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Chapter  1  :   Burning Man

8/28/2016

Julie gave us our simple instructions. Start walking with our left foot, walk with the girl in front of us. seek the rhythm of the coffle. "Ready, walk."

Julie was our Sergeant. She watched us and corrected problems with calm words and sometimes a flick of her crop. We practiced our walk on the roof of The Coffle.

There were only four girls who were true slaves. A professional slaver kidnapped them in Morocco and trained them.  Those four and a bunch of girls who didn't make it out walked in a coffle across the desert for weeks. Bill led the team that rescued the four of them and brought them to LA. The girls did not want to be free. They enjoyed life as slaves and submitted to their rescuers. The men, with some help from the CIA and Matt Steele started The Coffle, a bondage club in LA.

When we stop for a break I look at the women I'm link with. Our linkage is more than steel. We share a dream of what a good life looks like. Funny, in movies and TV the slave girls are young and beautiful and feisty. On this roof the slaves are only beautiful. We are as young as twenty one and as old as fifty five. We are all in great shape because our masters want us agile in bed and to their eyes. Only one of us is slave to a woman, so that's rarer than the books would have us believe. Ann tells me our coffle has a mother and her daughter on it. Its driving me crazy trying to figure out who they are. When I asked Ann, she just warned me that curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl.

The rest of us were 'apprentice' slaves. We were submissives who enjoyed bondage sex. Most of us had men we were learning to treat as our masters. Amber, Valerie, Nylla, and Julie were the originals. I'm Mallory and my sister, Samantha are now true slaves too. Our Master is Matt Steele, the billionaire who's financing this campaign. Its a crusade. The true slaves and us slave wannabes tire of hiding our true personalities. We want to be able to experience the joys of submission in public. Just like the LGBTQ folks. We want to make it LGBTQS. So Amber came up with the idea of taking a coffle into the public eye. First at events where its not so unusual. Burning Man and The Folsom Street Parade are well known one's in California.

I came to understand some of what Amber had said about being in coffle. There was a sisterhood in the coffle. All the girls had to work to maintain the rhythm, not so much for themselves. If any one girl got out of step, her neighbors would suffer uncomfortable jerks on their necks. We had to cooperate or suffer. So each of us worked to help sisters in slavery. I imagine it was what soldiers in battle feel. Its good to know your sisters have your back.

We walked around that roof for four hours. We got to stop and rest every hour and we got water. Every two hours we got a pee break. Someone had lined up potted plants near one edge of the roof. Julie stopped us beside them and pointed. "There's your toilet. Squat over one and pee. Now." She flexed her crop, challenging us to defy her. We all peed. Even that simple body function aroused me. Letting her will command mine, was so erotic.

Bill arranged his girls into three coffles of about twenty girls each. There were a few left over to fill in when there were absences. All the coffles practiced on the roof twice a week for four hours. In two weeks, we were a drill team. Late in August the twenty of us in my coffle boarded Master's plane and flew to Nevada.

Burning Man was a well organized madhouse. We landed at their airport and when we stopped Julie lined us up in the aisle and locked us in our coffle. We wouldn't get off the coffle until we were on the plane to go home in a week. Julie joined the coffle too, in last place. We were impressive, even by Burning Man's 'that's cool man' environment. Every man and woman around stopped to watch as twenty naked women in coffle stepped down from the plane. Bill, Sam, John, and Matt had accompanied us on the plane. Another six of Bill's security men were waiting when we arrived.

We had prepared for months. We discussed every detail and possibility. Master had spent gobs on preparation. Secrecy was important. Everyone hired had to sign nondisclosure agreements with huge penalty clauses. Our masters had selected ten girls to speak for our effort. Makeup artists, Joann, professional photographers had made portfolios. Pictures of us in bondage at home and working at the club. We had gone on excursions in the mountains and deserts in coffle. Shots of us eating from our bowls and urinating in the garden. A marketing company designed a national campaign, like we were seeking election. Our bios prepared by talented writers. We prepared for public discussions and questions in focus groups.

There was a lot of discussion about how we should proceed. It was Nylla's idea that we agreed upon. The LGBTQ folks were succeeding in reducing discrimination against their members. We were going to make the acronym longer, LGBTQSS. Master agreed to fund our efforts. After all, for a dominant like him, making submissives acceptable was to his benefit. At least it yanked the teeth of any blackmail effort if he had already announced he owned two. So we piggybacked on their organization and events. We were going to have a coffle at all the places the LGBTQ went in California at least. We'd have to see how it went.

I stood in coffle in the plane waiting my turn to step into the bright sunlight. Those who wanted anonymity wore black domino masks. I didn't. I was outing myself. Everyone who knew me, friend, enemy, acquaintance, and coworker would now know I was a slave, by my own hand. I had traded freedom and dignity for the joys of submission and bountiful sex. We started moving forward and I realized that I had accepted submission forever. This wasn't like going to a club, or a scene. This was my life. I had no more decisions to make. I was free to feel.

We all had our little signs clipped onto our collars and we started walking. Our mission here was to be visible, get our images on the news, and to talk to everybody. We arrived about 1 pm and we walked all over the encampment until it got dark. We walked to our quarters, a large tent with The Coffle logo on all sides. Our guards locked the ends of the coffle to large concrete blocks in the tent. Two sides of the tent were up to display us better and encourage visitors. We could use our hands to eat, a rare privilege for many of us. I sat cross legged on the sand and chatted with Amber and Samantha, playing with my ankle chain with my free hand. Amber was telling us of her walks across Africa.

We had scores of visitors who wanted to look at us, get their pictures taken with us, and talk. The guards shooed them away and closed the tent about two in the morning. We would walk around the encampment starting at ten the next morning. Three women inspired by our boldness and claiming to enjoy bondage joined us. We stayed for the entire event, walking around the camp several times a day. Strangers propositioned us innumerable times.  Most of us already had masters we were happy with. Gratuitous sex was always welcome though.   Several girls who had their master's permission partook at night.

Master came over when they left. He took Samantha and I off the coffle and to his RV.. It was huge. One of the biggest I had seen. Inside he let us shower. When we finished he had us cuddle with him on a sofa.

"Mal, Sam, You  don't know this yet, and even if you do, act surprised, please. Bill and I followed up on Amber's suggestion that we get videos of the coffle on Facebook. We have several people following you around and doing interviews as well as filming your walk. The response has been tremendous. Its gone viral.  Over twenty million viewers in the US alone watched your videos. Bill is getting interview requests from all the broadcast and cable talk shows. A dozen shows want you to come on the air, if they can find some way to get you past the FCC. You are now celebrities."

"Master, that's fantastic, I said, "I was sure we would get noticed and the sweet smell of success is great. To quote a TV show, 'I love it when a plan comes together.'"

Sam said, "Master, do you think we have a chance of shifting social values.  At least enough so Mal and I aren't considered kinky?"

"Sam, you're not close to that yet. Society is hard to move. But this is a good start. Good publicity, getting noticed, is the first step. Now we keep up the publicity and try to get some segments to approve.

I heard the airplane land in the early hours. The plan was to change half the girls every day so none were here more than two days. Master took Sam and I back to the airplane that had brought ten girls in. Ten were going back to LA.  The guards put the replacement girls got in place then fed and walked the coffle. Their coffle walk was  to start at 10 so they had several hours to wait.


Chapter  2  :  Problem or Cure

8/29/2016

I watched the video several times.  Those women are crazy as well as dangerous.  I watched them strut their naked bodies before the camera.  In public and chained.   They were fine looking young women.  They talked to reporters and said they wanted this.  The spouted nonsense.  but they were beautiful.  This may be an opportunity as well as a threat.  I just had to figure out how I could use it.  

Was it just these women or were there more?  They stepped off an airplane. They must have a backer, or a pimp who is successful.  The airplane is the key.

"Miguel, have you seen the videos of those chained women in Nevada."

"So, madam, they want to be slaves?"  

"I want you to find out.  Talk to your contacts in LA and see what they can learn.  There is an airplane that delivered them.  Find out who owns it.  Tell them to be discrete. Ask Maria to join me please?"

"At once, madam." He hurried out.

Maria came in and asked, "Morning Lynn, What's up?  I was just leaving."

"Maria, my sweet, do you still have a valid California P.I. license?

"Of course.  It was your idea I get one in all the important states.   Have you forgotten? What's up?"

"Have you seen the videos on the internet showing the coffle of girls at Burning Man?"

"Of course. They're on everywhere.  Stupid cunts."

"Don't judge yet, Maria.  There may be an opportunity here as well as a problem."

"Do you think so?  Just twenty young women looking for fame?"

"Perhaps.  They talk like they think every woman would follow them if they had the chance.  Do you understand them?"

"Maybe a little.  They are all pretty.  Every pretty girl is a little exhibitionist.  We want men to notice us so we wear sexy clothes, and makeup, and use out hair to make us stand out.  These women did all that and more.  Men also want women that look up to them and are obedient.  Every man wants to think he's in control.  Few have as much control as they imagine, but still they want it.  These women are flaunting their controllability.  I bet there are a hundred men willing to marry each one of them now."

"So, you do understand them more than I do.  Go to LA, find out what you can about them.  Join them.  Find out what they want and how they think to profit."

"Lynn, I don't want to walk around the desert in chains.  I am better than that."

"Maria, I don't believe there are just these twenty girls. The club called The Coffle in LA is their sponsor. They are the photogenic ones. The spokes persons. What of the rest? Are there more? Where? Think like these girls say they do. Insinuate yourself. It is just until you find out what color this opportunity takes. They say it is voluntary and if you are not back in six months I will come and take you back.  On my Mother's grave.  I will rescue you if there is any treachery.  Now go get your travel ready.  Go to the club called The Coffle and get a job.  You won't be alone. Miguel will give you contact information for his friends in LA."

I called an emergency Board meeting and told them to go to the office ASAP.  I did my best to convey my sense of doom and urgency.  They said they'd come.  I finished dressing and left .

The  electronics covering a wall sullied the  polished mahogany of the boardroom.  They brought the tawdry lusts and desires of the world inside.  Into a place where earnest people decided important matters. Three of the screens showed repeating images of scenes from a desert in Nevada.   Lynn Owens was more scared than she could remember.  She had been the chairwoman of the American Organization of Women for five years.  Years of  continuous success.  Now twenty women in Nevada were on the brink of negating all the success. 

Five women sat at the table. I sat at the head of the table. Miranda, the vice chair, sat on my right. Emma, head of public relations , beside Miranda. Sally Alderson, the corporate secretary sat on my left. Vivianne Olsen, VP of membership sat beside Sally. My secretary was serving coffee and tea. We exchanged meaningless greetings. The meeting wouldn't begin until we were alone. I mused on how fragile our gains were. How easy it was to make us irrelevant.

Women balance atop the narrow pole of equality.  Raised by the indomitable will and lofty dreams of my predecessors. The forces of shared benefit and fairness are all that hold it up. This organization and countless others around the world fight to raise and strengthen it. Always, the forces of animal lust and male domination threaten to topple it.  And these women have just undermined women's equality.  They like their chains.  Oh My God.

Terror strikes when you are not ready.  That's why its terror.  If you were ready it would not have the ability to strike you dumb or freeze or run.   Terror that announces itself loses too much bite.  Terror has fangs and waits until you are daydreaming or enjoying a welcome rest.  This time I was watching the evening news.  The words of the talking head slipped by me like a Nolan Ryan fast ball whiffed past most players.  It was the visual that snapped me to attention and caused my world to come crashing down around me.  I was in terror.  My ability to speak or move left me.  I was face to face with the angry bear, my leg abraded by the sandpaper skin of the sea monster looking for a snack.

The threat was not personal, it was to the accomplishments of my life, and all those that went before me.  I saw history rewinding itself, yanking me backwards hundreds of years.  It was only a video, but it held such portent.  Only a line of women, in Nevada, walking single file, through a crowd.  Twenty women, naked and chained neck to neck.  Such a thing could not happen.  It was vile and demeaned not only those partaking, but all women.  We were no longer property of men.  We were free and we would stay free.  We must.  We must.

I had to spur my complacent comrades into action.  I had been the chairwoman of this organization for five years and I had never seen a greater threat emerge.  And it came from the blue like a thunderbolt.  Two days ago we celebrated our thirty first year.  We had a good chance to elect the first female President of the United States.  Now these foolish women threatened to destroy all the gains women had made in the last hundred years.

They were all seated. It was time to begin. "Ladies, you've seen the news about these women at Burning Man?"

All four women nodded.

"Then you agree when I say we have a serious crisis brewing?"

"No, sorry," said the Treasurer,  "I see twenty young women seeking notoriety.  At an event known for bad behavior.  The public will forget them by tomorrow,"

"I'm afraid not. Its only been two days since they arrived.  They brought photographers and several people to post videos on every social media.  One media didn't allow their nipples, so they either covered them or only showed their backs.  Every other media source has pictures and videos.  Twenty million people watched those videos on the first day.  They have gone viral since then and over a billion viewers have watched them, as of an hour ago."

"My God.  Over a billion?"

"Yes, and more every second.  They have hired a top PR firm to represent them.  They have already sent press releases to the media.   And announced they will be available for live interviews.  We need to stop them or all our work over the past fifty years will go up in smoke."

Emma, the PR strategist, says, "All right.  I think you're right.  This is a threat to women everywhere.  What do you want to do?"

"We don't know anything about these people.  We need to learn everything we can.  I want to hire some detectives to investigate them in depth.  I want authorization to spend $500 thousand and see what we can learn."

Miranda, the vice chair, asked, "that's quite a lot for a PI, isn't it?"

The chairwoman replied, "Miranda, I spent $100 thousand to investigate my last husband.  Good PIs aren't cheap, but they do get results.  Any more questions of comments?"

No one spoke.

"Can I have a motion?"

Miranda made the motion and it passed.  I knew of a good firm with a branch in L.A.

I made the call and they took the job.  I sent their retainer and they said they'd get back in a day or so.  I felt better than I had in two days.  People like this couldn't stand the light of day.  I was doing something at last.  

I got a drink and looked at the computer videos of the pretty young women walking across the dirt in Nevada. Naked, chained together by the neck. They gave interviews and said they were happy to be there.  Some wore masks and  didn't want their identities known. It would jeopardize their positions and jobs. Yes, they had owners and had their permission to be here. No, this didn't make them less of a woman, only more honest. I felt the icy ball form again in the pit of my being.   Didn't they understand what they were doing to women everywhere? 

I needed to make one more call.  I got a burner phone from  a drawer.  I had four more I'd bought with cash from five different stores more than six months ago. I dialed a number from memory.  I had to be careful with this contact.

A woman answered, "Yes."

"Mother Superior, please."  Another memorized firewall.  No names.

The voice said, "wait."

A different woman's voice, softer, more sibilant, "Yes?"

"Mother, this is YWF six.  I have a problem."

"Yes, dear," she said, "Some of your flock ran astray?"

"I think they followed the wrong shepherd."

"Do you know the shepherd?"

"No.  I have someone working on learning that.  I may need some of your special medicine in the future."

"Dear, I'm always ready to help when I'm needed.  Keep in touch."

"Of, course.  Thank you."  I hung up.  I went to the garage and removed the battery from the phone.  I used a hammer and smashed the phone until there were no pieces bigger than a dime left.  I dumped the mess in a plastic bag.  It would go into  a river tomorrow. Mother had taught me precautions.

He saw her pain and knew she would be inconsolable for weeks at least. One did not lose a loved one without consequences. Time would help her but not today. "Ms. Nolan, I'll give you a prescription for a sedative to help you sleep. Do you have anyone you can stay with? Being alone now is not a good idea."

" I have a cousin who I can stay with for a little while. She lives close to me."

"That's good. The best treatment for you now is exercise. Its just as effective for treating depression as medication. Exercise boosts serotonin and endorphin production.  It also triggers the growth of new brain cells and connections, just like antidepressants. Go to a gym, or for long walks or runs. You will feel better immediately."

"OK, I'll try it today."

"Good. Come to see me in a month and we'll see how you are doing." I left and went to my office to write the prescription.

She was gone when I came out. My next patient wasn't due for ten minutes so I went to the lobby to check things out. I saw Mindy, my nurse, standing behind Elizabeth, the receptionist. They were staring in fascination at a computer screen, making exclamations and startled comments. "My gosh. Look at that. In public? Why are they doing this? They're beautiful. Look at her hair.

I was curious and walked behind the counter to see what they were watching. It was a video of a line of women walking off an airplane. They looked like they were.. wait.. they're naked. I focused  on the women. Chains linked their neck. I'd read about this in histories of the slave trade. On a video. The caption at the bottom said, 'Burning Man , Nevada. Police say its legal and its voluntary.'

"Are they protesting something, " I asked

Mindy said, "No.  The announcer said they claimed to be actual slaves. Their masters had brought them to Burning Man."

"OK. Don't let the patients see this. They have enough problems already."

Neither of them said anything. I went to my office. I immediately turned to the computer to see more of these strange events. I wonder if those girls are happy? They looked like it. My interest was prurient. Pornography at its finest. These women were beautiful and helpless and articulate. My interest changed as I watched them. No longer just prurient, they piqued my professional interest.

If they weren't spouting a PR line, they were happy. I watched the muscles in their faces for signs of deception and saw none. I had taken a class and was more able than most to detect lies. But this technique wasn't reliable without being able to ask follow up emotional questions. They gave entrancing interviews. Their grammar was excellent and they stated their positions with conviction. Yes, they were slaves. No, they weren't coerced in any way. They loved their masters. Several are well educated and  hold executive positions. All had jobs. They loved exposing their own, real personality in public. They also denied it was kinky.

Had these women had found something that would be useful to treat depression?  I had to talk to them.  A BDSM club in LA. sponsored them.  Not far away. I called and spoke to a man named Bill who listened to my logic and request. He agreed and asked me to come to the club tomorrow night.

...

"Julie, please ask Jason and Margie to come in please?"

"Right away, Senator."

I loved it when we were in recess.  I hated D.C.'s weather.  Either too hot and humid or so cold the breath froze on your face.  I may not run next year just so I can stay in California.  I know a dozen firms who'd pay me well to put my name on their board.

There was a knock on my door. "Come."

Julie opened the door and stood aside for Jason and Margie to enter.  Then she closed the door.  I waved the pair to the chairs facing my desk..

"Jason, I need to find out everything available on a club called The Coffle  here in LA.  I think its new. See who owns it and their finances.  How many employees and what ever the official records contain.  See what you can find out by noon the day after tomorrow. Hurry."

He said, "OK, senator," and left the room.

"Margie,  Lynn Owens of AOW is coming to see me day after tomorrow.  Find her an hour for us to meet in the afternoon.  I want you to join us and take notes.  Then get me the list of contributions and contributors that AOW got me."

"OK, by tomorrow noon too," she asked.

"Sooner is better."

"OK, senator.  In an hour." She left.

I turned to my computer and restarted the video Lynn had sent me.  Twenty young women strutted across my screen.  Interesting. 

I called Julie on the intercom, "Julie, call my therapist's office.  Get me an appointment soonest, please,"

"Yes, Senator."

I wanted Katy to see this video too.  I considered emailing her, but thought better of it.  Too easy to trace.  I'll just take her the link.

The intercom buzzed. "Yes?"

"Senator, Dr. Gebhardt can see you now or at 4."

"Good.  Tell her I'll be right over.  Ask Jim to bring the car around front."

OK, Senator."

"Katy, thanks for seeing me so soon."

"Nonsense, my door is always open to you, Senator.  Do you have a problem?"

"I'm not sure.  I need your advice.  I have a video I want you to watch.  Here's the link."  I passed her the slip of paper.  I watched her call up the link and watched the video over her shoulder for the tenth time.  I felt a thrill of arousal as the girls stepped down from the airplane.  When it was over, she turned to me.

"Well, Elizabeth, did this video excite you?"

"Katy, you know it did.  I wanted to be with them.  They were so hot."

"All right, Elizabeth.  I understand your needs.  Why might this be a problem?"

"Some of my strongest supporters are the women's organizations.  At least one of them is unhappy about these women.  They are afraid their efforts for women's rights will suffer due to these women.  The chair of a national organization its coming to talk to me about this day after tomorrow. "

"I see.  You worry that you will have to do something or lose  supporters?"

"Yes, but I'm not sure what I can do.  The best thing is for me to be able to reassure these folks that this is not a problem.  I was hoping I could persuade you to talk to these women.  Perhaps this was just a publicity stunt for this new club that sponsored them.  Or if not, maybe you can discover their motivation."

"Of course.  I will try and get in to see them.  The Coffle, correct?" 

"Yes.  I have my staff looking into it, to see who owns it and so on."

"All right.  I'll call them after our session. I have two hours until my next patient.  Go in the treatment room and get ready.  I'll be in in a minute."

The two women smiled at each other and Elizabeth went through a door..  The doctor went back to her computer and started a new program.  The screen changed into a four part screen.  Each quadrant show different views of the Senator getting undressed.

Senator Maxwell put her expensive suit on a hanger and put it in a closet.  Her underwear went into a drawer.  Now naked, she closed that drawer and opened the one below it.  After looking in it for a moment she took out five short black leather straps. They had shiny buckles and rings.  She buckled one on each ankle and wrist.  They were snug when the buckles closed.  She used small brass padlocks to fasten them in place.  The collar was last.  She watched herself in the full length mirror as she pulled it tight around her neck.  When it was tight she picked up its lock and held it in front of her face for a long moment.  She kissed it and snapped it in place.  She took a larger padlock from the drawer and carried it to the side of the bed.  Reaching under the bed, she pulled out a sturdy chain.  She found the end and locked it to her collar's prominent 'D' ring.  Then she knelt beside the bed and waited for her mistress.

Now came the anticipation.  She knew she would share female joys with her mistress.  She also knew she would be sore somewhere when she left.  She was always surprised by her mistress' ingenuity and always filled with joy when she left.  How strange her life.   

I found The Coffle's website and called the contact number.  After talking to a secretary and an assistant, I was able to talk to a Mr. Stafford. "Sir, I'm a psychologist in LA and I saw the girls you sponsored at Burning Man."

"You mean the coffle of twenty young women?"

"Yes.  I would like to talk to some of those women.  I'm a psychologist and I use behavioral therapy to treat emotional disorders in women. The women said some things that might show new methods of treatment I could use.   Would it be possible for me to talk to some of them?"

Dr. Gebhardt, you are in luck.  A psychiatrist made the same request yesterday and we agreed it would be of benefit.   He wants to do two women per day for up to two hours.  If you want to take part, you are welcome.  He has already started on the first girl. If you want, come here at two o'clock tomorrow and expect to spend four hours.  Are you familiar with The Coffle?"

"No. I just heard about it." Why?  I've been in 'scene' clubs before.  Its almost required of a psychologist in LA.

"Well, you may change your mind.  It is a BDSM club for members and we cater to dominant men.  Our rules on women are strict and unusual.  You would be an unaccompanied woman.  All such women in the club wear no clothing.  You will have a mask to protect your identity.  You will wear a steel collar and handcuffs.  Any man may fondle your body.  We keep our female guests safe, but available.  Think about it and be here by one forty five tomorrow.  Tell the receptionist your name and a guard will take you to the interview.  Since your hands won't be able to write, you will get a recording of the interview.  Do you have any questions?"

Questions?  Questions?  I'm full of questions.  You want me  naked and helpless in a fucking men's club? Shit.  I promised Elizabeth.   "No.  I'll have to think about this, but I may be there."

"All right. Goodbye."

It was almost time for my next appointment.  I knew I had to go.  I'd make sure my receptionist knew where I was and she'd call the police if I didn't call her off in time.  Was there anything else I could do? Who knows, it might be fun?


Chapter  3  :   Interviews

8/29/2016

The club was big. It looked like a factory from the outside. Industrial solidity with a garish sign on the roof. The lobby had two beautiful, naked hostesses and two large, serious security men. I saw two security cameras. I gave my name and a guard escorted me to an office. It was a large office and far from Spartan. A lovely naked young woman with a  large nose ring and a steel slave collar greeted me at the door.  She surprised me with a warm kiss.  She clinked when she walked. A glance showed a short chain between her ankles.  This was one I should like to interview.

She said, "Greetings Dr. Burrows. I'm Amber, welcome to The Coffle. Please sit down and my master will be here shortly. An unexpected problem required his help. Would you like some refreshment?"

I had trouble finding my voice. Finally, I croaked out, "N..no thanks."

She knelt beside a large desk in a most spectacular way. She spread her knees far apart.    Her vagina was not only exposed to view, but her nether lips were parted. She thrust her breasts out and held her neck erect. She was every man's wet dream. I stared at her. I felt myself blush, but I couldn't look away. To cover my embarrassment, I said, "Ms. Amber, If you don't mind, were you at the thing at Burning Man?"

"Please just call me Amber and give me orders. I'm a slave so I don't rate any honorifics and my duty is to obey orders. Yes, I was in the coffle at Burning Man, but my master brought me back here after the first day."

Strange. She spoke with authority and used it to tell me I needn't be polite. OK. "Amber, are you happy as a slave?"

"Yes, Doctor, I'm happy. Quite happy and content."

"OK. Were you happy before.?"

"No, Doctor, I worked hard and was not so happy with my life."

"Why not?"

She looked thoughtful before replying, "Doctor, I had moments of happiness.   But what I recall was filling my life with work.   Also preparation for work, shopping, starving myself, and the dislike of other women. I had good looks and worked as a model. I had no friends and no lover."

"So, how is your life better now?"

"Look at me. I don't work, I obey. I don't shop, my chains are durable. I have love and friends more than I can count."

"Don't you miss doing productive work. Having dignity and pride?"

"Not in the least. I'm honest now. When I was a model I strutted in front of the camera. I  showed  expensive clothes,  promising women, 'Look at these clothes. You can look like me if you wear them.' No customer who could afford those clothes would look like a half starved model. Pride and dignity don't give me anything I want or need. I gave up making decisions or having choices. I leave those to my master. He makes better ones than I ever did, anyway."

Two men entered the room. Both were big, well over six feet and looked  fit. The younger one said, "Dr. Burrows, we spoke on the phone. I'm Bill Stafford. Would you state the reason for your visit for my companion?"

The older man said, "I prefer to remain anonymous for now."

"All right. My name is Adam Burrows. I am a psychiatrist and I spend most of my time treating women for depression. Modern civilization is harder on women than men. I watched some of the interviews the women you sponsored in Burning Man gave. On the videos they seemed happy. If true and honest, there may be something in them I can use to treat my patients. To see if that's the case, I would like to interview those women. I need to see how much of their statements are an honest description of their true feelings."

Mr. Stafford asked, "Doctor, why do you think they would be less than truthful?"

"People exaggerate and don't tell the whole truth for many reasons. The only reliable way to see if someone is being honest is to ask follow up questions. I'm trained in this method and I can't be sure unless I can talk to them in person." I looked at Amber. To tell the truth I almost couldn't look away from her. She was erotic and sensual without moving one iota. I tried to smile  to show my statements weren't accusatory. Her smile remained fixed but the glint in her eye made me think she was laughing inside.

"OK, " Mr. Stafford said, " I can see that. How long would you need for an interview and how many girls would you like to talk with?

"Bear in mind that after I've talked to several, my estimates may change. But now I estimate two hours per girl, two girls per day, and I want to talk to all that went to Burning Man. Maybe others too, depending on what I learn."

Mr. Stafford looked at the other man who nodded. Mr. Stafford said, "OK. I'll arrange it, but there are conditions. First, you will not identify any girl. You will get a bio with names removed. Second, you must agree to publish your data and any conclusions within a year. Do you plan on taking four hours a day plus travel time to come over here?"

"Well, I will have to rearrange my practice, but its only for ten days, or so."

"True. But I want this to work. I can have someone deliver them to your office."

"I take it they don't travel on their own?:"

"Too right. These women have chosen to become the property of a man. Those men treasure these women beyond rubies. One of the conditions of ownership is that the women are helpless and dependent on their owners. All the owners are quite capable of defending their women, but someone must be there to do so. When a man leaves a woman here we give our word we will protect them. Clear?"

"Crystal. But for at least the first few days, I would like to interview them here. Its possible coming to the outside would influence their answers."

"OK, I'll leave the location up to you. Would you like to start now? Amber was at Burning Man, but only for one day. Do you want to interview her?"

"Why, yes. If it would be convenient?"

Bill said, "Amber, would you take Dr. Burrows and give him a brief tour of this floor?  Then go with him to conference room one and answer his questions.  Be as complete and honest as you can."

"Yes, Master."  She rose from the floor in a smooth flow that was impossible to describe.  She walked to me and took my hand.  "Come with me, please."  

As we walked toward the door, The older man said, "Dr. Burrows, pay close attention to what you observe in the club.  Nothing here is not what it seems."

The club was enormous.  I saw three stages in the main bar. The crowd was large and calm, with both men and women.  It was difficult to focus on anything but the women.   Not one of them wore any clothing.  Patrons and waitresses.  Amber held my hand like lovers on a stroll. People filled the room we detoured around people talking, drinking, and dancing.  I don't remember any of the men.  They were just...normal.  In suits and casual attire.  But the women.. my God. I had never imagined so many women would agree to appear in public naked and I swear, all were beautiful.   The waitresses were , well, dressed, like Amber.  The women customers wore shoes, a collar, a domino mask and nothing else.  Most female customers were leashed. A few had their hands cuffed behind them.  

Amber said those were women who came by themselves just to play bondage games and look for a partner. The ones with leashes came with a man.

I asked, "Amber, do you think all these women want to naked before men?"

"Why not.  Men like naked women, women want men to like them.  Here its safe and private.  There are dozens of security men and cameras to ensure everyone stays safe.  All the women wear masks. Every female you see here has signed  releases swearing they are here of their own free will.  They have to sign the releases in private and they're notarized."

"But there are so many?"

"Doctor, in your practice, how many women are submissive?"

"There are several, but I don't know how many."

"You should ask.  One survey found 69% of the women in Southern California are submissive.  There aren't many places in LA where they can be themselves.  If you find a patient who needs this, send them over.  Maybe my master will give you a finder's fee for those who become members."

That would be unethical, but no need to say that now. She took me into a room with a large conference table and chairs.  There were a couple of large cushions stacked in a corner.  Amber waved me to the table. I sat in the middle of one side and expected her to take a chair facing me.

Instead, she asked if I needed writing materials.  

"No, thanks. I have a notebook and I would like to record the interview."

"Its all right," she said. She pulled the chair facing me away from the table and put it against the wall.  She took a cushion from the stack and put it where the chair had been.  She knelt on it and said, "I'm ready, Doctor."

I could see her head and breasts.  A most enjoyable sight, but unusual. "Amber, why don't you use a chair?"

"I'm not allowed to use the furniture without orders.  None of us are."

"I don't understand"

"Doctor, all the unmasked women wearing a collar like mine are slaves.  Its voluntary, of course, but its real.  If I violate a rule, I deserve punishment.  If I sat in a chair, I would expect at least three blows with a cane on both my hands.  That would hurt a lot and my hands wouldn't be normal until tomorrow."

"Amber, I wouldn't report you."

"I know that, but I would.  It would be my duty.  And doing my duty is important to me."

"OK.  How long have you been a slave?"

The interview lasted two hours and it was a revelation to me.  All my patients come to me depressed. Usually they can't remember when they were happy for a long period after childhood.  Amber was happy.  She was a textbook definition of happy.  She has been happy ever since abduction by the slaver Alexander. Her life before that was like those of my patients.  Dreary work filled with the realities of life.  More endurance than living.

According to her, she had relinquished all responsibility.  Her duties now were to obey her master and try to please him.  She had learned to live in the moment and leave the future to her master.  I wonder if living sometimes in the moment would also bring some happiness?

"Thank you, Amber for your time.  Who do you think I should talk to next?"

"Valerie is my sister and Alexander took her along with me.  She was my manager, you see, and was with me in Morocco.  We've been close all our lives."

"Yes, of course.  Please tell Mr. Stafford I will return tomorrow afternoon.  I would like to interview Valerie and one other."

"Yes, Doctor.  I'll see you out.  Or do you have time to look at our other facilities?"

"I'm sorry, I have to go."

"I'm sorry. There is a lot to see." She handed me a map, took my hand and led me out.  We parted company in the lobby.   She kissed me.  I almost stayed. A kiss was a lot more friendly than a handshake.  She smelled like spring. To tell the truth, I didn't want to go, but I did have patients today.

I shifted my office hours around and went to The Coffle every afternoon.  I interviewed all the women who had been at Burning Man.  I also interviewed some waitresses and some customers who consented, if it was anonymous.

I needed to review all the data and correlate the experiences.  But I was already convinced.  I was sure there was a useful treatment here. Now I had to put it in a form that would convince other professionals. And I needed to write that paper I had promised Mr. Stafford.

8/30/2016

I arrived at 1:45.  as directed.  I parked and rode up to the first floor lobby.  I saw a couple of men in suits and two hostesses.  Both, young, pretty and naked.  I said, "I'm Dr. Gebhardt.  I'm here to see Mr. Stafford.  One hostess looked down at her stand then said, "Good afternoon Doctor," and she walked to me.  I  felt a little threatened as she invaded my personal space.  She put her arms around me and kissed me full on the mouth.  Startled, I opened my mouth and her tongue darted in.  She tasted good. I kissed her back and put my arms around her neck and kissed her back.  I took control of the kiss and explored her mouth.  

When I broke the kiss, she said, "Wow, you're a good kisser.  I'm Amber and I'm glad to meet you, Doctor."

"Thank you Amber, I'm Katy.  Why are your feet chained?"

"I'm a slave, Katy.  And its part of my uniform, such as it is, in The Coffle.  All the staff wear them. Come with me please."

She took my hand and led me through a door.  First was a table with several forms on it and another naked woman.

"Sign those, please Katy.  They are releases and say this is voluntary and you want to follow the rules.  Read them and sign them and June will notarize them and then we'll get you ready."

I read them.  They were just what Mr. Stafford told me on the phone yesterday.  With a sinking heart, I signed them and gave June my driver's license.  She stamped and signed the notary form and Amber took my hand again.  Her hand was warm and comforting as she led me off the cliff.

We went into a large coat room with two naked  attendants.  Amber told me to undress.  I was in a sort of daze.  I had prepared myself for this and there were only automatic actions left for me to do. They put my clothes on a hanger with a number 87 on it.  My bra and undies, stockings, etc went in a bag on the hanger.  They put high heels on me and strapped them tight. They put a black domino mask on me and a black steel collar on my neck and locked it.  It had the number 87 on it in white.  They put silver police cuffs on my wrists behind my back.  I heard the ratchets click as the cuffs tightened around my wrists.  When they were in snug contact they double locked them.  Amber took my arm and led me to a full length mirror.

My mind was in high gear.  I was now naked and helpless. I was as excited and exposed.  All my girl parts were open to view.    I had a feeling of anticipation and realized I was horny as hell.  Was it the bondage or the exposure?  Maybe both?   Any bad thing that was going to happen, was going to happen now.  I braced myself for the door to fly open and a  horde of sex crazed men to storm in.

Amber put a chain leash on my collar and said, "Now let's go to the interview."  she led me out a door and down a corridor.  It was kind of anticlimactic.  Good.  I think.

She took me into a conference room.  Big table, surrounded by chairs.  A stack of cushions in a corner.  There was a man seated in the middle of one side.  He stood up as we entered.  Amber introduced us, "Dr. Adam Burrows, this is Katy.  She is a psychologist.  Per our rules, we won't disclose her name to you.  She asked to interview the girls from the coffle.  Her reasons were like yours.  Mr. Stafford agreed to let her take part.  Since she is an unaccompanied female, she's attired as she is by our rules.   You may fondle, touch, and kiss her as you wish.  I will leave you alone for fifteen minutes to talk and play if you wish. Then I will bring Valerie in."

I felt a mild shock.  I had not realized I was to be his sex toy too.  I looked at him.  He was six feet tall, youngish, handsome.  I felt my belly flip flop.  I had gotten horny as hell as soon as I felt the cuffs on my wrists.  Now I was getting even more aroused!   I wondered again whether it was nudity or bondage that was making me feel like this? The sight of a good looking man contributed to my arousal.  I felt wanton and flirtatious.  Oh, well, time for talking later.  Now I wanted him aroused too.   Well, let's do this right.

I walked up and put my boobs on his chest. I kissed him.  He responded well and put his arms around me.   One supporting my head, one around my waist, and pulled me to him.  Our tongues danced around our mouths.  I let him decide when to break the kiss.  

"You don't dither do you?"

"No.  I'm a pretty straightforward gal.  When I see something I want, I go after it."

"Are you into bondage sex like our hostesses?"

"With the right guy."

"Only guys?"

"I believe in flexibility."

"Good."  He put one finger into the front ring of my collar and led me to the chair.  He sat down and pulled me into his lap.  "You know you're fair game in here?"

"I can see that.  Do you think I'm shameless?"

"Are you enjoying it?"

"More than I had thought I would."

What do you want to happen while we wait for Amber and Valerie?"

"I'm feeling like a bad girl, Doctor.  Can you help me?"

He flipped me on to my belly across his lap. "I think so."  His hand was hard and it warmed my ass until I was ready to come.  I gasped and moaned and squealed, "Please spank me sir.  Harder, Faster, Please, sir."  When he rubbed my pussy I came with a loud squeal.  He allowed me a minute to recover then said, "Katy, I regret our time is about up.  We may play again after the interviews are over, if you wish."  

He stood me up and I went over to a small mirror and looked in it. I was still masked, but it was obvious I had just orgasmed.  I had mussed my hair  and my cheeks glowed.  My pussy and thighs were wet.  There was nothing I could do about it.  I went back to Dr. Burrows.  "Its pretty clear what we were doing."

"Yeah.  Who cares.  I think that is common in here.  He got a tissue from a box on the table and wiped my pussy and thighs.  I felt better, but it still showed.

"Just sit in a chair to cover your groin.  Your swollen nipples are still obvious, though. They won't ask, though they may smirk.  Would you like to have dinner with me and continue our therapy session?"  He pulled out a chair next to him.

I sat in the chair and swiveled to face him.  "I'd like that.  Can we eat here or do we have to go elsewhere?"

"Here is good.  Of course I'll have to feed you.  You don't get your hands free until you leave."

"Will you feed me?"

"I will treasure the privilege beyond rubies, Doctor."

"It a date."

Amber brought Valerie in and explained they were sisters.   And had shared their slavery from the first.  Amber left and Valerie replaced a chair opposite us with a cushion.  She knelt on the cushion and answered our questions.

I let Adam take the lead and he impressed me with the depth of his questions.  I got the feeling he was looking more for motivation than beliefs. I just asked follow up questions.  I wanted to flush out our understanding of how her desires influenced her behavior. 

After we finished with Valerie, we took a half hour break.  We got some water from Amber then we talked.  I sat on Adam's lap and we talked about our practices and preferences.  I told him I was dominant most of the time but I enjoyed his dominance.  We talked about the influence of my bondage and lack of clothing as stimulants.  I admitted that I may be more submissive than I realized.  We both wanted to explore my limits.  He was only dominant.  Suited me just fine.  My hands were still cuffed so I just sat there, snuggling.  His hands roamed all over my body.  He seemed quite fond of my breasts.

Amber brought in a small girl named Nylla and we talked to her for almost our allotted two hours.  Her story was identical to Valerie's and, I gathered from Adam, Amber too.  Captured and trained by a professional slaver in or near Morocco.  Twenty or so girls had walked in coffle to an auction center. The men running The Coffle rescued them and brought them to LA.  The girls decided they like the life of a slave girl.  So the men opened the club and the girls lived the life of a slave in The Coffle.

My job was to determine whether the coffle at Burning Man was just a publicity stunt for the club. My patient and sub thought it might be the beginning of a new women's movement.  One antithetical to the established organizations.  After talking to two girls the one thing I was sure of was that it was not a publicity stunt.

We went to the main room and a hostess seated us.   I guess serving handcuffed women was a regular occurrence.  They had unique furniture for guests like me.  It looked like a normal chair for him and a secondary chair for me. My seat was raised a foot and rotated ninety degrees.  My legs crossed over his and the table slid around my waist, over my legs, and locked me in position.  It was easy for him to feed me and it made for an intimate conversation.  I was growing fond of my handcuffs.  I was helpless and quite available.  

He perused the menu.  The hostess didn't bother with one for me since I couldn't hold it.  He showed me the little handcuff symbol next to the items that they prepared for cuffed women.  

"Do you have any allergies to food?"

"No...I don't know what to call you.  Is 'Master' appropriate?"

"Maybe later.  Adam for now.  After dinner I would like to take you up to the play area and see what interesting games we can play.  Does that suit you?"

"Yes, it does, ...Adam.  This is quite sudden.  Do you find me too forward, too wanton?"

"Not at all.  I find your spontaneity refreshing.  A man knows where he stands with you.  Life is too short for games. Now tell me about you.  What do you do for fun?"

"I like to hike and travel."

"Me, too.  Those are good.  Anything else?"

"I like to go nude and entice strangers to buy me dinner."

"You have mastered that skill, Katy and I intend to see that this is the last time you will have that opportunity."

"Why Dr. Burrows, whatever do you mean?"

"I intend to keep you in chains by my side from now on."

My goal, too, Adam.  I would like that if the rest of the evening is as good as the beginning. "Why Doctor, you know that would be quite impractical."

The hostess returned and he ordered a spicy tofu stir fry for me and a bottle of a California Chardonnay. Then he said to the hostess, "Katy is missing some gear, would you bring us a set of leg irons?"

She smiled and replied, "Of course, sir," and clattered away.

She returned in moments with a small brown box and handed it to Adam.  He opened it and held it up for me to see.  Shiny steel leg irons and a pair of keys.  He lifted them out of the box and inspected them.  

"These will look good on you, Katy.   You'll have to be careful walking until you get used to them."

"I don't think I will get enough practice tonight to get used to them, Adam.  You'll have to help me so I don't trip and fall."

"Of course I will, my dear.  But you will wear these longer than just tonight.  Remember I said I was going to keep you in chains from now on?  This is the start of your new life."

I shivered with excitement.  I was horny as hell.  I straightened my left leg and raised it an inch.  "Then I should start practicing, shouldn't I?"

He opened one cuff and lay it over my ankle, above the joint and eased it shut.  I heard and felt the ratchet engage, one click at a time, until it was snug around my leg.  It was solid and implacable. I was so horny.  I lowered that leg and watched as he opened the other cuff.  He let the chain drop between my legs before he lay the other cuff on my ankle.  My tension climbed and I got more aroused as he closed the cuff around me.  When both were snug on my ankles he gathered the chain in his hand and lifted.  I felt the cuffs pull my legs up until he was supporting them.  He displayed the keys in his other hand.

"Katy, These irons are temporary.  On the day you become my slave, you will get permanent irons.  Understand?"

"Yes, Adam, I understand."  No, I don't.  I don't understand myself.  This afternoon I had come to interview some girls as a professional psychologist.  Now I wore only chains and was considering enslaving myself to a man I had known for four hours. I was insane.

Our meals came. It was interesting to see that my dinner came cut up into bite size pieces. We talked about more mundane things.  He would take a bite then feed me one.  It was a delicate and erotic meal.  He gave me specific instructions for eating. He used chopsticks and would extend a bite toward my mouth, slow.  I had to move my head toward the food, just a little, while opening my mouth.  I stuck out my tongue and he would place the food on it.   I had to retract my tongue then my head, then I could chew. He had a delicate touch  and was enjoying making me dance to his music.  

When we finished our meal the hostess removed the table and Adam helped me up.  The irons were ...distracting.  I still wore the heels the attendants had put on my feet.  If I stood with my feet together about two inches of the ankle chain lay on the floor.  The first couple of steps The chain snubbed my foot short.  It was a good thing Adam was holding my arm.  When it first happened, I was so delighted with the unusual feeling I giggled.   

We went up to the second floor and found an open play room.  I asked the attendant to open my cuffs and I got to try some of those infamous devices I had only read about.  The pillory was my first choice.  It gave me a delightful shivery feeling as the heavy oak beam closed over my wrists and neck.  I felt leather straps close on my ankles and my feet pulled far apart.  I was in perfect position for fucking or paddling or whipping or almost anything a man would like to do.  What I felt first was a hand playing with my dangling breasts.  First one, then the other.  My nipples grew until they were rock hard and began a wonderful ache.  I was ready for fucking.  I asked for Adam to love me.  No response.

I couldn't see anything.  My head faced the wall and I couldn't bend my neck down to see under the pillory.  It was frustrating me.  I was helpless and Adam was teasing me, the scoundrel.  I felt his hand rubbing my ass. Then a sudden swish and a sharp pain.  I yelped and asked, "what was that?"

"A thin, limber cane. It makes a delightful thin red line." Swish.  Another line of fiery pain. I yelped again and moaned and said "Wait, that's too hard.  I knew the safe word was 'RED,' but I didn't want him to stop. 

I felt soft fingers running over my flaming ass.  Then they dipped between my legs and rubbed my pussy lips.  It was so hot.  Swish, another burning stripe on my ass.  Good thing girls are well padded there.  It stung, but the sting was more subdued this time.  My belly was flaming now.  I could feel my pussy lips getting moist.  I was so ready.  I moaned, low and hopeful.  He must be getting ready to fuck me.  I thought I should ask, "Please master, please fuck me.  I need you in me.  " Master! where did that come from?  Too many B movies. or erotic novels, I guess.  Never hurts to stroke a man's ego, though.  Master.  I liked the sound of it.

Swish.  Another red hot stripe on my ass.  My love juices were flowing out of me and down my legs.  I shook my ass at him and begged again, "Please, Master.  I'm sopping wet.  I want you in me. Please fuck me, now? I felt his fingers at my pussy again.  He stuck them in me.  I was going crazy.  They felt so good.  I wanted his cock to fill me.  But these fingers were driving me out of my mind.  Then I came in a silent explosion that filled my mind with glory.  I screamed my pleasure to the world.

When I became aware of my body again, I felt his hands rubbing my ass.  He was saying, "good girl.  You were outstanding.  That was a wonderful orgasm.  Let's do it again."

I wanted to say no, but the thought of repeating that orgasm stopped all other coherent thought for a while.  I heard myself saying, "Yes, master, again please.  Wonderful master.  I love you.  Please..." More stripes grew on my ass.  They didn't hurt anymore, they just stoked the flames in my belly.  His fingers danced across my ass, fondled my breasts and rubbed my slick pussy.  Soon I came again and a third time.

Finally. I felt his cock at my sopping entrance.  It was different.  Bigger, longer, it reached my inner core and pushed me to my most glorious orgasm of the day.  I fainted and revived minutes later, still held captive in the pillory.  Fingers were playing with my breasts and rubbing my nipples back to life.  "Master, can I get out of this thing now? I'm spent."

"That depends," he said.  "Are you ready to let me see your face and tell me your name?"

Why not?  I like him. "Yes, master, I'm ready for that."

"Tell me your name."

"Master, I am Katherine Gebhardt."

"Nice to meet you, Katherine."

"Nice to meet you, master, I'd shake hands, but..."

I felt the bar raise off my neck and wrists. I stood up.  He took the straps off my legs.  I removed my mask and held it in my hand.  "I will want this when I go back out of here.  I want to protect my identity."

"Of course." He pulled me to him and we kissed.  "You are a beautiful, sexy woman and I might love you, Katherine."

"I might love you too, Adam.  Its looking good so far."

"Is there anything else you'd like to try?"

I looked around.  nothing looked enticing now.  "No.  I think I'm a little sore and wiped out.  Next time I'll try something new."

He lifted up my handcuffs.  "I don't think you need these any more since I am now accompanying you.  But I like you in bondage, so. hold out your hands."

I held them out in front of me.  He clamped them snug and double locked them.   He put the mask back on my head. 

"Put your hands behind your head."

I lifted them over my head and back down in back.  He walked around me and used a padlock to fasten them to the back of my collar.  I was more helpless than ever.

"This way lifts your breasts and makes you even more spectacular."

He put the leash back on my collar and tied it to a wall ring.  He took out his phone and took several pictures of me.  Well, at least my face didn't show in the photos.

He took me back to the first floor and to the lobby.  A hostess, not Amber, took me to the coat room. The attendants released me and allowed me to get dressed.  I met Adam in the lobby and we kissed goodnight.  We agreed to meet here tomorrow at 2 pm.

What a day.  I was certain Elizabeth would not be happy.  She needed my input by tomorrow morning. But I would listen to all the girls so I could be with him in The Coffle again. I had never experienced such pleasure before in my life.  What this place offers is so addictive.

When I got home I called the Senator.  She answered her private line. "Hello."

"Elizabeth, this is Dr. Gebhardt.  I've interviewed two of the coffle girls.  They did not do it as a publicity stunt.  They believe society's rules are damaging many women and want to fix things.  I'm sorry."

"Well, do you think they are right?"

"Its too early to tell.  I only talked to two  women.  These two are happy, well adjusted, and credit their enslavement. They think their happiness started as soon as they gave up making decisions.  Now they dedicate their lives to obedience and sex.  Who knows.  Its going to be attractive to many submissive women to have society's expectations lowered."

"How many submissive women are there, Katy?"

"A lot.  surveys show most of the women in Southern California say they are submissive.  That's a good voting block for you to try and represent."

"Thank you, Katy.  This was prompt work.  Goodnight."

"Good night Liz."


Chapter  4  :  Plans

8/31/2016 

"OK. I admit it. I'm a submissive for you, but I'm also a dominant sometimes. I guess I'm a switch and I like both, master."

He said, "I love it when you call me that, Katy." He was sitting at a table with a tablet computer in front of him.  He was working on the plans for the treatment center.  I was lounging, staring at the pool and trees, just enjoying the warm day.

I always counsel my patients to take their time in matters of the heart.  I found it impossible to do in this case.  I felt like I had known Adam all my life.  I went to his interviews every day until we had talked to all the girls.  The first day He fed me dinner as I sat across his lap with my hands and feet chained.  Then I let him put me in a pillory and have his way with me.  Immobile, at his mercy, I had the best orgasms of my life.  In the end, when his wonderful cock gave me the best orgasm ever, I knew he had me.  

I was now living a double life.  I worked at my practice from eight a.m. until three p.m.  Then I went to Adam, who I now address as 'Master.'  From the time I saw him until I dressed for work, I  wore nothing but his chains.  I was his willing slave from four p.m. until seven a.m.

I was laying on a chaise lounge beside his pool wearing my birthday suit, my nose ring, and some leg irons. He only insists I don't wear clothes. We both enjoyed the bondage lifestyle so much we joined The Coffle.  Tony, the resident blacksmith, made me a full set of restraints. When I go to the club I take a bag with my restraints.  My Master takes me to Tony and he puts a temporary nose ring on me.  Most weekends I wear it until Sunday night. Last night, my Master bought the special pliers used to install and remove the ring.  He put the ring on me today.  

He tells me he's going to have Tony put the permanent one on me by the end of the year.  I think he's teasing me, but I'm not sure.  I'm getting used to the way I look with it.  Would I just show up at work one day or should I tell them ahead of time that I'm thinking about it. 

Master insists he is serious. We have talked about it.  Lots of women wear nose jewelry now.  They aren't that unusual any more.  But this ring is huge and heavy.  Master thinks I should tell my staff and patients I'm thinking about it.  Then one day wear the temporary ring.  Take if off the next day to prove its costume.  Then when I get the permanent one, they will think I just choose to wear it.  That's reasonable its my plan for now.  The other choice is just to admit I'm a slave and have the permanent chains installed.  Fuck it.  I don't want to decide anything.  I just want my Master to tell me what to do!

I now live with Adam at his home.  I would counsel my patients against such a rapid change in lifestyle. But this was different. After only two days I have given up on decisions. I threw myself under his control and have never been happier. If this doesn't work out I will simply have to find another master. I don't want to be independent. any more. I have admitted I am a slave and it is liberating. I still have my condo at his insistence, but I haven't been there since I submitted to him. The leg irons were my idea.  I get to put them on but only he can remove them. Submissive. I am entranced by the clatter they make when I walk.

How strange my life has become.  Last week I was an independent, professional woman, helping people with problems.   Looking forward to continuing my work for years.  My future spread out before me and would give me the pleasures of fulfillment and helping.  Now I can't see beyond an hour.   I was happy, content to wait for my Master to command me.  I could feel my patience running out, though.  My belly was already hot with the joy of submission.  I wanted him to take me and arouse me to orgasm.  If something didn't distract me in a few minutes, I would have to take action.  Let's see.  I could flirt or I could be naughty.  Either one would start me on the road to an orgasm, or two.

He said, "Katy, I think we're ready to talk to Steele. We've got the treatment plans laid out in principal.   We know how much we have to charge to make a profit and we have an idea what it will cost to start it up. We know our clients and we know where they live. We need to get the financial people to start looking at it in detail. Something we're not equipped for."

I sat up in the lounge and crossed my legs when he started talking. Rats, talk now, orgasm later.   I played with my ankle chain while he talked. "OK, Master, I agree we're ready, but we have no experience. I would like to get some of the people from The Coffle to join us."

He surprised me when hew said, "I agree.  I've talked to Bill Stafford about our idea.   He also agrees that it has a better chance of success if we integrate them into the mix.  Bill is also a student of Will Rogers. He agrees that no editor likes the flavor of the stew until he's peed in it. So We take Bill and Amber along to see Steele. We thank them for showing us the light. We tell Steele our brilliant plan and all the women it will help.  We explain how it will further Amber's hope of liberating women. Then we wait until Steele has his own brilliant idea that we should work together. Bill and I and you and Amber all praise Steele for having the brilliant idea.  It makes it ever so much more likely to succeed. And he gives us two hundred million to build it."

"That's both devious and simple.  it might work. Of course Steele will see right through it and see what you and Bill have worked up.  But its still a great way to go about the project. I'll bet Steele can find a way to make it profitable, too. I love you. Will you marry me?"

"Maybe. Will you be my slave?"

"Look at me, my dense master. I'm already wearing your steel. Take me to The Coffle and have Tony put real leg irons and a collar on me. I'll take a nose ring too, if you want. You had me the first night. You've subjugated me. I can't play coy with you. I drool whenever I see you. You're all I can think about any more.  Right now I need you in me in the worst way."

The Senator was apologetic, "Nothing unusual has turned up yet, I'm afraid. I was able to get a psychologist in to interview two of the girls. She concluded they were not at Burning Man for a publicity stunt. Oh, the club that sponsored then benefited, but that was not why they were there. They were there to 'free women' of the unnatural burden society puts on them. They think that if women just submitted to men, they would be happier and be more fulfilled."

"Senator, this has to stop. They want to put women back a hundred years, or more. You and I know how much we can do if we strengthen women's rights. What about their backers? Who is it? The Kochs, McMahon, Abraham?"

"Lynn, all we have so far is a couple of unknowns who own that club, The Coffle. I looked at all the business records and there just isn't anything there we can use."

"OK. They've covered their tracks. I have some specialists who might be able to find out something. "

"Who will you use. Nothing illegal, I hope."

"Senator these people are discrete. There won't be any connection to us.  All they'll do is surveillance to try and identify patrons and silent partners."

"Lynn, I have a speech coming up to the LA Chamber. I could take a stand against wanton women, or some such. Would that help your position?"

"It might be useful. Let me talk to me PR folks and see what they think. When's your speech?"

"Next Tuesday."

"OK, I'll get back to no later than Friday. I've got a flight in 2 hours. I better go. Thanks for your help. At least we know where we stand now. Goodbye."

"Goodbye Lynn. Stiff upper lip."

After she left I pondered what Katy had said.  My staff had shown me some of the same data.  More than half of the women in my district were submissive and more than half of the men were dominant.  The national women's organizations contribute almost $50,ooo each year to my campaign. I won last time with 55 % of the votes but only 25% of eligible voters went to the poles.  So, if I could get the submissive women and dominant men to vote for me, I could get more than 60% of the votes.  If I worked this right I might even get some of the conservative religious votes I've always lost in the past.

I need to meet with Katy.  I called her cell.  She answered ,"Hello."

"Katy, this is Liz Maxwell.  Can you talk?"

"Just a minute."  I heard a metallic clinking then, "OK.  How can I help you?"

Katy, that information you gave me.  I need to do some follow up.  Can we meet tomorrow?"

"Sure, let me look at my calendar," a pause, "I can meet at 8 am or noon." 

"Good, I will be at your office at 8.  Thanks.  'bye."  I put the phone up and went to bed.  I lay awake for some time, thinking of possibilities.

Adam asked, "who was that, Katy?"

"An important client who needs some more time." I put the phone on the end table.  Adam picked up the handcuffs and snugged them on my wrists.  I lay back in his lap.

"Master, what are the girls at The Coffle trying to do?  I know they are the ones that started this coffle in public idea and the club is supporting them, but why?"

Katy, I don't know for sure, but it seems the girls feel wronged by society.  They want to be able to be slaves in public.  They have adopted that lifestyle because it feels good to them.  They resent that society's mores forbid a woman to be submissive.  Even though most are in private.  Women's rights, reproductive rights, are strong forces and these girls feel oppressed.  They are strong women, but want to devote themselves to their man, not to a job.  How do you feel?

"Master, and I call you that because that's what I want you to be, my master.  I understand them.  Two weeks ago I would have argued against them, but I was ignorant.  I didn't know what the alternative meant.  I want  you to own me, to care for me, to be strong when I need it.  I want to give you pleasure and obey you.  That's all.  I can give up my practice or I can keep it.  I will accept your decision on anything in my life."

"Good, Katy.  I accept the responsibility.  But you have something else on your mind.  Tell me."

"Master, that call was from a client of mine.  I am bound not to divulge anything about her.  Almost all my clients are female, so no disclosure there.  She has influence and needs submission sometimes.  I play the dominant with her, but I'm not in the same league as the women as The Coffle.  The interesting thing is she might be able to help the coffle girls in their mission.  I'm not sure how to get them together, but from the last call, I suspect she has similar thoughts.  I don't know how to get them together."

"The Coffle tries hard to protect a woman's identity.  Perhaps we can  improve on that if Bill agrees.  Talk to your client tomorrow and see if she would like to pursue the issue if we can guarantee her anonymity.  I'll talk to Bill Stafford and see what he thinks.  Let's talk after we both finish our inquiries. OK?"

"OK, master.  I was sure you'd think of something clever."

When I arrived at my hotel in LA, I bought a couple of burner phones and used one to call the number Miguel gave me.

It rang twice then a male voice answered, "What?"

"I need to speak to Antonio. This is Maria Ramirez. Miguel Ardura sent me."

"Hold." I heard a clatter as he put the phone  down. Then unintelligible voices. Then "This is Antonio. I was expecting your call. How may I help you?"

"I need to get a job at a club called The Coffle. I need a history I can give them. Birth records, school records, places I lived, previous waitress or hostess jobs. I need to have been born in the US. Can you do this for me?"

Of course. Go to this address at noon. He read off an address. They will take your picture and get your fingerprints. Everything should be ready in a day. Tell Alejandro we are glad to help you. If you need anything else, call this number. Buenos Tardes." The line went dead.

I went to my room and got on the internet. I looked up The Coffle. Oh my. I was not going to enjoy this. I read their rules and after a while they made a kind of sense. Some women are submissive.  They want to explore without risk. Then they seemed reasonable. The Coffle allowed a woman to come to the club, protect her identity, and test the waters in complete safety. I studied their waitress 'uniform. Wow. I did get a little excited thinking about wearing that in front of strange men. Whether I wanted to or not, Alejandro made it clear I was to do it.

A noon, I knocked on the door. It was in a commercial street.  It had mom and pop stores, clinics, and neighborhood professionals. I was on the second floor of a small building and in front of a door with only a number. A man in casual clothes opened the door. I said, "Maria Ramirez. Antonio told me to come here. The man didn't smile.

He said, "Stand here," and motioned me to a matte white backdrop. He took several photos of my face. Then he took my fingerprints. Then he said, "Come back tomorrow at 9 am and everything will be ready."

I went back to my hotel and called Lynn with a report. Then I waited.

9/1/2016   

The next day I returned to the office and everything was ready. I had my 'legend.' I was still Maria Ramirez. I had been born in LA twenty three years ago and attended Loyola High School. I was on the cheer squad for my last three years. I had a yearbook and transcripts. I had taken some college classes in accounting. I had worked in two restaurants and one night club. I had references from all three of my supervisors. I was ready.  I went to the club's web site and filled out an application with all the phony background I had received.  I sent it off.

My computer pinged an hour later and I had an interview at one p.m. today. Quick.

I arrived at The Coffle ten minutes early.  I had worn a short black skirt and a tight white blouse without a bra.   No stockings, three inch black heels, and hoop earrings.  I hoped I looked slutty enough. 

The Coffle didn't open until 3 p.m.  When I stepped out of the elevator a big man in a suit met me.  He took me to an office and we talked.  He asked the normal questions and I repeated my legend.  I was looking for work because my last employer had a fire and had to close for a while.  When he asked what I knew about The Coffle, I said, "I looked at your web site and just know what's there."

He said, " You know, then, we are a private club that caters to dominant men and submissive women.  Do you consider yourself submissive?"

I had thought about this question for a couple of days. "I'm not sure.  I am submissive to my men, but not in everyday life.  I don't take well to orders from strangers."

"OK.  You know what  our waitresses wear?"

"Yes, sir.  That was on your web site."

"Good.  We have quarters available for staff if you want.  They  resemble a studio apartment with a common lounge shared by eight apartments. They are in the building and let you live for next to nothing.  If you're interested I'll show it to you.  Do you have a partner?"

"Yes, I'm interested and no, no partner now."

"Do you prefer men or women?"

"Both."

"OK.  If you want the job its yours.  If you accept, your first month is a trial.  During the trial you will wear a temporary nose ring.  We'll take it off whenever you want and you're not working.  After a month, we may offer you permanent status.  If you accept, you will get a pay increase and a permanent nose ring.  Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir.  I want the job and I would like to see the apartment." I was getting deep here.  I have to admit the thought of wearing chains and being on display to a bunch of strangers was making me excited.  I was looking forward to it and dreading it.  My life was getting more interesting.  I should write a book.  Maybe, 'I was an undercover slave for my boss.'  I could back out now and tell Lynn they didn't have any openings, or they wanted a blond, or something.  No.  I wanted to see what this was like, besides, one didn't disappoint Alejandro.

"All right.  Come with me."

He took me back to the elevator and up to the fourth floor.  As we walked, he explained a few more things.  I would have an exercise class and an etiquette class every day.  Since this was a club for dominant men, we had to please them.  This meant keeping fit and knowing the proper behavior for a submissive woman.  I said, OK, as calm as possible. Dammit, I wasn't a slave.  It was just a job.

"Maria, there are other jobs here besides waitress.  We have a BDSM play area that requires attendants.  After you have been here for a while, you can apply for one of these positions.  They pay more and need more experience."

The apartment was nicer than I had guessed.  I told him I would like it and he asked me to start tomorrow.  He said I could move in when I wanted and offered moving help.  I told him I didn't have any furniture so I could move in in an hour and asked if I could start tonight?  He showed me how to use my employee ID as a key and told me to come back with my things. He said I would get my ID when I returned.

I hurried to the hotel and got my stuff.  When I got back a guard took me to the apartment and I dumped my things.  He took me back to the lobby and handed me off to a hostess he introduced as Julie.  She was gorgeous with wonderful hair and no clothes.  She wore a steel collar and high heels and leg irons.  The standard waitress uniform in The Coffle.  Her nose ring was big and looked heavy.  I watched it move in her nose as she turned her head.  It looked like it was free to swing, not clamped in place.  

She saw my eyes tracking her face and said, "Yep.  Its real and permanent.  It doesn't come out.  You'll get used to it.  Its a sort of trademark of the club. Come with me.  She led me down a corridor to a door marked coat room.  Inside there was a large closet and two attendants.  Julie told them I was a new employee.  They took my clothes and left my shoes.    They took my fingerprints  and photo.  A little computer work and a machine printed 'Maria' and a bar code on a heavy steel collar they put on my neck.   I heard the lock click shut when they closed it on me.  I had not understood that my employee ID was the collar I wore.

Then one of them placed leg irons on me.  These weren't like police leg irons with ratcheting locks that fit many sizes.  They measured my ankles and selected a pair from a rack.  They closed on my ankles with a click too.  They were an inch and a half high and the chain was just long enough to touch the ground if I put my feet together.  The chain was of heavy, oblong links.  Much thicker than police irons.  

Julie looked at me and said, "now we'll go see Joann."

"OK.  Who is Joann?"

"She does our hair and makeup.  You'll like her." She held my hand as we walked.  I was glad for the support.  Walking with this short hobble took getting used to.  It snubbed my steps almost every time I tried to walk for the first hundred feet.  Then I grew used to my shortened stride and did OK.  I'd never run or kick in these.

Julie took me up to the third floor and into a salon.  I met Joann who sat me in a chair and started work.  She didn't ask what I wanted. She just  trimmed my hair, but my bush was gone, shaved off. An assistant had done my nails and given me a manicure.  Another woman redid my makeup.  I liked it.  Subtle and fresh looking.  Julie took me to the smith who measured my septum with calipers.  He found a ring that fit and he used a complex pliers to open it and put it in place.  When he removed the pliers I had a heavy steel ring squeezing my septum.  He had me tug on it to see if it was secure.  I pulled hard, and it was not going to come out by itself.

Julie led me back to the first floor and took me around to meet the other employees.  I wondered at how many guards were on the floor.  She left me with a girl named Ginger to learn the ropes.  I followed her around and carried orders.  I cleaned up and I looked at the people.  I learned not to jump when an unexpected hand caressed my breast or ass.  Customers had the right to touch us as well as look.  I received lots of invitations to join men for a play session or a scene. I demurred because I was on duty.  I regretted not being able to go with some of them.  They were quite handsome.

The number of women customers was a surprise.  All the women in the club were without clothes.  A rule, I suppose.  The waitresses and hostesses wore chains like me.  Customer women wore collars and leashes if there was a man to hold her leash.  Unaccompanied women wore collars without a leash, but their hands were cuffed behind them.  I guess that encouraged them to find  free men to hold their drinks for them. 

After my shift ended I asked Ginger whether my collar and irons would come off?

"Most of us just leave them on.   You'll need the collar to get into your room.  If you're going out, just go to the coat room and they'll unlock them.  But they go back on when we return. You'll have to see Tony to get the nose ring off.  We need them for classes in the morning anyway, so we just learn to live with them. You don't need to dress in here."  I thought about it.  I had spent all evening naked and in irons.  I could sleep this way I supposed.  So I just went upstairs with her and found my room.   


Chapter  5  :  Playground

The door recognized my collar and I saw all my things were there.  I put my few things away then went exploring.  The roof was huge and little cool so I didn't stay long.  I went to the play rooms on the second floor and wandered around.  The club was open for another two hours and most of the rooms were in use.

There were many items of bondage gear and furniture.  I didn't recognize many of them.  In one room I found a customer female strapped onto a solid wooden structure.  I guess it was a table, but low.  Her neck was in a slot and held there by a hinged bar padlocked down on top of the slot.  Her wrists and ankles strapped down so she couldn't move them.  Her knees bent and spread wide apart by the base of the table.  Her bottom stuck out off the table a foot.  A thick strap held her waist down into a groove across the surface.  The skin of her ass was taut, pink, and crisscrossed with red lines.  A sign hung on a chain above her.  It said, "Please whip my ass.  I have been bad."  A whip lay across her bottom.  Intrigued, I walked around her so I could see her face.   

"Hi.  Do you want me to whip you?"

"Oh. Yes, please."

"Why? Do you like it?"

"No.  Yes.  Sometimes.  Now I need it."

"Why do you need it?"

"I was bad.  I flirted with another man.  Now Philip won't let me come back until I've had fifty stripes from strangers.  He comes and looks every few minutes.  I've only had ten.  Its not easy to fib when he can see the evidence."

I'd never whipped a girl before.  Its supposed to be fun.  I guess I can test that.  I walked back to her other end.

"She called out, "Please whip me."

I picked up the whip and swung it a few times.  Then I hit her ass hard.   She squealed.   I said, "Count the strokes and thank me for them. Start at twelve."

I swung the whip and heard the swish - thwak as it laid another red line across her ass. She squealed then said, "Twelve, Thank you mistress."

I rubbed her pink ass with my hand and she moaned.

"Tell me what it feels like."

"I'm all crunched up inside waiting for the whip.  Then I hear the swish and my fear goes crazy.  I try to draw away from it but I can't move a muscle I'm strapped so tight.  Then I feel the whip land and I feel this sharp pain, like I'm cut with a knife, but it burns too.  Then the pain turns into an ache and my ass gets warm. And I'm excited too, knowing I'm helpless."

About what I expected.  It felt great knowing I was in complete control.  She was helpless and begged me to whip her.  I saw the whip wasn't doing her any damage, just giving pain.  I raised the whip and swung again.  I waited for her count.

"Thirteen, Thank you mistress."

I got into a regulate rhythm.  One swing, wait for her count.  At first she squealed then gave the count.  I started getting aroused.  I don't know why.  I'd never done this before, but I was feeling excited. After number fifteen her squeals stopped and she gasped and moaned.  She sounded just like I did in the throes of sex as my passion built higher.  Maybe this was why I was getting hot too.  The sounds she made were stimulating me.   After number thirty she just moaned.  Her moans sounded like pure pleasure not pain.  I ran my fingers down her pussy and came away wet.  She was sopping.  I used my fingers and made her come.  I resumed the whipping and enjoyed it even more.  I made her come four more times before I reached fifty. I was close to coming. I let my fingers run over my pussy.  I was so close. 

After number forty eight, her man, Philip, came in.  I yanked my fingers away from my pussy.  I blushed.  Did he see me?  He was quiet until I reached fifty.  He thanked me and asked me to join him and his friends two rooms down.  I declined with thanks and explained I had just come off my shift and needed to rest.  I gave him the whip and he released the girl. 

He said, "this is Emma, my girlfriend.  She's into bondage and we come her often. I'm sure she would like to thank you for helping her out, isn't that right, Emma?"

She said, "Yes, I would."  She walked up to me and kissed me.  It was a good kiss and unexpected.  She put one arm around me and the other caressed my pussy.  I hadn't realized how aroused I was from whipping her.  She broke the kiss a looked at my collar.  "Maria," she said, "may I make love with you to show my appreciation?"

She saw my hesitation and implored, "Come on Maria, You gave me lots of orgasms I didn't expect.  Let me repay you a little,  It felt so good between the stripes."

"OK, Emma, I would like that."

She slipped to her knees and pulled my pussy to her lips.  In moments her thrusting tongue drove me to the brink.  One little lick on the hard nub of my clit and I came in a great orgasm.  I didn't remember the last orgasm I had, but this one was better.  It had to be.  It was maybe the best I ever had.

She stood up and said, "thank you, Maria.  I enjoyed tonight.  I'll look for you the next time.  'Bye."  Philip put the leash on her collar and led her away.

I was going to have to think long and hard about my experiences tonight.  I went back to my room and called Alejandro on my second burner phone.  I recognized Miguel's voice when he answered. "Miguel, this is Maria,  Can I talk to Lynn?"

"Si, uno momento."

Lynn picked up, "Maria, good to hear from you.  How is your visit?"

"Good, so far  I met Miguel's friend, Antonio, and he was most helpful.  I got a job and have an apartment at the club.  It is strange.  All the women here wear no clothes.  I have a steel collar on my neck that is my employee identification and they put irons on my feet.  Other than that it is just another nightclub job.  They play bondage games on the second floor.  I am excited and terrified at the same time.  Is this what you wanted? When can I come home?"

"Maria, you've only been there for a day.  Try and find out why they are sending women in chains to events.  They must have a scheme.  You can come home when you find me some useful information.  Besides, it sounds like you're enjoying the experience. I found out that the airplane that delivered the girls belongs to a banker named Matt Steele. See if you can find out anything about him.  Anything else to report?"

"No, I've only been here for a day, as you pointed out.  No one here trusts me enough yet.  Goodbye, Lynn."

"Goodbye, Maria.  Good luck."

Damned her.  I used to think she loved me.   I think she loves power and her position and more.  She's sent me across the continent to wear someone else's chains.  She doesn't think I will come home.  She just wants information she can use to wipe out competition and make money.  Damn her.

I had twenty minutes before my plane boarded so I called that number I had memorized.  It picked up on the second ring and a female voice said, "yes?"

"Mother Superior, please."

"Wait, she said."

Mother answered, "Yes?

"Mother, this is YWF six.  That problem I mentioned earlier needs some help."

"Yes, wrong shepherd, I believe."

"I'm afraid the shepherd may be contagious."

"What do you know?"

I told her about the coffle in Burning Man and my concerns.  I recounted my fruitless efforts to learn who was behind it, and the Senator's belief it was a crusade. "I hope your people can learn who is behind this so I can reason with them."

"If its a crusade, reason will fail."

"That's why I need your people ready to help if reason fails."

"I understand.  Our standard fees will apply unless you need extraordinary actions."

"Agreed.  When do you think you will know something new?"

"I don't know.  Its too early."

"Of course. Goodbye." She hung up.

9/2/2016  

"Doctor, thanks for seeing me on such short notice."

"Always happy to oblige Senator. What's up?"

'This matter with the women at Burning Man, its getting more important."

"What's happened?"

"A national women's rights group is trying to get something to use as leverage on their backers. Nothing wrong with that, except some of their actions in the past have been more like dirty tricks. They support me, but I'm getting uncomfortable with their support. Katy, what you said about the percentage of submissive women. And about these women's crusade got me thinking. If I win the support of the submissive women and the dominant men in my district.  I could move away from these sometimes unscrupulous organizations."

"Would you like to talk to some of them in person?"

"Yes, I would, but I have to remain anonymous or I'd have to deal with a scandal."

"OK. I can get you in to speak to some of them. Would you rather it be one at a time or a group?"

"I'm too ignorant of their philosophy to stand up to group questions. I'd like to talk to a couple of their leaders then maybe a group. Can I do that?"

"I don't see why not. Will tonight work?"

"Yes. After eight?"

"OK. Meet me here and I'll get you a disguise. You'll have to watch your voice. Many people have heard it. Talk in low tones."

"How should I dress?"

"Ha. It doesn't matter. Wear something comfortable."

At five I went to The Coffle and asked Bill to come to the lobby so I wouldn't have to change.

"Good afternoon, Dr. Gebhardt. What brings you here?"

"Mr. Stafford, you remember, I'm sure, that I have interviewed the girls that went to Burning Man. I did so at the request of one of my clients. She is interested in their goals for several reasons. One of them is that a national women's organization has contacted her. They are quite concerned that your girls are going to cause them a problem. In the past they have employed agents to disrupt opponents operations. These agents are ruthless and dangerous. My client would like to talk to your girls herself, but must remain anonymous for now. I thought we could make her anonymous by looking like all your other women members. So, I would like to take her a mask to wear before she enters. Then I would like you to not make her give her name when she checks in. She is a well known political figure and would be recognized. Is this all right?"

He paused and thought a moment. "Yes we can do this. She will be escorted by you and a guard and she must stay on this floor. I'll tell the staff. When and who would she like to see?"

"Can she do it at eight thirty? I think she should talk to Amber and Valerie for an hour.  Then most of the coffle girls after that, if that works for you and them."

"It will work fine. Have her here at eight thirty and I'll have it all set up. and just so you know, secrets are impossible to keep if more than two people know. I know your client is Senator Maxwell."

"What? How could you know that? Who else knows?

"Katy, I know it because someone has been surveilling this building. We identified them and convinced them to go home. When we  looked around we discovered communications.  Between  you and Senator Maxwell. And Senator Maxwell and Lynn Owens of NAW . Here only three other people know and they will not tell. I suspect that all your staff as well as the Senator's staff knows far more than she would like. In any case, I expect the Senator's secrets will be exposed soon. She's too tempting a target. Don't let secrecy become too important in either of your plans."

After she left I called Adam. "Dr. Burrows."

"Adam, Bill Stafford here. Katy is bringing her official client here tonight to meet some of our people. You know who I mean?"

"Yes, Of course."

I think she ripe for a little strengthening of her beliefs. Do you know her husband, Don Maxwell?"

"Yes, I've met him a few times."

"OK,  she is going to be well presented for him to strengthen their relationship. Here's what I was thinking..."

"Hello Elizabeth. Right on time. Do you have a driver?"

"Hi, Katy. No. He's done at six unless I ask him to work longer. I didn't today."

"OK. My friend, Dr. Burrows is going to drive us there. It will look more normal and we've both been going there for the last two weeks so it won't be remarkable. I've talked to the manager and he's agreed you won't have to identify yourself when we go in."

"What kind of club requires identity?'"

"This is a members only club. The manager  agreed to waive the requirement so long as we stay on the main floor and a guard accompanies us. That's only to protect your identity in case an inebriated member takes an interest."

We got in Adam's car. Elizabeth and I sat in the back. "I haven't told you all the details about this club yet. You may want to back out when you hear them."

"I really want to meet these women. What could make me want to back out."

"Well, The Coffle is a club for dominant men and women and submissive women. One of their rules is that all women must be naked."

"What? How interesting. You know I'm submissive and I like kinky things, but how can a woman expose herself to strangers like that. Her reputation would be destroyed."

"Because they all wear masks like this." I handed her the domino. "Put it on before we get there and don't take it off until we are out of there. And while you're there you need a name, how about 'Sally?'"

"Sally is fine. About this place, I'm so sorry," she said. "I didn't realize the place required nudity or I wouldn't have asked you to go there."

"It was quite a shock, at first. Then I discovered the joy of submission and obedience. I met Dr. Burrows there and we bonded immediately. I hope this doesn't cause you to lose trust in me, but you have a right to know this. I am no longer a free woman. I am Dr. Burrows' slave girl by my own choice. He is my master and I will obey him in all things. Because he is a doctor and I must obey him, he will consider you his client as well and protect your confidences. Since he is a psychiatrist and I am a psychologist, your treatment will be more comprehensive. Of course you may withdraw from my care if this concerns you."

"Dr. Gebhardt. What made you decide to be a slave girl? You had a promising future."

"Senator, I still do, if my master permits it. I realized I was not living a full life when I talked to these women. You should be careful too. Their happiness is enticing. I have not lost my intelligence, or my education, nor my compassion. However, they are now secondary to my happiness, my submission and the joy I receive. I no longer worry about anything but pleasing and obeying my master. I have never felt so alive. Every moment is suspenseful. What I will be doing next is no longer my choice. When I'm to do something, he will tell me. Luckily, Adam is a kind, intelligent master and he takes wonderful care of me. I would not have submitted to him were he not worthy."

"Katy, are you trying to scare me off talking to these enticing women or selling me on becoming a slave."

"Just telling you what to expect, Senator. Your future is up to you."

We arrived and Adam parked. Elizabeth put the mask on and we rode to the lobby. As usual there were two naked hostesses and two guards there. I recognized one of the girls. "Hello Amber. This is Sally, my guest."

She walked over to us, her ankle chains clinking. Elizabeth looked her over, focusing on Amber's chain.

Amber came up to me and said, ”Master told me of the arrangements. I am at your disposal." Then she kissed me on the mouth, not at all sisterly.

Amber turned to Elizabeth and said, Welcome to The Coffle. Sally. I hope you will relax and enjoy the experience." Then she kissed Elizabeth, just like she had me.

Master said, "I expect a welcome kiss too, Amber."

"It is my pleasure Master Adam." She gave my master a long, hard kiss,, wrapping her arms around his neck. He put his arms around her waist and lifted her off her feet so she didn't have to tilt her head back. OK, I was jealous. Amber knew how to kiss. I had to try and emulate her. I wanted to get that kiss from him. Finally they broke the kiss and he set her down.

She said, "Master, you've been practicing. Good work Katy." Then she turned to Elizabeth and took her hand. "Please come with me and we'll get you set up." Amber took Elizabeth's hand and led us to the coat room.

I took off my clothes and stood still as Amber locked my collar around my neck. "I touched Elizabeth's hand and told her, "its time now Sally, take off your clothes."

She did, a little reluctant, but soon she was naked. Elizabeth was eleven years older than me, but she worked out regularly and was trim and fit. I looked at her with a critical eye. She would show well among the women customers. She was in better shape than most and had great breasts. Amber measured her neck and selected a collar for her. Amber asked, would you like to do the honors?"

I took the collar from Amber and said, "Hold still. All the women in here wear these. You won't stand out."

She just gave a faint smile and said, "Go ahead."

I was careful not to pinch as I closed it around her neck. It locked with a loud click. Amber handed me her leash and I clipped it on. "The leash has to stay on as long as you're here." I dropped the end and turned to Amber who put my leash on me. "Me too."

Amber took hold of our leashes and led us to the conference room.  Valerie and Adam and a guard named Stan awaited us. Valerie was kneeling on a cushion and had one beside her for Amber. Amber handed our leashes to Master. He waved us to seats on either side of him. Amber walked around and knelt beside her sister.

Amber said, "This is Valerie. We are sisters and our Masters have ordered us to answer your questions truthfully and fully. We are ready, mistress."

Elizabeth spoke, "This is the strangest interview I've ever had. I'm not accustomed to being naked with other people. It will take me a little while to grow comfortable with this situation. I understand its house rules and none of you made them. I'm grateful you agreed to speak to me."

"Mistress," Amber said, "There is an important distinction you must understand. Neither Valerie or myself agreed to speak with you. Our Masters ordered us to speak with you. We are obedient slave girls and we don't make decisions. We merely obey."

"And you are comfortable with this?"

Valerie spoke up, "Mistress, we agreed to be our Master's property with open eyes. We've both been both free women and slave girls. For us this is exactly where we wish to be."

"I came here to understand what you expect to gain with the public exposure of your slavery. Would you explain?"

Amber said, "Mistress, these are my words and its why I'm involved. Every girl has somewhat different intentions. For me, I want the world to recognize some women are submissive. Don't ostracize us when we reveal ourselves. My mission is like that of our LGBTQS brethren. We want to be able to be ourselves in public without scorn or hatred. Humans don't like people who are different. We are viewed as different. Yet we are the hidden majority. I want to come out of the closet. I want all the women like me to be able to walk the streets in my master's chains and not be seen as strange or impaired."

"Don't misunderstand me. Most of the women in this building are bright, educated, capable, and submissive. Submission is our motivation and it drives our abilities. Its not who we are nor does it limit what we can do. Before I was enslaved, and that wasn't my choice by the way. I was independent and earning good money, but my life was pointless. I was a finely honed tool, laying on the work bench. Now I am a tool in the hands of my master, doing good things. The main task that millions of years of evolution shaped me for is to find the best man I can. And then help him, pleasure him, obey him."

"Our civilization has taken women out of our natural lives and forced us to go to work and compete with men. Why? To enrich the pockets of the people on top. All the women now in the workplace don't have a chance to be what nature designed and bred us for. We have become worker bees that have to work to survive. Why do most marriages end in divorce? No woman can work a long day and still have time or energy for a happy family or man. Slavery was the best thing that ever, ever happened to me. I'm not lazy nor do I like to 'slack off.' I work hard at supporting my master and he cares for me quite well. Why should we be ashamed of our relationship? It should be a normal, accepted life for us. It may not be the life of choice for many women, but it should be a choice!"

"I'm sorry, Mistress. I get a little excited sometimes."

Elizabeth said, "Quite all right, Amber. You spoke from the heart. I don't believe you were making any of that up. Valerie, how do you feel about your work?"

"Val said, "Mistress, I feel just like Amber, or I wouldn't be here. My master is the center of my universe. and I use all my skills to support him. He cares for me and loves and protects me. Yet, I don't wear my chains in public for fear of reprisals and hostility. That's not right. I will walk naked in a coffle every chance I get, because I want the world to see it as normal. If they see if often enough, maybe it will become normal."

Elizabeth questioned Amber and Valerie for another twenty minutes before she called a halt. I explained the other girls would come in in a half hour or so and she could talk to the group.

Elizabeth said, "Amber, Valerie. Now you can ask me questions. I may not answer all them, but I think you should know something about me."

Valerie asked, "Mistress, is there a man in your life?"

"Yes, a sweet man but we are not lovers. He is a business man and busy. I don't have much time either and I'm out of town a lot, so we never seem to be on the same schedule. We used to be lovers but slowly drew apart."

Amber said, "That's sad, Mistress. Are you submissive?"

Elizabeth hesitated, but finally said, "Yes, I am. I've successfully hidden that part of me all my life. I wanted Don to dominate me, but he was never good at it."

Amber said, "Many men are not good at it because they've never had role models or training. We offer dominance classes for men and submissive classes for women if you can make him come."

I spoke up for the first time, "Sally, that would be a good idea for both of you. Adam and I have signed up for the classes starting next month. We want our relationship to last a long, long time." Adam smiled at me.

They talked a little more then the door opened and Julie asked, "Ready for us?"

I responded, "Yes, come in."

All the other girls from Burning Man entered. They were in coffle. When they were all in, Julie closed the door. "This is as close as we could get to history, Amber, Valerie, places, please. Julie locked the coffle chains on the two, then locked herself on the tail end. "Mistress, this is how we were at Burning Man. We only had twenty girls at a time and rotated. That's why there are twenty five of us now. These chains are real and we don't have the keys. Our masters hold those." The string of girls were crowded together on one side of the table.

I said, "girls, spread out and kneel." They milled a bit but were soon all kneeling."

"This woman would like to talk to you.  She wonders about your intentions for the coffle and your public appearances. "

Elizabeth told them about herself.   She said  their appearance at Burning Man had caused quite a lot of concern in some quarters. She had come to find out, only for herself, what they wanted. The girls spoke well, in the same vein as Amber and Valerie. The discussion lasted over an hour.

After the girls had left, Adam said. "That was interesting. Let's go grab a bite to eat," and stood up. I stood too and Elizabeth said, "but ..."

Master said, "Every woman here is naked and collared. They all are wearing masks, too. No arguments. I have your leash, remember." She stood up and he took us to the dining area. We had a light supper and he led us up to the play area.

I had expected some resistance, but she didn't object at all. Adam put a blindfold on her. We didn't tell her what was going to happen, but she knew. We each took an arm and led her to the pillory. We bent her over and put her neck and wrists in the semi circles and lowered the bar to hold her in place. We each took a leg and pulled them until they were three feet apart. We tied them there. I got a light cane from the rack and he got a thin whip. I said, "Sally, 'RED' means stop. 'YELLOW' means go easy. 'GREEN' means I'm OK. Understand"

"Yes, I understand."

Master put his finger to his lips and made a 'come here' motion with his hand. A tall man I didn't recognize walked over and Master gave him the whip. He motioned for me to strike Elizabeth's ass.

I swung first. I made it hard and left a red stripe on her white ass. She squealed, not too loud. Then the stranger struck. The whip made a swishing sound before it hit. Her squeal was a little louder. We spaced them out. After we each had given her two stripes, I rubbed her pussy. She was getting wet. Her thick bush was moist. I held up my hand for Master and the stranger to see.

"Good start," Master said. He pulled me a few feet away and said, "this is her husband, Don." A light dawned. This was just what she needed to break her depression. Acceptance by her love. I said, "Wonderful idea Master. Now I know why I want to be yours."

Master said, "No wanting. You're mine forever you wanton slut."

"Your wanton slut, Master." I smiled and went back to Elizabeth's hungry ass.

We each gave her two more and she was writhing her body and making moaning sounds. She was aroused. I motioned for Master to finger fuck her. He smiled and went to work with vigor.

She came with a shout and gasps of pleasure. We let her calm down and started again. We paced our stripes and brought her to orgasm three more times. Master went to her head and lifted it high. "Your turn, Sally. Open wide." He motioned for Don to take his place. Don put his rigid cock against her lips. She licked and sucked his tip until he was fully engorged then he thrust it into her hungry mouth. He supplied the motion and I saw her lips and tongue were doing their bit to help. I kept up a slow beat on her ass and rubbed her pussy between strokes. He pulled out of her before he climaxed and came around behind her. He slid his rigid cock into her pussy with a slurping sound. She was sopping wet and offered no resistance. She jerked as he entered her and gasped. He grasped her slender waist and began a slow in and out rhythm. He reached under her and grasped one breast in each hand and pulled on them as he rocked. She moaned in time to his thrusts. He sped up and she began repeating her mantra, "yes, oh yes, harder, master, faster, Oh yes, master." He came with a groan and a stiffening. She came hard on his heels with a squeal of pleasure and a long, low moan.

Master buckled a large red ball gag in her mouth.

We left her there for a half hour and watched her from the far corner. She twisted her ass and swung it back and forth, trying to find something to bring her off again. When she quieted down we walked back to her. Master lifted the bar. I said, "Don't lift your head, Sally." Master took her wrists out of the slots, pulled them behind her back and Don put cuffs on her. Then I released her head and she straightened up. I said, "Its part of your treatment, dear. Don't worry."

Master took hold of my leash and Don took Elizabeth's They led us to a corner with two chairs and some cushions. Don led Elizabeth to stand next to a cushion right in front of a chair. Master said, "Sally, kneel. Spread your knees wide. Arch your back. Head up. Stick your breasts out."

She obeyed each command. "Good. Katy, kneel there." He pointed to another cushion and I obeyed.

Don said nothing.

"Sally, tonight you are my slave. You will obey me or You will be punished. Do you understand?" She nodded her head.

"Do you agree to obey me tonight?" She nodded her head.

"Did you enjoy this play session?" She nodded her head.

"Did you feel the girls were genuine in their desire for acceptance?" She nodded her head.

"Does he love you? She nodded her head.

"If I order you to ask him to come here and play with you, will you do it?" She shook her head.

"Are you afraid of his reaction?" She nodded her head.

"Do you think he loves you?" She nodded her head.

"Do you want him to be your Master?" She nodded her head.

"Do you think he would agree to be your Master?" She didn't move.

"I'm sure he would accept and be a good Master for you. Trust me, I'm a doctor." He stood up and removed her blindfold. She opened her eyes followed her leash up to the face of the man holding it. Her face ran through a gamut of expressions at the speed of thought.  Surprise, anguish, fear, hope and finally joy.

Don smiled at her and said, "I've wanted this for a long time. You never seemed interested. You're too good a politician. I'm going to fix that, if you want it. Come up and sit in my lap, honey."

She scrambled up and leapt into his lap. He put one arm around her, pulled her close and kissed her. She was crying.

Master said, "Don, she seems to like you. It seems she can't tell you what she wants now and the quiet is refreshing. If I were you, I'd take her up to the fourth floor and go to room 418. Her collar will open the door. Its your for as long as you want it. Call her office and tell them she can't speak, must be laryngitis and she'll be out at least a week. You do the same and stay with her. There are lots of things to play with here. There is probably no place in the world as good for testing her limits and letting her be herself."

Elizabeth shook her head and looked at her husband with pleading eyes.

He smiled at her and said. Sounds like an excellent idea, Doctor."

Don looked at his silenced wife, smiled, and said, "Hearing no objection it is so ordered. Stand up wife."

She stood and looked at Adam. She shook her head and he smiled. I smiled too. It was what she needed.

Don stood up an lifted his hand. He still held the whip. He said, "This might come in handy. I'll hang on to it. He looked intently at his wife then he turned and led her out the door.


Chapter  6  :  Intelligence

9/3/2016

My phone rang and I glanced at the ID window.  It said 'Security.'  I picked it up, "Stafford."

Abe Jones, my security chief said, "Sir, could you come to security for a minute?"

"Sure."  I went to the security office.

Abe was waiting for me and took me into his surveillance center.  There were dozens of screens lining the front wall and four operators at consoles.  Abe pointed to a screen showing the front of our building from a roof camera.  "This rental car appeared yesterday and parked across the street.  John. replay this morning's tape at 3x start at 7:30."

Right boss."

The clip started.  A woman came out of the building, got in the car and drove away.  Shortly the car returned and the woman got out carrying two bags.  She went in the building.

"So?" I asked.

"So, this is the routine a stakeout crew would use.  If so, she's getting the day's food for the crew."  This piqued my interest, so I checked the rest of the cameras.  Same routine on the south side.  That's where I looked first because those are where the garage entrances are."

"OK.  Could be.  Have you verified surveillance?"

"On one only.  I surmised they had a camera in a window, so I had Sam go up on the roof with his spotting scope early in the morning. When the sunlight was shining on the first building.  He spotted a camera lens in a window on the second floor.  I checked with the super and he just rented that room to a nice older woman."

"So, its not a cop or the feds. He wouldn't have said anything if it was them.  What about the other car?"

"Looks much the same.  We can't spot a camera because of the light.  I had Jason pose as a package delivery person and talk to the rental agent.  He's rented one room out to an older woman two days ago.  We're working on getting optical bugs in place in both rooms.  Maybe tonight."

"Good work, Abe.  We need to find out what they're after.  Might be one of our members or maybe us.  Since they have set up to watch our car entrances, maybe we can use that to see what they want.  Here's what I have in mind...

I went up to the exercise room and watched the girls working out.  One of my favorite ways to kill time.  They were all magnificent. Of course, Amber was outstanding, even in this world class assemblage of nude females. When they finished their exercise I motioned Amber over. 

She smiled and said, "Good morning, Master. How can I serve you?"

I took her hand and led her over to a chair by the window.  I sat down and pulled her into my lap. "It seems that something  has gotten some people interested in us.  I suspect it was your Burning Man trip. We've found a couple of women have set up surveillance of our building. I just wanted to let you know.  I don't think there's anything to worry about.  It may just be some reporters.  Anyway, we're tracking them down."

"Master, why do you suspect it was our Burning Man trip?"

"I'm not sure, of course, but its the only noticeable thing we've done lately."

"It occurs to me that it would not be hard for an interested party to infiltrate the club.  We will hire any pretty, young girl who will agree to our dress code and doesn't have a criminal history.  If I'm right about the trigger, then it would have to be someone hired after Burning Man.  There's only been four girls: Maria, Betty, Carol, and Melanie.  All the men are from my old unit or their buddies, so I don't think it could be them.  Why don't you, Valerie, Julie, and Nylla make an extra effort to get close to the new girls.     See if they feel genuine."

"It'll be fun, Master.  I'm sure we will enjoy the challenge.  I'll rearrange our schedules so one of us works with a new girl 

"Steele."

"Matt, Bill Stafford.  We just detected someone surveilling our building.  We're working on finding out who.  For the time being you should stay away.  They may be trying to see who's backing us.  Maybe that coffle stunt scared someone."

"Understood.  Thanks for the heads up. Let me know when they stop."

"Will do."

"Wait one, Bill.  Something occurred to me.  My girls have been asking to come to the club.  Could this be of help to you?  I can rent a limo that's untraceable and come and go several times to see if they try to follow me. I could drop the girls off inside and they could play while we try to spoof the surveillance."

"Good idea sir.  It would play well with our StingRay tech.  One thing, though.  There's no weed for you to be in the limo once you get here.  Do it once to pique their interest then I'll put a couple of my guys in it in case they want to play rough."

"OK, Bill.  You were always the best tactician.  When should I come? 

"How about 10 tomorrow?"

"Agreed."

The security office had ten more men in it than when Bill visited. One was working an electronic box labeled 'StingRay,' with a drawing of the creature in black.  The other nine were studying their computer screens.

Abe said, "We should have most of the background IMSIs by tomorrow morning.  It should be possible to identify calls that coincide with our 'visitor.'"

"OK.  this is the legwork part.  If it doesn't give us a positive hit, we'll try again in a few days," said Bill.

Just after midnight a man covered in shapeless clothes pushed a shopping cart past The Coffle.  The cart was laden with cardboard, a sleeping bag, and other unidentifiable shapes.  As he passed the front of the rental car he stuck a magnetic GPS tracker under the front bumper.  Then, as he passed the rear wheel he stuck a magnetic box inside the wheel well and propped a nail under the rear tire.  He ambled down the road and around the block.  He repeated his actions on the other rental car. 

9/4/2016

Senator Maxwell came partly awake,, drowsy, finding it had to come fully conscious. She was warm and snuggled deeper into her covers. Something was different. She felt the covers soft but coarse on her skin. Where was her nightgown. She always wore a green or blue silk nightgown. She loved the feel of silk. She was laying on her stomach. her breasts squeezed into the bed by her weight. It wasn't uncomfortable, just different. She never slept on her stomach. And her hands. They were laying on her back. She moved them to her side.. or tried to. They didn't move. They were joined somehow. She pulled harder and felt the obdurate steel bite into her wrists. She came fully awake at the pain. She remembered and relaxed. She was, at least for now the slave girl of Don. She had worn his cuffs all night. Now she could feel the collar she wore and the cuff on her right ankle. She knew she was chained to a ring in the floor. It was OK. Don had the keys to release her. She remembered the Oh My God, sex. Wild animal sex. Her pussy was tender from its recent workout. Her ass was sore from his whip and hand. His hand.

He was breathing quiet and sonorous beside her. She rolled over so her body touched his. He slipped an arm around her shoulders and it was so good. She was careful not to wake him. The poor dear had worked very hard last night and she wanted him well rested for today.

He had promised her some time on that strange looking bench with all the straps and she was looking forward to it. He had also promised her something different today. He had acted mysterious and gleeful, but refused to spoil the surprise. She was not sure it was going to be enjoyable. Oh, well. He wouldn't do anything to hurt her but he had no compunction not to embarrass her. She had six more days of forbidden pleasure and she intended to enjoy every second.

A large black limo pulled into the entrance of The Coffle at ten am.  It stayed just thirty minutes then left.

Bill entered the security room and Abe turned to him, "Got them, boss. Minneapolis.  I've got a man triangulating their location from the cell tower data.  We know its a rural area, so we can get the address in a few minutes."

"Good. Now for part two.  Have the limo come back every day at ten and let's see if we can get one of them to follow it."

It took two days, but the car from the front entrance followed the rented limo out of town and toward Palm Springs.   The nail punctured the rear tire, which the driver only learned thirty miles later.

An anonymous call informed 911 that a rental car carrying drugs was on the highway from LA to Palm Springs. and gave the license number. 

Two hours later, Mr. Harold DuBois Attorney at Law,  entered the Sheriff's interview room.  Ms. Cynthia Smith was already present.

"Ms. Cynthia Smith?" asked the attorney.

"Yes. Who are you?" she asked.

"I'm Harold DuBois and I'm retained to represent you."

"Retained, by who?"

"Your friend in Minneapolis.  You're charged with possession with intent to distribute heroin.  It was hidden in your car?"

"Its a rental car.  I didn't put it there."

"OK let's start at the beginning.  When did you rent the car?"

"Two days ago at LAX."

"Why are you here? And why were you carrying an illegal concealed weapon?"

"I'm on vacation and I didn't know it was illegal to carry my pistol here."

"Detective Van Buskirk tells me your Minnesota Driver's License is a fake.  I won't be able to help you if you don't level with me."

"There must be some mistake."

"Right.  Well, here's my card.  Your arraignment is tomorrow afternoon.  I'll enter a plea of not guilty and ask for a low bail.  The judge will set bail of at least $50,000.  Maybe no bail if you won't give your real name."

"Why would that matter?"

Bail is to encourage you to appear in the future and is set higher if you're a flight risk or a danger to others.  Without your real name, your background can't be checked.  Your warrant history is unknown. Your prior convictions are unknown. Why should the judge release you?"

"Look just try and get bail set.  I don't care how much.  We can try to get it reduced in the future."

"OK. See you tomorrow."

The phone calls went to a big house located on twenty acres outside of Minneapolis.  Abe had  an overhead visual map on his screen and Sam was studying it.

I asked Abe, "Who owns it?"

"A dummy corporation, boss .  The only name we have is the business agent, a lawyer in Minneapolis."

Who have you sent?"

"Three men in the advance team with a bunch of remote surveillance gear.  Andrew Jameson, a sniper, Gerry Donaldson, a surveillance tech, and Ryan Torkelson.  A SEAL with lots of infiltration experience.  Sam's been in touch with Andrew planning where the cameras go."

"Sounds good.  Get me copies of any photos you get.  I've got a buddy in Homeland Security who can run the facial recognition for us.  What about the other watcher?"

"Still there.  No change."

"All right.  Let's send her away and see where she goes.'

Their plane arrived well after dark. They got their rooms in a motel in Orono, west of Minneapolis and about three miles from the target. They got their NVGs , cameras, and communications gear and visited the target.  There was a single long driveway coming off the county road.   Gerry hid a motion activated wireless camera in a bush opposite the driveway.  He cut away enough shrubbery so its view was not obstructed and the lens was far enough back it was invisible.

Ryan took the lead and was a ghost in the night.  He carried a high quality Leica film camera.  It had a telephoto lens with awesome light gathering ability.  He hoped for a couple of good face shots .  The house was a hundred yards back from the road.  A stand of trees shielded it from view. Creeping around the last tree he saw the flare of a cigarette from the front of the house.  He froze, then  raised his camera to his eye.  He saw two faces illuminated by the glow from a single cigarette.  He set up his tripod and snapped three quick shots then lowered the camera.  He had seen the head of a small dog snap up at the sound of his shutter.  He froze and soon the dog lowered his head.  Ryan backed away from the house and drifted back to his team. 

Ryan said, "I saw two women sitting on the front porch, one was smoking.  I got three good shots then a little dog heard my shutter so I left.  There's a good spot in a tree for a camera where I was, but we need to wait for them to take the dog inside."

Andrew was the team leader and he said, "OK. Good.  Go back to where you can watch them and signal when its clear for us to approach.  Gerry, get a camera ready to install, as quiet as possible.  No power tools."

Ryan melted back into the night and Gerry started pulling items out of his pack.  The tiny cameras he used had a built in cell phone capability and they called his tablet when they saw motion.

Back at the motel, Ryan developed his film.  He had three good shots of the two women.  He sent them back to LA and Bill forwarded them to his buddy.

The next morning the woman got in her car and drove off.  Three of Abe's men visited her apartment and  took her equipment.  They locked up and left.  When she returned, as soon as she was out of sight, one man took the drug package from the car.  He left the tracker.  Abe's team listened to a frantic call from the woman to a person in Minneapolis.  They heard her orders to return home.  Abe's tech man uploaded a virus to her cell phone.  It went in under the guise of a call asking her for a donation to an animal cruelty charity.  Now he was able to call her phone without a ring and turn on the microphone.   A roaming bug.  The woman got in the car and drove to the airport.  Two men followed her to LAX and watched her check in the rental car.  They watched her board her flight and reported in.  

Ryan was in the airport when she landed and matched her to her photo.  All three men participated in the tail.  Every few minutes they would switch off.  With only three cars they couldn't get too close.  All the vehicles were nondescript, five or six years old with worn, dirty exteriors. They followed her back to the house they had been watching. Gerry turned on the roaming bug and recorded the conversation. Gerry sent it to LA.

"Ann, I'm sorry.  They must have spotted Candace and I as soon as we arrived.  They are either paranoid or careful.  We used good trade craft.  Its the first time either of us got caught.  How's Candace?"

"I bailed her out.  Cost three hundred thousand.  At least you were cheap.  Are you sure you weren't followed?"

"Yes, I kept a good watch.  So now what?"

"I guess we need to find a way inside since outside surveillance didn't work.  We need someone who can get hired there.  Young, pretty, and dedicated enough to put up with the embarrassment of working there."

"How about Millie Shultze.  She's hard core, young, and pretty?"

"Maybe.  Do you know where she is now?"

"In Seattle, I think.  Infiltrating a high tech up there.  Maybe she could get some vacation or take a leave for a sick relative?"

"OK. I'll call her. Get some rest."

"Millie Schultze, huh.  OK.  We'll watch for her.  Abe, tell Andrew to find out the names and locations of all the people associated with that house.  It looks like an extensive network of terrorist feminists, of all things."

"Right, boss.  Looks like we're involved with both ends of the female bell curve.  Scary."

Millicent Schultze's application showed up two days later.  I arranged an interview.  Andrew and crew had found the names of ten operatives of the feminist organization.  They called it Radical Army of Women (RAW).  How appropriate.

Senator Maxwell had seen pictures and videos of ponygirls. They looked terribly exotic. I had always wondered if their submission was deeper, more enjoyable. I knew speech was impossible because of their bits.   The only motions possible were walking or running. Their owners communicated via their reins and whip. Human speech was unnecessary. No higher thought than go, stop, left, right was necessary. What would a pony girl think about in her insulated life? The taste of her feed, the softness of her straw? Some questions were now of immediate import. How far will I have to go before he lets me rest? When will I get to pee? Will he fuck me when we stop?

When we got up Don, oops, Master, freed me from the ankle chain and I used the toilet then we showered. I felt pampered as he washed and dried my hair. He noticed my wrists had red marks from the cuffs. He found out where to go and he took me to the smith, Tony. Tony replaced my handcuffs with what he called dungeon cuffs. These were wide bands of steel that weren't adjustable. He found some the right size and asked my master how long I would wear them. "Five or six days."

Tony used a hammer and riveted them on my wrists. I was ironed for sure. Only a smith could take them off now. There was no key. There was no chain joining them.  Only a small, sturdy staple on each that master used to join them behind my back with a padlock.

"Tony, could you do her ankles too?"

"Sure. Do you want her like the waitresses?"

"That'll be fine."

I was wearing the red ball gag. so I shook my head, frantic with fear. I tried to say, NO, RED, but all that came out were unintelligible grunts and snorts. They ignored me.

After my ankles were ironed, Master looked into my eyes.  He said, "Tony, I've heard that the nose rings of some of the girls are temporary."

"Yes sir. My own design. I fit them accurately so they won't come out unless I take them out, but nothing is done to the nose structure.."

"Fascinating. Would you show me?"

"Sure. On her?"

"OK. She's here for a few days. I think she would be stunning with a ring."

"Put her in the chair. "Master led me to the 'barber' chair and Tony strapped my head and waist in place. I couldn't move.

Tony stuck a small caliper in my nose and measured the thickness of my septum in several places. He looked in a cabinet and pulled out a large silver ring with a thin segment missing. "I make these myself. They're solid spring steel. I cut out a piece just smaller than the septum. Then I chrome plate them. He picked up a bulky tool at least a foot long. Special pliers  expand the opening.  Just enough to fit over the wider ridge of skin and cartilage at the bottom of the nose. When I relax them, the ring closes back to its original size and grips the septum." He inserted the ring into my nose and opened the pliers. I felt the ring grip my septum like it was alive. He unstrapped my head and waist. I shook my head and felt the heavy thing flex my trapped septum. It wasn't uncomfortable. I had to see it.

Tony must have known what a strong force vanity is in women. He saw the look in my eyes and he held up a hand mirror. It was huge, I was sure it was bigger than the ones Amber and Valerie wore. I looked like them. More than anything else, it made me feel enslaved. I immediately wondered what the real one piercing my flesh would feel like?

Master took the leash off my collar and put it on my new nose ring. He pulled up and I stood. My, it was much more compelling than on my collar. He didn't tug hard, but my nose was more sensitive. I just knew I was going to be 'following my nose' from now on.

Master said, "Tony, you've been more than helpful. I would like to repay you. I've been told tipping is forbidden here, but what do you like to drink?"

"Jameson's, sir, single malt 12 years old." Done. I'll have some sent up. Oh," he turned to me and lifted my breasts in his hands, "Do you ever put rings in a slaves nipples?"

Oh shit. He'd do it too, now that he's thinking of me as his property. Damn.

"Yes. I do a lot of the girls. Same basic design as the permanent nose rings. They can't take them out, either."

"OK, Tony. Thanks." He led me out the door and took me to breakfast. I had to walk slow. I wasn't used to the weights or chain on my ankles. Master held my arm as well as my leash as we walked. He didn't seem to mind at all.

"Sometime I'll have to let you talk again. I'm curious what you're feeling right now. But remember, when I take your gag out to feed you, don't talk unless I ask you a question.  Or you have received permission to speak. If I ask you a question that can be answered yes or no just nod or shake your head. No speech unless required. If you do, the gag will go back in and you'll wear it all day. Do you understand?"

I nodded my head. Damn him. I made my living talking. I was good at it. I was a fucking US Senator. I realized I was on vacation. Speech wasn't necessary. It would all be over in a week and I would return to my duties. I knew this week had already changed my and my master. I wondered how much my life would change before the week was up?

We ate breakfast in the staff dining room. I think I was the most restrained person there. I was also the only one wearing a mask. Master took out my gag and fed me half of a veggie omelet, an English Muffin, and a cup of tea. He put the gag back in my mouth and took me to the exercise room. I now wore a pony girl's bit and was fastened to the walking machine. I went round and round as master watched. He had strapped me in a harness that went around my waist, between my legs and supported my weight should I fall. He stood at the speed control and adjusted it up and down. I had to do high steps. lifting my knees as high as my hobble permitted. My legs were aching. It was like climbing Escher's stairs with five pounds of metal on each ankle. If I faltered or failed to make the chain snap taut, I felt his whip on my body somewhere. He seemed to like the more sensitive areas like my breasts or labia, inner thighs, and my waist. My thoughts were simple: left, high, right, high. I needed to pee, but I couldn't communicate such a complex thought. Finally, I just let it go. Most hit the floor, but a little bit trickled down my legs and into my shoes. He saw it and congratulated me, "Good girl, good pony girl."

I couldn't do anything but keep high stepping around my circle.

He stopped me after an hour. I stank of sweat and pee. He raised a water bottle to my lips and I drank, deep. He removed my harness and took me to an open air shower. He tied my leash to a ring and hosed me down. The water was cold, so cold. My goose bumps had goose bumps. He lathered me and washed my hair. The rinse water was hot and so welcome. He dried me and my hair and took me to a lounge area. It was empty and he had me kneel on a cushion next to his chair. He took out my bit. He said, "Beth, you make a fine pony girl. How do you feel?"

"Master, I am tired but feel good. I think the endorphins have kicked in and I need a good fucking. Are you up for that?"

"You recall I said I would let you try that interesting bench in the play room. I think that would suit us both now. Any other ideas?"

"Master, I think its a wonderful idea.  But I'm only your slave girl so I don't expect you to pay much attention to my choices. I live to obey."

He put my gag back in and stood up. I followed him to the bench in the play area. He had promised me some time on that strange looking bench with all the straps and I was looking forward to it. He had also promised me something different today. He had acted mysterious and gleeful, but refused to spoil the surprise.

I thought it was my nose ring and irons, but I didn't know. What else could he possibly do? I remembered the nipple rings with alarm. No, those were permanent. Everything else was temporary. I wonder if he would ask me. He's gotten into male dominance pretty strong these last few days. To be honest, I like him this way. My submissive self is so compatible with his domination.

He took me to the bench and strapped me down. My belly rested on a contoured leather surface.  My ass stuck out over the edge.  My knees were forced wide by the broad underpinnings of the bench. My hands pulled high up behind me by a winch.  My ass was tight as a drum and my pussy and breasts were suspended in air. I was perfect for the whip, or his cock in any or all my holes, once he took my gag out.  Perfect.

He ran his fingers over my stretched ass, exploring its taut skin.

Master said, "I've never seen such a piece of furniture so well designed for its task. I must get one of these for our home. You look perfect on it."

I was silent.  His whip struck my ass several times. The pain was exquisite. I screeched but only a faint squeal passed my gag. Fiery stripes crisscrossing my ass. I would like to have seen it. After a while the stripes lost their bite. I couldn't feel the individual marks any more. My ass had a dull heat suffusing it. I imagined it was glowing hot pink by now. That's what it felt like. I felt the heat seeping into my belly, arousing me. I was moaning through my nose. A nasal vibration that I felt as much as heard. My neck was held in its semi-circular slot by a clip he had fastened onto the front ring of my collar. I felt his hand rub my pussy.  I was starting to feel the heat move into my belly. I moaned louder, and rocked my head in the only motion I could make.  Master was silent.

Another whip stripe landed on my ass. I moaned again.  My belly was hot.    I felt my love juices moistening my pussy.

Another whip stripe.  It didn't sting this time but my whole body got hotter.  I was silent.  Then his fingers thrust into my pussy with devastating effect. I came in a mighty orgasm to his fingers.  My love juices ran down my loins and dripped onto the floor.  I moaned. I tried to say, "Please Master.  Don't stop," but my gag was potent and no words emerged.

He gave me a brief respite then the next stripes landed on my ass.  The road to orgasm began again.  He made me come three more times.  I felt drained.  

I expected him to release me then, but he surprised me. I felt his cock rub against my pussy. I was well positioned for doggy style sex. He slipped inside my slippery cunt and filled me up. My vagina muscles spasmed around him and pulsed with his rhythm. My belly became hot and engorged with my blood. My heart rejoiced. He was in me. My master was using me the way women should be. I tried to move in counterpoint to his thrusts, but the tight straps held me fast. My belly got hotter and more aroused with each thrust . I moaned in pleasure. It felt so wonderful. I flew over the edge and into a mighty orgasm. The mother of all orgasms. I squealed and fought my bindings. My love juices ran around him and down my thighs. I must have fainted because when I was aware again, he was still thrusting into me and I was on the brink again. Then he came and filled me with his hot cum. My belly responded with its own orgasm and the mixed fluids gushed out of me and down both our legs.

Master released me and took me to a wash area.  He hosed me off, this time with warm water and toweled me dry. He took me to our room, sat on the couch and pulled me into his lap. I was so happy and content. I didn't want to move. I wished he would take my gag out. I wanted to kiss him so much. I loved my husband and master more than I thought possible. He held me and played with my breasts. I wouldn't mind if he put rings in them. He could do anything he wanted to me. I was his.

9/5/2016

My phone rang at noon, "Stafford."

"Bill, J.S. here. Your photos are of interest to HS.   One of them is Ann Range. She's a rabid feminist and has injured a bunch of people whose politics she didn't like. She's wanted for several terrorist attacks in the US and Canada.   We've been looking for her for five years.  Can you tell me where she is?"

"OK. Here's the thing.  She's sent people after my operation in LA.  I need to know who she's working for.  Give me a few days to find out and I'll give her to you."

"OK, Bill.  Be careful.  She's dangerous and clever.  And don't you dare lose her."

"I'll be extra careful.  Talk to you soon."

I called Andrew and passed on what J.S. had told me. "Be careful and don't lose her.  Take her down if you think you're about to lose her.  She's dangerous.  Don't be precipitous.  I need to know who she's working for."

"Understood."

I hung up the phone.  It rang immediately. The Id window said 'Security.' I picked it up, "Stafford."

"Abe, boss, We have something interesting. Could you come here?"

"Be right there."

As soon as I entered the security center, Abe said, "Boss, look at the big screen."

As he talked his operator pulled up the data he wanted.

"Gerry's in Minneapolis. He's got the target bugged and the surveillance woman's phone set up as a roaming bug. He set up the StingRay last night and has been logging her calls. We've been correlating the numbers both in and out with phone number listings. The woman using the phone the most is Ann, last name unknown. She is in regular contact with every national women's organization in the US and Canada. It looks like she's their go to person for surveillance and dirty tricks. She's talked about several ongoing activities that allude to blackmail and attacks."

"Excellent. Anything pertinent to us?"

"Yes. That'd what I wanted you to see. Its a long chain and may not be anything. Look here." He pointed to a linked list of calls on the screen. First, Lynn Owens of NAW calls Ann. Then Ann calls the surveillance woman. Then Lynn Owens calls Senator Elizabeth Maxwell here in LA. Next Senator Maxwell calls Dr. Katherine Gebhardt. The next day Dr. Gebhardt calls you and she shows up here to interview some girls with Dr Burrows. The following day, Dr. Gebhardt calls Senator Maxwell. The last call we found Senator Maxwell called Dr. Gebhardt last night while she was at Dr. Burrows house."

"That is an amazing coincidence or something big is afoot. Would you print me a copy of this chart and keep looking for more links. Look for incriminating evidence on all these people. We may need to turn some of them. Anything else?"

"One unrelated item. We heard one conversation from Maria, a new employee. She was talking to Lynn Owens. She reported she got the job.   She said, and I quote, ' Try and find out why they are sending women in chains to events.  They must have a scheme.  You can come home when you find me some useful information.' She also knew about Matt Steele from the airplane that delivered the girls to Burning Man. She asked Maria to see what she could learn about him."

"It gets more convoluted every time you find something. So Maria is a spy from NAW.  This is excellent work Abe. I won't forget it."

I went back to my office and called Matt.

"Steele."

"Matt, Bill Stafford. A couple of things. The surveillance team has gone home. Abe, my security chief has done some amazing work. His cell phone intercepts found two sets of data. The surveillance team, two women, were working for a sort of feminist terrorist group. It looks like a woman named Ann Range runs it.  She does a lot of unsavory things for some of the national women's organizations. She's wanted by Homeland Security and we know where she is. Also, we have a new girl, Maria Ramirez. Hired her yesterday. It turns out she is a plant from Lynn Owens, she runs NAW in DC.  She may be a client of Ann Range. Ring any bells?"

"No. Never heard of her that I remember. Do you think Ms. Owens sent her own investigator to check p on Ms. Range?"

"Well, that's possible. Not enough data yet.  In any case, based on Ms. Range's work history, I don't think Ms. Owens wants to be friends."

"We wouldn't want to disappoint our Washington friends, would we. I think I would like Samantha and Mallory to meet Maria. What do you think?"

9/6/ 2016 

Millicent Shultze arrived on time for her interview. She looked good enough for us. Petite, Blond, pretty and good breasts for her size.

We didn't open until 3 p.m.  I met her in the lobby and took her to my office. I asked the normal questions and read from her application. No mention of her work in Seattle, so it was all fabricated. I was sure it would check out and I knew I was going to hire her. I asked what she knew about The Coffle. She said, "I looked at your web site."

I said, " You know, then, we are a private club that caters to dominant men and submissive women.  Do you consider yourself submissive?"

She replied, "Yes. I am submissive. That's why I applied here. I think I will fit in and be comfortable."

"OK.  You know what  our waitresses wear?"

"Yes, sir.  That was on your web site."

"Good.  We have quarters available for you if you want.  They  resemble a studio apartment with a common lounge shared by eight apartments. They are in the building and let you live for next to nothing.   Do you have a partner?"

"Yes, I'm interested and no, no partner now."

"Do you prefer men or women?"

"Men."

"OK.  If you want the job its yours.  If you accept, your first month is a trial.  During the trial you will wear a temporary nose ring.  We'll take it off whenever you want and you're not working.  After a month, we may offer you permanent status.  If you accept, you will get a pay increase and a permanent nose ring.  Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir.  I want the job and I would like to see the apartment."

She was calm and hard to read. A practiced spy. "All right.  Come with me."

I took her up to the fourth floor. I told her she would have would have an exercise class and an etiquette class every day.  She looked quizzical.  I explained this was a club for dominant men and she had to be fit and know how to behave to please them.

I wasn't surprised when she nodded agreement.

I showed her the apartment and how to work the lock. She said she wanted it. I told her she would get her ID when she reported to work. She said she could start immediately. I took her down to personnel and had her processed and told her to come in at noon tomorrow. I watched her on the security camera as she signed all the employment forms. She barely glanced at them. She was on assignment. She didn't plan to stay here long.  Her tax and deductions, the nondisclosure forms were meaningless to her. She didn't read the permissions form at all.

I gathered Amber, Valerie, Julie, Nylla, and Abe in my office at 11:45.   I explained what I knew about Millicent. "No one outside this office is to know about Millicent or Marie. Don't talk about Matt Steele, myself, Sam, or John. Everyone else is fair game. Try and match these two up with one of our men. If you see a connection happening tell me. Show them both a good time and introduce them to the joys of bondage sex. I want them to prefer our company to their employers. Understood?"

Everyone nodded agreement. Just in time for then Millicent stepped out of the elevator. I sent Julie down to meet her and get her outfitted.

When I to The Coffle a guard took me to the apartment and I dropped off my things.  He took me back to the lobby and handed me off to a hostess he introduced as Julie.  

I said, "Hello, I'm Millicent. Call me Millie, please."

She was gorgeous and naked.  She wore a steel collar and high heels and leg irons.  The standard waitress uniform in The Coffle.  Her nose ring was big and looked heavy.  I watched it move in her nose as she turned her head

She saw me looking at her ring. and said, " Its real.  It doesn't come out.  You'll get used to it.  Its a sort of trademark of the club. She led me down a corridor to a coat room.  Inside there was a large closet and two attendants.  Julie said, this is Millicent, a new employee.  They took my clothes and left my shoes.    They took my fingerprints  and photo.  A little computer work and a machine printed 'Millicent' and a bar code on a heavy steel collar they put on my neck.   I heard the lock click shut when they closed it on me.  I did not expect my employee ID to be my collar.

Then one of them locked leg irons on me.  These weren't like police leg irons with ratcheting locks that fit many sizes.  She measured my ankles and selected a pair from a rack.  She closed on my ankles with a click.  They were an inch and a half high and the chain was just long enough to touch the ground.  The chain was of heavy, oblong links.  

Julie looked at me and said, "now we'll go see Joann."

"OK.  Who is Joann?"

"She does our hair and makeup.  You'll like her." She held my hand as we walked.  I was glad for the support.  Walking with this short hobble took getting used to.  It snubbed my steps every time.   I'd never run in these.

Julie took me up to the third floor and into a salon.  I met Joann who sat me in a chair and started work.   She just  trimmed my hair, but my bush was gone, shaved off. An assistant had done my nails and given me a manicure.  Another woman redid my makeup.  I liked it.   Julie took me to the smith who measured my septum with calipers.  He found a ring that fit and he used a complex pliers to open it and put it in place.  When he removed the pliers I had a heavy steel ring squeezing my septum.   It was not going to come out without the pliers.

Julie led me back to the bar and dining room  She left me with a girl named Nylla to learn the ropes.  I followed her around and carried orders.  I cleaned up and I looked at the people.  I learned not to jump when an unexpected hand caressed my breast or ass.  Customers had the right to touch us as well as look.  I received lots of invitations to join men for a play session or a scene. The place was much larger than I imagined when Ann told me about it.

When I took a new assignment I tried to be my role, like an actress. This was a weird kind of role. Sex object. It was exhilarating to be so exposed and helpless before all these strangers. It helped that all the women were not clothed. It would have been hell to be the lowest minority around. Here, I was no lower than any other woman, though we were all lower than outside.

All the women in the club were without clothes.   I was kind of appalled at how many women chose to come in the club with this dress code. The waitresses and hostesses wore chains like me.  Customer women wore collars and leashes if there was a man to hold her leash.  Unaccompanied women wore collars without a leash, but their hands were cuffed behind them.   After my shift ended Nylla gave me a week's schedule and I asked her when I could get my collar and irons removed?

"I just leave them on.   You'll need the collar to get into your room.  If you're going out, just go to the coat room and they'll take them off.  You have to wear them inside. You'll have to see Tony to get the nose ring off.  We need them for classes in the morning anyway. I thought about it.  I had spent all evening naked and in irons.  I could sleep this way I supposed.  So I went to my room.  The door recognized my collar and I saw all my things were there.  I put things away then got my phone out and reported in. I said, "Hi Mom. I got the job. Can't talk now. I'll call you soon., Bye." I  just showered and retired. I could explore later. 

In the morning I woke up at nine and got ready for the day. I found a cafeteria and got some eggs and an English muffin. I went to my first exercise class. The first half hour was stretching, then cardio exercises. Then they locked us in a coffle. The instructors actually locked chains between our collars. We had to march around the room with our hands crossed behind us.  Raising our knees as high as our hobbles permitted. The Instructors walked among us with thin canes they used to correct our posture. They stung.

After a while they stopped us and took the chains off us. Then it was time for us to learn how a slave girl behaved. We practiced various slave postures: kneeling, Display, punishment, spread, submission. They demonstrated then made us do them. Again they used those wicked canes to 'correct' our poses. They ordered us to change between the postures fast and with grace. We learned every man was 'Master' and every free woman 'Mistress.' We practiced the oath of submission until we were all perfect.

It was good exercise, but I don't think I have ever been so demeaned and insulted in my life. Despite that, I did find some things quite erotic and liked them. I don't think I'm quite submissive enough to enjoy this life except maybe with a lover. I went back to my room and showered again. I had worked up a good sweat.

I noticed a small bookshelf with ten BDSM books on it. Titles like 'The Story of O', 'The slave Girl', and 'As I'm Told.' All the classics. Just to keep us in the mood for a dominant man, I guess.

I went down to start work.

Time had passed much too quick. I wanted my vacation to go on forever. Don and I had connected better than we ever had in ten years of marriage. Except for our personal lives, we had both done quite well. I was a two term US Senator and he was sitting federal judge. This last week was the first real vacation we had taken together in the whole ten years. Don had stepped up as master and I had submitted to him. Last night I gave him my oath of submission. It wasn't legal or binding, but I meant every word and I intended to keep it forever.

I knelt before him and several witnesses. Bill Stafford, Amber, Valerie, Dr. Burrows and Dr. Gebhardt. My hands were cuffed behind me and my words were simple: "Master, I am Elizabeth Maxwell, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you."  

Bill Stafford removed my club collar and Master held his collar to my lips.  I kissed it and he snapped it shut on my neck.  I was owned.  "May I serve you now?"  I crawled forward to kneel between his legs. He exposed his penis and I took it in my mouth. This is the ultimate act of submission of a slave to her master. I made it gladly and I think I did it well. I swallowed his spend without spilling a drop. It was proud moment for both of us. When I had cleaned him with my lips, the witnesses clapped and cheered. I cried big alligator tears of joy.


Chapter 7    :  Talis

9/7/2016

Dr. Burrows looked excited. He was wearing a suit and power tie. Dr. Gebhardt was with him. She must have wanted to be here pretty badly. We were meeting in my office, so she had to obey our dress code to be here. She was a fine looking woman so I had refused to waive the dress code for her. So, she was naked and collared and Dr. Burrows was holding her leash. She knelt beside his chair. It looked like she had gotten some training from one of the staff. She was in the posture I required of my girls.  Knees spread wide, back arched, and breasts thrust forward.  She crossed her arms behind her, and held her head high. She looked quite good.

"All right Doctors. What have you learned?"

Adam Burrows spoke, "Mr. Stafford, we interviewed more than half of the girls that went to Burning Man. All have remarkable similar histories and experiences. We believe that some of the procedures you use can have significant therapeutic value. At least for many of the disturbed patients we treat."

"OK. That's good. You have our permission to use them on any patients that can benefit. But I'm sure you didn't come here just to tell me this. What else?"

"Yes, sir. There is more. The patients who will benefit are young submissive women.  They are unable to pursue their desires within the constraints of society. Because they are ignorant of the options.  Afraid to expose themselves, or come from an abusive environment. We would like to bring some of them here and treat them as members. Under our guidance at first. We think that a careful immersion in submission will help many women."

"I like the idea of helping your patients. I don't want them in my club though. As you point out they have problems. Something unfortunate  happening here to or because of them is risky. The repercussions might harm both your and our reputations. Isn't there a facility somewhere near you could use to treat them?"

"We've looked and contacted our colleagues and found nothing."

"How many patients would you want at a time and what facilities do you need?"

Dr. Gebhardt spoke for the first time, "Less than thirty and more than ten, I my estimate. All we need is privacy, rooms for them to stay in, and some space for exercise. A treatment room and food service."

"All right. Let me see what I can find. I know some people and maybe I can get something soon. Tell you what, Adam, Katy looks crestfallen.  Go find Amber, tell her to give Katy two quick orgasms and then let her get you some coffee. Come back in a half hour. Maybe we can locate something. "

"Dr. Gebhardt gave me a hungry smile and said, "Thank you Master Bill." They left.

I called Matt Steele.

"Steele."

"Bill Stafford here. I was just visited by Dr. Burrows and Dr. Gebhardt. They 're looking for a place they can treat depressed submissive women. They talked to the girls who went to Burning Man.   They think the bondage, sex, and submission fixed up our girls. They want to try treating their patients. This could be a boon for the crusade to free women."

"Hell, yes, Bill. What do they want? Privacy and somewhere to live?"

"Right. I was thinking they need a ranch up in the mountains, far away from people and with lots of room."

"My getaway never entered your mind, did it."

"What, me? Just because its perfect and it isn't even in your name. How many do you think can stay there?" About thirty if you use the bunkhouse and the guest house. "

"Perfect. Can they use it?" Sure. I've got a man and woman as caretakers there now. They stay in the guesthouse. If the doctors can get by with twenty two for a while, I can have another bunkhouse put up in a month."

"I think that will be fine, Matt. Can I tell them and when can they start putting patients there?"

"Sure, there's nothing else to do to let them use it. I own the place after all. I'll call the caretaker and let them know some folks will be staying there."

I did some nagging paperwork and the two doctors returned. Katy was glowing all over and Adam looked smug.

"I see Amber was able to make Katy happy. Turn around Katy."

"Yes, master." She turned and spread her legs wide. Her ass had a round bright pink spot on both cheeks.

"Paddle," I asked?

Adam said, "Yes, and Amber is a master. She had Katy bend over, gave her two hard swats on each cheek, rubbed her pussy and Katy came. Amber kept rubbing and she came again. It was over in two minutes. I guess it helps that Katy is so hot."

Dr, Gebhardt blushed and said, "Thank you, master."

"OK. Sit down Adam." He sat and Katy knelt beside him, adjusted her posture, and crossed her arms behind her.

"I've found a place for you. Its a ranch up in the mountains, about an hour from here. Its named Talis and has a couple acting as caretakers and living in a guest house. I will sleep another twenty two using a bunk house. I've been there. I has a small racetrack and stables, shop, garages, and several outbuildings. The horses are gone now. Its in good repair. Its in a National Forest and there are many hiking trails in the forest. There are  a hundred miles of trails on the ranch itself. You can use it immediately and if you need more sleeping space, the owner will add more bunkhouses. He's one of our investors and wants the coffle project to succeed. Do you want to go see it?"

Adam said, "God, that's fantastic, and so quick. Yes We'd love to see it. Can Katy and I drive there?"

"Sure." I wrote down the address and directions and handed them over. "There's a gate at the county road. Just use the intercom and tell them I sent you. Don't tell the caretakers any details yet. Its best if the owner gives them the information he wants them to have."

Adam drove and we talked about the possibilities. Whenever I'm idle my mind drifts back to my discovery of my submissive personality. Its become my driving force since it woke up. Whenever I get dressed I wonder if or how my clothing can incorporate my need for bondage. I found an old poncho I had picked up twenty years ago. It was heavy leather and sewn from many colored pieces. Pretty in a folk art way. It has a hole for my head and a button to make it tighter. As I looked at it, I realized it would cover handcuffs, in either the front or back. I moved it to the front of my closet. Today I had worn it. I have a need, not a want, not a could. If I wasn't bound some way, I got distracted. My need was distracting and prevented deep thought. I was going to have a hard time dealing with my clients unless I could find some form of hidden bondage.

When I had dressed to leave The Coffle, I had handed my cuffs to master and asked him to cuff me. He put my hands behind me and squeezed the cuffs tight. He double locked them so I wouldn't force them tighter as I sat. We talked as he drove. I told him of my problem. I was finding it difficult to think unless I was in bondage. We agreed the things I wore at the club or home wouldn't be practical. He reached over and rubbed my pussy and I purred. He said, "That's It. I've got it.

I asked, "What did you think of?"

"Oh, No, Doctor. No freebie. You're going to have to earn this insight."

"Anything, master. What would you like me to do?"

"After we finish here, I'll take you back to The Coffle and have Tony pierce you and ring you. Then I'll fix your problem."

"Master, maybe the rings will be enough and I won't need your fix."

"Well, there's always that possibility, but I don't think so. They aren't restraints, just ornaments. Anyway, you can change you mind about needing my fix after getting the rings and I'll let it drop."

The rings didn't worry me. I was planning on getting them soon anyway. I saw them on several of the girls and loved them. So erotic and fitting for a submissive. "Its a deal, master. I'll take the rings and if they meet my need for bondage, I'll stop there. If not, you can try your 'fix.'"

"agreed."

We talked about how to use the property and what approach to take to get likely candidates enrolled.

We arrived at the gate and it rolled back after Adam told the ox that Bill Stafford sent us. The drive was gravel and in excellent shape. It was also long., maybe a mile. We created a rise and saw the ranch nestled in a wide valley. There was a large house, a smaller house, a stable, garage, and racetrack. I saw white fences breaking up the valley into many fields. An older man awaited us by the garage. Adam pulled up to him and got out. I couldn't join them until Adam removed my seat belt, so I sat there and smiled.

They talked and the stranger handed Adam some keys and went into the smaller house.

Adam opened my door and unlatched my seatbelt. "Should you uncuff me?"

"No. I told him you were a dangerous criminal and we were here to see about using the ranch for women like you."

'Scoundrel. You did not."

"Right. He's going to watch us from his house, so keep your hands up high."

I thrilled to be bound in public, even if the public was two people. But they didn't know my secret. Even if I did have to slip up for them to find out, It was still thrilling. It would expose me as a kinky woman. Well, I could be!

"Just to be sure he gets a little of the idea. Follow me, one step to my right and two steps back."

"I will not heel you with people watching."

"If you fail, I will take away your poncho, and maybe your clothes. Be good."

God, I was so hot now. I wanted him to take me in that house and fuck me on the floor. Obedience time. "Yes, Master. I'll be good."

I followed him into the big house. It had modern plumbing and a kitchen suitable for a major restaurant. Six bedrooms with en suite baths. We looked into each bedroom. The master was large and the four poster bed fit well. On a hunch, I knelt beside the bed and lifted the spread. Yep. Right where I expected it. A sturdy ring bolt with a long chain piled up around it. It looked shiny and new. I stretched my cuffed hands around my body and could just reach the cuff and pulled it out to show Master. "Look Master, they are all ready for me. Does one of the keys you have fit this?"

He held up the keys and looked at them. "Nope all are door keys. Later, Katy."

A basement and central heating and air conditioning. This house was not built when the ranch was. The bunkhouse was more Spartan with a restroom at either end and twelve beds in three rooms. Central heating here, too. I was getting excited as I followed my master around this beautiful ranch.  Helpless, my hands cuffed behind me. This was how I wanted my life to be. I was obedient, awaiting orders, my mind empty of concern or choice. This was true contentment.

I followed him to the stable. It was clean and modern too. Concrete floor and twenty stalls. Each stall had heavy wood sides and door four feet high with another three feet of steel bars on top. Each one strong enough to hold a Percheron or Clydesdale. I imagined myself locked in a stall. Confined until someone opened the gate. I wouldn't be able to reach the catch mounted low on the gate. I wanted to feel it. "Master, put me in a stall, please. I want to feel confined."

He opened a gate. There was clean straw on the floor in the rear of the stall. I walked in. Master lifted my poncho over my head. He unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it out of my skirt. He pulled it down my arms until it dangled from my cuffs. He unzipped my shirt and let it drop to the floor. I no longer wore panties or bra, at his order. . He said, "step back. " I did and he picked up my skirt, rolled it up and put it in his jacket. "Now you look like you belong in the stall." He stepped out and closed the gate.

"Thank you, Master. When we work here, this is how I want to sleep. It suits me."

"Yes, it does. But remember, what you want doesn't matter. Your duty is to serve me. I like you in my bed at night. Perhaps when I'm away or for part of a night."

"Of course, Master."

He left the stable and closed the door. I waited. Slave girls must learn patience. I pondered his solution to my problem. How could I be bound yet not seen to be bound? I didn't see an answer and gave up. I would find out soon enough.

Master returned in an hour and opened the stall gate. He put my skirt back on me. He unlocked one cuff and slid my blouse off then replaced the cuff. He put the blouse in his pocket and draped the poncho back over my head. I was as covered as when I came in but felt half naked. When I walked the rough leather rubbed my nipples. In a few feet they were rock hard.  I thought, this is what they're going to feel like all day when the rings are pulling on them. Good.

Master walked out of the stable and I followed him back to the car. He strapped me in and we drove away.

He said, "This ranch is perfect. I looked at a few of the outbuildings while you were in the stable. There's a big shop and a garage and several empty buildings. A couple look like they were never used. And all the buildings are sturdy and almost new. One of them is perfect for our office. It has a reception area, a bathroom and three offices.

"Yes, Master. I think the stable will be perfect too." He just smiled. we went back to The Coffle. Neither of us had forgotten our next errand. I was so excited I could hardly walk.

In the coat room, I had exchanged my clothes for a collar and leash. Master left my hands cuffed behind me. When he opened the door to Tony's shop I almost fell, I was so nervous.

Welcome Doctors, what can I do for you," Tony asked.

Master said, Katy had decided she needs some piercings. One ring in each nipple and one in each labia lip. Permanent, of course."

Tony, looked at me and said, "Those will be lovely on you Katy. come sit in my chair and he waved we to his 'working' chair. I was  pleased how quick and painless it was. He swabbed some local anesthetic on me and had me lay my head back. He put a blindfold and a some headphones on me. He strapped me down so I wouldn't jump and mess up his aim. Unlikely, but a precaution I understood. Brahms floated out of my headset and I felt him working on me. I felt only tiny pinpricks as he pierced me. I felt the rings pull on my nipples when he released them. Not too heavy, but insistent, unrelenting. Gravity was my friend. I didn't feel the weight of the labia rings until I stood up. They had been resting on the seat with me.

Tony took off my headset and blindfold, then unstrapped me. I walked to a wall mirror and looked at my new ornaments. They swung in my flesh and I felt my nipples harden with the stimulation. I had been right earlier. I would have rocky nipples anytime I moved. I remembered the rest of the deal. I sampled myself, my soul, and found no change. These rings, stimulating, decorative, and permanent, weren't bondage. They prevented nothing, only adorned. I turned to Master and posed?

He said, Lovely and they make you look ever so much more erotic. How do you like them?"

"Master, they're beautiful and so stimulating, but they are not bondage. I need your 'fix.'"

"All right, Katy. Sit in the chair while I talk to Tony. I sat down and Master took Tony to the back of his shop. Master came back and said, "Tony thinks he has what you need. Just a moment."

"Please Master, tell me what it is. I'm dying to know. Pretty please?

Tony came back just then carrying something metallic. I didn't recognize it. When he got close, he unwrapped the thing and I recognized a...chastity belt. I looked at it , flabbergasted. "Master, you think I should wear a chastity belt?"

"Of course. Its a perfect answer to your problem. It locks on you and you can't get it off because I have the key. You can do anything you need with it on. and, best of all, its invisible and your movements will be normal. Now stand up and Tony will fit it to you."

He was right. It was the perfect solution. I expected some discomfort. Tony took ten minutes adjusting it and in the end, it was comfortable. It was tight and restrictive, like a metal corset worn low. I tried it. I could pee and crap and no one's penis or finger, including mine, was getting in me while it bound me.

"How does it feel?"

"OK, Master. Its kind of unreal. You were right. It solves my problem. But I don't want to wear it. I don't like it, Master. It keeps you away from me too."

"Don't forget, Katy. I have the key and can unlock you as I wish"

"But Master, I won't have to wear it except at work, will I?"

"Its important you get used to it and comfortable with it. Of course, I like I having you under even tighter control. I like having you on a short leash, Katy."

"I like it too Master, but you don't need it this short. I will always obey you, Master."

"I guess if you had a nose ring, I wouldn't need the belt."

"Oh no, Master. Not to work. It would scare my patients half to death."

"You're right. OK not now. I bet you didn't see all the features of your belt. Turn around, please. I was still cuffed. I felt him lift my cuffs to the level of the waist belt. A heard a click and my hands wouldn't move from the back of the belt.

He said, "there's a little lock built into the belt to secure your cuffs. How does that feel."

"Wonderful and helpless, as you know, Master. But I can't use that feature at work."

"Walk around."

I took a few steps forward and turned and came back. I heard a tiny clinking. I realized the belt passed between my new labia rings and they were hitting it as I walked. I'd have to do something about that or clink when I walked.

"Tony," Master said, "you do great work. We'll take it all. Send me the bill."

"No bill, doc. Boss says you two are part of the team. Goodbye."

"Bye, Tony. Thanks." He took hold of my leash and led me out, to home. And, I hoped, out of my new steel drawers. As I walked on my leash I savored the feel of my new rings. Their heavy weight swayed and tugged my nipples and labia with every step. and the damned clinking of my labia rings against the chastity belt was only making it worse. I was getting aroused just walking. I wasn't sure I could get to the car without an orgasm. It was getting stronger with every step. I flushed and started to drip. "Master, can we stop a moment?"

He stopped and looked at me. "My God you're about to orgasm, aren't you?"

"Yes, Master. Its the rings, They're driving me crazy."

"Yah, and you're clinking too."

"I know it Master, its the labia rings banging against the chastity belt. Can you do something about it?"

"I don't know. But the real question is, do I want to do something about it. I think it will be real nice to have you clinking and banging when you walk. "

"Oh, Master, please?"

"Well, maybe a rubber band. Or even better, I'll hang some weights on them to keep them quiet."

"Not that Master, please. Can we go back and see Tony?"

"No, you look better now. Let's go get your clothes back and go home. I'm sure all the new feelings you have now will be less stimulating as you get used to them."

"I hope you're right, Master." He led me to the coat room where I traded my collar for my clothes. Master let me wear my skirt and poncho, but he kept the blouse. The ride home was almost as exciting as my walk. The damned rings bounced and swayed with every bump in the road. I came as soon as he took out of the car.


Chapter  8  :  Battle Plan

9/8/2016

I had most of the elements of a plan in my head. I called Abe. and he answered on the first ring.

"Security. Good day, boss."

"Hi, Abe. Can you come see me now. I've got a plan. I want to run by you."

""Be right there."

The door opened less than a minute later. Abe said, "A plan huh. I can't wait."

"OK," I started, " To recap, we sent twenty girls in a coffle to Burning Man. It was the start of a publicity campaign to increase business.  And the girls wanted to make their submissiveness acceptable in public. The campaign helped our business. Its had an unexpected consequence. The national women's organizations, at least some of them, see what we did as a threat.

They hired Ann Range's group.  Feminist terrorists or criminals, depends on the day, I guess, to watch us. We, that is, you, detected the watchers and we sent them running home. We put them under surveillance and identified several of her operatives. Since the surveillance failed, Ann sent an infiltrator, who we hired, Millicent Shultze and I've got Amber, Valerie, Nylla, and Julie watching her.

I want to see if Ms. Range is planning any direct action against us. I think if Ms. Range learns of another pending coffle appearance that she will want to stop it. My buddy in counter terrorism believes she doesn't mind hurting people to disrupt things. There's an LGBTQS pride event in San Gabriel on the 15th. If Millicent reports that we plan on a coffle and publicity there, she will try to stop it. There's only a week for her to plan. I'm going to  let Millicent know the coffle team is training at Matt's ranch for three days before the event. We'll move the caretakers out for week and set up a trap. I think they will try to hurt some or all the girls. We'll see if we can capture some of them and use that to shut down Ms. Range's clients. We'll take care of Ms. Range anyway.

I want to gather proof, that'll stand up in court, that Ms. Range's clients are using a known terrorist. Can we do that with the resources you have in Minneapolis?"

"Sure, boss. We have control of her phones now. To be sure I want to do the same to her computer. I'll tell the guys to be careful, but there's more risk in this because they have to enter her house."

Ask them to try and get it done in two days. That's when I want to tell Millicent.

"So, Boss, they wait until she's asleep or the house is empty.   Disable her alarm, enter, put a virus and a keyboard grabber on her computer, copy her files then get out. If they have time, they'll change the alarm system and leave an open portal to get back in faster next time."

"OK, Abe. I'm going to tell Amber about the coffle walk in San Gabriel. None of them will know about the trap we're setting. We'll just change locations and keep them away from the action. Go get your boys to work."

"Right, boss."

I went to the floor and called Amber over.

She smiled and hurried over. She knelt in front of me. "Hello, Master. Its good to see you."

"Good to see you, too, Amber, even if the last time I saw you was only a half hour ago. So I came down to tell you there is an event coming up to take the coffle. San Gabriel Pride. Its close and on the 15th, so, soon too. I want the coffle to work up some routines, like a chorus line to wow the crowd. So you'll need to practice. I want to send the bunch of you up to Matt Steele's ranch, Talis to practice a couple of days before the event. He's agreed, so on the twelfth, all the girls will go up and practice. "

"Sounds like fun, Master. Which girls will go?"

"Let's decide that on the eleventh. So tell all the girls they may get to go and prepare. Some may need to rearrange their personal schedules. We have plenty of time and girls available. Tell them that their men can stay at the ranch with them the last night. Here's the address of the ranch." I handed her a map. "That's all, go have fun."

She kissed me and scampered back to the bar. So graceful, even hobbled.

Andrew had a good idea of Ms. Range's habits after several days of observation. He watched the feed from the camera aimed at her front door. She was an orderly woman and she should come out within five minutes. He watched patiently. Three and a half minutes later, she came outside. He zoomed out and watched her get in her car and drive out her driveway. He knew the house was empty now. Her house guest had left and taken her dog with her yesterday. He watched her drive toward town on the county road. She would get mail from her PO box before returning. If she had no other errands, she would return in a little more than twenty minutes. He tapped the transmit key on his headset once, "Clear." He started the timer on his cell phone. He watched Gerry and Ryan race to the front door. Gerry picked the lock and they both entered and closed the door. Andrew knew Gerry had hooked his decoder to the alarm system and was searching out her key. In ten minutes both men exited the front door and Gerry locked it. They vanished into the woods.

Andrew kept watching until Ann reentered her home. She didn't know it, but her home was now electronically transparent. She would find out soon.

I called Matt Steele and we reviewed the plan. I sent Sam and six men to Talis They took enough supplies to stay until the fifteenth. I made sure Abe sent all the electronics they could possibly need.

Talis

Bill's team arrived at Talis.   They found, Art Lowell, Matt Steele's security chief waiting for them. Sam was in charge and had brought six others with him. All were former SEALs or Army snipers.

Sam said, "Afternoon Art, thanks for meeting us."

Art was bigger than any of the team. He was built for strength, not speed. "My pleasure, Sam, Gentlemen. I've got some good maps, topographical and high resolution overheads, done a week ago. Mr. Steele warned me so I had them shot just for you."

"I do like working with perfectionists, Art. Can we see them now?"

"Sure, come on." He led them into a large outbuilding. Sam noticed a new high security lock on the door. Inside was a huge table with maps spread out on it. Art started with the overheads.  He talked them around the ranch and pointed out good surveillance and ambush spots he had found. All the men listened intent on the topography. Art took an hour with his description, the last half using the topographical maps. Art had a sniper's viewpoint and had found almost all the good spots.

Sam and the others pointed out a few other places to look. It was getting on in the day and light would fade soon. Sam divided the team into two man sections.   He sent them to eyeball their areas of responsibility. Art had already made copies of the maps for each team.. Sam stayed with Art and scouted the ranch buildings. He was looking for good places to conceal cameras.

The teams came back as scheduled. They hovered over the maps and used their notes to fill everyone in on what they found. The teams had already placed wireless, starlight, motion sensing cameras on likely approaches. They gave Art the frequencies and set up their screens.

My phone rang. It was Abe. "Stafford."

"Boss, Millicent just talked to Ann and gave her the address of the ranch and the dates.. Ann called three numbers . Two in LA and one in Seattle. Ann asked for 'an accident' to prevent our girls getting to the event."

"All right. Only two kinds of accidents occur to me. A vehicle accident or something at the ranch. A vehicle accident will  have to happen before they get off the mountain road and into the city network. Its possible they could hit them at the event itself. Too much traffic and people to allow a reliable accident, though."

Abe said, "I agree on the roads. I think the ranch is more likely. Fixed target, they think, anyway. At the ranch its either something that needs access to the quarters, like a gas explosion. Or something external like a plane crash. That's pretty unlikely. Way to hard to aim. The girls are not going near the ranch so they won't be in danger."

"OK. Ask your guys to look for likely vehicle ambush sites on the local roads. If its going to happen on the roads, they're going to steal a vehicle. See if the local sheriff will notify you if any are reported. Talk to your team and tell them what you heard and what we've thought of. I'm sure they'll think of more things."

Janice Allwood and Megan Saunders met at the Pasadena Library. They found the ranch on an overhead photo from the California State Board of Forestry. It was two years old, but good enough for their purposes. They took photos of the map with their smart phones. Next they found a topographical map of the ranch area printed by the USGS. They took more photos.

9/9/2016

Julie assembled three coffles of twenty girls each for practice on the roof of The Coffle. Somewhere she had found the choreography for many line dances done to recorded songs. She had set up a large screen and projector so all the girls could see the instructions. All three coffles were lined up in three parallel rows six feet apart. She tried several dances to see if any were easier to learn. She put "All I Have To Do Is Dream," by the Everly Brothers on the player, but didn't start it. The dance choreography she put on the big screen.  She had them walk through it slowly, again and again, then faster. Finally she started the music. It was a disaster. By the sixth time, they were kind of in step. After ten tries, she stopped them. It worked pretty well so she'd have them practice it many more times.

One more. "OK, girls. This one is easy. You even get a costume for this one. I picked up the box and walked down the first line. Each girl got a tan cowgirl hat with a jaunty red feather waving above it. "Put 'em on, girls. Its the most you're ever going to get. Savor them."

After all had hats I went back in front. "Look at the screen girls. This is called the Cowgirls Twist. I'll walk you through it. You start with four heel struts going forward. Right, Left, Right, Left." I demonstrated. "OK try it." They were OK. Now, walk backward, Right, Left, Right, Left together. Like this." I demonstrated. "OK, try it."

They did OK. I went through all the steps. Three traveling swivels left, three right. Swivel heels left, right, left, right, center, step forward, pivot left, hold. I repeated the steps several times, then had them put it all together a couple of times. Finally I started the music. I used "Do You Love Me," by the Contours because I like it. They did better on this one. Fewer steps and simpler repetitions. I decided this is the one we'd do at San Gabriel. Luckily there was a lot of material for line dances, 'cause that's pretty much all a coffle of girls can do. I collected the hats. and released the girls. This was enough for today. I erased all but the last recording. I wanted to show Master Bill what these girls could do. I wanted him to hire a choreographer to design some acts for a coffle. After all, we were unique in at least one way - necks no more than four feet apart.

Master was leading me down the hall in TC toward Master Bill's office. All I knew was that Master had ordered me to get ready to go to The Coffle. It was ten in the morning on a Friday. My office was closed Fridays, so I was available. I was gardening in Mater's back yard in nothing but my leg irons and chastity belt. I had thrown a summer dress on and we were off. After I had traded my dress for my collar and leash, Master had also cuffed my hands behind me. He says he likes me helpless and I guess I do too. My new duality: in control at work, helpless elsewhere. My feet were still ironed. I didn't mind since I always wore them at The Coffle or home, anyway. "Master, may I know why we are here?"

"Wait. Curiosity is not a good trait in a slave girl. Be happy I'm bringing you along. I could have left you home in close chains. However, this concerns you so I think it best if you are present. Just remember your place and don't speak unless instructed."

"Yes, Master." Boy, had I lost stature in the last couple of weeks. From competent, independent psychologist to tolerated slave girl. Still I wasn't unhappy. I had chosen to become a full slave to Master. I was pleased he trusted me and wanted me involved, even in the male dominant realm of The Coffle. I still think I got the best part of the deal. He was responsible and I had given up all duties save obeying him.

He led me in the room. There were two men already there. Bill Stafford, manager of The Coffle and an unknown man. He was present at our first meeting with Mr. Stafford, but he had chosen to remain anonymous.

Mr. Stafford waved Master to a chair. He sat in the chair and I knelt beside him. While I was adjusting my position, Master Bill said, "Welcome Adam , Katy. This is Matt Steele."

I knew of a billionaire banker named Matt Steele, but I don't recall ever seeing a picture of him. Master exchanged greetings with Mr. Steele.

Mr. Steele said, "Doctor Burrows, Dr. Gebhardt. I'm interested in your idea that depressed women might be helped by us. I have decided to let you use Talis for a treatment center. I will fund initial operations there too. I have established a construction budget of two million dollars.  And an operations budget of one million dollars for each of the next five years. I expect you to give me a construction plan in a month and an operation plan in three months. I would like to see the place turn a profit in its fifth year. Can you do that?"

Master said, "Yes sir, I believe we can, provided we get good support from The Coffle."

Mr. Steele asked, "What will you do with your current practices when this gets going?"

"We are  combining our practices now. Since Katy has agreed to become my slave, it is not practical to keep them separate. In all matters save her patient's treatment, I must make the decisions. Both of us have been frustrated that we can not cure the depression of most women. We can medicate them to ease the symptoms. We can offer lifestyle changes to avoid triggers, but we can't cure them. The results of women at The Coffle offers the first treatment for these women. We are both excited about this. We see our current practices as triage centers that send women the new treatment might help on to us. We will need to hire doctors to staff our practices, but that will be easy."

"Good. I want top remain anonymous for this project. I am an investor in The Coffle already so I will arrange to funnel my contributions through Bill at The Coffle. He will be your paymaster and I expect he will have his accounting staff take care of the money. Prepare a description of the structural improvements you want. I'll have my architect contact you. Through Bill, of course. Dr. Gebhardt, you're looking lovely. I see you've added some jewelry. They look good on you. Do you agree with everything you've heard here?"

"Mr. Steele," I said, "I agree with the statement my Master made about treatment of patients. In everything else I have abdicated all responsibility so I was not listening. My Master handles plans and commitments. I just obey. And I'm happy with this."

Janice Allwood visits the Angeles National Forest Ranger Station in Arcadia, CA. She  purchased ten maps showing the area around the ranch.

9/10/2016

Will Abrams was young and excited. As luck had it, two customers came into the showroom before noon. Robert, the senior sales associate, had seen them too. He jumped up and said, "I've got the guy. Go see the woman." Hah. Robert hadn't sold a thing. The guy wanted parts. The woman, however, wanted two ATVs, today. He had just made the biggest sale of his short tenure at Valley Motors. The young woman in front of him had just bought two ATVs, His commission was going to be over a thousand dollars. He said, "Yes, they will be ready first thing tomorrow. I've got the address and I'll bring them there by 7:30 in the morning. Here's your receipt for your deposit. You'll have cash or a cashier's check for the balance when I get there, right?"

Megan said, "Of course. This is a surprise for my parents.  I'll meet you in front of their house, You'll unload them and I'll decorate them . Its their fiftieth anniversary and they've always wanted to go off road in the mountains. See you in the morning. 'Bye"

"Goodbye, Megan." He almost skipped back to his desk to finish the paperwork and tell his boss. Whom he noticed was watching him through his window overlooking the sales floor. First thing he called the shop and talked to the service manager. "Bob, this is Will, I just sold 3548 and 3590 I need to deliver them early tomorrow morning. Would you get them ready to go. I have to leave by seven am." "OK, thanks."

At four thirty, Megan and Janice were driving the store's pickup into the mountains. Pulling the trailer with the two new ATVs on it. They dumped the ATVs at the vacant cabin and headed back to town. They parked the truck  in a tire store lot three blocks from the ATV dealer and wiped it clean by seven.

I haven't called Ann in a couple of days. Nothing to report. I'm also feeling a little guilty. Everyone here is nice to me and the sex is out of this world. There's a guard, Aaron, who's taken a liking to me. I like him too. The other girls encouraged me to see him and I tried it. Its a strange kind of dating. When I'm with him I have to wear a leash. House rules for accompanied women. Its working. I defer to him on everything and it feels so natural, so right. I even let him take me into the play area.

I guess I got all my knowledge of whips and chains from movies and books. The reality is much different. Just being helpless and waiting for the whip makes me aroused. I don't know if or when I will feel the sting and the uncertainty inflames my pussy. The first time we played I was tied to a big wooden 'X' and he was behind me with a whip. But the first thing I felt was his hands caressing my boobs. He squeezed a little and rubbed my nips and my pussy jumped. When his hand rubbed my belly it got worse. When he stroked my nether lips I shook the whole frame. I was so hot, I wanted to just go jump in bed with him. I whispered, "take me now Aaron."

But he didn't listen to my purring suggestions. He said, "it will be better later, Millie."

He slid his fingers inside my nether lips and rubbed me. I felt my love juices flowing into my vagina. I was so ready. But he pulled his fingers out and I felt a scorching stripe on my ass. I gasped. It stung and I jumped in my straps, but it wasn't the pain. It was the way my vagina spasmed. I wanted to orgasm and I was close. The next stripe landed and I moaned in pleasure/ I was so close. He stroked my pussy lips again and I almost came. my belly was churning, trying to grasp a cock that wasn't there yet. I needed it so. The nest stripe landed on me and I came, hard. I tried to fold onto a ball, bur I couldn't. That made it even more intense. He made me come four more times hanging there helpless. I wanted him to stop and make animal love to me, but he just kept forcing orgasms out of my trembling body. Finally he let me down and I leapt into his arms.. We made love on the floor under my 'X' and it was the best sex ever. He was so right. I'm never going to do straight sex again. When he took me back to my room we kissed and he asked if I wanted him to come in. "Aaron," I said, " I'm not that kind of girl. We've only known each other two days. Why, you're lucky I even kissed you tonight."

"Of course you're right, Millie. I don't know what came over me. Can I see you tomorrow after work?"

I said, "OK. I am that kind of girl." I grabbed his arm and pulled him inside.

I lay beside him this morning wondering about my life. I was young and I liked the spy shit I did for Ann. it was exciting and not too scary. I wasn't stealing secrets or hurting people. But I liked these so dominant men. They took good care of their women, were hard as nails and quite competent. Aaron was one of them. I was happy having him make all the decisions as long as I was the center of his life. Hell, I was in heaven when he made me helpless. I owed a lot to Ann. Could I just forget her? She had taught me a lot and I considered her a mentor. Yet I didn't want to every leave this place. We got up and went to our things. I went to my exercise class.

Now most of our exercise class is in coffle. We practice dance routines and we're getting better. We never had any problem with proper spacing. These chains have no give at all. But now everyone was going in the right direction and almost always did the right step. Julie is a harsh taskmaster. She's insisting on precision and her whip is always stinging our bottoms. But its working. Our hands are a small problem. At first we were just free to wave them around for balance. Then we had to hold them at our sides like Irish Step Dancers. We had them locked behind us one day, but Julie didn't like that. The next day she locked them in front. That didn't last either. Amber suggested she lock our right wrists together like on a real coffle. It was different but the left hands were still a problem. The last few practices Julie gave us several numbers where we had to clap at several points. We kept them at our sides other times. She seemed to like that best. So that's how we've been practicing for a couple of days. I've got to admit, this is a lot less boring than calisthenics and marching in a line. Julie told us twenty five girls were going to a ranch tomorrow.  We would do intensive practice for our show in San Gabriel. We're going to go tomorrow and stay there until the show. Aaron can come up and visit me on the night before the show. Its going to be like going to dance camp. I've got to tell Ann.

I was sitting in my office trying to read the summary of a bill my staff had prepared. God, it was dry stuff. I realized I had read on particularly dense paragraph three times and I didn't know what it said. I leaned back and had to admit my mind wasn't on it. I had a completely different topic on my mind. I put my hand on my waist and felt Don's memento. On the day we left The Coffle he gave me a present I couldn't forget. He wrapped a chain tight around my waist. So tight I couldn't move it. He locked it in place so there was an end hanging down between my legs, rubbing my pussy when I moved. I was thinking about what we should when we got home when my intercom buzzed.

"Yes?"

"Senator, Ms. Owens is calling on line one."

"OK, Carla. I'll take it." I picked up the headset. and selected line 1. "Hell, Lynn. How are you?"

"Not so good. I've heard that that those women are going to appear at the San Gabriel Pride event on the fifteenth."

"I know about the event. I was considering attending. Show the flag, you know?"

"Senator is there any way you can pull strings to get them excluded from the event?"

"No. It would be all over the news if I tried. And it would be a contradiction. I've always supported inclusion and savoring our differences. I couldn't get close to excluding anyone. You know that."

"Yeah, I do. I was just hoping. These women are so radical I'm afraid violence might erupt."

"I didn't like the implications here. "Do you have any reason to suspect that?"

"No, no reason. Its just that we've been getting more hate mail since they first appeared. Nothing specific."

The implication was clear. "Lynn," I sad, You're planning something. I've seen you in action before. Don't hurt anyone."

"Senator, I would never cause anyone any harm. I'll be in my office in D.C that day."

"And your agents?"

"Don't have any. You must have heard some of that nasty gossip from the Atlanta food poisoning problem. We don't do things like that."

"Nice to know. Sorry I can't help you. Goodbye, Lynn." I hung up without waiting for her reply. Shit. I needed to warn Bill Stafford. I needed to talk to him in person. This wasn't something to do on the phone. I called Bill.

"Stafford."

"Hello, Bill, this is Liz Maxwell. Something you need to know about has come up. I want to see you in person. Can I talk to you in about a half hour?"

"Of course , Senator. I'll be ready. Do you want me to tell the guards to waive he dress code?"

"Of course not. I've learned to love it. So has Don. 'Bye." I hung up.

Next I called Don.

"Don Maxwell."

"Don, its Liz. I need to talk to Bill Stafford on an urgent matter. Can you go with me?"

"Sure. I'll pick you up in ten minutes. OK?"

Thank you, my love. I'll be waiting. 'Bye"

I buzzed Carla and told her I'd be leaving in ten minutes. She said she had a couple of papers for me to sign and I had her bring them in. After that was done, I got my things together and waited for Don. He was punctual and we were in The Coffle twenty minutes later.

I stopped in the coat room and exchanged my clothes for a collar and leash. Don took my leash and we walked to Bill's office.

We knocked and opened the door. Bill said, "Good to see you both again. Like your chain Liz. Don's idea?"

I blushed. Foolish I know, but I'm still not entirely used to people noticing my skin.

Don said, "I got the idea from one of your girls. I was wondering out loud what I could do to keep our stay here fresh in her mind. One of your waitresses told me a story.  About a girl that kept working after submitting to her man. He locked a chain around her waist to keep things fresh at work. I thought it was a good idea and voila."

"I'll have to keep it in mind, too. So, Senator, what do you need to talk to me about?"

I told him about my phone call. I didn't use Lynn's name.  I told him I suspected a group had arranged to disrupt the coffle's appearing in San Gabriel.

He surprised me when he said, "This must be Lynn Owens. we've been watching a group of what we call feminist terrorists that she uses a fair amount. We think they plan to try and either shoot some of the girls or cause an explosion that hurts some of them. We're taking precautions and we will keep all the girls out of harm's way. Thanks for the warning. It confirms what we thought. We think we can keep everything quiet. Is there any way we can play it to get you a political advantage?"

I thought for a moment. "Nothing comes to mind. Lynn's group will take advantage after the fact, but can't show any knowledge before. I'm in much the same boat. And I can't denounce them if their attempt is kept quiet. So, no. Thanks for the offer and for seeing me."

Don said, Let's go and have dinner, Liz."

I was hungry and said, "Yes, Master."

After we left the office Don stopped me, turned me around and cuffed my hands behind me. "I'm going to feed you tonight, Hon." He reached between my legs and pulled the chain up behind me and locked it to my cuffs.

I yelped, "Master, its too short. Its inside my ...thingy."

"I prefer 'cunt, or 'pussy' but does it hurt?"

"Uh, no, Master."

"Then I'll leave it in place."

"OK, master."

"You know, don't you, that you don't get to decide things like this anymore?"

"Yes, Master." I could tell my life was going to become interesting.

We walked toward the dining room and I found out the chain rubbed on my tender inner tissues. At every step. Up, Down, Up. And I was getting aroused. By the time we reached the hostess I was panting, trying not to come in the dining room. The hostess looked at me funny. I said, "sorry, its this crotch chain."

She said, "Not to worry. This is orgasm central. Most every night we see one. The diners like it. Better than a floor show. They leave better tips when it happens, so feel free."

She seated us at a table and chair designed for us. I wound up slightly elevated with my legs over master's lap and facing at right angles to him. Ser slid the table over me and it locked my torso in place. I couldn't move anything and I was well placed for master to feed me. It was one of the most intimate meals I ever had, even if it was in a crowded restaurant.


Chapter  9  :  Ambush

9/12/2016

Sam had rented six identical white twelve passenger vans for the exercise. He had magnetic signs with the TC logo on then he put on the sides. It took two vans to move twenty girls and four guards. In transit the girls wore long black capes and they weren't in coffle. Not safe if there was an accident.

Janice and Megan took turns watching the ranch through a twenty power spotting scope. They were on a heavily wooded hilltop almost two miles from the ranch house. At ten am Janice said, "Got movement, I see a white van, no, two vans coming up the driveway. They both have a TC logo on their sides."

Megan was recording everything with times.

"OK, there are girls and a few guys getting out. They're just milling around. I can't get a count from here."

"Just wait, Megan said, They'll spread out sometime."

After a couple of minutes, Janice said, "Here they go. The girls are walking in single file toward the lawn in back of the house. The guys are spreading out around the lawn. I can see the sun glinting off their chains. They're in coffle all right. I count twenty girls and four guys. No weapons in sight."

In a few minutes, Janice said, "looks like they are practicing dance steps. I wonder if Millicent is in that chain? Wouldn't that be a hoot. They'd never get me to do that. Not even for money."

Megan and Janice switched positions every hour.

Janice was back on the scope at noon and reported them going in the house. Megan didn't say anything as she recorded it.

At about one ten, Megan said, "They're coming out again."

"Looks like more dance practice."

At three fifteen Megan said, "they're going in that long building, let's call it the stable."

Janice said, this is so boring. I'm being eaten alive by mosquitoes. Let' get some repellent for tomorrow."

"Good idea. It should be dark in a couple of hours. Sage and Zoe will be on the eleven pm flight. We'll brief them tonight and try to get closer tomorrow. With four we can probably do this."

Janice was at the scope when the girls came out of the building. "They're back in the yard. Looks like more practice. I just don't understand why a bunch of pretty girls would do this. I mean naked and chained together by the neck. Dancing in front of strangers? I don't understand."

Megan replied, "Me either, but all we need to know is that Range is paying us to stop them."

"Yeah, I guess so."

They watched the girls troupe into the house about five.

They packed up and left after it was too dark to see anything but the lights in the house windows. The ranch was dark otherwise.

An hour after Janice and Megan left, the two vans left the ranch, with their lights off.

9/13/2016

Two vans returned to the ranch before dawn, without lights, carrying twenty different girls.

Alice James and Teresa Cates arrived at LAX and Janice and Megan picked them up. They spent several hours reviewing what they knew of the ranch and its surroundings.  They cleaned their weapons and laid out their gear.  They would go in later tomorrow since they'd already learned what they needed. They wanted to be fresh for the night's raid. They arrived at their starting point at two pm and left their ATVs out of sight.  Megan  and Janice showed the newcomers where their initial observation points were located. The girls studied the maps and the actual terrain for ingress and egress routes. When the sky was light but the mountains still cast a shadow over the valley, they started for their spots. They wore desert camouflage suits.  They blended well with the dry grass covering the hills. They were almost impossible to see. Their weapons were covered with the same cloth.

It took an hour, but all four agents were in their chosen spots, each about a thousand yards from the house. Their spots were well chosen with good cover and a commanding view of the ranch. All were a hundred or more feet above the house.

They were within easy sniper range. That wasn't their goal. It had to look accidental. Each agent carried a Belgian made machine pistol with a silencer.  Good for 5 years behind bars if they were caught with them. Today, they checked the girl's schedule to see if it was consistent with yesterday. But what they most wanted to learn was the guards timing and routes after dark.

They watched all day and into the night. They finally saw what they came for. Only four guards using a quasi random patrol timing. Two were usually around the house while two more covered the rest of the ranch. The maximum time any side of the house was not under surveillance was two minutes. That happened at least once every fifteen minutes. That was their window. They communicated by cell phone text messages and left as carefully as they came.

9/14/2016

The RAW agents slept late. Today they had the intelligence they needed and they wouldn't move until after dark.

The twenty girls practiced on the ranch lawn as before, three two hour practices. They were getting pretty good. The vans took them all away after dark and now, only Bill's team waited for the RAW agents to strike. Sam watched his screens as the minutes ticked away. Finally, at midnight, one operator said, "Got movement, at two - five. Looks like four people. Sam said, Team, this is Blue six, we see four bogies at location two - five. About two thousand yards out. Execute plan three.” Twenty men with night camouflage gear over body armor moved out. Each had NVGs using starlight scopes. They worked in two man teams. Each carried their normal sidearms since this was close quarters work. One team member had a taser. The other a stun gun that fired bean bags with enough force to knock a two hundred pound man off his feet. Their mission was to capture the intruders, but only at the right time.

The four decoy guards patrolling the ranch kept up their patrols. The sensor techs kept them informed about the intruder's locations. They were careful to avoid the intruders. Two RAW agents Entered the house and one shut off the alarm. The other two covered the front door and stayed hidden when a patrolling guard passed.

The two inside went to the kitchen. They set a candle burning in the doorway and turned on all the gas burners. Then they went out the front door and all four RAW agents moved silently back the way they came. Without warning a dozen floodlights snapped on from all directions blinding the RAW agents. An amplified voice said. "Put down your weapons. You are surrounded. Put down your weapons or we will open fire. Last warning. Put. All four women dropped their guns. "Put your hands behind your head. Kneel, Lay on your stomach. Do not move." Four men came into the circle of light and cuffed the women. They pulled them to their feet. A voice from behind the lights said, "Don't worry about a gas explosion. We filled the tank with air yesterday. Someone shut down all but two of the lights. Six men took the four women to the stables.

Sam went back to the control room. "Got them?" he asked. The sensor tech said, yep. From four different cameras. They're toast."

Sam got out his sat phone and called Bill.

"Stafford."

"Sam here. We got all four of them with recordings showing them trying to cause a gas explosion. Good for us air doesn't explode."

"Good work , Sam. Keep the women in the stables. Keep your men there and stay alert. We don't know if they have a backup force. We'll look at them and it in the morning. Did Tony give you enough equipment for five hostiles? Their boss will be coming in in the morning."

"Yeah boss, Tony gave us everything for eight women. We didn't know what we would have to deal with when we started."

OK, great job Sam. 'Bye."

Bill called Andrew.

"Yeah?"

"Stafford here. Pick up Range. We've got her agents. Keep her incognito, leave her house like she went on a trip. Bring her here. I'll have a plane at MSP in three hours at the general aviation terminal. Got it?"

"Got it. My pleasure, boss. Will the plane have room for us and our gear?"

"Yes. Bring it all and erase any tracks. Out." I broke the connection.

9/15/2016

We boarded the vans for the trip to San Gabriel in a state of giddy excitement. We had practiced so hard.  We knew we would wow them and were anxious to start.  Traffic was good and we arrived well before the opening parade. We were in two vans with four guards.  There was a third van with several of our masters and more guards.  When we arrived the guards had us stay in the vans while they set up some sight screens to hide us while we assembled.  Finally we were allowed off.  Julie had us line up and stretch.  Then she put us in coffle.  I was first girl and she was the last girl. 

We all had little plastic signs hanging from our collars with mostly feminist slogans.  Our main message was that a woman's submission to her master was something to be proud of.  We each had different feminist slogans, like this: This is what a Feminist looks like:

	I am deliberate and Afraid of nothing 

	We can do it! 

	Your body is a battle ground 

	Be all you can be, join the feminist army 

	Strong women love and obey strong men 

	Men who want equal women lack confidence 

	Only if you're a woman 

	Its OK to look up to your man 

	What part of YES don't you understand? 

	I'm a feminist & I'm proud of it 

	She for he 

	Don't tell me not to smile 

	Feminist forever 

	Feminism does not mean anti men, it does mean pro human 

	Keep your f*cking laws off my body! 

	Feminist & proud of it 



We weren't entirely naked this time.  We had tiny G-strings and pasties over our nipples.  Just another group of legal women in sunny California that like to be chained together. Bill Stafford put a leash on me, Amber, his slave.  I was the first girl and strutted behind him, proud to be on his leash.  He led us into the parade.  The parade was a slow walk and we talked to the people lined up to see us.  We attracted a lot of hangers on as we walked.  By the end of the parade there were twenty girls in coffle surrounded by ten no nonsense guards and fifty men and women talking to us.

We had an hour after the parade before our stage performance.  Bill led us around the grounds and we talked to a lot of people.  A lot of people wanted to talk about our goals.  All the girls had those little plastic signs on our collars with feminist slogans.  I was asked about mine a lot.  But most of the ones I talked to wanted to know why we were chained.  A few understood the symbolism immediately.

It was time for our performance and Bill led us onto the stage.  He took the leash off Amber and went to the microphone.  "Good Morning.  Its good to be here.  These women are voluntary slaves.  They all have decided they want to belong to a master.  They are free to walk away at any time.  Many of you have talked to them this morning and know they are happy.  They are here to fight for their freedom to publicly submit to their masters.  This is not for everyone, but they want every submissive woman to be able to proudly show their subjugation to their master.  One of these women is my slave.  I make all decisions for her.  In return for her submission, I care for her, I love her, and I protect her.  Any dominant man who accepts a submissive takes on a heavy burden.  You must be her everything.  In return you both will be happier than you can imagine. Men, you must be strong and always in control , because she is your responsibility.  You must be stern and loving and never cruel. The girls have a performance for you and I know you will enjoy it.  Please welcome the Coffle."  He led them in a long applause.  He walked off and the music started.

We started with Dream Walk, then Cravin, Make a Move, and Back for Good. We ended with Cowgirl's Twist.  I was stunned by the applause.  It went on so long we did an encore of Rockabye Baby.  We were all hot and tired, but very happy when we finished. Bill came on stage again and thanked the crowd.  He reminded them our message was that submissive women should be free to be submissive. 

He led us around the event for another hour before we got back on the vans.   When we got back top The Coffle, Julie put us in coffle again and we paraded around the main floor, without the G-strings or pasties.  I was glad to get rid of them.

Gerry picked  the lock and disabled the alarm.  Ryan and I went to her room and found her sound asleep.  We didn't have any trouble. Ryan tossed the covers back and I flipped her onto her stomach.  I held her arms while Ryan slapped the cuffs on her.  She was making a lot of noise so I picked her up and Ryan stuffed a gag in her mouth  before she could close it.  I held her still while Ryan wrapped the hood around her head and laced it up.  It covered everything but her mouth and nose.  He pulled the laces tight so the hood was like a second skin.  The high collar that was part of the hood covered the laces so it couldn't be removed until unlocked. I laid her down on her stomach again and unlocked one cuff.  I pulled her wrist across her back and locked the open cuff around her other arm, above the elbow.  I used a second cuff to lock her free wrist to the other arm.  We each took hold of an arm and walked her downstairs.  Gerry held her while Ryan and I put some of her clothes in a suitcase, loaded up her phone, laptop, and purse and took them with us.  We even made the bed.   Gerry reset the alarm and locked the door with her keys this time.  We took her and her stuff to the van and drove to the airport.  The plane was waiting for us and we loaded everything on it.  We were airborne minutes after closing the door.  We had put a hooded coat around Ann and walked her on board.  She was strapped into a seat and quite helpless.

I took her gag out and held a bottle of water to her lips.  She drank and then said.  "You are in a lot of trouble.  I want my lawyer."

We didn't respond.

She said, louder now, "I know my rights.  You have to give me a lawyer.  And its a violation of my rights to blindfold me. Who are you? Do you have a warrant?  Police have to have a warrant to enter my home and arrest me."

I said, quietly.  "We aren't police and you're not under arrest.  Be quiet or the gag goes back in."

She didn't say anything for  long time.  Then she asked, "Where are you taking me?"

"California.  Your agents have been caught and we're taking you to them.  You have much to answer for."

She was quiet for a while, then, "Can we make a deal?"

"Not with us.  Maybe when we get there," I said.

We landed at a private airfield in the desert near LA.  Abe met us with some men a big van and a small truck.  We loaded all the gear in the truck.  I put the gag back in Ms. range's mouth.  We loaded her in the van, tied her ankles and laid her on the floor.  The van went to the ranch and we unloaded Ms. Range and took her into the stables.

I was more scared than I had ever been.  The vehicle made many sweeping turns, gently rocking me back and forth.  I heard the tires start crunching as we moved.  A gravel road.  We were almost there.  Where ever that was. It stopped and rough hands lifted me up and untied my feet.  I was marched across gravel then onto a smooth floor.  It was warm.  I was pushed into a chair and my gag removed.  I felt a water bottle at my lips and I drank deep.  A deep male voice said, "Ms. Ann Range.  You have been a bad girl.  We caught your agents who tried to kill  some innocent people.  We have you, your phone, and your laptop.  What I want from you is the names of the people for whom you have killed or injured others.  You must know by now we are not the police.  We are people you were hired to harm.  I want the names of those who hired you and proof I can use against them.  Will you give that to me?"

It was time to bargain.   I said, "if you let me go I will give you everything you want."

"Ms. Range,  before we release you, I will need to verify what you tell me."

I expected that.  But I had to be free before I gave him everything.  "I see that.  I will tell you everything you want, but the verification is on my computer.  I will give you the password after I am safe.  Even if I lie, you can find experts to bypass my security, I'm sure."

"Not good enough.  There are advanced security products that erase data after three failed attempts.  My expert tells me that one of those is on your computer."

Shit.  The gag was forced back into my mouth.   Now he was going to soften me up.  I hope it didn't hurt too much.  I was pulled up and my clothes cut from me.  I protested in wordless squeals through my gag.  I was so fucking helpless. The stygian blackness was demoralizing and hampering.  There wasn't the slightest warning about what was coming.  I felt someone fiddle with the collar of my hood.  Then I felt a pull forward on my neck.  Damn.  They had put a leash on me and were leading me by it.  I could refuse to move my feet but I would fall over and probably land on my breasts.  I resisted for a moment but relented and followed  Pointless to resist now.  They could hit me or just carry me.  I walked on a concrete floor  for a minute or so. I heard doors opening and closing as I walked.  When we stopped I felt leather straps buckled around my ankles.  Then two men lifted me. one on each thigh and walked me backwards.  A hand penetrated my pussy and rubbed some lubricant around inside me.  Then the men let me down on a large phallus.  I felt it slide deep into me as I got lower.  Then I felt its base.  It was rough, but soft like a brush.  My feet were pulled out to the side and hastened so I couldn't lift off the phallus. Was this supposed to soften me up?

My leash was pulled tight above me, holding me upright.  I felt something round shoved against my pussy hard.  It must have been fastened down because it remained pressing into me.  I heard a muffled conversation then the phallus started to vibrate.  The round thing started to vibrate too.  They felt good.  Their intensity increased, and increased some more.  I felt a tingle start in my belly.  Oh no, I was getting aroused.  My captors seemed to have left because they stopped handling me and I couldn't hear them.  Well, they could leave me like this as long as they wanted.

The vibrations continued and my arousal grew.  Soon I was on the brink of an orgasm.  Then I had my orgasm.  It was glorious and long overdue.  I felt the love juices flowing down my legs.  The vibrations continued and I felt my arousal growing .  I seemed to be getting aroused even faster this time.   My orgasm was fast and furious and left me panting through my nose.  This was great and I couldn't imagine why they were doing it.

Sam was sitting in a chair five feet away from Ann.  He was recording her orgasms and the time of each.  Above the growing column he had the starting time and the vibration settings for the vibrator and Symbian.

Bill stood beside him watching Ann orgasm.  "That's two in four minutes.  Give her a ten minute break every hour and water her then."

"OK , boss.  How late do you want her to go tonight?"

"I'll come back at ten and talk to her.  We'll see then."

I never realized how much energy I spent in a good orgasm.  I'd never had more than one at a time before.  The sweat was dripping off me and running down my skin. It merged with my love juices on my legs.  I was tired, so tired.  Every time I orgasmed every muscle in my body tensed against my bonds to no avail.  I wanted a rest, a break.  My orgasms were fine, so fine, but I was so drained after each one.  My face was on fire.  The leather hood was trapping the heat.  I felt like I was going to pass out.  My arousal knew no bounds. The damned vibrators just kept going and my body couldn't get enough. My orgasms seemed to be getting stronger and my arousal wouldn't cool down after one. My body was ready to go again as soon as one finished.  I strained and fought it but my body didn't care what I wanted.  How long would this go on.  My vaginal muscles were cramping at every squeeze.  I was moaning continually now.  My pleasure had turned to agony.  I wanted to scream, "Please stop, please." but I was gagged.  I felt the vibrator inside me stop, then the one on my clit.   Blessed stillness returned.

Someone unbuckled the gag and pulled it out. 

"Thank, you.  Thank you.  Water, please."  A water bottle was held to my lips.  I drank it all in three gulps. 

A man said,  "you've been at it for one hour so far.  Do you still wish to negotiate?"

"No.  I give up.  I'll tell you everything you want."

"Good.  Open wide."

I felt the gag at my lips.  I shook my head.  "I told you I'll tell you everything."  I felt a sharp rush of pain in my right nipple.  I screamed and the ball slid through my open lips.  I felt him pull the buckle tight.  The vibrators started up again, maybe less intense.  I felt my arousal start to climb.  Oh, No, not again.  My orgasm hit quick, my muscles were still contracting when I felt the heat growing deep in me.  I wanted a man in me, again.

An endless series of orgasms had left me exhausted and sore all inside.  I was in misery and wanted to die.   I felt the vibrations stop. Thank God.  He took my gag out.

I sobbed, "please stop.  I'll do anything, just don't make me orgasm again.  Its killing me. Please, I'm begging you." My tears were absorbed by my hood.  "

He didn't say anything. I felt a water bottle at my lips again.  I didn't drink.  Maybe if I didn't drink, the wouldn't start the vibrator again.

He said, "your drinking has nothing to do with whether I start the vibrator."

I drank maybe half the water. 

Tell me the name of each organization you have done work for in the last five years, the name of your contact, and what you did. Start with the last one."

"OK.  First can you let me down?  I'm sore."

I felt the vibrator inside me start at a low level.  Oh shit.

"I'm sorry, can I start again?"

"No.  What's the name?"

I said, "The National Association of Women, Lynn Owens.  I was hired to disrupt by any means the appearance of a coffle of women at future events.  I sent agents to injure or kill some of the participants.  Nothing personal.  Just business."

"OK.  Next."

"The American Equality Organization, Margaret Harshaw, I planted false evidence that an opponent was a pedophile.  He's in prison now."  Even on the lower setting, I was near orgasm and my internal muscles were cramping.  I shook.

OK. Next."

I gave him a total of eight organizations whose leaders that had hired me to eliminate threats to them.  Some external, some internal.

"Thank you Ann.  Now the password for your laptop and all files on it."

"The laptop password is #IbraIbprib?  The files are protected by PGP and my code is 07041776?.

"Thank you, Ann. Open wide."

"Please can you turn off the vibrator?  Thank you."  I opened my mouth and the gag went back in.  He did turn off the vibrator.  Thank you, God. 

I emailed Bill using the super encrypted link that routed through 27 countries.  I said,  
[Sam here.  She's open.  I got what you want]

...{OK, feed her and put her next to the others  leave the hood on.}

[Roger.]

I called a couple of the watch to help and we got her off the Symbian and put leg irons on her.  I took her to the kitchen, got her a bowl of rice and beans, and heated it.  I put it on the floor and got her on her knees and stuck her mouth in the bowl.  "Eat."

She sucked it down fast.  It had been almost twenty hours since she last ate.  I wiped the dregs off her mouth and gave her more water.  I took her into the stable area and put her in a stall.  I locked a chain from the rear ring to her leg irons.  I showed her where the piss pot and the water bucket were located and left her in the stall.  John had the duty and he locked the stall gate. 

I got a car and went back to The Coffle.  I had been gone several days.  Successful, but still several days.  I found Valerie and took her up to our room.

Her preference was bondage sex and I was happy to oblige.  It was a favorite of mine too, at least the way she liked it.  I got some soft rope out of our toy box and tied her arms in a box tie.  Arms parallel across her back, a couple of loops around her forearms and wrists, then a bunch of tight turns around her chest .  Half above her breasts and half below.  It clamps her arms tightly to her body and makes a neat package.  She says she likes rope better than steel.  Its more personal, requires more contact, and its tighter.  I have to say she looks fine in rope and I make sure no knots are within her reach.

After tying her up, the next item was warming her up for our exercises so I dragged her squealing over my knee and spanked her.  I gave her twenty quick swats, ten on each cheek.  By the last one she was moaning in pleasure and I was getting erect. I flipped her on the bed.  She was wearing her ankle chain as usual. They were no hindrance.  She just pulled her feet close to her ass as she spread her knees. I teased her for a few minutes, rubbing her nipples and pussy as she pleaded ever more urgently for me to take her.  It was a kick to make her ever more needy and make her beg for it. For a moment I considered putting her to bed needy, after of course, making her suck me off.  Or maybe fucking her in the ass.  I rejected it because around here there were a lot of guys who would help her get off.

I mounted her and took my time. I gave her two orgasms before we had one together.  She was a good lover.

Afterwards, I wondered if we could make Ms. Range into a needy cunt.  It would be a fine punishment to use the Symbian to condition her to continuous sex, to make her a sex addict then withhold it.  Her enslavement would be more abject than any of the others.  Always needing it and denied.   Tony had some fine chastity belts.  What if we only let her come on , say, holidays, or when shed did something special. I'll talk to Bill in the morning.


Chapter 10   :   Pleasured

9/16/2016 

I drove up to Talis in the morning. Another gorgeous day in California. We had captured four RAW agents and their leader Ann Range.  Ann had opened up to Sam last night and now there was only one more item I wanted. The names and addresses of the rest of her operatives.  I didn't want any of these people left behind.   I had a couple of guys bring Ann out to the Symbian chamber again.  They sat her on it, tied her feet to the side and tied her leash up to a beam.  I started the Symbian and vibrator on low and took the gag out of her mouth.

A said, good morning Ms. Range,  I hope you slept well.  I have another question for you.  I want the names of all your other employees and contractors who did the work you described last night. "

"All right, I screamed, only turn off this dammed vibrator, please."

"After I have my data.  Names and contacts, please."

"OK,OK, I'll give you the names.  You'll have to get their contact data from my phone,  I don't memorize that sort of information."

"All right, Ann.  Go ahead."

"You have the four I sent here.  There's Monica Jordan, Phyllis Johansen, Rachel Smyte-Jones, Cecilia Venson, and Amelia Richards.  They're all in my phone.  Now will you please stop that vibrator?"

"No."  I put the gag back in her mouth and strapped it tight.  I talked to Sam this morning and I thought he had a truly good idea.  I wanted to try it on this girl. I didn't have time to stay around and watch, so I explained what I wanted to Gerry and Ryan.

Their grins were infectious.

Gerry said, "Needy. I like that. She'll try hard to earn favors. 

"I said, OK. you've got it.  Call me if there's a problem."  I left Ann writhing on the Symbian and my boys enjoying her spectacle.  I went back to The Coffle taking her laptop and the password.

"Abe, thanks for coming.  I have something for your guys to play with."  I handed him the laptop and the piece of paper with the password and the names of her clients and agents. "This is the computer of Ms. Range and her password.  I want everything on there about these organizations - her clients, and the people on the list.  The last five are her agents."

"Can do, boss.   Tomorrow OK?"

"Yes.  I'm going to want to talk to them. Soon."  Abe left and I called the floor and asked them to send Amber to my office.

Amber sprang into my office and scrambled into my lap.  She was always so exuberant.  It was like spring had flowed into my office.  We kissed like long lost lovers.  It had been less than two hours.

"Master, I love you."

"I love you too my beautiful slave girl."

"What's up, Master?"

"We've caught the terrorists that wanted to stop your performance and their leader.   She was most helpful and gave us the names of her clients for the past five years and the names of her agents who did the dastardly deeds."

"So, Master, she just gave you all the helpful data because you asked sweetly?"

"Sam persuaded her with kindness.  I've always heard you get better results with kindness.  I guess its true.  So I wanted to run an idea past you, since you're the resident expert."

"Forgive me, Master, but what am I an expert in?"

"Alexander."

"Oh, ... yes, I am an expert in that.  Val, Julie, and Nylla are also experts in that area."

"I know.  But I like you best.  I'll tell you my idea.  You talk to them and see if you can improve it, and tell me tonight.  OK?"

"Love to, Master.  What's your idea?"

"Well, I have twenty very bad women that I think should atone for their misdeeds...."

9/17/2016

"Ms. Owens, thank you for seeing me.  My name is Sam Masters.  Would you look at this, please." She took the folder and opened it.  I watched her face and saw, interest change to disbelief then horror.

"Where did...?"

"Ms. Range has been cooperative.  There is information and evidence to end your career and put you away for life in a maximum security prison.  You have a choice now.  Either you cooperate with me or I give this info to a federal prosecutor."

"What sort of cooperation?"

I want you to come with me right now.  We have some stops to make then you will meet some one in California.  Then you may be able to make a deal.  I'm leaving now.  Are you coming?"

"...Yes.  Let me tell my secretary."

I picked up Ms. Harshaw, Ms. Knowles, Ms. Sterling and Ms. Steuben in D.C.  We flew to NYC and got the other three.  None of them hesitated to come once they saw Ms. Range's file on them.  When we landed in California, I took them in one of the big vans up to the ranch.  I seated them in the big house's living room.  Nylla was waiting for us and shocked their sensibilities with her nudity and collar. She served them coffee and tea while we waited for Bill and Mr. Steele.

When Nylla finished she came over and knelt beside my chair.  I patted her head. "Ladies, this is Nylla.  I'm sure you're curious about her.  She has chosen to be my slave girl.  You may ask her anything while we wait.  In a few minutes those who will decide your fate will join us."

I watched our guests, but I didn't listen to them.  Their questions were all ones I had heard before.

In a little while Bill and Mr. Steele entered the room.  It was a large room and they took two empty chairs by the fireplace.

Bill said, "Ladies, I'm glad you all came.  I have not met you before, but I have studied the files Ms. Range had on you.  She researched you before she accepted your work.  She was thorough.  You each have a copy of your file.  None of you has seen the data about the others.  You should leave it that way.  Now we know enough about your actions and we have hard evidence of those actions.  We know about your offshore bank accounts and we know you have each amassed large sums illegally and failed to pay taxes on them.  You know we can simply turn you in and you'll go away for a long time.  Luckily for you I have a way for you to atone for your deeds.

I want you to send you to a two month training course, and then return to your lives.   You will be clean as the driven snow when you return and you will advocate the policies I give you.  If you do this, the evidence against you will never see the light of day.  The policy I want you to advocate is simply to let the submissive women show it in public.  If you support the efforts of the coffle girls, then you're home free.  If you didn't recognize her, Nylla is one of the girls appearing in the coffles."

Ms. Harshaw said, "What is this two month course you want us to take."

"Slave school.  A professional slave trader will treat you as a new acquisition and train you to be a slave girl.  At the end you will be sold at auction.  I will buy you with your own money and take you home.  I promise you, it will be the adventure of your life.  Nylla here has been through it.  She'll describe it if you want."

Ms. Owens said, "What have you done to Ann Range to make her give you all this information?"

Bill said, "We gave her pleasure until she agreed to cooperate.  She's fine.  I'll bring her in if you want to see her."

"Ms. Sterling said, "I don't want her to see me.  We've never met."

"That's not  problem.  I'll have her blindfolded and someone who's already met her can do the talking.  Does anyone want to see her?"

Ms. Owens said, "I would like to ask her why she outed us."

"All right, I'll get her.  Our folks will leave the room and you can discuss my offer.  I want an answer after you talk to Ms. Range. Sam, Nylla, Matt?"  He gathered us up with his eyes and we left the room.  Sam, are the recorders on?"

"Of course.  Nylla and I will watch the proceedings if its OK?"

"Sure, Matt and I can get Ms. Range."

I took Nylla to the security room where Gerry was watching things.  I sat beside him and Nylla knelt beside me. 

The women were pretty quiet.  After a few minutes, Ms. Sterling said, "Well, I don't see there is any real alternative to accepting his offer.  He's got me cold.  This girl seemed to like being a slave girl. I can stand anything for a few months."

Ms. Owens replied, "You're right about no alternative, but why does he want us trained as slaves.  Is he planning on a harem and the policy shit is a cover?"

Ms. Harshaw spoke up, "He's already got us.  He doesn't need to train us any more.  We'll do exactly what he says now.  I think he needs us in place and under his thumb.  His control of will never end unless we can get hold of his evidence."

Bill came into the control room and asked, "Anything I need to know?"

I said, They've realized that your hold on them is based on Ms. Range's evidence.  They may think more about stealing it."

"OK.  I'll pull that tooth when we talk.  Want to come back in?"

"Sure.  This is entertaining."  Nylla and I followed Bill.  We found Matt Steele in the hall holding the leash of Ms. Range.  At least it looked like her, but with the hood it was hard to be sure.  She was naked and hooded, but not gagged.  Her leash was clipped to the hood's collar.  Her hands were cuffed behind her, wrists to upper arms and feet were ironed. Bill took her leash from Mr. Steele and we all went into the living room.  Nylla followed me to my chair and knelt.  Bill went to his chair and had Ann Range kneel beside him.  She was quite docile and obedient.  Maybe Bill briefed her when he got her. 

Bill said, "This is Ms. Range.  Ann, state your name."

"Ann Range."

"In the room  with us are Ms. Lynn Owens and several other of your former clients.  All them want to know why you gave us their information.  Tell them."

Ann said, "I set up an operation for Ms. Owens to disrupt the appearance of a coffle of girls at the San Gabriel Pride event.  They were caught and then I was picked up. I refused to give any information.  I was forced to experience orgasms until they became too much to bear. I gave them the information they wanted.  I had to.  I couldn't stand any more.  They did not harm me, just overwhelmed me."

Ms. Owens asked," Just orgasms.  They forced too many orgasms on you and you gave us up?  I thought you were stronger than that Ann."

Ann said, "Lynn, I am so sorry.  I thought the same thing when they started, but after a while it was horrible.  I had never had more than one at a time.  They forced one on me every two minutes. My guts were in knots and my body wouldn't stop forcing out orgasms.  I was helpless in the throes of arousal.  You never want to experience that.  I tried but I couldn't stand it." 

Bill asked, "Any more questions for Ann? ... No.  OK.  Sam, will you ask Ryan or Andrew to take her back?"

"Yes, sir," I said.  I took Ann's leash and motioned Nylla to stay.  I took Ann out into the hall and Ryan was waiting for her.  I handed him the leash and went back inside.

Bill was saying, "...so Sam will take you to LAX.  Catch a flight home.  Send me information on how I access your funds so I can buy you back.  Tell your staff you're going to be unreachable at a self fulfillment retreat until mid-December. Fly to Marrakech and be at the main entrance of the El Badi Palace at 8 am on the 20th.  You'll be picked up.  Don't be late or you know what will happen.  Ladies, this is not a bad thing.  You are going on an adventure few women have had.  Nylla is one of them and you can see how happy she is.  Anyway.  there's nothing you can do about it that isn't much worse."

"Sam, take them to LAX please."

"Right. Come with me please, ladies."  I gathered them up and put them in the van.

Ann Range, terror of the male chauvinist pigs.  Hah, Lynn Owens was right.  I always thought I was strong.  I am so ashamed of my performance.  I know now what I had always feared, I am weak.  I was a woman and sex was my weakness.  Are all women as weak as me?  These men were experts.  They gave me what I wanted , but too much, way too much.  I knew every one would break if enough pain was applied for long enough.  But a woman could be broken by giving her what her body craves. I was broken in an hour of continuous orgasms.  I wondered how long Ms. High and Mighty Owens would last?

I was led back to where I had come from. T he gag was strapped back into my mouth. To my dismay I was lifted back onto the vibrating phallus.  I heard the men call it a Symbian.  My legs were tied out and the round vibrator pressed against my clit.  They started vibrating.    I was still aroused from my humiliating admissions. The vibrators ramped my arousal up and up.  Soon I was teetering on the brink.  Then the vibrations got weaker.  I drew back from the orgasm.  No.  I'm ready.  Let's go.

The vibrations cycled up then down.  The ups got me to the brink then they died away and when I was calm, they increased.  This was planned.  Someone was watching me.  But I was helpless to influence anything.  I wanted to scream but couldn't  I was so frustrated.

This went on all day.  They would take me to the brink, then calm me down.  Up, Down.  I got a drink of water occasionally and some yogurt twice.  I stayed on that damn frustrating phallus until late evening when I was finally allowed to pee and crap.  Chained back in my pile of hay, I slept fitfully.

9/18/2016

They got me up and put me back on the phallus.  More frustration.  It never let me come, just took me the brink then back down.  I tried everything I could think of when I was close, but nothing worked.  I heard myself whimpering through the gag.  I was able to stop my pleas when I had my first drink.  But the second and all the other breaks, I begged, "Please let me come.  I'm so close. Please."  They ignored my pleas.   My whimpers had turned into whines when I got some yogurt.  I was abject.  "Please master, please let me come.  I need it so bad.  Please Master."  No response.  Damn.  I hurt as bad as with too many orgasms.  My body was demanding something I couldn't give.  I was addicted to orgasms.  I was having withdrawal. 

Much later I was taken off the Symbian and washed.  I was bent over a railing and my leash fastened to the ground.  I felt hands on my ass.  They rubbed and kneaded me.  They fondled my dangling breasts.  My arousal shot up.  I felt a hand slap my ass cheek.  Then the other.  It knocked my arousal into high gear. I was closer to coming than I had been all day.  I felt wonderful fingers enter my pussy and I came.  I came so hard.  I felt my love juices spurt into my pussy.  I was in heaven.  It was glorious.

Then my gag was pulled out and a cock touched my lips.  I didn't know what to do.  I wanted him in my pussy.  I had never done oral sex before.  I opened my lips and a man said "lick and suck.  Now."  I did.  I licked his tip and sucked the head.  I felt the rounded tip and knew what I should do.  I opened wide and tried to suck him all the way in.  He entered me and he was big and long.  My throat was filled. Then he withdrew and I breathed in.  He entered me again and I sucked as hard as I could.  In and out breathe, Suck in and out, breathe.  I felt him get bigger and longer,  Then he withdrew and his cock thrust into my pussy, down my love canal and filled that end of me too .   I screamed in pleasure.  A few strokes and he came in me and I screamed again.  I thrilled at his hot spend flooding me.  Then I climaxed around him, squeezing, trying to hold him in.  I couldn't move.  All I could do was moan in sheer, unadulterated pleasure. It was so wonderful I was afraid to move and break the spell.  Finally, when he had shrunk enough, he pulled out.

I never found out who had pleasured me so.

Some time later I was released from the rail and hosed down.  The gag was stuffed back in my mouth.  I was given an injection and I slept.


Chapter  11 :  Training

9/19/2016

I was laying on a hard smooth surface and it was bouncing and noisy.  I was in a car or truck.  I couldn't move.  The cuffs were gone, but my arms were tied tight behind me.  A vicious cord was biting into my wrists and elbows.  My feet were pulled up behind me and tied too.  I struggled but I couldn't move anything.  Whenever I kicked, I felt the tug on my arms.  They were tied together.   It felt like the same gag was in my mouth, round and smooth, filling it.  I could only moan and gurgle.  I was still hooded.  I could only see blackness.  To make matters worse I was horny.  I needed to be fucked in the worst way.   I hoped rape was on my agenda, and soon.  I tried wiggling my legs to see if I could get any pussy friction, but no dice.  I was tied too tight.

I felt something soft bump into my side sometimes.  I heard moans like my own.  It must be my agents.  

We bumped along rough roads for endless hours.  I was laying on my belly, held there by gravity and my spread knees.  My breasts and knees were sore from all the times they smashed into the floor.  I was angry.  Those bastards in California had given me so many forced orgasms that I was addicted.  I wanted to be fucked and I was hurting.  I needed an orgasm.

At last we stopped.  I heard the doors open and strong arms dragged me out, hurting my breasts more.  I squealed when someone grabbed my left breast and picked me up.  They laid me  on something and strapped me down.  Maybe a gurney. because I felt myself being wheeled away.  When we stopped I heard more wheels.   I was unstrapped and my legs were freed.  I couldn't move them so someone pulled them down and stood me up.  They had to hold me because my legs had to recover.  When I could stand the supporting hands went away.  A cultured male voice said. "ladies, you have been taken.  Do precisely as you are told and you will not be harmed.  Disobey me and you will be punished.  If you understand me, nod your heads."

I shook my head,  I would not be ordered about.  Just leave me alone.  I heard a loud swish and my legs erupted in a fiery pain.  I jumped and squealed as loud as I could.  The strong arms grabbed my upper arms and held me up.

The cultured voice asked, "If you understand me nod your head."

I nodded vigorously.  I guess the others had been more reasonable than I.  My legs burned savagely.  I shook my legs, trying to relieve the burn.  I was frog marched forward a few steps.  I felt someone fiddling with the collar of the hood and heard the click of a lock, then more chains rattled and other locks closing. I counted five locks, so it must be my former agents

I was collared and fastened to something.  The hands released me then untied my arms.  It hurt as the blood rushed back into my hands and arms.  I swung them and massaged them until they felt normal.

The voice said, " Ladies, your collars are fastened to chains hanging from the ceiling.  You are going nowhere until I release you.   You will be punished if you do not obey."

The voice said.  Let your arms hang limp and do not resist."

My hands were pulled in front of me and raised.  They were strapped tightly to something.  They were held just about shoulder width apart.  Then they were raised above my head until fully extended.  

The voice said, I'm going to remove your gag and then your hood.  Close your eyes until they adjust to the light."

I felt his hands put another leather collar on me, below the hood's collar.  He locked it and moved the chain to the new one, at the back of my head.  My gag was removed and  he opened the hood.  I closed my eyes and saw red through my eyelids. I was still painfully horny,  I said, "Please, take me first, fuck me soon. I'll give you much pleasure." I held my eyes shut not sure I wanted to open them.  I was afraid of what I might see.  I felt the gag put back in my mouth.  They ignored my plea.

After a minute, he said, "Open your eyes slowly."

I did and saw Janice, standing in front of me, arms over her head.  Naked and gorgeous, as always.  She had a red ball gag in her mouth, probably just like mine.  I saw three of my former agent's hanging behind Janice.  They were still hooded. There was a man and woman in casual western clothing standing near us.

The man was white, tall and looked strong, red haired, dressed casually and holding a whip.  "Ladies, I am Alexander.  You will address me as 'Master.'  You are going to be measured by Jan, follow her instructions promptly.  I will whip you until you comply."

The woman brought a small step stool in front of me and started with my strapped hands.  She measured every joint, every limb above every joint of my hands and arms.  She would call out a location and a number in inches after every measurement.  She must have had a voice recorder going.  Sometimes she would tell me to do something, like, open your right hand, or make a fist.

She finished my arms and climbed off the stool and put it in front of Janice.  She took many measurements of my head and hair.  The positions of my eyes, ears and mouth were recorded, the length of my hair.  I was proud of my waist length, full hair.  It had lots of body and was easily colored or curled.  It was a dark brown color and one of my best features.

My breasts were handled a lot.  She had a set of wooden templates, pieces of thin wood with different size holes, sanded smooth.  She stuck my breasts through them until she found one she could barely push and pull them through.   I felt an unwelcome tingle in my loins as she handled my breasts. 

The most painful part was my nipple measurement. They were pulled through a graduated set of rings, like my breasts. Their resting length was measured.  Then she put a clamp on my left nipple which hurt like the blazes.  I squealed through my gag.  She just said, " This won't take a moment, dear.  Be brave." 

She hooked a spring scale to the clamp.   She pulled it out until she had ten pounds of pull and measured my nipple again.  When she released the clamp, it hurt even more.  I shook my breasts, trying to sooth the burn.

"Hold still, dear. I need to measure your other one."  

I shook my head frantically.  I couldn't bear having that done to my other nipple.  I heard the swish before I felt the fiery line the whip created on my ass.  I screamed through my gag, but it sounded weak, thin.  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.  

Alexander said, "Ann, this whip did not cut you.  It is well designed to punish bad behavior but not to harm you.  Your ass is a nice pink color now with several redder stripes.  If you misbehave more, I can whip you all day without harming you.  Its just pain."

I held still and watched as the woman put the clamp on my other nipple.  It didn't hurt nearly as bad as my flaming ass.   When she finished with my nipples she weighed my breasts. She used the same spring scale and a mesh net under the breast.

The man spread my legs far apart and tied a long wooden bar to my ankles to keep them far apart. She measured my legs and feet next.  No problem.  Then she measured my loins.  My pussy.  My most private parts.  My ass  hole.  She measured my pussy lips every possible way.  I was getting impossibly turned on by her moving fingers.  I couldn't help myself.  I was ready to come but I didn't want to in front of Janice or Alexander.  Especially not by the stranger woman who was touching me so intimately.  When she touched my so sensitive clit, I climaxed like never before.  Maybe it was the bondage, or the stranger touching me, or just my helplessness.  Maybe it was my flaming hot ass.  Anyway, it was a huge orgasm.  I would have fallen to the floor if my hands weren't holding me up. I screamed in pleasure and was moaning softly, keening happily.

"That's nice, dear.  now stick your ass out.  I'm almost done."

I took my weight back on my feet, keenly aware of the waiting whip and stuck my ass out as far as I could.  Was I really so weak.  A few strokes of the whip and I obeyed the most demeaning commands.  I only knew I had to obey her or be whipped.  That was enough for my obedience.  I knew I was subject to the whip.  Is this how a slave girl felt?  Is this all a slave girl felt?  Wasn't there love somewhere?

I felt her using her finger to rub lubricant around then in my anus.  I had never felt that before and I didn't like it, but I was gagged and couldn't protest.

"You should relax, dear.  This is going in you and it will feel better if you are not so tense.  Don't worry, It won't harm you.  I just need to take a measurement."

She was right, of course.  I tried to relax, but it was hard.  Then something entered me.  It was thin and soft, flexible.  It went in further and further, getting wider as it went.  It stretched me impossibly wide before she stopped and removed it.

"You have a fine anus, dear.  Its already wide enough for a big man and its deep too. I'm going to give you a medium size plug, to make you more open for use."

I felt her insert something in my ass.  It was wider than whatever she measured me with.  I felt it go in wide then narrow considerably.  It seated itself firmly in my hole as my sphincter muscle closed around its narrow middle.  I wriggled a little and it felt comfortable.  I felt full and more aroused than I cared to admit.  Something about having another person in complete control and me helpless.

The man and woman turned to Janice and I watched as they measured her as thoroughly as they had me.  It took almost as long.  Shorter only because they didn't have to whip her.  I had been an object lesson in compliance.   We waited and watched as they repeated their measurements of Megan, Alice, and Teresa

When finished, they put leg irons on us and cuffed our hands behind our backs.  We were led out of the room.  A short walk later and we entered a large courtyard.  One long wall was all ten foot long cells fronted by vertical bars and the others were cemented stones. We were put in a cell in the middle of the row.  I saw two young women in each cell we passed.  One of them looked up as us as we passed.  With a shock, I realized I knew her.  It was Monica Jordan, one of my agents,  I saw the other woman with her was Amelia Richard.  Their eyes widened when they saw me.  So.  They had gotten all my agents.  Shit.

We had passed two pillories and what I assumed was a whipping post.  The courtyard was tiled and I saw several big iron rings in the floor.  Once in the cell, our gags were removed and we were shown our bathroom facilities.  A large pail with a lid and a penis shaped rubber nozzle that would give us water if sucked hard enough.  The door of the cell was locked and the man and woman left.

But we weren't alone.  A group of people approached and looked through the bars at us, the new exhibits.   A tall, good looking man said, "Both of you come over here and stick your breasts through the bars.  I want to feel them."

We both retreated as far as we could from him. and said nothing.

"If I call a guard, you will be whipped for disobedience."

"Sir, we are new here.  Is this a prison? 

He laughed loudly, joined by many of the women and children.  "This is your new home.  You will never go back.  You are slaves and if you do not obey me you will be whipped."

"Sir, slavery is illegal everywhere.  You must be wrong.  Please help us?"

"Ha.  Illegal?  Look." He turned to the red haired woman next to him and said, "Strip, slave."

She quickly shrugged off the robe she was wearing.  She had a steel collar close around her neck. A chain descended to her wrists which were joined by short chains to the chain from her neck.  The chain continued down to her leg irons.  He asked her, "How long have you worn these slave chains?"

"Four years, Master."

Janice and I stared at her, aghast.  She was white and she was enslaved.  We could be too.  We could be whipped again.  I realized I was lost.  I would obey him.  I could not bear to feel the whip again.

"Slavery is perfectly legal here and we have many slave girls.  You are simply the latest. Put your breasts through the bars or feel the whip."

I slowly stepped toward him.  Janice followed me. I stared helplessly at his face as I got close.  He smiled. It was a nice face and a nice smile.  He didn't look excited or lecherous at all.  He waited patiently for me to reach him.  My breasts touched the cold steel bars.  His hands stayed at his side.  I realized that if I put my breasts through the bars. I had acknowledged my slavery.  But what could I do.  I would be whipped if I didn't obey.  I steeled myself and pushed my breasts through the bars.  My breasts were too large.  They didn't fit.   I looked at the man "They won't fit."

"Let me help.  Push against the bars."

By leaning forward I pushed them and he reached through and took my breasts in his large hands.  He put his thumb on one side and his fingers on the other and squeezed them vertically. I leaned against the bars and they squeezed halfway through. My sternum rested against my side of the bars.  They were halfway through and he released them and took hold of my nipples and pulled.  I slipped all the way through the bars.

I saw Janice had the same problem.  He repeated for her what he did to me.  Our shoulders touched as she slipped through the bars.

"Good girls.  He reached his hands up and took hold of my left breast and Janice's right breast.  His touch was firm but gentle.  He fondled my breast and rubbed his thumb around and across my nipple.  It felt good.  I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the feeling.  He squeezed my breast gently and relaxed, squeezed, relaxed. Rubbing my nipple all the time.  I was aroused.  I heard a soft moan from Janice, echoed by me.  I didn't want to make a sound. It just escaped unbidden.  

I was close to a climax when he withdrew his hand.  

"You are pleasingly responsive, lovely girls. Do not move." He reached down and fondled my pussy.  It felt so good.  I spread my legs apart to give him better access.  I heard Janice gasp and thought she was getting a good feel too.  He kept up his gentle motion, each stroke raining me further toward that glorious edge.  I heard Janice's squeal and moan of pleasure and knew she had climaxed first.  I was right behind her and her squeal barely died away before mine erupted as I climaxed.  It was a huge, full on climax.  My pussy clenched around his fingers in a vain attempt to hold them in me.

"Open your eyes."

He held his fingers up to my lips.  "Clean me slave."

I licked and sucked his fingers clean.  I saw I had cleaned the hand that fingered Janice and she was cleaning my juices.  She tasted wonderful.  All musk and female scent and spicy.

"From now on, address all men as 'Master.' What are your names?"

"Janice."

"Ann."

"You must address all men as 'Master.' Failure to give proper respect will earn you punishment."

"Yes, Master," I said.

Janice said, "Yes, Master."

He walked away, leaving us with our breasts pressed between the bars.  All the women and most of the children followed him. Two boys, about fifteen, stayed and watched us.

"Do not move slave girls."

I was shocked.  "You are not men.  We don't have to obey you."

He said, "Are you sure?  We are male and you are a slave girl."

I wasn't sure.  I remember books I had read, fantasies I had had.  "What do you want of us?"

"Now, just to look and touch a little.  If you move or are disrespectful, you will see if we can have you whipped."

"Where are you from?"

"Both of us are from America, ...Master."

They came closer and the one who had spoken reached his smaller hands up and grasped my breasts, not too hard.  The other boy did the same with Janice.

I gasped at the arousal his touch gave me.  "Master, where are we?"

He pinched both my nipples hard.  I gasped now at the pain.  His thumb and forefinger held me like pliers. "Ann, another important rule is that slave girls obey.  They do not ask questions.."

"Yes, Master.  Please forgive me.  I did not know."

He relaxed his grip on my nipple and just rubbed it.  My god.  That had hurt as bad as the whip, but in a much more sensitive area than my ass.   I realized I had many more sensitive areas than my ass.  Girl's asses were well padded to take punishment.  More than anywhere else.  How vulnerable we were.  Girls were just a walking bundle of nerves that men could use to easily pleasure or punish us.  

Our legs were still spread as wide as our irons permitted.   The boys played us into another orgasm, following the example of the man.  When we both were gasping and moaning in pleasure, the boys left us.  Our mouths filled with the taste of each other.  

We looked at each other.  I pulled my body away from the bars, my breasts stretching until they plopped back inside.  Janice pulled back too.  We looked at each other.  

"Janice, I've never had so many orgasms in one day before."

"Me either.  Maybe we just like rough sex?"

"Maybe its the bondage.  I've heard some women get really turned on when tied up."

I heard a whispered, "Don't talk so loud, you'll attract the boys again."

I whispered back, "Thanks, who are you?"

"Marge.  You're new here aren't you?"

"Yes.  We were brought in this morning.  Is there any way out of here?"

"Forget it.  This setup is tighter than a prison.  Just do what they tell you.  Its a lot easier than getting punished."

"How long have you been here?"

"Almost a month.  I've heard that the longest anyone stays is two months."

"But what happens to us when we leave?  Are we killed?"

Laughter.  "Don't be stupid.  We're property now.  We're valuable merchandise.  This is just what we call slave boot camp. When they think you're ready you'll go to auction.  Some rich Arab will buy you and put you in his harem."

A guard walked by and said, "No talking."  So I shut up.  My, how obedient the whip had made me.  I lay awake for a while thinking my future.  

Janice said, "Maybe we're just exhibitionists and like being naked in front of strangers."

"Maybe, but whichever it is I like it so far."

"Me too.  I wonder if it gets worse?"

"We can't do anything about it, can we?  So grin and bear it and hope there's more good than bad.  I don't see any choices except whether to obey without a whipping or after a whipping."

"You, know Janice, We couldn't help being kidnapped.  But I am ashamed at how easily I became an obedient slave girl.  It just took a few stripes from a whip before I did everything I was told."

"Me too.  It is pretty obvious that we are both natural submissives.  We were destined to be slave girls.  You are way too beautiful."

"Janice, you are beautiful too. But I always thought of myself as a strong, independent woman."

"Well, Boss, I don't think we're going to have any options any more.  We'll do what we're told.  That's it.  I hope a wealthy guy buys us.  I don't want to spend the rest of my life washing camels."

A woman pushing a cart down the row of cells brought us food.  She slid two bowls through a slot at the bottom of the door.  It smelled great.  

"Would you unlock our hands so we can eat, please" I asked."

She answered. "No hands. Eat." She walked away.

I looked at Janice.  "I guess we eat like animals, Ann."

"OK. Shove one of those bowls over here, Please."

We got down on our knees and leaned down to eat.  The children swarmed around the cage to watch us.  They laughed a lot and said tings to each other in Arabic, I presume. We finally ate it all.  It was good, but our faces looked like we had been in a food fight.  We took turns licking each others faces clean to the great amusement of our audience.

I was licking the last of the sauce off the corner of Janice's mouth when the temptation became too great.  I let my lips slide over hers and darted my tongue deep into her mouth.  She responded with her tongue and a hard return kiss.  We had never done this before, but we had never been slave girls before.  My inhibitions left with my clothes. Lust for my gorgeous, sexy agent kindled by my chains flamed bright in that moment.  Yes, we were caged.  Yes, we were in plain view of children.  Yes, we were wanton sluts.  I didn't care.  Only the feel of her mouth on mine and the hard knobs of our nipples dancing on our chests existed.  Oh how I wished I had my hands to hold her. I pulled my mouth away and whispered, huskily, "Hold still."

I slid slowly to my knees, pausing briefly to suck one of her nipples into my mouth, hard.  She gasped and spread her legs.  I slid onto my knees and thrust my tongue between her nether lips.  I licked and sucked.  Her sweet, tangy juice trickled into my mouth.  Nectar of the gods.  She moaned in pleasure and wriggled her hips.  She pushed her loins into me and I pushed my head into her pussy.  Her legs danced slowly the lover's jig.  I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled it.  She came with a shriek and a shudder.  Her juices flowed out of her and down my chin.  I was covered in it but didn't care.  I loved her so much. 

The children were giggling and laughing at us.  I didn't care.  We were just animals in a cage for their enjoyment.  My enjoyment of my sister was all that mattered.

Janice swayed back against the bars and said, "Th...Thanks Ann.  That was great.  Why did we wait all these years to try it?"

"This is the first time we have been chained in a zoo for people's enjoyment.  This is what they expect, right?"

"Did you just do me because the kids expected it?"

"No, that was only one of the reasons, my beautiful, wanton friend."   I stood up. Not so easy when your hands are locked behind you and your feet are chained.  But I made it and slithered over to her.  I kissed her hard. "Did you enjoy that?"

"Oh, yes. Now spread your legs and hold still."  She bent her knees and took my right nipple into her mouth.  She played me until I was moaning and ripe for the plucking.  Then she sank to her knees and put her nose in my pussy.  I came gloriously in less than a minute to the cheers of our audience.

We both lay on our sides and looked at each other. I said, "Janice, promise me you and I will share love whenever we can.  I love you."

"I love you too.  I wish my hands were free."

"Me too.  Do you realize we might never have discovered each other if we hadn't been put in this situation."

I had dinner with Alexander.  Instead of eating from a bowl on the floor, he fed me by hand.  He sat on a big cushion on the floor and I knelt beside him.  There was food on a low table before him and a decanter of wine.  The food smelled wonderful and I had to keep swallowing saliva.  I had not had good food in weeks. He would eat a bite then hold one out to me.  I would lean forward just an inch or so and daintily take it in my teeth, then lean back.  While I chewed he would take a bite.  I had more food than ever since I was taken.  The food was heavily spiced and pungent, just as I like it.  

When we were finished a dark haired slave girl took the remains away. He pulled me over so I was laying on my back across his lap.   I was aroused, of course.  My belly was fluttering and my nipples were rock hard and aching.  He played with my helpless body.  His fingers ran lightly over my breasts, nipples, belly, pussy, forehead, nose, and cheeks.  I felt the blood rise in my face along with my lust. I wanted to hold him to do something to reciprocate.   But I couldn't, my hands were under me, locked together behind my back.  

I think this was my teenage fantasy of being a slave girl made real.  I was helpless in the lap of the man who held the key to my chains as he played with my body.  Pushing my arousal higher with every motion of his hands.  He could change my sensations from pleasure to pain at his whim.   But nothing he could do would diminish my submission or obedience.  Or my love.  I had never felt so alive as I did now.  His every touch made my nerves sing.  I wanted him to take me to his bed and ravish me.  "Master, may I speak?"

"Yes, Ann.  What do you want?"

"Master, I wanted to say I was happy here.  I have learned that I have been a slave all my life but I didn't know it.  I want to serve men.  Now, I would be honored if you made love to me."

"An excellent idea.  Stand up."

He led me to his sleeping chamber and flung me on his bed.  I spread my knees as far as my chains allowed and raised my tumescent pussy up to him. "Please take me, Master."

He entered me with ease, my sopping cunt sucking him in.  His magnificent cock was wondrous beyond imagining.  His ardent ravishing of my cunt created  rapturous blossoms in my garden of delight. My agony of unmet lust transformed into the breathless joy of ecstasy.  I was well conquered, many times.  I found glory in my subjugation, pride in my conqueror.  He carried me as if I were weightless, back to my cell.  I collapsed into Janice's arms.  She held me up and saw the ecstasy in my face.

"Boy, he must be the best lover on Earth, or did he give you something?"

"Just his love, Janice, just his love." 

She helped me down to the floor.  I slipped into sweet dreams.

It was getting dark when a woman came to our cage with a wheeled cart.  She unlocked the door and pushed the cart in then she closed and relocked the door.  She looked at Janice and said "Turn around and bend over."

Janice said,  " Why?"

She said, I'm going to remove your plug so you can shit. Now bend over." She picked up a wicked looking whip from the cart.

Janice turned around and bent over.   I could see the plug in her anus.  It had a ring on its end which the woman grasped and pulled it out with a twisting motion.  She dropped it in a small pail on the cart.

"Now go to the pail and relieve yourself."

Janice went to the pail and squatted down far enough to reach the lid handle with her cuffed hands. She held on to it while she did her business.  The ever present children giggled and pointed at the sight.  Janice put the lid back on the pail when she was done.  She was blushing fiercely, ashamed of having to defecate in public.

Then it was my turn.  I meekly bent over at the command and felt the plug pulled out.  It was a relief to be rid of it, but my muscle didn't close all the way after being open so long.  I felt cold air flow into my rectum.  It wasn't unpleasant, but it was unusual.  I squatted over the pail and did my duty to a chorus of laughter.  I blushed too.  The woman had wiped Janice, lubed her, and reinserted the cleaned plug while I was busy.  Then she replaced mine and left.  She left two blankets for us.

9/20/2016

We assembled at the main gate as ordered.  A large white van pulled up in front of us on the dot of eight.  The driver and another man came to us and asked in perfect English, Is one of you Ms. Lynn Owens?"

I said , "That's me."

"I was told to expect eight ladies and I see eight of you here.  Are these all your group?"

"Yes.  Its us you came for."

"All right.  Please get in.  He opened the side door and there were seats for all of us.  The van had no windows.  It looked like a delivery van on the outside and a passenger van on the inside.  Once seated I saw that behind the driver was a solid wall.  We would be in darkness once the door closed.  The driver made sure our seat belts were fastened and he closed the door.  We were in blackness for a moment before an overhead light came on.  The van started and drove off.  We only went a short distance on a paved road than drove onto gravel.  We drove for three hours before stopping.  When the door opened we were  in a courtyard.  We got out and the men took us into a room with straight back chairs.  They told us to wait there and I heard the door lock as they left.  None of us said anything.  What was there to say.  We had come here to be trained as slave girls.

When the door opened again, the same two men called Lynn Owens.  I rose and went to the door. They showed me to another room.  They took my purse and jewelry then they put a leather collar on my neck and locked it.  I felt I should tell them they didn't need that.  I would obey them, but then I thought, why should they believe me.  And I didn't know what they would do to me anyway.  Maybe I would object.  Then I lost the ability to tell them anything when they put a red ball gag in my mouth.  I had never had anything so big in my mouth.  It stretched my lips. 

One of the men said, "strip."

I looked at him, not understanding what he wanted.

He picked up a whip from a table and said, "strip.   Put your clothes in this box." He pointed." 

I guess I knew this was going to happen.  Slaves have no need for clothes.  I took off everything and dropped them in the box. until I was naked.  The blindfold came next.

They took my arm and led me through more doors until they stopped me.  I felt someone fiddling with my collar.  My arms were lifted and strapped to something that held them shoulder width apart. It lifted until my arms were straight up.  They left me hanging there quite a while.  I heard footsteps and felt the air move over my naked flesh as people passed by.  What are they doing?  I heard loud clicks, like locks closing, but nothing else.

Then I felt fingers on my head and the blindfold was removed.  The first thing I saw was all the other women I had come with.  They were fixed just like me, hanging like slabs of meat in a locker.  Trudy Sterling was next to me and her eyes were not covered.  The rest still were blindfolded and we were all gagged.  There was a man and woman in casual western clothing standing near us.

The man was white, tall and looked strong, red haired, dressed casually and holding a whip.  "I am Alexander, your current owner.  You will address me as 'Master.'  You are going to be measured by Jan, follow her instructions promptly.  I will whip you until you comply."

The woman brought a small step stool in front of me and started with my strapped hands.  She measured every joint, every limb above every joint of my hands and arms.  She would call out a location and a number in inches after every measurement.   She finished my arms and climbed off the stool and put it in front of Trudy.  She took many measurements of my head and hair.  The positions of my eyes, ears and mouth were recorded, the length of my hair.  I was proud of my long blond hair.  It had lots of body and was easily colored or curled.

My breasts were measured and it was quite uncomfortable.  They were sensitive and I had always been careful.  Not this woman.   She stuck my breasts through holes in a wooden board until she found one she could barely push and pull them through.   I felt an unwelcome tingle in my loins as she handled my breasts. 

The most painful part was my nipple measurement. She pulled them through a graduated set of rings, like my breasts.  Then she put a clamp on my left nipple which hurt like the blazes.  I squealed through my gag.  She just said, " This won't take a moment, dear.  Be brave." 

She hooked a spring scale to the clamp.   She pulled it out until she was happy and measured my nipple again.  When she released the clamp, it hurt even more.  I shook my breasts, trying to sooth the burn.

"Hold still, dear. I need to measure your other one."  

I shook my head frantically.  I couldn't bear having that done to my other nipple.  I heard the swish before I felt the fiery line the whip created on my ass.  I screamed through my gag, but it sounded weak, thin.  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.  

Alexander said, "Ann, this whip did not cut you.  It is well designed to punish bad behavior without harm.   If you misbehave, I can whip you all day without harming you.  Its just pain."

I held still and watched as the woman put the clamp on my other nipple.  It didn't hurt nearly as bad as my flaming ass.   When she finished with my nipples she weighed my breasts. She used the same spring scale and a mesh net under the breast.

He spread my legs far apart and tied a long wooden bar to my ankles. She measured my legs and feet next.  No problem.  Then she measured my loins.  My pussy.  My most private parts.  My ass  hole.  She measured my pussy lips every possible way.  I was getting impossibly turned on by her moving fingers.  I couldn't help myself.  I was ready to come but I didn't want to in front of Trudy or Alexander.  Especially not by the stranger woman who was touching me so intimately.  When she touched my so sensitive clit, I climaxed like never before.  Maybe it was the bondage, or the stranger touching me, or just my helplessness.  Maybe it was my flaming hot ass.  Anyway, it was a huge orgasm.  I would have fallen to the floor if my hands weren't holding me up. I screamed in pleasure and was moaning softly, keening happily.

"That's nice, dear.  now stick your ass out.  I'm almost done."

I took my weight back on my feet, keenly aware of the waiting whip and stuck my ass out as far as I could.  Was I really so weak.  A few strokes of the whip and I obeyed the most demeaning commands.  I only knew I had to obey her or be whipped.  That was enough for my obedience.  I knew I was subject to the whip.  Is this how a slave girl felt?  Is this all a slave girl felt?  Wasn't there love somewhere?

I felt her using her finger to rub lubricant around then in my anus.  I had never felt that before and I didn't like it, but I was gagged and couldn't protest.

"You should relax, dear.  This is going in you and it will feel better if you are not so tense.  Don't worry, It won't harm you.  I just need to take a measurement."

She was right, of course.  I tried to relax, but it was hard.  Then something entered me.  It was thin and soft, flexible.  It went in further and further, getting wider as it went.  It stretched me impossibly wide before she stopped and removed it.

"You have a fine anus, dear.  Its already wide enough for a big man and its deep too. I'm going to give you a medium size plug, to make you more open for use."

I felt her insert something in my ass.  It was wider than whatever she measured me with.  I felt it go in wide then narrow considerably.  It seated itself firmly in my hole as my sphincter muscle closed around its narrow middle.  I wriggled a little and it felt comfortable.  I felt full and more aroused than I cared to admit.  Something about having another person in complete control and me helpless.

The man and woman turned to Trudy and I watched as they measured her as thoroughly as they had me.  It took almost as long.  Shorter only because they didn't have to whip her.  I had been an object lesson in compliance.   We waited and watched as they repeated their measurements of Megan, Alice, and Teresa

When finished, they put leg irons on us and cuffed our hands behind our backs.  We were led out of the room.  A short walk later and we entered a large courtyard.  One long wall was all ten foot long cells fronted by vertical bars and the others were cemented stones. We were put in a cell in the middle of the row.  I saw two young women in each cell we passed.  One of them looked up as us as we passed.  With a shock, I realized I knew her.  It was Monica Jordan, one of my agents,  I saw the other woman with her was Amelia Richard.  Their eyes widened when they saw me.  So.  They had gotten all my agents.  Shit.  I'm so sorry I got them into this.

We had passed two pillories and what I assumed was a whipping post.  The courtyard was tiled and I saw several big iron rings in the floor.  Once in the cell, our gags were removed and we were shown our bathroom facilities.  A large pail with a lid and a penis shaped rubber nozzle that would give us water if sucked hard enough.  The door of the cell was locked and the man and woman left.

Trudy and I looked at each other.  She quipped, "another fine mess you've gotten me into." 

All I could do was shrug and smile.

I looked around our new home.  The walls and ceiling were concrete. No windows. The front was all iron bars with a door of iron bars secured by two monstrous padlocks.  I could see a big courtyard with a large building making up the longest wall and high concrete walls at either end.  I saw several steel doors in the walls.  There were a couple of pillories and thick posts.  There was a line of steel and wood objects lining one wall that I couldn't identify.  It was hot and sunny.  Trudy and I wore locked, heavy, leather collars , leg irons and our hands were cuffed behind our backs.  I walked around our cell looking for anything we could use.  I saw only our waste pail, water spigot , and a four inch drain.  I sat down in a corner so I could see out the bars. 

Trudy looked lost and about to cry. 

I said, "Trudy, come sit with me."

She hesitated.

"Come on.  Its just the two of us in here.  We're partners now.  You'll feel better if we cuddle."  I wanted to cuddle with her too.  I felt so alone and lost.  I knew eight other women in this prison but she was here.  None of us knew what awaited us, but I knew we would be forced to degrade ourselves.  Slave girls. shit.  I wanted to cry too.  "Please, Trudy.  We need each other now of all times."

She sat down next to me and lay her head on my shoulder.

"What will happen to us, Lynn," she whispered.

"We are going to be made into slave girls.  We will have to learn to be submissive and obedient.  You've seen the estimates.  There are millions of women slaves all over the world.  We won't like it, but we'll survive and in two months we may go home.  We can't do anything now, can we?"

"No.  You're right.  I know everything you said is right.  I am so ashamed I let myself get in this position.  My greed did me in."  I felt her tears landing on my shoulder.  Soon she was sobbing.

"Don't do that.  Stand up, Trudy."  I slid out from under her and stood up.  She managed to stand up.  I used my body to push her back against the wall.  I put my lips to hers and kissed her.  She didn't react for a moment, then she opened her lips.  I thrust my tongue in the mouth and our tongues cavorted It turned into a mutual hard kiss.  She tilted her head left and I did the same so we had better contact.  I was pushing my body against hers and She started grinding her hips against mine.  I spread my legs until the leg irons stopped me.  I felt my arousal growing.  She was inside my legs and our pussies were rubbing each other hard Our breasts were squishing each other quite delightfully.  I had heard of female lovemaking, but never knew how.  This was instinctual.  All of our erogenous zones were touching and rubbing.  The stimulation was the most intimate foreplay I could imagine.  IO felt her orgasm first.  A squeal burst out of our kiss, but she didn't stop.  Her belly spasmed, pushing even harder into my pussy and threw me over the edge too.  I had to lean into her to stay up and I think I was holding her up too.  We broke our kiss and lay our heads on each other's shoulder. 

After a while, I said, "whew.  That was fantastic.  I never did that before.  You are magnificent, Trudy."

She asked, "never did what before?"

"Two things, I guess.  Make love to a woman and make love standing up."

"Can you also add make love in chains?"

"Yeah, that too.  How about you?"

"Two out of three ain't bad."

I backed up careful not to trip and went to get a drink of water.  "I knelt in front of the phallus shaped nozzle and looked at it.  I guess I just suck?"

"I imagine its designed so you have to suck hard.   Thoughtful of them to put it just as the right level so we have to learn to suck on our knees."

"We better get used to doing many things on our knees. I hear that's the preferred position for slave girls."  I wrapped my mouth around the cock and sucked.  Nothing.  I sucked hard.  Nothing.  I tried squeezing it with my teeth.  Nothing.  I tried squeezing it with just my lips and sucking.  Nothing.  I thought back to the porn videos I had seen.  I shoved my mouth on it as far as I could, squeezed it hard with my lips, sucked and pulled my head back.  At last, I got a stream of cold water that lasted until it left my mouth.

I told Trudy how it worked.  I got two more squirts before I stopped.  Trudy took my place and was  successful. "You are now a good cock sucker, Trudy."

"You too, my cock sucking teacher."

We both laughed.   It felt good to find a joke here. 




Chapter 12 :  The Interview

9/21/2016

My wrists hurt.  They were strapped together and I hung by them from the ceiling.  My feet were pulled wide apart and tied to rings on the wall on either side.  They were a foot off the ground and bore none of my weight.  I faced a wooden desk, four feet away.  A whip lay on its top along with a pad of paper.

I hung there for a long time.  My pain increased the longer I was hung. Finally a man entered the room and sat behind an ordinary desk and looked at me.  It was the man from last night.

"Good morning Ann."

"Good morning, Master."

What is your full name?"

"Ann Range, Master."

"What are you?"

I knew what he wanted, and I had already admitted to him that I was a slave.  But I didn't want to say that again, not yet.  I wasn't afraid of his whip, though maybe I should be. I wanted him to have to break me, to work to make me what he wanted. I was playing the age old woman's game of hard to get.  He would value me more if I wasn't too easy." I am a woman, Master."

He stood up and picked up the whip.  He laid two stripes on my ass cheeks.  I screamed and danced in my bonds.  I hurt my wrists. "Master," I protested, "I told the truth."

"No Ann, you know you didn't. Up until yesterday it was the truth.  You simply did not want to admit how you have changed in so short a time. What are you?"

I hung my head.  "I am your slave girl, Master." I knew it was true.  I had been broken by just a few strokes of the whip.  Or maybe I knew I was a slave in my heart for many years and the whip had merely forced me to admit it.  I remembered my fantasies of capture, bondage, sex, and submission.  Maybe this was what I had wanted my whole life.  Maybe this was why I had terrible things done to enemies.

"How many lovers have you had?"

"Two, Master."

"Tell me about them."

"Roger was my first lover, Master.  We were together only six months before we decided to break up.  We just tired of each other.  It was amicable. Ethan was my second.  It lasted for two years then he was sent to prison for robbery."

"Did either of then tie you up or take you to BDSM clubs?"

"No, Master,." My arms were hurting more. I tried to force it out of my mind. It was hard to answer questions with the pain radiating down my arms.

"Do you have any idea why you are here?"

"Yes, Master.  I angered some people.  They captured me and my associates and sent me here."

"Master, may I know what will happen to my friends and I?"

"You will be trained, your permanent bonds will be put on you, and then you will be sold.

"Thank you, Master, Can you tell me how long we will be here?"

"It depends on how fast you learn.   Both of you need to be ready.  Now its time to advance your training."  

I was afraid to ask what he meant.  He got up and walked to me, picking up the whip.  I heard the swish and felt the red hot stripe cross my ass.  I screamed and danced in my bonds.  Then I felt his hand feel my cunt.  He didn't try to stimulate me, just feel.  The next blow didn't land for a long time.  My ass had settled down to an all over heat that wasn't bad.

Swish, and the next stripe crossed my ass cheeks.  I screamed again, but not so long.  Maybe I was getting used to it.  He felt my cunt again and this time it felt good.  Another long pause and the third stripe landed on my ass, below the others.  It wasn't near as painful as the first ones and I felt a heat in my loins.  He felt me again and this time I felt my juices between his fingers and me.  

He said, "good," and walked to the desk.  He laid the whip down and turned back to my dangling body.  He walked up close and took my head in his hands.  He kissed me, hard. 

I kissed back as well as I could and felt my juices flow into my pussy.  I wanted him in me.

He took his cock out and I learned I was at precisely the right height above the floor for him. He lifted me just a little and lowered me onto his rigid cock.  He slipped into my sopping cunt with ease.

"Ride me, slave girl."

I pulled with my bound arms and found I could lift just enough to almost lift off of him.  I got my rhythm quickly and rode myself to a wonderful orgasm while he just stood there.  

"Keep going, slave girl."

I found I could keep up my motions and soon I captured my second orgasm.  My arms were tired and I couldn't keep going.  He grasped my waist and took over the motion. Soon he had an orgasm and I had my third one.  I was limp. but I couldn't fall.  He left the room and I dangled there for a long time until finally two men came and took me down.  They put the cuffs and leg irons on me.   They didn't need them.  They had to carry me back to the cage.  They laid me down gently and took Janice away.

She was brought back to our cell several hours later as exhausted and dreamy as I had been.

9/22/2016 

Morning was exercise time. We were taken out of our cell by two guards and our collars locked to a long chain.  They removed our cuffs and leg irons and tossed them in the cell.  I counted thirty women on the chain. I recognized my agents. Shocked, I recognized my clients, too. There was Lynn Owens and Margaret Harshaw and all the others.  Four guards watched us and a woman was our trainer.  She was a slave too, from the collar on her neck.  I noticed that I and the women I knew had leather collars.  The rest had silver metal collars and they wore metal cuffs on their limbs. We did calisthenics until we were all sweating.  A brief rest then we pulled heavy sledges around the yard. Janice and I were put on a four girl sledge.  As luck had it Lynn Owens and Trudy Sterling were put with us.  I did the introductions.  Janice, these two fine slave girls are Lynn Owens and Trudy Sterling.  They are two of our former clients.  It looks like they got sucked into this mess with us."

Lynn said, "We wouldn't be here if you had kept your promises and stayed quiet about us."

"Lynn, I already apologized for that.  You weren't there.  It was torture from within and I couldn't defend against it.  Besides, you told me it was just a publicity stunt for a nightclub owner.  I didn't know what we were up against. Those guys were all special forces.  We were out classed from day one."

"I didn't know either.  They were well concealed. But look, its only for a year."

"What do you mean, a year?

'We have to take this slave training and when we're sold, the leader is going to buy us back.  With our own money, dammit.  I think we're going to be following his orders for a long time, but at least its just blackmail, not as slaves."

Shit.  my clients were getting out.  We were never offered anything like that. Maybe...  "Yeah, only a year.

Janice, bless her heart, said, "I like it here.  I think being a slave to a hunk is great."

This was my first experience with the coffle.  It was much more demeaning than it sounds like.  I had read stories where it was described, but its impact on me was breathtaking.  Even with my hands free I was more confined than in the cell.  I could only move in unison with the rest of the coffle.  I couldn't kneel or stand or walk unless we all moved together.  There were thirty young, healthy women on the coffle.   We were easily controlled by four guards. Heck, one was enough.   All our education and fitness and desire were useless against the collar and chain.  We learned to coordinate our motions to move smoothly with our neighbors.  Failure meant jerks of all our necks and whips striping our asses for clumsiness.

The sledges were just wooden frames with concrete blocks stacked on them.  They had steel poles with cross handles for a girl to push on.  Each position had a two foot long chain dangling that was locked to our collars. The chain of girls was led around to each sledge.  Some girls had their collars chained to their vehicle and unlocked from the coffle. There were sledges sized for one, two, three, and four girls. We pushed those damned sledges around and around that courtyard until we collapsed.  We must have been fun to watch for the guards laughed continuously.  Janice and I were on a four girl sledge, ten feet behind the one in front.  The guards followed us around at a slow walk. They would flick our asses with their whips when they thought we weren't working hard enough

We had several painful lessons in deportment, to be meek, submissive slave girls. A thirty girl coffle was strung along the courtyard. The same trainer yelled out positions and the guards corrected our positions.  I never realized how good an instructional device a whip was.  Janice and I collected some painful corrections the first time through. Hardly any the second.  By the twentieth we were perfect.  I was inordinately proud whenever a guard said, "Good Girl or Excellent."  If I had to be a slave, I might as well be a good one!

We were taught how to heel and give obeisance. We learned all sorts of slave positions and behaviors. When learned that when our owner entered the room we had to kneel and put our foreheads on the ground. We learned how to properly lick our master's feet. Long slow strokes, from the toes to the heels. We learned not to speak unless we received permission and learned never to ask questions.

Above all, we learned never to express an opinion, but to wait for orders.

One day, the man that gave me so much pleasure and pain took me out of the cell. We went to a workshop. My cuffs and leg irons were removed. The smith showed me the collar I would wear. It was lovely and had my name, Ann, engraved in the front, around a thick staple holding an even larger silver ring. There were three more rings evenly spaced around the collar. He told me the bands he placed on me were stainless steel and they were permanent. He used a vise to close the band around my wrist.  He screwed a stud into a hole and tightened it until the head snapped off. he showed me the flat end that was left. There was no way to grasp it and remove it. Each band was snug around my limb. The result of those exacting measurements taken earlier. After a half hour I wore shiny bands on each wrist, ankle, and my neck. The wrist and ankle bands had a staple on the inner surface holding a large ring to fasten me with.  They were gleaming, elegant, and heavy. I would have been proud to wear them as jewelry had not they served so well to bind me. They were finely made and heavy with their strength and permanence. When they had grasped me tight, I knew they would not easily release me. All they lacked were the chains to join one to the other.  But he wasn't done.  A chain was locked between my ankle cuffs.  Obviously temporary in contrast to the cuffs themselves.  I was curious but had already learned not to ask questions.

My new hobble was shorter than the leg irons they replaced. The smith told me it was fourteen inches.  It was heavier too.  I had to relearn walking.  There wasn't enough length for a proper step, but enough to snag a toe.

Now that handcuffs weren't needed, my hands were just locked together behind my back.  It was more restrictive than the cuffs.  I wondered if the other girls wore a chain between their ankles too.  I had only seen them in the yard when our hands and feet were loose.

That evening Trudy and I were initiated into another routine.  After eating we were put back in coffle with the other twenty eight girls.  We were lined up along the long axis of the courtyard with our hands locked behind us.  The guards ordered us to bend over and keep our legs straight.  The guards walked down the line behind us at a slow pace. As a guard passed a girl he whipped her ass one time.  

I yelped at the sudden burn in my ass.  It was the shock.  I hadn't expected it and it was not nearly as bad as I remembered.  The next stripe was long coming and when it did I just grunted.  The third one just increased the heat in my ass and started my loins steaming.  Number four was welcomed for the raging fire in my belly.  I was close to an orgasm.  I was moaning a little and heard Trudy doing the same.  So was the girl on my other side.  When the guards reached the end of the line they turned around and went the other way.

The fifth stripe almost pushed me over the edge.  I was afraid I would collapse, my knees were so wobbly.  Number six did it.  I was thrown into the unexpected throes of a whip orgasm.  I never knew just the whip would so inflame a girl.  I fell to my knees.  Luckily, I wasn't the only one.  I heard the soft plop of knees hitting the pavement all up and down the line.  Since our heads were already near the ground, kneeling didn't jerk anyone's neck. Soon all the girls were on their knees and the guards stopped their parade.  In a little while they put us back in our cells.  We all slept soundly after our group orgasm.


Chapter 13 :  Coffles

9/24/2016

We got off the airplane in San Marin and got on the vans.  Today was the San Francisco Body Art show.  We wore only our capes.  This should have been old hat by now, but it wasn't, we were in a state of giddy excitement. We had practiced so hard.  We knew we were better than in San Gabriel.  Our execution was much better and we had added three more routines to our repertoire. As before there were three vans.  Two for the coffle and a third with guards.  We hated having guards, but we were pretty helpless, which was the point.  We went to the SF Body Art event on the 24th. When we arrived the guards had us stay in the vans while they set up some screens to hide us while we assembled.  Finally we were allowed off.  Julie had us line up and stretch.  Then she put us in coffle.  Once again, I was first girl and she was the last girl. 

We  had the same little plastic signs hanging from our collars with mostly feminist slogans.  Our main message was that a woman's submission to her master was something to be proud of.  We each had different slogans, like this: Its OK to look up to your man , and I am deliberate and Afraid of nothing.

We kept our minimalist attire from last time.  We didn't need to fight two battles at the same time.  We had tiny G-strings and pasties over our nipples.  Just another group of legal women in sunny California that like to be chained together. Bill Stafford put a leash on me, Amber, his slave.  I was the first girl and strutted behind him, proud to be on his leash.  He led us into the parade.  The parade was a slow walk and we talked to the people lined up to see us.  We attracted a lot of hangers on as we walked.  By the end of the parade there were twenty girls in coffle surrounded by ten no nonsense guards and a hundred men and women walking with us and talking to us.  We handed out tiny American flags to those who walked with us.

We had an hour after the parade before our stage performance.  Bill led us around the grounds and we talked to a lot of people.  A lot of people wanted to talk about why we were here.  All the girls had those little plastic signs on our collars with feminist slogans.  As before, most of the women I talked to wanted to know why we wore chains.  A few understood the symbolism immediately.

It was time for our performance and Bill led us onto the stage.  He took the leash off me and went to the microphone.  He gave the same speech as last time.  Why not, there was a different crowd here. "Good Morning.  Its good to be here.  These women are voluntary slaves.  They all have decided they want to belong to a master.  They are free to walk away at any time.  Many of you have talked to them this morning and know they are happy.  They are here to fight for their freedom to publicly submit to their masters.  This is not for everyone, but they want every submissive woman to be able to proudly show their subjugation to their master.  One of these women is my slave.  I make all decisions for her.  In return for her submission, I care for her, I love her, and I protect her.  Any dominant man who accepts a submissive takes on a heavy burden.  You must be her everything.  In return you both will be happier than you can imagine. Men, you must be strong and always in control , because she is your responsibility.  You must be stern and loving and never cruel. The girls have a performance for you and I know you will enjoy it.  Please welcome the Coffle."  He led them in a long applause.  He walked off and the music started.

We started with Dream Walk, then Black Magic, Cheerleader, and Evening Star. We ended with Cowgirl's Twist.  I was stunned by the applause.  It went on so long we did an encore of Rockabye Baby.  We were all hot and tired, but very happy when we finished. Bill came on stage again and thanked the crowd.  He reminded them our message was that submissive women should be free to be submissive. 

He led us around the event for another hour before we got back on the vans.   We spent the night at a friend of Mr. Steele's.  A mansion overlooking San Francisco.  The guards kept us in coffle all night because we were a lot easier to watch as a single unit than twenty separate girls.  The next day we appeared at the Folsom Parade and repeated the previous day.  This time there were some protestors standing outside the event.  Bill told me they were quiet and orderly. I never saw them.  When we got back to The Coffle, Julie put us in coffle again and we paraded around the main floor, without the G-strings or pasties.  Naked was better.

10/10/2016

I looked at my web site.  At the top it had my name, Dr. Katherine Gebhardt.  I had paid a fair amount to have it professionally designed and now I wanted to change it.  Master and I had combined our practices and moved to a new office.  We were doing well and had managed to keep all our staff.  Now we both were focusing on treating depressed, submissive women.  The information we had gleaned from the coffle had pointed us to a new way to treat these women.  We had to make sure the women were actually submissive because they often didn't know.  If they had  a partner, he or she had to be at least somewhat dominant.  I was struggling with what to put on my site.  It would not be professional to say if you're submissive and depressed, we'll cure your depression by making you a full slave.  But that's what we'd do.  It worked.

To get in the right frame of mind, I was in full slave gear.  Collar, leg irons, chastity belt, cuffs and my collar was chained to the floor ring behind my desk.  Master had the keys and was somewhere else.  I started typing. 'Our experienced staff...'

Janice surprised me.  I knew her as a take charge gal with great leadership skills.  She knew how to stage convincing accidents of all kinds and was fit and athletic.  A good combination for an agent.  It turns out she is super submissive.  She didn't even know it until Alexander got his fingers on her.  And into her.  She did the most submissive acts faster and better than anyone else.  The trainers held her out as the one for us to emulate.  She was the best cock sucker, boot licker and pussy eater of all the slave girls.  I wanted to keep my dignity and pride intact.  After the first couple of weeks, I thought they'd never break me.  How wrong I was. 

Our routines had minor changes over the next couple of weeks.  Basically it was eat, exercise, rest, train, rest, eat, shit, whip, orgasm, sleep, repeat.   One change was increasing weight on the sledges.  The other was the training changed topics every few days.  Positions changed to deportment. Then sex: blow jobs, eating out women, anal sex.  When we were skilled courtesans we learned  personal appearance skills. Like makeup, hair styling, and the duties of a ladies maid.  Then we learned food preparation, meal service, and banquet service.

The guards chose two girls every afternoon and put them in the pillories.  I never figured out how we were chosen.  Maybe it was just whimsy or maybe there was a complex system.  We would be taken from our cells or off the coffle and locked in the pillory.  A sack put over our heads.  Then the guards would fuck us or whip  our asses or fondle our dangling breasts whenever they felt like it.  I hated it and I loved it.  The sex was great and the whipping always gave me an orgasm.  But it was more humiliating than anything else done to us.  My body was a willing participant but I was not.  Even an animal knew who was screwing her.  In the pillory I was just a convenient cunt and ass.  I wasn't anywhere near a person.  If it was intended to make me feel even more helpless, it succeeded well.   We never knew who screwed us or whipped us.  I imagine it was fun for the guards.  Imagine having two helpless asses perfectly positioned for cocks or whips.  They told us they liked whipping us as much as fucking us and it lasted longer.  

Unlike Janice, I was a terrible slave.  I wasn't submissive and I was hard to break.  Maybe I had been responsible so many brutal deeds, I was immune to threats.  One day I sassed a guard and they had had enough of my lip.  I wasn't about to let their stinging whips cow me. A guard grabbed my arm and locked my hands behind me.

I knelt, put my forehead to the floor, and raised my ass high.  

"I'm sorry master, Please whip me so that I may learn my place."  I wanted him to whip me.  I almost always climaxed.

"No.  You enjoy that too much.  Its time you learned some of the other ways that misbehaving slaves girls may be punished.  He put a leash on my collar. Two guards took me to a room I had not been in before.  They took the chain off my ankles and sat me on a plank turned on edge and supported on a trestle.  It was uncomfortable, but not as bad as my first whipping.  My legs were pulled apart and chained to rings in the floor.  Worse, but not unbearable. Then they locked a chain to my wrist cuffs, with a rattle they were pulled straight up.  I was forced to lean forward until my pussy sat directly on the plank.  I could move nothing but my head.   The pain was sickening.  I screamed, "Please no.  It hurts too much.  I'll die.  I can't stand it."  They looked at me for a while.  Lifting my head I could see their faces.  They were smiling.  Then, without a word, they left.  I wailed.  I pleaded to just kill me.  I wanted to die rather than suffer this. pain. I suffered through whole lifetimes of pain.  It was the worst pain I could even imagine.  I sobbed until I had no tears left.

I was doubly punished by my solitary ride on the horse whose name was pain. My agony was great but there was none to see or help or care.  I was so alone.  I wanted Janice. I wanted a white knight to save me.  Gravity crushed my pussy into a solid, piercing edge destined to split me in two.

I lost all hope.  I was broken.  I realized my error was trying to keep some iota of pride.  Slave girls were not permitted pride or honor or choice.  In that long ride on the horse, I learned what it meant to be a slave girl.

Time was my enemy and pain made it drag. Minutes felt as hours, hours as days.  I closed my eyes and tried to withstand the pain.  I felt air blow across my sweating body body.  I opened my eyes and saw Alexander.

"Master, how long...?"

"Ann you've been on the horse for one hour.  Have you learned anything?"

"Master, I have learned that I must accept all punishment I earn without complaint.  I have learned slave girls have no pride, no honor.  And I have learned that I am and always will be a slave.  I beg your forgiveness."

"Too glib.  Too soon.  Too rational."  He strapped a gag in my mouth and left me.  I was silent and the room heard only my sobs.  I waited in pain for relief.  I alternated between sobs and silence.  Sometimes I moaned.  There was nothing I could do but endure.  The pain seemed to grow as time went on.  Every muscle and nerve in my body cried with pain and I could not move.  This was when I learned I was a slave.  I would do everything I was told when they took me off this demonic creation.  It was elemental in its cruelty.  A simple plank I could not get off of.  It bit at the core of my being.   I knew I was here because I had fought my masters.  I knew it was my fault.  If I had obeyed, I would not be here.  I would m=never disobey again.  If I survived and was taken down, I would never again chance riding this horse of pain.  I was broken.  I would never chance this again.  I would obey.  I knew my soul had suffered all it could.

I heard the door.  I looked up in frantic hope.  It was Alexander.  I could only hope he would rescue me from my folly.  He freed my hands and feet and lifted me off the pain horse.  He held me in his arms and kissed me.  He was my Master, my rescuer, my white knight and I was his property.  I would obey him.  He set me on my feet.  My loins ached dreadfully.  I was afraid I could never pee again or enjoy sex.  My pussy was crushed.  He locked the chain between my ankles then he picked me up and carried me out of the room of the pain horse.  I closed my eyes and enjoyed his arms around me.  My pussy was aflame and I feared it would hurt from now on.

He laid me down on a soft surface and I opened my eyes to a splendid room and bed.  He locked a chain to my collar and removed his clothing.  In a moment he was beside me, his strong arms enfolding me.  I didn't hold my pain against him.  I knew I had deserved punishment.  Maybe I wanted him to whip me.  I don't know.  But I felt good, lying chained and helpless, the arms of my captor holding me tight.  I realized this was what I had wanted for a long time.  Lying wrapped in the arms of a man. I felt wanted and I knew this was enough.  I was home.  My chains didn't matter.  The pain in my groin didn't matter.  If I could have felt secure and wanted, I never would have become a terrorist. My life exciting and dangerous but danger didn't make me happy. And the danger had caught up and enslaved me.  These arms around me and knowing someone would care for me did. Girls are foolish but I felt real love toward Alexander.  I knew he would send me on to my owner soon, but I had learned to live for today.  The future was out of my control.

The next day it just hurt, but I could pee and the guard's fingers felt good in my pussy.  

Two days later, things changed again. I would wonder for a long time if it was my fault. If I had caused it.  No, they had all the supplies on hand, but maybe I had changed the timing?  It wasn't my fault.  No choice, no control, no fault.

I was awake but hadn't been fed yet. I heard the guards take the girls out of the first cell. They weren't gone long before they were brought back. Then the second cell's girls were taken. They too were returned shortly. I heard the guards leave with the third cell's girls. I called out to a girl in the second cell, "Marge, what's happening?"

No answer. I called again. No answer. I was sure she was there. Maybe she was gagged. But why? Whatever was happening, it was going to happen to Janice and I quite soon. What could be happening?

I heard the girls brought back to cell three and the girls in cell four taken away. We were next. The girls in cell three didn't answer either and I was sure I heard them sobbing.

Soon the guards opened the door to our cell. They strapped blindfolds on us and marched us away. We didn't go far. I was stopped and ordered to kneel. I heard Janice taken through a door.  In a moment I heard her shriek and it was cut off short.  After a moment of silence the door opened again. I was ordered up and Janice was ordered to kneel. She was crying.

I was taken through a door and sat in a reclining chair. I felt straps going around me, holding me down. They placed straps around my torso, wrist, and head. A swab entered both nostrils, one at a time and put some cold liquid in them. Then my septum was pinched by what felt like a pair of pliers and pulled down. Then I felt a sharp pain as my septum was pierced by a large needle. I cried out as I had heard Janice do.  Then the smooth sphere of a ball gag was stuffed in my open mouth.  As the needle was withdrawn I felt it replaced by something thick. Fingers worked around my nose then a loud click and the fingers left. I felt a heavy weight hanging from my nose. I had been ringed. I was so violated. I was so enslaved. My masters had done as they pleased with me and I could do nothing. I was a slave.

We were taken back to our cell.  The guards removed our blindfolds.  We stared at each other.  I saw the large, thick ring in Janice's septum.  It was over an inch in diameter and looked almost a quarter inch thick.  It was smooth and it looked good on her.  It wasn't feminine.  It wasn't just jewelry.  It was something an owner would put on livestock.  It had its own beauty just as anything that elegantly fitted its purpose did.  This ring was intended to control her.  It informed strangers that this had been placed on her without her consent.  It showed the world that she was property and owned, that her opinion did not matter.  

I wore one just like hers.  Mine carried the same message.  I felt its heavy weight move in my flesh.  It was similar to heavy earrings I had worn, but the message was so different.  This was not mere adornment I had chosen.  This heavy metal in my nose was the hand of my master reaching out across space and time to perfect my control.  I knew I would obey its slightest tug.  A vision of me ardently following a leash clipped to my nose ring popped into my mind.  I felt submissive arousal blossom in my loins as I gazed at Janice.

I wanted to tell Janice, 'its beautiful.  You are a perfect vision,' but we were both still gagged.  It was true. It was huge, but it suited her.  Lots of women sport nose rings now.  Most are smaller, but I had seen pictures of women with bigger ones.  Of course in the pictures I had seen, the girls chose to wear them and could remove them whenever they wanted. I was sure we couldn't remove these.

The guards continued to take blindfolded, chained girls past us.  I guess we were all going to be ringed.

After we were all ringed the guards removed our gags and put us on the coffle for our exercise.  

I whispered, "Janice, the ring looks great.  How does mine look?"

"Like you're a bull and your owner is going to use it to lead you around.  How do you think it looks?"

"Janice, these weren't our choices, but we're stuck with them.  We all stared at each other, inspecting our new jewelry.  They were all the same, huge, solid, silver rings.  I doubt any of us would have chosen to wear them, but we weren't asked.  Twice a day the guards put lubricant on the rings and turned them in our flesh.  We were told it was to keep our flesh from adhering to the rings.  This stopped after a week.  That was also when we were trained to walk on a leash clipped to the rings.  Not hard on anything but our egos.  From then on, anytime we were out of our cells and not in coffle, we were leashed.

My pussy was normal after a few days and the guards made good use of it, and not just mine.  All the girls were fucked every day, sometimes more than once.

The guards came to our cell, locked our hands together behind us, and put leashes on our nose rings.  They led us into the building.  We entered the big room with the desk.  They released our hands and relocked them together in front to a hanging chain.  A motor hummed and our wrists were pulled up above our heads until we were standing on tiptoe.  We were left alone for a long time.

"Janice, are you OK?"

"Yeah.  My feet are getting tired, but that's all.  Have they fixed you this way before?"

"Yeah.  Once.  Alexander talked to me then he used that whip on the desk on me.  It hurt at first but then it made me come.  Then he fucked me hanging here. It was pretty good."

Alexander entered the room.  

He laid the first stripe on Janice who gasped at the shock and whimpered after it.  I was ready for it and was silent.  He felt both our pussy's and gave us each another stripe with the same effect.  On the third stripe I could feel my love juices moistening his fingers. No comment.

On the next stroke both Janice and I moaned in pleasure and He tested Janice's pussy and lifted his fingers to me.

"Clean my fingers."

"Yes, Master." I licked Janice's sweet juice off his fingers and took all them in my mouth and sucked.  They tasted wonderful.

He felt my sopping pussy and held his fingers to Janice's mouth. 

"Clean my fingers."

"Yes, Master," Janice said.  

I watched her clean his fingers.  It was an elegantly submissive and erotic performance.  After they were clean he gave us each a hard stroke and we both sailed over the edge in a huge orgasm.  We kicked and thrashed and swung like the helpless puppets we were.  Our ankle chains clattered on the floor and chimed like bells when they struck our anklets. My orgasm was immense.  My belly spasmed and our screams of pleasure reverberated off the stone walls.

He walked in front of us and put the whip on the desk.  He freed his huge cock and lifted Janice onto it.  He pumped her up and down and her screams redoubled.  With a loud gasp she came again ad yet again.  Then he lifted her off him and let her down.  He came to me and his strong hands grasped my waist and lifted me onto him.  His cock slid easily into me and when he let me down, I was filled to capacity and it was good. He pumped me into two more orgasms. each better than the last until I was senseless.  I think he came in me the last time.

A long time later I heard Janice. "My god.  I've those were the best orgasms of my life.  I never knew it could be so good.  I want to be his love slave for the rest of my life."

"Yeah, me too," was all I could think of the say.

Two guards took us down and locked our hands behind us.  We were leashed and led back to our cell.  

"Janice, I've been thinking.  Why did we ever think being a man's slave girl was bad? I feel alive, valued, and loved.  I'm so much happier here than I was before."

"I don't know.  I guess history has a lot of bad things happening to slaves."

"Yeah, maybe.  But so far this is pretty all right."

"Amen.  I'm aroused all day just thinking of what some big stud's going to do to me.  You used the right word.  Alive.  That's what I feel.  I don't know what will happen tomorrow and I can't change it, so live for now."

She stepped over to me, wrapped her arms around me, and planted a sloppy kiss on my mouth.  "I hadn't really loved my friend until we woke up here, naked and in chains.  This place opened us up to love.

The guards took us back to the courtyard and put us in our normal places in the coffle for the next exercise.  That evening Master Alexander had us brought out of our cell and met us in the courtyard

Several days later we were taken to the smith, one at a time.  I was made to sit on a box and the smith raised my feet onto his workbench.  My collar was chained to a pillar. He unlocked the chain from my ankle cuffs.  Then he put it back on using a hammer.  He raised my foot and his assistant held it beside an anvil while the smith used his hammer to weld a new link shut.   The chain was welded to my other ankle cuff in the same way.  My hobble was the same length as before, but now no key could free my feet.  I was taken back to the cell.

Val looked me over and asked, "What happened?"

I held a foot up as far as I could. "Look.  They made my chain lighter."

"Lighter, what do you mean?"  Then the clean lines of my shackle became clear to her. "Oh My God.  The chain is permanent now.  We're always going to wear these aren't we?"

"Yeah, probably.  But really,  nothing has changed.  We couldn't get them off before, either.   We will have to wear whatever our Masters want us to wear.  Clothes, chains, or rings in our noses.  Don't sweat it."

Next morning we were put in coffle as usual but we didn't exercise. The guards led us out of the building. It was a large building all alone in the desert.  They led us several hundred feet away from the building. and stopped us behind a large truck.  They loaded us in, lifting us one at a time.  In what I thought was an excess of caution we were threaded onto a large steel beam that ran the length of the truck bed.  One foot on each side of the beam we were pushed toward the front of the truck, our ankle chain under the beam. We alternated sitting on each side of the truck on narrow benches.  When we were all on board, the rear of the beam was locked to the back of the bed.  Now none of us could leave the truck until the beam was unlocked.  I think the coffle was all that was needed, but no one asked me.

The truck drove for hours before it stopped.  We were taken out of the truck and lined up.  Three tall men walked down the line inspecting us.  They were intimidating.  Big men, they looked tough, like they had seen danger and defeated it. One of them lifted my breast in his rough hand, "Nice rack.  What's your name?"

"Ann, Master, Thank you Master."

He just nodded his head.  He lowered my breast and walked past me.

I guess Alexander gave them the keys for our locks because they walked down the line, stopping at each girl.  When they got to me one unlocked my wrists and, pulled my right hand out to my side.  The second man locked a chain to my cuff and locked it to a chain just like my collar.  They left my left hand free!  I guess there wasn't much I could do with it anyway, but it felt good to have it back.

12/1/2016

I was following Megan across a mostly flat land with occasional trees and lots of low brush.  The land was rough enough to stop a jeep, but we walked between the low hills.  It was warm, maybe eighty five degrees.  I'm Ann Range and I used to be a terrorist.  My former employee, and now my friend, Janice, is following me.   I ran an small group that reduced threats to feminist organizations.  Janice was an agent.  We exercise daily and there's no extra fat on either of us.  Actually on none of the twenty girls in our troupe.  

The path we are following is narrow and winding with mostly soft dirt.  I think it was made by travelers on horse or camel or donkey back.  I guess people like us, walking single file, would keep it open too. We had been walking for days, following a man riding a donkey.   Another man on a donkey followed the last girl.  He was leading a pair of pack donkeys.   We watched the feet of the girl in front of us and kept in step.  We all moved our left feet together and always exactly fourteen inches.  I know this because that was the length of the hobble chains we all wore. 

I stayed three feet behind Megan and Val stayed that far behind me.   This was not our choice, the chains linking our collars required it.  We wore steel collars on our necks.  None of the bands on our necks and limbs had locks.  They would never let us go.  Four foot of chain locked my right wrist cuff and collar to Janice and Megan's.   The chains were locked on us and someone with the key could remove them. I knew the men herding us had a key. I didn't know of any others. I had never heard of a coffle until ninety days ago.  Now it controls me and bounds my life. Thirty young women chained single file.  We were all slaves, valuable property, walking to meet our new masters.


Chapter 14 :  Talis East

I woke to a new sound.  Engines.  A truck, maybe.  We always slept in coffle, at least one end locked to a tree.  The men were putting hoods on us   In the darkness I heard the clinking of our chain and muffled talking.  My wrist cuffs were locked behind me and I was removed from the coffle.  I was marched a little ways and lifted into a vehicle. A chin was passed between my legs.  I wasn't leaving the truck until it was unlocked. I guess our walk on the coffle was over.  We must be at the market.  Soon someone would own me.

Good.  I had learned I was a natural submissive, though a stubborn one, and I was a trained slave girl.  I wanted a master.  Someone who would love me and care for me.  I was done with independence. I wanted to feel again the joy of submission and the satisfaction of obedience that Alexander had shown me.

The truck stopped and we were taken off.  I was sat in a soft chair, an airplane seat I thought.  Strange.  I was given an injection and slept.

I woke, groggy laying on a sandy beach.  I looked up at a bright blue sky and palm trees.  It was just as hot as where I had been walking.  The other girls of my coffle were sitting on the beach too.  We all wore our collars and restraints but we were not chained together.  I felt a drag when I moved and discovered there was a light chain dangling from my nose ring.  I knelt and looked for the end.  It was under me. I stood and  saw it was a leash.  The end dangled a foot above the ground and had a large ring in it.  I looked around and saw all the girls had them.  I clinked over to Janice and Lynn and asked, "do you know what's happening?"  Both shook their heads.  I heard one of the girl's voices say, "there's food over there."

All of us moved toward the voice and saw, beyond her a low table. Sturdy, of old weathered wood.  On it were bowls of food and bowls of water.  The first girls there chose a position and knelt to reach the bowls.  I did the same.  They were obviously for us.  The food was good and the water cold.  I was sure eating healthy nowadays. 

Someone must have been watching us because a girl I didn't know, but a slave for sure, walked up.  She was wearing the same collar and chains we had on and was carrying a coiled rope.  She said, "Welcome to Talis East.  Line up for coffle.  We looked at each other and lined up.  What else could we do?

She went to the last girl and tied the rope to her collar.  Then she walked down the line, threading the rope through the rings on the left side of our collar. "Follow me."

She was wearing the same hobble as we were, so we all walked with the same stride.  She led us off the beach and along a path through light shrubbery.  It looked like a park. She led us to a party.  We walked onto a big patio adjoining an even bigger house. The patio held men.  A lot of big, rugged, handsome, hunks. We walked onto the patio and she removed the rope. A man walked up to me and picked up my leash.  He said, My name is Mark.  You are my property now, Ann.  Submit.  Oh My God. I knelt before him.  I knew the words.  Alexander had made us memorize them.

"Master, I am Ann Range, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you."  

"Ann, I accept your submission.  You are now my property.  You will obey me or I will punish you.  Service me ."

I was clumsy but I knew what to do. I used my tongue and teeth to lower his fly and move his clothes out of the way.  His cock sprang free and I worshipped it with my lips and tongue.  I licked its tip then sucked it into my mouth.  I rolled my eyes up and saw him watching me with a half smile.  I sucked half his length into my mouth, bobbing my head.  I licked and sucked hard, trying to get all of him in me.  I pushed harder and felt him at the back of my throat, filing me.  He swelled even larger.  It was hard, he was so big, I felt my love juices flowing into my pussy as I subjugated myself to my master.  He came in a flood of hot cum and I swallowed and swallowed, I had to pull off of him at last to suck in more air and as I left him, I came too, in a glorious flow of hot juices into my pussy.  I would have collapsed had he not held me up with a finger in my collar's ring. 

"Clean me, Ann."

I licked and sucked and swallowed until his cock was clean and a little moist. 

"Did you come?"

"Yes, Master."

"Good.  Stand up."  He led me off the patio and to an apartment in another building.  He knelt me in the entrance and opened a tall cabinet  It had several chains hanging from the ceiling.  He pulled one out and locked it to the back ring of my collar.  Then he stood me up and unlocked my wrists. "Take a look around." He walked through a doorway.  I looked up and saw my tether went up to a slot in the ceiling.  There was a little trolley or cart above the ceiling. The slot was a track.  I could go where the track went, but no farther.   I had some freedom so I set out to examine my new domain.

After I had explored.  A medium size apartment, I looked for my new master.  I knelt in front of him and waited.  He said, "You are my slave.  This is my home.  You will cook for us and keep this home immaculate.  You will obey me.  Are there any questions, Ann?"

"Yes, Master, "Did you choose me or was I assigned to you?"

He smiled, "Ann, I chose you because you are beautiful and intelligent.  I know you are, or were, difficult, but I like a challenge.  Will you be a good slave?"

"Master, I am quite happy you chose me.  I am quite happy to be your slave.  I will try to be the most satisfying and pleasurable slave ever.  Would you like to taste me now?  I am a hot chick."

"Good idea.  Go to the bed."

Calling myself confused was an understatement.  I just stood there looking around when a man approached me and looked at my collar.  He said, "Lynn. Good. Come with me." and took hold of my leash.  Good.  Maybe Something would make sense.  Or maybe he just wanted to fuck.  That would be good too.  He didn't say a word, just led me into the house.  I saw Trudy and Margaret and the rest of Ann Range's clients going with me.  We were knelt in a row on a carpeted floor, our leashes laying on the floor in front of us.  We all knelt in the approved display position. Knees wide, breasts thrust out, back arched, and head high.  Two men stood at either end of the row.  Two men entered the room and stood in front of us.  I knew the name of one was Bill Stafford.  I did not recognize the other man.  From Stafford's posture, I thought the other man was his superior.

Stafford said, "Ladies, you have been trained as slaves.  Are you slaves?"  He waited.

I nodded my head.  I was a slavegirl.  I had feared that I was submissive.  Alexander had shown me I was.  I wanted a man to own me, master me. Since I had left Alexander's, I had felt lost and depressed.  I had never been sorer or happier than as his slave.   I knew he was just training me, but that didn't matter.  He had made me a slave and now I was incomplete.  I could see the heads of some of the other girls nodding too.  I couldn't see all of them without turning my head and I was not about to do that without an order.  I was waiting for an order.  I would always wait for an order.  Decisions were no longer mine to make. 

The other man said, "All women have some submissiveness in them.  It is nothing to be ashamed of.  Men are stronger, more aggressive and dominate weaker people.  Women have been honed over the centuries of our species to seek the strongest man to father their offspring.  In the last hundred years our technology has let civilization bend some of nature's rules.  But your submissive natures remain.  My name is Matt Steele.  I want you to help me repair some of that damage.  My vision for women is similar to yours.  I want every woman to be free to decide for themselves what kind of life they want.  If they want to be scientists, politicians, bankers or slaves, society should not interfere.

You are now my property.  Submit to me, one at a time starting on my left."

That was me. We had all learned the oath. "Master, I am Lynn Owens, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you."  

"Lynn, I accept your submission.  You are now my property.  You will obey me or I will punish you."

Margaret was next to me.

"Master, I am Margaret Harshaw, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you."  

"Margaret, I accept your submission.  You are now my property.  You will obey me or I will punish you."

After we had all submitted he said, "Thank you my slaves.  Know that I will take care of you.  Now you are going to plan how you will help me.  Tomorrow you will meet and decide how each of your organizations should do to help in freeing women to choose their own path. For your private information, Senator Elizabeth Maxwell is a supporter and you may include her support in your planning. You all became involved because of the coffles of slaves we sent to various events.  That has continued during you training.  You are all experienced leaders and intelligent, active women. 

If any of you feel you cannot continue with this mission, talk to me.  Perhaps there are accommodations possible.  I was intending to blackmail any woman who was not a slave.  I have the incriminating evidence in numerous safe storage locations.  I want you to prepare a plan that includes all your organizations and how you will convince them, that will let us succeed in five years.  When you have a plan I approve, you will go home to your organizations and implement the plan.  I will visit you often."

My heart surged.  I wanted him in me.  I wanted to serve him in person.  I didn't want to have to make my own decisions.  I wanted him to care for me, all the time.

"Now I am going to give each of you a present.  Bill or one of his folks will take you out , one at a time.  Do what they tell you.  I will see each of you later today."  He left the room.

Bill said, "Listen up.  You are on an island near Cuba that Mr. Steele owns.  It is called Talis East. Stay where you are until someone takes you out."

He walked to me and picked up my leash. "Stand and heel." I followed him out of the room and down the hall to a stairway.  We descended one flight and he took me into a room.  It was a spacious workshop and the smith was in. 

Bill said, "Tony, Lynn, Lynn, Tony.  Lynn, do what he says.  This is your Master's orders."

"Yes, Master."

Tony had me sit in a barber's chair and locked my collar to the top of it.  He put leather straps around my knees and pulled them wide apart.

He said, "Lynn. I'm going to put labia rings on you.  It will sting a little, but not much.  Do you want a gag?"

"No, just be gentle."

"Always."  He swabbed an anesthetic on my labia and turned to gather his things. 

I closed my eyes.  I felt a sting like a pinprick and then some fingers working.  I heard metallic sounds then he said, "All done, Lynn."  I opened my eyes and saw two gold rings in my nether lips.  The were gold and reflected the lights.  "Be gentle with them and they will heal in three days."  I stared at them, fascinated.  I knew many women had erotic piercings, but I had never considered it.

"Can I take them out if I go to the doctor?"

"No, they are permanent and solid gold.  You'll feel the weight when you get up."  He released me and helped me up.  God, they were heavy.  I felt like I had a ton of metal dragging me down.  He led me to a mirror and showed me the rings.  I felt them move in me as I walked.  They aroused me.  I thought they could be fun, but I would orgasm if I walked too far.  That could be a problem. They were lovely if a bit large. I was surprised but they didn't pull my skin down.  I guess I was firmer there than I thought.

He took me out of the workshop and into another room.  It was Spartan with nothing but ten wooden armchairs. He sat me in a chair and used a padlock to fasten my leash to the arm of the chair. He left without another word.   One by one he brought in the other women and fastened them to a chair.  When we were all there, Bill Stafford came in and released us.  He used our leashes to fasten us in coffle.  When we were ready he led us back up the stairs and onto the patio. 

My master was sitting in a chair wearing only a bathing suit, Bill led me to him and handed him my leash.  "Show me," he said.  I spread my feet as far as the chain allowed and my knees even wider. "Beautiful.  Keep your legs open, Lynn.  I always want to se your rings. .  Bill took Trudy's leash off my collar and he led the coffle away.  "Kneel and submit to me again, Lynn."

I knelt before him, so happy to see him again.  "Master, I am Lynn Owens, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you."  

"Lynn, You are my property.  You may service me."

I had learned this ultimate act of sexual submission well.  I was clumsy in my chains but eager.   He helped me by freeing his cock then he pulled on my leash, drawing my nose to him.  It was so erotic.  I was helpless and he was pulling my nose into his crotch.  I was under his total control.  His big hand gripped my leash and touched the tip of my nose.  He guided my mouth to the tip of his cock and I worshipped it with my lips and tongue.  I licked its tip then sucked it into my mouth.  I rolled my eyes up and saw him watching me with a half smile.  I sucked half his length into my mouth, bobbing my head.  I licked and sucked hard, trying to get all of him in me.  I pushed harder and felt him at the back of my throat, filing me.  He swelled even larger.  It was hard, he was so big, I felt my love juices flowing into my pussy as I subjugated myself to my master.  He came in a flood of hot cum and I swallowed and swallowed, I had to pull off of him at last to suck in more air and as I left him, I came too, in a glorious flow of hot juices into my pussy.  I would have collapsed had he not held me up with my leash. 

"Clean me, Lynn."

I licked and sucked and swallowed until his cock was clean and a little moist. 

"Did you come?"

"Yes, Master."

He lifted me into his lap and I cuddled close, savoring the touch of his skin on mine.  He was warm and hard.  He put one arm around my shoulders and held me close.  His other hand dropped into my groin.

"Spread your legs, Lynn."

I opened my knees wide.  He fingered my new rings.  "These look good on you.  I'm going to send you home in a few days.  Do you want to go home?"

"Master, home is where you are.  I don't want to leave you."

"I know.  I don't want you to leave either.  But I need you in DC.  Before you go, I am going to put a lock on these rings.  I will open it when I'm with you. I will try to be with you often.  You can come to me permanently when your mission is complete.  I will take you before you leave."

"Thank you, Master.  I am a little concerned.  Walking with just these rings arouses me.  I'm afraid if you add a lock, that walking will make me orgasm.  That would be inconvenient and could harm the mission." 

"I'm sure you'll get used to it.  If not, wear panties that will support the weight."

"Thank you, Master." 

The End

Author's Note:

If you are interested in the LA Fetish Scene, visit www.hiddencastle.com
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