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Chapter 1  :  Taken


Desert. Today

I was following Ginger 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 Amber Charleston and I used to be a model.  My sister Valerie, Val, is following me.  We are identical twins, exactly five feet seven inches tall, with C cups, and tawny hair. I used to be a highly paid model and she was my manager because I only ate salads and yogurt.  I stopped being a model two months ago and since then ate and exercised exactly the same as Val.  I've filled out and we have identical measurements.  We exercise daily and there's no extra fat on either of us. Actually on none of the thirty 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 Ginger 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 Val and Ginger'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 ten 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.

Saudi Arabia.  Ninety days ago.

"So, Benny, can it be done quietly?"

"Easily, your Highness. I have contacted Alexander and our agents in the United States. One of the fashion houses in Paris owes you some money.  Not much by your standards but quite a lot by theirs.  It will be less noticeable if you take an option on both items.    Alexander quoted a reduced unit price for two."

"Good.  When can I have them?"

"Alexander estimates four months from when you place the order, your Highness."

"Will there be any trouble keeping them here?"

"No, your Highness.  Some minor remodeling is all."

"All right.  Place the order.

"At once, your Highness."

Morocco. Sixty days ago

I knew I was beautiful.  I was pampered and hired for my beauty.  Thousands of people looked at me with envy and lust. I knew I was desirable and men lusted for me. Tawny haired, slim, tall with large, pointed breasts and long legs.  Only twenty two, I had been a model for three years. I had learned to seduce  with my expression, walk, and posture. I was paid well by the most prestigious fashion houses.  And they clamored for my time for the way I made their clothes look. Yet, I was not content.  Men were put off by my beauty.  My schedule and travel made relationships impossible.  My sister was luckier.  She had had a series of boyfriends ever since school.  I had none.  I wanted love in my life.

I was in Marrakech for a fashion shoot with five other models.  My sister Valerie was my manager and came on the trip with me. The day's shooting in a magnificent garden was over.  Val and I set off for an afternoon of shopping in the famed souks of the Medina.  Ali, one of the local boys employed by the company for errands and casual labor was our guide.  Ali said he grew up in the Medina and knew where all the honest merchants were.  He told us he was related to some merchants who would give us a good price for excellent rugs and pottery.

He led us through the western gate into a maze of tiny passages, lined with vendors of all sorts.  He took us to a wine merchant, a potter, a silversmith, several jewelers.  We found some lovely items at a good price, as Ali had promised.  

Val said, "Ali, let's go look at some rugs.  I need an authentic Berber for my home."

He responded, "OK. Lalla Val.  I have an uncle close.  He has fine goods.  Follow me." He walked on to the next shaded passage and turned left.  

I was completely lost.  We had wandered left and right until the turns blurred together. I was getting tired but Val seemed full of energy. "Val, I'd like to stop and drink something cold after this stop. Please."

"OK, sis.  Just this one then we'll take a break,"

A couple of turns later and we entered a rug dealer's showroom.  The place had rugs on the floor, hanging on tall rack, and rolled up in a pile.  I wandered aimlessly while Val was shown every rug in the place.   The salesman and an assistant pulled out rug after rug.  Val was interested in a coastal design and talked about origin and quality.

I was not interested in such detail and I sat on a stack and talked to Ali.  "Ali, is this man really your uncle?"

"No, Lalla Amber.  My uncle is the owner.  That man is his son, my cousin."

"Will you get a commission if Val buys something?"

"Yes, Lalla Amber, but a small one. Because I am young and have no wife to support."

A young woman came from the back of the room and asked if I would like some tea while they talked."

"Yes, thank you.  Would it be all right if my sister joined us?  She could use a break too."

"Of course.  Would you like to ask her?"

"Val, " I called,  We have been offered some tea.  I'd like company.  Would you come too, please?"

"OK," she agreed.  She told the young man she would return in a few minutes.

We followed the woman through a door and out into a walled garden behind the shop.  She seated us and went to get tea.  Ali stayed in the store.  In a moment we were sipping the fragrant brew and discussing the garden with the young woman.  

It was warm and I felt sleepy.  

...

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.  My arms were tied tight behind me.  The 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 y arms.  they were tied together. There was something round and smooth stuffed in my mouth, filling it.  I could only moan and gurgle.  I was blindfolded too.  I could only see blackness.  

I felt something soft bump into my side sometimes.  I heard moans like my own.  It must be Val.  Kidnapped. Ali led us into a trap.  I thought of ransom.  Who would pay it?  Our parents weren't rich.

Rape?  No. They could have done that in the shop.  Where were they taking us?

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.

At last we stopped.  I heard he doors opened 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.  Val, I guessed. 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 kidnapped.  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 get my ransom and 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 Val 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 a leather collar put around my neck and heard the click of a lock, then a rattle of chain and another lock closing.

I was collared and fastened to something.  I heard similar sounds and realized Val had suffered the same fate.  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.  Remove your clothes and drop them on the floor.  You will be punished if you do not obey."

I had no option.  I would feel the whip again if I didn't obey.  I would do almost anything to avoid that.  My leg still burned.  My hands and feet were free but I was gagged and blindfolded and chained in place.  I started removing my clothes.  Soon I was naked.

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 blindfold.  Close your eyes until they adjust to the light."

I felt his hands at the back of my head as he unstrapped the blindfold.  I closed my eyes and saw red through my eyelids.  I wasn't sure I wanted to open them.  I was afraid of what I might see.

After a minute, he said, "Open your eyes slowly."

I did and saw Val, 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.  There was a man and woman in casual western clothing standing near us.

The man was white, tall and looked strong, red hair, 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 Val.  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 tawny 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.  One like my father had for weighing fish.  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.  I felt the whip again and again on my defenseless ass.  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, "Amber, 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 my sister 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 Val 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 Val.  I had been an object lesson in compliance.  

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 at least ten young women in the cells we passed.  They were all white and young. 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," I said indignantly, " please don't hurt us any more.  We have been kidnapped and want to go home.  Can you help us?"

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 misinformed.  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."

Val and I stared at her, aghast.  She was a westerner 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.  Val 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 Val 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 Val'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 Val, 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 soooo good.  I spread my legs apart to give him better access.  I heard Val 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 Val'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 Val 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?"

"Valerie."

"Amber."

"You must address all men as 'Master.' Failure to give proper respect will earn you punishment."

"Yes, Master," I said.

Val 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 Val.

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. "Amber, 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.  Val pulled back too.  We looked at each other.  

"Val, 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?"

"Marci.  You're new here aren't you?"

"Yes.  We were kidnapped 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."

"I was told I already had an owner.  Someone who wanted me."

"Then you're an order.  Someone with a lot of money and power saw you and decided you should be 'acquired' for his collection.  Did anyone wealthy talk to you?"

"No, but lots of people saw me.  I was a model."

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 about Val and my future.  Did the man, or woman, I had not thought of that, want just me and Val was collateral damage?  Or did he want a set of twins?  No one would ask me or Val.  We did not get to make decisions.  We needed to behave such that my owner would see a benefit to keeping us together.  

Val 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 Val, 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 and I'm almost as pretty."

"Val, you are beautiful too.  I just starved myself to get thin enough to model."

"Well, Sis, I don't think you're going to have that option any more.  Or any options at all."

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 Val.  "I guess we eat like animals, Sis."

"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 Val'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 sister 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.

Val swayed back against the bars and said, "Th...Thanks Sis.  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?"

"Nooo, that was only one of the reasons, my beautiful, wanton sister."   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, "Val, 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 know.  I'm naked and helplessly chained in a cage and I've never been happier or more alive than now."

"Val, I've been thinking.  What if they just wanted one of us and the other was taken because we were together?"

"Yeah, that could be.  You were seen by thousands of people when you were working.  I was not so visible. So?"

""I'd like to stay with you.  I love you, sis.  If  there was some benefit to us staying together, maybe they would take us both."

"Like what?"

"I don't know.  Maybe we could put together some sort of show or act that they liked.  We don't have anything to work with but our bodies."

"Maybe one of us could play the dominatrix and make a show of subjugating the other.  We could trade roles every other time.  Would you like to dominate me?"

"Sis, I would love to dominate you.  Would you like to be submissive, I mean real submissive?"

"Anytime, sis.  How about you"

"You can do me anytime you want, Amber."

We got down to details.  We would have to ask Alexander to let us put on a show.  So we needed a script and a list of bondage and sex material that he'd let us have.  We talked for a long time, getting more aroused at everything we thought of to do to each other.  Finally, we agreed the first thing we needed was paper and pencil.

In the morning we asked the guard to please ask the Alexander to see us.  He agreed to take the request if we put our boobs through the bars for him to play with.  It was pretty cool to be able to bribe a man with our bodies.  It felt good too, because, of course, he finger fucked us both to orgasm.

We had a normal day.  We spent hours on the coffle doing exercises and then pulling the sledges around. In the afternoon we practiced oral sex on the guards and each other. 

We were taken to Alexander in the afternoon.  He was seated at a modern desk.  There were chairs in front of the desk, but the guards made us kneel to one side.  We lowered our heads to the floor in obeisance as we had been taught.

"Amber, tell me why you wanted to see me."

"Yes, Master.  Val and I would like to develop a small show for our masters.  It would be a half hour or less and we think it would be amusing for our Master."

"Why?  You know he will use your bodies for his pleasure already."

"Master, we are worried that he might want to separate us and we would like to give him a reason to keep us together." 

"I see.  What would you need to prepare this show?"

"Master, We are not sure since we have never done this before. but I think we will need some clothing for us, some extra chains, locks, gags, other bondage gear.  We had thought of a presentation where one of us subjugates and humiliates the other. Then the tables are turned and the roles reversed."

"Amber, this is an unusual request.  I will think about it.  I will have a paper and pencil delivered to your cell.  In two days I want to see a list of materials and at least two alternative plays described."  

He turned to the guard and said, "Take Valerie back to her cell.  Leave Amber with me."  I looked at Val and she smiled at me.  She knew I was going to have a good time.

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, Amber.  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 Val'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, Val, 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 Val and said "Turn around and bend over."

Val 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.

Val 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."

Val 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.  Val 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 Val, lubed her, and reinserted the cleaned plug while I was busy.  Then she replaced mine and left.  She left two blankets for us.


Chapter 2  :  The Interview

My wrists hurt a lot.  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 Amber."

"Good morning, Master."

What is your full name?"

"Amber Louise Charleston, 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 and a model, 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 Amber, 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 loved showing off my body to strangers.

"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?"

"Yes, Master, Ethan would tie me up quite often.  Maybe every other time we had sex.  I liked it and played along." 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?"

"No, Master. I have wondered and now think it was random."

"Wrong. You are wanted. A powerful, wealthy man wants you and had paid much money to have you taken, trained, and delivered to him."

I was astounded. A wealthy, powerful man wanted me? Why didn't he ask me? "Master, I am confused. Why didn't he ever talk to me?"

"Politics and image, Amber. He couldn't approach you in a normal way, so you have to be his slave. Luck of the draw, Amber."

"Master, may I know what will happen to Val and I?"

"You will be trained, your permanent bonds will be put on you, and then you will be transported to your owner.  I was amused by your idea for a play yesterday, but you needn't bother.  You and your sister were both ordered by your Master.  He wants both of you.  I think the idea of identical twin slaves interests him."

"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 Val away.

She was brought back to our cell several hours later as exhausted and dreamy as I had been.


Chapter 3  :  Training and Preparation

Mornings 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. Four guards watched us and a woman was our trainer.  She was a slave too, from the collar on her neck.  I noticed that only Val and I had leather collars.  All 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.

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.  Val 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.  Val 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, Amber, 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 Val 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 Val 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.

The 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 guard 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.  The girls would be taken from their cells or off the coffle and locked in the pillory.  A sack put over our heads.  Then the guards would fuck 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.  

The worst experience of my life came when we were learning how to be lady's maids.  I was combing an Arab woman's hair when she yelled at me for pulling it.  I swear I wasn't and so I told her I hadn't.  She turned around and slapped me.  It wasn't hard but I called her an ugly cow. A guard grabbed my arm and locked my hands behind me.

"Punishment position."

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, little slave.  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 Val. 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.

I heard  a clatter of chain and turned my head in instant hope.  A guard led all the girls from the cells into the room.  They were in coffle, chained neck to neck.  Their hands locked behind them and ankles hobbled.  None of the girls wore gags. 

A guard said, "This is the first girl of your group to ride the horse.  You are here to learn.  Amber sassed a free woman who disciplined her.  This is her punishment. He locked one end of the coffle chain to a wall ring beside me.  "You may talk to her."

Val was close to me and said, "Amber, I'm so sorry.  Is it very painful?"

"My god, Val. Its terrible I'm squashing my pussy into this plank with all my weight.  I won't be able to ever have sex again.  Its killing me.  Its so much worse than the whip.  Can you do anything for me?  Please."

"Amber, we're helpless.  Your chains are locked on and are holding you rigidly. There's no slack we can use." 

"Do something. Please, sis."

Val squatted down and took my left nipple in her mouth.  She sucked and licked me.  The pain didn't change but just having someone touch me lovingly reduced my anguish.  It took my mind off the pain a little.

"That's good, Val. Keep it up. "

Val took her mouth off me and said, "Girls, love her as well as you can.  Kiss her.  Someone suck her other nipple and the rest of you touch her with love." 

The girls slowly wound the coffle around me.  Soon twenty nine girls were rubbing, kissing, licking me.  One contortionist managed to kiss me on the mouth and another reached my other nipple.  Soon I was moaning in arousal through the pain.  Every part of me was being rubbed or kissed or licked.  The girls had managed to relieve my pain.  

The masters had intended me to be an object lesson in the folly of pride and resistance.  Instead we joined ranks and became sisters in bondage.  We would always be helpless but we could always help each other through the worst times.  We would never be alone again. 

Mercifully, the guards allowed the coffle to comfort me for many minutes.  

After the coffle had gone I was again alone in my pain.  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...?"

"Amber 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."

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 chin 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 model. People liked the way I looked so I let them pay me for it.  My life had been glamorous but glamour didn't make me happy. 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.  Val and I worked on our play.  We made three scenarios.  The first was the one we described to Alexander with one of us sexually dominating the other.  In the second a young woman blackmails her just barely older stepmother. She turns the stepmother into a puppy girl and fucks her with a strap on penis.  The third play has a bitchy mistress who berates and punishes a slave girl.   One day the mistress fails to properly secure the slave. who reverses the roles and takes revenge.  We made a list of materials and sets for each. 

The next day 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, "Jessica, 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 Val 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 Val 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 Val 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 Val 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 Val'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 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 to observers.  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 Val.

I wanted to tell Val, '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, "Val, 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?"

"Val, 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.

"Val, are you OK?"

"Yeah, sis.  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 had our play notes in his hand.  "These are good, girls.  All solid ideas that we could do with the materials on hand.  How long would it take to get one ready?"

"Master, we talked about this.  If you have the training gear for a puppy girl at hand, then we could be ready in a day or two.  We will need to run through our lines a few times, but most of this will be improv anyway.  Both of us know how to be slaves.  but both of us need to practice for the role of mistress, because we've never done that."

"One of the slaves in your class used to be a dominatrix in New York.  I'll have her put in your cell tonight and she can give you lessons."

"Thank you, Master.  I'm sure that will help. A dominatrix?"

"Yes, a dominatrix.  She is beautiful like all the slaves here.  She either impressed or abused a wealthy man because she was a special order, just like you two.  And yes, we have pet girl training equipment here.  Talk to Julie and decide which play you want to do.  Only you two will be in it since your owner will want to see it too. I will have your notes, a video of your performance and the list of equipment sent to him when you leave.  Now, you did well so here is your reward."  He picked up the whip.

He laid the first stripe on Val 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 Val and I moaned in pleasure and He tested Val's pussy and lifted his fingers to me.

"Clean my fingers."

"Yes, Master." I licked Val'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 Val's mouth. 

"Clean my fingers."

"Yes, Master," Val 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 Val 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 Val. "My god, sis.  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.  

"Val, I've been thinking.  Why did we ever think being a man's slave girl was bad? I'm so much happier here than I was as  model."

"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."

Julie was brought to our cell that night.  She was taller than Val and I with red hair and big breasts, at least a 'D' cup.  She was sweet and looked happy to be with us.

The guards didn't say anything, led her in, took off her leash, unlocked all our hands, and left.

"She said, "Hi, I'm Julie and Alexander told me to teach you about being a dominatrix. Is that right?"

"Hi, I'm Amber and this is Valerie, my sister.  And yes, Alexander wants us to learn how to play one."

"Wow, sisters, huh.  You look like identical twins."

"We are, and look where its gotten us."

"Yeah, well a girl doesn't need an identical twin to wind up here, believe me."

"You were really a dominatrix? That was your job?"

"Yeah, I kind of stumbled into it but it was good money."

"Why did you quit?" 

"I didn't quit.  I just woke up here one day a couple of months ago, naked, chained to a wall.  The rest you know."

"Yeah Julie, we know," said Val.

"There must be a story about starting to work as a dominatrix, " I said.  "Tell us, please." 

"OK.  I was going to City College, majoring in fashion marketing, and money was tight.   I started doing some modeling and that was pretty good.  I agreed to do a bondage modeling gig for a company that made bondage gear for fetishists.  One of the owners said she ran a bondage club in Manhattan.  She liked me and  asked me if I would fill in one night for one of her girls who got the flu.  She said I just had to wear a lot of black leather and crack a whip and talk dirty.  She had a couple of high powered bankers who liked to unwind at her club.  The money was great and she said the tips were even better.  So I tried it.  Just until her girl got well."

"So was that all there was to it?"

"No way.  She way under sold what they expected me to do. The first night I started out with verbally abusing and threatening the head of a world wide bank.  My boss showed me what to do before the client got there.  Then she gave me a tiny radio bug I wore in my ear. It was invisible and she told me what to say.  I guess she watched on a camera or peephole.  Anyway I had a hard time with some of the things she told me to say, but the client loved it.  I got a hundred dollar tip.  I got the hang of it and learned more over the next month and when Angeline returned I got a full time job.  I was a tough lady and would regularly whip the snot out of a couple of men every night.  Since I woke up here, I've wondered if I offended someone.  Or maybe one of my clients wants me full time."

"Julie, I was a model and Val was my manager.  We both like it here and wouldn't go back if we had a choice.  How about you?"

"I think about that a lot too.  Rachel, she's my cell mate, and I talked it over and we decided we like this life too.  We were all wage slaves looking for the right guy and doing a lot of one night stands.  We got laid regularly but never had it great.  Most men are lousy lovers.  We were always worrying about money and what we wore and ate.  About what other people thought about us.  Here, that's all changed.  We haven't even seen any money.  We get great exercise.  We've had more great sex every day than we ever had before.  Would we like to be free?

Hell no, not if it meant having to go back to our old lives.  Chains and whips have freed us from worry.  We don't have to decide anything.  We just live.  I've never felt so alive before.  I look forward to a whipping for god's sake.  I just live for the moment and its great."

"That's our thoughts too, right, Val?"

"Amen sister.  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 sister until we woke up here, naked and in chains.  This place opened us up to love.

We shared kisses all around then got down to work.  Julie looked at our notes and began to zing new ideas past us.  She was a font of knowledge on dominating people.  She taught us the 'control' voice and the importance of verbal domination.  She said once she learned that, no one gave her any backtalk, no matter how big they were.  So over the next few hours we worked out a script we thought would please our masters.  We rehearsed it with me as the sub and I felt dominated by both Val and Julie.  I kissed their feet because I knew I had to show them proper respect.  I meant it, too.  While I knew we were acting, it didn't feel like it.  I got quite a thrill out of my subjugation.  I hoped my real master was as good as Julie.

Master Alexander allowed the three of us to have a private room to practice our play.  We wore our normal chains with our hands free plus we each had a long, light chain locked to our hobble chains.  They let us go anywhere in the room but not out of it.

We practiced it many times, making adjustments to our positions and speeches each time.  Finally, after a couple of hours we couldn't find anything to change.  Julie pronounced it realistic and entertaining.  We sent a note to Master Alexander saying we were ready and needed to see the stage so we could adjust our play to fit.

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.  Our stage would be along one wall the courtyard and we could use a small room for changing. He had some simple furniture brought in.  There was a table and two chairs, and a cabinet to be a kitchen sink. A few plastic dishes were there for us. There would be a guard in the room with us and best of all, we could wear some clothing to enable us to play the parts.  There was a skirt and blouse and high heels for the stepmother.  The stepdaughter got a summer dress and tennis shoes.  Our collar and chains would remain on for the play. Our play was set for just after lunch tomorrow. 

The big day came all too quick.  Our exercise routine was as usual.  Then after we were fed, all three of us were taken to the play set area to get ready.  Two guards watched us and we weren't fastened to anything.  They had hung a curtain around three sides of the set.  We set the dishes on the table and made slight adjustments to the furniture. Then it was time to put on clothing for the first time in two months. We went into the small room.  One of the guards followed and blocked the only other door while we dressed. We went onto the set and sat in the chairs.  Julie was taken out and returned to the coffle.  Val and I sat there and looked at the plastic dishes, mentally rehearsing our lines.

Alexander poked his head in and asked, "Are you ready"

"Yes, Master."

"Break a leg." And he was gone.  We heard him telling the coffle and guards that we had a short play prepared for their entertainment.  That the play was set in present day in New York.  Then the curtain dropped and I was on.

"Valerie dear, you are going to have to work much harder in school. Your grades are simply atrocious..."  I went on for several minutes listing all Valerie's faults.  Then I assigned her work around the house.  I told her I had to go to a fund raiser for the homeless shelter and I would be back by four.  Then I breezed out and into the small room.  

Valerie washed the dishes and was starting to sweep when the phone rang.  I remembered talking on the phone to people all over the world. I knew I would never see or touch a phone again.  A friend had seen the stepmother [me] meeting a stranger at a local hotel and going to a room.  Valerie fumed over her adulterous stepmother.  She made up a plan to keep me under control when her father was away.  

I returned home and she confronted me with time and location and I admitted it.  Val used all the tricks of verbal dominance Julie had shown us.  She was convincing and I was dominated.  She said she would tell her father.  I begged and pleaded with her not tell.  I was afraid Tom would divorce me and I would starve.  She said she couldn't trust me and I promised to do anything, forever, if she kept my behavior a secret.  She made me call my boyfriend and break it off.  I was forced to write a confession and give it to her. Then she told me I had to agree to be her pet girl when father was away.  I tearfully agreed.  She said, since father would be away a few more days, it was time to get started.  She made me get down on my hands and knees.  She put a leash on my collar and led me into the room.  Alexander had some music played while we were changing.  Val put on the stepmother clothes as I stripped.  She locked a two foot metal bar between my wrists.  I knelt and she put a wide leather strap around my folded legs and put padlocks on them.  A chain was locked between the middle of the metal bar and my ankle chain.  I was forced to stay on my hands and knees and couldn't raise my hands above my head.  A bit gag and clip on puppy ears completed my ensemble.  Then she led me back into the set.  She made me do puppy tricks.  Roll over. Play dead. Beg. And she paraded me around and up to many of the kneeling girls.  I licked some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.    

When she was done showing me off, she led me back to the set, had me sit on my haunches and bark.  The girls clapped and laughed.  Alexander told us he thought our new owner would approve.  He had made a video and would send it to him.  At last.  We knew our owner was male. At least that was something.

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, sis, 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?"

"Amber, Master, Thank you Master."

"I'm Bill. I'll see you later."  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.


Chapter 4  :  March

We stood there in a mild sun on a warm day and watched our new masters. We were all western girls and they looked like western men.  I expected to be brought to orgasm by these men so I consciously adopted a typical feminine tact.  I tried to look sexy.  Not too hard since a naked, helplessly chained girl is one of the most erotic sights a man can see.  At least that's what the guards told me.  The problem was that I was only one of thirty such girls free for the taking by these masters.

I looked at the other slaves, sizing them up as competition.  All were beautiful, otherwise why run the risk of kidnapping us.  All the slaves were trying to look erotic with 'casual' poses that were anything but.  I needed to get their attention and it was worth the whip to stand out from the others.  I whispered to Val, "sis, I want to get the men's attention.."

"Why?"

"We need to stand out.  We need to be different from the others."

"Again, why?"

"I want to be fucked every day.  If we are all equal, I'll get reamed only once every two weeks with all these slaves around. Hell, even getting a touch of their whip is worth it."

"All right.  What do you want me to do?"

"I'm going to kick you and you yell loud and fall down."

"I don't think our chain is long enough for your foot to reach me." 

"Right.  Slide this way as far as you can."

She did and I was just able to reach her shin.  I kicked out and heard her yelp.  She fell down convincingly and yelled.  I yelled, "You worthless bitch.  We wouldn't be here if you had listened to me.  You and your damned rug shopping."

One of the men reached us and grabbed my collar chain.   He  pulled me toward him. "Be quiet missy or I'll have to gag you."

"I'm sorry, Master.  I just got mad at my sister.  It was her greed that landed us here."

"What, you don't like it here.  In the open air.  You're going to be a part of our exercise program.  In a month you'll be fitter than if you'd been going to a gym for ten years.  We're going to take good care of you.  What's your name?"

"Amber, Master.  I'd like you to take good care of me.  I'm all wrapped up in chains and things, now, so I guess its up to you, Master.   Master, If you have time now I would love to service you?  I'll give you great pleasure, Master."

He looked at me appraisingly. "So, I guess you are the enterprising one this time.  OK."  He opened his fly and pulled out his semi-rigid cock.  

I sank to my knees, to give the girls on either side of me time to adjust their positions.  I licked the head of his cock and sucked it into my mouth. I licked it more and sucked more of him in.  Soon, I had his whole length in my mouth and was pumping like a locomotive.  He swelled larger until I was afraid he would choke me.  I heard him grunting as I got him close to the edge.  Then he exploded in me, filling my throat with his hot spend.  I swallowed frantically, trying to keep it all in me. All the training and practice at Alexander's had prepared me for his climax and I kept it all in me.   

I considered sucking a man's cock to climax the greatest act of sexual submission a female can make.  He knew I was his slave.  I had volunteered to submit to him and he would look at me more possessively than any other slave in the coffle.  I had branded myself his.  Cold and calculating?  By God yes.  I had risked the whip to set myself one tiny notch above the other slaves around me.  He would first think of me when choosing a bed warmer for the night.  I wanted to be fucked every single day and I was willing to take the extra step into subjugation to get it.

When he pulled out, I opened my mouth to show him I had swallowed his load. "Thank you, Master.  You were wonderful, and yummy, too."

"It would sure be a shame to gag you.  Don't yell again," and he walked back to loading a mule.

"Wow, Amber.  Did you sneak off to turn tricks when I  was sleeping?"

"First time, Val.  Natural talent.  Besides, real women should be good cock suckers.  It makes their men happy."

"I'm surprised, Amber.  I always thought you were reserved."

"Val, we're naked, helpless, chained slave girls.  Reserved is a worthless tactic now.  We need these men, our masters and owners to desire us.  We have to lose all the civilized inhibitions keeping us from wanton sex.  Here and now, the survival traits we need are abject submission and sexual drive.  Nothing else makes sense."

"Well, you've made a good start.  I have to try and join wanton sluts R'us too."

"That's the spirit. Just offer to blow him anytime one gets near."

One of the men walked off into the brush.  He carried a small pack and a large rifle with a scope.   The other two were arranging supplies on the donkeys.  When they finished on man got on an unloaded donkey and rode it to the head of the coffle.  He dismounted and tied a long rope from his saddle onto the first girl's collar.  There was an assault rifle on his saddle and he carried a sidearm in a holster.  He started the donkey walking after the first man.  Thee third man followed the coffle on a donkey and leading two pack donkeys.

In a mile or so we got into the rhythm of the coffle and hardly ever felt a jerk on our collars.  We walked at an even, steady pace.  It turns out a donkey and a girl with just fourteen inches of chain between her ankles move at exactly the same pace.  I wonder if that's how they determined the length of our hobble?

Our steps were exactly  the same.  The only sounds besides the wind was the quiet, periodic clatter of our chains as we stepped forward.  I was worried I would stumble because the chain was shorter than my accustomed stride.  Maybe I had it easier because of my modeling experience.  We had to take measured steps on the runway so we didn't stretch the material or get ahead of the other models.  Still, I often had my stride jerked to an unaccustomed stop.  I had to look down to watch the feet in front of me to get my rhythm back.

We were halted and watered every hour or so.  And we got to rest every second watering.  When they called a rest stop, all the girls just lay down on their right side beside the trail.  Sometimes you got a bush or tree, but you still lay down as far as possible.  There wasn't enough slack in the chains joining us for much forward or back motion.

I guess I should have expected it.  But who thinks of bodily functions when you have come to expect not to make decisions.  When all pride and dignity have been stripped from you. When we were getting our rest stop I needed to pee. "Val'" I hissed. "I need to pee."

"Me too. What should we do?" We were talking in whispers, but one of the men saw us and walked over.

"I guess you need to pee. Right? Its about time." He raised his voice, "Slaves, listen up. There are no toilets on this walk. If you need to pee. either do it while you're walking or when you stop. We will stop for you to crap before dinner. Modesty is not permitted in slaves. Try not to pee on your neighbor's feet."

I told myself it was no worse than peeing in a pail in a barred cell where anyone could watch. I still didn't want to do it. I felt like I would be a disgrace to my mother, to all women if I peed naked beside a trail. I couldn't wait any longer. There was no option. I really needed to pee so I twisted my ass as far off the path as my chain allowed and squatted. Val imitated me. You know, as far as bodily functions go, urinating from a full bladder is just below orgasm. Its much higher than sneezing or even eating.

Crapping just didn't feel as wonderful as peeing. When they decided it was crap time we were led off the path maybe a hundred feet and ordered to face left. Now we were in single file with our wrist chain in back of us.

Master Bill addressed us, "Slaves, this is your chance to crap.  Here's what I want you to do. Squat down and use both your hands to spread your ass cheeks wide when you crap. Make sure you keep your wrist chain out of your crap. Go."

We squatted. I obeyed and used my hands to spread my ass cheeks apart. I pressed my left wrist into my ass to hold the chain above it. The procedure worked well. None of my crap even touched my ass cheeks. I hadn't been told to stand, so I squatted and waited. This didn't feel as disgraceful as when I peed. Maybe because all the coffle was doing it in unison, by the numbers. It was like a chorus line plus grunts, plops and smells. Oh well. Once again, no option.

Bill said, "Good girls. Stand up and step forward one step. Face right. Now we were facing in our direction of march. He took the lead rope and led us back to the path. We walked on another mile or so before we camped.

OK, camped is a stretch. We stopped, and two girls were taken off the coffle, the first two. I was number three. Bill led me and the rest of the coffle around a tree, clockwise, so my right wrist was nearest the tree. When I came close to the last girl he stopped and locked my chain to her collar. Now the coffle was not going to wander. We sat down with our right wrists behind us and waited. We were allowed to talk, so long as we didn't disturb the men.

John took some supplies and utensils off the donkeys.  The two girls gathered firewood. They weren't going to try and run off. Their feet were chained and they were naked in a wilderness. He showed then how to make a fire and cook for dinner. The two girls distributed bowls of food. Some sort of vegetable stew with brown rice and lots of spices. It was wonderful. Partly because it was the first food we had today and we were hungry.

I was unreasonably happy. Objectively speaking, I was a slave girl. I was naked, chained to twenty nine other naked girls in the desert. We had just walked all day and were going to repeat that march for hundreds of miles. But all that didn't matter. I was a slave girl and I had no choices. I was filled with bliss. My friends were all around me. I had been able to picnic with them and actually got to use my hands to eat with. Oh glorious joy. I realized the greatest luxury is to be able to do something that has been denied to you. I had not been allowed to use or even see my hands while eating for two months. I luxuriated in my meal. I scooped my food with my fingers. One finger full at a time. I used all my fingers, in order, on both hands. It is the simple things that mean so much to you. I talked to Val and the other girls around me. As always with girls, we talked of men and sex. We watched Bill and John and Sam as they ate and talked. We speculated on the size of their members, and how long they would last. But I had knowledge.

I had seen Bill's member up close. I had licked it and sucked its head and held it in my mouth. I had tasted him, sucked his pre-cum, and swallowed his seed. I knew how he tasted. But I couldn't describe it. I had not the words. How can I describe a taste that's unlike any other. It was salty, and thick, and luscious. My body sucked it up like it was the juice of life. It tasted of strength and power, of control and determination. When he was in me I knew subjugation, submission, and obedience was my life. I was kneeling before him and I knew with a crystalline certainty that was where I wanted to be.

We discussed whether they were cruel or loving. We fantasized about living with one of them. How often they would screw us. Whether they would keep us always in chains. Whether they would ever let us walk down a street again. We talked of shopping and how we could only wear skirts and dresses with out ankles chained. We were absurd and loved it. We discussed the utility of a hobble skirt when the girl is already hobbled. We had all seen the movie 'Story of O' and we all talked of how that would work. We all wanted to have gowns like the girls in the chateau. Velvet, and so low cut that our breasts would hang outside the material. Long, heavy skirts that covered the legs but left our cunts exposed. Split down the back so our ass was readily available for the whip or the cock. We lusted after slave clothing.

We giggled and laughed for hours after eating. Then the men came for us.

They walked to the coffle and ordered us to our feet. They circled us, sizing us up, selecting their entertainment for the night. We all wanted to be chosen. All the girls stood well, lifting their breasts and smiling as lasciviously as we knew how. Bill remembered me and approached me with a leash in his hand. I was ecstatic. I flung my wrists together behind my back for him to lock. I tilted my head back so he would have easier access to the lock on my collar and my nose ring was exposed for the leash. When he unlocked me from the coffle I bounced on my feet so my hobble chain clattered. I shivered and suppressed a giggle. As he led me into the bush, I heard Val laugh. I chanced a glance back and she was on John's leash being led away from the coffle.

Bill led me to a lone tree with large spreading branches. He tied my leash to a branch far over my head. The leash was not tight, but I couldn't move far. I saw a bedroll on the ground and a whip laying on it. There was a backpack sitting there too. Bill Sat on a large rock and looked at me. I smiled and took up a slightly seductive pose.

"Turn around slowly. Don't stop."

I took tiny clockwise steps, fifteen or twenty to a complete circle.

After the second rotation, he said, "Lift your hands as high on your back as you can."

I complied. I realized his complete control was making me aroused. I could feel my love juices starting to moisten my pussy.

"Stop. Where are you from?"

"New York, USA, Master."

He stood up and walked to me. My eyes were barely as high as his chest. "How long have you been enslaved?" His eyes were sparkling and I was sure he liked what he saw. I pressed my breasts into his body and looked up into his eyes. My longing was obvious.

"Two months, Master."

He took my leash off the branch and led me to his rock. He seated himself and pulled me down to sit on his lap. My leash was still in his left hand and his right reached around me and cupped my breast. It felt delicious. He fondled the breast as we talked. "You are well trained in pleasing men. Were you a whore before?"

"Thank you, Master. No, I was a model." He tilted his head down and kissed me full on the mouth. I kissed back, hard. I could feel his cock hardening below me. He ravaged my mouth with his tongue before pulling back.

"I always thought models were taught to tease men, not please them."

"No Master. We were taught to act hard to get. We suffered too, because we had almost no love in our lives. I am much happier pleasing men and receiving sex."

"How did you acquire such skill at pleasing men?"

"Master, I think all women know how to please men. Our society suppresses the instinct. But I have been well trained the last two months and I relish it now.

"How do you like your sex?"

"Master, I have learned to love rough sex. My orgasms are much stronger and frequent if I am helpless and whipped on my ass first."

"Good. I like to whip a girl's ass before sex too."

"I am pleased at that Master. I want to give you much pleasure.

"Stand up."

I obeyed. He unlocked my hands and relocked them in front. I knew he was going to whip me now. I was excited and eager to start. He took a rope from his pack and led me under a big branch. He tossed the rope over the branch and tied one end to my fettered wrists. He pulled me up on tiptoe and tied off the rope. I was filled with joy my master understood me so well. He fetched the whip and came to me. His free hand went around my waist and pulled me into another hard kiss. I was in heavenly arousal. When he released me I whispered, "Master, whip me hard, please. Teach me my slavery. Show me your power over me."

"Slave girls do not give orders. I will whip you because it pleases me." The leash was still on my nose ring. He looped it around my neck and draped it over my shoulder so it hung above my waist in back.

"Of course, Master. I misspoke. I just want you to whip me so bad."

"I will whip you hard, salve girl." And his first stroke landed on my ass. It burned and made me jump and squeal. It was glorious. He whipped me for at least twenty strokes. The fiery burn of each stroke ignited my belly. By the fifth stroke I was in high arousal. I orgasmed at the eighth stroke but he didn't stop then. The lash kept up a steady drum roll across my ass. I orgasmed again at the twelfth and eighteenth strokes. I danced the slave girl gavotte at each stroke, trying to find release and pleasure. That I succeeded at all was a tribute to my Master's skill with the whip. Not too hard, but just hard enough.

I was desolate when he stopped. I was ready to orgasm again, but he quit too soon. I begged, "Master, please whip me again. I'm ready to come."

"No slave girl. Remember, I whip you for my pleasure, not yours. You will have to wait for you next orgasm." He lowered my wrists. I could barely stand. He untied the rope and locked my hands behind me again. He unwound my leash from my neck and clipped the free end to his belt loop. "Kneel and service me."

I knelt and waited while he freed his mostly erect cock. It hung in front of me and I licked and sucked it s head. His pre-cum was sooo good. I wanted more. I swear his cum is addictive. My whole body lit up when I tasted it. I greedily sucked his whole member into my mouth. It reached far down my throat and filled me so well. I bobbed my head trying to get him to come in my throat again. I felt his cock swell and stretch my throat. I felt so well suited for this. Like I was designed for it.

I was sorry when he pulled out before climaxing. I wanted to taste his seed again.

But I still got it. He pushed me on to my back on the sparse grass. I instinctively spread my legs as far as my hobble chain permitted.   His considerable weight descended on me. I felt his rigid cock penetrate my feeble defenses and enter my love canal. My juices had fully lubed it for him. Two thrusts and I climaxed. I gasped and moaned as my vaginal muscles spasmed around him, trying to hold him in. But he was far too strong and continued his rhythmic pumping. Soon I had a second and third orgasm before he came in me. I was filled with his hot spend. It was so right, so perfect. I was the perfect receptacle for his seed. I came again in response to his stimulation. I could only lay there moaning and gasping. My body was pinned to the ground by his weigh and cock impaling me. I didn't want to move anyway. This was a perfect moment and I wanted to savor it as long as he permitted.

When he rose, he took my leash off his belt loop and fastened it to the tree trunk. I didn't want to move anyway, but he was taking no chances with me. I suppose it was possible I might want to escape. I didn't though. I wanted to continue to be a slave girl. My life was so much fuller and complete than when I was free. If only my friends knew. I wanted to share and tell all the women in the world that freedom sucked. They should go buy some handcuffs and give themselves to any men who would have them. Clothes, cars, houses were not important. They just got in the way of joyous submission.

We slept in his bedroll, My arms and hands still locked tight. I rested my head on his huge arm and he held me close with his other arm. I was warm, oh so secure, and basking in the glow of a well fucked slave girl. Life was perfect.

Later that night I was rolled onto my back and felt his big finger rubbing my clit. In seconds I was awake and ready to play. His erect cock pushed inside me to find I was already well lubricated. My body was on a hair trigger for sex. I squirted my love juices down my tunnel at the slightest sign some lubrication might be a good idea. We both climaxed and enjoyed a kiss afterwards. We rolled back over and fell asleep with me again wrapped in his arms.

Twice more that night I was fucked. It was the best night I ever had. Who needed sleep. Sex was much better.

I awoke refreshed and alone in the bedroll. I tried to sit up but a tug on my nose warned me. I turned my head and saw I was fastened to the tree by my leash. So I rolled over and got into a kneeling position. Master Bill was only yards away picking up his gear.

"Good morning, slave," he said cheerily. He unlocked my hands and I stretched.

"Good morning, Master."

"Roll up the bedding and put those straps around it."

"Yes, Master." I obeyed. He picked up the roll and attached it to his pack. He shouldered the pack, locked my hands back behind me, and freed my leash from the tree. He led me back to the coffle and returned me to it. All the girls were in place. John gave each girl an apple to eat. We devoured them like starving animals. I guess we were. I ate every sliver of flesh from the apple before discarding it.

I noticed Val's ass was bright pink and she was smiling more than usual. "So, did John show you a good time?"

"You could say that. He whipped me and fucked me all night. I lost count of my orgasms. How about you?"

"The same. I feel so good now. I wish I could have another apple."

"Sex and food. Is that all you can talk about?"

"Really, Val, what else is there?"

"Well, I'd like to have these chains off me. I bet I could please a man just fine without them."

"Val, we are a man's wet dream. Thirty young, beautiful, helpless girls, trained and eager to please any man.   Without these chains we would be nagging him.  Wanting more money, a big house,  fine clothes, and show off for our friends. This way we have to do just what he wants and we don't dare ask him for anything 'cause of that whip he carries. Why would a man want us free? Think about the night you just had. Did you ever have as much pleasure without the chains?"

"Maybe you're right, sis. But I'd like a choice."

"I wouldn't. I failed in every choice I made. Men should choose. We just need to give them pleasure because it gives us so much pleasure."

The men got us up and freed us from our tree. The second day of our trek began.

Days passed as we wound our way across the empty land. Well, not entirely empty. The third day we passed a family, one man, one woman, two children on the trail. They were traveling the other way an we moved aside to let them pass. The man said something in a language I didn't speak to Bill. They spoke for a moment and then they walked past us. The man looked us over thoroughly as he passed us. Once he reached out and felt Jessica's breast. He was leading a donkey the woman was sitting on. I saw her hands were tied to the saddle as they passed us. The two small boys walked behind the donkey and stared at our bodies with rapt attention. They weren't surprised. I guess slave girls in coffle were not unusual out here.

Later the same day we were passed by two men on camels going the same direction as us. John warned us they were coming and we moved off the path. They rode by us with barely a glance at us. They spoke to Bill but I couldn't hear much. After we ate that night, Bill chose me again. I had been disappointed the last few nights because he had chosen another girl. If a girl is not chosen for night play by a man, she gets to enjoy the pleasures of the other girls. We all enjoyed nibbling each other and we had plenty of orgasms.  But none were as good or strong or fulfilling as those from the whip or a big cock.

I was happy to have him take me tonight. He put the leash on me, locked my hands behind me, and unlocked me from the coffle. I rubbed against him, happy for male contact. He smiled and led me into the bush. He liked trees. He had his things under one and we stopped there. He locked my leash to the tree and freed my hands. Only momentarily free, they were soon locked to the ends of a metal bar, like I had worn for my puppy play role. He locked the center ring of the bar to the back ring of my collar. Now my hands were held a foot from my head, just above my shoulders. I was as helpless as always, just in a new arrangement.

"How does that feel, slave girl?"

"I feel helpless, Master."

"Amber, you are the most erotic vision I have ever seen. You are beautiful, obedient, and I love seeing you naked at my mercy."

"Thank you, Master, may I serve you now. I am well positioned and eager to taste you."

He took out his semi rigid cock and I gave him a professional blow job. He was groaning and I got a full load of his seed in me. I was content and he was drained for at least 10 minutes.

He went to his pack and got out a small computer tablet of pad. He did things to it for a few minutes then he leaned against the tree. "Do you recognize the bar you're wearing?"

"Yes, Master. I wore it for a play Val and I did at Master Alexander's place."

"I know. He gave me a video of the play and your puppy play restraints for delivery with you to your owner. You were good and the play was funny. I'm curious. Do you like being a slave girl?"

"Of yes, Master. I am extremely happy. I never want to go back."

"There's not much chance of that. How does you sister feel?

"Just like me, Master. We've talked this over a lot."

Do you think a girl's former life could be so good she would want to go back. Maybe if she was a highly educated and respected professional?

"I don't know, Master. All the girls I have talked to here would not want to go back."

"I have a roster of this coffle on my pad. You may be interested to know there are five PhDs and ten JDs.   Also five master's degrees, and ten bachelors degrees. All the girls have college educations. Ten were lawyers, five were college lecturers, six were executives. And none of them wish to return to their old lives. Do you realize that we are not breaking any laws. What we are doing is taking you to your ideal world."

"Master, I am not surprised. I have never felt so alive, so wanted, so secure as now."

"Don't move,"

"Yes, Master."

He walked back toward the coffle. He reappeared a few minutes later with John leading Val by her leash.

"Lay on you back. Straighten your legs."

I obeyed. John brought Val to me. They laid her on me in '69' position. They locked my hands to her ankle chain and vice versa. "Both of you give the other an orgasm. Now."

We both spread our knees far apart to give the other access. Val lifted her pussy an inch or so in the air to let me reach her girl parts. I felt her tongue on my pussy as I started in on her. Soon we were both moaning in pleasure. When I sucked her clit into my mouth she gasped. I managed to stifle my sounds when she got mine in her teeth. We both exploded soon thereafter and I felt her love juices flow out of her pussy into my sucking mouth. I managed to get most of hers since gravity was helping me. I think Val missed a lot of mine based on the moisture running between my ass cheeks.

She tasted like Master Bill.  Her was salty and warm but my characterization of her juice is quite different. His I thought of a dominant, controlling, strong, powerful.  But I felt hers was submissive, feminine, weak, malleable, and dainty. I am such a misogynist.  No, that's not true.  I love women, every woman I know.  I just know we are smaller and weaker.  I know we are designed by nature to be submissive and obey men.  I feel good, in tune with the world, when I work with women and obey men.

"Good girls.  Now roll over and change places."

An example of obeying men and working with Val. We rolled over with her leading.  

"Do it again, girls."

This was just like last time except I had to lift my pussy and I didn't get all her juices.  But we both orgasmed in a short time.  

We were unlocked and knelt before the men.

John said, "that was your warm-up girls.  He picked up Val's leash and led her away.  Bill took my leash off the tree and used the rope to lift my hands until my toes barely touched the ground.  He kissed me and all I could think of was whether he could taste Val in my mouth.  He didn't seem to care.  

"You two were great.  Do you lick each other's pussies often?"

"Master, we only learned how nice that was after we were enslaved.  Now we do it whenever our Master allows it.  We enjoy each other a lot."

"Good for you."  He stepped around me with his whip.  

As always, now, the first couple burned but then my ass got warm and I didn't feel the individual stripes at all.  My pussy flamed and got wet.  I orgasmed twice before he put the whip down and lifted me on to his rigid cock.  A few pumps and I orgasmed again with a lot of moans, gasps, and shrieks.  I was glad he hadn't gagged me.  I orgasmed again a minute later then he climaxed and filled me up.  And that made me orgasm again as his hot spend flooded through me.  I was glad for the rope because i couldn't stand by myself.  I was spent, limp, done.

We slept as before and I was fucked three times that night.  I lay there, encircled by his strong arms.  I moved my arms and legs just a trifle to reassure me my chains still bound me.  They were a comfortable part of me now.  I couldn't imagine life without them.

Our trek continued.  

The next strangers we met weren't so peaceful.  Five men on camels came toward us and  we moved off the path.  But they didn't pass us.  They stopped in front of Bill.  He had seen them coming a long way off and had taken his assault rifle out of its scabbard.  The leader was a grizzled man with salt and pepper hair carrying an AK-47.  The men spread out in a line facing Bill.  He talked quietly with the leader for a few sentences. Then the tall bearded man on Bill's far left yelled something and shook his rifle.  Bill looked at him and said something to the leader. The leader shook his head and Bill said the first thing I could understand, "Sam, the one on my far left, please."

The man's head exploded and he fell off his camel.  I heard the crack of the rifle shot after he hit the ground.

Bill and the leader spoke quietly again and he gathered his smaller group and rode away. We walked on, leaving the fallen body for the scavengers.

The rest of the day was uneventful.  

Sam used me this night.  He wasn't as good as Bill.  I only had two orgasms, but they were good too.  He didn't whip me at all.  I missed the whip.  It was my friend now.


Chapter 5  :  Sold

In another week we arrived in a small town. We were marched through the streets and no one seemed to care. e were led into a fenced yard outside a nondescript building. The men talked to some other men from the building. We were hosed down and the whole coffle taken inside. Val and I were taken off the coffle but the chain connecting our necks stayed on. Julie was brought to us and her chain added to Val's collar. The wrist chain was removed and our wrists locked behind us, as always. We were put in a cage against one wall with the ever present covered pail and pail of water. The rest of the coffle went into a larger cage close to us, still neck chained together.

Bill came to visit us the next day.

"Girls, I know all about the play you put on at Alexander's. We want you to do it again tomorrow."

"Of course, Master. Can you get some prop furniture like Master Alexander got for us?"

Already arranged. But, here's the thing. We want you to add Julie to the play."

We looked at each other. Julie said, "Of course, Master. I can be Val's friend who spotted Amber's tryst and then help her dominate Amber."

Val piped up with, "Or Julie could be Ambers lesbian lover she had the tryst with and I could dominate them both."

Julie protested, I want to be a dominant. I used to be a professional dominatrix, besides, I'm bigger than either of you."

I spoke up, "I want to be the dominant this time and Julie can help me."

Val said, "but..."

"You're outvoted, sis. Besides, its your turn."

Bill said, "This is not a democracy. Amber, you are the submissive. I would never believe you were dominant. Val and Julie, you are both dominants. Make it happen. Your set will be ready at 4 pm tomorrow. You go on at 6 pm. Here are your old scripts and notes, and a pencil." He reached through the bars and unlocked Val and Julie's hands. I turned my back to him, but he just said. "You are the submissive Amber." He walked away.

I was furious with him. Why should my hands be locked and theirs not. I refused to help them or say anything. Finally, Julie picked up an old piece of twine from the floor. It was brown, dirty and maybe three feet long. She reached out her other hand and took hold of my nose ring. I yelped in surprise. She ignored my protests and tied the twine to my ring. She lifted the string high over my head, pulling my ring high and forcing me to tilt my head back. Then she grasped a nipple in her other hand and squeezed it. That really hurt. I squealed.

"Shut up stupid slave or I'll pinch you with my nails."

I shut up.

She stuck her face within an inch of mine and yelled, "You will cooperate slut. Do you understand me?"

I knew what she was doing. She had told me about verbal dominance. My knowledge didn't matter. I was cowed, not only verbally, but physically. She was bigger and my hands were useless. And she had control of my nose ring and could use her hands to punish me. "Yes, Mistress. I will cooperate."

"Good. Don't make me mad again."

"Yes, Mistress."

She pulled me over to the bars and made me kneel close to the bars. She tied the twine to the bars so my nose ring was touching a bar. I couldn't move.

"Now you will participate fully in this discussion or I will punish you. Am I clear?""Yes, Mistress. I will cooperate."

I didn't have a lot to contribute. Val and Julie discussed their conversation, making it in person rather than by phone. We all discussed who would order me to do puppy tricks. We had to change it so I licked and sucked them rather than the coffle audience we had at Alexander's. We didn't know what kind of audience we would have. If there were willing women in the audience, I might get a chance to lick and suck them.

After the changes were made, I thought they would release me. Well, they sort of did. The twine was untied from the bar, but they lefty it on my nose ring. They discussed me as if I wasn't there. They decided I was not submissive enough so they decided to make me eat them out. I didn't mind. I liked the taste of girl, but I was ashamed of my easy acquiescence to being their slave. I mean I knew I was a natural slave, but I thought of myself and all women as a man's slave. They seemed to think I should be a woman's slave too. I didn't have a choice. Even though our necks were chained together, only my hands were locked behind me.

They looked around and found another piece of twine. This one they tied each end tight around one of my nipples. They hurt. then they tied the loose end of the string on my nose ring to its center. Now they had a string to pull my nose into their pussy and the other end to encourage me to better action. Val took the string first and stood over me.

"Be a good little slut for your sister, Amber," she laughed and pulled my nose close to her crotch.

"Yes, Mistress." I started licking and sucking. I tasted her juices trickling into her pussy and licked them up.

"Faster, Amber, Harder." This was accompanied by a hard pull on my nipples. I jumped and redoubled my efforts. This might have been a mistake for now she knew that she could make me work harder if she pulled on the string. Again, no choice. I was afraid she would rip my nipples off if I didn't do better.

I ate sis off and Julie took her place. I got her off too, but she really stretched my nipples.

They didn't stop there. They made me do each of them three more times before Bill returned.

"I see you've made good use of Amber as your submissive. How is the play?"

Val said, "Its ready, Master."

"Good." He opened the door and took the coffle chains off our collars. He unlocked my wrists. "I hope you have learned that you do not make decisions, nor is this a democracy."

"Yes, Master. I'm sorry. Please forgive me."

"Your punishment is over and you are forgiven, Amber."

"Thank you, Master. I will remember." And I would, too. I didn't like being submissive to Val and Julie. They were just plain mean to me.

He took something long and floppy out of his pocket. He held it up to show us. "Do you recognize this?"

In unison, "No, Master."

"I don't know its name, if it has one. As you can see it is inexpensive. It is used widely around here, mostly on recalcitrant slaves. Come here, Amber, and open your mouth."

I did, but reluctantly. The thing looked like just a piece of surgical tubing with a one inch wide gray plastic disc on each end. As he held it up I could see the inside of the disc had a half inch long, three quarter inch wide cylinder as part of it. He used both hands and held the thing behind my neck. He pulled on the ends and the tubing stretched. I felt its pull on my neck, above my collar. He put the ends in the corners of my mouth and relaxed his grip. They settled down so the cylinders were wedged between my upper and lower teeth. My lips were stretched back. I couldn't close my jaw. I could just squeeze my lips together. My tongue was unencumbered. I realized what this thing was intended for. I couldn't get it out without using my hands. It was a simple, perfect design to ensure a girl gave completely safe oral sex. I couldn't bite but I could lick and suck perfectly.

"How does it feel, Amber?"

I tried to say, "Uncomfortable, Master." What came out was garbled, "Uncumfurtibl Mathther."

"OK. Take it out."

I pulled it out easily.

"This thing is cheap and is given away with each girl sold here. The first thing each new owner does is require an oath of obedience and fealty from the new girl. The oath is sealed by blowing her new owner. Since the owner doesn't know the girl, this is always used. Amber and Valerie aren't going to be sold, so they won't get one of these. This one is Julie's. I got it early so you can use it in the play. Publicly put it on Amber for her puppy show. I've arranged for a couple of men to be in the audience. Have her ask people to let her service them."

Bill left us alone and I instantly missed him. He was nice to me and the sex was outstanding.

Val said, "Sis, I'm sorry we were mean to you. We wanted you to get into the sub state so you would be good tomorrow. She kissed me and, after a moment, I kissed her back. It felt good to have her arms around me. After we broke, She backed up and Julie took her place.

"I'm sorry too, Amber. Lets, get these off you" She reached for the string on my nipples and untied them, then she reached for my nose ring.

I shook my head. "No, Julie, you two were right. As Master Bill demonstrated, I need to learn to be a better submissive. Leave the twine on and use it to control me until its time to go do the play. For tonight and tomorrow, I am yours. I wish I had asked Master Bill to leave my hands locked."

Val picked up the twine from my nipples and said, "even better. Turn around slave and put your hands behind you."

I did as ordered and she tied my cuffs together then looped the string around my waist and tied it in front.

"Now struggle. Try to get loose," she ordered.

I did. I pulled as hard as I could . I bucked and strained. Up. Down, Side to side. Nothing worked. I was helplessly tied. "I can't get free, Mistress."

"Good."

Then both Julie and Val ate my cat to orgasm. I was happy.

Val held up the thing Bill gave us. "Time for practice. Open up. " I obediently opened my mouth and she slipped it in. "Now service me, Amber."

I shook my head. I had done this enough. My tongue was tired.

"Remember, Amber. You are our slave now. You will have to service men and women tomorrow with that thing in your mouth. You need to practice. Remember your nipples."

She was right, dammit. I would have to be good tomorrow and I might have to do some women. And I didn't want them to pinch my nipples any more. She pulled down on my nose ring and I sank to my knees. It seemed like other slaves had more choices then I did. I opened my lips and started licking and sucking on her twat. She was right, this was different than with a free mouth. I wasn't effective until I learned to tilt my head back. I needed to align my opened mouth with her pussy to suck her juices down. It wasn't uncomfortable, just different. Anyway, I made her come after a couple of minutes. It was harder to swallow with my jaws held open, even if I could close my lips.

I was faster with Julie since I had learned on Val.

Val said, "Julie, I don't think she needs any more practice, do you?"

"No, I'm satisfied. She got me off rapidly. She's good enough for the play. I'm not so sure she's quite submissive enough. Look at her eyes. There's resistance and emotion in them."

Val turned my face to hers and stared into my eyes. "You're right. She has an attitude."

"OK. We have to fix that. I think we should inflict some pain. Enough to get her off and make her more dependent on us."

"Hmmm. Might work. Spanking?"

"Yeah. OK, Amber, here's the deal. We are going to spank you to orgasm. Each of us. We don't have a chair or bed, so you're going to have to stand still for us. If you move, your spanking gets doubled. Understand?"

I sure did understand. But I didn't want to do it. I thought for a moment. Bill had told me to be more submissive. I had wanted to do that for him. I had asked the girls to make me more submissive. Be careful what you wish for! I nodded my head. I lowered my eyes deferentially.

Val said, "good. Stand up straight. Spread your legs. Bend over at the waist and put your head between your legs. Keep your legs straight and locked."

Julie knelt behind me. I could see her face clearly, if upside down. She took the twine dangling from my nose ring and tied it to my ankle chain, pulling it taut. Now I was fixed in place. I felt a stinging blow on my left buttock. I gasped. The pain was more diffuse than the whip and heated my whole bottom. I felt its echoes flutter through my belly and kindle a flame there. Right. Left...Soon I was moaning with pleasure. I could see my juices running down my thigh. Then I came. I jerked my nose ring a little as the spasms hit me. My moans of pleasure continued for some time. When I quieted down, Julie took Val's place and started heating up my rump. I came rapidly and repeated my moans and wiggles. But Julie didn't stop swatting me until I came again. This time I couldn't stay up. I collapsed first to my knees and then onto my side. "Nn.. 'ore, 'leese."

Val untied the string from my ankle chain and straightened me out. She took the infernal device out of my mouth. "Are you our slave now, Amber?

"Yes, Mistress, I am your slave."

Julie asked, "Are you my slave too, Amber?"

"Yes, Mistress. I am the slave of both of you."

Val put the thing back in my mouth. We slept curled up together, a warm pile of female flesh with the soft arms of my mistresses enfolding me. Julie had tied my nose leash to a bar where I couldn't reach it. I lay awake for a little while. My status had slipped lower than I had thought possible, slave to two slaves. I don't think I would ever be able to climb back up that slippery slope to my level of equality with my sister. I had let her order me around when she was just my manager. Shit. I was a natural submissive and everyone could tell. It might as well be written on my forehead: 'Dominate Me. I Will Obey You.' But I was warm and comfortable. All that was new was that I had to obey my mistresses whenever my master allowed. Maybe he wouldn't? Who knew?

The next day all the girls were taken to a large bathroom and allowed to bathe and dress their hair. We were loose in the bath No coffle chain and our hands were free. Our ankles stayed chained. And we knew our collars and cuff would never be removed. We were allowed, nay encouraged to shave our legs and armpits and remove body hair. We were given tweezers to use on each other to shape our eyebrows. Many typed of makeup were used to repair any imperfections. We applied color to our eyes and lips and nipples. We were given nail polish and earrings to choose from.

Once we were clean and perfumed and made up, wonder of wonders, we were given clothing. It covered nothing. They gave us harem negligees of many colors, diaphanous as cloud. They were mere wisps of material and just dropped over our heads, so free arms weren't needed. But we were clothed, at last. Our nipples and breasts and pussies were clear as day with just a sheen of color across them. But we were clothed!

The auction plan was explained to us. Val and I were already owned, so we wouldn't be sold. The other girls would be displayed on the floor.  The buyers could see, and touch, and even converse if they wanted. The girls were simply to stand and let the potential buyers handle them. They would be chained to pillars and other fixtures for security and to give the audience easy access. Sex was not permitted until they were sold. Then the girls would be removed from the floor, and we would perform our play. The sales would start on the auction block. Girls were encouraged to show as well as possible.  Since a higher price meant a more affluent owner and likely an easier life. The girls were all intelligent and educated so they understood this immediately.

All the girls were put back in coffle before we were returned to our cells. Only Julie, Val and myself were on our little coffle.   But its clear a group of girls are easier to handle when chained together. In the afternoon the three of us were taken to our little stage. It was evidently already there. We had a small curtained dressing area and the set looked just like at Alexander'. They had the pictures. Our coffle chain was removed and our hands freed. We dressed and rehearsed our lines. Two men were brought in and Bill explained these were the ones I would service as a puppy. They seemed nice. Our curtain was shut but we could hear the other girls being put on the floor. The clatter of chain on the concrete was loud.

The sounds of the buyers entering was much different. Loud voices, chairs and tables moving. Squeals sometimes from the girls. and the clinking of glasses. God. I haven't had a drink in months. I would blow every man out there for a drink.

Bill came into our set after an hour or so. "Ready?"

Val said, "Yes. Master. We're ready."

"OK. I'll pass the word. It will take a few minutes to get everyone ready. Expect the curtain to rise at any time."

""Yes, Master." We took our starting positions. Julie was in the changing room. Val and I sat there and looked at the plastic dishes, mentally rehearsing our lines.

" Then the curtain dropped and I was on.

"Valerie dear, you are going to have to work much harder in school. Your grades are simply atrocious..."  I went on for several minutes listing all Valerie's faults.  Then I assigned her work around the house.  I told her I had to go to a fund raiser for the homeless shelter and I would be back by four.  Then I breezed out and into the small room.  

Valerie washed the dishes and was starting to sweep when Julie knocked.  She had seen the stepmother [me] meeting a stranger at a local hotel and going to a room.  Valerie fumed over her adulterous stepmother.  She made up a plan to keep me under control when her father was away.  

I returned home and she confronted me with time and location and I admitted it.  Val and Julie used all the tricks of verbal dominance.  Both were convincing and I was dominated.  Val said she would tell her father.  I begged and pleaded with her not tell.  I was afraid Tom would divorce me and I would starve.  Julie argued I couldn't be trusted. Val said she couldn't trust me. I promised to do anything, forever, if she kept my behavior a secret.  She made me call my boyfriend and break it off.  I was forced to write a confession and give it to her. Then she told me I had to agree to be her pet girl when father was away.  I tearfully agreed.  She said, since father would be away a few more days, it was time to get started.  She made me get down on my hands and knees.  She put a leash on my collar and led me into the changing room.  

Julie strutted around the set, picking up things and music played while we were changing.  Val put on the stepmother clothes as I stripped.  She locked a two foot metal bar between my wrists.  I knelt and she put a wide leather strap around my folded legs and put padlocks on them.  A chain was locked between the middle of the metal bar and my ankle chain.  I was forced to stay on my hands and knees and couldn't raise my hands above my head.  The rubber mouth restrainer and clip on puppy ears completed my ensemble.  Then she led me back into the set.  She made me do puppy tricks.  Roll over. Play dead. Beg. And she paraded me around and up to many of the displayed coffle girls.  I licked some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.  Then she led me into the audience. She spotted the two men and I gave them both excellent blow jobs. She led me around in the audience and the master of ceremonies asked for more volunteers so I could show off for them. I blew two more men and one woman. I think she was a slave too, because of the way she obeyed the man with her, but I didn't see any restraints. 

When she was done showing me off, she led me back to the set, had me sit on my haunches and bark.  The audience clapped and laughed. The curtain closed and several men came into the set. I had all the extra stuff taken off me and Val and I were neck-linked and our hands locked behind us. Her clothes were removed. Julie's hands were locked behind her and she was leashed. She was led away to be sold. Val and I were taken out front and fastened to a pillar to watch the sale. We were inspected by a lot of men and a few women. An attendant stood by and told everyone we were not for sale. I saw all the other girls were still on the floor. I spotted Julie chained to pillar.  All were wearing their negligees.

When the auctioneer was ready an attendant would bring one of the girls up to the block leading her by her nose leash. There was a dangling chain hanging above the block. The attendant would lock the chain to her collar and remove the leash. Then the auctioneer would describe the girl: age,  height, weight, education, etc. Her hands would be unlocked and she would be put through some slave positions. The auctioneer would use a short whip to excite her. By the time he was ready to sell her, she had been whipped and rubbed to a state of high sexual arousal. He would continue to excite her as the bids came in. He was a master showman. His finale was to have her place her hands behind her head and keep them there while he brought her to climax. Then the final flurry of bids while she writhed on the block until his final 'SOLD,' rang out.

Val and I watched twenty eight girls sold this way.  None of them went for less than two hundred thousand dollars. I never knew we were worth so much. As I watched the spectacle. I remembered that all the girls wanted this. Their kidnapping may have been illegal. But they wanted to be slaves. So did Val and I. What a mixed up world we live in.

After a girl was sold, her leash went on and her hands were locked behind her.   She was taken to a clerk at the side of the block. The buyer would make their way there and pay for her. Papers were filled out, the buyer was given a key, and he would lead the girl away. Sometimes the buyer took the woman back into the audience if he wanted to bid on other girls. Julie was handled this way. She was taken into the audience, a chair was removed and she knelt beside her new owner.

After the sale was done, Val and I were taken into the courtyard.  I was so excited. After all the training.  After the coffle walk across the desert.  After submitting to so many men and women, we were going to finally meet our master. The man who wanted us so badly he spent a fortune to kidnap and train us. I was sure I would love him more than anyone else. He wanted me! Surprise, Julie and another girl were added to our chain to make a four girl coffle. I could only assume our master's agent bought Julie and the other one.   There was a large white van with its rear doors open, probably for us.  It had a bench seat on either side.

I watched two men put lace up hoods on Julie and the new girl.  There were gags built into them.  The gags were inserted in the girl's mouths then the hoods were laced up in the back. The material was stretched tight around their faces and their hair trapped inside it.  There were a lot of laces.  Finally, a tall collar attached to the bottom was buckled, trapping the laces underneath. A padlock secured the collar in place.  Then they turned to Val and I.

We were seated in the van, seat belts around us.  The van started and we were off to meet our new owner.  My stomach was turning flip flops in anticipation.  I didn't know what to expect, but I couldn't help hoping for the best.  There was no planning any of us could do, no actions we could take.  We were just property.


Chapter 6  :  Bandits

As the van drove on, all I could tell was that the road was rough then smooth then rough again. We had been traveling an hour or so when the van braked sharply. I was thrown against Val and then the van stopped. There were male voices shouting, muffled through our hoods. I felt more than heard the van doors slamming. Then we were off again. The road was rough and got rougher. It made some sharp turns. After a while the van stopped and we were unbuckled and lifted down to the ground. It was loose dirt. A feeling we were all familiar with.

Through the hood I heard a man's voice say, "Start walking."

A rough, strong hand gripped my upper arm and got me started. After that I just followed the tug on my neck. I often walked with my eyes closed in coffle because I could follow the rhythm of the coffle. Here I couldn't do that. For one thing my hands were not on the right wrist coffle. They were locked behind me. For another, I opened my eyes periodically to see how I was doing and corrected any problems. I couldn't do that now either. I was flying blind.

Every now and then a hand would grab my upper arm and correct my position. I never heard anything said. After an hour or so of walking the men stopped us, removed the hoods and gave us a drink of water. There were seven men with us and no animals. I didn't think we would be going far.

We started walking again. It was much easier without the hoods. We stopped after another hour. The men kept the same routine as Bill and crew. Before we camped we were taken off the faint path and told to crap. We did, but our bound hands made it harder to keep clean. We walked on another twenty minutes and camped for the night.

The men dug up a big box from under a tree. There were supplies, a large camouflage net and a camp stove. The men did all the cooking and cleanup. It was back to the food in a bowl and eat with no hands meal. They spread the camouflage net over a big bush and we moved under it. We were kept on the coffle and the men took their pleasure with us in a group. Three men stood watch while we sucked off then were fucked by four men. It sounds rough, but they took their time and were gentle with us. They were competent lovers and I got two orgasms out of the first group. When they switched watches, I repeated with my man and got two more orgasms. I was content. I didn't think these men were taking us to my owner, but they had the sex part down real well.

We walked for three days before reaching their destination. It was just a jeep and a truck in the desert. They bundled us into the truck and we drove for hours. When the truck stopped we were in a camp or small town. Several low wood buildings hidden under tall trees. We were taken into a tiled room and hosed down. They unlocked our hands and allowed us to dry and wash our hair. There was even some lipstick and perfume and in a half hour we felt like women again. Slaves of course, but prettied up. A large, dark skinned woman came to get us.

"I'm Madam Mushad. but you can call me 'Mistress.' I'm in charge of you now and if you don't obey me instantly you will be punished. Follow me." We trooped after her, ankle chains clattering. She led us down a hall and into a large room. The room was divided into separate spaces by walls that stuck out from the sides. They gave privacy from your neighbors sight.  There were a total of ten such spaces. Four were occupied by naked white women. These women were collared, like us, but no other restraints. The collars were fastened to the back wall by a chain, not quite long enough for them to reach the end of the wall.

In moments I was chained to a wall in one of the spaces with my hands unlocked and the other girls taken away. I explored my new domain. There was a large soft bed, and a toilet against the back wall. A chest held ropes, gags, straps, whips, chains, and locks. I had a makeup table with many cosmetics and a mirror. In a wall cabinet I found a jar full of small red pills. A label said one per day. I even had a sink with running water. Heaven in a brothel. I wondered when I would get my first customer.

About twenty minutes and I was open for business. Madam Mushad brought in one of the men who had brought us here. She said, "One hour, no more." and she left.

He took off his pants and said, "You are pretty and I enjoyed you much on the trail. I want you to service my cock with your mouth, first."

"Yes, Master. I remember your cock. It is one of the best. I am honored you have chosen me to please you." I knew men like this sort of praise. It increases their self esteem and hopefully they will give a good report on me to Madam Mushad. Anyway, I did remember him. He was a good lover and I really, really like the taste of cum. I knelt before him and took the head of his cock in my mouth and licked it. I felt him swell in my mouth as I took him in. Pretty soon he came and I swallowed all the lovely creamy confection. I wonder how many calories there are in a cup of cum?

He was happy but empty now so I asked him to whip my ass. He did and I came for him in only a few strokes. He liked it so much he did it again for me. By this time he had recovered and I took him in my ass. His choice. and He filled my other end. I didn't climax and was needy.   So I persuaded him to use his last few minutes spanking me and I came just before Madam Mushad pulled him out. This was fun. I hoped some of his buddies would come by and see me.

I wasn't disappointed. I got to play with two more of the seven men that afternoon. They all remembered me fondly and I got all the sex I wanted. I had seven more orgasms that day.

Madam Mushad closed the doors from five until seven in the evening. She let her girls recuperate and have dinner. She had two assistants. Two amazons who clearly liked all the female flesh available to them. They came around at five and put us all back in coffle. We were taken to a dining room with a big table that could easily seat twelve. We were allowed to sit at a table and use real utensils and everything. It was like being reborn. Granted we were naked and coffled and half of us wore ankle chains, but still. The food was plain but good. After dinner we were allowed to sit and talk for a while. The other four girls already in the house were Annika from Sweden. Margie from Tucson, Marie from France, and Andrushka from Russia. All of them had been purchased at auction like Julie. The other girl from our original coffle was Nylla, from San Francisco.

The two amazons, who I named Tinkerbell and Fluffy took us back to our cubicles and locked us in place. Tinkerbell told me I had an hour before the next clients arrived. I used the toilet and freshened up in preparation for my big date. I had time to kill so I sat on the bed and tried to meditate. I had a hard time emptying my mind cause so damned many things were whirling around in it. Coffles, slavery, sex, auction, submissive, horny, whippings. Not to mention  spankings, Bill, sex, Alexander, chains, My Master, and, yes, happiness.

Madam Mushad arrived with my next lover and I welcomed him with open legs. I had four more customers before Madam Mushad called it a night. I had ten more orgasms and I was beat. As I washed up I inspected my girl parts with an analytical eye. They were fine. After all that use. A brief rub indicated they were ready for more. I decided sleep was necessary , besides I would have lots more men to use them tomorrow.

Turned out that mornings were the slow time at Madam Mushad's love emporium. So most mornings we all got straw sun hats and went out in coffle to tend her garden. She grew all the lovely vegetables and legumes we had been eating and she thought we should help grow it. Today we were weeding the garden.. Simple work, but it was a big garden. Some of us got implements but most just got gloves. Thoughtfully, the garden was laid out in long rows with three feet between them. Just so we didn't get lost there were big posts at the ends of every other row that had a steel cable slung between them. So we marched out single file in coffle and one girl stood at the end of a row, for eight consecutive rows. There was a chain threaded on the cable and Tinkerbell locked the end of the chain to the middle of our coffle chain.

We started weeding. When we reached the end of the row, Fluffy unlocked the coffle and moved it over eight rows.  And  back we would go. The  amazons would convince us to do a  thorough job  scorching our asses with their whips. Worked well, I must say. I certainly worked as hard as I could. Those damned things hurt and I never got close to aroused.

We were marched back inside at noon. We got cleaned up and ready for customers in the late afternoon.

We spent three weeks at Madam Mushad's as unpaid whores. I actually liked the work. I think I'm a sex addict. No matter.


Chapter 7  :  Rescue

We left as unceremoniously as we arrived. I was asleep after earning my days keep with eight or nine men. I was startled awake by a hand over my mouth and a light in my face. I heard a whispered, but harsh, "Silence."

I nodded and the hand was replaced with a gag stuffed in my mouth. This wasn't a ball or piece of cloth. Something was stuffed in my mouth and a strap went around my head to hold it in. Another strap went around my head the other way to hold my mouth closed. Then the sack in my mouth was inflated until my mouth was jammed full. It completely filled my oral cavity. He rolled me over and locked my hands behind me then cut the chain holding me to the wall. Most of it was left on my collar for a lead. He stood me up and I was joined to Val, and Julie, and Nylla. We were whisked out of the building and into the night, back in coffle again. It was pitch black and I couldn't see my feet so I kept stumbling. A strong hand on my arm kept me upright and moving.

We stopped after an hour or so and the gag was taken from me. A voice I recognized spoke. "Sorry for the rough exit, Amber. We had to be quiet and quick. Hold still. He slipped something over my head and tightened a strap under my chin. Some more fumbling and I could see him as if there was a green light on his face. "That's a starlight scope. We have to keep going tonight and it should help."

"Master," I said, " forgive me, but if you loose our arms we can travel faster."

"Good Idea. Sam, John release the girl's hands."

In a moment we were walking again. It was so much easier being able to see and use my hands for balance. We walked the rest of the night with stops only for water. I peed while walking. I warned Val and the other girls, so we all walked with our feet as far apart as we could for twenty feet or so. At dawn we stopped and camped. The men found their donkeys where they left them and got out supplies. We were put back in right-wrist coffle and the starlight scopes were put away. We ate and slept. At noon we got back on the trail. It was just like our trek before, but with only four girls. The land looked just like our first trek. We walked all day. We stopped that evening and VAl and I were freed from the coffle to do the camp housekeeping.. With three men and four girls, we got a lot of sex. After the meal cleanup was done Bill took Val and I into the bush to, of course, a tree. He locked our hands in front of us and hoisted us up by the wrists. We were six feet apart and our toes just touched the ground.

"Well girls, I guess you'd like to know what happened to you, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, Master"

"At its most basic level, the French wanted to break up a deal the US had with the King. So they took you away from the King's messengers with the intent of trading you back to him in a few months . We were hired to take you away from the French and deliver you to the King. We stand to earn a good reward from both Uncle Sam and the King. In a few days we'll have you in the King's arms and the lap of luxury."

"Master," I said, "Would it be possible to stay with you? You could always tell the king the French killed us.  Or we were stolen by someone else, or maybe we were killed in the fighting when the French discovered you?"

"Amber, why would you want to stay with us when you could be a King's pampered girls?"

"Master, I know this may sound strange, but I love you. I want to be your slave. Your love slave."

Val chimed in, "Master we both love you. We've been with more men and women than we ever dreamed. You are the best lover and the best to us we have ever seen. I want to belong to you, too."

"I don't see how I can, ladies. You are too valuable and too well known."

He picked up a whip and started in on our bottoms. Strokes twenty seconds apart, first me then Val. It was a conversational whipping.

"Tell me about your time in that place. We thought you were in a jail while the French waited for the right time. But it looked like a whorehouse. Each of you had your own separate crib."

"Yes, Master, it was a brothel. Gasp. The men put us there as soon as we arrived. We were chained to the walls within ten minutes of arriving."

"How many men did you service in a day, Val?"

"Master, Usually, OH MY, eight or nine."

"Amber, were any of the men rough with you?"

"Oh yes, Master, I was spanked, OUCH, a lot but you know how much I like pain before sex. Just like now."

"Val, what was the most memorable pain a man gave you and how did it affect the sex?"

"I think it was a man who used a cane on the soles of my feet. He only hit me twice on each sole, but it hurt more than anything. I couldn't walk for a day, but, OH OH, Unghh, Master, the sex was incredible. My feet hurt but every nerve in my body sang when he entered me. I screamed in joy and terrible pleasure when he moved in me. It was the best sex I ever had."

"Amber, would you want pain like Val described in order to have such sexual pleasure?"

"Yes, Master, OH OH OH, yes my master. Please keep me."

"Amber, Val, I enjoy giving you both pain and pleasure. Is this what you want?"

"Oh yes Master", said both of us."

He gave us one more stripe, nearly simultaneously.

"Oh, Master," we screamed in unison as we climaxed. I screamed, "Master, hit me again, harder. He hit me again. "Harder, Please, Again." I pleaded, I screamed, I begged him to not stop. He gave me searing strip after stripe and I came again and again. I was dancing , swinging, crying , sobbing. Finally he stopped and I lifted my legs behind me.

"Please master, one stripe on each sole. Please.

He did and it hurt so much it was pure pleasure. I fainted on the second stripe. When I woke, I was still dangling. My cheeks were wet with my tears. Master was just laying Val on the ground. Her collar was chained to the tree and her hands were again locked behind her. She was smiling.

Master came back to me. "Had enough for tonight?"

"Oh no, Master. I'm ready to pleasure you, if I may."

"My arm's tired, you insatiable satyr."

"Master you could subject me to rape discipline. That's a perfect way to teach a wanton slave girl her place."

He pulled me to him and kissed me. I tried to kiss him back but I had no leverage so I was not too successful. Then he freed his rigid cock and lifted me onto it. I was sopping so I just slid onto him easily. ""Use your hands and pump."

"Yes, Master, I'll do my best." I pulled with my arms but I couldn't raise myself far. I didn't have enough arm strength. All I got was a small motion. I kept it up until he grasped my waist and took over. Now I felt my pussy react. I was aroused and felt my love juices start to flow. I came once, twice, then his hot seed filled me as he came. It flung me over the edge for my third orgasm. He lifted me off him and lowered me to my knees. I cleaned his cock with my mouth, relishing the taste of our mixed juices.

He put his cock away and took me over to Val. I heard t=her soft breath as she slept on the grass. He chained my collar to the tree beside her. "Sleep Amber."

"Yes, Master." I closed my eyes and was asleep.

Bill listened to their breathing until he was sure they were asleep then he went to find John and Sam. His combat training allowed him to move silent as a ghost through the brush. He found John laying beside Julie. She was gagged and hogtied so she could move only her head. John came awake fast with a gun in his hand before he recognized Bill. Bill whispered to John, "Let's go find Sam.

They found Sam and Nylla under the next tree. She was chained to the tree by her collar like Amber and Val. The three men walked out of earshot.

Bill said, "Amber and Val want to stay with me."

Sam said, "Yeah, I got that from Nylla too."

John said, "Julie asked me to keep her too. Do you suppose they planned this?"

Sam responded, "What else do girls talk about than men and sex?"

"Yeah, " said Bill, " But this wasn't a couple of high school girls. These girls have been sex slaves for three months. They've been trained, chained and marched all over the bush. They act like their enjoyment is real and they want more. Christ knows I'd love to keep these honeys. But will the company let us?"

Unexpectedly, John said, "You know, I think they will if we present it right. Remember, our only mission was to get them away from the Frenchies.  Before they could be used to sour the US' relationship with the King. What if they let the King know the French sent them back to the US before we got there in order to piss him off."

"Yeah, that's right, said Sam, "The company should want to get them back in the US to bolster that play. They could tell the King that it would be politically harmful if they were taken again.  Since he would be suspected."

"OK," said Bill, "Do you think these girls will still want to be our sex slaves once they're back in the US?"

"I don't know, said Sam, "the temptation to go back to their old lives and families might be a problem. How can we be sure?"

John suggested, "We can test them. Keep them in country here for a few months and see what we think then."

Sam chimed in, "Where can we keep them? We can't march them around the bush for months?"

Bill replied, "Well, my place might work. I have a small villa outside of Marrakech I picked up a few years back. I've got a local man and his wife keeping it up when I'm not there. They could watch the girls when we were working."

"Are they loyal," asked John?

"Yeah, "said Bill, "I took care of some local gangsters who were trying to rape his wife after I bought the place. No one bothers them now. They are loyal and keep their mouths shut. I trust them."

"OK," said John, "Its worth a try. We can get to Marrakech in five days of walking, so its possible. What about the company? Can you reach them Bill?"

"Yeah, I've got an encrypted sat phone Mr. Smith gave me for emergencies. I'll ask him if we're agreed. The real question is do we want to become responsible for four sex pot women.   We'll have to keep them in chains for the rest of our or their lives? I'll tell you I want to keep Amber and Val. They have given me more fun and pleasure than any ten women I've been with before. I also think they will be low maintenance as long as they get whipped and fucked regularly."

Sam agreed, "I want to keep Nylla if she really wants to stay as my slave."

John smiled, "I'm glad you both agreed.  Because if you hadn't I was going to keep Julie whether the company liked it or not. I always wanted to have a little bar in LA, anyway."

"All right," Bill said, "my contact time for Mr. Smith is eight am, so I'll call him then. Go back and make your women happy. Consider them your property from now on."

...

"John, Sam, Mr. Smith agreed to our plan. We take them to my place in Marrakech. We keep them there for a few months and see if they want to voluntarily continue as our slaves. If so, he'll arrange transport to the US for us all. Let's get the girls up and start walking."

Master Bill got us up and back in coffle. He led us to the others. Julie and Nylla were already chained together so we were added to them. Julie was in front, then Nylla, then Val. I brought up the rear. We each got an orange to eat while we walked. We all held it in our left hands. It was just too clumsy trying to use our right hands for anything. The wrist chain was too heavy and jerked on our neighbors. I was hungry so I ate everything but the seeds. I decided I liked being last. I could watch the other girls. I knew all of their curves and dips by heart now but the sight of their swaying, rolling asses made my loins flutter.

When I was taken, I had never made love to a woman, or even looked at one like that. My conditioning was just too strong. When I was enslaved, I was forced to get and give love to women and I found I liked it a lot. It gave me almost as much pleasure as being with a man. But the best thing was that it was inexhaustible and always there. Women could have repeated orgasms as long as we were stimulated. I lusted after girl sex almost as much as with my masters. And they could give me unlimited orgasms. Now, I watched those sexy asses swaying in front of me, teasing me to arousal. So there were three mental states I got into walking in coffle. First, I had to be alert when on uneven ground. Second, I could daydream and get into a trance state of walking with my mind blank. Third, I could lust after the alluring rumps in front of me. Number three was great fun but left me horny and dripping all day. Oh, well. Fun had its price.

I was also aware of John right behind me on his donkey. I wondered if he could see me dripping. He was pretty close and I assumed he was watching my ass sway. I realized I had been unconsciously rolling my ass as I walked. I was such a slut. Not my fault. I'm just a trained, horny slave girl. It would be great if the men let us eat each other when we stopped for water. I didn't think it would be a good idea to ask. I wonder if they'd be amenable to a quickie?

We walked for days over that endless bush. Finally we came upon cultivated farmland. The men moved us back into the bush a half mile and we waited there until dark. No meal tonight. We were given an apple and an orange, but no cooking was done. John locked Nylla's ankle cuffs together so she couldn't walk. Of course we couldn't carry her, so the coffle was immobilized. We sat on some sparse grass and the men spread out and kept watch. We were warned that if we made any noise, we would be gagged. When it was pitch black, the men put the starlight goggles back on us and we resumed our trek. We didn't see anyone in the farmland. We passed a couple of dark houses, but they were far away.

Bill led us to a villa. There was a tall adobe wall around it with a big double gate next to the road. The wall looked like it enclosed an acre or so. There was a person sized gate near the double gate. Bill pressed a buzzer and talked into a speaker. In a moment the small gate opened to show a bronze skinned man and woman. They welcomed Bill loudly and profusely, hugging and kissing him. Bill led us inside the walls. The pair looked at us in surprise. Bill talked to them for a long time. He apparently introduced Sam and John then he went down the line saying each of our names to the couple. Then the man took the donkeys away and the woman took us inside. The woman looked us over disapprovingly and said something to Bill, who agreed with her. He took Nylla off the coffle and locked her hands behind her. He took a leash out of his pocket and clipped it on her nose ring. He handed the leash to the woman and said, "Go with Aliya and obey her."

"Yes, Master."

"The rest of you, kneel where you are."

The man came back in and Bill and he spoke.

"This is Karam. He is my caretaker of this property while I am gone and my friend. His wife is Aliya. Slaves will obey them at all times. They have full rights over you and may punish you when they wish. We will be staying here for a while. Sam, John, would you like a beer?"

Beer. I wish I could have one too. I had only drunk water for three months now. I remembered the refreshing liquid on a hot day. And all my days had been hot of late. But masters don't consider alcohol becoming in a slave girl. They want us alert, agile, and our minds clear.  So we can focus on the male's pleasure and instant obedience.

Bill brought the men each a beer and they all relaxed, watching us with desire. I felt powerful, that I could raise lust in such strong men. I lifted my breasts as high as I could, pulling my shoulders back and arching my back. I saw Julie and Val doing the same thing. All the things slave girls are taught to please masters. And all the things girls have been doing to attract males for centuries. But no one moved. Content just to rest and contemplate joys to come as men and women looked at each other.

The men talked among themselves of schedules and contacts and jobs and guns. Never taking their eyes off of us. The slaves were silent but we subtly flexed our muscles in the ways of the female inspected by a male. It was instinctive. I didn't have to think of how to appear aroused and available and needy. Those were all true and my body worked on pure instinct.

Aliya brought Nylla back into the room, clean and damp. Nylla had a flower in her hair. She looked good enough to eat.

Aliya frowned the entire time I saw her. She took each of us out and bathed us. When it was my turn I was anxious. As soon as I saw Nylla, I felt grimy. I followed Aliya eagerly and was obedient. She looked at me angrily and scrubbed me all over with a big sponge, harder than I wanted, but I was clean. The water was warm and sudsy. I stood to be rinsed then dried me roughly with a fluffy, warm towel. She dabbed some perfume on my breasts and pussy and I felt clean, warm, and female again. I was so used to my chains I didn't notice them. It was normal for me not to be able to use my hands and to have someone leading me by my nose.

When she took me back to the living room I saw the other girls were off the coffle.  Their hands were free and they were kneeling by the man holding their leash. Aliya handed my leash to Bill. He took it, turned me around and unlocked my hands.

"Kneel."

"Yes, Master." I knelt beside Val.

Bill said, "Girls. Each of you has declared you want to remain a slave girl and belong to one of us. Are you sure you want this? I'm going to ask each of you to tell me whether this is what you want. Amber?"

I looked at my master and thought about what I wanted. "Master, may I speak further?"

"Yes. Girls, until we say otherwise, you may speak freely. Right now we are just men and women talking about what we want. You don't have to call us 'Master.'"

"Master, you are my master. I want you to stay my master. I have found my life as your slaver to be exciting, and more fulfilling than anything I ever knew. Please take me with you."

"Amber, what if you could go back home. If I take you to the US will you still want to be my slave. In a society where slavery is illegal?"

"Yes, Master. Even if it is not legal, it is still what I want. I can wear these chains if I want. I can obey you if I want to. I can have you whip me if I want? I want. I want all of this. I want you to be my master, forever."

"What about you Valerie? Do you want to be a slave girl for the rest of your life?"

"Yes, Master. Amber and I have discussed this a lot. We never knew such freedom to feel, to love, before we were made slaves. I want you to be my master forever. And I don't care what anyone else thinks. I want to show other women what slavery means to me. Its real freedom, not the make believe I used to call freedom. I love bondage and I want you to whip me to orgasm twice a day and fuck me three times a day. I am your slave. Please keep me."

"Girls, how can we know you will feel this way when you have a real chance to go home?"

"Master," I said, "why give us a chance to go home. Can't we stay here like this? Then you don't have to trust us at all. Keep me chained in the stable. Just come and love me whenever you can."

"Me too," said Val, "don't give us a chance and we are helpless. Keep us and love us , Master."

"OK, girls, I don't think I can get any more assurance by asking you. I'll have to think about this. John, your turn."

John looked at Julie. "Julie, you told me you want to remain with me as my slave. Are you sure? Even if the alternative is to go home and be free?"

"Master, I don't want to go home. I don't want to be free. I want you to keep me and love me. I used to be free. I was free to work for my keep. I was free to watch meaningless shows. I was free to do many things, but nothing I ever did brought me close to the joy and pleasure I've felt at your hands. I don't want 'freedom.' I want you to control and dominate me. This is the best life I have ever had."

John turned to Bill and said. "We're not getting anywhere with just asking them. They might even believe what they're telling us. Its not what we expected, but who knows."

"Do you have any better suggestion?"

"In vino, veritas."

"Easy to try. separate rooms?"

"Yes, we have to."

They stood us up, locked our hands behind, put the chains back on our collars and led us away. They put each of us in a separate room and locked us to heavy furniture or a plumbing fixture.

"So, Bill what do you have in the way of spirits?"

"Lots. Let's go see."

Bill came into my room and brought a tumbler with a yellowish liquid. He held it to my lips and said, "Drink this. Its an alcoholic beverage. Its pretty strong. What I want is for you to get drunk then I'm going to ask you again what you want. Its a simple way to see if you're being entirely truthful with us."

"Yes, Master. I need to warn you that I can't hold my drink. I;ll be drunk long before I finish this."

"That's OK. I want you to get drunk just this one time. I won't let you have any more alcohol. I promise."

"All right, Master. Just this once." I took a big drink. Yummy. I drank more, and more and it got better each time. I drank the whole thing down. I felt giddy and started to fall over sideways. Master caught me and I said, "I..I..I'mmm surry mashter. I tink I'mmm drunk. I feeelll ffuunnnyy."

"It's OK Amber. Do you want to go home and be a model now?"

"NNooo mashter. I dunt ever want to leeaavve u."

"Amber, can I take the chain off your feet?"

"NNooo, mashter. I likkee iitt. It tellls mmee whhoo I ammm. Immm a slaave girl. I likke mmyy cha..cha..chain. Pleese don't takke iitt offf mmee., mashter." I was sobbing. I didn't want him to talk like that. I wanted him to whip me and love me and keep me forever. I wanted my collar and my chains I wanted him to keep me. Please, Master, my master.

"OK Amber. I won't take it.

...

"John, it was a good idea. All the girls are smashed and all of them say the same thing. Sober or drunk. They want to be our slaves. OK. We have all the time we want. Let's stay here for a couple of months and see how they do as domestic slaves. We can still have all the sex we want with them.    But we need to see what they are like if we make them wash our clothes, cook for us and act like submissive wives." Go take care of your drunk slaves."

...

My head hurt and Val looked greenish. I was hung over. I struggled to remember what happened. I was in bed and I could see Val's face. My hands wouldn't move. Val had a big silver piece of jewelry on her neck. It looked familiar. I struggled upright and saw myself in a mirror. My hair was a fright. I was wearing the same heavy piece of jewelry on my neck. There was a heavy chain running from my neck out of sight. I turned my head and saw the chain was padlocked to a big wooden chair leg. Shit. Then I remembered. We were slave girls. We had been kidnapped months ago and made to walk for days across endless bush. Chained to each other. Then I remembered my orgasms. And Bill. And why we were drunk. Shit again. What had I said? I called out, " Master?

Master Bill came into the room.

"How do you feel, Amber?"

"My head hurts, Master. Can I have some aspirin?

"Here."

He held out his hand. I took three aspirin from it and he held out a glass of water.

"Are you satisfied with me, Master?"

"Yes. Both you and Valerie seem to really want to stay slaves. It must be a girl thing."

"Yes, Master. I think it is very much a girl thing. It helps that both Val and I are natural submissives. Maybe me just a little more, but her too, definitely."

"Valerie looks like she might be sick. I'll get her something to settle her stomach. Don't wake her yet."

"Yes, Master." I smiled at his retreating back. He took good care of us. I loved him so.

He returned with a bubbling glass.

"Alka seltzer." He unlocked Val from the chain and kissed her on the mouth. She stirred. "Val, beloved. Wake up. Amber is here with you."

Val opened her eyes. "I nee to go to the bathroom."

"Here, taske this. It will help your stomach. The bath's through that door. Go."

"Yes, Master." She took the glass and fled into the bath.

There were retching sounds then a flush and a few minutes later, a shaken Val came back and lay on the bed. "My head hurts. May I have some aspirin, kind Master?"

"Here." He handed her three white pills.

After she swallowed them, he unlocked me from the chain and lifted us to our feet. "Let's join the others." He ushered us into the living room. Everyone else was there. Julie and Nylla kneeling on the floor facing the dining table. John and Sam and Karam sitting at the table and Aliya cooking at the stove. Master took us over to the girls and had us kneel beside them. All our hands were free. He sat at the table and all the men looked at us. Aliya ignored us.

Bill said, in a matter of fact voice, "Girls, we are agreed that you are sincere. Sorry about the alcohol, but we needed to be sure you weren't just playing us. We will keep you as long as you want to stay with us. We will keep you in bondage and you will have almost no freedom. You will make no decisions. We may ask your opinion on some things, but you will obey us and follow our decisions. You may leave anytime you want. We will require you to sign documents in front of impartial witnesses.  You must swear that you freely agree to these terms. Do you agree to this now?"

I spoke as part of our chorus, "Yes, Master."

"Good. Now to nomenclature. The word 'slave' is ugly. And its not accurate. One of the definitions is a person forced to work for another against his will. That's not accurate here. You are not here against your will. Another meaning is a person owned by another and having no freedom of action or right to property. Partly true. We can't legally own you but you have no freedom of action. A third meaning is a person under the domination of another. Now that is true. Many words have been used in the past to describe people that are subjugated. I want to find a more suitable term for you. One all of us can use to describe your relationship to us.."

He handed a piece of paper to each of the girls. I looked at it and it was a list of terms, and their definitions, used for slaves over the ages. I knew some of them, most were new to me.

Talk it over among yourselves. See if you can agree on what you want us to call you and tell other people what you are. Stand up and go into my bedroom and try to decide."

We went into the room and knelt on the floor in a circle. I read some of the names from the page out loud, " helot, serf,..." When I finished, I asked, "does anyone have any other candidates?"

Everyone shook their heads no.

"I don't like any of these, myself. Helot might be better because few people will know the meaning of the word.

The discussion started. We talked for a long time, trying out words and dissecting their meanings. We rejected everything on the page and a few more. In the end, the real question came out. For each of us the real question was, 'What do I want Master Bill to call me.'

Val gave the answer we all adopted, instantly. This raised the question of what we wanted to call our masters? We all agreed on this too. We went back into the living room and knelt where we were before.

Bill asked, "Well, did you agree on a term?"

I spoke for the group. "Masters, if you agree, we would like to be called your 'women.' As in 'This is my woman.' We agree that women should belong to their men.  If you tell another person that I am your woman, they will know I belong to you and obey you. The term is unambiguous and defines our respective roles perfectly. It has the added benefit that this is exactly how we think of ourselves. We belong to you. Our slavery is the prototype  of how women have related to men for all but the last hundred years of our history. and we like it just fine. We don't need these chains to know we want to obey you. But we do agree they make us erotic."

Bill looked at Sam and John, taking a quick vote. "Good choice. We will call you our 'women' when we describe you to others. Now, its time to earn your keep. Go with Aliya and she will assign you some chores."'

We followed Aliya outside into the courtyard. Val took Val's hand and led her to a building against the far wall. She looked at Val's collar and read her name. Val was given a shovel and Aliya spoke for the first time in halting English. "Valerie, clean stalls. Put in garden." She pointed at a wheelbarrow and then at a garden plot.

Val went in the building. Aliya put me to work cleaning and polishing the donkey tack. I didn't see what Julie and Nylla got. When I was done I went to talk to Val. She had manure up her legs. My hands and arms were dark from the polish. She finished up and we went to the house to find Aliya.

We were told to go wash up. Then Julie and Nylla appeared in the bath. Both had dirt amply spread on their sweating bodies. Turns out they worked on turning the dirt for a new garden area. We cleaned each other's hard to reach areas with a lot of giggling and fondling.

Aliya wrapped each of us in several yards of coarse, black material. The traditional dress of area women, a chador, I think. Everything but our eyes were covered. We looked like figures from Star Wars. Then she pinned several layers of gauzy material over our faces so only our eyes were visible. She looked at us and shook her head then added more material over our faces. Apparently she could still see our shiny nose rings. She said, "Come," and ushered us into the living room. The men looked at us and whistled. Bill said, "great disguises. All your jewelry is concealed. Walk around the room, girls."

We circulated. The clatter of our ankle chains was loud in my ears.

"OK. Stop. Your chains are audible, but I think they won't be noticed in a busy street or market. Now, we're going to take you grocery shopping. You'll get to walk on the street and have other people all around you. We'll be with you. Karam, should we fasten their hands or not?

"Mr. Bill, Faithful women do not allow their hands to be seen by strange men. It would not be noticed if their hands were not seen. If they were my women, I would like to have their hands locked away to keep them out of trouble."

Bill looked at us. I said, "Master, may I speak?"

"OK."

"Master, we are all used to having our hands locked behind us. I wouldn't know what to do with my hands in a strange town. I would like to have my hands locked out of trouble as Master Karam suggested. I would like it even better if I were on your leash. I am more worried about becoming separated from you in a crowd than being discovered."

"That won't be a problem. If you feel lost or separated, just stop where you are and I will find you. Aliya, open up their dresses enough for us to lock their hands behind them.  Then find something, maybe a ribbon to put on their heads to make them identifiable in a crowd.."

Aliya got busy and soon we had our hands safely locked behind us.  A red streamer hung from the backs of our head coverings. We were herded outside and into a tiny dark window van. There were seats for nine people but the men were squished in the tiny seats. Karam drove and Aliya sat in the back with the WOMEN.

I was excited. This would be only my second visit to a foreign city and last time I was kidnapped. I wasn't worried that would happen now with the men escorting us. We stopped on a busy street and the men helped us out of the van. It was hot and dry, just like on our march. There were hundreds of people, men and women swirling around us on the street. Karam and Aliya led the way followed by us girls and trailed by the three men. We wandered around the market. Aliya chose fruits and vegetable and Karam carried it all in a pair of cloth bags. I followed them and looked at all the produce and live animals and people.

Most of the women were dressed like us. I tried to walk slowly and minimize the clatter of my ankle chain. I needn't have worried. The market was a mass of color and noise. We left after an hour. Karam's bags were full. We returned home without problem. Aliya stripped the cloth off us. I was glad to get rid of the chador. It was confining and hot. It was worse than my chains, pushing in on every point of contact like a coat of armor. When the fresh air hit my body I decided right there that I would rather be exhibited to the world in my chains. I hated the chador. I told Val and the others and they agreed. Better to be a visible slave girl, oops, WOMAN.   I was proud to be the property of my man.   I had roasted in the uncomfortable cloak of Muslim propriety. I needed another bath and asked. Aliya had a different idea. She locked us back in coffle, took us outs1de and hosed us off. Then she fastened our coffle chain to the back wall of the wall so we were in sunshine to dry.

She brought a chair over and sat close to us. After a while of us looking helpless and chained to a wall, but oh, so, respectful, she said, "You like chains?"

I looked at my fellow WOMEN and said, "Mostly, yes, Mistress. We belong to the men. They like to see us helpless and naked. They think we look erotic. We like them to see us as erotic."

"What is 'erotic?' I do not know this word."

"Mistress, it means they want to have sex with us. We like that a lot."

"Does not bother you being naked and helpless?"

"At first, Mistress. But not now. We are used to it and like obeying them. We are slaves and like it."

"You want escape?"

"No, Mistress. We like it with the men. It is much, much, better than without them. The chains don't matter. We will obey them anyway."

"Why?"

"We love them. We like them taking care of us. Really, we like the sex. None of us ever, ever, got so much pleasure without the chains. Bondage makes us horny, aroused. We come many, many times when we wear them."

"I wouldn't like them."

"Maybe, Mistress. But we were taken with a large group of girls and all of them like it. Have you ever been tied up and spanked?"

"No. Never. Karam not that kind of man. Good husband, but not much sex."

"Mistress, maybe you should try it. Our men have lots of restraints. You could try it while they are here. If you don't like it, They will release you. This is something a girl must want."

Julie spoke up, "Mistress, sex is the key to our feelings. Tonight the men will have a lot of sex with us. They will make us come until we can't stand any more. Why don't you and Karam watch and then decide if you want to try it. We love it a lot, but you have to be willing to try something new."

Aliya looked thoughtful and frightened. She should be but at least she was thinking about it.

We were dry so she took us back into the house. The men were sitting at the table while Karam was putting the food away in the kitchen. We knelt at Bill's hand motion.

Sam asked, "How did you like your excursion?" Nylla responded first, "It was great, Master, but I didn't like wearing that mile of fabric. It was hot and uncomfortable."

"Would it have been more comfortable with your hands free?"

"No, Master. That wasn't the problem. We would rather just walk around like this in a coffle. Can't we do that here? We passed several people on the trail who didn't look twice at us."

John said, "The problem here is all the westerners in town. Slavery is officially illegal here. The government did it to enable them to get foreign aid. To the locals slavery is a fiscal necessity and they keep many slave girls in private or out of town. If a westerner saw you there would be hell to pay and they'd practically have to arrest us.

Julie said, "So, Masters, if you could find a place where only locals are, we could go as we are? We would all be OK with that. We don't mind other people knowing what we are, if you are with us. We like being helpless if you control and protect us."

Bill said, "OK. Aliya, find something useful for these women to do."

Aliya picked up the coffle chain and said, "Come on. She led us into Bill's bedroom and took the coffle chain off us. She unlocked our wrists and set us to cleaning the house.


Chapter 8  :  Sex Slave

Nylla and I peel and cut up vegetables up for the evening meal. Aliya showed us all how to cook the meal. Lots of rice and vegetables and a yogurt drink. It was different but good. I noticed Bill took seconds.

After dinner the men played cards. Aliya showed us how to knit. Val was much better than the rest of us, but we all learned something. When we were ready to retire, Aliya spoke to Karam. "Husband, I would like for us to watch the men play with their girls."

Karam looked at her and asked, "Aliya, why? I understand they enjoy robust sex with their girls.    Their privacy deserves our respect."

Bill spoke up, "Karam, I think it would be good for you and Aliya to watch us. I would be honored to show you how we play with our women. Aliya and you may learn something from us. Our women and we are very happy."

Sam and John agreed they would like Karam and Aliya to watch. No one asked us WOMEN, but that was as it should be.

Soon all four of u s were soon standing in a line across the living room with our hands over our heads, pulled tight to a beam.

Each of the men held a leather belt in their hands. Aliya and Karam sat at the table and watched the scene avidly. Bill and John explained to them that we had been trained for months.  And our reactions were somewhat changed by the experience. We were started out with a little pain.   Over time we came to experience pleasure from spankings and whippings. They were going to start us out with the belts and told them to pay close attention to our reactions.

They walked around behind us and the first blow smacked into my ass. I gasped. The pain was not bad. It was more diffuse than a whip or cane, but more limited than a spanking. I liked it. The second time the strap hit me, my belly started its familiar flip flops. I was a little self conscious of Aliya and Karam watching us. By the third one, I didn't care I was being watched. I was hot and horny. I was moaning and gasping. My ankle chain was clattering and jangling as I kicked helplessly. On the fourth blow I screamed with my climax. My legs went limp as my belly spasmed and bucked. Bill let me hang and turned to Val. I heard the strap exciting her.   I opened my eyes to see Aliya had come around the table and was staring into my face from inches away. She felt my pussy and I gasped. She lifted her hand to show me my juices. She sniffed it and licked her fingers. She smiled and moved in front of Val. I could see hope in her eyes.

I watched her move to stand in front to each of the hanging girls. She felt all our pussies and licked her fingers after each feel. Her smile was broad and she kissed Nylla at the end. Bill , I hope, stood behind me and grabbed both my breasts and fondled me. i tilted my head back and he e breathed into my ear. I nearly came again, it felt so sexy. I was hot and getting hotter as he squeezed and fondled me. If he kept it up I was going to burst. He kept squeezing and rubbing. When he flicked my nipple with his finger, I came, furiously, kicking and squealing. Finally I slumped again and he turned to Val. Soon I heard her start to moan and gasp. She came with the same chiming of her chains I had made. She didn't scream but her moans got louder.

Finally, Bill walked around in front of me and kissed me. I kissed back as hard as I could. I opened my eyes and saw Aliya staring at us from the table. She was smiling crookedly. Bill lifted me up and sat me down, his cock sliding into me. Then he started pumping me up and down. I came and came again and a third time, screaming like a banshee each time. He came in me which was what caused my third orgasm. The hot sperm flooding me was so good. My body was in heavenly bliss and I just hung from my wrists when he let me down.

The men let us hang there and marinate in their sperm for a long time. When they finally let us down, they locked our hands to the back of our collars and made us kneel in a line below the beam. They all went to sit at the table with Aliya and Karam.

Karam said, "I was fascinated by your use of the straps. It seemed that they liked it."

John replied, "Yes, almost as much as we did. It is sexually exciting for us to whip them as it is for them to be whipped. One of the first things a girl is taught is that pleasure and pain are the same."

"How long does it take for a woman to be sexually excited by pain?"

"These all learned by the second whipping. It is important to go slow and touch her intimately between strokes for her to climax."

"Karam," said Aliya, "my husband, would you teach me to orgasm like these girls?"

"It would be my pleasure, my love. Bill, would you teach me?"

"Of course, old friend. Aliya, will you remove your clothing please."

Bill lowered me from the beam while Aliya threw off her clothes. Bill produced a pair of handcuffs and clamped them on her wrists. "Amber, kneel by Nylla."

"Yes, Master. I wanted to watch this. I knew what I had gone through, but Aliya had watched us be aroused.

Bill handed the rope to Karam who pulled Aliya's wrists up until her heels were off the ground. Aliya had a good figure, maybe not as lean as we who had trekked across Africa. But slim and with a good hourglass figure.  But she surprised me and, I'm sure, all her visitors.  She had gold rings in her nipples and labia lips.  From her erstwhile dour expression, I would never have guessed at her erotic piercings.  I envied her.  They made her instantly exotic and erotic.  I stared at them with an open mouth.  It was such a shame to conceal that figure under a chador.

My Master said to me, "Close your mouth, Amber,"

Bill turned to Karam and said, "now she's helpless and feeling it. Feel her body. Talk to her. Kiss her."

Karam ran his hands over her breasts and down her belly and around her ass. She smiled and gasped. I don't think she had felt a man on many of those curves in quite a while. He sucked and nibbled her nipples until they were erect and red. She moaned quite a bit. He whispered something in her ear and she blushed all over. His hand dropped to rub her pussy and she squirmed delightfully under his touch. She gasped as his fingers slid into her hidden compartment. She said, "No. No." All of us watching knew she really meant 'don't stop.' His busy fingers continued their exploration. His mouth found hers and her exclamations were lost. He pulled back from her mouth and she gasped, "do it, husband, do it."

He stepped behind her and raised the strap. SMACK on her ass and she screamed. He rained ten blows on her ass, long seconds apart. When he stopped, she was crying and gasping.

He felt her pussy and hit her twice more. He felt her again and left his fingers in her for many seconds, rubbing her up and down.

"Hit me more, master," she gasped, "more." I noted her use of the word 'master' rather than 'husband.' I guess he was just promoted.

Four more hard strokes and she came with a scream of pleasure and wild thrashing of her legs. I saw the rivulets of her love juices on her thighs. When her frantic contortions subsided, he rubbed her pussy some more. Her moans grew louder and closer together. She came again, at least as hard ad before.

Karam waited for her to subside again then he started in with his strap. Four more blows and she came again. He continued with the strap and she came yet again. She had now had four orgasms in the space of ten minutes. I bet she hadn't had an orgasm in the past ten years, the way she acted. Karam put down the strap and went to her front. He looked at her and said, "sweaty."

"Yes, master. Honest sweat I cherish. Please make love to me."

They kissed for a long time.   Then he emulated the other men and gave her a standing ride on his cock and forced two more orgasms out of her. The last one forced out of her by his orgasm. He left her on his cock and kissed her again. She was crying, sobbing, really. When they broke for air, she said, "Thank you my Master. I love you so. Thank you."

He let her down and changed her cuffs so her hands were behind her. She followed him to their bedroom. The men let the rest of the us down and we knelt, waiting to be taken to their beds. Sam said to Bill, "bet Karam will want to know where he can get a collar and some cuffs for Aliya in the morning."

"That's a sucker bet. Will you give odds?"

"Any you want Bill. I know a sure thing when I see it." The men led us off to bed. Val and I didn't get to sleep for a couple of hours.

In the morning, Bill got us up long after daybreak. I was happy. I hadn't gotten asleep until midnight.

"You and Val cook breakfast. Karam and Aliya went to town early."

"Yes. Master." Bet I knew why, but I didn't say anything, just got to work.

Sure enough, while we were cleaning the house, I heard the gate open and the van drove back into the courtyard. All the girls gathered by the window to see what we could see. The men went outside. Karam got out and came around to the passenger side. He opened the door and helped Aliya out. She was wearing her chador and completely covered. Karam, beaming to the men, unwrapped his wife. She was naked under the chador. She had been collared and chained just like us. Her collar and cuffs looked about the same size as ours. Her new nose ring, made a spectacular ensemble with her previous erotic piercings. Her hands were locked together behind her and she looked shyly at the men. For their part the men smiled and applauded. They congratulated both Karam and Aliya for her fine jewelry.

When they came inside we all crowded around Aliya and told her how happy we were for her. It was so gratifying to know that we had helped another unhappy woman.  She threw off the bonds of society for the happy bonds of love and sexual freedom. We asked the men for permission to teach Aliya proper respect and behavior for the woman of man. They agreed and we hustled her into her bedroom. We taught her how to kneel properly and the other slave, oops, WOMANLY positions. Then we made love to her. All of us licked and sucked her pussy to orgasm and we made her do the same for us. Then we all bathed , applied perfume and lipstick and went back to the men.

"Aliya, I see you have rings in your nipples and labia. Did Karam just get carried away when you got your nose ring?"

"Oh, no, Amber, I already had those. Karam wanted them so I got them when we married. Our sex life slowly died over the past few years. You girls and the men's whips renewed us. The chains I wear are not permanent like yours. Karam has keys and could unlock me when he wants."

Well. I was shocked. They seemed so uptight when we met them. I made sure we explained how a sl..., WOMAN pledged her obedience to her master.   Then we went back into the living room.

Aliya went to Karam and made obeisance to him and swore her permanent fealty and obedience. Then he let her service him. It was beautiful and touching. More meaningful than that old English wedding ceremony by far.

Aliya was a new woman without her clothes. She was energetic and bubbly. She giggled with dimples at almost everything.  She bustled around like a maitre-de on speed.  All the girls made dinner and served the men. They all thought it was great fun to have us eat from bowls on the floor with our hands cuffed behind us. Honestly, it was fun. I loved being subjugated by my man. Even sharing him with sis was fun. We could outlast him in sex but his arm could keep the whipping up far longer than we could come.

After we cleaned up the dinner. Aliya said to Karam, "Master, could we go to the Khafla tonight?"

Everyone looked at Karam.

Karam looked thoughtful and said, "That's a party place that Aliya and I used to go to. Its not far away and all the girls can go as slaves. Its common there. No westerners ever are allowed close to it. I'll have to make a call first and see if its open tonight."

He went into the kitchen and made a call. He came back in a few minutes. "We're in luck. They don't open every night but they are today. The owner is a cousin and we won't have any trouble. The women will have to cover up until we get inside."

The men thought it was a great idea and sent us off to get made up. We pumped Aliya for information on the place and what to expect. All she would say is, "You'll be right at home there."

We all piled into the van. We were naked under the chadors and our coffle chains were in a bag Sam carried. Bill had put all our leashes in his pocket at Karam's advice. I guessed naked girls in bondage was the norm around here when westerners were absent. We didn't drive far before we all got out. It looked like a warehouse. No windows and one small door in the wall facing the street. Karam knocked and a grill opened. A voice said, welcome Karam. Its been a while. The grill closed and the door opened. We went inside. It was a dimly lit anteroom. Bill paid some money for our entrance.  The men took off our chadors and hung them in the cloakroom. They put the leashes on our nose rings and led us into the next room. It was a bar and dance floor and stage setup.

A belly dancer was on stage doing an energetic number to Eastern music, heavy on the drums. As my eyes grew accustomed to the dim light off stage, I saw many small tables.   Men sat at them, smoking and drinking. Every man had a woman in attendance. Some wore silky, diaphanous clothing that reminded me of the slave auction. Most appeared to be naked. One table had two women dressed in business attire, kneeling beside their men. They had collars locked on their necks and the men held the leashes. All the women I saw had their hands cuffed or manacled behind their backs, like us. This was the Arab version of a bondage or BDSM club. Aliya was right. We fit right in. The waitress was a pretty Caucasian woman.   A striking redhead wearing only stiletto heels and a tiny apron. The men ordered beers and soft drinks for us. When they came, the soft drinks had straws in them since we couldn't use our hands to drink. After the dancer finished, two men wheeled a circular frame mounted on a stand onto the stage.  An announcer came out and told us that Missy had been very bad.   So her owner had agreed to let us witness her punishment.

Missy, a black woman with skin so dark it looked blue was brought out by two men. She wasn't bound and she fought hard, but was no match for the men. Soon she was strapped to the circle. She was spread eagled, her hands and feet bound to the circle, far apart and stretched tight. Then the men rotated the circle so she was head down. She struggled but was unable to free herself. A man with a whip walked on. Without preamble he laid a stripe squarely across her pussy. She screamed in pain. He took his time whipping the inside of both legs. He was an artist. every red stripe he left was one inch from the last. he whipped one leg, then the other going further from her crotch each time. When the thighs were covered, he started in on her ass.   Placing the same evenly spaced stripes on both cheeks. He moved back to her crotch.     Placing repeated stripes on her pussy until it was an even bright red all the way to her navel.

I couldn't imagine the pain she must have been in. When he started she screamed piercingly at each stroke. Then she progressed into a loud moan with gasps at each stripe. She was quiet when he worked on her ass. But she started screeching again when he striped her pussy. When he stopped, she was sobbing quietly. She wasn't released from the frame. The two men came back and wheeled the frame off stage.

When they were gone, Bill turned to Karam and said, how much would a frame like that cost? I shrank in fear until I saw master was smiling. Not funny, Master. I stuck my tongue out at him, but I didn't say anything. He waggled a finger at me and I subsided.

The waitresses were serving drinks between shows.   Master held the drinks out to Val and I so we could suck on the straws.

"How are you enjoying the show Amber?"

"Not so much, Master. I doubt she could pee or walk for a week."

"Take it as a warning. If you do something really bad or harmful, I might have you whipped hard. Not just the love taps you're used to, but real ones like Missy got. HAve you heard of the bastinado?"

"No master."

"They strap your feet to a frame.   The soles of your feet are beaten with a whippy cane until your feet are swollen. A girl usually can't walk for a week and limps for another week. It was developed locally for harems. Although painful it doesn't mar a girl's visual beauty or ability to service a man. Keep that in mind too."

"Yes, Master."

In a while another belly dancer did a show. She was good. I don't think I would be as impressive. My boobs just weren't big enough. She had amazing control of her boobs. She flung her breasts up, down, sideways, and out under the perfect control of the music. There was much applause when she finished.

The announcer came back and announced a beauty contest for the patrons. Our men stood us up and put us in coffle. Aliya was put on the coffle too. The contestants had to be naked and chained, of course. The men who had dressed women got busy and stripped the women. They protested and were ignored. Soon all the girls were lined up. The judges were the waitresses. We all had numbers written on our breasts with magic marker by one of the waitresses.

A slow, happy march played and we all strutted across the stage. The announcer described our obvious attributes as we crossed the stage. Each of us had to stop and face the judges in the middle of the stage. We were encouraged to take a sexy stance before moving on. I remembered my walkway training and gave a good performance. The audience loved the parade. I heard several offers to buy me shouted out. I wasn't impressed. Many girls at the slave auction brought much more than these locals offered for me. The parade was over in fifteen minutes. The judges talked it over. I won first place, Aliya third and one of the formerly well dressed women got second. Master Bill and Master Karam each received a cash prize. The contestants got nothing, of course.

After we got home, there was a lot of sex and whips and chains of course. I lay awake for a few minutes, thinking I had fun at that strange Arab BDSM club. I felt at home. All the girls there were submissive and dominated by their men. It felt so natural, so right. I wanted to have that feeling again. I hated to admit it, but Missy's hard whipping made me so horny I almost orgasmed kneeling beside my master. I fantasized about being her. I pictured myself doing something so bad he might abandon me.  But his love was so strong he couldn't.  So strong he had to punish me significantly.  In public, then keep me, a more abject slave than ever before.

We stayed with Karam and Aliya for more than two months. The men used that time to make sure we were all well trained in household upkeep.  Aliya was chained like us, but she was also over us.  There were no labor saving devices in that house. We washed clothes by hand and washed dishes by hand. The men wanted to keep us busy and exercised.

We spent some tome preparing a new garden for planting outside the walls. We had to wear the chador, but they only made us work in the field when it was cloudy. The men laid out the field and arranged a security system. Sam and Karam went to town and got some long fence posts and a roll of steel cable. When they took us out there were ten posts, in two rows of five, three feet apart. The two rows were parallel and a hundred yards apart. Five cables were laying on the ground, their ends locked around the posts. We immediately knew what the cables were for. The arrangement was similar to Madam Mushad's garden.

I was the first girl in the coffle and knew what to expect. My master took the coffle chain off me and dropped it on the ground. He unlocked the first cable from its post, moved me over on top of the cable. Faced me toward the far post threaded the cable end between my feet and locked it back to the post. Karam handed me a shovel.

Val was put next to me, then Aliya, Julie, and Nylla. We all got shovels. Karam said to Aliya, "Go ahead, woman."

Aliya said, "girls watch me. The first thing is to step to your right. The cable must go in the valley you will make." She dug up the soil under her cable, then in front of her other foot and made a mound in the middle. She said. The mound needs to be firm so pack it down, " She patted it with the shovel, shaping the peak. "When you move forward be careful to lift your foot high so your chain doesn't mess up your work. Work fast because we won't eat until all of us are to the far post and our rows look good. Start."

The work wasn't hard, but I couldn't rush it, either. I destroyed my mound with my ankle chain a couple of times and had to back up and start over. We all finished in mid-afternoon and were taken back to the villa in coffle, of course. The next day we weeded our rows. The following day we planted strawberry plants. We went back and watered and weeded every other day. I was feeling pretty good about my row of tidy plants. They looked healthy and made me feel good.

We returned to the Khafla most weeks. I was comfortable there. The men and women there seemed happy and relaxed with each other and the bondage scene. We became regulars and were invited into more and more scenes. On our fourth visit, the men worked out a deal with the owner. Our group had free admission.  And we were official whipping girls for the establishment. Our men took us to pillars and locked one of our hands to a ring set high on it. We weren't dangling but our hand was locked over our head. The announcer told the audience that our men wanted us to be whipped tonight to heat us up for sex later. Whips were provided to everyone who wanted to help warm us up. It seemed that all the men and half the women wanted to help our men out. The whips provided were small, more like crops with two foot thongs, but they stung like hell. b The patron would tell me what part of me he wanted to whip and I would display it for him. I was careful to turn my face away when my breasts were the target. I detected a pattern. The men mostly wanted my ass. The mature women mostly wanted to stripe my breasts. The younger women wanted my pussy warmed up. Our men kept an eye on us and stopped people who got carried away. I was covered with thin red lines, but had a wonderful time. I came several times each night. Sometimes Bill would whip me and Val when the evening was slow. He was the only one allowed to finger my pussy of kiss my mouth. Several times he let women suck my nipples. One memorable night he let two hot young women eat us to a climax. One girl for me, one for Val. I saw them other times at the club, but they never loved me or whipped me again. Kind of disappointing, but maybe it was a dare or something.

Our seventh visit to the club Master repeated something I hoped was  forgotten. It was the most embarrassing thing I ever did and he was going to make me do it again. He had arranged for us to put on our play again at the Khafla. I begged and pleaded. Mostly I wanted not to be the stepmother forced to be a pet girl. I begged him to let me play the vengeful daughter, but he refused. "Amber, no one would believe you could dominate another. You are the perfect subby and play the pet girl to perfection."

Since we had five girls now in our coffle, some changes were made. The basic story line was the same but now Karam had a role as the father. I was still the stepmother (fuck) and Val was my friend who I met for sex (at least she had to be a subby too).  Aliya was the father's sister who didn't like me anyway. Julie was the vengeful daughter. Nylla was Julie's friend who caught Val and I at our tryst.

On the afternoon of our performance all five of us were put in coffle and driven to the Khafla. The stage was set from the pictures Bill had brought. We were released and started rehearsing. Aliya and Nylla had more need, but since the lines were simple they had no problem. Bill didn't think we needed ringers in the audience this time. It was an Arab BDSM club, after all. After we were ready, the Khafla crew moved the set back off stage. We weren't on until 10 pm. We were all put back in coffle by Karam and stored in a back room with some snacks and water. Of course our hands were locked behind us so all we had for recreation was each other's pussies. We had a fun time, but a pussy just doesn't compare to a cock.

We were put at our pillars for the nightly whip fest and our men arrived to watch over us. The doors opened at seven and we were ready for the crowd. The sounds of the crowd entering was much different than usual. Apparently some advertising had been done. Loud voices, chairs and tables moving. Squeals sometimes from the girls. and the clinking of glasses. God. I needed a drink, but I knew I would only get water.

We were taken off the pillars after nine so we could prepare. Curtain was at 10 pm. we dressed and went over the plan again. The crew set up the stage.

Bill came into our set. "Ready?"

Val said, "Yes. Master. We're ready."

"OK. I'll pass the word. It will take a few minutes to get everyone ready. Expect the curtain to rise at any time."

""Yes, Master." We took our starting positions. Val, Nylla, and Aliya were off stage. Karam, Julie, and I were sitting at the table. "

Then the curtain dropped and I was on.

"Julie dear, you are going to have to work much harder in school. Your grades are simply atrocious..."  I went on for several minutes listing all Valerie's faults.  Then I assigned her work around the house. Karam reiterated Julie needed to work hard both at school and at home. He left for work.

I told Julie I had to go to a fund raiser for the homeless shelter and I would be back by four.  Then I breezed off stage.  

Julie washed the dishes and was starting to sweep when Nylla knocked.  She had seen the stepmother [me] meeting a strange woman at a local hotel and going to a room. Nylla had followed and seen them kissing in the hall before entering a room.  Julie fumed over her adulterous stepmother.  She made up a plan to keep me under control when her father was away.  

I returned home with my friend Valerie and Julie confronted me with time and location and I admitted it.  Nylla and Julie used all the tricks of verbal dominance.  Both were convincing and Val and I was dominated.  Julie said she would tell her father.  Nylla said she would tell the police about our lesbian tryst. I begged and pleaded with her not tell.  I was afraid Karam would divorce me and I would starve.  Julie argued I couldn't be trusted. Nylla waxed eloquent about the treachery of the lesbian Valerie. Julie again said she couldn't trust me. I promised to do anything, forever, if she kept my behavior a secret.  They made Valerie and I promise never to see each other again.  Valerie and I were forced to write confessions and give them to her. Then she told me Valerie and I had to agree to be her pet girls when father was away.  We both tearfully agreed.  Julie said, since father would be away a few more days, it was time to get started.  She made us get down on our hands and knees.  She put a leash on my collar and led me off the stage.  Nylla followed with Valerie.

Music started playing when we left the set. The announcer came on and said not to get up. We'd be right back. We changed as fast as we could.  Julie put on the stepmother clothes as I stripped.  Nylla did the same with Val's clothes. Julie locked a two foot metal bar between my wrists.  I knelt and she put a wide leather strap around my folded legs and put padlocks on them.  A chain was locked between the middle of the metal bar and my ankle chain.  I was forced to stay on my hands and knees and couldn't raise my hands above my head.  The rubber mouth restrainer and clip on puppy ears completed my ensemble.  Val was fixed identical to me. We were led back into the set.  Julie and Nylla made us do puppy tricks.  Roll over. Play dead. Beg. Then we were paraded around the floor to many of the bound women.  I licked some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.  Then she led me to the men in the audience. We gave blow jobs to most of the men present, including our masters.

She led me around in the audience.  The master of ceremonies asked for more female volunteers so I could show off for them. I ate out four women whose wrists were cuffed behind them. Their men help get their clothing, if any, out of the way.

When she was done showing me off, she led me back to the set, had me sit on my haunches and bark.  The audience clapped and laughed. The curtain descended and we were done. My Master removed the extra stuff from me and Val. All the girls were put back in coffle and taken home. He said we were better than ever. I hoped I wouldn't have to do this again. I didn't want to be any woman's sub. I belonged to a man and that was the way it should be!

At the Khafla I got to talk to several women who were into bondage. They told me how much it helped their home life. One woman confided she wore had worn ankle chains under her chador and at home for more than ten years. She was quite proud of them. The anklets were ornately figured. She had started out using a piece of rope she tied on every morning when she was only fifteen. She had read everything on slave girls she could find.  She liked the erotic feelings the restrained ankles gave her. She had confessed to her mother who understood completely. Her mother had helped her find a husband who liked having his wife restrained. After they married he took her to a blacksmith who had fitted her with irons.

She learned to wrap the chain in cloth if she went anywhere it might be quiet, like church or a meeting. At first, still learning her limits, her husband had locked them on her and she wore them continually. After two years, having them off only once to see a doctor, she asked him to make them permanent. He took her back to the smith who riveted them on her permanently. She let me inspect them closely. They were beautiful and had her name inscribed on them.. She told me she had ones for her wrists and a collar at home, but she didn't wear them out very often. I suggested she wear them in the club since the five of us wore similar adornments. She looked dubious but said she might ask her husband. She looked at him as he was whipping Julie.


Chapter 9 : BDSM Club

We left Marrakech on a private jet. Bill, Sam and John wore expensive suits. Val, Julie, Nylla and I wore our now normal attire. Ankle chains, hands locked behind our backs.  Collared and  covered by a chador with a nearly opaque veil. The men had added gags so we had to be quiet. They had also wrapped our ankle chains with cloth so we wouldn't clatter when we walked. The women were seated in back, the men in front. There was a galley but no attendant. Bill opened the door to the flight deck and spoke to the flight crew. We never saw them. Wheels up minutes after we boarded.

After taking off, the men brought us up front. Bill sat Val and I at a table and lowered our head coverings. He removed our gags. Thank goodness. He let us drink from a water bottle.

Refreshed, Val asked, "Master, can you tell us where we are going?"

"L.A."

"Los Angeles, Master? The U.S.? Can we still be your sl.., oops, WOMEN there?" Chains and all?"

"Sure. If that's what you want. As long as its voluntary."

"Won't we be conspicuous walking around Southern California naked and chained?"

"Nah, You'll fit right in. I think it was some California official who said, 'California has a wonderful climate. We grow all sorts of fruits and nuts here.'"

Val and I both laughed. "No, really, Master. What are you going to do with us?"

"Remember your place WOMAN. I will take good care of you. Leave the details to me. The boys and I have a plan to not only let you be seen in public, but to make money from legal female slavery."

It was a long flight, one refueling stop, and we slept quite a while. Val and I also talked to Bill. We tried to gently pry more information out of him, but he was firm. Val said she thought we would look good with nipple and labia rings like Aliya had. I was aghast. "No way. I don't want more rings. I just don't think they would look good." I lied. I thought they were wonderful on Aliya. I knew they would make all us look as erotic as Aliya. Truth be told, I was afraid of needles. I would have fought as hard as I could to avoid my nose ring, but I was hooded and couldn't see it coming. Asked to submit, I would do my best to avoid it. I saw Bill was looking closely at my face.

"That's not the real reason. Tell me."

I hesitated. Val was looking at me with wide eyes. "Amber, I thought you'd like them. I saw the way you stared at Aliya's rings."

"Tell me, Amber," said Bill.

"Master, Val, I'm terrified of needles. I know its silly, but I've always been afraid of them." I was ashamed of my weakness. I felt it again. I was only a girl. I had failed my Master. "Master, would you punish me. I deserve it."

"Not for this, Amber. You get punished when you fail your duty. This is not a failure. However, I like Val's suggestion. If or when I adorn you it will be my decision and you will obey."

"Yes, Master." I felt secure again. As long as it was my Master's decision and order I would comply. I just couldn't make that decision. I wanted him to make the decisions forever. But, 'adorn?' I guess owners adorned their horse and pets. Why not their slaves? I had not though I 'adorned' myself when I modeled someone else's clothes or jewelry. Or even my own simple necklaces and earrings. Wait, why was I concerned about my nipples. I had pierced ears since I was fourteen. That didn't bother me. I suddenly found it strange that in all my months of slavery, my Masters had never once put earrings on me. I knew in the U.S. almost all women wore earrings. I had seen plenty of pictures of women with nose and ear and nipple rings. There was something in all this that bothered me. But what? Was it important or just the musing of a confused sex slave?

At long last the pilot announced we were beginning our descent. The gags and chadors went back on and we were taken to the back and strapped in. We left the plane at a barren airstrip where it was very hot. We boarded a large van waiting for us where the plane landed. It was rolling away before we were all in the van.

No one said anything as Sam drove us across a desert. Luckily the air conditioning in the van worked well. We drove for several hours. The masters left us gagged the whole way. The two lane road changed to a four lane freeway. Houses appeared on the hills we drove through, still sparse. Sam turned off on a barren off ramp and we drove up into some hills for a half hour. The hills were brown and rolling with a few tall trees. We pulled into a driveway, went up a hill, down the other side and pulled into a building. The garage door closed behind us.

We were unloaded and taken into a good sized living room. The men stripped the chador's and gags off us. As I worked my jaw, Bill unlocked Val and my hands.

"Welcome to L.A. girls."

We were put back in coffle and Bill led us to explore the house. It was like a B&B. It was stocked with soap, linens, blankets.  Four bedrooms with attached baths, a fenced yard, and some basic food in the kitchen. There were all the kitchen utensils, silverware and dishes. Bill didn't point them out but every room had a ringbolt on the wall, presumably for securing us. He led us back to the dining room and seated us at table. He locked the coffle chain to a convenient wall ring. He gave us a pad of paper and a pencil. "Make a list of everything needed to stay here for a week."

Val picked up the pencil, moved the pad in front of her, and said, "food first. Ten pounds of Potatoes. What else?"

We all started listing staples and spices. None of us were good cooks before this adventure. A couple of months with Aliya had shown us what we needed to cook for a horde from scratch. Even how to grow some of them. Useful skills for a slave girl, oops, dammit, WOMAN. Who are we kidding. We were submissive slave girls, a subset of women. I was sure many women would not be happy with our roles. But, while we were women, we were also sex slaves and were blossoming into that life.

All the men went downstairs while we worked on our list. We finished and talked while we waited. Patience is useful in a slave girl. We speculated on what the men would do with us. Would they let us go out to shop? Would we have to wear the chador everywhere? Could we wear some other clothing? We all knew there was fetish clothing available. Could we convince them to let us cover our breasts? Would they pierce us and put rings like Aliya's on us? Might they want to mark us as their property? Tattoos or brands? Maybe we could wear shoes again. Surely they would like us in high heels. How could we wear boots with our ankle chain?

The men came back upstairs. Sam stayed with us while the others went shopping. While they were gone, Sam had us clean the house. Floors, walls, rugs, toilets, sinks, everything. All while in coffle. Awkward but doable. Sometimes three of us waited while one cleaned something, like a toilet. There were five baths, so we all got to clean one toilet. Usually we could do something else though. One could do the tub or shower, one the toilet, another the sink and cabinet, and the fourth the walls and floors. Sometimes, anyway. Four feet of chain between two necks and twelve feet for four necks is not a lot of space.

The men were gone a long time. When they returned they carted the groceries and sundries into the kitchen. We were put to cooking dinner while the men went back downstairs. A long chain to my ankle chain anchored us to a kitchen wall. We were still in coffle. I got the feeling we would spend lots of time this way. It was certainly an easy way to control us and give us something useful to do.

There was a lot of hammering and clanking sounds coming up the stairs. We speculated about what they were doing and we decided they were building a place to keep us. A cage or cell or something similar. After eating the men went back to work downstairs. We heard more sounds, grinding, sizzling, clanking, cutting and sanding. We had been left in coffle and allowed to sit at the table, chained to a ring of course. They gave us bottled water, a scrabble set, and a picture puzzle to pass the time while they were too busy to play with us. What I wanted was for someone to whip my hungry , horny ass until I came. Then fuck me silly. I wanted to be fondled and kissed and made helpless while erotic things were done to me. I wasn't ashamed. I was a natural submissive and I wanted to be played with like the sex addict I have become. I could see the same longing, aching desire in the eyes of my coffle mates.

That evening they came back upstairs but wouldn't tell us what they were making. But they did play with us. Bill took Val and I to his bedroom and chained our collars to the ring in the wall above his bed. While he locked us in place I thought, how convenient is this. We're already fitted with meal bands with attachment rings. Why don't men just put these on all the women. It would make life much easier and more direct. When a man wanted to fuck a woman, he could just lock her hands together.   Take her home, fasten her tight , and fuck her as long as he wanted. If he tired of her, sell her to another guy.

"Stand straight. Bend over, knees locked. He whipped our asses and played with our pussies. He was a conductor of orgasm. In minutes both Val and I had come. He whipped us to two more orgasms each. Then he let me service him with my mouth, but not to orgasm. He flipped me onto the bed and fucked me to a couple more. Val still stood bent over, waiting for Bill's attention. Finally he came and sent me into dreamland. When I woke, Val was laying beside me as he fucked her as a master should. She was helpless under him and screaming her pleasure as he reamed her. He came again and left us on the bed to stew in our overheated love juices. He was such a man. He dominated two women and took us to the greatest pleasures either of us had ever known. Yet he was still kind and acted like he respected us, at least for what we were. I was a mink in heat. I wanted to be fucked by a man every hour. I could take it. I was tough. My girl parts were just well broken in and needed to play.

The men finished up mid morning the next day and took us down to see. My, they were busy. But it wasn't a dungeon, or at least not only a dungeon. They had made us an exercise room tailored for slave girls used to a coffle. The basement room was just four concrete walls with a room for mechanicals and a stair going up. Now there was a cell big enough for all four slaves. Rings had been mounted every four feet on the walls. But the biggest surprise was the exercise machine in the center of the room. It was a girl sized horse walker. A steel column fixed to the ceiling and floor with four arms sticking out near the ceiling. Chains hung down from the ends and there was a motor on the floor by its base.

Boys and their toys. I guess that describes us too. They really wanted to try out their product.   So one of us was positioned under the end of each arm and the dangling chain locked to our collar. Bill went to a box mounted on the wall and flipped a switch. The thing started turning and we had to walk in a circle to keep from being pulled off our feet. I tried to pull back, but it was much stronger than me. So I walked around and around. "Master, may I speak?"

"OK, Amber."

"Master, how long do we have to walk?"

"Do you remember your walk in the bush?"

"Yes, Master."

"How often did we stop?"

"Master, I think you stopped to give us water every hour."

"Right. How long do you think we should exercise you?"

I thought and I remembered the most important lesson. "Master, I expect you to exercise us as long as you think we need."

"Good. I'll come water you in an hour." He turned on a radio as he left. I appreciated that kind touch.

We walked for two hours. At one hour Bill came down and stopped the motor. We got water, then the motor started again. This time he sped it up so we walked twice as fast. Still a walk but harder, especially with our ankle chains.

Every morning now we spent two hours walking in circles. Sam kept talking about how he wanted to improve it. Something about strength training.

The men had some sort of project going in town.  They never said what, but Bill and John were gone most days and they conferred with Sam when they got home. Bill was on the phone a lot when he was home. I missed him when he was busy. He spent all his free time with Val and I and we got a lot of use. Certainly more than some suburban housewife. We each got at least five orgasms a night. We were so horny by then, we wanted ten more during the day. I think he was happy we were so horny and needy during the day. Whenever we saw him we literally fawned over him and rubbed up against him like big pussy cats. It was not planned. We were just in heat all day, starved for attention and our pussies sopping wet.

The men were getting excited about whatever they were working on. They spent a lot of time working on official looking documents I glimpsed through an open door. We were never allowed in the room when they were working. Once again, a coffle is a very efficient way to manage four women. We were never allowed to walk about the house without an escort. I guess this would seem like we were prisoners but it didn't feel that way. We had all given all decision making power to our men.  In exchange for them caring for us and the most incredible sex ever imagined. We didn't have to work for a living or stand in lines for official things like licenses. It felt more like a cruise. Our every need was taken care of and we just floated along on the ocean, anticipating our next orgasm. Another wonderful result was that our sisters in slavery became closer than our sisters. We were real friends with no competition. Val and I showed that. We had grown closer together as slaves than we had ever been as sisters.

When the weather was getting cool something happened. We weren't sure what, but our masters were very tense for a whole week. Our orgasms suffered as their minds were elsewhere. We fretted, but we couldn't do anything. They kept us ignorant of anything outside the house and helplessly chained inside. We could only endure and try to serve as well as we could.

Whatever was worrying them went away. They were their old selves again for almost a month. Then, one day we were told we were moving. They wouldn't say anything else. They spent a day in the basement making more mechanical noises. The next day they put us back in the chadors and gagged us. We drove into L.A. We could see the city through the dark windows of the van. We pulled into the first floor of a warehouse. It was a large, large open space with concrete floors and walls. Sam drove us over to an elevator and we were taken out of the van and loaded in the elevator. There were buttons for four floors and we went to number four. The elevator emptied into a lobby or foyer with ugly concrete walls. There was one steel door with a peephole. John opened it and led us through into a sort of house interior without the walls. The floor was as big as the garage space and it was divided by concrete walls into several house sized spaces. The one we walked into had the things you expect in a house: furniture, lamps, closets, etc. But everything was standing in the open or up against the concrete walls. It was like someone took away the interior walls of a house. Strangest space I ever saw.

The men took away the chadors and put us back in coffle. The gags were taken out.

Bill said, "kneel,"

"Yes, Master." We did of course.

"Girls, with help from our employers, we formed a corporation and bought this building. It is new and in good shape. We are going to make it into the L.A. version of Khafla. A bigger, more profitable BDSM club. Your four will work in it and we will hire more help. This building has a lot of space. The bottom floor will be parking. The nightclub on the second floor. The third floor is for a dungeon and play space. This floor is living quarters and for training.

The men had access to a lot of money for the project. It took most of a year to get all the equipment in place for the grand opening. At that, over half of the building was sealed off, unused space. Ready for expansion when needed.

It had a restaurant and bar. There were three stages and a dance floor. I just knew I was going to be the submissive stepmother on all three of those stages and probably more than once. Shit. The club catered to men. Women were allowed in but under strict conditions. Most women stayed away because no woman was allowed to wear clothing in the club. If a woman wanted to come in by herself, her hands were also cuffed behind her. The men discussed these rules with us at some length. I was in favor of them because I didn't think a woman who was not into bondage would come into the club, no matter what. I was surprised how many young women came in under these conditions. Maybe it was like smoking. It showed you were living for today and fuck the future. It was a good place to show off a hot body and maybe find a date who wanted to play. The security was legendary. It was a good place to try out your exhibitionist/ fetish streak in perfect safety. Weapons, cell phones and cameras were checked in the lobby and destroyed if found inside. There was a conspicuous metal detector and two mean looking armed guards to enforce the rules.

The club was an overnight success. Dues were high and the girls were beautiful and eager to please. Sex was free and clean. The club had a doctor and a masseuse, and tattoo artist on staff. They provided free or low cost housing to employees. After a year the demand was so large that they opened a school for slave girls and masters. The club donated to political candidates who supported relaxing outmoded decency standards. The men regularly took a coffle to events like the Folsom street parade and Burning Man. They even funded a documentary on our visit to Burning Man. We stayed a week and they marched the coffle around and through the whole place , twice a day to huge crowds. They let us stop and talk to the crowds and give interviews to news organizations. There were always two messages. Women are happiest when men are in control.  And Bondage improves sex.

The waitresses uniform was high heels, mesh stockings, garter belt.  Plus leg irons, a collar and a big, gold, nose ring. Newly hired waitresses were allowed to use a clip on, costume nose ring. Waitresses were all beautiful exhibitionists. The men put in a lot of security. It was a members only club. Free memberships were offered to all policemen and women. One iron clad rule was that no woman, member or not, was allowed to wear clothes in the club. Many men came alone because the club had a large number of friendly female staff.

The doors had opened several hours ago and the main room was crowded.  We had seats for two hundred customers and most of those were filled.  My master and John were seated at the 'Owners Suite,' overlooking the floor.  His eyes were on me and full of lust.  I was hostess tonight, seating new arrivals and introducing their server.  This was a favorite job for me.  I knew I was an exhibitionist and proud of my body.  The suddenly widening eyes and all too obvious erections when the men first saw me made me all giddy inside.  I always stood very close to the men and put my hand on their arm greet them.  If they were not accompanied by women, I would kiss them, just a brush across their lips.  A promise of things to come. 

If they had women with them I would just touch their hand and greet the woman as long lost friend.  After all they might turn out to be a keeper.  I would hug her and gently lead her to the cloak room.  Lone women I kissed like I did Val.  They went to the cloakroom too. We called it that, but really it was where three hostesses would find out if she really wanted to go in or not. If she agreed to go in, she had to undress and sign a release.  She was allowed to keep her shoes and if she was menstruating, a tiny G-string. If she was unaccompanied, her hands would be cuffed behind her.  A steel collar was locked on her neck that had her claim number for her belongings etched in it.  That way she couldn't lose it.  The only key was in the cloak room.

All the female staff were in coffle attire. Collar, nose ring, bracelets, ankle chain, high heels.  Our bushes were trimmed to heart shapes.  We had thirty girls on the floor now.  Ten more were upstairs in the play area either performing or part of a class.  I was scheduled to be the first act tonight.  Val would take over as hostess since I would be 'tied up' for at least thirty minutes.

At ten pm the announcer directed everyone's attention to the main stage.  I walked on , holding a whip. He introduced me and explained I was a slave girl and belonged to one of the owners.  I stood on stage, alone, and pirouetted for the crowd.  My stomach was doing flip flops and my belly was heating up.  He told the audience that I had been trained to orgasm to the whip and loved it.  I smiled. Tonight a volunteer was needed to help me orgasm on stage under the whip.   He said that if no one stepped up then a staff member would help me. 

Ten men and one woman volunteered.  He invited them up to the stage and gave them each a ticket.  Under his instructions they tore the stub off the ticket and dropped the rest in a basket.  He shook the basket and drew out a ticket.  It was one of the men.  He thanked the other men.  He told the crowd there would be several more shows tonight and encouraged them to take part.  The woman, naked of course, but not a hint of a blush, he asked to stay and make sure I really orgasmed.  She smiled and agreed.

I handed the whip to the lucky winner and he blushed.  A chain with a metal bar was lowered above the stage.  The woman clipped the snaps on the ends of the bar to my cuff rings and the bar was pulled up until I was on tiptoe.  The announcer told the winner I was to be whipped only on my ass and to use the drum roll for timing.

The drummer began slowly and crescendoed and he struck. I gasped and jumped, kicking my feet.  It stung like the blazes, just like every timer.   The second blow was better.  It stung less and heated my belly along with my ass.  I almost came on the third one, but not quite.  I orgasmed loudly on the sixth.  The drummer stopped and the woman was asked to verify my orgasm. 

She walked up to me, real close and kissed me.  Her hand felt inside my pussy and she lifted her glistening hand for the audience to see.   She held her hand to my mouth and said, "Clean me, slave."

This part of the act wasn't scripted, nor did I know the woman.  She was tall and pretty.  She clearly wanted to dominate me and I liked it.  I wanted to be dominated.  I was such a slave.  I licked her fingers and opened my mouth so she could insert her hand.  I sucked and licked my juices. When she was clean, she held out one finger, stuck it back into my pussy then licked it clean herself.  The crowd had been silent, struck dumb by our performance.  When she sucked her own finger, they went wild.  Clapping, shouting, stamping their feet.

The announcer quieted them and told them the show was not over yet.  I had to receive twenty stripes with the whip and had fourteen to go.  The audience calmed down and were silent again.  The drummer began again.

I orgasmed twice more, at numbers thirteen and  nineteen.  The woman gave sterling performances at those orgasms. 

My hands were lowered and she freed them,  She asked me if I could play with her for a little while.  I told her I would like that a lot.  She took my hand and led me up to the play area.

We found an empty room and she locked my hands behind me.

"Kneel slave and service me."

I was still horny as hell. This was a treat for me.  I hadn't eaten a new woman for months.  I started slow with just my tongue licking her pussy.  She stopped me and put a leash on my nose ring.  She made me crawl on my knees to a chair.  She sat in front of me and slouched down so her belly was horizontal.  She pulled my nose into her crotch and put her hand around my leash so her hand was wrapped around my ring.

"Continue, slave."

My god.  I was dripping wet and about to come just from her domination.  I was thoroughly subjugated.  I licked and sucked and she orgasmed before I even touched her clit.  I sucked up all her fragrant juices I could reach.  I missed some because her iron grip held my head motionless. 

"Continue, slave."

I started over and this time made her come by sucking and biting her clit.  Finally she loosened her grip enough so when she ordered, "Kneel."  I could.  She freed my nose and my hands.

She handed me the leash and we talked.  She asked me about my history and was astounded I was an actual slave.  She had thought me a paid performer.  She wanted to learn to orgasm to pain, to turn it into pleasure.

"Its not hard.  Mainly you have to be whipped by a person who cares enough to take it slow at first and tune it to your reactions.  I was glad they never asked my opinion because I would have stopped them before I learned."

"Would you teach me?," she asked.

"One of the things we do here is teach.  I will be happy to start but you will need to be persistent."

"All right.  I want to be like you. Start now, please."

I took her hand and led her over to a pillory.  Put your hands and neck in these cutouts.  Oh, I don't know your name."

"Mallory."

"OK, Mallory. First rule is you always address your trainer as Master, or Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress." She put her neck in the cutout, pulled her auburn hair to the left side of her head and fit her wrists into their spaces.  I lowered the bar and fastened it down.  I put a finger into her pussy. It was still wet. I rubbed gently and she gasped and rolled her hips.  The only part of her she could move now.  I got a whip.

...

After the first year couples started coming to us to train her as a sex slave and him as her master. We called it couples therapy. If they stayed for the full two month course, she left looking like me. Naked and chained and happy with a large nose ring. He left looking thoughtful, holding her leash.

...

The men put a garden on the roof. On the day we opened I was standing there, chained by my neck to Val and she to Julie and Nylla. Bill was behind me with his arm around my chest, holding my breast. He was gently squeezing my nipple and I was so in love. My hands were locked behind me as usual and I was rubbing his cock, hoping to nudge it into life. The men were standing behind their property, holding them tight. I had to share my man with Val, but I didn't mind. I loved her warm fragrance rubbing against my shoulder. I had not been told the name of the club. When we came out on the roof, we saw the large, garish sign proclaiming its name to the sky: The Coffle.

The End
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