
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coffled Future

Alan Horn


Coffled Future

Copyright © 2016 by Alan Horn

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

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

Book and Cover design by Aerophyte

ISBN: 9781521195505

First Edition: October 2016

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1


Chapter 1  : First Date

Chapter 2  : Lunch

Chapter 3  : Mallory's Visit

Chapter 4  : The Coffle

Chapter 5 : Puppy Play

Chapter  6 : His Pet

Chapter   7 : Kidnapped

Chapter  8 : Going Public

Kindle Titles by Alan Horn

Samantha is beautiful and a brilliant financial analyst.  The youngest vice president in her company, she has yet to find a fulfilling lover. She pursues her aloof  boss, Matt Steele only to discover his dominance has taken her submissive heart under control. Samantha and her sister Mallory fall under his spell and become his slaves. Pampered and chained they become his willing pets. Seduced by multiple forced orgasms and fantastic bondage sex they revel in the erotic pleasures of humiliation and obedience. They long to be able to come out of the closet and show their sisters the joys and exhilaration society is denying them. To fight for acceptance they convince their masters to let them take their coffle out in the light of day.  Will they overcome the conservative forces determined to control propriety?  Will their bold public walk backfire? Will they be allowed to give their lives to their masters?


Chapter 1  : First Date

Coffle: noun  cof·fle \'ko-fel, ˈkä-\ a train of slaves fastened together.

Surveys show:

	61% of men in Southern California are dominant, 

	69% of women in Southern California are submissive 



____________________________________________________________

I have a large bathroom.  I chose the condo because of it. I was sitting at my makeup table and Mallory, my sister, was brushing my hair.  I'm proud of my hair. I had thick hair with lots of body.  It was strawberry blond and reached my waist.  I usually wore it up at work so I looked more professional.  I could feel the scowl etching frown lines on my face. 

"Spill it, sis. What is it this time?"

Mallory always knew when I got upset. Comes with sharing everything, boys, cars, parents, rooms. "Just my fucking boss. And all his cronies. No matter how good I am, I never get to take part in anything important!"

"Samantha Ann Miller, you've worked there for two years, You're one of the highest paid women I know. You're a fucking vice president and you're only 28. Everyone we know envies you. But you're always stressed out and complaining about your job. Maybe you need to find a different job."

I sighed. Mallory knew me and was always right. I felt stressed, but it wasn't the work. I was good at picking winners. I was a rainmaker and always got promotions and high reviews. "I know, and I'm sorry for whining. Its just .. I feel like I'm left out of important decisions. Like they keep me around and pay me so I'll stay in the salt mines and dig money for them."

"Is it just your boss who ignores your opinion or are there others?"

"Matt Steele is the big boss. He's my boss and its like he can't stand to talk to me. He send me emails ten, twenty times a day. I see the other VPs going in and out of his office all the time, but he never talks to me face to face. I always find out about his decisions via email or a note in the interoffice mail. Why won't he talk to me?" Was he gay? Oh my God. He can't be.

"Well, is he ashamed of his appearance? Bad teeth or something?"

"No, he's perfect. You'd have him in bed in five minutes. He's about our age and looks like he works out every day. I once saw him without his coat and his muscles strained his shirt sleeves. He's built like brick outhouse. And he's tall and had all his hair. He's perfect.

"Do you think he's gay?"

"I don't think so. I can usually tell and he seems straight to me."

"So, the its all becoming clear. You want him and he's avoiding you. Is he married?"

"No. At least the office scuttlebutt is that he once was.   But his wife died in a car accident while he was in Afghanistan."

"He was a soldier?"

"The gossip is that he was a SEAL and he left after his wife died. But that was five years ago."

And he's already the President?"

"Yeah. He's good and he knows how to lead, well, maybe not me, but every man there has great respect for him. He must have impressed our overseas owners too, since they hired him to run the place."

"It sounds like he's avoiding you. Do you look like his wife? Doesn't matter. You need to find a way to break the ice. Maybe you could  run into him at a party or in a bar."

"Maybe. I'll think about it."

"Bullshit. You've been working with him for two fucking years. So, if the fairy godmother appears in front of us right now, what would you ask for? A date? Wedding bells? Do you want a fling? Would you like being his mistress? A kept woman? To grovel at his feet? What?"

Damn. Mallory was good at cutting through my defenses. "You know I don't know. If I knew, I'd have moved before now. Right now I'd be happy if he just acknowledged me."

"OK. Tomorrow morning, first thing. Walk into his office. Sit down in front of him. Wear something feminine, not your normal, 'I'm just one of the guys suits.' And tell him the truth. You like him. You're interested in seeing if they can be more than friends. You want him to have dinner with you. Insist on paying for his dinner. See what happens. At least you'll have a better idea of where you stand. At worst, he'll fire you and with your history you'll be working at a good job the next day."

She's right. What am I afraid of? Rejection? Disinterest? "You're right. I don't have a better idea. OK, I'll do it."

"Call me after. OK?"

"Maybe."

"No, you fucked up bitch. Promise or I'll know you're just blowing me off."

"OK, sis. You win. I'll do it first thing and call you after."

.....

"What happened?"

"I didn't get fired."

"Duh. I knew that. Did you ask him out?"

"Yes."

"Come on, sis. Tell me what happened"

"I marched into his office as soon as I got to work. He said hello and commented on my new look. He was smiling. I did just as you advised, told him I liked him and wanted to see if we had any chemistry, and asked him to dinner. That's all."

"And then?"

"He accepted. We're going out after work. He refused to let me buy. I think that's a good sign."

"Good. Remember, one chaste kiss goodnight and don't let him inside. That's for the third date. What are you wearing?"

"I'm just going in what I wore to work today. Its professional yet feminine."

"Bullshit again. You've hooked him, now you have to land him. Go home early. Put on your black cocktail dress. Do your makeup for a man, not work. Call him and have him pick you up at home."

"Come on, sis, this is a first date."

"Right. And you want him to do it again tomorrow. Follow my instructions. I've dated a lot more than you have. I know what I'm doing. I got you the date, didn't I?"

"Yeah, you did. OK."

"Call me after. No matter what time."

...

I left work an hour early and went home to change. I was like a giddy school girl. I wanted him to like me. I was sure I would like him. I called him on his cell phone. I had had the number ever since I made VP, but this was the first time I called him. I asked him to pick me up at home. He asked me if everything was OK. I wanted to tell him that everything was so perfect, but I didn't. I showered and dabbed perfume in all my girl places. I didn't think I'd let him smell me there, but better prepare. Besides it made me feel more feminine. I put on the tight, black cocktail dress as instructed , my black 'fuck me' heels, and a black choker collar. The night was warm in L.A. so I didn't need a coat.

He arrived on time and I met him at the door. He looked at me in appreciation. I blushed just a little at his frank appraisal. I felt my belly contract. I was warm. I struggled to remain calm and controlled. Shit. I wanted to skip dinner and get into bed right now. I managed to smile.

"Good evening Samantha. You are stunning." He took my hand and kissed it and it felt good. I liked his feel on my skin. His hand felt hard as stone, but his touch was soft with his controlled strength. His hand felt like he could crush stone, but he was so controlled he could pick up eggs with it.

"Thank you, sir?" Why did I say 'sir?' We were on a date and his name was Matthew. I should call him 'Matt' just like I did at work. Too late now. I'll have to watch that later.

He drove an Audi SUV. It was silver with gray leather seats. I luxuriated in the soft fragrant leather. I snuggled my shoulders into the seat.

He looked at me and said, "pull your dress up and sit on the leather. You'll rumple your dress and it looks much too nice on you for that,"

I looked at him in surprise. Maybe he wasn't as straight-laced as I thought. "Yes, sir." Shit, I did it again. He smiled at me and watched as I arched my back and pulled my dress up.

He started the car and drove down my street.

"Samantha, you know I've been avoiding you at work?"

"Yes, but I don't know why."

"I'm sure you know I lost my wife several years ago."

"Ye, I'm sorry for your loss. But, don't you think you should get on with your life?"

"That's not the problem." He pulled a wallet size photo out of his shirt pocket and handed it to me. It was a photo of me. But there was something strange. I had never worn those big loop earrings. Had he retouched this photo?

"Where did you get this?" And why the earrings?

"Look at the back."

I turned it over and saw writing, upside down. I rotated the photo and read, 'Julie, Waikiki.' I looked at him. Oh My God. This was his wife. We could be identical twins. "Is this..."

"Yeah.  Seven years ago in Hawaii. You see why I have avoided you?"

"I didn't know. No one told me." I guess this explains his aloofness. Is this good?

"No one at work knows."

"I'm sorry, but I can't help the way I look. Will this be a problem for you?"

"Not in the way you mean. I'm already halfway in love with you. But I had a special relationship with Julie and I'm afraid I would try and cast you into the same mold. I was .'.demanding... with her and she loved it. I don't know if you would like that and I'm afraid of driving you off. Tonight is a test for me and you. We'll have to see."

Already halfway in love. Will he want me to wear clothes like hers? 'Demanding?' "What do you mean by demanding? Did you hit her?" Has he found out?

"Well, yes, sometimes, but only if she begged me. I respected her  and loved her even more. But she needed direction and wanted me to provide it. She had a wild side that hardly anyone else would understand. I came to love it and we found heights of pleasure neither of us expected. I'm not sure a vanilla relationship will ever be enough for me again."

"Was she kinky?" How unusual is this? Has he investigated me? Has he talked to Ralph? What could he know? No wait. I asked him. He's avoided me for 2 years, He can't know. Let's just play along and see where this goes. It sounds like he was a dom and she his sub.

"Yes and no. Kinky has a twisted connotation to it. Anyone watching us play might have called it kinky. But for her it was just what she liked and she couldn't care what anyone else thought. She was free of self consciousness. She was spontaneous and a bit of an exhibitionist. She was as beautiful as you and didn't mid showing her body to strangers. It was hard for me at first, but I adapted. With her it seemed so natural."

"So, what do you expect from me?"

"Nothing but dinner and conversation. I'm taking you to a quiet French restaurant I know. Good food and quiet."

When seated and the waiter brought menus, he said, "Andre, the lady and I will have the sole. And a spinach salad with the grapefruit vinegar dressing. and bring us a bottle of Chateau Fuisse, 2013 it you have it."

He surprised me by ordering for me. Sole was one of my favorites but why didn't he ask me and where did he get off ordering for me? "Sir, how did you know what I liked?" Shit, sir again. And he's a confident bastard isn't he? Was it a lucky guess? Or did he just take charge to see if I will roll over? He must suspect I will. Can a dominant tell which girls are submissive?

"Samantha, I do my homework."

"Sir, you don't know me well enough to be able to guess what I would like to eat.   I suspect you are testing me to see if I like you to be 'demanding' with me." OK, I give up. He's going to be 'Sir' to me.

"Samantha, would you like me to be 'demanding' with you?"

"I think so, Sir. It feels appropriate."

"That's good, Samantha. I am sure we both will be happy."

The wine came and we tasted it. It was crisp and fruity, not too sweet. He dipped into his coat pocket and handed me something I didn't immediately recognize. I turned it over in my hand. It was a smooth metal cone with a rounded tip and an emerald colored stone in the wide end. The cone tapered in the middle so the thinnest part was only a half inch wide while the wide end was an inch plus. It was heavy and about 2 inches long. "Is this what I think it is?"

"Take a scoop of butter and go to the ladies room. Use the butter to grease it, Insert it and come back. Be careful not to soil your dress." Then he looked at me and smiled.

I was speechless. He did know. My pussy clenched, hard. I wanted him now, more than I had wanted anything before. I shucked the tattered remnants of my dignity. I smiled at him, scooped up some butter and went to the ladies room. I pulled up my dress, took off my black lace thong and smeared butter around and in my asshole. I smeared butter all over the plug. I took a deep breath, inspected my new friend and reached behind me. I put the tip in my hole and felt a rush of warmth in my pussy. This was going to be an interesting relationship. I pushed and wriggled it into me. It felt huge and getting bigger, but I forced myself to relax and it went in in jerks. I felt my muscled contract around its neck as it seated itself in me. I had never worn a butt plug before. I felt full, like he was already in me. My pussy was getting moist. I wiped my hands and pussy and left the stall. There was a woman about my age fixing her lipstick at the mirror. I dropped my thong on the counter while I washed my hands. She looked at my thong, then me, and smiled. "Go get him," she said.

I balled up the wispy thong in my hand, smiled, and replied, "He's mine." I walked back to the table, swaying my hips just a little.  Both for him and because I liked the feeling I got from the plug as I moved. He stood up as I reached the table. After we sat down, me a little slow, but no problem. I held my closed hand out to him. He put his opened hand under mine and I dropped my ball of thong in it. "In exchange," I said.

He looked at my black lace confection and said, "A fair trade, indeed. I will see you get this back tonight. I insist you keep my article and wear it to the office. I'll be sure and check."

I bet you'll try. We'll see. "That would be lovely, Sir."

"Samantha, I've noticed you address me as 'Sir' instead of my name. At this stage of our relationship, I think that is appropriate, please continue."

I aimed my most coquettish smile at him. "Yes, Sir." I always knew I was submissive and now, so did my boss. Well, this might be the real thing. It wasn't bad and I wasn't a worse person for it. I had read studies based on scientific surveys about personalities. They said over 65% of women in Southern California were submissive. But this was in the bedroom. Even a submissive had to deal with the asshole in the other car or in line at the coffee stand. That I liked bondage and a little heat on my rear before sex was normal. Most girls had those sort of fantasies. Dammit, normal.

The food was great and I'm afraid I gobbled it down. When I looked down at the remains of my meal I realized I hadn't said a word. I looked at him and blushed, realizing I was in a hurry. He hadn't finished and he smiled. "Rushed, Samantha? Somewhere to be?"

I wanted him to make love to me. It had been too long and I felt the giddy rush to make love with him. I knew he could see my anguish. "I must have been hungrier than I thought, sir." Hungry all right. I wanted to see his perfect body in my bed.

"Would you like some dessert?"

"Yes, sir, but not here. I think it would be better at my place, don't you?"

"Indeed I do. Waiter, check, please."

We didn't talk on the way home. I put my hand on his as we drove and enjoyed the bubbly full feeling in my loins. He brought a small bag in from the car with him. He said it was a gift for later. We kissed, long and hard on my doorstep.

"I believe a goodnight kiss is the standard practice for a first date, isn't it?"

"Why, yes, sir, I do believe it is. But you are not a standard first date and I insist you come inside. I have something I want to show you."

"I'm always interested in seeing new things. After you."

"Please help yourself to a drink, I said. Its in that cabinet. I'm going to get more comfortable."

"Of course, take your time."

I left him in the living room and hurried to my bedroom. I stripped and put my dress and shoes away. I dabbed on a little perfume, the expensive stuff. I rummaged through a drawer until I found what I wanted. I would save the kinky stuff for later. I put the leather collar on my neck and strapped it snug. I picked up the leash and paddle and carried them back into the living room. Sir turned when I entered. He gave a low whistle as I posed for him.

"You look like the reason the riot started, Samantha."

"Sir," I said as I sashayed toward him, "I'm afraid I've been naughty and lost my clothes. I think you should spank me and put me to bed. Would you help, please?" I held out the leash and leather paddle to him.

He took them with a neutral expression and said, "Tilt your head back and look to your left."

I did and he clipped the leash onto my collar. He pulled me to him with the leash and kissed me. His put arms around me. He took both my wrists in one hand and pulled them tight into my waist. He put his other hand behind my head and held me in place. The kiss ended only when we had to breathe. I felt his erection poking me in the stomach. He picked me up, never releasing my hands, and carried me into my bedroom.

I was proud of my big, mahogany four poster bed. I had always had fantasies about such a bed. Matt was the only man that had ever seen it. He carried me to it and set me on the edge. "Don't move, my pet."

"Yes, sir."  His easy mastery over me was impressive and thrilling.  I hadn't exactly said I was submissive. The grace with which he had assumed his mantle of dominance was breathtaking.

I watched as he inspected my bed and fingered the rings I had installed since I had owned it. "Sturdy. Good workmanship. Do you use ropes or chains, Samantha?"

"Chains, sir. I can't handle ropes by myself. But I've never used them, sir. Just fantasies so far."

"Well, that will change. Where do you keep them?"

"In that cabinet, in back of me. My toy chest."

He opened the double doors and inspected my collection. He selected some wrist and ankle cuffs and several lengths of chain. As he put the cuffs on me, he asked, "Is the room soundproofed?"

"Yes, sir. I had that done after I moved in. Told the workmen I was a light sleeper."

He clipped a length of chain to each of my wrists, pulled me up and clipped the chains to the top corners of the bed. I was facing the bed and my arms pulled up tight. He used two more pieces of chain to pull my legs wide and fasten them to the lower corners of the bed. I was helpless and loved it. My pussy was wet and my stomach fluttering. I felt his fingers stroking my pussy, I moaned and writhed in pleasure.

"So, you've been a bad pet, Samantha?"

"Oh, Yes, Sir. Please punish me." He went to the bath and brought back a towel. He laid it between my feet.

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

"Tell me how it feels, my pet."

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

SWAT. Another on my left cheek. I was on fire. Then his fingers again almost as soon as the blow landed. He rubbed me harder, His fingers probed deeper and stronger into me. There was more than one. Two, no, three fingers wiggling in my love tunnel. He touched my clit and I gasped. It was so fucking strong. He took my clit in his fingers and rubbed it. I couldn't stand it and then I climaxed. I screamed and kicked my feet and struggled. I wanted to collapse and roll up in a ball, but I was in a tight spread eagle. I moaned, "please, master, don't stop."

"Last thing on my mind, love.'

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

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

"N..no, master."

"I'm going to give your bottom a break." He dropped the paddle on the bed in front of me and both hands reached around me and grasped and pussy. Every pinch seemed to cause more love juices to gush into my cunt. I felt the rivulets running down my legs. The towel was a good idea. His body was in full contact with my back. He could feel every spasm, every twitch as his fingers drove me closer to the edge. I came again with a squeal and a gush of fluids into my pussy. I was moaning when he took his hand off my nipple, twisted my head around , and kissed me. It was heart stopping. I had never kissed in the middle of an orgasm. I felt so connected to him. I was helpless and he controlled every part of me. I felt the earth move under me. If I hadn't been in strict bondage, I would have fallen over. My limbs lost all their strength and all I could do was hang there and moan his name, It was "Master."

He released the chains from my limbs and led me into the bath. He had brought his bag with him. "Bend over."

I did and he removed the plug from my butt with an embarrassing 'plop.' "Use the toilet."

"Yes, master. May I have privacy?"

"No. You don't have any privacy from me now. I want to watch."

I blushed, but agreed. "All right, master. "I sat on the toilet.

"Tell me how you feel about me, Samantha."

"I...I feel close to you, master. I feel like this is destiny. I want to be yours. To replace your wife. To give you pleasure. I want to submit to you and obey you at home, when we are alone, just like at work. I want to reciprocate for the great pleasure you have given me. I want to be with you forever."

"Samantha, I feel much the same about you. I want to care for you, be with you, love you. I don't want to go too fast. We have to be careful not to let our passion overwhelm our reason."

"Master, I think we waited too long. My fault, your fault? I don't know. This feels like I am caught in an avalanche of emotion. If we had dated when I first saw you, we might have gone slower. But here we are and I want you with me all the time from now on."

"I want that also. The best way to prevent that is to make sure we have thought things through before acting. Right now I couldn't say that. Our work is important to both of us and a lot of other people depend on us. We have to be at the top of our game. If our relationship hurts our performance, I will have to fire you. We have to keep ourselves focused at work. Tomorrow I will tell Jan, my secretary, that we are dating. The whole office will know by noon. Disclosure is important. I don't want our relationship to be a secret. You'll get some knowing smirks, but that's only because people are envious. Don't let them bother you. You've earned your position already."

"OK. I'm done here."

"Stand up. You're getting a thorough cleaning. Have you had an enema before?"

"No. Does it hurt?"

"No, it just cleans you out inside." He handed me the bag. Here's the equipment and instructions. Use it and come out when you're done. He left the bath.

I read the instructions. Oh well. Its good to be clean, but this would be new. It didn't take long and it actually felt good. The probe was much smaller than the butt plug.

I went back into the bedroom. All I had on were my collar and cuffs. He was still dressed and I felt a pang of fear. Wasn't he staying? I ran to him, jumped up, and put my arms around his neck. "You're still dressed, Master. Have I offended you?"

He wrapped his arms around my waist and held me up. "How was it?"

"Fine, master. Now what?"

"I think its time for me to go. I want you to think hard about where we should go with this thing. You are so sexy I can't think straight now. Let's have lunch tomorrow and see if we can agree on a plan. I want this to be perfect for us."

"Master, Right now, I know what I want. I've never been more certain where I want this to end up. But I guess you're right. We need to see if you share the end goal and how we should get there. Now, before you go I would love to service you?  I'll give you great pleasure, Master. And I want to go to sleep with your taste in my mouth."

He looked me over. "OK."  He opened his fly and pulled out his semi rigid cock.  

I sank to my knees and 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 again and again, trying to keep it all in me. I had read about this, but never practiced it before.   

I considered sucking a man's cock to climax the greatest act of sexual submission a female can make.  He knew I was his woman.  I had volunteered to submit to him and he would look at me harder than any other woman for a long time.  I had branded myself his.  Cold and calculating?  By God yes.  I had risked the stigma of a cock sucker to set myself one notch above the other women.  He would first think of me when going to bed tonight.  I wanted him to fucked me every single day and I was willing to take this 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."

"You are amazing, Samantha. Yesterday we hadn't said a personal thing to each other for two years. All the people at work regard you as aloof, focused, and always professional. This evening has been a revelation. I hope to love you for a long time. Right now, are you sure you want to be my woman?"

"Oh, yes, Master. That's all I've wanted since I first met you. Now, I hope, you want me and we're just working out the details."

"Right. Here's what I want you to do. Tomorrow morning give yourself another enema, wear the butt plug. Come here."

He walked to the bed and removed the chains from the top corners. He took them to my toy chest and put one of them in it. He took out a small padlock and its keys. He wrapped the chain around my waist, twice, and locked it in place. He dropped the keys in my hand. Wear this chain until tomorrow. At lunch, bring these keys with you. If we reach a plan that you like, give me the keys, if not keep them and take it off whenever you want."

I took the keys. I felt tears running down my cheeks. "Master, you might as well take the keys now. I want to be yours. I've already made my decision to be yours. All we need now is for you to accept me and to make a plan that won't disrupt work." I put my arms around his neck and kissed him as hard as I could. I opened my mouth and invited his tongue inside. Our tongues danced the lover's gavotte for a long time.

"Goodnight, my pet"

"Goodnight, my master."

I lay in bed and wondered about the perversity of life. I was well educated. Maybe that was the problem I've always had with vanilla relationships. Ralph was sweet, thoughtful, intelligent and has a great future ahead of him. It was hard for me to turn my mind off. The joy of submission only comes to me when I don't think, but feel. Then the decisions are not mine, but his. If I can't refuse anything and can't even move, all regrets disappear. All I can do is feel. And I know that's all he wants me to do.” 


Chapter 2  : Lunch

"So, how did the date go, sis?"

"Well, Mal, its safe to say it was a strange first date."

"Strange?  How so?  Did you let him kiss you?"

"Oh yes.  We kissed several times."

"You let him in?"

"Back up.  The strangeness started at dinner.  He ordered for me without looking at the menu."

"And you let him do that?

"There wasn't any 'letting.'  He just did it. And when I asked him about it he handed me a heavy metal, jeweled butt plug.  He asked me to take a scoop of butter to the ladies room and put it in."

"And did you?"

"Well, you've got to understand, he has the most hypnotic eyes.  Yeah, I put it in then when I got back to the table I handed him my thong."

"What?  Why?"

"I was giddy with the events and I wanted to shock him a little."

"Did it shock him?"

"Not a bit."

"That is so erotic.  I'm getting turned on just imagining the scene.'

"I did too."

"So, did you do it with him?"

"Well, yes and no.  He gave me five or six orgasms, and I sucked him to orgasm, but he was never inside of me."

"How is that possible?  Six orgasms in one night!"

"Well he used the paddle on me for three then he gave me three more with breast massage."

"Oh, wow.  Can I borrow him tomorrow?"

"No way. He's all mine."

"And he didn't try and get in your pants?"

"Not necessary.  I had lost my pants as soon as we got inside.  He doesn't want to rush.  That's when I blew him."

"Gave him something to look forward too, huh?"

"Well yes, that was the devious part , but I wanted his taste in my mouth.  I'm not going to brush until I can't taste him any more."

"Well, sis, you always did go after what you wanted. When are you seeing him again?"

"Tomorrow.  Lunch.  But Mal, he's just as devious as me.  He locked a chain around my waist, tight.  And he gave me the keys.  He told me to wear it until lunch, then, after we talked, either give him the keys or keep them.  He wants me to be sure I want to be his woman."

"Wow, again.  Sexy and dominating. What will you do? Do you want to submit like this?"

"Mallory, I will wear this chain forever, if I can.  I wanted to hand him the keys right then, but he told me to wait and sleep on it.  I think if I give him the keys tomorrow I will always wear his chain.  And that's what I want.  I don't think I can sleep at all with this lust in my belly.  I've never felt like this before and I want it to continue."

...

I lay awake fingering the chain around my waist. It was tight and strong, like my master's embrace. It was so symbolic. I wanted to be his so much, but I still held the keys. I wanted him to take them and me. What would it be like to be his woman? I wanted him to make the decisions. I wanted just to float in his arms, letting his desires waft me to unimagined heights of passion. I wanted just to float in the instant of his wishes. I would be his love slave forever, if he would take me.

Most girls dream of a strong, take charge man. We worship the thought that such a man would fill out lives with pleasure. But the reality is that few women ever find such a man. Matt might be such a man. Successful, strong, and he wanted me. I had locked my cuffs together and put a chain between my anklets. I often slept this way. I dreamed of being a man's sex slave. Maybe Matt was my man. I fell asleep and dreamed of wearing his chains. I danced before a vast audience.   Wearing diaphanous silks and a long chain joining my collar to his throne. He was my king, my owner, and it was good.

I showered and dressed for work in a daze.  The tight chain around my waist was like a corset.  Compressing and defining me in a way that was different than anything I had ever felt.  After I dressed, I looked in a mirror and saw the chain through the white blouse.  I considered wearing it so he could see it was on me.  Did I care if anyone else saw it?  I had no meetings scheduled so I could just keep my coat buttoned until we were at lunch?  I decided to go ahead.  A new fashion accessory if anyone asked.  I wish the lock was in the back.  Oh, well.  It was too tight to move.

My morning was a waste.  I sat at my desk trying to read financial statements.  My mind just slid over the words and couldn't grasp any meaning from them.  All I could feel was the chain holding me in its obdurate grasp.  Tighter when I sat but never loose enough to forget when I stood.  And the eight inch tail hanging in front of me dangled against my pussy when I moved.  The butt plug moved just a little when I walked and made its presence more prominent when I sat on it.  Every pressure, every movement filled me with lust.  I wish he had just fucked me last night.  I would never feel complete until he filled my empty void.  The louse did it on purpose.  He wants me full of lust.

It worked.  I held the keys in my hand.  So much meaning in two tiny, inexpensive metal pieces.  Was there any chance I would keep them? No matter what we said?  No.  I watched the hands on my antique analog clock.   They were moving, I knew, but oh so slow.  Hours would pass but when I looked, it was only a few minutes.  At last 11:30 came.  I called his private number.  It rang, once, twice, three times before he answered it.  "Hello, Samantha.  Ready for lunch?"

"Yes, m..sir." Too quick, too urgent, and too breathless. Too late to change, too. I had toned my 'master' down to just a 'sir.'  Who knew who might be with him now? 

'OK. Come to my office in ten minutes. We'll leave from here."

"Yes, sir. I'll be there at 11:41. Goodbye." I wonder if he's told Jan yet? Time passed so damned slow. I put away the files I had tried to read and watched the clock some more. At 11:40, I stood up and buttoned my coat. I left my office and walked to his office. I passed a secretary who gave me too big a smile. Yep, she knew. I got to Jan's desk and she also gave me too large a smile. She said, "Go right in. Ms. Miller He's expecting you." She buzzed the door open and I walked in.

Matt walked to me and closed the door. He kissed me with passion and gathered both my hands into one of his behind me. His free hand pilled my head into his. His machismo, take command actions thrilled me. I knew I should protest, but it felt too good. He released me and said, "Its time, let's go. He opened the door for me and said, "the elevator, Samantha."

I turned that direction and saw Jan was holding the elevator for us. We got in and went to the roof. The company helicopter was waiting for us, its rotor spinning slow. He put his arm around my waist and we hurried to the door held open by a man. He handed me in and I scooted over, He followed me and we were airborne. The flight lasted thirty minutes and took us into the San Bernardino mountains. We landed at a wooded estate with a wonderful western view. A man was waiting for us in an over sized golf cart. He took us to the house I had seen. A butler opened the door and greeted Mr. Steele. He led us to a terrace where a table had been set for two.

After he left, I said, "Matt, is this your place? Its huge."

"Yes, my job pays well but this I inherited. My grandfather and father were both successful bankers and grew quite rich. I never caught the gold bug so I joined the military.   I got my current position because I own 80% of our parent company."

"You're the owner?"

"Yep. Dumb luck."

"You're a billionaire."

"Don't know for sure. I'm comfortable."

"Why are you working at all?"

"I like it. I have a dozen financial advisors helping me keep the family empire running smooth. I have good people running the pieces, so I don't usually have to get involved. That's enough about me. Have you thought about what you want?"

"My God, Master. That's all I've thought about since last night. Here's the keys to my lock. I'm yours. Now tell me what that means. please." I tossed the keys on the table in front of him.

"My wife and I had a special relationship. We were both quite pleased with it. You seem to be like to her in everything. Looks, intelligence, and personality. She was a strong female and worked a demanding job. She was a county prosecutor and would stand up to the most bullying judge or lawyer. At home she was my slave. I propose we try and establish similar zones of comfort with you. Your zones of comfort will likely be different than hers. Do you consider yourself an exhibitionist?"

"I don't know. I'm as shy as any other girl about nudity among strangers, so maybe not."

"An exhibitionist is someone who behaves in an extravagant manner to gain attention. Most often this is someone who exposes usually private parts of her body to gain attention. So recall last night and tell me again if you think you are an exhibitionist."

I blushed. "That was different, we were not in public."

"The definition never addresses who sees you, only your purpose."

"Once more, are you an exhibitionist?

"All right, damn it, master, I am an exhibitionist. But only in limited circumstances."

"OK. Would you like to start our relationship at the point my wife and I had worked out. You are independent at work, a submissive other times? You keep your condo for now, but you live here as my sub under my control except when at work. I may impose conditions when you are at work, too."

"Master, I like those conditions, but what if I don't like something?"

"Samantha, you are free to leave anytime you want. Just tell me. If we break up, I will guarantee you have as good or better job than you do now?"

"OK, Master. How do we start?"

"Strip."

It was a great relief to be doing something, even undressing. My tension was high. I had been afraid he would just send me home. I wanted to be his woman more than I had ever wanted anything. I folded my clothes and put them on the chair. I stood there, naked but for the chain around my waist, posed with one hand on my waist and smiled. "How do I look, Master?"

"Marvelous. You will not wear clothes in this place. his will be your standard state unless I tell you otherwise. My wife had the same rules. All the staff liked her nudity and they will enforce yours. What do you think of the chain?"

"It is hard to forget, master. I was aware of it all night and all this morning. It is visible through my blouse and I had to wear a coat to conceal it. I liked its feel, but I think its too noticeable."

"I agree." He pushed a button on a remote sitting on the table.  

A middle aged woman, but trim and athletic, came out of the house and walked up to him. I noticed the crop hanging on her belt. "Yes, sir?"

"Greta, This is Samantha.  She has agreed to be my sub.  She will pick up where Julie was.  Please take her inside and outfit her as Julie would have been.  Take her clothes with you and put them away. When she's ready give her a half hour with Rodrigo then have Marie see what she can do in an hour. We'll have lunch when she's done."

"Yes,  sir."

I didn't want to see the other woman.  I had no clothes on.  I tried to maintain my dignity so I just smiled at her like this was completely normal.  I had a realization of what exhibitionist meant.

She picked up my clothes and took my hand.  I looked at Matt and he just smiled and motioned me to go with her.  She took me inside and down a hall to a room that looked like a tack room in a barn.  There were lots of black and silver shapes hanging on the wall.  I saw several mirrors positioned so one could see her back.  She set my clothes on a table, unlocked the chain from my waist, and took a collection of straps off a hook.  Soon I had a web of black leather straps surrounding me.  A pair encircled my breasts and tightened to make them round and taut.  Others encircled my torso and waist and between my legs.  The one around my waist was broad and thick. It was the tightest of all. A short corset with several thick steel rings around it. I knew some were for my hands. All the closures were silver metal and just clicked together when pressed.  She adjusted some of them but most fit well.  It was tight and form fitting.

Next she put steel cuffs on my wrists.  When these snapped shut,  they were snug and I saw no way to open them.  Each had a small, sturdy ring on the inside of my wrist to lock me up with. The right cuff had a small charm hanging on its ring.  I held it up and looked at it.  It was like a flattened ball and was light.  "What's this, Mistress," I asked.

"Its a call button.  If you are alone and need something, squeeze it.  If you squeeze it three times, it means you are in danger and need help.  Abuse will rate punishment.  But don't hesitate to use it for any benign purpose.  Because you are my submissive, everyone on the estate will see you are well cared for.

I received similar bands on my ankles and neck. I was ready for Matt's chains, in so many ways.  She replaced my flats with three inch, black heels. She locked my hands behind me, fastening them to the belt ring, and snapped a leash on  my collar.  

She led me to what looked like a health spa.  There was a strange man and woman in the room.  I stopped and the leash tugged my neck forward. She handed it to a short, muscular man and said, "Samantha, this is Rodrigo, your masseur. Rodrigo, this is Samantha.  She is Mr. Steele's new sub.  She has the same relationship with him as Julie.  She needs to relax.   You have a half hour."

"OK, I'll be quick."  He seemed unconcerned by my harness and chains. He led me to a massage table and had me first sit, then lay on my back.  He washed his hands and started rubbing lotion into my legs.  His touch was both soothing and exciting.  His hands roamed over my labia and breasts as well as my more public parts.  We talked as he worked.  I learned about his wife and four children.  He learned that I worked for Mr. Steele and was just becoming his sub.  He told me about Julie and how much everyone liked her.  He worked miracles on my body.  It wasn't sexual at all.  He stopped all too soon and had me get up.  I felt so relaxed, not sleepy, but dreamy.  He led me back to the spa room and handed my leash to a young woman waiting for us.

"Marie, this is Samantha, Samantha, Marie."

Marie had a wide smile.  She said, "Pleased to meet you, Samantha.   I'll be doing your nails and makeup."

"Oh, Marie, good to meet you, but I don't usually bother with makeup.  Just do your normal work and I'll be fine."

"No, Miss, You are my job.  I will do your bath, nails, skin, and makeup every day before you leave. I have orders from Mr. Steele."

I stared at her.  I had a maid?  Holy shit. "Thank you, Marie, I didn't know."

"Come with me, Miss." She led me back the way we had come.

It was strange to exchange pleasantries with a clothed stranger while naked and helpless.  She had total power over me but was polite. She took me back to the room with the massage table. She had me sit on the end of the table. She put a pan on the table behind me and put my fingers in a liquid.  She sat behind me on the table and gave me a manicure.  A manicure with my hands locked to my back.  How improbable.  She told me that she had learned to do this with Julie and she preferred it now. She applied fingernail polish and told me to keep my fingers spread until it dried.  She warned me that if the polish smeared, Greta would whip me.  Then she turned me around on the table and gave me a pedicure and painted my toenails. Same warning.

Marie had me stand and spread my knees as wide as my hobble permitted.  She got a pan and shaved my pussy.  I had shaved years ago, but stopped when Ralph said he liked my bush.  A few strokes and I was nude as a baby.  She rubbed some lotion on the shaved area and I started getting aroused.  She smiled and said, "not now Miss."  I'm afraid I blushed crimson.

She sat me in a reclining chair and did my face.   I didn't expect much.  I had tried and even gone to a class on choosing colors.  No harm in hoping.  She finished in a flash then painted a bright red liquid on my nipples and my now naked pussy lips.  It was cold and dried in moments.  She got me up and walked me to a full length mirror.  Amazing.  I looked like a movie star.  My face was perfect.  I couldn't see a trace of makeup save for the eyeliner. My nipples and my slit were a rich red matching my lips.

When the polish was dry, she took me back to Greta who inspected me.  I got the feeling she regretted the polish wasn't smeared.  I wanted to look at my groomed hands but that wouldn't be possible while restrained.  My feet looked better than I had seen them since my prom.

We went back to Matt.

As we approached Matt, I saw some changes.  My chair was now a cushion on the ground.  My place setting was also gone.  Greta positioned me facing Matt with herself by my side.  She handed him my leash.

"Thank you, Greta.  She looks wonderful.  Any problems?"

"She said, "No sir.  She was obedient."

"OK.  She'll need some outer wear later. Thank you."  She walked back into the house.

"Kneel on the cushion, Sam."

I knelt and noticed he had said 'Sam.'  It was the first time he hadn't said my full name.  I smiled at the familiarity. Then I realized how foolish that was.  I was his naked pet, cuffed and leashed, kneeling before him.  What he called me was irrelevant.  I had given myself to him already.

He looked me over, every part, up, down, and into my eyes.

"Sam, do you want to be my slave girl?"

"Yes, Master. I wish that."

He handed me a slip of paper with some words printed on it. "This is the oath my wife agreed to when we entered our relationship. Read it and if you still want this. Swear this oath."

I red it. It was what I wanted. " I opened my mouth and the words flowed out of me with out any help from my mind. "Master, I am Samantha Miller, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"  I crawled forward to kneel between his legs.

I wanted him. I wanted his cock in my cunt. I wanted his cock in my mouth. I wanted him to hold me and love me as I loved him. I filled with joy to have acknowledged my master.

"Not now. Later. Spread your legs wide.  Arch your back.  Thrust your breasts out.  Lift your head high.  Lower your eyes and look at the ground."

I made all these corrections as he said them, feeling like a show dog positioned for the judges.

"Good, Sam.  This is how you will kneel for me.  And when you receive an order, you need to acknowledge it aloud if you can or by nodding your head if gagged. You are a slave girl now and must obey an order from any free man or woman.  Punishment will come if  you fail.  Clear?"

"Yes, Master."

"Greta and all the other staff are your mistresses and masters.  You will obey them."

"Yes, Master." He held out a silver metal disc with some writing on it.  I looked closer. It said, "SAMANTHA, Owned by M. Steele." He fastened it to my collar like a dog's name tag. I smiled.  I was his.

"just in case someone doesn't know your name."

He tired my leash to his chair leg then fed me lunch as he ate. He would extend a fork, almost to my mouth.  I would open my mouth and he would insert the food.  I would take it off the fork with my teeth,  and chew.  The food was delicious.

When he finished, he stood up and lifted my leash and I stood. "Do you need to pee?"

"Yes, master.  How do I do that, now?"

"Like my pet."  He led me off the terrace and onto a grass lawn.  "Squat here."

"Master," I protested.  Not in public."

"Sam, you are not allowed privacy or dignity any more. I know this is hard, but it is one of the rituals needed to get you into sub space.  Squat now, or do you need encouragement?"

I couldn't do it.  I shook my head no.

He grasped my cuffed wrists and lifted them high, forcing me to bend over.  I heard a noise then felt the sting of his belt on my ass cheeks.  I felt like a corrected child.  But it hurt and I squealed.  Then another blow and I felt the rush of heat into my belly.  I was awash in ferocious lust and shame.  I wanted more and I wanted it to stop.  I sobbed, not sure what I wanted. After a few more blows I felt my love juices running down my leg.  I begged, Please Master.  I'm sorry.  But I didn't want it to stop.  Like all good things, it did stop.  I was so close to an orgasm.  I was so horny it hurt.  He released my hands and I straightened up, feeling only my need to come.

"Squat and pee."

"Yes, master." I squatted, glad to be doing something to take my mind off my need.  I relaxed and felt the liquid flow out of me.  The muffled splash it made on the grass was the sound of my last resistance to slavery dissipating.  It was gone forever.  I was his to command.  When empty, I stood up and smiled at my master.  "Thank you, master, for helping me.  May I service you now?" I wanted to seal my slavery by doing the most submissive sexual act a woman could do for a man.

He just nodded to me.  I took a step towards him and sunk to my knees.  He opened his fly and took out his cock.  I loved the sight of it.  I had yet to feel it in my loins, yet it looked so potent.  I licked and sucked its head and felt it grow. I felt so drawn to my task.  I wanted to help it grow to its limit.  It would fill my mouth and give me that wonderful nectar.  It would nourish my soul to give such pleasure to my man.  I took it in my mouth and sucked and pumped, feeling it grow ever larger.  I heard him grunt as he came into me.  My mouth filled and I struggled to swallow it all.  I didn't want to lose a drop.

When he pulled out, I lifted my head and smiled.  I opened my mouth to show him I had swallowed it all.  He smiled back and I moved into that perfect kneeling display position he wanted.

"Stand up."

He led me back to the terrace.  "In the future, tell someone when you need to go and they will walk you."

Walk me.  Will people handle me like this 'in the future?'  "Master, what if I need to go number two?"

"The gardeners keep a hole in the garden for you.  Everyone knows where it is. Just tell someone and they'll pull your butt plug and take you to the hole.  Brush some loose dirt in to cover your droppings when you finish."

Like a dog.  I had wanted him to control me and fulfill my long dreamed of fantasies.  Was this the inevitable consequence of being submissive?  I could leave at any time, but was eliminating in public too much? Was this a test?  I decided it didn't matter.  I would endure far worse things to get that incredible sexual rush.  And he hadn't even been in me yet.  I wanted him so bad.  If I had to be a pet girl to be his sex toy, so be it.

He took me inside to a bedroom. He led me to the bed and pulled a chain from under it.  He locked it to my anklet and removed my leash.  "Are you on the pill, Sam?" 

"Yes, master."

He put his arms around me and we kissed.  Boy did we kiss.  I opened my mouth and our tongues cavorted all around our mouths.  His hands roamed all over my ass and back. Holding me tight and making me hot inside.  He laid me back on the bed and turned me so I was face down.  He lifted my ass high so my knees were vertical and my face and shoulders on the bed.   "This is 'punishment position, Sam.  Have you been bad?"

"Master, I have been naughty,  I need punishment."

"I thought so, too."  His hand slapped first my left then my right cheek.  It stung, but girls are well padded down there.  Just for this, I thought. I moaned in sheer pleasure as he heated my ass and my belly.  I felt my arousal skyrocket until I was right at the edge.  One more blow took me over and I orgasmed with a scream of pleasure.

He rolled me over onto my back.  My cuffed wrists lay under me and raised my pelvis.  I think men should always keep girls hands locked behind their back.  This would solve a lot of the world's problems.  He stripped off his clothes and mounted me in my favorite position.  I  felt his cock play at my entrance and I squirmed, trying to get him in me. He toyed with me for a moment before he thrust into me.  It was heaven.  My vagina muscles spasmed over and over, trying to pull him in deeper.  He began his rhythmic thrusting, going deeper with each stroke.  He filled me completely with the slippery friction provided by my sopping pussy.  Soon I was at the edge again and orgasmed with another scream of pleasure.  But he wasn't done.  He kept on, driving me back up to the edge in a furious onslaught of orgasmic pleasure.  I orgasmed even stronger than before.  I filled all the space left in my pussy with my love juices then he orgasmed into me.   Our mixed spend squirted out around his cock, coating our groins. We both groaned and my shrill voice cascaded into a squeal of pleasure.  

After a moment, he pulled out and kissed me.  He unlocked my wrists and went into the bath.  He called out over his shoulder,  "the chain will let you reach the shower.  Don't you dare use the toilet.  If you need to pee I'll take you outside."

He means to make me shit and crap while I'm leashed.  Like walking a dog.  Do I protest?  He seems pretty determined.  In the end I just showered. When I finished, Greta was waiting.  She locked my hands behind me again, put the leash back on my collar and unlocked the chain from my ankle.  "Do you need to pee?"

"No, mistress."

She led me to an office. Shock! Master was there with a man in a suit. "Samantha, this is my lawyer. We need to do some paper work,"

"Paper work, I asked incredulous?"

Samantha. I need you to understand. You are here of your own free will and may leave whenever you wish. This procedure will keep me safe and ensure your freedom to leave. I record your statements  so that both of us stay safe. Understand?"

"No, not yet."

The lawyer asked me all sorts of questions. A camera was recording us. Did I want to be here? Did I understand he would spank or whip me if I broke his rules? Was I promised anything for obeying him? Did I understand I would be naked and displayed to other people? Did I understand and agree to sexual relations with other people? Did I understand and agree to wearing a collar and restraints? Did I understand and agree that Mr. Steele may have me pierced and or marked in some way? He made me stand and display my collar, cuffs, harness, and ankle chain to the camera. And attest I had  requested them. Do you understand the guarantees Mr. Steele has made? He showed me a list of promises. Finally he finished and left.

Master said, "That was good, Samantha. Now I can keep you as my pet and not fear problems. You may leave at any time and, as I promised, I guarantee your future employment and success. I know that was tough. How do you feel?"

"You're my master. I am here to serve you. There's nothing else."

"Perfect. I have an important meeting. We can come home when its over and it should not take long."

"OK. Thank you." My subjugation didn't make me feel weak.

"Good, let's get you dressed for work." He called Greta.

She led me to a big closet, clipped my leash to a ring on the wall and left.  She returned with a young woman I had not seen before.  Samantha, this is Leila, your maid.  She will dress you.  Leila, this is Samantha, Mr. Steele's submissive.  Treat her as you did Julie.    I saw the whip hanging from Leila's belt.  Greta left the closet.

"Nice to meet you Miss Samantha.  I'm sorry, but you must address me as Mistress.  I have to discipline you if you don't.  Mr. Steele's orders."

"I understand, Mistress."

She left my hands locked together until needed then relocked them when done. I got short  high heeled boots that covered my anklets.  The boots had an opening my ankle ring stuck through and three more rings on the boot as decoration.  I got a short, tight, black skirt and a white blouse my harness did not show through.  Its long sleeves hid my cuffs and its tall collar enclosed my steel collar. The blouse had a buttonhole in back that my belt ring poked through for a solid place to lock my hands. A short jacket completed my ensemble.  My hands were still locked behind me and I wore the jacket as a cape, buttoned at the neck.  I looked in a mirror.  Without the leash, no one could tell I wore a harness or see my locked wrists.  He could take me in public and no one would know.

Greta led me back to my Master.

"Looking good, Samantha."

"Feeling good, Master."

He took my leash from Greta and led me outside.  The man driving the cart smiled at me and said, "Welcome back, Miss."

Matt helped me into the helicopter.  It was harder getting in with my hands behind me. On the way back he removed my leash and dropped it in his pocket.  He didn't unlock my hands until the elevator stopped at our floor.

We were walking past Jan when he said, "Give me your house and car keys."  I went to my office, got them, and gave them to him.  I didn't ask why.  It was obvious.  "We'll leave work at 5 and drive home."

"Yes, sir." Well, the rumor mill should let everyone know I was living with the boss by tonight.

I went back to do some work.  I felt wonderful.  After an hour or so I managed to settle down and understand the reports I was reading.  About that time I started noticing the tight harness under my clothes.  I went to the ladies room and tried adjusting some of the tight straps.  No matter how hard I pulled and jerked, they wouldn't move. Cap.  He had me trapped.  Right where I asked to be.  I was always aware of the steel bands on my neck and limbs.  If I reached across my desk the cuff peeked out from under my blouse.  I had just noticed that had happened when my secretary brought me a report I had requested.  I yanked my hand back.  She looked at me with wide eyes and apologized.  I blushed and waved her off, using my other hand.  The blouse cuff was so tight around the steel cuff I had to pull it down with my other hand.

Meetings were a trial.  I was more nervous than ever.  I stayed quiet and kept my gestures small and controlled.  I could still talk without restraint.  I concentrated on having no presentations I would have to stand and point at. I made sure I never sat near a strong light that might glint off an exposed iota of steel.

My first day was nerve wracking and I was glad to present myself at Matt's office at 5 sharp.  He took me into the elevator, locked my hands behind me and kissed me. In the parking garage a limo was waiting for us.  He helped me in and lowered the privacy screen, "John, this is Samantha.  She works for me and is my new submissive.  Take care of her when she needs it."

"Yes, sir, Mr. Steele.  Just like Miss Julie?"

"Yes, John, just like her. Take us home now." He raised the privacy screen.  He unbuttoned the collar of my blouse and put the leash back on me.  When we got home Leila undressed me and locked a short chain between my ankle cuffs.  Marie took me to the bath and washed my face, and brushed my hair.  Then she took me to my master.

He took me into his games room and locked my hands to a spreader bar hanging on a chain from the ceiling.  Then the winch raised the bar so I was on tiptoe.  He showed me a short whip.  A foot of handle and three feet of braided leather.  

The first stripe was across my ass.  I screamed and danced around, my chain clattering.  He rubbed his hand over my red welt and then stroked my pussy.  That was good.  I felt the heat flowing into my pussy.   My belly was bubbling after the third stroke.  I came with a shriek at the fourth stroke.  My ass stung, but it was nothing compared to the heat in my loins.  I needed fucking.  But he kept hitting me and feeling me.  When his fingers thrust through my labia lips after the sixth stroke, I came again.  I squealed louder than before followed my low moans of pleasure.

When he finally lowered me, I sank into a kneeling position and smiled up at him.  "Master, thank you so much.  Would you take me to bed now?"


Chapter 3  : Mallory's Visit

Mallory called me the next day at work. "Well, sis, how's it going with your boss?"

"Well, I still work for him. And I've moved in with him. I don't know what to call our relationship. I find myself in the middle of one of my fantasies.

"I agreed to this and I'm having the time of my life. But I've given up all decisions but one. I can leave whenever I want. Otherwise he makes all the decisions.  But listen, I have a makeup girl who did my nails, shaved my pussy, and redid my face over lunch.  I've also got a maid who dresses me.

"Sam, this is your favorite fantasy come true.  Does he look like a pirate?   Is this guy worth it? What do you get for letting him run your life?"

"Incredible sex is the quick answer.  I've had many orgasms every time we make love, and we do that a lot.  But the real answer is it just feels right.  Contrary to all the female empowerment hype, I feel loved and cared for.  I like having him make the decisions.  I get a sexual high by obeying him."

"There's no surprise there, sis.  You always wanted to be the submissive when we played.  Heck, you were even more submissive with Ralph.  Damned shame he didn't appreciate anything but vanilla."

"I know I am, Mal.  And I like it.  Its so damned good I'm scared. Coincidences like this aren't real. Mallory, you're kinky, and you know I like to be bound and spanked. You've paddled me lots of times. You're the only one I've trusted enough to let myself be helpless. Until now."

"It can be good or bad, depending on your partner. Can you trust him?"

"Yeah, I've worked for him for two years and he's good. I'm enthralled by him and the pleasure he gives me."

"Sis, lots of women are into bedroom bondage. It adds wonderful spice to sex. Has he tied you up?"

"Not yet but its more than that. At work its almost normal, except for what's out of sight. All other times I'm under complete control. And I love it. I must be crazy."

"What do you mean 'out of sight.' Has he branded you?"

"No, its all temporary. But under his control. I would rather show you than talk over the phone.  The main thing is I think its right for me."

"And you agreed to this?"

"Well, its more I agreed to let him do anything he wants to me."

"For sex?"

"Did I mention he's good? OK, its more than that.   Yesterday he took me to his home for lunch.  The house must be ten acres by itself.  He had his staff put me in chains, then give me a wonderful massage.   Then I got the strangest manicure and pedicure ever.  This woman gave me a manicure with my hands locked behind my back.  Then she gave me a pedicure on my ironed feet. 

I've landed in a high class slavery that pampers me.  I find I love obeying him. For all practical intents, I'm his slave and it feels so good."

"If you're sure you aren't drugged, Can you get me into this setup too.  It sounds like my fantasy too."

"Drugged by my own hormones and personality. I'm not describing my feelings well. Would you like to visit my silken prison and see for yourself?"

"Will he let me?"

"I think so, after all, its my choice to be his slave. I'll ask him. When would you like to come?"

On the way home I asked him, "master, may I speak?"

All right."

"Master, may my sister visit at your home? I've told her something of my decision. She half believes you've drugged me. We've played bondage games just the two of us. More exploration than serious. I want to reassure her."

"Tell me about her."

"Master, she is a year older than me. She's beautiful and more experienced than me with men. She's employed as a fashion buyer and travels to other countries."

"She questions your decision?"

"Master, I think my description entrances her and wants to see for herself. She likes spice in her sex and can't believe it could just fall into my lap."

"OK, when do you want her to visit?"

"Master, could she come on Friday and spend the weekend?"

"If she will agree to accept all your conditions, to copy you, then she can spend the weekend. I want her to experience your life."

...

"Mal, he said you could come on Friday and spend the weekend, but you have to agree to all my conditions, to live as I do. I'll tell him no, OK?"

"No. Tell him yes, thanks. I'm looking forward to being the slave of a billionaire. Does he have a dungeon?"

Sigh, "OK. A car will pick you up at 5:30 at your place. Don't bring any clothes. You won't need anything."

...

Friday followed our normal routine. Master sent a car for Mallory as we left so she would arrive after us.

Master and I had a drink and waited for her to arrive.  I was still wearing my work clothes. "Pet, I want to talk to Mallory when she arrives and gauge her attitude and desires.  Feel free to help, but I'm not trying her out to replace or supplant you.  I think I love you and I know little about her.  You wanted her to come here.  What do you want?"

"Master, I'm not sure.  She's my big sister and has helped me  through life.  In part I guess I want her approval.   But if she withholds it, I won't leave you.  The other part is I'd like her to share it with me.  This thing you've got is our fantasies come true.  She's as kinky as me."

"Let me restate my question.  What do you want to happen this weekend.  Option one is for her to be our guest, not take part and tell you what she thinks before leaving.  Option two is for her to do everything you do, same time, same place and leave, telling you what she thinks.  Option three is for her to do everything you do, same in every way and ask to stay and join in."

"...Master, I guess I want option three.  I hope she will experience the same joy that I do and want to stay on. "

"All right Sam.  If she chooses to play, that's what we'll do."

Mallory arrived in a few minutes.   I ran to her and hugged her tight. "Mal, thanks for coming.  This is Matt Steele, my, well, my Master.  Master, this is my sister Mallory.  We are close and she has always taken care of me."

"Mallory, I am happy to meet you.  This is a strange relationship your sister has begun.  Dinner will be ready in a half hour. Would you like to speak with her alone until then?"

"Yes, thank you. I need some time to understand what she is doing and be sure there is no unfair pressure." 

I pulled Mal to a couch while Master walked out.  "Ask your questions."

"I guess the question I've been turning over in my mind is the extent of the bondage. Has he been tying you up?"

"No.  No rope involved.  But yes, He has practiced bondage on me and I like it a lot. "

"What did he do? And did you agree?"

"Yes, I agreed.  I agreed to wear his steel whenever he wants and to be his property.  I gave myself to him.  Remember, I can take myself back whenever I wish.  I don't think I ever will."  I unbuttoned my blouse's collar, pulled down the material, and exposed my steel collar."

"Holy shit.  He collared you!"

"Yep, and I wouldn't take it off if I could." I pulled up my blouse's sleeves to reveal my bracelets an took off my boots to show my anklets. "If you agree to stay this weekend, you'll wear some just like these."

"No way.  I'm not letting some strange man put chains on me.  I don't know him."

"Mal, please try this for me.  I've never been so happy or content as when I'm in his control.  They are only for the weekend and you can end the experiment any time you want.  I want you to try and see what I feel.  Its what you always told me you wanted. And the sex is mind blowing. Please, sis.  Its wonderful.  Besides, you said you would.  you promised."

"I didn't promise to let him collar me."

"You said you would live as I do for the weekend.  We've talked about our fantasies and this is just like some of yours. Please, I need you understand."

"He'll let me go on Sunday?"

"Master is honorable.  He only keeps me because I choose to stay.  Its no different with you.  Remember, I go to work every weekday."

"I must be crazy. OK, I will live as you do until Sunday. Now what."

"Now we go see Greta."

"Take off your clothes and shoes, girls."

We stripped and handed them to Greta, who hung them in a closet.  When Mallory had stripped, Greta measured her wrists, ankles, and neck.  She selected cuffs and a collar and closed them on her.  Mallory twitched at the loud click as her collar locked.  

Greta fastened Mal's hands to a spreader bar hanging on a chain from the ceiling.    Then  she lifted the bar until Mal was on tiptoes.  Greta put a leather harness on Mal, Identical to mine.  I stood close and stroked Mal's back telling her how good she looked.  I had a chance to examine the closures.  They were metal and once connected, needed a key to open. Soon, Mal's harness was complete.  I think Greta made the breast encircling strap a little tighter on Mal.  

"How does that feel, Mal?"

"Tight.  Indecent, I feel naked and displayed like a 'Vegas show girl.  I've seen pictures of girls wearing harnesses like this before.  And they're always wearing chains, just like us.  These things are only intended to inflame men's egos and cocks.  The helpless slave girl made most available."

""Right, now that's the spirit. Master will just eat you up.  You look great.  We both kept ourselves in good shape and so these are flattering."

"Sam, I meant this was demeaning."

"I know, but we're slave girls.  We can't go lower.  There's nothing below us.  Besides, Nature has designed girls to be attractive to men.  It keeps the species going. All the harness and chains do is remove things women use to let us choose which man mates with us.  Like clothes, freedom, and dignity.  Kind of perverse when you think about it."

Greta locked Mallory's hands behind her and chained her ankles.  Then Greta bent her over, lubed her, and inserted her butt plug. Mal squealed and asked, "what's this and why did you put it in me?"

Greta smiled at her, "Its a butt plug and its to do three things. One is to remind you that you are now property that is not consulted when your owner does something to you. The second is to make sure you don't shit where you shouldn't. The third is to enlarge your opening so you are easier to use."

Mal squirmed and stamped her feet, but the butt plug was tight and didn't budge. 'Wait until she sits or kneels' I thought.

Greta locked me up the same way.  Greta took a four foot long chain out of the cupboard.  She locked it to the back of Sam's collar and the front of Mallory's.  She clipped a leash on the front of Sam's collar and led them to the dining room.  

Matt sat at an unusual table I had not seen before. Men and their toys. He used his money for instant gratification. It was like a normal large dining table had one end cut off an then hinged at one end of the cut.  There were two six inch circles  cut out, three feet apart along the seam.  Greta led the two girls to the opened table and positioned them so their necks were in the cut outs. Matt closed the table and had two girls heads sitting above the table like ornaments.  Two girls in uniforms brought food and set the dishes on the table close to the heads.  They showed no interest in us. There was only one place setting.

"Master, I have not seen this table before.  Did you have it made for us?"

"Yes, I thought dinner should be a festive time and couldn't think of better decorations.  Do you like it?"

"Yes, Master.  It is much better than you having to twist around to feed me.  Will we use it after Mal goes home?"

"I think so.  This is a test.  We may find some refinements after we use it a while.  Mallory, what do you think?"

"I'm afraid I'm a little biased.  I usually feed myself, so I'm not used to this level of service.  I'm curious though, how is this better than letting us feed ourselves?  The table hides our breasts."

"Excellent point.  I'll have the table top replaced with a glass one.  Besides that it helps keep my slave in a submissive frame of mind.  It reinforces that she is dependent on me for her sustenance.  Its also better for conversation since only one of us will have food in their mouths at a time. Open, Sam."  

He put a fork of food in front of me.  I leaned my head forward and opened my mouth.  I grasped the food with my teeth and he removed the fork. 

"Mallory, the restraints you are wearing now will be with you until Sunday night.  How do you feel?"

"I feel helpless and defenseless.  I'm at your mercy.  I'm afraid of what you will do to me."

"What is the worst thing I might do to you?"

"You could rape me or kill me."

There are much easier ways to kill you, and safer than letting my staff see you here.  As far as rape, forget it.  Sam will give me all the love and sex I want, won't you, pet?"

"Yes, Master.  Would you make love to me after dinner?"

"Of course.  See, Mallory, Sam will pleasure me.  You have my promise that I will not have intercourse with you, even if you ask for it.  Is there anything else you are afraid of?"

"Yes, I'm afraid you will make me want to be your slave, just like Sam.  I'm afraid of losing my dignity and self determination.  I'm afraid you will subjugate me."

"Mallory, I'm not going to try to subjugate you.  I'm going to treat you exactly as I do Sam.  If that enslaves you, its because you want it."

He fed us one bite at a time while we talked.  Me, Mal, Master, round and round.  When the meal was over, he opened the table and freed our necks.  Greta took us outside for my after meal walk.  She took us to my usual patch of grass and told us to pee.  "Like this, sis."  I squatted and released my water.  

Mal looked around and said, "on the grass?  The lights are on someone will see us."

"Slave girls have no privacy or pride sis.  We don't have a choice."

"Well I do.  I'm a visitor.  I want a proper bathroom, with privacy."

Greta asked, do you need to pee?"

"Yes, but in a toilet."  

Greta clipped my leash to a head high ring on a light post. "Whenever you're ready."  She sat on a bench and waited.

"Mal, get on with it.  Its no big deal.  I do it a couple times a day.  Who cares if someone sees you pee."

"That's not the point, sis. This is indecent.  He shouldn't make you do this. Its demeaning."

"Mal, I'm a slave girl.  I have no rights.  I do what he tells me.  You're trying my life, remember."  I watched her stamp her feet and struggle to hold it in.  Finally, she gave in, squatted and peed. 

Greta took us back inside to the games room.  Master had put two whipping benches together so Mal and I could each have one while coffled.  Master and Greta strapped us down. When secured, our bellies rested on a contoured leather surface.  Our asses stuck out over the edge.  Our knees spread wide, and our hands pulled up high in the air.  Our asses were tight as a drum and our pussies were easy to reach.  Perfect.

Master said, "Mallory, I promised you I would not have intercourse with you.  What I am going to do is force both of you to have orgasms."

"Please, Master, hurry.  She needs this as much as I do."  Mal was silent.

He hit both our asses with a whip. Quick, smarting blows leaving us with a fiery sting.  I gasped.  Mal yelled, "Ouch.  What are you doing?"

Master was silent.  He whipped us again and I moaned.  Mal yelled something. I felt his hand rub my pussy.  I was starting to feel the heat move into my belly. I moaned, "Yes, Master."  Mal was silent.  Master was silent.

Another whip stripe landed on my ass.  I heard Mal's land. I moaned again.  My belly was hot.  I heard Mal moan too as his fingers stroked us.  I felt my love juices moistening my pussy.

Another whip stripe.  It didn't sting this time but my whole body got hotter.  I was silent but I heard Mal moan.  Then his fingers thrust into my pussy with devastating effect. I came in a mighty orgasm to his fingers.  My love juices ran down my loins and dripped onto the floor.  I moaned, "Please Master.  Don't stop."

I heard Mal moaning in pleasure then her squeal of release as she came too.  He gave us a brief respite then the next stripes landed on our asses.  The road to orgasm began again.  He made us come three more times.  I felt drained.  

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

Master released us and took us into a wash room.  He hosed us off with warm water and toweled us off.  When we were dry he took us into a living room and knelt our drained bodies in front of a couch.  He put on some soft classical music and sat in front of us.

"Sam, how do you feel?"

"Master, I feel great.  You gave me six great orgasms and I love you."

"Mal, how do you feel?"

"Master,...oops, Matt, like Sam, I feel wonderful.  How often do you do that to her?"

"At lest once, sometimes more a day depending on available time.  That was fun time for her.  I also make her exercise and do some light work around here.  She's only been here a few days.  She's still in training."

"Training for what."

"She's learning proper behavior for my slave girls. How to serve men and women.  How to be a good pet girl.  She'll get pony girl training in a few months."

"Don't you need several girls for a pony girl team?"

"Yes, usually.  Are you volunteering?"

"Not hardly."

"You know you can leave at any time.  I imagine wearing chains is hard for an innocent girl?"

"I'm not innocent.  I'm experienced."

"Oh, have you experienced bondage before?"

"Yes, but it wasn't as pleasant as what you just did."

"What did I just do?"

"You strapped us down and whipped us."

"What I did was teach you what Samantha already knew. First, bondage increases a female's sexual pleasure.  Second, pain, well applied, will turn into pleasure."

"That sounds like male propaganda."

"Its the truth as you just verified.  Sam. come up here and sit beside me.  Mal, on the other side."

I nestled in and watched Mal struggle with how to sit beside him with her locked wrists.  He put his arms around us and pulled us in close. Our coffle chain lay slack in his lap. His fingers played with our breasts and nipples.  I purred in pleasure.  Mal was stiff and unresponsive for a seconds before she relaxed and enjoyed the feeling.

"Sam," he asked, "how long did it take you to get accustomed to having your hands and feet locked up?"

"Master, I'm still learning how to walk with grace.  My hands I got used to in a day or so."

"You know my policy is that you will always either are secured in place or in the custody of a free person at all times."  How has that affected you?"

"Master, I am your property.  I know you value me and care about me.  Since I am helpless, I don't mind someone watching me."

"Mal, what do you think about that?"

"I reject the notion that she, or I, are property.  We are free people, not slaves."

"Wait on that point for a moment.  Do you have any problem with me protecting my property?"

"No, I guess not.  But not a person."

"OK.  She starts as a free person.  Then she gives herself to me.  Should I protect her?"

"She doesn't need protection."

"Even if she's helpless and anyone can steal or harm her?"

"She's only helpless because you chained her up.  Me too."

"Sam, did I chain you up.  Do you want them off you?"

"No, Master.  I gave myself to you.  I want your chains on me.  Its my body and I want to be your property.  I can leave when I want.  And I don't want that."

Mal and I slept in Master's bed Friday night. Separate chains fastened us to floor rings. We could stand beside the bed, lay on the floor, or lay in bed. We both chose the bed. Master slept between us. We fell asleep as soon as we were in bed. We had exercised our bodies quite a lot that night. Mal and wore our chains all night. Master and I went to sleep with his hand cupping my breast. When we woke he was holding Mal's breasts.

Master got up and shaved while Greta took us out for our toilet. We squatted on the grass then she pulled our plugs and let us crap into the hole. Then she took us into a nearby cabana where she cleaned out our insides, lubed us, and reinserted our plugs. Then she led us to the pool area and let us spend a few minutes in a hot tub. Our harness leather seemed to be waterproof for it didn't swell in the tub. Good thing. They were quite tight as they were.

Exercises next.  He had a well equipped gym in the basement.  Greta put us on neighboring machines so she didn't have to unlock our coffle chain. It was some sort of elliptical machine with handles for us to pull and push on. Since she had to unlock our hands for us to use them, she used another chain to connect our coffle chain to a floor ring.  Greta cranked it up so we worked up a sweat in a half hour.

We had some free time so we got to sit on lounges on a patio. She ran a chain between my legs and locked it to Mal's ankle chain.  The other end joined to a ring set in the concrete patio. Since we were secure, she free our hands.  I showed Mal my manicure. We settled back on the lounges and soaked up some rays.  

"Sam, we need sunglasses and sunblock, and a mojito.  No a pitcher of mojito."

I held up my call charm and squeezed it.  No more than ten seconds later, a young woman dressed as a maid appeared and said, "Yes, Miss.  My name is Jenny. Can I help you?"

"Yes, would you bring us some sunglasses and sunblock.   Oh, also a pitcher of mojitos, and two glasses, please?"

"Miss, I can bring all those things, but our orders are no more than one alcoholic drink every two hours.  The pitcher won't be full and I can't leave it.  Sorry."

"OK, then bring us a pitcher of water to leave.  Thanks" She hurried off.

"Sis, can I get one of those charms too?"

"Sure, but only if you decide to stay. For now you're just a guest."

"Well, I'll think about it if I can get regular massages and manicures."

"Good owners pamper sex slaves like the valuable properties we are.  Don't forget, though, there's a downside.  Wild sex every day.  We get worn to a frazzle every day."

"My gosh.  You're right.  Maybe its worth it though. Have you priced a manicure lately?"

Jenny returned with our request.  We slathered sunscreen on our arms and legs. "Mal, would you put some sunscreen on me?"

"Sure sis, where do you want it?"  She stood up and leaned over me.  I pointed to my breasts, "Here," then I pointed to my pussy, "and here."  I smiled my naughtiest smile.

"Won't your master mind me playing with his toy?"

"He hasn't said, and he isn't here.  I don't know a better way to find out now, do you?"

"I suppose you could push your button and ask, but that's a lot of trouble."

"Yes, way too hard. "

Mal held the bottle over my breasts and squeezed a thin stream of white cream over my breasts and in a circle on my pussy.  Her fingers rubbed the cream into my breasts, around and around.  They stopped

at my nipples and squeezed and pinched.  She pulled and rolled them until they were rock hard and aching.  I moaned a little.  Then her busy fingers started in on my pussy, stroking up and down until I was moaning again.  Her fingers slipped between my labia lips and stroked my inner pussy.  My arousal caused  my love juices to dribble into my pussy.  She held up her wet fingers and said, "almost ready."

"No sis, I'm all ready now."  I spread my knees as far apart as my hobble allowed and she dipped her head into my cunt.  Her tongue was magic.  Soon my juices were flowing  and I was close to coming.  I felt her suck my clit into her mouth and I came in a great rush of heat. I screamed and writhed on the lounge.  She raised her moist lips from my pussy.

"You taste as good as always, sis.  Roll over and I'll cream your back.  Then its my turn."

I returned the favor to Mal and then we lay there in companionable silence for a long time.  "Mal, I'm done. Would you like a dip in a hot tub?  Or the pool?"

"Pool?  We'd drown.  We can't swim like this.  A hot tub seems unreasonable since we're well baked already."

I squeezed my charm and Jenny came to us.  Jenny, would you tell Greta that we would like to swim now?"

"Yes, miss.  Right away."

"Thanks."  and she was gone.

"Sam, what makes you think we can swim?"

"You'll see.  Master showed me before you came."

There was a steel cable, taut, high over the pool.  Several smaller cables hung from it free to slide.  Greta took us to the pool and locked a dangling cable to each of our collars.  Then she unlocked our hands, removed the coffle chain and took off our hobble chains.  Now we had the whole pool and ten feet around it for our play yard.

We dove in, swam. splashed each other, floated on air mattresses and splashed some more.  When tired, we lay on towels by the pool and dried off.

"Happy, Mallory?"

She smiled at me.  "I feel strange.  This is like a vacation.  Waited on hand and foot.  But  chained all the time.  We have all the sybaritic pleasures of a Roman pleasure house with our hands and feet chained.  We can shuck it all and walk away, but then we'd lose all the pleasures.  I know the longer I stay, the harder it will be to leave.  What price freedom?  Master...Matt has all the money we'd ever need .  So long as we let him keep us and we give him enough pleasure he wants to keep us, we'll live a good life."

Mal, do you know what lawyers say about people jailed for  not obeying a court order?"

"No?"

"You hold the keys to your freedom in your own hands.  If you obey the order, you can go free.  That's us.  If we say the word we can go free.  The problem is, the jail is more pleasant than being free."

"You're right, Sam.  If this life lasts through tomorrow, I will give myself to Matt.  I will beg him to be my master, too, if that's OK with you."

"Oh, Mal. It would make me so happy to have you here with me. Slave girls and sisters have a female bond of shared experiences that men can never share.  Life will be more complete for both of us if we're together."

Later, Greta came, restored our chains and took us in the house.  We were each assigned a room to clean and chained in them.  When we finished, we demonstrated the slave positions.

Master took us on a walk around the grounds.  "So, girls, did you enjoy your morning?"

"we both said, "Yes, Master."

"Mallory, I'm not your master.  You can call me Matt or Sir."

"Master, I'm practicing, just in case I want to be your slave and you let me."

"Is that likely, Mal?"

"Master, I'm afraid the life Sam has found with you is tempting me.  I'm finding it hard to resist."

"But you're not ready to commit yet?"

"Master, I have obligations and a job.  I will have to take care of these before I can commit."

"Mal, one of the good things wealth can do for you is make life easier.  If you commit to become my property I will fulfill your obligations and assure your future.   Even if you leave later."

"Thank you, Master.  I'm considering it."

Master had some business to attend to so Greta took over as escort and we walked around the grounds.  He had an amazing garden with water falls and bridges an a huge maze. We saw at least twenty people working around the estate.  None of them saw anything unusual in two naked young women in chains walking by them. Twice young men we passed felt my breast.  I smiled at them, realizing I was available and pleased they found me attractive.

Greta took us back and let us pee in our usual spot before taking us in the house.  I felt just like a well kept dog. She left us in a library with our hands free and the coffle chain removed.  Fastened to long chains, of course.

We played ladies of leisure that afternoon.  I had but to push the call button and our wishes came true.  We sat in the hot tub, a tanning room, spent time in a huge aviary, and got a tour of his  conservatory.  We played with the cats who owned the property.  We asked for outrageous, complex snacks and it arrived in moments.  I got the impression there was a complete restaurant hidden nearby awaiting our request.  There were limits.  Our chains must stay on us and have an escort unless fastened in place.  Only one drink every two hours.  No clothing.

We dined at the glass table with our heads secured in its middle.  We talked with Master on many topics.  He avoided politics but seemed interested in our suggestions for reinstating female slavery. He told us he had invested in a new BDSM club in town, The Coffle.  He said the proprietors were some buddies of his from the service.  According to them they acquired a huge building the government had seized.  He suspected the CIA had helped them. His friends denied they did any work for the government now, but he didn't believe that.  The government didn't give away such valuable assets without strings.  He was a member now and promised to take one or both of us there soon.

Greta walked us after dinner and cleaned us out.  Then we spent time in the library.  Master read some reports and Mal and I read fiction.  I didn't know there was so much written about BDSM.  He had an extensive collection.  We tired of this and convinced master to move to a couch.   We cuddled and teased him and did our best to get him in the mood.  Not so hard for two naked twins wearing his chains.

Soon we lay on the benches, strapped tight and he was into a repeat of what had worked so well the night before.  I didn't mind repeating a good experience. This time he used a broad leather paddle, much like mine at home to stimulate us.  We came and came and I was glad for the solid support under me.  Master was good to his word. He didn't enter Mallory, but forced at least six orgasms from her.   I got three orgasms from the paddle and three more from his cock.  

I think an orgasm from a cock feels better, stronger than one from pain or a woman.  Don't get me wrong. Those feel great, but from a man, its fantastic.  Another thing, I don't know why every woman doesn't demand a whipping bench in her bedroom.  I got so much pleasure from the bench I named it Bob.  It just seemed like a friendly name.  Bob's were always helpful and polite.  

We had a shower and went to bed right after our bench play.  I loved showering with Master.  I couldn't move my hands but he released Mallory's and both of them soaped and rinsed me.  I felt so sexy and in love with them.

He rearranged us for bed.  Mallory had her hands locked to the front ring of her harness.  Mine  locked to the back ring of her harness.  No sister play for us. Her collar locked to a floor chain.  We lay spoon fashion on the bed, Mal in front, then me, then him.

As usual, Greta walked us outside then we had breakfast, out heads sitting on top of the table.  We played ladies of leisure again.  I had Marie give Mal a manicure and pedicure.  I got to watch Marie work since I was neck chained to Mal.  She was an artist.  Mal just stared when I got Greta to allow her to see her hands.

All too soon, her visit was over.  Master, Mallory, and I were in the study.  Mallory was free of any restraint and dressed. Master and Mallory sat, facing each other. I was kneeling beside Master. 

"Mal, now you've seen Sam's home life.  Tell me what you think."

Mallory looked at me, "Sam, you're so lucky.  You've gotten your fantasy at home and a good career at work.  And you have the love of an honest, wealthy, Dom.  Its such a perfect match and such perfect circumstances. I wouldn't have believed it could happen.  Its so unlikely.   But I'm not staying.  I loved this visit.  Its been the best fantasy vacation I could imagine.  But if I stay I'm afraid will affect your relationship with Matt and I couldn't stand that."

To Matt, she said, "Matt.  This visit has been enlightening.  I  approve of Sam's decision.  I would like to visit often, under the same conditions.  You've made my little sister happy."

Matt said, "Mallory, I've enjoyed your visit.  You are welcome any time.  Though, from now on, I will treat you as my property and feel free to use your body as I want."

"Agreed."

"Mal, I have something for you." He held up an opened necklace.  It was a round bar of silver, shaped to lay flat on her skin, around her neck.  "This is a collar and I want you to wear it.  It locks.  It has a GPS receiver and transmitter inside it.  Its a security system.  If something happens to you, I can locate you immediately. Its powered by your body heat.  There's a system like it in Sam's collar and the one you wore.  I had my engineers design this because money is such an attractive prize for some people.  Since you are Sam's sister and she's my sub and lover, you are in danger of a kidnapping.   I will keep a key and give you one.  Don't keep the key with you. OK?

"OK.  What you say makes sense, but I'm now concerned. How likely is this danger?"

"I don't know, but this is a safe, sensible precaution.  If you don't like this design, send me something you will wear all the time and I'll have it made.  You can have several different systems like a bracelet or another necklace.  You'll always have the key.


Chapter 4  : The Coffle

My routine was simple.  At work by 9, usually we had lunch out, leave for home at 5.  Except when at work, my hands were always unavailable and I wore no clothing.  Before I left, Marie would do my face and Leila would dress me.  I had an amazing wardrobe.  I imagine it was Julie's. I wore different designer clothing every day. When I got home, Leila would undress me and lock a chain between my ankle cuffs.

Greta was my keeper and made me exercise on the machines every day. At least once a week she led me through my required positions and flicked me with her whip if I made a mistake.  My knees were never wide enough.  My back required more arch.  My head should be more erect.  Lock your knees.  Don't slouch, be proud of your body.  At home I was always available and looked forward to sex.  He often took me on long walks around his land.  I always wore a butt plug and eliminated on a leash outside.  The fresh air and vistas were nice once I got over my long conditioning.  I lost weight and became more fit.

I wasn't lonely.  I had my work and I was good at it.  There were always people around at home.  Master had a large staff, but none were my friends.  They all answered my questions and met my needs.   But I couldn't bond with clothed staff working at their jobs.  Not when I was their employer's naked, chained sex slave.  Mallory and I talked every week, sometimes two or three times a week.  But usually when I was at work. "Master," I said after we got home, "I think you should get another slave girl or two.  You're wealthy enough to have a good sized harem.  It would give me some girls to talk with."  Of course, I meant I needed a girl friend.  

"Hmmm. You mean you're bored.  You want a girl to talk to.  I'm not in the market for another slave girl, so Let's go out tonight."

"Go out, Master, am I going as your slave or your girlfriend?"

"Slave girl.  I have a friend with a BDSM club I've invested in.  He's been nagging me to come and see it.  This would be a good time.  I'll want your impressions."  He pressed a remote to call Greta.

"Greta, I'm going to take Samantha to The Coffle tonight.  Would you tell Johnson our destination and ask him to get a team ready to escort us.  Four or five, I think.  Sam will need a cloak and leash."

Greta came back with a silver ankle length cloak with two buttons.  One to hold it closed around my neck and one about breast level.  Master led me outside to the car.  As I walked the cloak flew up around me at every step, exposing my cunt and ankle chains at every step.  "Not my fault," I kept repeating to myself. We drove for an hour and stopped in a high ceiling parking garage.  Master helped me out of the car as his security men watched for surprises.  Up in an elevator. Its walls were a mural of naked women marching across a desert, chained together by their necks.  A coffle.   When the doors closed, Master unbuttoned the lower button on my cloak and hung it over my back. 

The doors opened onto a large foyer with the same mural.  Two young women, almost naked girls stood by the far door.  They wore black, fuck me heels on mesh stockings and a garter belt. They had a collar, cuffs, and ankle chains like mine. Their most conspicuous  ornament was a large gold nose ring that shone in the light.  Beside them were two large, serious looking security men and a metal detector.

As soon as the elevator door opened, one of the security men smiled and spoke into a radio microphone.  Master walked to the door, my leash tugging me along.  Both the men shook hands with Master and called him Colonel.  I saw my Master's men knew the security men too.  I assumed they were all ex soldiers.  I wasn't introduced or addressed, though all the men were looking me over.  Who could blame them.

One of the hostesses came to me and hugged me. She kissed my cheek and murmured into my ear, "You are beautiful, Samantha.  Thank your master for bringing you.  Your collar is exquisite.  My name is Lana."

The door opened and another large man came through the door.  He shook hands with Master and welcomed him to The Coffle.  He looked me over, "for me, Colonel?"

"Sorry, Bill. Just taking her for a walk and found this dive."

"Dive, this is the fanciest joint in town and I have the best class of investors."

"I guess so.  Are you going to invite us in?"

"Where are my manners.  And where did you get this beautiful creature?"

"She's in disguise.  Samantha's an ace financial analyst and one of my VPs.  I didn't want anyone from work to recognize her and this slave girl costume was all I could find in her size."

"What didn't fit, the air or the chains?  May I," and he reached towards me.

"I brought her tonight to give her exposure.  Touch all you want.  She loves spankings and the whip.  She'll come after only three of four strokes.  She's hot as a pistol.  I thought she would enjoy other people handling her and bringing her off."

Bill cupped my breast and lifted it.  "She has good breasts.  Firm and high.  Real too."

"I love her and she's excellent.  Her sister is almost her equal."

"She has a sister?  And she's not yours too?  You must be slipping, Colonel."

"Mallory wants an owner, not  a fling.  I let her go.  I was thinking of bringing her in here to see who she could hook."

"Good idea.  We want all the unattached females we can get.  No admission charge for them.  Come in, please.  Your men can relax while you are in here.  We are serious about our security and all our people are former teammates."

He escorted us in and gave Master a tour.  The room was huge and half full of people.  A band was playing on a stage and most customers sat with drinks. I saw most were men, but there were a lot of women, all naked.  I didn't see any women customers with ankle chains, but I did see a dozen wearing handcuffs. The nightclub was huge.  I saw three stages as we walked through.  He took us to two more big rooms that weren't in use.  

The third floor was the play space.  It had up into many rooms, some large, a few tiny.  All carpeted with bondage furniture, rings everywhere,  and hanging chains.  We didn't look in all the rooms, but most held small parties.  All the parties I saw had women in bondage, whipped or fucked.  In a few cases the dominants were women too.  Master noted this and asked about the clientele.  

Bill said, "Studies show that Southern California, 69% of the  women are subs and 61 % of men are dominant.  We aim for female subs and whoever they come with."

Bill took us to classes, at least that's what he called them.  Only two were in use.  In one, two hostesses were showing  how a female  dominant could get the most enjoyable sex out of her sub. The instructor sat in an easy chair.  The sub was kneeling in front of her with hands locked behind her.  The sub had a leash on her nose ring.  The instructor said, "We find a nose ring makes this easiest.  It gives you an easy way to force your sub's head into the proper position for greatest pleasure.  Of course it allows for fingertip control and correction if needed.  Sit in a comfortable chair and slouch forward."  She demonstrated. "This makes it easier for your sub to reach all your sensitive areas.  Then pull your sub's nose down and in so your fist is laying just above your slit. Don't give her any slack.  Let feel the pull.  This puts her lips in contact with your labia lips.  Tell her what to do. I don't let my sub make any decisions.  She can only know what you are feeling if you tell her. Watch."  She pulled the sub's leash so her mouth lay on the labia lips. "Lick my pussy, slave,"

The sub started licking.

"Faster, harder." She tightened her grip, and the sub squealed and sped up her tongue.

"You have to be clear in your directions. "Now stick your tongue in my pussy.  Keep licking.  Sometimes you can't see it, but I can feel it.  She's doing a fine job. Faster slave."  The instructor gave a low moan.  "Sorry about that.  I'm about to come."  She squealed and gasped and bucked in her chair.  She relaxed her grip on the sub's leash who leaned back. After a moment she recovered and ordered, "Clean me, slave."  She pulled the leash in close again and the sub licked and sucked her pussy clean.  "Don't move."

She stood up.  "Now you've seen how I handle a sub.  Would one of you like to try her out?  She has a lot of licking left in her."

A tall, severe looking red head stood up and walked to the instructor, "I would like to try."

"Of course, ma'am.  Just sit where I was and take her leash."

Bill led us out then I don't know how the rest of the class went.

The other class was eight men and three women learning how to force an orgasm out of a woman using a whip.   The chain pulled her hands high over her head so she was on tiptoe.  She was moaning and her ass was pink with a lace work of fine red lines.  One of the male class members was holding a whip and feeling her pussy.  Presumably for moisture.  The instructor was a tall man, "Space your strokes out, maybe thirty seconds apart.  Let the heat seep into her pussy.  It will.  I know it feels good the hear her moan and dance to your whip, but if you're too fast her pain won't turn to pleasure.  Our goal here is to move her into pleasure pleasure.  Your pleasure is already there because of her reaction to your strokes. "

"Now you're feeling for her love juices.  When her belly warms enough, her arousal will release her love juices.  Her body is lubricating her pussy to make it more pleasant when your cock slides into her.  Once you feel the moisture, only one or two more strokes will release her orgasm. When she comes, wait a minute or two.  Rub her ass and breasts while she recovers.  Then start again while she is still hot.  She'll have her second orgasm after only a few more strokes.  After that she may beg you to stop.  Ignore her.  You can give her two or three more orgasms in a few minutes.  She'll be yours forever.  Most women only have one orgasm in a night.  You can give her six with a few strokes of the whip. " 

I thought about working here.  I thought I could learn a lot.  I had only been a sex toy for one man.  Oh, I had vanilla sex with Ralph, but that was no good.  I wanted to learn courtesan skills, not just sex.  I wanted to be able to turn men's heads with a lift of my arm or a flicker of an eyelash.  Women had perfected these skills for hundreds of years, but how and where could I learn them.  I didn't want to lure other men to my web.  I wanted to learn how to make Matt drop his fusty old reports and lust after me.  I thought if I worked here I would have lots of skilled women to talk to and a lot of men to practice and experiment with.  I didn't want to give up my  VP job.  But if Master came here more often and if he would let me work as a hostess while here, maybe I could learn enough.

Bill took us up to the fourth floor and showed us the living quarters.  There were dorms for hostesses who wanted to stay here or crash here.  They had apartments for senior staff and security folks.  The exercise room was large and looked like a fitness center.  They had a pony girl training room with a big walker in the center.  Now that looked boring.  Just to walk in circles for hours like a dumb animal.

Bill took us back down to the nightclub floor.  He found us a table raised on a dais.  He called it the owner's level.  All the tables had 'Reserved' signs.  Master took a seat facing the floor and I knelt beside him.  Bill excused himself to gather the management staff.  In a moment he came back with men he introduced as Sam and John.  All three of them were leading beautiful young women by leashes on their nose rings.  Each man introduced themselves and their girls.  Not necessary since we all had name tags on our collars. The men locked us in a coffle with chains between our collars.  They had us climb onto a large pedestal behind their table and kneel in a circle. Bill said, "Now get acquainted, girls.  Don't be too noisy."

We looked each other over.  Once their nose rings and chains wore off I noticed their hair.  It was stunning.  Each had a different, unusual, cascade of color.  Amber's in particular was a deep turquoise.  Her hair was as long as mine and worn loose except for a single thick braid in the center of her back.  It was mesmerizing.  Such a deep, unusual color complimented her creamy skin. The colored glints off her silver nose ring were hypnotic.  I had trouble focusing anywhere else.

I assumed they all knew each other so I said, "Hi, I'm Samantha.  I belong to Matt.  They said, in turn, "I'm Amber, I belong to Bill."  "I'm Valerie, Amber's sister, and I belong to John."  "I'm Nylla, and I belong to Sam."

Amber said, "Samantha, how long have you belonged to Bill?"

"Only a few months. How about you girls?"

"Its more like a year.  But we were all enslaved by a professional slaver named Alexander close to Morocco.  Bill and Sam and John stole us away, with our complicity.  We didn't want to be in some sheikh's harem. We've only belonged to our masters for six months."

"I'm a lot newer at this than you. How do you keep your men interested in you with all these pretty and available naked women here?"

"Valerie said, "Its easy, Samantha. We just tire them out every night. We benefit too, of course."

"But, Valerie, he only comes once for six or seven of mine. I'm exhausted all over and he's only gotten warmed up."

"Samantha," said Amber, "all men are proud of their cock's skill and stamina. You just need to convince them you need their cocks in you all the time. This should shift the ratio of natural orgasms to forced orgasms in your favor."

"That's wonderful. I'm so glad I was able to talk to you. Its hard only having vanilla women to talk to."

Amber said, "that's a switch. We don't ever have vanilla women to talk to. Does your master let you out in public?"

"Oh yes. I have a full time job. I'm only a slave at home."

Nylla said," that must be hard. I know I'm a slave. I don't think like a free woman any more. I'd be addressing everyone as mistress and master and obeying every random wish. Does he remove your bonds every day?"

"Oh no, I have to wear everything but my hobble chain. Its difficult trying to hide my collar and cuffs under street clothes. I'm afraid any motion may pull the cloth off a cuff and expose my situation."

Valerie asked, "why do you do it. Didn't you decide you are a slave before you agreed to be Bill's?"

"I didn't know I was submissive until I dated Matt.  Oh, my sister and I were always a little kinky, but I hadn't been with any guys that liked it.  Then he showed me how good it felt, one little bit at a time, until I got hooked. Then I gave myself to him."

Amber chimed in, "so you discovered you're a natural submissive.   And now he's giving you too much freedom during the day?"

"No, I think he just wants me close when he's at work and doesn't want his other employees to know I'm his slave.  Bad for the enlightened image most men want today. But I'm just guessing.  He's never said.  It may be he wants to leave as much of my life intact as he can so I can decide if I want to be his property long term."

Amber again, "He's given you a choice.  His slave or freedom. So make the choice.  Living in both worlds will drive you crazy!  I've seen him. He's a hunk, wealthy, and loves you.  Any girl would choose him over a job, no matter how good because love is worth it.  Tell him you're not happy , you want to spend your life as his property!  Not have to pretend you're just an employee during the day.  Tell him he should be proud of you and want to show you off!  He's the boss.  He can let you work from home, can't he? Tell him to have a coming out party at his home.  Let them all see what you are and you're happy!"

"Wow, you're worked up about this.  You have a good point, but why the vehemence?"

"Samantha, Valerie, Nylla, Julie, and twenty six other friends are slaves now.  We were vanilla until the slavers broke our will. They kept us in cages and worked us until we were fit and trained as slaves. They whipped us and gave us terrible pain until we learned our proper place. When our wills had broken and we had learned slave responses we went to market. They took us into the desert chained together by the neck.  We walked for weeks to the slave auction and got sold.  Our men rescued us and brought us to the U. S. The slaver Alexander taught us we were slaves and now its who we are.  We love our masters and our way of life.  The point is he made us slaves and you were born a slave.  No matter how we got here, we know its the right place for us.  No matter what anyone else thinks, even our parents."

"You're right.  I'm just dithering because the life I want is antithetical to my upbringing.  You know, Women's Rights.  Feminism.  Hell, I sent money to women's groups to fight to raising women up.  Now the life I want puts me at the bottom of the heap. I have to have a real talk with master and become what I want. I am a slave, I know it and I love it and my master. The real problem for me is I like my job too. Its what defines me to the world. My parents know me as a Vice President of a financial house. I can't let them know they raised a slave girl."

Amber asked, "but Samantha, would your parents feel bad if you quit because you married Bill?"

"No, I don't think they would."

"If you got married they wouldn't object if you obeyed bill, would they?"

"No, I expect not."

"Well, we can't solve your problem for you.  Only your master can.  Talk to him.  I like your harness.  Is it custom or off the rack?"

"Oh, this old thing.  My master had it made for me.  Likewise, I admire your nose rings.  All by itself it marks you as property.  Did your masters choose identical rings for you?"

"No, these were parting gifts from Alexander.  He said they showcased his work.  I guess he was right.  They make us remarkable even if nothing else shows. Would you like one too?  Our masters do them upstairs for the girls."

"Wow, one stop enslavement."

"Not exactly," Amber said, "condition of employment, even for vanilla hostesses. Though most who work here have a lot of kink in their personality."

"Condition of employment?  How so?"

"Our masters will hire a good looking exhibitionist for a waitress.  All the girls must wear a nose ring.  Its kind of our trademark.  New hires can use a costume version for thirty days.  Then its real or out the door.  Our girls, those who aren't owned by our masters, earn three times the market rate plus tips."

"I didn't see any obvious costume rings.  The ones I saw were heavy and solid."

"Oh, they are.  They weigh the same as the real ones. I talked to our smith, he's a doll.  Imagine a solid spring steel ring.  Cut out a section that's as thick as the narrow part of your septum.  Put a spreading tool in the middle of what's left.  Open it up enough to slip into your nose and relax the spreader.  Now it grips your septum a little, but is way too narrow for the lower, wider part of your septum to pass.  It hangs and sways just like the real one, but no piercing.  So before your shift, you see Tony.  He puts in your ring and takes it out when you're done.  Every girl has her ring reserved for her. I know what, let's get you one for the night!"

"No, no, I protested."  What if Master likes it?"  He'd put a real one on me.

Amber raised her voice, "Master Bill, may I speak to you?"

Bill looked at her and said, "Sure, Amber, what do you need?"

"Master, Samantha was admiring our nose rings.  I think she would look good with one.  Would you ask her master if he would like to see her in one of the temporary ones?"

My master smiled and before Bill could ask him, he said, "That's a wonderful idea, Bill.  I would like to see how it looks on Samantha."

My heart sank.  I knew what was to come.  I would wear  nose ring like the girls in front of me.  It would be temporary only long enough for them to make a permanent one.  I had seen photos of models wearing nose jewelry, often fantastic confections.  Never had I seen any like these in front of me.  Heavy, solid, masculine rings meant for control and restraint, not delicate feminine adornments.

Master Bill stood and said, "Matt, come with us and watch.  Its a part of the facility you haven't seen yet." Master stood and came over to us with Master Bill.  Master Bill led Amber and Master led me.  

We went back to the fourth floor and to a workshop.  Master Bill greeted the smith, " Evening, Tony. Busy?"

"Nope, quiet so far. What do we have here," looking at Me and Master?

Master Bill responded, "Tony, this is Matt Steele and his slave, Samantha.  Matt is one of our major investors.  He would like to see Samantha in a nose ring.  We told him about the temporary ones you make and he wants to watch.  Can you do her now?"

"Sure.  I'll measure her and see if I have one made up for her.  Another few minutes if I have to use a blank.  Bring her to the bench."

Master led me to a dentist's chair and I leaned back.  Master stood beside me, still holding my leash.  It was reassuring.  He wouldn't let Tony hurt me.  Well, except for my pride.  Shit, I can't have any pride left.

Tony measured my septum and nostrils with a caliper, noting my intimate dimensions.  He turned to a notebook and scanned down a page.  "Yep, I've got one made up that will fit her."

He went to a cabinet and returned with a ring like Amber's and handed it to Master.  Master held it up to my face and examined it. "Looks great.  How do you install it?"

Tony picked up a large complex pair of pliers.  "Its spring steel so I expand it and it just returns to a relaxed position. Watch."

He inserted the end of the pliers in the ring and squeezed.  I didn't see any difference. He held the ring by the pliers and kind of twisted it around the bottom of my septum.  It was a tight fit.  He held the pliers in front of my face and opened his grip.  I felt the ring compress my septum, just a little, and he pulled the pliers back.

Everyone moved around to look at me.  They all smiled. I wanted to see, too.  Tony held up a hand mirror.  I had a nose ring.  Just like Amber's.  I shook my head and watched it swing.  I could feel it, too.  It was heavy and solid. 

Master said, Sam, "stand up."  He helped me up.  He took my leash off my collar and clipped it on my new nose ring. "Let's try it." He led me around the room by my new attachment point.

I realized I was obeying the leash better than I had when it was on my collar.  I could ignore tugs on my collar when I was inattentive.  I couldn't ignore a tug on this ring.  A tug was immediate and painful if I let it be overt.  There was no subtlety here.  I was a dumb animal and I would try my best to follow his lead.

Master saw it too. "This works better than her collar.  How hard is it to make it permanent?"

Tony said, "I replace it with a two part ring.  I have her measurements. It will take a day to have the pieces cast."

"Go ahead and make it, please.  I'll decide later when she gets it. Bill, Amber's hair goes well with her ring and collar.  Who does her hair?"

"Another benefit of your large investment.  We have a complete hair salon, with a talented designer on the third floor.  She makes all the girls look stunning."

"I'd like to have Samantha's hair colored and styled to highlight her ring and collar too.  Can we get her an appointment?"

"Sure thing. I'll arrange it tomorrow.  I'll have the salon talk to your secretary for an appointment."

"Great." 

Shit. Shit. Shit and fuck.  He was going to pierce and ring me.  What could I do?  I was aware of tears running down my face.

Amber came to me and said, "Samantha, remember what we talked about.  This is the life you always wanted.  Be brave and embrace it. You are so lucky to be able to realize your dreams.  My education was tough but I'm glad I got it.  Let's go work the floor."

Amber turned to the men and said, "Masters, Samantha and I are ready to go on the floor, if you will let us."

Bill said, Matt, let's see how they do in public.  Its the safest place in the city."

Master nodded, "OK.  Have fun, Samantha."

They led us down to the second floor, removed our leashes and unlocked our hands.

Amber said, Follow me, Samantha and just do what I do.  You're a trainee tonight."

"OK. Lead on."  I was in public as a slave girl.  All these strange men and naked women around me.  It helped that the room only had naked women.  My new nose ring seemed to glow in the bottom of my field of view.  It was heavy and bumped my upper lip at every step.  I followed Amber and helped her serve drinks.  Men and women fondled our breasts and I liked it.  I was walking naked with ankle chains, a collar, cuffs and a nose ring, through a crowded bar.  Men and women were looking at my body with envy.  I was getting endless nice comments and occasional feels.  I felt valued, treasured, and in my element. I was an exhibitionist as well as a natural submissive.  It was a wonderful life.

After a while, Amber said it was time for her to do a show.  She told me to continue without her and I did.  It was a simple enough job and I was enjoying it.  I was feeling a bond with all the women here.  I think we shed our aggressions and falsehoods with our clothes.  I had nothing to drink but I felt high on my openness.  Not every woman here was pretty, but all were honest.  Maybe for the first time since we noticed boys were different.  I wanted to talk to Amber about this, but I didn't see her.  I felt an arm on my shoulder and heard master.


Chapter 5 : Puppy Play

"Sam, come back to the table. Amber's show is about to start and you'll want to see it.  I followed him to the table and he had me kneel in front of him, facing the stage.  I had a great view since the owner's suite was higher than the floor and the stage. .

The lights dimmed except for a spotlight on center stage.  A man walked into the light.  He told the patrons that The Coffle had a short play prepared for their entertainment.  That the play was set in present day in New York.  Then the curtain pulled back and I saw Amber and Valerie seated at a table.  Valerie dressed as a teenager and Amber as her mother.  The announcer told us that Amber was the new wife of Valerie's father and Valerie was unhappy.   He left and the play began.

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

Valerie washed the dishes and was starting to sweep when the phone rang.    A friend had seen the stepmother 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 Amber under control when her father was away.  

Amber returned home.  Valerie confronted her with time and location and Amber  admitted it with many tears.  Valerie exuded dominance using her voice and posture and large gestures.  She was convincing and Amber submitted.  Valerie said she would tell her father.  Amber begged and pleaded with her not tell.  Amber was afraid Tom would divorce her and she would starve.  Valerie said she couldn't trust Amber.  Amber promised to do anything, forever, if Valerie kept her behavior a secret.  Valerie made Amber call her boyfriend and break it off.  Amber had to write a confession and give it to Valerie. Then Valerie told Amber she had to agree to be her pet girl when father was away.  Amber agreed, with more tears.  Valerie said, since father would be away a few more days, it was time to get started.  Valerie made Amber get down on her hands and knees.  Valerie put a leash on Amber's collar and led her into the back room.

Music played while they were changing.  A big digital clock face on the back wall counted down three minutes.  Then Valerie came back onto the stage.  She was now wearing the stepmother's clothes.  Amber crawled after her on the leash.   Amber had a two foot metal bar between her wrists.  Her legs each had a broad leather strap hold them folded so only her knees could reach the floor.   A chain connected the middle of the metal bar and her ankle chain.  Amber had to stay on her hands and knees and couldn't raise her hands above her head.  A bit gag and clip on puppy ears completed her ensemble.  Then Valerie led her to center stage.  Valerie made Amber do puppy tricks.  Roll over. Play dead. Beg. And she paraded Amber around and up to many of the women in the audience.  Amber licked some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.    

When Valerie finished showing Amber off, she led Amber back to the stage, had her sit on her haunches and bark.  The audience went wild with applause and laughter. I heard the men behind me applauding.  My master had me move around to kneel beside him. He said, "Samantha, what did you think of Amber's performance?"

"It was funny and entertaining, Master."

"Bill, how hard was it for Amber to learn that part?"

"Well, she had already done that play a couple of times before I got her away from the slavers. It was her and Valerie's play.  They developed it to try and deter her owner from selling Valerie away..  You should get her to tell you the story sometime.  I'm proud of her and Valerie."

"Do you think Samantha could learn it?"

Oh, No.  He's thinking I could be his pet girl.  That's just the phrase he uses.

"Of course.  she'd pick it up in no time.  Valerie's part is harder.  It has more spoken lines."

"Did I mention that Samantha has a sister a year older and she's a little kinky too?"

Oh. My. God.  Mallory would love to do that to me in front of an audience.  Please no, Master.

"You don't say.  The possibilities abound."

He left my cape at The Coffle.  He put me in the car right off the floor, my hands locked behind me and a leash on my new nose ring.  I felt worried but happy.  Whatever happened, I was his. "Master, may I speak?"

"Sure, Sam.  Go ahead."

"Master am I going to work tomorrow?"

"Of course. Its a work day."

Master, am I going with this ring in my nose?"

"I think its time we spiced up the office, so yes."

"Master, I will be too embarrassed to work."

"That's OK, you work hard enough to skip a day."

"But, Master, what can I say if anyone asks?"

"You are creative.  I'm sure you will get by.  If all else fails, tell the truth?"

"Master, do you think I should tell every one I am your slave?"

"Samantha, that's up to you, but I was thinking you would say 'Its costume.  I thought I'd try a new look.  What do you think?' but if that's a problem I can put a sign on your door that says 'Samantha is my slave and I put a ring in her nose.  Don't comment to her.' and sign it.  What do you think?"

He was not much help.  I didn't want people at work to see me like this.  I had no choice.  I guess I'll play it cool like he suggested.

Next morning after Marie finished, Leila took me in the closet to dress me. Her choice of blouse startled me.  It had a low collar and wouldn't cover my steel collar. "Mistress, this blouse doesn't cover my collar?"

"Yes, Miss.  Mr. Steele said to choose one that didn't cover it.  Do you like it?"

My mind raced.  I had my story straight for the nose ring, but it wouldn't work for the collar too.  What could I do?  "Yes, Mistress,"I said, distracted, "its pretty."

She buttoned a calf length black skirt on me and released  the chain from my collar.  She put the leash on my nose ring and led me out of the closet.  "Mistress," I said," what about my hobble chain? Aren't you going to remove it?"

"Mr. Steele said to leave it on."

Oh no. He's going to show me off at work! "Oh. I see." I followed my leash, under control, docile, a perfect slave girl. About to be a quite public slave girl.

"You are beautiful, Samantha. I am so proud you are mine."

"Thank you, Master. Is today my public unveiling?"

"Why not. It has to happen sometime. You are most beautiful and I am so proud of you. I'm anxious to show you off." He took my leash from Leila and led me out the door.

I felt mixed emotions.  Terrified at having people I knew, who worked for me, seeing me like this. I would be the object of ridicule. From respected VP with a promising career to chained, sex slave. From a proud woman to a piece of property with no dignity or pride. Now, I could stop the deception. No more hiding my true nature from everyone. I would have to quit. No one would respect me at work anymore. I would have to obey everyone so I couldn't do my job anyway. I guess its best to get it over with and get on with being a full time slave girl. Maybe he would let me serve at The Coffle sometimes. I liked the girls and the ambiance there. Master helped me into the car and he let me sit beside him. He looked at me for several miles. At last I said, "Master, may I speak? "

"Yes, Samantha, go ahead."

"Master, I'll have to resign after I'm revealed. Margaret or Daniel are the best ones to replace me. Margaret is more thorough and Daniel is the best analyst."

"Who do you recommend?"

"Master, I would go with Daniel."

"Tell me why."

"My job requires a lot of analytical skill and Denis has that. My staff provides enough good review capability to assure thoroughness.  So Margaret's traits are more available."

"Good. Swing your feet up in my lap"

"Yes, master." I set my feet on his lap. He unlocked my ankle chain and dropped it on the car's floor.

"Put your feet back on the floor and lean forward."

I leaned forward and master unlocked my wrists. He took the leash off my nose ring. He handed me a bright red scarf.

"I don't think you need to come out today. Someday soon we will need to deal with this issue. Give it some thought."

"Yes, Master. Thank you for the reprieve. I promise to try and come up with a plan. Soon." I wrapped the scarf around my collar and tied it. I felt such relief.  I didn't have to parade my subjugation around the office.  My secret was safe for  little while.  I knew I would feel the same when it happened.  I wonder if doing it a little bit at a time will make it easier.  Or is it better just to jump in and get it over with?  At least now all I had to deal with was this big damned ring in my nose. I realized that when I made it my image, master would make it permanent. 

When we passed Jan at her desk she did a double take.  I smiled at her surprise. "Like it?  I think it gives me a better image.  Less staid, don't you think?"

She stammered a reply, "Y...Yes, Ms. Miller.  It is quite striking."

My spirits soared.  I had finally surprised Jan.  Of course I would have lots of people dropping in on trivial matters just to look at me.  My reputation around here was not going to be stuck up or too focused on work any more.  I need to change the way I talk to people.  Add some non work items.  

I was right. I had ten visitors in the first hour. Seven had trivial issues and they stared at my ring the entire visit. Three admitted they wanted to see the 'fabled ring.' At ten I went into the bullpen and told everyone I had gotten this costume ring to see how it would affect work. I walked up and down the rows and gave everyone a good look. Then I asked for a show of hands from those who thought I should keep it. All the men and all the younger women voted for me to keep it. Only the older women didn't vote yes. I guessed a permanent ring was definite, even if I didn't want it.

Master called me into his office before noon. "Sam, you may not be in the office as much as you have to date. I am going to appoint Daniel as your deputy to act in your absence. Do you have any reservations?"

"No sir, I'm glad you are taking my advice.  It will be a relief to have competent backup when I'm unavailable." But I  also could detect the smell of burning bridges. He had just made it more certain I would spend more time as his slave girl. Regret mixed with gratitude as my fantasy claimed more of me.

He picked up his phone. "Jan, ask Daniel to come in here please."

"I heard about your vote this morning. What do you think of your nose ring now?"

"I'm startled when I look in a mirror. For an instant its all I can see. I'm becoming accustomed to its weight. Its still quite heavy. I feel more confident people don't think I'm a freak or twisted. When I remember you imposed it on me I feel a strong pang of submissive arousal. I always feel arousal when I see or feel or even think about my restraints. I feel the same way when I move my head and feel the ring shift. How do you feel about my ring?"

"Like you, I am aroused whenever I see you or think about your helplessness. Its much stronger when I see your ring and know that I put it on you and you can't take it off. I feel even more aroused when I think about putting the permanent ring in your nose."

I knew it. I was going to get ringed. I just hope he stops at the nose ring.

Jan knocked on the door and announced Daniel. So, Matt promoted Daniel and I thanked him for his hard work. We both expressed confidence in him and sent him back to work.

Today for lunch Master took me up to the roof for another helicopter ride. After liftoff he turned to me, "get undressed."

I looked at him in surprise, but he just smiled, so I stripped and lay my clothes on the seat. He put a hobble chain on my ankles and locked my wrist cuffs to the back ring of my harness. The leash went on my nose ring and I was ready for travel.

"I made an appointment for you with the hair stylist at The Coffle. We're going there now. I asked Daniel to cover your afternoon appointments."

Well, I guess he was planning for me to move more into slave girl mode I expected this and I wasn't sorry. It was a relief to know my absences weren't going to hurt the business. I wonder if I could still work from home?

We landed on the roof of The Coffle.

I hadn't been up here before. Besides the helipad and a utility area, it was all garden. I wanted to look at the garden but master took me to the third floor.

"The stylist is going to look at your features and propose some hair colors for you. Choose the top three you of each you like and I'll make my choice from those. Remember that these, unlike your current ornaments, can be changed.

I sat upright in a salon chair. Master had brought me to the salon and the stylist, Joann had shown us to this room. She sat at a table beside the chair with a computer facing her. There were several large computer screens on the wall. Master sat me here and locked my ankle chain to a convenient ring on the footrest.   Then he took my leash off and asked Joann, "How long do you need?"

"Come back in an hour. We should have several choices for you by then. If you want any done, it will take several hours."

"One hour then." He left.

Joann  said, "Your owner likes your hair the length it is now, so I won't propose shortening it. His instructions were to explore colors that will emphasize your silver collar and ring. I expect he will add more silver decorations to you ears and nipples. I understand he wants you naked most of the time. Do you have any preferences or questions?"

"No questions and no preferences either. I suspect he will keep me naked most of the time. He seems to like that. I guess most men do."

"Your owner wants something striking and that goes well with your silver metal. I will start with a blue hue."

The screens in front of me showed all four sides of my head and shoulders. She fiddled with her controls and the screens showed me with blue hair. Then the color flowed through a wide variety of arrangements. Lighter on the end, Silver and blue, Silver and turquoise.  After ten minutes of trials she settled on a mix of different hues of blue white and silver like ribbons of hair. She showed it in a loose plait tapering to a loose curl at the end. Bangs of these alternating hues covered my forehead.

The second was silver on top and shaded to a dramatic crimson in the last six inches. The third choice had an under layer of a light green with the outer later my current strawberry blonde. I liked them all. It had taken the whole hour to sort through the hundreds of colors and combinations.

Master returned, looked at our choices and selected the blue one. I thought he would. He could change it whenever he wanted. "How long to do it," he asked Joann.

"I have a cut scheduled now, but I can do Samantha after that. Start in half an hour and done by four at the latest."

"All right. I'll be back in a half hour.." He unlocked my feet and put the leash back on my nose ring. He led me out into the hall and down a few doors.

I recognized the smith's workshop. Oh no.

The smith called out, "Ready, Mr. Steele?"

"Yep. All set, He handed the leash to the smith. He sat me in a chair with a tall headrest. He strapped a blindfold  on me. I descended into blackness. He locked my collar to the headrest and drew a strap around my forehead. I couldn't move my head at all. I felt him open and remove the temporary ring from my nose. It felt good to have it out.

I felt something small, maybe a Q-tip, spread a cool liquid spread in both nostrils.  Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was strong. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose.  Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.   I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what he had done to me.  He had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller.  This made the ring he planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.  The strap holding my head immobile loosened and the blindfold removed. The strap tightened around my head again.

The smith held up the two half circles of my new ring. It was shiny and the same size as the temporary one. He put one half through the grommet in my nose and mated the other one with it. He used a pair of soft nosed pliers to squeeze the two halves together. I heard the internal locks click into place. I now wore my permanent nose ring. It felt just like the temporary one except it swung free when my head moved. The temporary one grasped my flesh. This one was metal hanging on metal. But I knew it was different. It would never leave me. It was my master's hand on my soul. I felt I belonged to him in a way that mere chains could not do.

The smith released me from his chair and master put my leash on my new nose ring. I almost fainted. My legs were rubbery as the meaning of the ring assailed me. I was the property of Matt Steele. Never to be free again. I was proud and awed. I needed  my master in me. I strode to my master, stood tall, and kissed him on the mouth. He returned it with interest. He took me in his arms and it felt so good. When we broke the kiss, I murmured "Thank you , Master, for owning me."

"You're welcome, Sam." He led me back to the hair salon.

When he picked me up again, my hair was blue and silver and I thought, stunning. He seemed to think so, too, based on his low whistle and hard kiss.  He took me back up to the roof and I asked, "Master, may we walk through the garden before we leave?"

"Of course."  

We strolled through the plants ant trees.  There were several pavilions  scattered through the garden.  He held my leash, but I walked beside him and admired the flowers. I rubbed up against him like a cat in need of petting, which I was.  My hands were locked at the small of my back, so I couldn't use them for anything.  "Master, I fear I have been naughty and need a spanking. "

"Oh, pray tell, Ms. Miller, what have you been up to?"

"Oh dear Master, I have had the most unladylike thoughts.  I fear you might disown me should I divulge the extent of my shame."

"My dear lady, I could never disown such a beautiful and accomplished lady such as you. Perhaps it were better if the extent of your mischief is left unknown.  I will accept your judgment that a spanking would expiate it."

"Oh thank you my lord.  Yon pavilion seems suited for the task. Do you agree?" 

I learned my lesson well in the pavilion.  My bottom glowed red hot from his heavy hand. My well earned spanking begot two raucous orgasms followed by two more from his raging cock.  I was well plowed and glowing when he lifted me into his helicopter for the ride home.  I repeated my feat when we got home and slept well indeed.

My new hair floored Leila.  She couldn't keep her hands off it and insisted on brushing it out and rearranging it.  I was pretty proud of the way I looked too.  Marie was just as enthusiastic and insisted on doing my makeup to match.  She spent extra effort making my eyeliner match my hair.  The effect was dramatic.  I looked like a model in a magazine.  Leila chose clothing to match and I was a swirl of blue and silver. 

I was fond of Master's novel dining table.  I enjoyed eating my meals this way.  It was submissive in a way I had never imagined.  My head locked in place above the table and the rest of me locked away below.  The glass top allowed him to see my naked body and I always tried to wriggle my boobs whenever he moved food my way.  It was a nice game for both of us.

I had the same experience today as with my ring.  Everyone wanted to see my dramatic new hair color. People kept coming into my office with trivia or just to gawk.  This time it was only the women.  They all asked where I had had it done.  I had to tell them it was in a private club and only for members.  I promised to tell them if it became open to the public.  I was happy with all the attention.  What girl didn't like being the center of attention.  Maybe I should come to work as Mr. Steele's sex slave?

Mallory called to chat.  She told me about dumping her last loser boyfriend.  

"Mal, I've moved further along the slave girl track."

"How could you go any further than your life in bondage?"

Well, He' put a nose ring on me.  He puts a leash on it and leads me around by my nose.  I'm far along toward broken to heel.  Also I got a fantastic new hair color."

"Wow.  A nose ring.  Does he let you take it out for work?"

"Mal, it doesn't come out.  Its permanent.  Its also huge.  It comes down to the bottom of my upper lip.  And its thick, maybe a quarter inch.  Its a real bull ring."

"Sis, I need to see this.  Can I come over this weekend?"

"I'll ask.  I'm sure its OK.  But remember what master said.  If you come back, you'll be his property for the weekend.  You'll get screwed for sure."

"Sam, I've had a bad week with my former shit head.  Being Matt's slave sounds wonderful, at least for a weekend.  He's a hot stud and you've got the best spa I've seen."

"I'll get back to you.  When can you come."

"Friday after work, like last time.  See if he'll send a car for me.  That was great."

Mallory arrived as Master's house before five pm.  I saw her arrive through a window but she didn't see me.  The chain from my collar to a wall ring held me  so I couldn't go to her.  Master was with me and went to greet her.   Greta must have dressed her for she brought Mallory to me in just a few minutes.  Greta locked her lead to the same ring that held me.  Greta had put her into her slave gear: collar, ankle chain, wrists locked behind her.  But she wore a tight corset instead of the harness.  

She looked at me and squealed, "Sam.  Your hair is fabulous.  It transforms you.  You're gorgeous.  And you have a nose ring.  Is it real?  Its huge.  Did you choose it?  Tell me, sis.  What happened?"

"Hi, Mal.  Good to see you.  How are you.  How's work?"

"Oh, stop it.  I'm dying of curiosity."

"OK. Master took me to The Coffle, a new BDSM club in the city.  They have an amazing air stylist who came up with a couple of ideas.  Master liked this one."

"I do too.  Its beautiful.  Its an amazing change.  You look like you stepped out of a fashion mag shoot.  Now the ring. Tell me all about it."

"I told you we went to The Coffle, well all the women who work there wear these.  It a sexy trademark for a bondage club, I guess.  Anyway, Master had them put a temporary ring on me.  It just clamps in place.  I worked the floor serving drinks with Amber, one of the owners slaves, I guess. She told me she didn't get paid and belonged to Bill.  She was beautiful and had this amazing hair that I loved.  So master arranged for the stylist to do my hair.  Did I say master is a large investor in the club?"

"But what about the ring.  Is it the temporary one and can you take it out so I can look at it?"

"No. You need a tool to install and remove the temporary rings.  So master had me wear the temporary ring to work.  Everyone there thought I should keep it. Master took me back to the club and they replaced it with this one.  Its permanent.  I can't ever take it off.  The smith put a grommet in my septum and the ring passes through it."

"Well, Sam, its sexy as hell and it goes with your hair.  You should be proud of the way you look.  Any man who sees you wants you in his bed."

"I'm so glad you like it.  I am proud of how I look, but it means a lot that you like it too.  But its also a little scary.  I feel committed now.  I let Master pierce and ring me.  Its like he made his final payment and now he owns me outright.  Don't get me wrong.  I don't want out.  I'm having the time of my life.  So I have a question for you.  What is with the corset?"

"Not a clue.  You know how free Greta is with information.  When I expected the harness she pulled out this corset and wrapped it around me.  I asked what it was for and she just said 'orders' and put it on me.  She clipped my cuffs to that hanging spreader bar in the closet and pulled me up on tiptoe.  Then she pulled the damned laces tight, from bottom to top.  then she repeated until it was tight as a drum.  I can't take a deep breath."

"Turn around, sis.  Let me look at the back."  She turned around.  There was about an inch of space between the ends.  The laces vanished into a metal box at the top of the corset between her shoulder blades.  The corset was not coming off save the box opened or the cords cut.  The corset had a thick ring holding her wrist cuffs in the middle of her back.  

"Well, the good news is you look great with a slim waist even if she didn't pull it all the way closed.  The bad news is there is room to pull it another inch tighter.  Oh, and the laces are in a metal box so it won't come off without the key."

Master walked into the room and looked at us.  "You both look great, but I think the corset is an improvement over the harness."  He summoned Greta. "Greta, I think the corset would look good on Samantha.  Would you put her in one, please?"

"Yes, sir."  She put a leash on my nose ring and unlocked me from the wall chain.  She brought me back in a few minutes and found both Mallory and Master still there.  I couldn't breathe. Just walking to the room made me breathless.  It would take a while to get used to this. 

Mallory said, "Sis, I hadn't realized how useful that nose ring is for controlling you.  It not only is beautiful, but a leash puts you under total control." 

I hadn't noticed until now that Mallory was not chained to the wall ring and her hands were free.  She stood up and took my leash from Greta, who left.  Mallory started walking around the room and I of course followed my nose after her.

"Master, what is happening?"

"Sam, Mallory has accepted a position as your trainer. You must address her as 'Mistress' now.  She is going to teach you the finer points of becoming a pet girl.'  Do you understand?"

"Yes, Master, may I ask why?"

He explained that I was just playing a puppy.  I was to try and feel what a puppy would feel.  A weak, tiny puppy.  Dependent on him for everything.  Yet playful, curious, and anxious to please.

I was unsure and asked why I was doing this.

"Sam, playing a puppy, gives you gives you a window into your animal self.  your lizard brain, some call it."  It’s a way to help you separate those instincts and the conditioning society has imposed on you."

He showed me a curved rubber rod with one end wider than the other. "This is your tail.  Mal bent me over the back of a chair.  Master removed my butt plug and inserted the fat end of the tail into my ass hole.  

Mal  pulled me off the chair, unlocked my hands, and said, "On all fours, Sam."  I knelt and lowered onto my hands.  I felt the tail bouncing back and forth, just like a dog wagging its tail.  

"Sam," he said, "today you are a puppy.  This is your tail. You are not to make any human sounds. Pretend you are a helpless, curious puppy and you are anxious to please.  When a puppy is happy, she wags her tail.  Wag yours for me now."

I shook my ass and I felt the tail wag back and forth.  I smiled.

'"Great job.  remember that."

She led me back into the closet.  Greta opened a bag and took things out of it.  She put knee pads on me and had me kneel.  She fastened my ankle chain to the back of my corset.

She put thick gloves on my hands.  The stiff fingers stitched together.  I couldn't grasp anything.  She said, "these are your paws.  You will crawl on all fours today. Mallory led me to the dining room.    I saw she had somehow gotten a short skirt and sports bra.  Shit.

She tied my leash to a low wall ring leaving me little more than a foot of leash. 

Sh set a bowl of water and a bowl with cut up vegetables and rice. She slid the water under my head, but waited on the food. I turned my head to look at her.

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

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

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

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

She said, “I like having you on a leash. The symbolism is fantastic and the lust I get when you obey is better. Now though, I'm going to use your electronic leash.”

“What? I never heard about that.”

“So,” she said, “it works like this.  There is an electronic leash and GPS built into your collar. I have a controller. Say I set your controller to 'leash' then a distance, say, ten feet. If you stay within ten feet of me, nothing happens. If you get further away your collar beeps. If you get three feet further, thirteen feet, it gives a mild shock. Every three feet further gives a stronger shock. Stay within ten feet of me and you'll be fine. And if you don't obey a command, I'll give you a shock. Let's try it.” She took the leash off my nose and pocketed it. She walked around.

I tried to follow her close but I did not have much skill on all fours. I heard and felt the warning beep many times. As I improved I didn't hear it much. She walked to the house and through it. She went through the front door and I whined. I didn't want to play puppy in front of the staff.  I followed her in and she led me to the kitchen.  There were two women in there cleaning up. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die.  These women had seen me as Master's slave and sex toy before, but I was still human.  Now I was a pet.  Lower than human.  Mal said, "Sam, show these nice ladies how happy you are to see them." 

I tried to think what a puppy would do.  I smiled at them and wagged my tail hard.  I barked and put my forearms on the floor .

Mallory must have like it because she said, "Good girl. Thanks ladies," and walked outside again.  I hurried after her, mindful on my electronic leash.

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

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

I raised a leg until I felt my pussy exposed and squirted a few drops on the tree. I lowered my leg and wagged my tail.

Mistress said, “good girl.”

I beamed at the silly phrase. I was just playing a role, but it felt so good to receive praise from my mistress.  I was getting into this role playing.  I almost forgot it was my sister ordering me around.

She walked on and I hurried to keep up. I was getting better. She sat on a bench, lifted her skirt, and commanded, “Service me puppy.”

I knelt in front of her and  stuck my nose into her pussy.  I started working my mouth to suck her nether lips while trying to stick my tongue between them.  I licked her hard and fast and heard her moan.  I located her hard nub of a clit and licked it. Mallory's moans became screeches. I was getting aroused too.  I was feeling something inside me. I could feel my own pulse quickening and my breathing was getting faster.  I took her clit into my mouth, sucking hard and licking it. Mallory came with a scream of pure pleasure and spasmed so hard I rocked back on my ass.  I cleaned her with my tongue, sucking down all her juices I could get. I could feel my own juices running down my leg.  I sat back on my heels and smiled.

She said, hoarse with emotion, “Good girl. Great job.”

I was fuller of pride than ever before.

She ruffled my hair with her hands.

A man I didn't know walked up and spoke to Mallory, “Nice puppy. Love her coloring. Does she know any tricks?”

Mallory said, “a few,” then  commanded, “Stand.”

I rose to all fours.

“Roll Over.”

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

“Lay.”

I rolled onto my back.

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

She stood up and said, “stand”

I got on all fours and looked at her.

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

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

Mallory stopped to look at a flower and  I crawled behind a tree and knelt. I rubbed my loins with my paws. It felt so good. I was so close to coming when I felt a shock. Mallory was calling me. I hurried to her. She looked at my wet paws and said, “Naughty. Bad girl. Stand. Stay.” Shit. Caught.

I got three stripes from her whip. They hurt, but not enough to get off on. Disappointing. I slunk beside her when she walked. I was a bad girl.

My chagrin didn't last long. Soon I was trotting beside my mistress. Happy to be out in the fresh air with her. Everything was so new and fresh when seen from puppy level. I smelled flowers that were now at nose height.

Master joined us for our walk. Mallory handed him my controller. I rolled in the grass and stretched in the sun. sprung from behind bushes to touch master's leg. I trotted up close behind him and raised up on my knees to push him forward with my paws. I found a nice grassy patch in front of him and rolled onto my back. I spread my hands and legs and whimpered. He squatted beside me and rubbed my breasts and pussy. I was ready to come right then. I moaned and wriggled under his hands. He rolled my nipples between his fingers. They ached so good. I needed to come and I was close. He stood up and said, “playtime later. Come on.”   

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

Finally we returned to the house. He put my leash back on my nose ring and took me to pee. We went to a living room and he sat on a  couch with his newspaper. I knelt on the floor beside him and rested my head on his leg. He patted my head then stroked my breast while he read. When he finished his paper he handed me off to Greta and told her to make me 'normal.'

Greta took me back to the closet and stripped the puppy gear off. She locked my behind me and I led me back to the games room. Mallory was already there, minus the skirt and bra, strapped down on a spanking bench. Soon I was secure on the other. Greta left and we were alone.

"Mal, how could you agree to train me as a puppy girl?"

"It sounded like fun. Besides would you rather it was me or a stranger? And its only for the weekend. I go away Sunday night."

"Well, I guess I would rather it was you. But why are you strapped here with me?"

"My trainer status only lasts while I'm actually training you. You were a good pupil today and surprised me. I guess you have some aptitude."

"It was the weirdest feeling. While we were walking I got into the part. I think I was thinking like a puppy. Living in the moment. I was so happy when I was rolling on the lawn and teasing Master. I'm looking forward to getting that feeling again."

"You were mean to me, though. I made you come. You whipped me when I tried to come."

"Good puppies don't get to come when they want. Only when their owner approves. No, Master told me not to let you come. I think he wants to do both of us tonight."

"Well, OK. It helps to know you had orders."

Master entered the room. He went to Mallory and flicked his whip across her protruding ass.

She squealed in protest, "Master, that hurts. not so hard."

"Slaves do not give orders, Mallory." He hit her three more times in quick succession.

She wailed, then apologized, "Master, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have spoken. Please forgive me, please."

My head was immobile due to the slot my neck lay in and the strap holding it down.  I couldn't see anything but the wall in front of me. I think he must have stroked her pussy because I heard her moan and then say, "Yes, Master. That is so nice. Please don't stop."

I heard the slash of the whip and her gasp, followed by a low moan. He was alternating whip strokes with pussy rubs. Soon I heard the unmistakable sounds of a woman in the throes of an orgasm. He forced two more orgasms out of her with the whip and his hands. Then the sound changed. I heard her moans of pleasure, but no whip. He was fucking her. He said this visit she would be his slave. I hoped he hurried up and treated me like he had treated her. I was horny from the vicarious sex of her noises. I heard her come again before he voiced his pleasure.

In a few moments I saw him walk around to the head of the bench and heard, "clean me Mallory." The sounds of her sucking and licking were loud in my ears. Our immobile heads were only two feet apart.

Then he came to me. He stroked my hair and breast as he walked to my ass. His whip and fingers were magic. I felt the whip on my ass, burning a fiery stripe across both of my buttocks. I jumped at the sting and gave low moans of pleasure. I knew the heat on my skin would change and turn to heat in my belly and loins. The second stroke of the whip followed a few seconds after the first. Each stroke burned a fresh trail across my ass until it glowed a uniform rosy glow. I couldn't feel the individual stripes any more. Even though the whip continued to warm my ass, the strokes no longer stung. The heat in my ass was heating my loins. I was horny. I wanted a man in me. It was getting worse as the whipping continued. I felt my helplessness and my heat and was glad. I was also frustrated. I needed my Master inside me, now, damn it. I moaned in need. My whipping stopped and I moaned louder, saying, “Please take me. Please, Please...”

I heard my tormentor say, “Not yet.” And then ethereal fingers stroked my labia lips, up and down, ever so soft. It felt so good, so sexy, so intimate. It felt so right for me to be helpless while my Master nudged my arousal higher. I pushed my cunt into the fingers as far as I could, trying in vain to get them inside me. They remained  just on the edge of my labia. Sometimes I got an electric jolt as they touched my clit, but it was not enough!

Then I felt the fingers push deep into my cunt. Oh! The ecstasy was overwhelming. I felt my whole insides spasm in a thunderous orgasm. I heard the man finger fucking me say, “Good girl.” Twice more his fingers threw me over the edge and into the bliss of mindless orgasm.

Then his cock was probing my cunt. I was sopping wet and he entered me easy. I felt the slippery friction of his member in my love canal throwing me back up toward the edge. He pumped me up, filling me with his member and joy. I was his. He loved me. He owned me body and soul. We came together in a shared orgasm. His cum blew me up like the pliable vessel I was. His hot spend filled every nook and cranny of my vagina. My muscles were spasming inside me, around him. When we had recovered he came to my head and, like Mallory, said, "clean me, Sam."

Master released both Mallory and I from the benches and chained our collars together.

"Master, may I ask a question?"

"OK, Sam, go ahead."

"Master, would you take Mallory and I to The Coffle this weekend. She's never been there and I think she will like it."

"Mallory, would you like to go there?"

"Yes, Master. Sam's description is intriguing. Do you think I could get my hair done there too? I love Sam's."

"I'm sure that can happen. Timing depends on their schedule. You know, Sam got her ring there too."

"Master, I don't know if I'm ready for that much commitment."

"Sam got a temporary one at first. If you want to take part in the activities there you will find a temporary one useful."

"Are they for real, temporary?"

"For real. Tell her, Sam."

"Yeah, Mal. They are temporary. I wore one for a couple of days before getting my permanent one."

Greta took us out for our toilet. She removed our plugs and we crapped in our hole. We covered it and she took us back inside. We got our enema and had new plugs inserted. Mal and I had become used to this ritual and didn't even comment. I watched Greta insert Mal's plug. She showed it to Mal and smiled. Mal turned around, spread her legs and bent over, awaiting Greta's lubricant covered finger. Mal accepted the plug and straightened up. She looked at me like, 'OK your turn.' Even two weeks ago she had fought and objected. Now it was normal. We were both conditioned to accept whatever anyone did to us. Through repetition, helplessness and sensual pleasure, we had learned to be obedient slave girls. Now there was no fuss, we just obeyed. I hadn't objected when Master put his ring in my nose. Mal wouldn't reject  the temporary ring. Nor would she object when it became permanent. No matter whether slavery was legal. We had broken. Freedom was a meaningless concept now. We were obedient. It wasn't frightening, it just was. Like the sunrise, it would happen no matter what we wanted. In a way, it was perfect. I had no choices and depended on Master for all my pleasures.


Chapter  6 : His Pet

Saturday morning Master had to go somewhere, so Mal and I got to relax, or so I thought. After our morning al fresco toilet, Greta washed us and we ate breakfast from bowls on the floor. Back to the closet and she put me in my puppy gear. Mal was  given a skirt, whip, my controller, and a bra. Greta put a leash on my nose ring, handed it to Mal and said, "you have an hour."

Mal led me into master's bedroom. My restraints forced me to stay on all fours. My previous practice had made me comfortable with this and I was more agile than when I started.

Mal said, "I've been reading up on how to train a puppy. I'll be changing a few things to make your training easier. First thing is to give you a place of your own." She led me over to a table in a corner covered with a throw. I had seen it before, but never gotten close to it. She threw off the cover. It was a cage. Thick steel bars , a solid metal floor with a blanket waded up, and a solid wood roof. The door in front was also of steel bars and slid to open or close. "You'll sleep here most nights until you're trained."

My stomach shrank into a tight knot. I felt tears running down my face as I looked up at her. "Please, no, Mistress."

"I'm sure it will be hard the first few nights, but the books all say you will enjoy having a place of you own."

She continued, "as a new puppy, you will have to learn a few simple rules:

1. You are not to get on any furniture without an order.

2. No jumping up. Always have one front paw on the ground.

3. No human talk. You must limit yourself to canine sounds."

'Now, since I won't be using snacks as a reward for you, I need something else." She showed me a large reddish phallus, complete with realistic balls. It had rounded knobs and cords attached to its base. "Spread your legs."

Was she going to bring me off with that? I hope so. I spread my legs and felt her insert the thing into me. The knobs pushed against my clit. I was  surprised both at how much I wanted it and at how easy it went in.

"Kneel." I knelt up and sat on my haunches, knees still spread. She clipped the short cord to the ring on the front of my corset. I felt her attach the other cord to my rear ring. Now I understood the phallus was to stay in me.

"This is your reward and punishment device. She held up my controller. You know some of the functions of this device. It also controls the phallus you now wear. I can give you a reward." She pushed a button with great flair and I felt the phallus start to vibrate. Oh God, my clit was going straight to orgasm.

She stopped it. "I can take you to orgasm in a short time. I can also just keep you interested." She pushed another button and the tip, way inside me started to vibrate a little. She did something to the box and the vibration increased in strength and it grew warm. Oh shit. This was arousing me already. I whined. She turned it off.

"I can also give you a shock if you're a bad girl. I'm going to show you with the lowest setting. There are several worse ones."

I whined but she did it anyway. A strong shock hit my vagina and I fell to the floor, holding my paws to my belly. It hurt a lot. More than the whip. I whimpered.

"OK. Get up. I won't do that unless you are a bad girl." She led me out to the yard.

She made me practice basic commands. Come, sit, stay, roll over, beg, punishment, heel.

She was quite concerned with proper posture. She would spend minutes getting me into her image of the right position. Then go to another. After I had tried them all, she ordered me into different positions. When I got it right she gave me effusive praise. "Good, Good Girl", Wonderful Puppy," or the like. At first I got a few seconds of clit stimulation. I was on the verge of orgasm, but she never let me come. If I wasn't perfect she would just go on to the next position. After I did several positions to her satisfaction she turned on the internal vibrator on low. After a few minutes I was simmering in high arousal. The slightest touch on my pussy would fling me into orgasm. I was so hopeful and expectant.

"Our time is up and you've been a Good Girl, so here's your reward. She turned on the clit stimulator and turned up the internal vibrator. I was thrashing on the ground in heavenly orgasm in an instant. She left everything on and I orgasmed again and again before she stopped me. She waited for me to get back up then led me to a bench and sat down. She spread her knees wide and flipped up her tiny skirt. I knew what she wanted and I wanted to give it to her. I loved her so much now. I buried my nose in her sweet crotch and used my tongue and lips to return the pleasure she had given me. As she was spasming in her own heaven I realized how much closer our slavery had brought us.

She led me back inside and Greta stripped both of us and let us shower.   Our hands were free, our necks linked together by our accustomed chain. She took us to Rodrigo and he gave us a delightful massage. Then Marie took over and gave us facials, manicures, pedicures and trimmed our hair. Afterwards we lay in the sun, unfettered save for a tether to our collars.   We enjoyed  a rest after the full spa treatment received from Rodrigo and Marie.  

Master returned and we had lunch. Mal and I occupied our familiar erotic feeding positions.   Necks locked in the glass table's cutouts. Bodiless heads on top and breasts visible below, like a terrarium of slave girls.

"Mal, you have an appointment after lunch to have your hair styled. Bill has agreed to give us another tour when you're done. He'll show us some of the areas of the club we didn't see before."

"Thank you, Master. Will I receive a nose ring?"

"Yes, before your hair appointment so it can highlight your collar and ring."

"Master, will I have a choice...of colors, I mean."

"No."

Greta walked us after lunch then handed us back to Master. He led us to his helicopter. The leash was on my nose ring and Mal trailed me in our short cofle.

Mal called out, "Master, may I speak?"

"OK, go ahead,"

"Master, We're naked. Someone might see us."

"Yes, slave girls improve as more people see them. You'll become less self conscious. Remember, I'm proud of you and enjoy showing you off."

"Thank you, Master."

But no one saw us who didn't work for Master or the club. We landed on the roof and Master took us to the smith.

"This is Mallory. Would you give her a temporary ring, please?"

Of course, no problem. He took my leash and led us to his bench. Mallory and I sat on high stools. He measured Mal and looked in his records. "Yup." He picked one out of a cabinet, opened it and positioned it in her nose. After it was in place, he held a small mirror for her to look.

"Wow," she said, "its damn big and heavy. It looks just like yours, Sam."

"Yep. The difference is you can take yours out."

She looked at me with no expression at all. "Yes, it can."

Master thanked the smith and took us to the hair salon. Joann looked up from her desk an smiled at me. "Well. Mr. Steele, do you still like Samantha's hair?"

"Yes, Joann, I like it a lot. Everyone who sees her says you must be a genius"

"Thank you, that's nice to hear. Is this Mallory?"

"Yes, she's just got her temporary ring and is still adjusting. How long until you have some ideas, An hour again?"

Yes, I believe an hour will be enough. Her facial structure is close to Samantha's so I can use her data."

"They're sisters you know?"I had guessed. Do you want compatible designs?"

"No, only if the art requires it."

He took Mal's chain off my collar and handed it to Joann. He led me out and into the corridor and took me to Bill's apartment.

When Bill opened the door he took one look at me and whistled. "Jesus, Matt, Samantha is beautiful. Did Joann do this ? If so I need to give her a raise. Samantha's a knockout. I mean she was beautiful before, but she's gorgeous now. Come in, please, Amber has to see her." He stepped back and Master led me into a large living room. Amber was kneeling beside a chair, holding a book and looking at us.

"Samantha," she said, " you're beautiful. Master, would you ask Samantha's master if we can visit a while?"

Bill looked at Master who shrugged, and said, " Its one reason I stopped by." He handed my leash to Bill. Maybe they should be somewhere they can talk without bothering us?"

Bill led me over to Amber, "come along, Amber." She stood and walked beside me as Bill took us to what I supposed was her private room. At least there was no doorknob on the inside and no windows. There were many colorful cushions on the carpeted floor. We knelt facing each other.

"Sam, your hair is fabulous."

"Well I got the courage to try it after seeing yours. Joann is a wonder. In fact, while I loved your hair, I didn't have anything to do with the decision. My master did it on his own. I'm getting more used to being a prize cow, but it still jars at times."

"I know, I like to pretend I have some control, but I don't, either. My master owns we and every thought I have. And we both know it. My slavery began long ago and I assure you it gets easier. In a year you'll wonder why you ever wanted to make decisions."

"I know. I usually don't now. Its only when he drops something new on me that I wonder what I would have done. I've been so conditioned that I think he did just what I would have done. My hair is an example. Joann showed me a computer simulation of several designs. I picked out my favorite three. Master chose this one. I like it a lot. I can't even remember what the other two looked like now. My whole life is falling in line with his choices. I'm happy, but sometimes I wonder..."

Her hands were free while mine were still locked behind me. Amber moved over to my cushion, sat beside me and wrapped an arms around me. With her free hand she played with my nipple. Her hands were soft and so was her touch. It was sensual and friendly. I wasn't aroused, yet. She pulled me close and brushed her lips across mine.

"Mmm. you taste good, Sam." She laid me down on my side and I rolled over on my back. Her hands roamed over my body , breasts, nipples, pussy. She put her finger to my mouth and I sucked it. nibbling just a little. She caressed my ear.

"I taste good everywhere, Amber. I'll bet you do too."

She squirmed around so her cunt was over my mouth and she dipped her tongue into me. We licked and sucked ourselves into a simultaneous orgasm.  Her love juice coated my face. Hers was cleaner, but not clean. She had a washbasin in the corner and got a wet cloth to clean both our faces. When she finished she sat down beside me. I asked, "Shouldn't you clean our pussies too. Otherwise the men will know what we were doing."

She laughed. "I'm quite sure they know already." She pointed out two small cameras in the corners of the room, right at the ceiling. "Master likes to know what I'm doing all the time. You may not have noticed, but our masters tend toward control freaks."

"Boy, mine sure is. Except at work, I'm only allowed to have my hands free if I'm secured somehow. And I am kept on a leash if I'm allowed to move around."

"Yeah, me too. The only time I'm not restrained is when I'm working the floor. Of course there are twenty armed guards keeping an eye on the girls. Its the safest place in the world for us."

"Wouldn't you like to get rid of all these chains and walk on the beach or go for a hike? Or, even, go shopping?"

Maybe. I've worn these chains for so long, they're a part of me. Now they just remind me that my master treasures me. I think I'd feel lost without them. And Idon't ever want to feel that way. Also, if we weren't slave girls, we would never have done what we just finished. "

"Lots of women have sex with women."

"Yeah, but did you?"

"No. but I could have."

"Right. Would you have felt free to do it with many different women?"

"No, I guess not."

"Now you're free to have sex with any slave girl and have to obey any free women who want it. How many times have you had sex with a woman since your master took you?"

"My god, who counts?"

"See."

The door opened and our masters entered. My master took my leash and said, "Stand up, Samantha. We need to go see Mallory." He led me out into the corridor. "Bill, do you want to come?"

"No, I've got to go down and make sure we're ready to open. Amber can go if you want her?"

Master, " I said, "I'd like her to come and meet Mallory."

He looked unhappy. "Samantha, you did not ask to speak. And slave girls opinions are best kept to themselves. Bill, do you have a gag I might borrow?"

God. In front of another master, too. I was so ashamed. Where was my self control. I knew better. I hope a gag is all he's going to do to me.

"Of course, he said. He opened a cabinet and handed master a penis gag with a red ball on the end.. Master took it and said, "open."

This gag looked horrible. It was long and wide and was shakey. It was going to feel slimy in my throat. My fault. If I didn't want a worse punishment, I'd better obey. I opened my mouth and he inserted the rubber phallus in my mouth.  I felt it slide all the way down my throat until the ball was in my mouth. Ugh. It was slimy and it tasted nasty, like old sweat socks. He buckled it on me. He led me back to the salon.

Joann had three images up on the monitors. Bill studied them and pointed to one. This one. It was Mallory's current ginger on top and about halfway down changed to a light red. The red deepened  until at the end it was almost black. I had to agree. It looked marvelous and erotic on Mallory. Her nose ring seemed to glow and reflected a glint of red. Wonderful.

Mallory looked at him and said in a soft voice, "thank you so much, Master." She looked at me and my red gag. I looked down as she shrugged. There was nothing she could do.

"When will you finish?"

Joann looked at a wall clock, "About four, Mr. Steele."

"I'll be back for her then." He walked out and I hurried after him, my ankle chain clattering, anxious to keep my leash slack. He took me back to the smith.

"Tony, Sam is forgetting her rules and needs a reminder. I want you to put rings in her nipples and ears. Can you do that now?"

"Yes, sir. Would you like to select some rings?"

"No. I think ones that match her nose ring will look good."

"OK. They are heavier than most girls choose, but they will look good. I'll mount her nipple rings at the base of the nipple so the breast will carry some of the weight."

"That sounds like a good plan. Do it."

I looked at my master, sorry I had disappointed him. Many women had their nipples ringed, so this wasn't going to be as noticeable as my big nose ring. Tony sat me on a reclining chair and put a couple of leather straps around my torso and head.

He  stroked my nipples until they grew rigid. 

Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

He applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples. I saw the huge needle and closed my eyes. I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted. I imagined they were just like my nose ring. I hoped they looked good on me. If asked, I would have given consent to my piercing and ringing. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again.. I had lost any right to my body. Master owned me. I could only gasp and moan as the needle pierced my flesh. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, Then each of my ears received their rings.

They were heavy. I felt them move in me as Tony released my straps. My nipples ached from their penetration. My ears didn't notice. Master stood me in front of a mirror. The face that looked back at me was not what I remembered. Oh, it was me, but I remembered my look of determination. That was gone. Now I looked docile and obedient. Maybe it was the eyes. The gag defeated my smile. The rings I now bore in my ears, nose, and nipples made me look tamed. Controlled. They were ornamental, to be sure. But they were big and solid, masculine. The tiny feminine rings I had seen in photos spoke of adornment and choice. These spoke of subjugation. They were evidence a man had imposed his sense of order on me.

I didn't regret their addition. It was fitting. It was the way the world should be. Male strength and aggressiveness should always conquer feminine wile and nuance. Just as the cold steel of my irons defeated my education and strength. I had no choices left I even wanted to make. I would love and obey and do my best to please my master.

Master took me down to the exercise room. He locked my leash to the walker and started it going at a moderate pace.

"Samantha, you broke a couple of rules. I should discipline you more, but sdince you have been good in the recent past, I am going to be lenient. You will spend four hours walking. Imagine you are in a coffle like Amber experienced." He left me walking around and around.

I had no way of telling time. I walked and walked. It seemed endless. Several people walked by me and looked. Gagged, I couldn't ask anything. One woman walked close and stopped to watch. After a few laps she started touching my nipple rings as I passed. She wasn't cruel. I guess she was just curious. She lifted them and felt their heft in the brief time I was in front of her. After playing with me for a while. She said, "Nice rings. I wish I had them." Then she left. I wish I could have spoken to her.

An eternity later, Master returned and took me off the walker. I was so tired I almost fell. He caught me and held me up until I could walk. He led me back to the salon to get Mallory.

She was waiting and looked superb. The reality was better than the computer simulation. Her hair was a deep, dark red, almost black at her ends. The color lightened to red then rosy halfway up the strands. Then her original honey blond color emerged. It was a dazzling combination. I wish I could have told her how good it looked, but I was still gagged.

Master said, "Mallory, you are superb. Your hair is show stopping. You will have every woman in the house hating you and all the men will want to have you."

"Thank, you, master. I love the way I look. And Joann, you are a genius. I would never have thought of this, nor had the skill to pull it off."

Joann thanked Mallory and master for their kind comments. Then excused herself to go to the next client.

I never asked Master how much she charged, but I doubt I could have afforded her.

"Master," Mallory asked," may I know why Sam's gagged and has rings in her breasts and ears?"

"She broke two rules. She spoke without permission and she gave her opinion without permission. She is receiving mild punishment since these are her first offenses."

"Oh. May I assume that wearing a gag is a usual punishment for breaking a speaking rule?"

"Well, this is a punishment gag. It is even less comfortable than it looks. She also spent some time on Bill's walker. None of these are severe punishments. If she violates these rules after this, she will receive several hours of pain. Sam's had enough silence for now. I'll show you." He unstrapped my gag and pulled it out of my mouth. Mal's eyes got wider and wider as more of the slimy phallus emerged from my mouth.

"Oh, my, sis. I'm sorry. I didn't know. That thing's huge."

"Just so you know, I was so impressed by this, I've ordered several to keep around in case any of my girls act up again."

"Yes, master, thank you, may I ask something else?"

"OK. What?""Master, did Sam get those other rings as part of her punishment?"

Yes, in part. This part of her punishment will be with her longer. The other part is that I like them on her. You would look magnificent with them too.""

"Thank you, Master."

He took us downstairs to the club's first floor.  Master took us to the owner's suite and met Bill and Sam there. Everyone's praise for Mallory and my hair and rings was effusive.

Bill asked, "Matt, would you let Samantha help out on the floor for a while? Several girls called in sick. It sounds like they all have the flu. Maybe they got it here? Anyway, we're short handed tonight. I've called in some girls to cover, but they won't be here for at least an hour."

"Sure. She's trained and She will enjoy the activity. Sam, you heard Bill. Go help the girls on the floor. Do you need any help to do this?"

Master, I'm glad to help. I enjoy it. There are a couple of things I need though." I turned and presented my locked wrists to him.

"Good idea." He unlocked my wrists, turned me around and removed my leash. As I started to walk away, I felt his hand swat my ass.

"Posture, imp."

I swung my hips and sashayed toward the bar, smiling. I found Amber in the crowd and went to her.

"Evening, Amber, How's tricks?"

"Sam! I'm so glad to see you. We're swamped. Can you help?"

"Why I'm here. Where should I start?"

I enjoyed this work. I loved  the men watching me. OK, the women too. Six months ago I would have curled up in a corner and tried to hide. Now I was proud of the way I looked. I wanted men to stare and make sexual remarks. I don't know if I had changed into an exhibitionist or my defenses removed. I did know this was fun. It aroused me and I wanted to play with everyone. All the girls working here seemed to have an inner glow I usually associated with pregnancy. Now I think its just fulfillment.

I'm sure the fact that every female in the place was young and nude helped me feel at home. But the rapt attention of the men aroused me. There were a few women who watched me with 'come hither' eyes, too. Some of them were dishes and would have tempted me to go upstairs if I wasn't working. I knew master was watching me, so I behaved myself. In a while I saw Mallory wandering the floor by herself. Her new hair was an instant conversation starter for men and women. I noticed her walking and sometimes sitting at someone's table. She was never alone.

At nine pm the announcer directed everyone's attention to the main stage. I watched as Amber walked on, holding a whip. The announcer introduced her and explained she was a slave girl and belonged to one of the owners. Amber stood tall on stage, alone, and pirouetted for the crowd. My stomach was doing flip flops and my belly was heating up watching her beautiful body. He told the audience that she loved orgasming to the whip. She smiled. He explained that tonight she needed a volunteer to help her orgasm on stage under the whip. He said that if no one stepped up then a staff member would help her. I wanted that job.

Ten men and one woman volunteered. He invited them up to the stage and gave them each a ticket. My God. The woman was Mallory. 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.

Mallory

I regretted not winning. Amber was quite beautiful. I had noticed her serving on the floor. She was precise in every motion. She must be a dancer or a runway model. An exceptional beauty with fine high cheekbones and a lithe body. I wanted to make her dance to my whip. I was sure I would orgasm along with her. I expected the announcer to sendme away with the other losers.   But the announcer asked me to stay and verify Amber orgasmed to the whip. This was almost as good as wielding the whip myself. Of course I agreed. It was quite a turn on to be on stage naked myself with all the eyes following me.

Amber handed the whip to the lucky winner and he blushed. A chain with a metal bar lowered above the stage. At the announcer's directions, I clipped the snaps on the ends of the bar to Amber's cuff rings.  The bar lifted up until she was on tiptoe. The announcer told the winner he was to whip Amber only on her ass and to use the drum roll for timing.

he announcer told the audience I was going to verify first that Amber was not already wet. Even better. I exaggerated my hips as I sauntered to Amber's stretched form. I put both hands behind her head and pulled her to my lips. I kissed her for a long, drawn out kiss. After a second she opened her lips and let my tongue explore her mouth. She kept her tongue limp and let me push it around. She was a perfect submissive. I let my hand closest to the audience slide down her body. I slid it off her head and caressed her breast.   I cupped and lifted it while I squeezed her nipple into erection. I let it fondle her belly and hips before rubbing my fingers inside her pussy. Well, she wasn't sopping wet, but she wasn't dry, either. I pulled out of her and rubbed my fingers down her thigh and back up to dry them on her skin. I broke the kiss and turned to the audience, holding up my hand.

"She has not orgasmed recently, but I do believe she is a little damp. Sorry. My bad."

The audience cheered and laughed. My hand still cupped her head. I looked at her and she blushed scarlet.

"Look, she's a little shy. Clean my fingers, Amber." I held my moist hand in front of her and pulled a little with the hand behind her head. She tilted her head forward and took my fingers into her mouth and licked them clean. I pulled my hand away and she kissed them as they left. I was dripping myself, now. My juices were starting to dribble down my thighs. I turned sideways to the crowd and stepped back. That was hard. I wanted to continue.

The drummer began slow and crescendoed and the man with the whip struck. Amber gasped and jumped, kicking her feet. The second blow was better received. Amber's gasp was low and deep. She stamped her feet and rattled her ankle chain. She sounded like she was in pleasure, not pain. I saw her belly muscles clench and release. I knew she was close to orgasm. I think she almost came on the third stripe, but not quite. Her ass was glowing pink with fine red lines crossing it. She orgasmed on the fourth stripe with a loud scream followed by gasps, moans, and lifting of her knees. The drummer stopped and I went verify her orgasm.

I didn't have a script and I didn't know Amber. She was tall and pretty. Her hair was a gorgeous shade of blue. She  was submissive and I wanted to dominate her. She was helpless and still in the throes of her orgasm. I tested her just like I had before her orgasm. I held her head and kissed her long and hard. I ran my hand down to her dripping pussy and slipped my fingers into her slit. She was hot and sopping wet. I made her clean my fingers with her mouth. When she opened her mouth I held my hand up to the crowd, I held out my index finger and thrust it into her, hard and deep. She gasped and smiled. I lifted my finger and put it into my own mouth and sucked her juice into me. The crowd had been silent, struck dumb by our performance. When I sucked my own finger, they went wild. Clapping, shouting, stamping their feet.

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

She orgasmed twice more, at numbers thirteen and nineteen. I repeated my performance at those orgasms.

The announcer lowered Amber's hands and I released them. I asked Amber if I could play with her for a little while. She said she would like that. She took my hand and led me up to the play area.

We found an empty room and I locked her hands behind her.

"Kneel and service me."

I was still horny as hell. This was a treat for me. I hadn't been with any woman except Samantha. Would this be different? Amber was as sexy as Sam and seemed more experienced. Amber started slow with just her tongue licking my pussy. I stopped her, remembering my latest play with Sam. I put a leash on her nose ring. I made her crawl on her knees to a chair. I sat in front of her and slouched down so my belly was horizontal. I pulled her nose into my crotch and held her leash right at her nose. I put my pinky finger through her nose ring and held her mouth on my pussy.

"Continue, slave."

My god. I was dripping wet and about to come just from her submissiveness. She was subjugated. She licked and sucked and I orgasmed before she even touched my clit. She sucked and slurped up all my juices.

"Continue, slave."

She started over and this time made me come by sucking and biting my clit. She had satiated me. I loosened my grip enough so she could kneel when I ordered. I freed her nose and hands.

I handed her the leash and we talked. I asked her about her history and astounded to learn she was an actual slave. I thought her a paid performer. I wanted to learn to orgasm to pain, to turn it into pleasure, like she did.

Amber said, "Its not hard.  Your instructor has to care 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?," I 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."

She took my hand and led me 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." I put my neck in the cutout, pulled my hair to the left side of my head and fit my wrists into their spaces. I felt her lower the bar and heard her fasten it down. She put a finger into my pussy. It was still wet. She rubbed me slow and I gasped and rolled my hips. The only part I could move now. She got a whip.

The pain was sharp and biting. I felt it slice through me. I gasped with the shock. I was going to show Amber I came from strong stock. I was not going to scream. The next stroke was worse. It bit and clung and made my sore ass quiver. I didn't know if I could stand another. Then I felt her hands on my dangling breasts and heard her murmur in my ear.

"Relax , Mallory. Those were the worst. I love you. You're so strong and beautiful. You're almost there. The pain will flow into your belly and warm you. You are so hot. Your pussy is getting wet. You want the orgasm.

Then another stroke. A little lower this time. It stung like the first ones, but she was right. I heated my ass more than bit. My belly was getting aroused and this stroke wasn't a s sharp. It was more diffuse, more heat than stab. I didn't make a sound at the stroke, but then I heard low moan slip out of me. Her fingers stroked my labia and penetrated me.

"Now you're getting into high arousal, Mallory. Your pussy is wet and your love juices are flowing. You are ready to come. Think about your mistress. Remember you are a slave. You are submissive. You must obey your mistress. I want you to obey me and come on the next stroke."

My cunt was clenching and my love juice was running down my thighs. The whip landed with a feather touch but my belly blew up in a huge orgasm. I screamed and moaned and gasped. I kicked my feet I wanted to hold my mistress. I wanted out of this damned contraption.

Her hands lifted and squeezed my breasts. Her voice whispered in my ear, "Good girl. You responded well to my command. I am so proud of you. Can you bear another?"

I wanted her so much. I moaned my words, "Yes, mistress. Please let me pleasure you."

I expected another stroke of the whip, but no. All I felt was her lips on my breast and her fingers in my pussy. She suckled my tit and her hand went deep, deep into my cunt. I was awash in wonderful sensations. Then when I couldn't stand anything else. She spanked me with her free hand. I orgasmed at once, It was huge. If I hadn't been  locked in the pillory I would have fallen to the ground. I sagged against the obdurate wood. She lay her body against my back and caressed my breasts. I never felt so helpless and good. I was dependent on her for everything and I wanted her to take me more.

"Who is your master?"

"Mr. Steele."

"OK. Rest a moment.' I heard her leave the room. When the door opened, someone ran their hand over my pussy.   I heard Samantha's voice, "Master, it looks like Mallory had a great time. Can we have one of these things at home?"

"Amber said, "Mallory, you didn't tell me you were Samantha's sister. Bad girl."

"Mistress, I know I've been bad. Would you punish me for it, please?"

"Mallory, " Amber said, "you're insatiable. No. I'll leave that to your master."

Master said, "Mallory, I saw the show with you and Amber. You were a great contribution. Have you played the dominant before?"

"No, master. I guess I let my hormones run away with me."

Amber spoke up, "Master, She was wonderful and reminded me how much I enjoy being submissive. I climaxed quicker and harder with her playing with me than I remember doing before."

"Master asked, "Amber, what were you and Mallory doing in here?"

"Master, Mallory asked me to teach her to better climax to the whip. She has to be submissive for this, hence the pillory."

"Mallory, " he asked, "do you feel more submissive in the pillory?"

"Master, I am so much more helpless fastened in this thing that I am super submissive. I can't move anything but my feet. I wouldn't say boo to a mouse."

"OK, Samantha, we'll get one. No, two. I expect it will affect you the same way."

"Master, said Mallory, "Samantha might enjoy the same lesson I got from Amber. It would just take a moment to change positions."

Samantha responded, "Master, I'm already good at whip orgasms."

"I think Mallory is right. Why waste an opportunity for training when the equipment and trainer are right here. Amber, would you put Samantha in the pillory, please?"

I smiled. I wanted to play with her new nipple rings. I bet they were more sensitive than ever. And this would position her for that as well as take care of those pesky hands.


Chapter   7 : Kidnapped

It turned out Amber has a sister, Valerie. Slavers took them both when Amber was there on a fashion shoot and now they both are at The Coffle. I almost envied them their history. Samantha, Amber, Valerie. and I were in Amber's room talking. Amber's master, Bill,  John, and Sam had rescued them from the slaver's coffle in Africa. There, they were legal property of their owner and Bill and John were thieves. The men brought the girls plus two others back to the US with the aid of the CIA. They opened the Coffle in LA. with their help. They provided surreptitious aid to the company when needed, like a safe room or cover for an agent.

The slaver's honed their training over centuries and it was quite effective. Amber admitted that she all the other girls the slavers trained were complete slaves. They were almost incapable of independent action. It was an insidious training that made them total dependents. Anytime there was a question, they stopped and waited for a man to instruct them. Not only were they broken to obey, they were incapable of independent thought or action.

Samantha and maybe I liked belonging to our master. The training conditioned Amber and the others  to be slave girls. They weren't capable of making a choice. I think Sam and I could still leave master, under the right conditions. It would take a lot for us to leave, for sure. I knew I was going to let him make my nose ring permanent. I would prefer it remain temporary, but I would not say so. Hell, that man could tell me to walk naked downtown and I would. I knew he was in charge of me and Sam. It didn't matter that I didn't have to obey. The fact was, I wanted to.

Our masters had put us together so Sam and I could learn the skit that Amber and Val had developed. Master Matt wanted us to learn it and see how we would change it to make it fit our styles. He didn't say why, so we are just guessing. We had the puppy girl restraints and the clothing they use. Amber says she hates being the puppy girl all the time. Valerie says she gets that role because her master likes seeing her crawl.

Samantha knows she will fill Amber's role because Master Matt is having me train her as a puppy girl. He thinks it will be a perfect match. I think so too, but my reasons are emotional, not factual, so I won't say anything. I also thing Sam wants that role, because when it was time to try everything on she grabbed the puppy gear.

We rehearsed the lines several times in the gear and we picked it up with no problems. The skit was short and straightforward. After the rehearsals, Sam and I didn't see anything we though needed changing.

"Well Sam. Mal, what do you think?"

"Master," I said, "We didn't find anything to change. Sam doesn't want to be the puppy girl, though."

"I expected that, but Sam won't be a convincing dom."

"Samantha said, "Yes, Master." He took us home.

I thought of quitting my job, but I wasn't quite ready for that step. I spent all my time with Sam and got to share the Spa treatments, and pool and servants. I went to the club with her and Greta dressed me just like her. I was even getting used to the corset. . Like Sam, I was sort of halfway between slave and employee. Sam and I both went to work with hidden restraints. I addressed Matt as 'Master' and obeyed him, always. I wore the same chains, cuffs, and collar as Samantha and I got graceful in my ankle chains. I had my hands free when I was training her, at work, or at the club. We were both either fed by hand or ate from a bowl on the floor. Sam was always restrained at home. I was sometimes free. The duality never ceased to amaze me. The simplicity and , well, elegance of Sam's life was so attractive.

I trained Sam in puppy play every day. Sometimes only an hour, sometimes the whole weekend.. In puppy time she had to crawl everywhere. She hadn't tried to use human speech now for almost two weeks. I could see her start to say a word, stop and whine or bark.

I fell into a daily routine. I would awake in master's house. His staff would feed, clean and dress me. I would get in my car and drive to work. At the end of the day, I'd drive back to Master's house. His staff would clean, dress me and put me with Sam. Master would feed us. The day ended with some sort of forced orgasms and then love with master. Interspersed in the evenings I would train Sam in puppy play, exercise, and visit to the club. So, I had expensive personal grooming and exercise. The danger of  exposure at work. Followed up with BDSM, exhibitionism, and copious sex. My life was complete. Yet, every day as I drove to work, I questioned my sanity. My didn't I quit working and enjoy the rest of my life?

I worked as a fashion buyer so no one at work commented on my nose ring. Everyone commented on my hair. I  disappointed them when I told them she was not in business for the public. Two days later we were back in The Coffle. Master said, "Girls, you are going to do your version of the skit in a half hour on the main stage. Your things are backstage. Go get ready."

We looked at each other and both of us said, "Yes, Master."

I was nervous but Samantha was cool. We heard the announcer say The Coffle had a short play prepared for their entertainment.  That the play was set in present day in New York.  Then the curtain pulled back and the audience saw Samantha and I sitting at the table.  I wore the clothes of a teenager and Samantha my stepmother.  The announcer said Samantha was the new wife of Mallory's father and I was unhappy.   He left and the play began.

Samantha dressed me down for school grades and other teenage foibles.  She went on for several minutes listing all my faults.  Then she assigned me work around the house.  She said  her she had to go to a fund raiser for the homeless shelter and would be back by four.  Then Samantha off stage.

A friend phoned and revealed Samantha's adultery.  I developed a plan to blackmail her into being my slave if she wanted to stay married to my father. I had her sign a confession and turned her into a puppy girl. Something the real Samantha was quite good at now.  I stripped her and locked her into her real puppy girl setup and made her do her puppy tricks for the audience. I led Samantha around and up to many of the women in the audience.  I had her lick some of their cunts and kissed their feet and nipples, just like a real puppy.    

When I finished showing Samantha off, I led her back to the stage, had her sit on her haunches and bark.  The audience went wild with applause and laughter. I heard the men behind me applauding.   I saw our master in the owner's suite smiling and clapping.

After the skit, Amber's owner, Bill came up to me with Amber following him.

"Mallory, you were quit good and handled Samantha so she showed off well. I've noticed you're popular with the members, too. They watch you more than most of the other girls. Would you come work here, for me? I'll pay you half again whatever you're making now and you'll get a share of the tips, too."

"Bill, I'm flattered. I don't want to displace any of your current staff. I have a day job and I'm just helping out when I'm here. And have you talked to my master?"

"Matt's agreed to let you work a shift in the evening. He's planning on being here more to keep an eye on us. He is our biggest investor, and I think he like to play with you and Samantha here. You know he's taken a suite in our residences?

"Well, I need to think about it and talk to my master. Can I give you my answer tomorrow?"

"Of course. Amber's ready to go on the floor again. Why don't you two talk as well. She has more experience here.

I followed Amber to the bar. "So do you have advice?"

"I love it here. But I don't get paid, either. I do it because my master tells me to. And I like it. I love men watching me and wanting me. But you do too. And you're not enslaved. I know I would have looked down on this job as demeaning when I was free. Now its a fantasy come true. You never experienced the slaver's conditioning, or the endless coffle walk across the desert. For you this is kinky and twisted. My advice, keep your day job and come here to play at night. When this seems normal, then quit your day job."

"So, you think I have to accept slavery to work here?"

"Of course not. All the girls here started out as barmaids with good bodies and disrobed for the high pay. But all those that stayed got a taste of real slavery and liked it. We keep records and I know we have sixty three women who are full time slaves. They wear their chains 24/7 and have a master. For some women, slavery is the right choice. You have to decide if it is for you. That's all I'm saying."

"OK. Thanks. Where do you want me."

"Go to section four. Its packed tonight."

I loved Amber. She was almost as much a sister to me as Samantha. But she had given me a lot to think about. Much of me already was ready to quit my job and swear fealty to Matt. I was comfortable with addressing him as Master and I was wearing his chains. All voluntary but the lifestyle was so attractive. It was so damn final.

I went home with master and Sam that night. I drove to work in the morning, still in a fog of doubt. Almost to the freeway I saw the flashing red and blue lights behind me. I pulled over, hoping he was on his way elsewhere and just wanted by. Nope. The cop pulled in behind me.

I got out my license, insurance card and registration. I opened my window as he walked up to my door.

"Good morning ma'am. Is this your car?

"Yes, officer. Here's my registration and license." I handed them to him.

He glanced at them and said, "I stopped you because this car was  involved in a kidnapping. The plate on your car matches the registration."

"That's impossible. It was at Mr. Steele's house all night."

"All right. I'm sorry for the inconvenience but you'll have to come to the station to clear this up. Please get out of your car. And keep your hands where I can see them."

I got out and he handcuffed me. A position I knew well. He asked, "what are these bracelets?"

Just jewelry, officer."

He put me in the back seat of his car and drove away.

Matt Steele

My cell rang when I was at my desk. The number was Mallory's. I answered, "Hi, Mal. What's up."

Then a shock. A Man said, "We have her Mr. Steele. We will return her for ten million. If the police or FBI come in, you will not hear from us again. We will phone you at 8 pm sharp. You may speak to her then." He hung up.

I thought, 'verify.' I called Mallory's desk. No answer. I told Jan what I had heard and asked her to call her employer and see what they knew, but to not divulge anything.  I phoned my security chief and told him what I knew and had him start his kidnap protocol. Next I called Bill and told him what I knew. He said he's get a response team ready. I sent the chopper to get him.

My security chief, Aaron called back. "Mr. Steele, Mallory's phone is  off, but her locator is still working. I have GPS coordinates and am getting an overhead view of her location now. Its northeast of Flintridge near the Angeles National Forest. Not much up there."

"Thanks, Aaron. Get a team together. I have some friends who will be helping us. They threatened to harm her if we bring in the authorities and we may have to rescue her ourselves. Keep watch on her location and let me know if they move her."

"Will do, Boss. Don't worry, we'll get her back."

"Thanks."

Jan reported she had not come in to work yet.

I was not, by nature, patient. I couldn't think of anything else to do now, so I waited.

Aaron's map of the area with her coordinates highlighted arrived on my computer. I forwarded it to Bill.

Finally, Bill and Sam arrived. They had worked for me in Afghanistan and I trusted their skill/. Sam was a talented sniper and Bill was sudden death in hand to hand or armed combat. He was a hell of a good leader, too. I showed them the overhead.

"Do you know how many targets we have?"

"No. The caller said 'we,' but who knows."

All right. I have John getting our teams together, equipped and briefed. I'll have six in the entry team, two two man sensor teams and two snipers. Everyone will use silencers and night vision scopes. For communications we have some quite nice encrypted headsets, courtesy of our Israeli friends.

"You needn't worry about this one, Colonel. We have good intelligence, experienced troopers, and good equipment. It looks like we will have surprise, too. We'll meet up at this trailhead." He pointed at a spot on the screen. "at 6 pm. It will be after sunset. It'll take about an hour to get to the target undetected. Sam, select sniper covers and take some ghillie suits. This terrain has a lot of open spots.

"Colonel, would you get six copies of this printed for me?"

"Sure." I sent the command.

They went back to the club to finish preparation for tonight.

I asked Jan to have Samantha come to my office, "Tell her I want to go over the Apex financials. Don't mention Mallory. And don't let anyone in until I tell you.'

"Yes, sir."

Jan ushered Sam in.

I met her and kissed her hard. I took her hand and led her to my couch. I sat down and pulled her into my lap.

"Why, at work, Mr. Steele," she teased?

"Anytime, my pet. Something's happened, and I wanted to tell you myself."

Her expression changed in an instant from flirtatious to worried. "What is it, Master?"

"Sam, someone has kidnapped Mallory. Now don't worry too much. We know where she is. Bill and Sam and about ten former special forces troopers are going to go get her and bring her back safe. They are some of the best trained, skilled people in the world. We'll have her back by 8 pm. I promise."

As I spoke to her, trying to share my confidence with her, I watched her face. Fear, concern, and love flashed across her face in a kaleidoscope of emotion. Tears formed in her eyes and  ran down her face. She put her arms around my neck and held me tight.

"Master, please bring her home. I love her so much and she trusts us both. We can't fail her."

"I love her too, Sam. I'm going to bring her back, unharmed, I promise." I believed Bill would do just that.

Bill Stafford

I pulled into the rendezvous point just before six pm. John and Mark's vehicles were already there. Sam and Lee's vehicles pulled in. We assembled in the soft light of dusk. I checked in with the two scouts who arrived several hours ago. They had not seen Mallory. They had seen two men come out of the house at different times. Each did a cursory walk around and went back in. One was tall and slender with black hair. The other was medium height and build with sandy hair. No facial hair. Casual clothes. I passed this on. "Everyone has their assignments?"

We went around the circle. Each man described his job, location and route. We got our gear and suited up. Radio checks completed we reviewed our call signs. I was Blue Six. Sam was white 5 and so on. We went over our extraction plan. I detailed two men to guard the vehicles.

"Our rules of engagement are to protect the woman. If anyone thinks she's in danger, take out the bad guy. We only know of two men. We don't know who else might be in the house. Everyone knows what Mallory looks like, right?"

Sam said, "No one else has her hair. No problem with ID."

I shone a light on my map. "I'll come in this way and find a spot where I can see in a window, if its clear. If not Jim, Bret and I'll get ready to breach the front door. Sam, you're going in behind this ridge and find an overlook spot on the crest?"

"Right. Its a good spot for our sensors too. I think Marty and Allen should set up near there."

"Marty?"

"Yeah. I was liking that spot already," the sensor man said.

"John, you, Willy, and GeeGee take the back door?"

"We're ready. I think we'll try approaching down this hill a little south of the house. It looks like good cover."

"Jimmy, where do you want to set up?"

"I think I should be on the opposite side of the house from Marty. Just inside those puny trees looks good. I can just walk up the road for most of the way then creep up to my vantage point."

OK. Watch for cars."

"Boss!" he sounded hurt.

"Sorry. Its time to go. Be careful." We separated. I turned on my NVG and the world turned green and black. I led my three man team into the woods. I was grateful we had fir trees to walk through. Their needles were almost silent, especially to the dry leaves from most deciduous trees.

Tonight there was a good chance one of us would have to kill. We had all killed enemies in our deployments. But they were soldiers trying to kill us. None of these men had any of the common problems cops got when they had to kill someone. Nightmares, depression, or PTSD. Today might be different for some of us. Today our job was closer to police work than soldiering. I didn't think it would affect me. She was my friend and someone threatened to kill her. They may be plain criminals after a buck instead of soldiers trying to kill me. Still, I wouldn't mind sending them to meet their god and explain their actions. If anyone succumbed to the cop's ills, I'd make sure that they got help. I was sure the Colonel would pay any amount needed.

He moved with care, watching where he put his feet. That was the secret to hunting in the forest. Don't step on anything that could make noise. Much of the way he could walk on rock outcroppings. Several times he scraped away needles and mulch to ensure there wasn't a dry twig under it. When he reached the base of the ridge hiding the hose he keyed his mike, "Blue 6, Checkpoint one. No problems. In a few moments the other team leaders checked in at their first waypoints. Now his team spread out and moved with even more care up the shallow hill. From the top, the house should be in sight. When he was just below the ridgeline he lowered to his knees and got out his night vision binoculars. These were Russian military and almost as good as he had in Afghanistan. He could see the house with light spilling out around shades on the windows. No humans in sight. He dropped back behind the ridge. He keyed his mike, "Scout one, Blue six, any movement?"

"None for ten minutes."

"Scout 2?"

"Nada."

"Sensors, talk to me.

"Sensor 1, thermal camera shows two warm bodies moving around in the left front of the house."

"Sensor 2, one stationary warm body, in left rear of the house."

"Green team, Mallory may be in left rear of house. Try to verify. Blue team go to the house. Verify bad guys in left front."

"Roger. Roger."

Tense minutes passed. We went in line abreast, The entry teams had HK G36c assault rifles with big can like silencers. Ultra short weapons they were a favorite of SWAT teams.

"White team do you have a shot?"

"Negative."

We reached the front of the house without incident. Jim stuck his tiny camera over the left window's ledge and watched the screen on his cell phone. He looked at me and raised two fingers.

I looked right to Bret. He raised his hand with thumb and forefinger touching. Zero. They both put away their cameras and phones and lifted their weapons.

"Blue six, Green five. Mallory in left rear bedroom. Tied to a chair. No bad guys."

"Blue six. Breach in three, two, one, go."

Bret fired the detonating cord he had put around the door. It exploded back into the house and would have killed anyone standing there. I charged in and looked left. Two men. One reached for a handgun on the t ble in front of his chair. Bad move. I had my weapon set for a three round burst. All three caught him in the chest and knocked him back into his chair.

Bret yelled, "Freeze mother fucker."

The remaining bad guy froze. Good move. He had three assault rifles pointed at him and his gun was in a shoulder holster. He raised his hands and I saw a dark stain grow in his groin.

I went to the back and found John cutting Mallory loose. Scared but otherwise fine. I called Matt. "We got her. She's fine. No casualties on our side. One bad guy KIA. one live. Here's Mallory." I handed her the phone.

"Overwatch teams, all secure inside. Mallory's safe, One bad guy KIA, one alive. Transport, extraction execute. White team maintain watch. Sensor 1 and 2 Security around house."

Mallory handed me the phone. "Master wants to talk to you." I took the phone, "Blue six."

"I heard the Colonel say, "Excellent work Bill. Mallory told me they stripped her, took photos, and questioned her a lot. See what you can find in the house and interrogate the survivor. Don't be too gentle."

"Yes sir. The house suffered a broken front door and the blood from the KIA stayed in an easy chair. If you want, we can make get rid of any evidence or we can torch the house. Jimmy can make it look like an accident. Your call."

"OK. Good to know. Gather all the evidence you can then we'll decide how to close this out."

I went back to the living room. Someone had tied the bad guy to a kitchen chair and the KIA was in a body bag.

I walked over to the bad guy. "What's your name?"

"Charlie. Charlie Ogden."

"Why'd you kidnap Mallory?"

" I want a lawyer. I know my rights."

"Sorry, no lawyer."

"You cops have to let me have a lawyer before you can question me."

"We're not cops. We can quiz you with a blowtorch if we need to. Why did you kidnap Mallory? Its a simple question. I'm sure the answer is either money or revenge."

"Money. She's living with a billionaire and he could afford to pay lots more than we asked. Help cure our income inequality."

"How'd you find her."

"Walt, the one you killed, is a cop and my cousin. He just stopped her when she left his place and told her her car was in a kidnapping. She didn't figure out it was her kidnapping until he brought her here."

"How did you know she was living with Mr. Steele?"

"I saw her with him at The Coffle. She was attracting a lot of comments and I overheard some people talking. That's all. Then Walt and I came up with this plan. He followed her home several times, never close. He trained for that shit. Now he's dead."

"Mallory says you stripped her, took pictures, and questioned her. Why?"

"I didn't take any pictures. You see a camera here?"

I held up his cell phone. "If I find picture on this or on the dead guy's phone, I'm going to let GeeGee pull out your fingernails." GeeGee held up his multitool.

"OK, OK. Yeah, we took pictures. She's one hell of a good looking cunt."

I gestured to GeeGee. He stepped forward and hit Charlie in the gut.

Charlie, gasped and yelled. After he got his breath back, I said, "Show a little respect for the lady."

Charlie wheezed, "OK, I'm sorry."

John brought me a folder with lined paper sheets inside. "Found these in a drawer in the bedroom," he said. "Interesting reading."

I read through them. "All right. I see you were planning to blackmail Mr. Steele too."

Charlie didn't say anything.

"Charlie, do you own this place?"

"No. Rent it."

I went outside and called Matt. "Its Bill. They were planning to blackmail you about Mallory's collar and bracelets. The made her tell them things you and she did. We got his notes and photos. He rents this place and the owners shouldn't mind getting it rebuilt by the insurance company. We can burn it and get rid of any forensic evidence then the live bad guy is our only loose end."

"Well, the only thing that comes to mind is to see how far he can swim. I can send the copter and the pilots are good with that."

"We are too, sir. Another possibility is a man I know in Mexico. He would pay good money to get the bad guy and no one would ever hear from him again. He would have a long and interesting life."

"How safe is that?"

"No problem. No one checks traffic going south across the border."

"Good solution. I'll send the copter to deal with the KIA. Twenty miles should be plenty."

In twenty minutes the copter had left with the KIA and two men to bury the body far out in the ocean. Mallory was in my car with two other shooters and I was taking her to Matt. One car stayed behind with Jimmy, our demolition engineer. He was going to pop it using its own propane tank and a candle. GeeGee tied Charlie  in the back of a Yukon and gagged him with duct tape. Miguel would take him tonight and he would be in a brothel in Mexico by morning. He won't enjoy it.

Mallory

The cop handcuffed me ant put me in the back seat of his patrol car. I wanted to get this over as soon as possible. I wanted to call Master. He would take care of this. I noticed we were not going toward town. We were driving north along the foothills. I said, "Officer, where are you taking me?"

No answer.

I tried again, "Officer, please tell me where we are going."

No answer.

I remembered what Master had said about the possibility of a kidnap. I could feel his locator necklace laying on my skin below my collar.. I had not believed it was a likely danger, but, I liked the way the necklace looked. I saw I wasn't going to get an answer so I shut up. At last he turned into a gravel driveway and we crunched for maybe a hundred yards. He took me into a farm house and into a back bedroom. Another man, smaller, joined us. They removed my cuffs and tied me to a chair.

They looked at me for a minute then the smaller one said, "she's a beauty. I know she and her billionaire lover are into kinky sex."

"Just tall tales I bet," said the cop.

"Oh yeah, look. He opened my blouse's collar to reveal my bondage collar. "She's got steel bands locked on her wrists and ankles too. She walks around the club with a chain locked between her ankles. and that ring in her nose is real. It doesn't come out. All the girls in the Coffle are like this. But she belongs to Steele, the billionaire."

The cop looked at me and said, "come on," and led short out of the room and closed the door"

I knew what they were thinking. Blackmail.

In a few minutes they came back into the room. They untied me and took all my clothes away. The they made me pose while they took photos. They gave me back my clothes and let me get dressed. I sat in the chair, untied. I dubbed them 'cop' and 'short.'

Cop said, "How long have you been with Steele?"

I didn't say anything.

"OK. Take off your blouse."

I didn't move.

"If I have to take it off you won't get it back."

Oh well. I stood up and took it off. I dropped it on the floor.

He cuffed my hands behind me. I was more worried now.

"How long have you been with Steele?

I didn't answer.

Cop went to where short was sitting and held out his hand. Short put something in it. Cop came back to me and put a spring clip on each of my nipples.

I gasped. The pain was terrible and sharp. I looked at the devilish things. They were just ordinary clips like I used at work to hold a stack of paper together. I begged, "I'll talk. Just take them off, please?"

Cop smiled and said, "I'll take them off after you've answered my questions. How long have you been with Steele?"

"About four months." I was crying now. I couldn't help it. The pain was terrible.

Does Steele keep you chained at home?"

"Yes, every night after I get home his staff puts chains on my feet."

"What else?"

"My hands are always locked together behind me, like these cuffs. And he leads me around by a leash on my nose ring."

"Does he hit you?"

"Only with a whip or strap on my ass."

How often?

"Every night."

Does he fuck you?

"Yes, every night."

"Are there any other women there?"

"Just my sister, Samantha, and the staff."

"Does he do the same things to Samantha?"

"Yes, everything." The pain had died down to a dull ache that I felt through my whole chest.

"How long has Samantha been with Steele?"

"About six months."

"OK. That's enough for now. He took the clips off my nipples. The pain was just as bad as when they first went on. I gasped and moaned. They took the cuffs off and I  donned my blouse. They tied me to the chair again and left the room.

I was there for hours. My arms had gone to sleep. I even dozed some. The light on the window shades grew dark as night fell.

I woke to a tremendous explosion and three men in black masks burst into the room. They held large guns and scanned the room. One yanked open the closet door and checked inside. "Clear," was all he said.

I heard a burst of quiet gunfire from somewhere far away. One of the men took out a large knife and cut me loose. He said, "You're safe now, Mallory. The voice was familiar. He pulled off his balaclava and I recognized John from The Coffle. I was never so glad to see someone. I hugged him and tears dripped down my face.

Bill came in and handed me a phone. "Its Matt."

"Oh, master. It was frightening, but your men are here now and I'm safe."

"How are you feeling, Mallory."

"I'm fine. I'm trembling and think I'll collapse soon. I'm starving too. They didn't feed me anything all day."

"Hungry," he laughed. "Here's Sam,"

I heard Sam choking, I think she was trying to talk and sob at the same time. Finally, "Mal. Where are you? How are you? I've been so worried. When are you coming home?"

"Calm down sis. The cavalry's arrived and the Indians are gone. I don't know when I can get home. Bill can tell you. I'm just glad they found me. Oh, tell master I'm in love with my necklace. I'll wear it always. He can have the key back. Bill's back. Give the phone to master. Bye, sis."

I heard a helicopter land and takeoff again. It wasn't long before I was in the back of Bill's SUV and we were driving away. I saw a flash of light and looked back at a big yellow orange fireball where that house used to be. I was glad it was gone.

Bill dropped me off at master's home. Samantha and I had a tearful reunion before Greta took us away. I got fed and soon Sam and I were chained together by the neck, and getting a massage from Rodrigo. Back to normal and I was so glad to be back.

Greta took us to master in the study. He kissed me quite well. I was melting into him, so glad to here. He pulled us both into his lap on the couch.

"Quite an adventure, lass."

"No, master, an ordeal."

"Glad to have you back. The people at your job are quite concerned over not being able to reach you. I reassured them. Be grateful for their concern tomorrow . Tell them nothing about what happened. Feel free to spin a great yarn, o just tell them nothing."

"Master, about that. This has driven me to a decision I've been avoiding for months. Would you accept me as your slave girl? I've wanted to be yours ever since I followed Samantha home. I love you. I was just unsure about my future. Now I know I must grab my dream with both hands. The future can take care of itself."

"Of course. I love you too as does Sam. I will accept your submission when you are ready to give it. You realize I will do whatever I want to you and you will have no recourse save to leave? I will have rings like Samantha's placed in you soon. You will give your advice only when I ask and you will make no decisions."

"Master, I know you will always make the right decisions for Sam and I. May I submit to you now?"

"Al right. Both of you kneel in front of me." We did.

I opened my mouth and the words flowed out of me with out any help from my mind. "Master, I am Mallory Miller, your slave.  I will obey you in all things. I exist only to serve you.  I am yours forever and desire to give you pleasure in any way you want.  My mind, my soul, my body are yours to hold and command.  I swear total obedience to you as long as I live. I submit myself to you.  May I serve you now?"  I crawled forward to kneel between his legs.

I wanted him. I wanted his cock in my cunt. I wanted his cock in my mouth. I wanted him to hold me and love me as I loved him. No, he wasn't mine. I was his. He could have other women, but I couldn't have other men and this was good. His happiness was essential to my happiness. I didn't know a better definition of love. I filled with joy to finally have acknowledged my master. Now I could serve him.


Chapter  8 : Going Public

Samantha, Amber, Valerie and I were talking in Amber's room. It wasn't opening time, quite. Our masters would come for us when we needed to be downstairs.

I told them of my kidnapping. When I talked about their plans to blackmail master, Amber became incensed. "Why that is so wrong. He's done nothing wrong. We are responsible. We are all submissive and need a master or we're miserable. He didn't enslave you. You wanted him and wanted him to take charge. Blackmailing him shouldn't even be possible."

Samantha explained, "Amber, dear. He wouldn't be in legal trouble because we do this, not him.  He would be in trouble because of public perception. Even if some women understood, they wouldn't support him.  Because some other women wouldn't understand. Its peer pressure from the uninformed. Men without a submissive woman would be envious. They'd denounce the evil wealthy man who  brainwashed us."

"So," Amber argued, "you agree it shouldn't happen, but ignorant folks make it possible?"

"Ignorant and envious," Sam added.

"I saw survey results that 69% of women in Southern California said they were submissive.  And 61% of men are dominant." said Valerie.

"Look," said Amber, "if most of the women in this area are submissive, we are just on the end of the curve, not all alone. Let's show the women that its OK to be submissive. Confound the nay Sayers. Let the subs come out in public."

"I'm for it, "I said. "But how. We can't just show up in public naked and convince anyone we're not just sole kinky women."

"You're right, " said Amber. "We can't just jump out at people. But we can do something. There are venues around where nudity and free spirit exist. The Folsom Street parade in San Francisco. Burning Man in Nevada. There  more. And we teach classes here for both subs and dominants. Why don't we take a bunch of subs to these places and show ourselves off. Give interviews. Get on Facebook."

"OK," said Samantha, "we just get off a bus dressed for work at the club and mingle?"

"No, " said Amber, "We take ten girls in coffle and march in the parade. We stay for a couple of hours, naked and chained just like we marched across the desert. We go to Burning Man and stay a week. We stay in coffle the whole time. We circle the place every day. We recruit other women to join us in protest of societal brainwashing. We have great sex and tell everyone about it. We show the world how much pleasure we can get out of giving up decisions and shopping. We push solidarity and the end of female competition and jealousy. We talk and talk to everyone who'll listen. We tout the health benefits of a controlled diet and the great exercise we get walking. We get a couple of the girls into Facebook and have them put videos of us walking in coffle in recognizable places. We get arrested over and over until the most strait laced critics get tired.   They'll look for more productive areas for their bitterness."

The door opened and our masters entered. Bill saw Amber's excited face and asked. "Are we interrupting?

Samantha said, "Oh no, masters. Amber was just explaining why The Coffle should show coffles of girls to the public.   Like at theFolsom Street Parade and Burning Man, for publicity. She got quite excited and passionate about the wonderful possibilities. What do you think, masters?"

Bill smiled at Samantha and said, "We've been discussing marketing possibilities too. I like your ideas, but tell me the real story. Samantha, I admire your quick intelligence.   But I don't believe your explanation of the passion I saw on Amber's face."

Amber spoke up, "Master, Samantha was just letting me save face. I was passionate because I want all the females that are submissive to be able to live the life they want, like us."

"OK, girls. Do you have a plan?"

"Master," said Amber, " we discussed a simple plan. The Folsom Street Parade is the last Sunday in September.  Burning Man starts the last weekend in August and lasts a week. That gives us a couple of months before Burning Man. Lets get a coffle of say, ten or twenty girls, and go to both of these events. We take a couple of girls from the floor who are into Facebook and they post lots of videos. We carry a banner or two. Tout the club and tell women about the joys of submitting to a man. We'll need to train in the mountains for a while. Get the girls used to walking all day in coffle, like Valerie and I did."

Master said, "Sounds like a good idea Bill. I have a couple of good marketing companies I know. They can suggest a few extra promos you can tie into."

Master Bill said, "OK girls. Amber give me a list of the girls you want in your coffle. I'll find a place you can train and assign manpower for transport and security. Send the Facebook pros to me ASAP."

Amber was one determined slave girl. There were twenty five girls in coffle standing on the roof of The Coffle the next morning. Amber was the first girl. We were facing Julie, a formidable slave girl. She looked like a captured Amazon. Beside her was a rack holding plastic signs designed to hang from our collars, above our boobs. Julie was putting one on each of us. We were going to wear these in public appearances. They had feminist slogans, sometimes modified, i.e.

	This is what a Feminist looks like 

	I am deliberate and Afraid of nothing 

	We can do it! 

	Your body is a battle ground 

	Be all you can be, join the feminist army 

	Strong women love and obey strong men 

	Men who want equal women lack confidence 

	Only if you're a woman 

	Its OK to look up to your man 

	What part of YES don't you understand? 

	I'm a feminist & I'm proud of it 

	She for he 

	Feminist forever 

	Feminism does not mean anti men, it does mean pro human 

	Keep your f*cking laws off my body! 

	Feminist & proud of it 



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

Julie was our Sergeant. She watched us and corrected problems with calm words and sometimes a flick of her crop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hi. I'm Mallory."

"Uh, hello," said the woman, "I'm Mandy. This is Al, my boyfriend. Is it OK to talk to you?"

"Sure. Like our show?"

"Um, yeah. It was kind of startling to see."

"What? You've never seen naked women before?"

"No. I mean yes. I've never seen a bunch of naked women chained together, walking around."

"Oh. That. Its not too common around here. I'm told its more common in some places."

"For real? I've never heard of it. Don't you mind parading around like slaves? Are you in a movie?"

"Nope, no movie. This is how we live, now. Amber, beside me, walked all over Africa in a coffle with twenty girls."

"Wow. Hi Amber. Why'd you do that?"

"Hi, Mandy. A slave trader captured Valerie and I.  He marched us to the slave market in a coffle."

"Wait. You were a true slave?"

"Still am. Its voluntary now, but, yep. I'm here, like this, because my owner ordered me to be."

"You mean all you on this chain are here because your man ordered it?"

"Oh, no. Only about half of the girls here are slaves. The rest are kind of exploring it, considering submitting to a master. A girl has to decide how they want to live. For me, Mallory, Valerie, Samantha, Nylla, and Julie, we've decided. We've love the submissive life."

"Did you have bad lives before this?"

No, not at all. We all are well educated and some still have important jobs. None of us had abusive men in our lives, just vanilla men. All the women on this chain are submissive by nature. We decided to go all the way."

"So, I guess none of you are feminists?"

"Wrong. We are all feminists. See these signs we're wearing. Most of these are feminist slogans. Look at Amber's, ' I am deliberate and Afraid of nothing.' We don't have any problem being strong and experiencing the submissive joy of serving our man. We're here to spread the word that submission is good IF you choose the man to submit to. Tell me Mandy, are you a feminist?"

"Yes, I guess so."

"Then you want to control what happens to your own body?"

"Yes, definitely."

"Are you submissive?"

Mandy looked at her male friend, "I...I don't know."

"Do you have fantasies about being helpless and then rescued? Do you like rough sex? Would you like bondage during sex?"

"Y...Yes, sometimes."

"Ok, did you read the survey that  69% of Southern California women said they were submissive? Or that 15% of Finnish women would not consider sex that didn't include bondage?"

"No. For real?"

"Yes, for real. Do you plan on having sex tonight with Al?"

"Yes."

"Do you trust him?"

"Yes."

I handed her a length of cord we had just for this purpose. "Ask him to tie your hands behind you tonight and see if you like it. If you find you  like it, come back here tomorrow and we'll add you to the chain."

Mandy blushed. They left with her clutching the cord.

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

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

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

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

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

Master took Sam and I back to the coffle in the morning.  Locked back in place then fed and walked. Our walk was  to start at 10. Just before we were ready to start, Mandy and Al came back into our tent,  Mandy's hands  tied behind her.

Al said, "Mallory, we took your advice last night and Mandy wants to join you today."

"What. I never thought you'd come back. Mandy, is this true?"

"Yes, It is. I asked Al to tie my hands last night for sex. It was the most fantastic feeling. I almost came before he touched me. The idea of submission just made me so aroused. The sex was incredible. I came four times and asked him to leave my hands tied. It was wonderful. He fed me breakfast like that. I wanted to come here that way but he wanted me dressed. I saw you on television this morning."

"What? TV? How?"

"Sorry, I saw you on Facebook.  There were lots of videos of you walking here.  One video was from a television report when you walked off the airplane in nothing but your chains.  It was sexy and brave of you.  My best friend called and asked me if I'd seen you.  She was so excited and wants to meet you when I said I had actually talked to one of you."

"Thanks for telling us, Mandy.  Why are your hands tied?"

"After seeing all those videos. Seeing thousands of women and men saying how brave you were, I decided to come ask to join you.  I made Al retie my hands before I'd leave the tent. Now I want to walk with you on the coffle. Just for today, then he's going to take me home and get me some chains like yours to wear at home. I'm excited to start as soon as I can."

"Mandy, where is home?"

"L.A."

"OK. There's a bondage club in L.A. called The Coffle. We all are from there. Before you do anything at home, come to the club and try the lifestyle out first. You have all your life to play. The club offers classes for submissive girls and dominant men to teach them what to do and what to avoid. Take some of them. "

"Oh. OK. That sounds good, but can I be part of your coffle today?"

The End
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