took her."

James looked at me suspiciously. "A surprise training op? I say this with the greatest possible respect, you bastard. I was worried. Iris is a nice girl."

"Yeah," I admitted, "She was in on it after a few minutes. It had to look real or the guys wouldn't have worked so hard. Tell everyone I'm impressed. I thought it would take another day. Put everyone down for a good training bonus. Me too."

"Who pays your bonus, boss?"

"Good question. You figure it out."

Carl brought Iris in then. She squealed, "Master," he dropped her leash and she hurried to me and jumped into my lap. Her hands were still locked behind her.

"Master, I was so worried. Even after my kidnapper told me you were in on it, I didn't know if I could believe him. What happened?"

"I just staged a small training exercise and it had to look realistic so my guys would give it a good effort. What did you think?"

"Master, I found out that being kidnapped was a lot like my normal day. I was kept ignorant and had to follow orders, I was helpless and unable to do anything else. But, at least I wasn't scared. I don't think I have any more fright left in me."

"So, are you tired of being a slave girl?"
"Oh no, Master. I'm perfectly happy here.. I did miss you though. A lot. I was lonely."

"Well, I think you've done very well and deserve some fun, too. I can't pay you a bonus, since I don't pay you and you'd have no way to spend it anyway. But I think I have something you want very much available. Shell we go see?"

"Yes, Please, Master. I need a bonus very much."

I lifted her off my lap and picked up her dangling leash. I didn't have to lead her, she cuddled up close and rubbed against my side as I walked to the playroom.


Chapter 11: School

The hood was gone but I was still cuffed and shackled. It was hard to walk. I asked, "Mistress, where are you taking me, please?"

Iris said, "You may be punished for talking without permission, Alice, and again for asking question, but there's no harm if you know. I'm taking you to the workshop so you can get the rest of your slave items. Your permanent chains and your rings. They don't hurt much and you already have the worst ring in your nose. The rest of it is just icing. Now be quiet or I may whip you."

I followed my leash as best I could.  My ass pained me with every step. She led me to a room that smelled like oil.

I saw her lock the chain on my neck to a pillar beside me.  I wasn't going anywhere.  She had me sit on a tall stool.

I saw several men in the room. One man got busy measuring my ankles. I asked, "Mistress, Is he going to put irons on my ankles like yours? Never mind. Dumb question. I already know that."

She stuck a leg out and inspected her irons.  She said, "Yes, you already know all the females here are ironed.  You'll get used to them.  They really don't interfere with sex or work."

I smiled at her and said, "I'm glad to hear you put sex before work."

She stared at me and laughed.  Then she said, :"A Freudian slip, I'm afraid, but yes, we put sex before almost everything."

"Mistress, I'm here because I was too mean to a slave. I still don't know what the limits are. Can you tell me?"

"You can be disciplined as long and hard as you master wishes. He's not allowed to do you permanent harm. Pain is OK. He can't give you a disease, or cut you so bad you get infected, or leave you without medical care, or kill you. You get the picture."

"I was kidnapped, raped, and beaten because I crossed a line I didn't know about? You've got to be kidding.  Nothing I ever did rates the treatment I've had here."

"Alice, that's tough. But if you can change it, go ahead. I'm a victim here too.  I didn't volunteer to come here.  Hell, I'm as much a slave as you are.  More, because I've been here longer.  But, you'll never get the chance to tell anyone about this place."

"I'll show you. I'll escape."

"Good luck.  The first thing you have to do is break the chains  on your ankles."

"Has anyone ever gotten out of here?"

Mistress said, "Don't consider escaping. We're always chained. I've heard some girls are sent home after a while.  Most don't want to leave but they don't have a choice. Besides, I like it here better than before.  Life here is easy and full of pleasure."

I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into an engraved, decorated, work of art. Heavy jewelry. It was beautiful. A grand example of the blacksmith's art.

He returned and showed me the cuff he had finished.  Pretty, despite its intention.  He lifted my right leg  and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A padlock held a short chain to the anklet. He ordered me to stand and checked the fit. The smith found it good and started on my other anklet.

The other anklet was soon snug. They joined it to the right with a foot  of gleaming chain and a second padlock. I was stood up and the new anklet was also found to be good. They unlocked me from the pillar and the smith took my cuffed arm by the bicep and walked me around the shop.

It was really happening to me. I was shackled, noisy and slow. The center link of the chain dragged on the floor,  clinking and scraping. Easy to snag and trip me.  Another inch of height and it wouldn't drag. I would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. I knew I would wear these shaming, clanking symbols of slavery forever, just like all the other slaves here.

I felt tears trickling down my cheeks.  I was mourning my lost freedom. At least my shackles were comfortable and not ugly.  If I must be a slave, at least these looked clean, almost elegant.

I didn't want to be anyone's slave, but when I glanced at my shackles a thrill of excitement ran through me.. If I was going to survive with my will intact, I was going to have to find a way to live with this. Perhaps Ralph would buy my freedom and take me away from here..  I thought, "Pretend its a game. Ralph will come for me and save me."  It was all I could think of.  I would play it with hope and good cheer, maybe I would find the joy of submission the men talked about.  I'd smile and not complain.  Besides, I liked some of my introduction.  My belly was pulsing with need.  I hope someone would give me another orgasm.  It helped my attitude a lot. Unexpectedly, my loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my legs. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm dripping. I can't help it.”

“Not a problem. Most of the girls make a puddle when they're ironed. Seems to turn them on. Are you excited?”

"Yes, I'm afraid I am just like the others."

They spoke few words. Mistress stood close and talked to me. She told me that as soon as I was finished here, she'd take me to where I could clean up..  She was a comfort to me, even while I was being worked on. The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. I knew how slave girls were fixed here. Rings in their ears, noses, nipples, and labia lips. Chains on their wrists and heavy collars. Slaves here were given no slack, no possible chance to escape. And there was no way for them to get off the island, even if they did slip their chains. They removed the chain from my ankles and unlocked my hands, then strapped me face up on an 'X' shaped table. I had a huge red ball gag strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used them to fit  gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

I looked up and watched the irons grip my wrists. These were not the same as the anklets. Each bracelet came in two halves with a sturdy latch on one side and a hole on the other. They were smooth with rounded edges and looked like jewelry. There was a geometric pattern all around the middle. The smith measured my wrist again and then placed one half around my wrist and inspected the fit. Then he placed the other half on the other side of my wrist and carefully aligned the latches. He pushed the two halves together and the meshed beautifully, I heard the locks engaging as the cool metal snuggled up to my skin. I could feel the metal cradling my wrist in perfect skin to bracelet contact. Snug, but not tight.  The smith  wiggled the bracelet to test the fit. He lifted my wrist and showed me the inside. He pushed on the design with a finger and a sturdy staple popped up from the design.

One of the men held my collar up so I could see it. It was  wide, gleaming silver, curved out of a single piece of steel. There was no hinge. The opening was just wide enough to slide around my neck. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. A slightly smaller ring hung at the back. I stared at it with mixed emotions.

Joy that it was pretty and regret that it looked so heavy. There was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help. I stared at my collar. It was just as shiny and beautiful as my others.  It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it as long as they wanted, possibly for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this shining mass of metal was alive with meaning. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

I didn't want to wear it, but that didn't matter anymore.  No one cared what I wanted. I would wear it, perhaps for the rest of my life.  Objectively, it was beautiful.   It was a beautiful ornament such as a Queen might wear.  It would enhance the beauty of anyone who wore it.  I feared its cold embrace tight on my throat would change me. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman. How could I not know I was a slave with it on my neck?

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was  inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand  claiming me. When it  closed, I could feel it  touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. It was fastened somehow without rivets.  It didn't matter.  I couldn't remove it and I didn't think anyone who could, would remove it.  For better or worse, I was collared. My eyes watered at the thought. I was no longer free and independent. My every movement was now limited. I would be forever locked up tight and fastened where my master wanted me. My Master. I felt the love and submission well up within me.  I wanted a man to take me.

I lay there for many minutes feeling the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like I thought. It was beautiful and it proclaimed I was a slave, as I expected.

The men gagged me and strapped me onto the table again, my hands above my head, more straps holding my body and legs down, and a strap over my forehead, holding it immobile.  I smelled disinfectant.

They left me strapped down to the table and came back shortly with a tray. I already had the massive nose ring. They pierced me all over with large needles. I hated the thought of being pierced by strangers., but I had no choice. They would do to me what they will. I knew they thought me a bad person. I was afraid they would tattoo my skin with hateful messages and words. Inviting strangers to take me . I had had nightmares of my body covered in words like "Slave, "Slut," and "Whore." I wasn't afraid of gold rings. I had seen photos of model wearing them and they looked erotic as hell. I might as well have them. They were better than my visions. I was so high on endorphins I scarcely felt them. Then they replaced the needles with my rings. These were slightly smaller than the one in my nose. They were also designed differently. They had internal locks. they just shoved one end through the new piercing. pushing the needle out and then they were closed. I heard the latches snapping shut with small clicks,

When they were finished. one of the men said, "OK. We're done with you for now. All your rings are permanent so get used to them."

"Yes, Master."

I was taken off the table.  My hands were pulled up over my head them down and locked to the back of my collar. Rats. I wanted a few minutes to play with my rings. Oh well. Later.  Black four inch heels were strapped onto my feet. It was the only familiar thing now. The heavy ring in my nose swung back and forth, rubbing against my upper lip, with every movement I made. I knew I would never be able to remove it. It was a barbaric adornment. I had seen them in use. Hell, I had led Iris with leash a on hers. It was so much more than adornment. It was an instrument of subjugation. It let anyone control me. It was the means of taking all my power.  I stuck out my tongue and felt the hard, heavy intruder. Well, I was slave now, for sure.

My thoughts whirled, "I couldn't get these chains off.  I'd have to get them to remove them.  My only hope for freedom was Ralph.  All I could do was hope. If Ralph did buy me, I'd still be a slave. Could I find a way to convince him to free me? I knew I was just playing along now, but I was afraid I would accept it as a new reality before too long. Slavery was a mental state and I wasn't one, but I had to conceal that.  I would feign acceptance of my situation until I had the opportunity to act. I had no way out now, but I would find one.  I was not a slave.  I had to act like one to gain their trust, to relax their guard.  This act would not be hard.  I looked the part now and all I had to do was be docile and obedient, until it was time for me to not be."

But I knew that every new bit of metal I wore made it easier for them to keep me.  I know the collar and chains are never removed from us.  How convenient for the men who owned us.  Just keep us locked to a wall or post or rock or floor and we had no chance of escape.  Even if I did get away from my master, I had no idea how I could find transport that would take a collared, chained slave girl.  Likely whoever I found would just keep me for themselves.  No. I needed to find a way for my master to think it better for him if I were freed of these chains, but I had no idea how to do that.

The table  tilted back to its horizontal position again, but I was not released yet. The men moved my ankles closer together. They took away the padlocks and welded a hobble chain between my ankle bands. They released me from the table and strapped black high heeled shoes on me. Then I was standing on uncertain legs, my hands  locked together behind me.  They led me to a pillar and tethered me to it by a short chain to my collar. A steel band like my collar, but larger, gripped my waist. It was not uncomfortable, more like a steel corset,  tight, and obdurate. I had to take shallow breaths. Another layer of restraint I could not remove.

The men unlocked my wrists.  They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then  cut two short lengths of chin and welded them to my wrist cuffs. The other end of the chains  locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “ reach both hands in front of you.”

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said,” Relax your arms.” Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just  possible. The released her wrists and said,” put your hands behind you, palms together.”

I obeyed and one man walked behind me. I heard and felt the chain joining my hands pulled through the ring on my waistband. Soon my hands met, palm to palm at the rear ring and I heard a lock click. I learned that my wrists would meet at the small of my back when the chain locked to my collar.  Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar. Such are the pleasures of a slave girl.

I heard the man mutter, “Good.” He unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband's ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were  far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar  pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning.”  I was chained to the pillar, gagged and helpless.

I heard Mistress thank the smith and compliment him on his high quality. She removed my gag and unlocked my tether from the pillar. She clipped a light leash on my collar and led me across the room to a mirror. I looked at my reflection. I was surprised. They chains and my collar made me erotic.  I looked like a slave and I looked good.. My arms were completely concealed behind me and totally useless.  I was trim, slim, and absolutely helpless. My nose ring shone in the light and said "Slave" as much as my collar. She ran her hands over my breasts and said, "You have lovely breasts, Alice.  The rings look good on you. You can be proud."

I said in a soft voice, "You really think so, Mistress? Yours are lovely, but are my breasts too large? And what do I call you?'

"You address every woman without a nose ring as 'Mistress'  And every man as 'Master.'"

"Do you like your rings, Mistress?"

"Alice, you don't call me 'Mistress.' I have a nose ring. Call me Peggy. I'm a slave, too. Yes, I think they look good.  You'll find they make you a little aroused as they move and tug at your flesh."

"Mistress, please, Your hands are free. Are you really a slave, or a special one?"

"Yes, Alice. I'm a slave. But the masters use their slaves skills as well as enjoying them. My Master is the administrator of the island. He's the one who sentenced you. Several of his slaves work at the school. I am in charge of training. Its a complex job, because I direct your training, but I also must obey all the male trainers. If there's a conflict, my master decides. The trainers respect my skills and I respect theirs as well as their commands."

She led me out of the shop. My gait was uncertain. I had never had to walk with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. My ankle chain was the same length as Peggy's.  Her stride matched mine and as soon as I learned to walk smoothly I easily kept up with her.

She said, “walking will become easier with practice. Your arms are  stretching. Every time I lock your wrists as they are now, I will pull them as high as I can. This will be uncomfortable at first. Your tendons will  stretch so they become more comfortable. I am taking you back to your cell to recover. Tomorrow your training begins.” She led me some distance into the gloom of the dungeon.

I walked very carefully. My arms were hurting from their harsh traction.  I was getting excited, despite myself.  Through another barred gate and we entered a cell block.  A wide corridor with a wall of bars on either side.  Concrete walls separated the cells.  We passed several occupied with girls about my age.  They wore chains like mine and most of them came to the front of their cells to watch me.  None of them spoke.

The only sound was the click of my heels and the clink of my chains as I walked.  She opened one of the doors with a key and led me in. The room was only a little wider than I was tall, maybe eight feet.  It was longer, say twelve feet deep. There were several stout rings set in the concrete walls.  A heavy chain hung from one ring into a neat pile on the floor on the back wall..

It was grim. Bare concrete floor with a drain hole in the corner.  A small, thin pad lay on the floor.  My seat and bed.  Hooray.  A pipe for water, but none was running now. A flexible dildo fastened to the wall about four feet above the drain. She took me to the dildo and said, "This will give you water to drink if you suck it.  Water will be turned on to flush your waste when you are at training."  She picked up the end  of the chain, locked it to my collar then she removed the leash. 

She said. "You'll get fed in about an hour.  Don't miss the drain or you'll have to clean it up. You're angry. You think you didn't deserve this. Get over it. Its real, you are now a slave.  You've lost your freedom.  We will train you to be a good slave.  If you learn your lessons you will have a good life under a benevolent master.  If you resist and don't do well you will be a pony girl for the rest of your life and spend your days hauling people and things and your nights alone in a stable?"  She left and locked the cell door. 

My cell had blank walls of concrete, no windows and a single light far overhead. A dismal, cold, hard place to stay. My prison. A slave's prison for sure.

I was thirsty so I tried the dildo. I put my mouth around its tip. Just rubbery stuff. I sucked. Nothing happened. I sucked hard. Still nothing. I put it all the way into my mouth, just as deep as it would go and sucked . Nothing. I tried squeezing my lips hard on it while I sucked. Water, glorious water. It worked. I sucked and sucked.

Finally satisfied, I tried to figure out the least painful way to lay down on the pad. So, I stood a foot away from the solid wall at the end away from the water. I knelt down on the pad then leaned back against the wall. I twisted my ass around, a bit at a time, until I was parallel to the wall and lowered my back to the floor. Kind of the end part of a sit up. The floor was warm and hard and the pad only slightly less so. I rolled onto my side facing the door.  I was warm, though.  This place had a hot climate.

I heard a voice say, "Brand new, huh?"

I sat up and saw the blond in the cell across the corridor looking at me through the bars separating us.  She was chained just like me.  I said, "Yeah. I'm Alice..."

"You look familiar. Have I seen you before?"

God. She might have. I sure didn't want any of the other girls in here to know I was once a free woman on the island. They'd fight to get a chance to hurt me. "No, I was in solitary after I woke up here and this is the first I've seen anybody but the woman who says she's my 'Mistress.'"

"Remember there are microphones and cameras everywhere.  We're always watched."

"I was skeptical, "How do you know?  I don't see anything."

"None of us can, but somehow they know and punish the girls who break the rules even if they're all by themselves."

"OK. I'll be careful.  I'm Alice. Do they keep us chained like this all the time?"

"I'm Annette. The leg irons never come off.  They release our hands when they want us to use them for something.  They're always pulled high and tight like this when we're in our cells and lots of other times."

"Do they unlock our hands for meals?"

She laughed grimly, "Hah.  No.  They give you your food in a bowl on the floor.  We eat like animals."

"I won't do that.  I'm a person, not an animal. Its demeaning."

"Yeah.  That's what they want.  Us to realize we're just livestock to them. If you don't eat everything in the bowl without hesitation, you'll get whipped."

"Do you know why you're here?"

"Yeah. I was bad for business so I got sent here."

"Bad for business?"

"My dad's a big time tax lawyer. I got arrested for dealing and they sent me here. Afraid their kid's bad rep would hurt his image. So, one morning before my trial I woke up here.  I imagine you got the same welcome everyone gets."

"You're kidding.  No one's parents would send their kid here, no matter what they did."

"I'm not the only one. All the girls who will talk about their past have much the same story.  I think this place is sold to wealthy families as a kind of reform school or maybe a warehouse for bad girls. Sometimes parents visit and see their girls. No one has ever gone home that I know of. We're here for good."

"Really. Parents come and see their girls as slaves. And they leave them here?"

"Truthfully, it sounds callous, but everyone I know wants to stay. There's no pressure to perform here and we get the best sex ever. So, they've come here a couple of times.  They tell me how good I look and how much better behaved I am. I tell them I like it here. They let me have my hands free while they're here and drink some wine.  They give my dad a clicker to reward me with if I'm good.  I used to plead with them to let me go home. I stopped asking after the first couple of times.  Now I'm the perfect, attentive daughter that never argues with them and they use the clicker to give me an orgasm several times a day.  I'm such a slave. They tell me they have a much better life with me here. Then they leave.  After they've left, I'm glad they leave me. I want to stay here.  They just remind me of all the shit I used to do to annoy them. I'm sorry for that, but I'm glad I'm not there any more. I won't be in here much longer. I'm scheduled to be sold in the next auction."

How long have you been here? If you don't mind talking about it."

'I don't mind.  Almost three months. Usually girls are only here for training and then they're bought and their owners take them away. Girls stay here until they're bought.  I'm looking forward to that.  I want a real Master, not just rotated among the staff like a whore."

Not long ago I had been a respected wife in a secure relationship. They told me my marriage is dissolved and I'm a slave girl.  In a few months someone can buy me.  Maybe Ralph if he wants me, but it won't be the same. I won't be his wife again, just his slave. Ravished, whipped, aroused, and collared I lay naked and chained to the wall in a prison.  I knew exactly what the future held. I had been a slave owner. My new master might already have a wife, though most men here didn't. But I would be the junior slave in his house. I would obey or be punished. He might be kind and forgiving like Ralph or strict and precise.

I took stock again.  I could see. My arms were pulled tight together, my hands high on my back and locked. My shoulders ached with the strain. Any movement brought pain and more aches. I felt the weight of my collar and its snug embrace.  My wrist and ankle bands were snug, but not so heavy.  The steel band around my waist was tight, like a corset.  It restricted how deeply I could inhale. My eyes returned to the "S" branded into my thigh.  It was more permanent than any of the metal on me. The pad under me helped, but the concrete under it was hard.  I was warm but couldn't feel or hear any air movement.  The room was lit dimly from the overhead fixture and silent as a tomb.  I couldn't think of a thing to do but wait. I needed a drink in the worst way.

I remembered Mistress's words. I didn't want to be here.    I knew I couldn't escape. I had lived here and managed  Ralph's slaves. Slaves here were too tightly controlled and there was nowhere for them to run to.  I was going to be trained to be a good slave for some man.  I had better get used to the idea. I didn't have any choice, there was no escape. I would be conditioned to instant obedience and complete love for my master. I hope he will be kind.

No, that wouldn't matter. I would never give him any reason to be unhappy with me.  I hope he is as good a lover as the last man who took me. He was an excellent lover who made sure I orgasmed plenty.  I think I'd like him as my master.  As he said, I had no choice.  Men would decide how we would interact.  I was pretty sure I would obey him in everything.  It really didn't matter what I wanted. I was a slave and I didn't know how to get out of here. Ipso facto, I had better learn how to be a good slave.  

A nagging, unsettled feeling rumbled through my belly. My sex and nipples pulsed with continuous arousal from the constant weight and presence of my chains.   How I looked in the mirror flashed before my eyes. This collar wasn't jewelry. I couldn't take it or my chains off when I wanted.  They were permanent and I would never be free of them.  Anyone who held one was my master and had total control of me.  A flash of submissive lust kicked my arousal higher yet. I felt erotic and helpless.  I could only easily accept that Ralph wanted me this way.  Why didn't he tell me? He was undoubtedly with one of his other slaves now, Shit. I would be under her control if Ralph bought me. Ralph would think it poetic justice. I couldn't do anything about it, or anything else. I felt my arousal grow as I thought about Annie or Linda standing over my chained body with a whip. Was I really a closet submissive?  I wondered if I could use the water spigot to make myself orgasm? Well, one could hope. Maybe later. There was nothing I could do about anything else now.  Shit.


Chapter 12: Friend

After a long time, the door opened.  A man entered. He had a crop dangling from his belt and a bowl in his hand.  I struggled to get up.  He said, "Kneel."  

I managed to get on my knees.  He said, "Spread your knees apart."

It would be foolish to disobey. I moved my ankles apart until my hobble was taut. 

He said, "Spread your knees as far apart as possible."

I spread my knees until my tendons stood out.

"Arch your back and thrust your breasts out."

I obeyed.

"Hold your head high and direct your eyes to the floor."

I obeyed.

He set the bowl on the floor in front of me and said, "Eat."

I remembered I had to call him 'Master.'  I said, "Master, may I have my hands free to eat with?"

He said, "No. Use your mouth.  Also, you may not ask questions unless you have permission.  I will not correct you for this transgression since you are new.  Ask for permission to speak before you ask anything."

"Yes, Master.  Thank you Master."  I bend over and ate the food.  I was hungry and it tasted wonderful. I got food stuck on my nose ring and it wouldn't shake off. 

He wiped my face with a tissue, picked up the bowl, Said, "Stay kneeling. I'll be back for you in a minute." He locked the door on the way out.

I obeyed.

A few minutes later he returned, put a leash on my nose ring, and unlocked the chain from my collar.  He led me out an a little ways down the corridor.  He walked slowly for which I was grateful.  He took me into a washroom and bent me over a bar. He said, "Spread your legs.  I'm going to clean your insides out."   He clipped my leash onto a floor ring so I couldn't move and inserted the enema nozzle. The enema nozzle was slim and went in easily. The warm water feel good.  I watched the water flow out of me into the drain.  He let it flow until I ran clear.

He removed the nozzle and I felt him rub lubricant inside me and around the outside of my hole.  I expected he would release me, but no.  I felt something pressed against my orifice, and slid in easily.  He said, just relax.  I'm measuring your hole.  It must have had a narrow cone shape because the farther he shoved it in me, the wider it got.  He finally stopped and said, "You're at number two now.  I'll use a number three plug.  It'll be a little tight.  Just relax."

I tried to relax and I felt the object being pressed into me and rotated. It slowly slipped inside despite my sphincter's resistance.  It was getting wider with every millimeter I was about to scream "Enough,," when it plopped inside me.. It must have a wasp waist.  I still felt distended.  The narrow part was big enough I could feel the stretch.

He rinsed my legs off and dried them, then he released my nose leash and led me out of the washroom.  I asked, "Master may I ask a question?"

"OK."

How long must I wear this thing in my bottom, Master?"

"Until your sphincter relaxes enough for a reasonably easy entry by the men who use you.  It usually takes three or four weeks."

He didn't take me to my cell.  It was an exercise room with mats on the floor. The first thing he did was strap high heeled shoes on my feet.  I was surprised.  I thought slave girls were supposed to be barefoot.  I guess these made it hard to run away, as If I could ever run anyway. I would wear heels every day from now on he said.

He made me get into several positions besides "Kneel".  There was "Lay" on my belly, "Beg" was kneel with hands by my shoulders, "Down" was on my back with knees raised and spread, "Punishment" was knees on the floor, ass high in the air, and forehead on the floor.  "Obeisance was kneeling with forehead on the floor. After I learned them he made me change from one to another.  He wanted me to learn to transition gracefully, with a minimum of adjustment. It was very tiring with my hands held high on my back.

When he realized I was spent, he stood me up, told me to practice in my cell and took me to it.  I rested for a while.  When I was recovered I practiced.  After all I had nothing better to do and I got bored. If I had to be a slave, I was going to be a good one.  It might help me escape punishment.

I practiced the positions for as long as I could.  It made me thirsty and I wanted a drink.  I stared at the penis shaped drinking fountain for a while.  It  was my only source for water so I knew I had to use it.  I hated it, but, I had no choice, so I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked in some water.  It was cleverly designed.  I had to squeeze with my lips and suck, but if I bit with my teeth. it wouldn't release any water.  It was designed to look and react just like a real penis.  I was getting the hang of it when it struck me how I looked.  I also realized I was lucky they didn't make me wear that ring gag to bed.  I could still get a drink wearing it.

The lights dimmed and I took that to mean it was time to sleep.  I didn't sleep well.  My shoulders and arms ached and I couldn't find a position that was comfortable.

I was in a class with three girls from neighboring cells: Annette, Julie, and Morgan.  They were all beautiful and we had all been collected the same week.  There were more classes, but we only exercised together at infrequent sessions.  The most girls I ever saw together was twenty when we were taken out in coffle.

The trainers were all men.  There seemed to be four who worked with my class.   I supposed they were the ones who had raped me when I first woke up here.  They watched us and instructed us all day, every day.  Sometimes only one and occasionally all four. I never learned their names. I was instructed in many domestic duties I had never seen before.  Some seemed archaic and senseless.  Why learn to polish silver with my hands locked behind me? 

As long as I was docile and obedient they didn't touch me.  They corrected my errors with a slap of their crop.  I was relieved they didn't use my body to slake their brutish lust again. I was drilled daily in my positions and my facility in moving between them.  I was getting better at walking in my chains. 

I had almost become used to the shame of being naked with my wrists locked behind my back. The first few days I had been humiliated at being naked before men.  Now I felt only resignation.  I didn't like it, but I couldn't change it.

Every day we practiced the positions before a mirror and the watchful eyes of our trainers. I thought the chains were pretty now.  I watched them sway as I moved, catching the light and glittering.

On our third day of training I was introduced to the coffle.  After our training day was over, but before being fed, my class was lined up and our collars were locked to a long chain. We were spaced four feet apart, hands locked at the small of our backs.  We were led to another training room and another group of four girls was put on our chain.  In the end we were in a line of twenty girls and we were taken outside.  Trainers walked beside us with whips coiled in their hands. The front end of our coffle was hooked to the back of a cart drawn by four pony girls. 

We had to walk slow because of our hobbles.  Before we started one of the trainers said, "Girls, Always start with your left foot.  Watch the feet of the girl in front of you and match her stride.  All your hobbles are the same length, so always step as far as you can..  Keep your tethers slack or there will be jerking."

We were led through the streets of a well manicured village.  We passed a number of neat houses and a shopping area.  There were people all along our route.  Some watched us and others ignored us.  There were men and women outside tending gardens, driving pony girl drawn carriages, and doing everything one would expect in a small town on a sunny day.  No one seemed surprised or excited by our naked parade.  I didn't see any one older than forty nor younger than nineteen.  All the women wore collars, ankle chains, and were naked.  It looked like I wouldn't be seen by anyone who knew me.  I was so relieved. Then I was proved wrong. 

Two women walked out of a shop as we approached. The trainers stopped the cart so we could be examined. The two were Evelyn McDonald and Susan Crawley. Evelyn was a good friend and Susan an acquaintance. We had played bridge in the afternoons most weeks. They started at the head of the coffle and inspected each girl closely. I was halfway down the string and I hoped they would lose interest before they saw me.  They walked closer, stopping and inspecting each girl and asking the trainers about them.  I could see they weren't going to stop before they got to me.  Three girls to go, then two, then I was next.

Evelyn spoke, "My goodness Alice. I didn't expect to see you...so...exposed, again.  Ralph said you had gone home for a visit."

I knew she was expecting a reply, but I couldn't just speak like a free woman. "Mistress, may I speak?"

'Of course, Alice. I forgot you have to obey the slave rules now, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress. I expect Ralph was embarrassed to admit I had been enslaved. I'm sure he would have explained more fully once I was back with him."

"Are they going to give you back to him, then?

Mistress, I'm told I will be sold and he will be allowed to buy me if he wants."

"So, he may not, is what you're saying."

"I don't know, Mistress. I have not been allowed to see him since I was enslaved. I've been told he wants me back. Even so, its an auction. Someone might outbid him. I hope he will buy me." 

Without turning her head, she asked the trainer, "How long until Alice goes on auction?"

A chill ran through me.   I'm sure she noticed a tremor in my body.

He answered, "About two months."

Evelyn said, "Don't worry dear. If Ralph doesn't buy you, I might. It would be such fun to own you."

I didn't like the look in her eyes. "Mistress, what do you mean?"

"Alice, you have a wonderful body and now you're being trained as a pleasure slave.  It would be such delicious irony to own a former friend and have you pleasure me. It would make my heart sing to hold you in complete control. You'd be my ladies maid and learn to do everything for me. You would feel so humiliated and needy. I'd have you service all our friends. Of course you might resist so I'd give everyone a whip to encourage you with.  You'd be blushing crimson from dawn to dusk. I'd keep you aroused and only let you get release  a few times a year, maybe on holidays. You'll be whimpering with need begging or an orgasm to every one of your friends."

"But, Mistress, I thought we were friends?"

"We are Alice. I've wanted to love you for ages and now I may have the chance.  You need to be punished for withholding yourself from me."

My heart sank. I never knew. "You wouldn't, Evelyn.  You're teasing me."

She turned to the trainer. "This slave has been disrespectful. May I use your whip?"

"Of course." He handed Evelyn his whip.

Evelyn said. "Don't move, slave."

My heart sank. I had been disrespectful. I was stupid. I said, "Yes, Mistress."

She laid a burning stripe across my shoulders. I gasped at the pain, but stood still. She hit my ass with the next stripe and I was able to hold still and clamp my lips shut. Her next stroke was across the top of my breasts and it was too much. I jumped and screamed, wordlessly.

She said, "You moved slave. Obedient slaves do not move when they're being disciplined. I know you know that rule. I've seen you discipline your own slaves before. I'll repeat the stroke until you stand still. Understand?"

"I gasped, "Yes, Mistress." I wasn't sure I could hold still. My breasts were on fire and another would be worse.

She did it. She laid the next stroke directly across the sensitive tips of my nipples. And I screamed again, but I managed not to move.

"Very good, slave. I'll stop now, but if I manage to purchase you, I will enjoy watching you dance to the whip.  It is so much fun whipping a pretty girl." She handed the whip back to the trainer. "Thank you, Sir. Be sure this one is taught to be respectful in the future."

"Yes, ma'am. I'll watch her."

When the two women left he said, "Better hope she doesn't buy you, Alice. She has a mean streak wider than yours."

"Yes, Master." I couldn't do anything but hope. Shit.

I have never felt so low as when those two 'Friends' found me.  We were led around town for an hour before going back inside and fed.  The coffle parade was repeated every week..

I had not been taken again, even though I was almost always aroused. I sometimes found it disappointing.  I knew I was desirable and I was not used to being ignored.  Of course I didn't want to be violated again, but even so, it was frustrating to be so available and vulnerable and helpless and still be ignored. 

They had not touched me except to be fed, bathed or led.  I didn't understand it.  What were they waiting for?

I had already been raped in all my holes.  I expected to be tormented, aroused, even raped again just so they could demonstrate my helpless subjugation.  I wore their fucking collar and chains and all they had me do was housework?

For more than a week, none of these things happened.  I had steeled myself for helpless animal sex or beatings and I was tired of anticipating.  Were they torturing me by not forcing me to submit to their brutal demands? I wanted that damned other shoe to drop. I found myself growing increasingly frustrated and wishing something would happen.

I didn't intend to, but I noticed I was taking provocative positions, like I was flirting with my trainers.  When I noticed it I blushed and jumped out of it, hoping they hadn't seen me.  I was relieved they never seemed to notice. But slowly, relief changed to frustration as my all too available assets failed to elicit any reaction.  I was chagrined when even as I knelt and spread my legs wide and thrust my breasts out as far as I could and smiled provocatively, they just smiled and said, "Good job,  Alice."  I was literally throwing myself at their feet in the shameful posture of a slave's total submission.  Good job, my perfect ass. 

It was infuriating.  I knew I was beautiful and submissive and inexplicably aroused.  I wanted to be taken so badly and they ignored my helpless, naked. collared body.  Why?

At night, I lay awake, chained in my cell, my hands locked high on my back. my desire, my frustration, my need keeping me awake long after the lights were dimmed. I couldn't suppress my need or assuage it.  All I could do was endure it.  My need seemed to grow stronger every day. I tossed and turned every way I could and there was no way I could get relief.  I spent long hours staring at my drinking penis.  It was far too high to do me any good.  Just seeing its wonderful shape, the shape of a man ready to relieve me, made me long for its release. It was an itch I needed a man to scratch.

The next morning four trainers entered my cell.  They took the chain off my collar and ordered me to stand for them.  I watched as they opened the hated hood to put on my head. It was black leather and laced up the back.  One of them brushed my hair and pulled it into a ponytail while another strapped the ubiquitous high hells on my feet. The hood had a wide collar with a locking buckle and a large steel ring on the top.  One grasped my pony tail while another fitted it around my face.  My nose and mouth were not covered by the hood. The reinforced pads over my eyes held my eyes closed.  The sides were wrapped around my face.  and it tightened around my head as the laces were tightened. My ponytail was pulled through a hole in back as the laces were tightened. My butt plug was removed. I obeyed the command, "Open, " and a round ball gag was thrust into my mouth and strapped behind my head. A leash was clipped on my nose ring and I was led to another room. 

One of them held my nose ring.  A chain was clipped to the ring on top of my head and tightened.  My feet were pulled apart and secured to the floor. Straps encircled my knees and pulled them far apart.  I could only twist my torso now.  All ability to move my legs or arms or head was removed.  I felt chains clipped to the rings in my ears, nipples and labia. The chains slowly tightened. lifting my breasts and pulling them forward.  My labia lips were pulled apart and secured.  Now I could move only a little before my stretched breasts and lips were stabbed by sharp pains.

I was left alone for a few moments then fingers gripped my hard nipples and pinched and pulled on them.  The thrill of arousal shot through my loins. Soon I was moaning with pleasure.  I couldn't hold still and pangs of pain mixed with the arousal flowing through my loins. The skilled fingers of my trainers started alternating soft slaps to my breasts with more fondling of my nipples , driving my arousal ever higher until I heard the "Click"  and I screamed as a mighty orgasm erupted in my belly.  It rolled through me leaving pleasure strewn across the floor of my mind.  My body jumped and shuddered with the spasms of my belly, causing sharp stabbing pains to shoot from my nipples and labia.  Moans and gasps of mixed pleasure and pain escaped from my mouth as I tried in vain to still my shuddering body.

Finally my passion abated until I could hold still again.  But no sooner had I quieted than the trainer's fingers started rubbing my sopping pussy.  My arousal shot up as they stroked me.  I was held wide open by the clamps on my lower lips and their nimble fingers quickly inflamed my inner lips.  I felt them grow hot and engorged as the fingers worked their deviltry on me.  Soon I was gasping, on the brink of another mighty orgasm. 

When the questing fingers slipped into my love canal, I exploded with a magnificent orgasm.  I twisted and jumped and moved every way possible for my stretched and bound body.  The pain from my stretched clamps was only a counterpoint to the chords of pleasure ripping through me.  If anything, they enhanced my pleasure.  I would never fear pain again. "Click." Together with the pleasure they stretched my senses, filling me beyond description.

I think I fainted for when I was aware of anything but my belly, I was dangling from the chain on the top of my hood.  I took my weight on my legs again and the trainers must have noticed for they started warming my bottom with very gentle strokes of their whip.  After a short time my arousal was intense enough to cause my moans to appear.  I didn't think about it, my body just started putting out little aural bursts of pleasure, female purring, if you will. When the finger started circling my anus, my arousal spiked and my moans turned to gasps of intense pleasure.  When I thought I would explode with lust the finger slipped inside me and "Click." I exploded with another stupendous orgasm and everything went black.  I regained my senses, again dangling from the chain over me.  The trainers left me alone for a long time, sensing I was exhausted, at my limit. 

I was alone for a long time, helplessly chained and spread wide for anyone to use.  I don't know how long I stood there, but my arousal didn't subside. Hot flames of lust and desire flowed around and around in my loins.  My nipples and labia throbbed and pulsed in an unending whirlpool of desire I was hot and quivering with need.  I desperately wanted the fingers or the whip, but preferably a cock. Any touch would kick me over the edge into another blinding orgasm.

I wanted to be their pleasure slave and feel men's hands touching me, playing with my nipples and pussy, arousing me with their lips and tongues to heights of ecstasy I had never known before and needed so badly now. I need men to master me, to control me absolutely. To use me as their sex object.  To allow me to please them.  To be completely subjugated by their incredible strength and drive. To be able to obey them, to receive all they would give.  Pain or pleasure was all the same to me now.

I had mental mages of men playing with me, laughing at my frustrated arousal, finally enjoying my helpless orgasms.  Never women, though I guess a woman could play with me like that. But I was straight as an arrow and only wanted men to own me, to play with me.  I wanted only to serve men. I knew it was not up to me, but, nevertheless, that's what I wanted.

As I waited for whatever they had in store for me, I knew my slavery had a purpose.  It was strange how my bondage had changed me.  A month ago I would have been in anguish after minutes of being unable to do what I wanted.  Now, I was content to wait for whatever my Masters had in store for me.  It was like my need to be doing something had been erased from my brain.  Perhaps it was the mind-numbing orgasms.  They were so much more intense and satisfying then I had ever experienced.  Was that lust what drove women?  I certainly didn't need anything else.  I was glad my Masters knew how to take me to heaven and also that they seemed to enjoy doing it to me.  I knew I was no longer a captive someone did things to.  I now thought of myself as not only a slave, but a willing participant.

The trainers took the hood and chains off me and that hurt as much as when they were put on me. They took me back to the shop and the smith put a light chain on my nose ring.  It was not removable except in the shop.  I had a permanent leash.

I crossed my eyes and looked at the leash on my nose ring.   It was more demeaning than I would have thought.  Yeah, sure, I was already totally helpless all of the time.  But they only put a leash on me when I was being moved.  Was it just convenient for the trainers to leave me leashed all the time? Just another way of showing me I wasn't trusted?  More likely, it was just another way to make me feel like livestock, less than human.  Well, it was effective. I smiled brightly and lived with it.  I had well learned submission was the only path for me.

I was taken to the training room.  He led me to a small table and bent me over so my breasts rested on the table. It was low enough so that my ass was higher than my shoulders. They told me to spread my legs then not to move. The trainers started  stroking me with their whips. So soft they didn't hurt at all. The men increased the strength of the strokes but kept the pace slow. After a few minutes of this slow whipping. I began to feel my body heat up. My skin felt like it was glowing with heat, but it didn't hurt. My belly was getting hot. Then I felt my trainer start to stroke my labia lips with his fingers.  Feather light strokes running up one side then down the other. They were spreading my love juices all over my cunt. The whipping and finger actions went on together. Like the strings and percussion instruments blending into a lifting harmony for my senses. I heard a moan and realized it was me. The gentle stroking and soft impacts  led to a "Click." huge orgasm.

My training as a sex slave began in earnest.  I was in a class with three other girls, Athena, Lori, and Suzanne. Every morning we were taken out of our cells, chains locked between our collars, allowed to use a toilet, received enemas, butt plugs were reinserted, and we were allowed to shower. Our heels went on next, followed by Breakfast in the training room.

When we got in the training room, we were ordered to standing display position. The trainers then unlocked one end of our coffle chains, leaving each girl with a chain leash. I was led to a long steel bar, bent over it and my leash chain was locked to a ring on the other side. My trainer then used a single tail whip to heat up my bottom. He gave me three stripes then used his fingers to see if I was wet. I was dripping, my ass and loins red hot. I needed a cock in me so bad I squealed when his fingers rubbed me. I thrust back against them as far as I could, but to no avail. They went away. I wept in frustration.

Then they came back and thrust into me. "Click." I screamed with joy as I came.  My belly churned and my vagina clamped down on the wonderful fingers, trying to draw them back into me. If I hadn't been wet, he would have given me three more stripes, continuing until I was wet. When I regained my senses, I recognized that my trainer had gone on to excite another helpless girl. I waited for my next adventure.

On the first day of training, I orgasmed after only eight strokes.  Athena after nine and the last girl took fifteen. By the time training ended, none of us would need more than two.

After all the girls orgasmed, we were released from the bar.  Our leashes unlocked from the floor ring and the morning session began.

This was the first training session for my class. We had no idea what to expect.

The sessions lasted from one to three hours. We  trained with strap on dildos, hand held dildos, and butt plugs. We learned to please men and women with oral, vaginal, and anal sex. Each girl played both sides, giving and receiving. We learned to enjoy all kinds of sex.

I wondered at the clicker.  When I held it I could make another girl orgasm, but it had no effect on me. In its way it was as potent as a whip.  All of us were conditioned to orgasm to its sound, but only if held by another.

I looked forward to sucking my partners dry. I savored the juices of men and women, both. Maybe it was because I was always hungry, but love juices were delicious. I was whipped with a great variety of whips on my back, breasts, sex and especially my ass. I became aroused and was dripping by the second blow, no matter where, no matter how hard. I learned the wooden paddle, a trainer's hand, belts, floggers, etc. I whipped other girls to orgasm and was in turn punished to orgasm. My body got pleasure and pain in such frequent proximity that it lost the ability to tell the difference. Any level of pain caused arousal. Instantly. I looked forward to my whippings.


Chapter 13: Class

I stopped even considering escape.  None of us had any freedom at all. We were always helplessly chained and fastened to something immovable. I slept with my hands pulled high on my back, as tight as my trainers could get them.  They raised a little further each night until I finally stretched enough my wrists could be locked to the back of my collar.  In the morning my hands would be released from my collar and locked to back of my waist band.  Sometimes, when I had to use them, they would be released.  Of course the wrist chains stayed in place so I could reach forward only a little past my waist. I loved this.  No matter what I had to do, at least I could see my hands for a while.

One morning the four of us were taken to a larger training room. There were already sixteen other girls in there doing calisthenics. We joined them . Now our class had twenty girls in two rows of ten with ten trainers and one slave who was leading us in our exercises. Her hands were cuffed but not chained and she had no waistband, but everything else was the same as the rest of us., I recognized Margaret in the back row, at the far end. I didn't dare say anything and she didn't see me at first. It was still nice to see someone I knew here.

The slave at the front of the room yelled, "My name is Iris. I am a slave. I am your trainer You will obey me as if I am your Mistress. Position training. New girls do what the others do. Memorize these positions and their names or numbers. Practice them in your cells. Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Iris 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. It was like the kneeling position Aaron had taught me except for the standing bit. I was surprised when I felt the sharp sting of an instructors whip on my ass. He said, "Thrust your breasts out. Keep your hobble tight."

I arched my back and ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. After the room stilled, Iris yelled, "Repeat after me: 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.

Iris yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

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

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

It knew it was over when Iris 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 ten more stripes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

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

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

Iris yelled, "What are you?"

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

Iris 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. Iris 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. Iris was in great shape. 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. The men had a much easier time trotting beside us, free of any restraints. They used their whips freely. After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Iris 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 stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was.

When we started flagging, Iris slowed us back to a walk and we finished up that way. We cooled down and were allowed to shower, ten girls at a time. I was so glad to get the stink off me.  The red haired girl next to me in the shower said, "Hello Alice. How does it feel being a new slave?"

I was startled beyond belief. I stared at her. "Do I know you?"

"No, Alice. I saw you get busted for mistreating the slave, Gloria, I think"

All I could think to say was the truth, "Yes, I was sentenced to slavery for mistreating a slave. I am ashamed. At the time it didn't seem like mistreatment. I guess its poetic justice. You needn't worry. I've already been mistreated by a free woman I used to think was my friend.  At least I'll never be allowed to make that mistake again." I looked at her again and recognition came.

"Aren't you the woman I saw on the bench with a slave just before I was arrested?"

She said, Hi. I'm Natalie. I was free then too. I've been enslaved also. This is my first day here. I might as well tell you now, I volunteered for this."
She smiled broadly.

"You volunteered? Why?"

"My mother's a slave. Has been since before I was born. I like her life. I've decided its better than anything else I could get, so, here I am."

A trainer were herded out of the shower so the other ten could get clean. We were taken to a makeup room and allowed to choose our station. I said, Come on, Let's so our makeup and talk." We hurried to be beside Margaret and knelt beside her. "Hi, Margaret. This is Natalie. She saw us get busted. She was free then and volunteered to be a slave. Volunteered."

Margaret jumped and looked at me. She dropped her brush and took my hands in hers.

"Alice, I was so worried. I haven't seen you in weeks. Hello Natalie. We're all slaves now. You volunteered?"

Natalie said, "Yep. Its all I've wanted for years. I'm old enough and I know the ropes better than any other new slave, so I'm all in. How do you both like it so far?"

I said, "I guess its not so bad.  Better than I expected.  I'm pretty lonely at night, but what do you think about the sex?"

Margaret said, "My God. I don't know how to describe it.  Why didn't anyone tell us? I would have volunteered, too"

A trainer came over and said, "Do your makeup now, girls."

"Yes, Master," we all chirped. We turned to the low table and made ourselves pretty for our masters I guess or maybe just for ourselves. We were put in coffle and marched back to our cells.

There was something new in my cell that night.  It was a small bench bolted to the floor.  On top of it was a thing like a cylinder cut in half along its long axis and fastened to the top of the bench like a saddle.  Sticking out of the top was a thick, long phallus.  Obviously I was intended to lower myself onto the phallus.  My trainer said, "Mount it Iris."

I positioned myself and gently pushed my pussy down around the phallus.  It stretched me.  When I was all the way down it started vibrating. Oh God.  I Couldn't stand it.  I looked at my trainer in appalled surprise. "Master,...?"

He closed and locked my cell door and said, "The vibrator shuts off when you get up or when you should be sleeping."  He left.  I stared after him in dumb surprise.  I could use it when I wanted?  My arousal was already so high I couldn't bear the thought of getting up until after I climaxed. I sat there and luxuriated in the waves of stimulation rolling through my body.  The rising pleasure forced a continual moan out of me.  I flew off the edge into a powerful orgasm and screamed in pleasure.

Orgasm after orgasm flowed through me as I sat on the addictive machine. That's not right.  I didn't sit.  I quickly found it was even better if I bounced up and down, making my body pump the phallus in and out like a man was taking me. I was exhausted and covered with sweat from my exertions.  My love juices covered the machine and my legs.  My belly, thigh, and vagina muscles were sore from all the contractions. Yet I sat there and kept telling myself, "Just one more." I couldn't accumulate the willpower to get off the wonderful, infernal machine. 

Finally, it shut off.  I guess it was time to sleep.  I was drenched in sweat and bone weary,  I managed to lift myself up and I felt the phallus slide out of me, arousing me even more. It left me with a squishing sound. I waddled off the bench an went to my phallic drinking fountain. It was a well designed blow job trainer too.  I had to take it all the way down my throat and use just my lips to squeeze the base to get a trickle of water. I collapsed on my mat and tried to get comfortable. 

I tossed and turned and couldn't fall asleep despite my exhaustion.  At last I got up and went back to the bench.  I stood over it and lowered myself onto the phallus.  My pussy was tender and I let myself descend onto it slowly. It felt so good in me.  I didn't want to move.  I just luxuriated in the feeling of a man in me.  I was a little aroused and just enjoyed the feeling.

I slipped deep into subspace as I sat there.  I was helpless. My hands were locked to the back of my collar. My ankles were hobbled, I was locked in a cell.  I was a collared, happy slave girl.  I had a cock deep inside me.  I knew bliss, the joy of submission was intense. I wanted to have a master holding my leash, caressing me.  I was ready for a lifetime of obedience. I dozed.  Sometime that night I slipped off the bench and fell asleep.  I woke in the morning refreshed and anxious to finish my training.  I wanted my Master.

The next day, after my training was done Master Ralph came and took me on a walk.  I was overjoyed just seeing him again.  He put a leash on my nose ring and led me out through multiple barred gates that were opened remotely for us to pass.  Once outside I cuddled as close to him as I could.  I felt like I was in love.  I just wanted to touch him.  and feel his body. I couldn't use my hands so I kept my hip lightly in contact with his..  I knew joy just from being close.  To actually feel his hand on my body was heaven.  He held my leash in his off hand and put his other arm around my waist.  He held me close.  I whispered in his ear, "Master, it is so good to be outside with you. May I kiss you?"

He pulled me off the path onto the grass and turned me to face him.  He lifted my nose ring out of the way and put his lips on mine.  I parted my lips for him and welcomed his tongue inside me with  joy.  He tasted of man and spring and love.  He was pure and clean and I wanted to be with him again.

We walked for an hour or so.  He wanted to talk and asked me about my life and why I had felt so strongly about Gloria.  I wasn't sure myself.  I bared my soul and told him everything, even thoughts I was ashamed of.  I felt so close to him.  I think he could read my mind a little.  Whenever I tried to hide something, he would pounce on it and I would admit what he had intuited.  My indiscretions and sometimes venomous thoughts didn't seem to bother him, thank God.

I had long since become comfortable with my hands locked to the back of my collar.  I felt no more strain or discomfort.  But I wanted to be able to hold hands with him, at least.  I asked, "Master, are you going to keep me helpless forever?"

He smiled and said, "Alice, your collar and hobble will always be part of you.  As for your hands, its hard for you to get in trouble as you are and I can still enjoy you.  Why would I want them loose?"

"I'd like to hold your hand, Master."

He removed his arm from my waist and curled his fingers in mine. "Better, he asked?"

I sighed, "Yes, Master. That's better."

He took me into our, no, his yard and around the house into the garden. He took my leash off, threaded it around a post and clipped it onto the front ring of my collar where I couldn't reach it. He sat on a bench and pulled me face down on his lap.  I asked, "Master, have I done something wrong?"

"You asked to have your hands loose. Besides, you like being spanked, don't you?"

"Yes, Master, very much, so I'm not sorry."

I felt his hard hand land on my left ass cheek and a surge of blistering heat burst into my belly.  I squealed in pretend pain.  Two more strokes and I was so horny.  Which was good because his stiff cock was pushing into my pussy.  A few more strokes and I was ready to explode.  He shoved me down onto the grass and rolled me onto my back.  I drew my feet up to my ass and spread my legs as far apart as I could.

His rigid cock thrust deep into me and I came hard and loud.  He kept pumping me up and soon he came and I followed him with another scream of joy. He lay on me as we recovered and I luxuriated in his weight pressing me down, holding me motionless.

His lips found mine again and our kiss was languid and slow, but just as intensely erotic as before.  Finally he broke the kiss, withdrew from me, put his member away and lifted me to my feet.

"And let that be a lesson to you, my former wife."

"No, Master, I didn't quite get that, could you show me again?"

Insatiable wench.  Its time to get you back."

"Yes, Master. Thank you for taking me out and showing me the error of my ways.  I hope you'll do it again soon?"

"Of course.  After all, you're just a slave now and I may buy you.  Your personality is much improved by a little training and being in bondage."

"Master, did I displease you when I was your wife?"

"Alice, We were both very much in love when we married, but you seemed to become more...reserved the longer we were together. Lately you seemed to be more interested in your friends than me. I guess we were growing apart as couples often do.  No, you didn't displease me, but you are now a much more ardent lover. Slavery becomes you. I'm looking forward to having you home as my slave. I suppose knowing you can be punished if you're not pleasing is a big part of it."

"No Master. Respectfully, fear of punishment is not what motivates me. I have learned that to serve my Master brings me great pleasure. I long to obey and please you. Of course you can punish me whenever you want: when I'm bad, to relieve stress, or just because you like to see me dance and hear me beg. You have become the center of my universe, my reason for being. I will wait happily, kneeling at you feet, for the opportunity to serve you. Just waiting for an order to obey brings me joy. I have become attentive and anxious to be with you. Please tell me, will I wear these chains when you buy me?"

"Slave, you will always be chained. I may change the arrangement, but you will remain a chattel and subject to my orders."

"Yes, Master. Thank you. I will be the best, most responsive and obedient slave you have ever seen."

"You'd better. I will whip you at the slightest hesitation, recalcitrance, disrespect, or laxity."

"Master, If you'd like to practice, I'd love to have you warm my bottom. Besides, I think I feel some disrespect coming on."

***

When I was a wife and slave owner I was addicted to information. Everything that happened in the world was constantly available to me. I could find a recipe, the number of ounces in a gallon, hear music from any group or famous composer. I could get definitions for anything and find out the news in Singapore or New York. I could find the statutes on animal cruelty in California. Everything I wanted to know was on satellite TV or the internet. All of that is gone now. Slaves are kept as ignorant as our masters can manage. No internet, no computer or phone, no television. As they say, slave girls live mainly in the iron age.

I was doubly helpless. No information and always chained. I had no idea when or what was next.  No outside news or reading material was ever provided.  We were told curiosity was unbecoming for slave girls.  We were kept as ignorant as possible.  The trainers never told any of the girls anything in advance. They just gave orders. I learned to live in the present. I learned never to think about anything outside of what I could see or feel. There was no other place than where I was. I felt no anticipation, no expectation. I lived in the instant, for I did not know of anything else and could not affect anything else.

I learned more about arousing a girl sexually than I thought was possible. Some women seemed to know instinctively how to attract men. I, like most other girls I knew, blundered along relying upon my natural beauty to attract men. In my classes I learned that I had barely scratched the surface. I learned how to arouse men and women solely with the sounds I uttered, or the way I moved my body. I never had any clothing to assist me.   I learned to give any trainer looking at me an erection just by the way I looked into his eyes and slowly wriggled. I could get the attention of any woman by the way I bent and slowly lifted my breasts. It was like magic. It always worked. Even though always helpless, I felt powerful when I worked my magic on others.

The trainer's whips were simple braided leather cords with short handles. Never breaking the skin, but always leaving thin red lines wherever they landed. Wielded lightly they corrected my actions and warmed my skin.   It leached through to my  core and excited me.  It made me want more and brought me to the threshold of ecstasy, but they never pushed me over the edge. I loved the feeling and hated the denial. Firmly swung, the same whip scalded me, punished me, controlled me.

Now, after weeks of training, one light stroke or six hard, painful strokes was all it took bring me to the edge. I was almost never able to orgasm without some direct stimulation of my loins. All it took to push me over the edge from arousal to a thunderous orgasm was a single finger. Once I had orgasmed, any further stimulation would send me over again. Any stimulation, whether sex related or pain inducing  would send me over the edge again. If my master aroused me but did not let me come, I would remain in needy anguish for hours.  Until either I finally cooled down or allowed to orgasm. Then it would start all over again.

After I had orgasmed the first time, my later orgasms grew in strength. After five or so I would faint. I had learned to be a slut powerhouse. Once aroused, I would orgasm at almost any touch. My masters chose whether I  orgasmed or was denied release. In my heart I knew I was a true slave. This was where I belonged. My feelings and desires were no longer under my control. Now, I longed for the whip and orgasm. My body could no longer tell the difference between pain and pleasure. Rather, I welcomed pain  because it could lead to more pleasure than I had ever known . I knew I could never be free again. I was only and forever a sex slave, and loved it. Even if released tomorrow I would search forever for a man or woman to enslave me again. My desires, my feelings, my preferences no longer mattered. I longed for a master to take me to the heights of pleasure only he could give.

My training was relentless, from dawn to dusk.  I was always chained and leashed. I was required to address all men as “Master” and all  women as “Mistress.” Often gagged and blindfolded I learned patience waiting for my next lesson.   Endless practicing of submissive positions. They insisted I walk as a slave, stand as a slave, and crawl as a slave.  My posture was corrected in the infinitesimal degree of a perfectionist.  I was always limited by my chains.  No matter how perfect I thought I did, a trainer's whip would find my ass and increase the number of painful stripes it bore.  Relentless trainers were never satisfied with my best efforts.   The always present whips stung my buttocks and thighs for minor failures.  Trainers always giving pain that turned to arousal. 

This morning I was aroused with the whip, but I was not taken to climax.  The trainer just whipped me until my ass was beet red.  He never touched me.  I couldn't quite come, no matter how I squirmed.  I was released unsatisfied.  My body ached in gentle agony.  I needed to come.  I couldn't concentrate on my lessons.  I was whipped for my failures more than ever before.  My perfect coordination was lost.  I was clumsy and forgot almost everything except the aching void in my belly.  I needed to come so bad.

In a brief moment of clarity I saw that the other slaves were having the same problem.  The trainer's whips were in constant motion, correcting problems not seen since the first week.

After we were taken back to wash up, I found it was agony to kneel.  I kept squirming, trying to get comfortable.  I whined to Morgan, "I didn't get a climax all day.  I hurt."

She replied, " Me too.  I don't think any of us got to come all day. Do you know why?"

I said, "No.  They just didn't touch me after I was hot."

I heard the trainer who watched us walking our way.  I shut up.  He stopped in front of me.  He asked, "Do you have a problem, slave?"

"Master," I said, "I did not get to climax all day.  Did I do something wrong?"

He smiled and said, "No.  You have all learned that pain and pleasure are closely aligned.  Now it is time for you to learn that you live to give pleasure to your master.  You must earn your pleasure.  If you are exquisite, your master may choose to reward you.  Now be quiet and think how to be exquisite tomorrow."

I was dismayed.  No more climaxes unless my trainers thought I deserved a reward.  I already was working hard, under the ever present threat of the whip.  How could I do better?  It was unfair.  Hah, slaves don't get fair.

I looked around me.  I needed to climax so badly.  I couldn't think straight.  There must be something here I can rub myself against.  I found nothing.  Rats.

At the end of the day I was ripped apart by my need.  My pussy itched and my belly twitched annoyingly.  I looked forward to the bench in my cell.  As I got close I could see the bench was still there. Even if they didn't turn on the vibrator I could still use it to assuage my needs.  My hopes were dashed to pieces when he locked the chain to my collar.  I hadn't been chained in the cell for weeks.  I couldn't reach the bench if I was chained.  Oh no.

I just stood there dumb as he left and locked my door.  No relief for me tonight.  I stood there looking at the bench for a while in despair.  I tried moving closer to it and trying to reach some useful part of it, even a corner would do.  But no.  It was well out of my tethered reach.  I cried inconsolably.  I was in desperate need.  My body had been conditioned to multiple orgasms every day and now I couldn't manage even a mild arousal. I lay down on my mat and felt my need burning in my belly. 

My body felt deprived of its accustomed pleasure.  I thought of what I could do to be exquisite tomorrow.  I resolved to obey perfectly and be as alluring as possible.  I lay awake for a long time. I had no options now.  I would obey.  I would be submissive.  I would be an alluring woman.  I would watch every motion of the most erotic slaves around me.  I would copy the best moves. I would train my body and my face.  I must be the best slave.  A perfect slave.

I think I pleased a trainer this morning.  I smile all the time, even when the whip is arousing me.  This morning after my whipping, I said, "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "All right, slave. Speak."

Master, I said, "Thank you for whipping me.  I am very aroused now.  You are masterful with the whip.  My bottom is hot as is my belly.  Would you please kiss me?"

He looked surprised but he stepped closer and lifted my leash out of the way.  His lips met mine and I opened wide, inviting him to taste me.  Our tongues met and explored my mouth.  I was careful to be submissive and simply followed his tongue with mine.   He tasted divine, both masculine and sweet.   I pressed my breasts and belly tight to him and felt my arousal growing stronger.  His arms gathered me in and welded my body to his.  I felt his erection grow huge.  The kiss lasted a long time.  I hoped he would take me right there.  I needed him in me so badly.

When he released me, I saw lust in his eyes.  I believed he would take me right then.  I spread my knees and felt my engorged labia lips open to him.  I felt the cool air flow into my pussy.  I was so ready to be taken.  I cursed my chained hands for the first time in weeks.  I wanted him in me.  Alas, he said, "We're late lass, later."  He turned away and led me to class. 

My nose obediently followed its leash as I tried to regain what little poise I had left.

I ate my meals from a bowl on the floor, always the same tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables and fruit.  Always with my hands locked behind me. Even my toilet was dehumanizing. I peed over a bucket in the open. My ass was plugged by my masters and I could only crap when permitted. I learned to spread my ass cheeks wide with my chained hands so I would not need to wipe after crapping. I had never dreamed I could ever be so watched and controlled. Yet, I was happy. I never had to decide anything and my submissive nature flourished. I loved a slave's life.

My rules were simple: Smile, obey every free person, perfectly. Walk like a slave with erect posture, grace in movement, and be perfect in my poses. Acknowledge every instruction, be alert and ready to serve, never move from an assigned position,  and be respectful.

My days always began with frustration. I would wake in the dark and finding my arms in a strange place, I would try to move them. Only after discovering they would not move did I remember that my hands had been fastened to the back of my collar. Then I would recall that I was a chained and collared slave. With a chain running from my nose to a ring on the wall. Oh well.

Surprisingly, I was comfortable. My bonds were smooth and snug. Though I had almost no freedom of motion, I was well fed, exercised, and had fantastic orgasms every day. I got much satisfaction from my now skillful obedience. I took pride in using my hard won skills to give pleasure to Masters and Mistresses.

Soon, the lights would come on and I would  slide into kneeling display position.  My posture and grace always, now, meeting the trainer's high standards.

When my master stood in front of me, I would bow low and nuzzle his feet. If I was not gagged I would lick his feet with long, languorous strokes until he bade me stop.  Then I would resume kneeling display position and await his orders. I loved  the submissive acts demanded of me.

He, or she, would unlock my chain from the wall and put me into the coffle. When all were in place, we would be marched to the slave's bath, allowed to use the toilet, and cleaned. The coffle would then be led into an adjoining room and the ends of the coffle secured to the omnipresent rings. Our hands would be freed and we would brush our teeth and hair. Lipstick was available and all the girls used it.  Some enhancing their nether lips and nipples along with their mouths.

I  had thirty minutes to clean and polish my collar and chains, and apply the makeup permitted me.  I would paint a liquid rouge on my nipples and labia lips, apply lipstick and perfume.  Finally, I would brush my teeth and hair. I would hurry through all my tasks then go to kneeling display position trying not to pull on the coffle chain.

Trainers would enter the dressing room on time.   If we were in position they would release us and take us to the exercise room. Any girl not in position would receive three strokes, then we would go to exercise. Morning training session lasted hours and was purely physical. The afternoon training was teaching us how to be useful slaves.  The evening session enhanced our natural sexual skills.

My morning exercises always began with a whipping to orgasm. My hands were locked to the back of my collar.   I would either be bent over the bar or my collar would be locked to a chain dangling from the ceiling. After a couple of months of training, it took only one or two strokes to arouse me. Then a light touch on my clit or nipples would push me over the edge. After that a couple of passes on my clit or labia every few minutes would give me another orgasm.  Each one stronger than the last. Normally I would receive five or six that left me writhing and breathless.

After I recovered, I would be taken to one of several exercise stations.  There was one used to strengthen my vaginal muscles.  Another to give me more erect breasts.  One to tone my abdomen.  Another to exercise my arms and neck. Usually I only worked on one of these exercises a day. I was watched and corrected by a trainer at all times.

My vaginal exercises were simple. A medium size dildo was inserted into my pussy. It had a cord attached that hung between my legs. In the beginning I just had to hold it in place. If it fell out too soon I was whipped. When I could hold it for ten minutes, a weight was added to the cord. When I could hold that for ten minutes the weight was increased. Now the weight was  heavy and my trainer just verified I could still hold it for ten minutes once a week.

My other required exercises were more common. Push ups, sit ups, chest presses. Inclined bench . All to slim my hips, increase my core strength and strengthen my torso. Of course these were all limited by my wrist chains. The trainer's watchfulness and insistence on perfect form  made up for a lot.

Then I would work on my leg muscles. A long rope was tied from my collar to the top of a post in the middle of a large hall. On even numbered days ropes tied to rings on my waistband fastened me to a cart  loaded with weights.  I was required to pull it in a circle in a large hall. On odd numbered days, a pack was placed on my shoulders and loaded with weights that I had to carry around and around. I was made to walk by raising my knees until my ankle chain was taut. This was easy to learn but caused me to tire quickly. My trainers would drive me  until no amount of whipping could make me continue.

My trainers kept increasing the length and weight of my exercises and I was becoming  fit. No matter how fit and strong I became, however, I was still helpless. My hobble made it impossible to run away from anyone. My chained hands could not defend me. I had to follow where ever my leash led me.  I worked  hard to keep my leash slack, for a tug there sent terrible pain through me.

After my physical exercises finished I was fed. As always, a tasteless gruel with bits of vegetables, fruit and meat.

The trainers then worked on my positions and posture for an hour. In the beginning this training lasted more than two hours. I was becoming  graceful in all my movements.

Now my next training period had shifted to domestic duties. I  learned how to serve dinner, clear dishes, serve wine, be a ladies maid, and other domestic duties.  The wrist chains were long enough to permit me to do many duties. but there were also many things I could not do.

Whoever had performed their tasks better than every other slave would be allowed to use the magic bench in their cell all night.  It was the best of rewards.  We all tried very hard to please our trainers. We were all proud when we were chosen.


Chapter 14: Auction

Master and I were in his office. I was beside him, watching him closely for a chance to serve and waiting for an order. All the slaves I knew had this in common: when we were allowed to wait on our Masters, we focused entirely on him. I imagine we were like nuns praying to our Lord. We emptied our minds of everything but Him. We were worshiping our God and looking for an opportunity to serve. I didn't think about food, or how I'd change my makeup, or what Elinor meat. I was working, doing my duty and all other thoughts were driven out. He was doing something on his computer. He turned to me and said, "Iris, how would you like to have an important job?"

That was an easy one. "Master, I would love an important job. I assume you think I can do it?"

"Of course. I am continually impressed by the breadth and depth of your ability."

"Master, are you testing me? I know accounting, stealing things, and training girls to be slaves. What skills does this job need?"

"Don't worry, Iris. You need to know the girls character. What they need to be a good slave, how to treat them. Their skills and preferences.  And you need to put on a show. Impress an audience Show pizzazz on stage. I know you did some acting in college and were a leader in your sorority. You'll do fine."

OK. This didn't sound like anything I had done before. "Master, what is it you want me to do?"

"Iris, you're going to run the next auction."

Panic. "Master. I don't know anything about that," I protested.

"Look at this." He turned his computer screen around so I could see it. "This is a video of the last auction. Study it." He started the video running.

***

He showed me the disc before he fastened it to my collar. Silver, two inches across, with "Alice" stamped across it, the letters filled with black ink. "Master, may I speak?"

"Go ahead."

"Master, why are we getting name tags after all this time. Surely the trainers all know our names by now."

"Its auction time, Alice."

Auctions were held once a month. I don't know how many classes there are, but all of the girls in my class were up for sale this time.  We had silver discs with our names stamped on them attached to our collars. We all took turns on display, in training and educational workshops, and providing entertainment.

It was my first time in the display hall. Most of the girls had been in an auction before and told us "Newbies" how it worked.  Of course the men just told us what to do. They never shared anything that wasn't instantly needed. I almost never had anything explained to me. "Why," had become a useless word. I knew it existed, but was never allowed to use it.

The hall had a lot of pillars, each fitted with rings for fastening us in place.  Full length mirrors hung on the walls. They made the room seem endless, like our slavery.  There were pillories, benches, beams, platforms, and hanging chains scattered around the hall. One of the girls saw me looking at them and explained, ”The trainers put on demonstrations of technique and equipment for the audience. We all rotate through the displays and dancing until its time for the sale. All the girls will be used. You'll like it. We all get the best orgasms and sometimes meet our future masters here. Its really a carnival \ orgy atmosphere where we're the rides."

We had been brought here in coffle. The trainers led us around to the stations and left one girl chained to each pillar as we passed them.  They released our hands from our collars and let us relax and kneel. There were four training stations and the other girls were on display. They had to stand in display pose. Their hands were locked behind their backs. They were put on the pillars closest to the stage, forming a semi-circle around it. I was left next to a pillory. I wondered if this was just for convenience or if I was to be used for a demonstration in the pillory? I guess it didn't matter. I was going to be whipped or paddled and orgasm for the edification of the audience wherever I was used.  Months ago I would have been horrified and maybe a little envious.  Now, I looked forward to it. I looked at the device and saw my head would face the wall.  A wide mirror hung there so the audience could watch my face, but I could watch them too. If I wasn't blindfolded, I amended. I hope not. It would be boring.  I'd rather watch the audience. Even though all the action was going to be on my other end, I'm sure the instructors wanted my expressions everything they did to be visible and memorable. I was used to it now. Slave girls were expected to let our emotions be as visible as our breasts.  Masters loved seeing what their actions did to us, no matter whether it was pain, pleasure, despair, or ecstasy. It was so much easier for me, too. No pride, no deceptions, no agendas , and no secrets to maintain. I was the most open of books, every feeling on my face, in my sounds.

After all of us were fastened to our stations the trainers took us up to the stage one at a time and had us do a belly dance routine on the stage.  They let us choose our favorite music when we danced. It wasn't a competition. We were background entertainment for the audience.

None of us were put on the devices the first day.  This was just familiarization and to see if we were all good enough dancers for reasonable entertainment. We were collected after an hour and taken back to have dinner. I was surprised that we weren't put on the equipment. Maybe they wanted us to be unrehearsed for the demonstrations.

The next day they took us back to the hall after our exercise period.  We were marched into the room in coffle and lined up in front of the stage. Mistress Iris explained what would happen. It was going to be like an exhibition of slaves. Entertainment would be interspersed with "Workshops" on slave management. There were sessions on whipping techniques and equipment, non-corporal punishment, rapid training, denial as a training technique, puppy play and equipment, pony girl training and equipment, safety, modifying a home for slave utility and security, Slave positions and exercises, local laws regarding slave security, and a host of other things. Several workshops ran simultaneously so a master had to make a choice every session. All this would take four hours, with ten minute entertainment periods in between.  The grand finale was the auction. The girls would be auctioned one at a time on the stage.

The girl to be sold would be draped in a hooded white robe concealing everything but her nose ring when she was brought on stage, led by a leash on her nose ring.  The leash would be removed and the chain hanging above the stage would be clipped to her ring, holding her head erect in the center of the stage. The Auctioneer would describe the talents and experiences, the demeanor and submissiveness of a girl, invite bids, tease, torment and arouse the girl, enticing higher bids until he found her top price. After the sale, she would be taken to the cashier where her new owner would take custody and her new life would begin.

Today was a dress rehearsal. We were taken to our stations and fastened to our pillars with chains.  Mine was long enough to let me be put in the pillory for a demonstration, but when I wasn't being used to move around my display area. There was no relaxing of the rules. I would kneel in display until ordered otherwise. The hall felt empty and quiet. We were working, not relaxing. The only sounds were the quiet voices of the trainers as they gathered around a station to practice a demonstration and get advice from the other trainers. 

Margaret was here. She was up for sale. I was positive it was her. Her long, raven tresses fell to her slim waist. I hope she doesn't see me. I won't be able to face her. I turned away from her direction.

At last it was my turn. A group of trainers came to my station.  I was kneeling and relaxed. All I had to do was follow my rules and obey the trainers. Piece 'o cake. "Stand up. Go to the pillory."

"Yes, Master." I did as ordered and strong hands bent me over and locked me in place. My head was at waist height, my hands helpless beside my head. My hobble stretched tight. My ass could only move a few inches sideways. My breasts hung pendulant below me. A strap around my forehead kept my head lifted, my face to the mirror. My loins were aflame with anticipation and curiosity.  What would they do?

A trainer was talking and I watched the audience in the mirror. I felt a hand on my left ass cheek. It was rubbing over my taut skin, it dropped down to my vulva and stroked me of so wonderfully as he spoke. He was describing the nerves in my loins and the best way to stimulate them. He talked about the differences in pain and pleasure and how a girl's senses could feel pain yet experience pleasure and how her master could accomplish it.  He was right  of course. I don't know that I've ever felt more like property than now. I was really just an instrument of pleasure. The trainer was explaining to an audience how I worked and how to play me for their purposes. Stroke here and watch her feel pleasure. Stroke harder for passion. Strike there with this whip and see the result, hear the whimper. Touch here and watch her come.

And then he demonstrated. He used his fingers, his whole hand, a whip, a strap, a paddle. He made me orgasm in two strokes of the whip and a few strokes of his hands.  Then he showed how to punish me with more stokes that just gave me pain and no pleasure. Then I was taken to the brink of orgasm, and balanced on the edge for many strokes and never allowed any release. At last it was over and his final statement, "Gentlemen, a trained slave is a fine instrument of pleasure that you control absolutely. Follow these simple guidelines and you can program her to perform any service."  I thought I would hear that statement many times and I had to agree. I knew he was right. I would do anything I could to be granted an orgasm. A finger stroked my clit and I came with a scream of pleasure. It was huge, an all encompassing, mind blowing, best of my life, orgasm. I think I fainted for when I was aware again, I was locked in the pillory and alone. I lifted my head and saw the group of trainers gathered around a different station.

I let my head down and waited. I had no place to go, no orders to follow. I wasn't uncomfortable or hungry. I wanted another orgasm, but I was still coming down from the last one. It was surprising to me how content I was. A year ago I was free and pretty miserable.  I had money and acquaintances, but no real friends I could talk to.  Now I had no freedom at all, no clothes, helpless all the time and so full of joy.  I made no decisions and happily followed orders, trusting to others to run my life. I guess girls are silly. Where would this lead? I looked at my face in the mirror. All I could see of myself was my face and my hands sticking through the massive oak beams. I wriggled my fingers. All I could do. I needed to repaint my nails. I always used red. Maybe pink would look nice too. That was the extent of my choices. Makeup was all I had to play with. Maybe when I went home to Ralph her would allow me music or art or gardening. Would I be even happier when I was with Ralph as my Master? All the girls say so. I hope they're right.

I closed my eyes and remembered my life with Ralph. It seemed so long ago, an age. I was so in love when we met. We were in college and met at a play. He was gallant, big, manly, and I fell in love in a week. I moved in with him and we graduated together. We were married in six months and he did well as a stockbroker. I dabbled in social work, but all I wanted was to enjoy life with Ralph. The island was an erotic vacation. Addictive, hard to leave. Ralph was able to do all his work on the phone and computer and I had three slave girls to rule.  I never thought of myself as mean. They needed a firm hand of course, to keep them working properly.  It came as a shock to find Ralph was having sex with all of them.  I guess I was naive, but I didn't suspect for  many months.  We were sexually active, but he was more virile than I ever knew. After my training I knew so much more about how to please a man. The slaves in the house must have been unimaginably tempting to Ralph. I had been such a limp, insipid wife I couldn't believe it now.  Why didn't anyone teach women how to be good lovers? Why let us flounder about with just instinct when so much knowledge was available. Women needed an operator's manual for their bodies!

The  men came back and a different trainer stroked my butt.  I couldn't see him in the mirror, but I could feel the difference and suddenly I knew what the girls meant. I wanted the feel of my master. I wanted to know his touch, his smell, his sounds as well as I knew my own. I needed to be intimate with him as his slave for him to be my master. I had been handled by many men over the course of my training Their hands were soft, hard, strong, mild, harsh, gentle, rough, smooth. They important thing was that I didn't belong to any of them. Soon they would be gone and I would finally know my master's feel.  I knew Ralph, but not as my Master.  I would be everything to him that I had failed on before.

The hands touched me and I responded. I came and came at their command.  I enjoyed myself greatly. Finally I was taken out of the pillory and taken to one of the display pillars near the stage.  All I had to do here was stand in display pose so the buyers could look me over. I was to respond to their orders as if they were my master and return to display pose when they left.

It was pretty slow at the dress rehearsal since there were no buyers present.  Once a trainer came by and ordered me into several different poses.  I guess he was happy with my performance since I didn't get cropped.

I only go to dance once. I think they just wanted to see how I did.  I got to choose my own music from the standard repertoire.  I liked dancing and hoped I would get to do it more at the auction. It was practically the only time I wasn't on a chain or leash. Such small freedoms constitute joy for a slave girl. As I danced I enjoyed watching the men. I loved watching them lust after me. Then I saw Gloria. She was staring at me hard as if I looked familiar, but couldn't place me.  I hope she doesn't recognize me. I look much different now than the last time she saw me. And she never saw me with my hair down, or with a nose ring and collar. I looked away from her, but I could feel her eyes on me the rest of the evening.

After my dance I was rejoined to the coffle. We were taken back to our quarters and fed, We were put back in our cells but chained out of reach of the benches.  I guess they wanted us rested for the big day.

The next morning we were allowed to sleep in. Then we exercised, showered and ate. Back into coffle and off to be sold.  There was an atmosphere of tense excitement. We all knew we were facing perhaps the most important event in a slave's life - her first sale.  The man or woman who would control our life was going to buy us, and, like any form of livestock, we had no say in the matter.  But we knew it was in our best interests to look as good as we could. A high price meant a wealthy owner and an easier life than a poor one.

The trainers led the coffle through the hall, stopping to leave a girl at her first post. I was taken of the coffle and left at a display pillar next to the stage. I assumed standing display position and waited. Soon dance music started and a girl began her dance on the stage. Tables of drinks and hors d'oeuvres were against a wall, well out of reach of any girl.  A hush fell over the hall and the first buyers entered. All the girls who could stared at then discretely, After all, one of them would be the most important person in her life shortly.

I saw Ralph enter the room, about the twentieth man.  I saw no women and was relieved. I definitely didn't want to seen and handled by a free woman.  I wanted a men, no, I wanted Ralph. I couldn't move, but I watched him circulate, stopping at a girls place and reading her vitals data. I didn't see him say anything to the girls and was relieved. A man stopped in front of me and I had to shift gears.

"Good Day, Master. Please buy me. I will please you like no other girl can."  I didn't really want him to, but that's what we were instructed to say to prospective buyers.  I had to act like I wanted to be bought.

He reached out a hand and felt my breasts. Such license would be called assault almost anywhere else in the world, but here it was just expected behavior.

He said, "I'm afraid not girl. I need some pony girls and your breasts are overly large for that job. You would be uncomfortable or I would have to dress you in a halter. Much too gauche to hide your assets that way. Luck." He walked away.

Thank goodness. I was proud of my high, full, taut breasts and I agreed that they wouldn't be appropriate for a pony girl. I looked around without turning my head and spotted Ralph a little ways away, talking to a girl.  Shit. "You're my Master. Don't flirt with strange women." That was a silly thought. All of us were for sale and he was free to do anything he wanted. I just hope he still wanted me.

I was examined by two more men in quick succession. Both of them felt my muscles and one looked in my mouth.  One had me bend over and he spanked me once on the ass. He watched as his handprint developed before he told me to stand and walked away. I wonder what he was looking for.  He never said and I still wonder, Color, speed, did I jump or squeal? I don't know.

At last Ralph stopped in front of me. "Hi, babe. You look great. Nervous?"

"Yes, Master. May I speak?"

"You know, that's the first time you've ever asked permission to do anything."

"I'm sorry, Master. That was the old Alice.  May I speak?"

"OK, Alice, go ahead."

"Master, would you buy me? Please tell me. Is there anything I can do to be more pleasing? There is so much naked girl flesh here I'm afraid you might find someone more pleasing.  I want to be yours. I want to be your slave. I will be a better woman to you than I was a wife. I know now how to behave."

"As a slave girl?"

"Yes, Master. As your slave girl."

"OK, Alice, tell me what you will do different."

He's calling my bluff.  My thoughts raced until I realized I had to speak truly. "Master, I am a slave now and I like it. I will always act to meet your needs and give you pleasure with no thought of my own. I will be instantly responsive and obedient. I will protest no decision you make nor express an opinion of my own unless you order it. I will never criticize any aspect of you or your decisions. I would be your own thing and hope you will mold me to exactly what you want. I promise to gladly use any part of my body to pleasure you and beg you to whip me every day to remind me of my place. I beg to be allowed to submit to you. I would be your abject slave forever, Master."

"Where is your place, slave girl?"

"Master at your feet or wherever you prefer."

"Are you a hot slut?"

"Yes, Master. I am very hot. Would you test me, please?"

"Do not move." He reached a hand out and rubbed his flat palm up and down my pussy. I felt the heat rise in my face. I wanted to beg him to go deeper. But he did without my help. His fingers slid into my slit and I moaned in pleasure. He had never done anything like this before. His class had made a real change. I realized he was playing my body like an expert. His fingers were in the exactly perfect place and orientation to make me come.  He seemed to know where my G-spot was and his thumb had found it. His fingers flicked my clit and I had an instant orgasm. I tried to hold still, but it was too much. I gasped and my belly spasmed around his fingers, squeezing them hard. I swayed and might have fallen had not his other hand took hold of my collar ring and held me up.

I got control and straightened up. He let go of my collar and removed his damp hand from my loins.  He said, "You are a hot slut, Alice. Good. Clean my hand." He held his hand to my lips.

I licked and sucked every bit of my juices off his hand, one finger at a time, then the back and palm. He withdrew his hand.

"Thank you, Master."

"You're welcome, slave. You're mine already, but I can still sell you here if I want. I need to examine your competition before I can be certain."

My heart fell, but I smiled, almost certain he was teasing me. "Yes, Master,"

But he walked away. I couldn't follow or wave. I couldn't even say goodbye.

Another man approached and I smiled. "Good Day, Master. Please buy me. I will please you like no other girl can."

A trainer took me to the pillory and locked me in place. A crowd gathered and a trainer's hand caressed my ass...

He made me come three times before he was done showing the men how to properly control a woman.  He took me out of the pillory and fastened my hands to the back of my collar. He left me there, fastened to my pillar and I knelt so I could watch the sales. The stage was only fifty feet away so I had a good view. They had put several rows of chairs in front of the stage and they were mostly filled with male potential buyers. I didn't see any women except a few slaves kneeling beside their masters.  The dancer finished  and a figure walked out on stage. A slave girl with her hands free. It was Iris. She walked briskly out to the center, just beside the hanging chain.

She said, "Welcome gentlemen. We have some spectacular beauties for you today. All have been trained to perfection and are eager to grace your kennels. Our first item tonight is a lovely blonde from England. Rose came to us by request of her parents. Like many of our girls, we snatched her from the long arm of the law just in time and she was grateful for our  help. Imagine her surprise when she found herself collared, branded and nose ringed. She was very unhappy with us at first, but she is now happy and tired of our school. She desires a master.

Rose is twenty one years old, in good health and anxious to please. She realizes she is submissive and wants a man to take her in hand. She weighs one hundred and nineteen pounds, is five foot four inches tall and has delightful measurements of 34 - 25 - 32. Her fine figure is nicely padded and will give you a smooth ride as long as you can keep it up."  A trainer led Rose out on the stage, clipped the hanging chain onto her collar, removed her leash, and left the stage.

Rose was covered, head to toe in a white hooded robe. Only her face and collar were visible. She stood tall and still as Iris described her training, and her abilities. Iris reiterated her perfect figure and stepped over to Rose. Iris used her hands to pull the robe tight around Rose's breasts, slid down to titillate the crowd with her slim waist and finally her womanly love cradle. Iris told them how Rose loved a strong man spreading her legs and pounding into her sturdy vulva.

She asked, rhetorically, "Would you like to see for yourself?"

The crowd roared its desire.

Iris pulled open the front of Rose's robe, flashing her breasts and slowly spreading the robe open for the crowd. The tumult rose again as she slowly opened the robe. When she finally threw the robe on the floor and stepped back, the crowd fell silent. I couldn't take my eyes away from Rose. Despite all the naked slaves I have seen since my enslavement, Rose was breathtaking. She glowed in the bright lights. She was Venus in chains, a glorious spectacle of eroticism.+ I don't know how the men in the audience stayed off the stage. I was enthralled by her.

Iris said, "We train our product to be instantly responsive and very affectionate." She rubbed her hands over Rose's breasts and Rose squirmed. She squeezed Rose's nipples and tugged on her nipple rings. Rose's belly rippled and she thrust her pelvis forward. Rose whimpered and her amplified need flooded the hall. Iris dropped her hand to Rose's labia and stroked her fingers down Rose's slit. Rose wriggled and her whimper turned to moans. Iris held up her other hand and showed the audience the clicker she had been concealing there. She slowly squeezed its tang until the loud click reverberated through the hall and Rose's psyche. Rose orgasmed with a scream of pleasure. Her body bent as far as the chain allowed and she stamped her feet, rotating her body so her back briefly faced the audience. I could see her arms folded close together on her back, her wrists locked to her collar, just like mine.

Iris turned her around to face the audience again and lifted her nose ring so she looked out over them. She asked in a low voice, "Who wants to own this beauty?"

A clamor of voices made a bedlam of offers.

"Iris waited for the din to die down, then said, "Who will offer two hundred thousand for Rose?"

Instantly she pointed to someone in the audience, "Two hundred thousand from Mr. Przygocki. Two hundred fifty?"

The bidding slowed at five hundred thousand and Rose was sold for five hundred fifty thousand US dollars. The trainer took her off the stage and to the cashier's table where the lucky winner paid and collected Rose. I watched as he was given her key and he kissed her. She was smiling broadly as she was led away.

The next girl was on the stage and the trainer was walking away as I looked back. I looked at her and recognized her face. It was Gloria.

Iris walked around Gloria, and said, "This is Gloria She is twenty three years old. She has the most spectacular eyes, bright green with flecks of gold shimmering in the light. She measures 37 - 23 - 26. Her breasts are lush an firm. A good handful for her master. This is Gloria's first sale. She was sentenced to slavery for abusing a slave girl while she was free. She is fully trained and very responsive. She is a former dancer and agile indeed in bed. She plays the violin and enjoys belly dancing. She will be a delight for her master in many ways."

Iris pulled the robe from Gloria saying, "Behold." The audience roared its approval followed by much applause and catcalls.

Iris put Gloria through the slave poses, turning her different directions so everyone saw how graceful and poised she was. She opened the bidding at three hundred thousand and Ralph was the first one to bid. My ex-husband wanted her back.

The bidding was lively and got to five hundred thousand before it slowed.  Iris  picked up a short whip and turned Gloria away from the audience and said, "Did I mention that Gloria is one of the most responsive girls I have ever seen?" She raised the whip and sliced it across Gloria's ass. Gloria's cry of pain morphed into a moan of pleasure and Iris turned her to face the audience.

I could see her upturned face clearly. Her eyes were open, staring blankly over the heads of the men. She had a dreamy smile on her face and her skin was flushed. Iris rubbed her labia lips with the handle of the whip and Gloria moaned loudly.

She shoved the whip handle into her slit and Gloria orgasmed beautifully. She bent over, screamed in pleasure and her love juices gushed onto the stage. I thought she was going to faint, but she straightened up and smiled, beatifically. She murmured something, probably her thanks. The audience applauded and started shouting bids. Gloria went for nine hundred and fifty thousand dollars to a tall, blond man that spoke with a slight accent. Thank God it wasn't Ralph!

The rest of the sales followed the same pattern. It was a winning plan. Ralph didn't sell me. I wondered if I would ever see my sister again.

When the sale was over, Ralph found me, released me from my station, and put a leash on my nose ring. He led me outside immediately. It wasn't far to his house. We were too full of our own thoughts to say much on the walk home. Once, I was part owner of the house. Now Ralph owned both the house and me, free and clear. I was now property. I thought I would be a better slave to him than I was a wife.

***                                                                                    After the last girl was gone, Master came on stage and took me in his arms. We held each other and kissed. He said, "You were perfect, Iris. You're the best auctioneer we ever had. Your handling of the girls was perfection. I don't think anyone could have done it better."

"Thank you, Master. It felt good. I was in control and seemed to always know what to say to keep the men interested.  I wonder if it work better if the audience didn't know I was a slave?  Maybe they would be more excited if they thought I was a free woman selling my sisters into slavery?"

He was quiet for a long moment then Master said, "No. I'm sure they were more excited by a slave  exciting another slave and displaying her erotically. All of the bidders already own slaves and they know they can order their slaves to do anything.  You were obviously excited  by arousing your sisters in bo0ndage. They saw your dominant side come emerge and take over. Just seeing that gives them hope that they can expose and subjugate the dominant side of their slaves. There is no greater pleasure for both a master and a true slave."

Gunter came up leading a very happy Gloria. Her hands were locked in position and she was grinning like the cat who caught the mouse.  When he stopped in front of Master, she snuggled up behind Gunter and rubbed herself against him sensuously. He put his arm around her and whispered, "Later, liebling."

He then looked at me and said, "You were wonderful, Iris. Have you been on stage before?"

"No, Master."

H looked at Master and said, "She's a natural. You should have her do all your speaking engagements."

I had a sudden image of me, naked and chained in front of an auditorium full of people , talking to them about the joys of slavery.  I shuddered and looked imploringly at Master.

Master, watched me and said, "Interesting idea, Gunter. I'll think about it. For now, let's go home. Turn around and lift your arms, Iris."

I obeyed, he locked my hands in place and put the leash on my nose ring. The two men led me and Gloria outside and turned toward home. The men let us walk beside them, hips touching, as they talked.

I was feeling pleased with myself after the auction. Master was pleased with me and that should have been enough for any slave girl. But I couldn't help being proud of my performance. I remembered the thrill of being on stage in front of an audience, making the product perform erotically.  I knew I had gotten as much of a thrill out of their subjugation as any man there. Master's analysis was intriguing. He said there was no greater pleasure for me and him than bringing out my dominant side so he could subjugate it. A double whammy. Did I really have a dominant side? I certainly knew the joy of submission. Could it be better, more intense if he subjugated my dominant side?  First, I'd have to show it to him, if I could find it outside of the auction.

Suddenly it was clear. I knew what to do. I had dominated my gang. Then I was taught to be a slave and my submissive side was forced to rule my mind. But my dominant personality was still here, just inactive. I was first girl. I could easily let my dominant side take over at home, at least with the girls. I could gradually be more assertive with Master and come on to him like the responsive, hot girl I had been trained to be. That was what he told me. He wanted me to initiate intimacy, not just wait for orders. It was a fine line to be sure, but females knew that dance already. I would have to be dominant with the girls, submissive with other men and make Master want to conquer me all over again whenever he saw me. I would certainly pick up more stripes on my ass, but that was always worth it. I would be the hottest girl he's ever seen. I would be a "mink with her tail on fire." And oh, so obedient. I waited for a lull in the men's conversation. When it came. I whispered in Master's ear, "Master, may I speak?"

He turned his head a little and replied, "OK."

"Master," be careful what you wish for.  "I need to be spanked and fucked," I whispered. "I'm a very bad girl."

"You've earned it, Iris. Just as soon as we get home."

I raised my voice to a normal level. "Master, I need it now, Please Master."

"When we get home, Iris."

I whined, "Master, I can't wait. I'm dying here. Please spank me and fuck me now."

He looked at Gunter and said, "Go on home, Gunter. My slave needs disciplining.

Gunter replied, "Be strict, Thomas. She's testing you."

Master looked at me and smiled, I know."

THE END
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