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Prolog

Emma Knox is a private investigator employed by and living with an attorney, Larry Holman. They were hired to investigate the murder of Jon Salton, a pilot, married to Emma’s sister, Karma. Their investigation  led them to two new companies, Acme Industries and Superior Products. Both companies were formed at the same time in the Cayman Islands and the FBI is investigating Acme for suspicion of money laundering. They identified the killer hired by Acme. They continued the investigation of Superior to determine their involvement.

Part 1 is in Too Late for Caution by Alan Horn

Emma and Karma are in Emma’s car when it is stopped by fake police. They awake in a compound in a warm climate. Their captor, the secret leader of a drug cartel is, publicly a successful business leader and philanthropist. He is concerned that Emma’s investigation may expose him. Karma was collateral damage but is a useful chattel.

Part 2 is in No Escape by Alan Horn

Both girls are collared and ringed by their captor. They do not learn his name of anything about him save that he regards them as his property and keeps them chained. Both girls learn the pleasures and pains of slave girls. He questions Emma about her actions and motivations in her investigation of Superior Products. Karma is put in the private brothel he keeps for his employees/minions. 

Part 3 is in The Best Course

Emma is ruthlessly interrogated to learn exactly what she learned and who she contacted in her investigation. Karma learns new ways to reach ecstasy and receives on-the-job training in the tycoon’s bordello. Together they hatch a scheme for Emma to return home, and Emma learns that pain is also arousing and decides slaves have more fun than captives. In her fantasies she is Larry’s slave, despite the indications she will never see him again.


Part 4 of Emma & Karma




Chapter 10 : Similar but Different

Emma’s life had settled into a comfortable routine: sleep, exercise, breakfast, work, lunch, more work, dinner, recreation with varied, and quite spectacular, sex. Girls seldom slept unfulfilled. They were available to staff and guests all day and only slept in their kennels if there weren’t enough men in the house for each of them.

It was a routine with a difference. It wasn’t so long ago that she fell asleep, free of any restraint, lying next to a man that she loved, her mind planning the next day, worrying over a stuck investigation, planning her attire, or remembering a funny noise from her car, or being dissed by a police investigator, or planning meals, none of which gave her any joy. Now, lying helplessly chained, next to a man who had whipped her to climax, and wanted her to warm his bed, she drifted off in an orgasmic afterglow, planning nothing, responsible for nothing, simply wondering what the day would bring, and looking forward to it.

She often caught herself humming during some menial task like dusting or setting a table and realized she was happy. She had friends who cared for her, enough attention from men for any three girls, and no worries. She no longer missed being Master’s personal slave. Karma had settled into that role and they saw each other almost daily.

The only fly in her paradise was that Larry wasn’t with her. She fondly remembered her time as Master’s personal slave and longed to serve Larry like that. She knew she could make him happier than their previous time together, when she was just his live-in girlfriend, before she knew what price she was paying for freedom.

She remembered being uncertain what she wanted and Larry was uncertain too. They had talked of marriage but decided to wait, not wanting to chance messing up their good relationship with the responsibilities of marriage. So many marriages broke up after a short time, they wanted to avoid that acrimony.

Now she knew they hadn’t been playing with a full deck. Now she had experienced living as a man’s slave, of experiencing the joy of submission and knew it was what she wanted. Men should make all the decisions and women should just love them. The world was full of disappointments that a slave’s service could ease. She wanted to be Larry’s salve.

Salve /slave I never noticed the similarity of those words before. I’m a trained slave with experience serving men much more deeply than any girlfriend. I could really rock him if only he could find me.

In many ways this resembled the free love communes her mother had described to her: the men and women switched partners freely and women didn’t horde the love they could give so freely. Liaisons were often brief and easily changed. Unlike here, it was usually the women who decided when they should move to another partner and there was little thought of the future. Here a slave’s activities were dictated by others, mainly their masters, and sex was a part of everything. The girls were fed twice a day, always vegetarian and healthy, never enough to satisfy. Their weight was strictly controlled and their food decided by others.

In this place women’s lib wasn’t even considered. Men had taken female submission to heights not seen in modern times. All the girls were collared and chained. Neither clothing nor independence were permitted slave girls. Men adorned their slaves with rings in their noses, nipples, and labia for decoration, control, and as potent symbols of their status.

Chains ran from the back of our collars to a track set in the ceiling. The tracks ran throughout the house and into the garden. The chains were long enough I could rest my head on the floor under the track, but no more than a foot to either side. I could go wherever my task was in the house, but nowhere the track didn’t run. It ran close to every bed, every item of furniture intended to hold women, every place where we knelt to await orders.

Our hands were locked behind us during feeding. We could beg for a master to feed us, and if he so deigned, we would be fed by hand. If not, our food was put in a bowl and we ate like animals. Inevitably, when eating from a bowl without use of her hands, Emma’s nose ring would dip into the food, and bits of food would stick.

When given permission to rise, she would approach one of the men and beg their help, as sexually provocative as possible. It was a favorite game of the men to tease the girls until finally relenting. She would sit on his knee, facing him as he cleaned her ring. He would play with all of her rings and get her aroused to the point of climax then send her away to do her work, happy and wanting more, a happy game for them all.

We were exercised daily and it’s nature was often sexual. The girls stayed tethered to the overhead track for their exercise. The exercise room was spacious and well equipped and all of their indoor exercise was done there. Jin was their trainer and had a panoply of routines she used, sometimes two or three different ones in a session. There was a row of treadmills, all alike and all fitted with eyebolts for locking their wrists to the safety rails. Emma was young and fit and liked to run, so this was her favorite, for several reasons. Jin would lock her wrists to the rails and she would set it in motion with a pre-set routine. As the track started into motion, Emma would have to walk forward at a steady pace that would gradually increase to a jog.  Emma rather enjoyed the sight and feel of her firm, ringed breasts bouncing rhythmically with her motion.

Some of the men, often including master, enjoyed the sight of her body as she exercised and one of them was certain to let his hands roam over her breasts and buttocks as she ran.  She enjoyed the glow in her belly and the deliciously submissive feelings. It was hard to concentrate on her pace while being so aroused.

She had learned to focus on her running. Jin was always ready with her whip to remind her to ignore distractions.  The dilemma was extremely erotic for Emma, for if she didn’t concentrate on jogging, her whip would stripe her buttocks and arouse her, while if she did, she was free to respond to his caresses, which also aroused her. If she focused on her running, she was free to respond and she became intensely aroused very quickly…so long as she continued to run.

If she did it right it resulted in her panting and sweating, her nipples erect and her sex wet with her love juices, at which point the man would turn off the machine, step up behind her, bend her forward, grip her breasts for handles, and bury his rigid cock in her belly.

Her climaxes as he took her were strong and immensely satisfying. Emma knew that bondage, helplessness and forced submission were huge factors in her pleasure. Being forced to submit to a strong master was more exciting every time. The “Joy of submission” was no longer a misogynist term. It was a fact of life.

Jin’s repertoire was large and varied. After the treadmill, belly dancing was Emma’s favorite.

Before our dance class began, we had to attach bells to all of our rings. There were racks of bells of all sizes and shapes close to the door.  At first, I hated the bells, but by the end of the first class I  adored them.  The extra weight increased their stimulation and her resulting arousal. It was not unusual for several of the girls to be climaxing at the same time, an effect the men observing them applauded and cheered.

I thought they made me look exotic and even more erotic than when just ringed and chained.  Of course we were always available for whatever the masters wanted, but now we couldn't move at all without announcing our motion to the world. We could easily be located by the continual ringing of our bells. 

Most of the bells just fastened on the rings themselves, but the rings we put on our labia rings had short chains which let the bells bounce against our thighs and each other, increasing their sound. I had never been a good dancer – not much practice, I suppose.  Also, I had never expected to have to know belly dance, but that was the only training we were getting. 

There were six girls in the class with me, including Jin. She was the only one without a neck tether. A strange slave, that is, one not in the household was our teacher. A track tether was absent from both her and Jin. Two men with short whips monitored the class and were quick to correct our failings.

The dance area was lined with mirrors so the girls could see themselves from several directions.  I enjoyed the dancing very much.  I was surprised that my chain did not hinder me at all.  Almost all of the action was made by my hips and torso.  I learned that all of the floor motion was made with tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length.  I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach, and shoulders as much as I did my arms. 

Strangely, considering how much my chains limited me, I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I danced. I cast furtive glances at the men as I moved, noticing how they smiled at the girls in motion and watching, fascinated, as their cocks swelled their pants.  One of the most enjoyed exercises was that used for strengthening the pectorals.  We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side.  The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded in twirling her nipple rings in a circle then reversing the direction.  Of course, these exercises caused all of  the slavegirls to become very aroused. 

I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them.  I became very aroused as I danced for them.  I imagined they were my masters and were going to take me fully when the dance ended.  But it never happened. It seemed that every man in the house thought that delayed gratification was necessary for proper slave development.  I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I acknowledged that I was one.  I wanted to dance for my master and have him take me on the floor! I wanted him in me so bad.

The instructor conducted the last few minutes of class as individual reviews. She would have one girl at a time show the movements we had done today. The men were quick to correct the dancer both verbally and with quick flicks of their whips. when the instructor or they detected an error. The whip was an effective instructional tool and we all tried hard to perfect our dance.

We had other types of exercise, yoga, and cardio but the only outdoor one was pony girl exercises. We were fitted with broad, tight leather belts with attachment rings for the carts we pulled, bridle and bit with jaunty ostrich plume, long silky tails mounted on a butt plug and pony boots. We were taught to respond to reins.

Once we knew the basics we ran or rode around the walking trails in the compound. We took turns either as a pony or a driver. Ponies were fastened in front and pulled the cart. Driver’s collars were chained to the seat and steered the pony. Neither of us could leave the cart and the carts had counters on the wheels to record our distance, but usually the men just looked for enough sweat on the pony then we were switched.

It could be strenuous, depending on your driver and your inclination, but the harder a girl ran, the sooner it ended. Actually, once I was warmed up, it was enjoyable. Sometimes I could wheedle a man into taking me on a run in the evening when we were bored.

It was a lot more arousing when a man was driving me and I was quickly wet and ready for him. Controlling a harnessed slave and watching the roll of my buttocks made them aroused too, judging from the short runs and their hard cocks. Most runs didn’t make it far before he stopped me beside an inviting patch of grass. All he had to do was unhitch me from the cart and I would lay on my back and spread my legs.


Chapter 11 : Larry

Jin had Karma and I clean and dust the small dining room then set the table, formally, for four. She said, “Master wants you to look your best so go to the bath, shower, do your hair and your makeup. I’ll come get you in an hour. Go.”

We both said , “Yes, Jin,” and hurried off. An hour was scant time to shower and get ready. We hurried to shower and wash our hair. When we were dry, we brushed each other’s hair and knelt at the cosmetics table to apply a little make up. We were applying perfume when Jin appeared carrying a bag.

She said, “Good. Don’t move.” She locked a foot and a half of chain between each of our ankles and slipped red high heels on our feet. “Stand up.”
We both replied “Yes, Jin,” and went to standing display.

She took a bundle of white and black cloth out of the bag,  unwrapped one of them and shook it out. I was flabbergasted. It was a maid’s uniform. Were we going to have clothing? I had not seen any girl wearing anything but bare skin in my time here. I looked at Karma and she looked as shocked as me. Her eyes were wide open and her mouth was forming an “O”. She turned to look at me. Neither of us said anything for a long moment.

Jin smiled and said, “For formal dinners, we get to dress. Don’t get excited. These don’t conceal anything you care about. Put them on.”

She handed one to each of us. I held mine up and inspected it. The black bodice was thin and zipped up the back. It was cut so low it looked like it just cupped the bottoms of me breasts. And so short it ended three inches above my waist. The fluffy white skirt was cut away in the front, I assume, to fully reveal my labia and their rings. There was a white maid’s cap to finish it off. Jin was right, clothing, yes, but it covered nothing.

I slipped it on and Karma followed suit. I felt more naked with it on. Our breasts were fully exposed, with, of course, our nipple rings and our clean-shaven sex with their golden rings. The nearly non-existent uniforms erotically emphasized our rings, the clear symbols of our submission and our master’s control over us.

It was clear Master wanted to display us to his guests, to show the power he wielded, possibly to entice others to join him and be able to have girls such as us in their chains. I watched Karma as she adjusted her skimpy “Uniform.”

He’s right, though. Karma is a prize beyond rubies. Before I was brought here, I would have been willing to sacrifice anything to own someone like her. She’s a dream of delight embodied.

Jin raised her finger and twirled it, indicating we were to pivot and let her see it all. We did.

Jin said, “Looks good. Hold out your hands.”

She locked six inches of chain between our wrists. No one could think us more than sex toys, neck-chained to the house with chains between our wrists and ankles, we couldn’t resist or flee. We were dessert.

Jin took us back to the dining room and knelt us in the center of the room, “Remember your manners and greet the guests properly. They will be here shortly.”

Karma and I knew the ritual well. We had practiced it many times with painful reminders when we erred. We held our heads high with downcast eyes, our backs arched to thrust our breasts out, knees wide to display our sex. Our hands were chained in front so to avoid concealing our sex we used them to cup our breasts and lift them into prominence. We waited in silence.

I had served at several dinners since Master brought me into his house. He was fond of entertaining guests and his slaves were always part of the entertainment. Sometimes other girls would be brought in to help with the after-dinner party. Karma was not as experienced with serving as me so I would do much of the service.

This was the small dining room. It was bigger than that sounds. The table was large enough for ten people, and occupied the far end of the room, behind where Karma and I waited. Easy chairs and drink tables were arranged in this end of the room. We had already set the table. There was a swinging door leading to the pantry and another from the pantry leading to the kitchen. Like all the rooms in the house there were rings for fastening slaves in each wall and the floor.

The door opened and I glimpsed Master entering the room. I quickly leaned forward and put my forehead on the floor and said, “Welcome Master.” I heard him walk forward with the footsteps of other people. He walked close and stopped almost touching my head. I kissed both of his shoes and said, “Your slave begs to serve you, Master.”

Master said, “I require my girls to show obeisance to all my guests by kissing their feet . Step close to one of them like I did. You will find them attentive and eager to serve.”

It was as demeaning as always, but somehow satisfying to know my place in the world. Master backed away and another man took his place. I kissed them dutifully and repeated my mantra, “Your slave begs to serve you, Master.” Out of the corner of my eye I saw that the last person standing in front of Karma was a woman. A free woman with high heels and stockings. This was a first and suddenly I was embarrassed for a woman to see me like this. Thank God it couldn’t be someone I knew. I’d just shrivel up and die if a friend saw me like this.

We had to hold position until Master released us. I heard him say, “This is Emma and this is Karma. They are sisters and new to slavery. Emma was my personal slave for a few weeks then I put her in the pool and brought Karma in as my personal slave. Emma was a fine slave, but I don’t keep any girl more than a month. I try to spend personal time with each of my girls. Both of them are especially nice. I’m thinking of keeping Karma longer. We’ll see how she develops.”

A somehow familiar voice spoke, a man. He asked how hard it was to tame us.

Master, ”Not hard. Emma was the most resistant and finally decided slavery was better than captivity. Once she decided to submit, she has been exceptionally submissive and eager to serve. Both girls are intelligent and educated which makes them delightful companions. Karma adapted to this life eagerly. I think she was bored with her life as a free woman.”

I wanted to comment. I wanted to tell them that I loved being a slave too, but I hadn’t been released yet. I bit my tongue and waited.

The woman spoke, again, a familiar lilt to her voice. Where had I heard her? She asked, “Did they ask to be pierced and ringed?”

Master replied, “No. I adorn all my girls like that first thing, even before they wake from the immobilizer. All of them come to like the rings. They tell me the ring’s motions are sexually arousing.”

Woman, “You do it here, not professionally?”

“I have a professional I employ to work on my girls. He has enough work to keep him busy. One of my business is to find and turn young women into slaves. I keep the best ones here, as you’ll see, and sell the rest. Girls are readily available and bring high prices in several parts of the world.”

Woman, “Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Large rewards require large risks. I employ several techniques to minimize my risk. I’ve been in the slave trade for almost twenty years.”

Woman, “Well, doesn’t it seem immoral to enslave a woman?”

“Women marry men they are attracted to, only to find the man has bad points they weren’t aware of. Half of marriages end in  divorce. Ninety percent of murders are committed by spouses. We have a much better record. True, the woman can’t leave unless their master permits, but men pay a great deal of money to buy a slave. Slaves are valuable properties and the man will take good care of them to preserve that value. When they tire of the woman ,they want to get the best price for them. Slaves are happier and healthier than women in the wild. We’ve kept them waiting long enough. Let’s get them up so you can inspect them. Girls, stand up.”

We stood up into display pose and got to see the guests for the first time. I almost fainted when I saw they were Mr. Dinoso, Ruth our office manager, and Larry, my boss and lover. He had found me! But what was he doing having dinner with the man who kidnapped and enslaved me. He should be saving me! I heard Karma gasp and shout, “Larry!” as everything went black.

Sometime later, I felt arms around me, holding me up. Larry? My eyes were closed and I thought I should open them, but what if it wasn’t Larry. Did I want to know? I had to open them sometime, so I did and saw Larry’s face inches from my own.  We looked at each other for a log moment then he kissed me. I tried to put my arms around him but my wrists were still chained in front and my hands barely moved before being snubbed short. Damn.

When he broke for air I whispered, “I want to hold you but I’m all wrapped up in chains and things.”

He whispered back, “It’s the thought that counts. You are more beautiful than ever. I’ve missed you.” “Stand up!”

His tone had shifted into a command voice as he released me and I automatically jumped into standing display, my mind whirling with the implications, questions running around in my skull I couldn’t ask, waiting for Master to tell me what to do. I remembered to use my hands to lift my breasts and present them properly. Karma was in  display pose beside me, silent. I focused on the people in front of me, awaiting an order.

Master was wearing his usual perfectly tailored suit, smiling crookedly, like a man in an important game that was going well, but wasn’t over yet. Larry was standing beside him in a nice suit I had picked out for last Christmas. He was looking quizzical with a faint smile. Ruth was looking more beautiful than I remembered. She was a little younger than me, our office manager who I had never seen in a formal setting. Her hair was upswept, her makeup perfect, and she wore a flowing green gown that matched set off her natural dark red hair. The expression on her face was neither smile nor frown. It was calculating and worrying. Did she see me as a challenge or opportunity? Her expression was not one of concern for a coworker.

Why was Ruth here? I hoped Larry would find me and take me home, but she was never in my plan? Had I been gone long enough that they were sleeping together? I could see her left hand. No ring. Good. But why was she here. Why had Larry let her see me like this? I felt a flush burning its way across my cheeks and down my body. Ruth knew me before and now she was seeing me as a naked, chained slave.

It wasn’t my doing. They made me. It doesn’t count, even if I like it.

Master said, “As you can see, slavery is good fort my girls.”

Ruth walked to me and stood close. I didn’t dare move until Master released me.

She whispered into my ear. “You are more beautiful than I remember, but you’re blushing all over. Aren’t you happy as a slave? If I looked like you, I’d be proud. I envy you.” I couldn’t reply. I flicked my gaze toward Master. She got the message and spoke louder, “Can she talk to me?”

Master replied, “Of course. Emma talk to Ms. Jones.”

Ruth said in a normal voice, “The last time I saw you, you were happy, business-like and pretty. Were you secretly submissive then?”

I knew Master could detect a lie. I suspect Larry could too. I knew I wasn’t a very good liar. I told the truth, “Larry and I had gone to BDSM clubs and I enjoyed bondage sex, but not often. Now I’m very submissive and sex is infinitely better, so I guess so, of course, I have no choice in anything and ,yes, that pleases me, too.”

“You can’t move unless your master tells you to, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You know, I’ve wanted to touch you since the first time we met. But you were free then and with my boss, but now is a good time, isn’t it?”
“Whatever you want, Mistress.”

She put both hands on my breasts and rubbed my nipple between thumb and finger. An unwanted moan slipped from me.

“You like that, don’t you? Are you aroused?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m very easily aroused now.”

“Let’s see.” She dropped one hand to my loins, slipped fingers into my slit, and stroked me. The hand on my breasts, slipped a finger through one nipple ring, thumb through the other ring, and squeezed them together. The delicious pain and throbbing arousal blended together in my vessel of submissive helplessness and I gasped as my climax approached.

Her clever, clever, fingers aroused my sensitive, moist loins into a second near-climax arousal and my blood boiled with lust. I took all my concentration not to move as I was pushed closer to the edge. When her thumb and finger closed on my clit and squeezed, it was too much and I climaxed explosively. My belly spasmed, over and over, spraying my love juices into my love canal to drip from her hand. I couldn’t hold still. I bent double as the wonderful spasms wracked my belly

When I had regained my composure enough to stand straight again, Ruth was still holding my nipple rings.

She said, “These rings are a nice addition. I can control you easily and feel every contract, contortion, and strain in your body. They must be terrible and wonderful for you.”

“Y…Yes, they are both, Mistress.”

She held her dripping hand to my face, “Clean me, slave.”

I had to, but I also wanted to. I sucked and licked my juices from her hand, feeling deliciously submissive and controlled. When I was done, she released my nipple rings and went back to Larry and Master.

She said, “Emma is delightfully hot. I would enjoy making her climax all day. Are all slaves that horny?”

Master replied, “Emma and Karma are both easy to excite, but so are all my other girls. We train and condition them for that. They are also conditioned to climax to pain. We can make them climax with a paddle, whip, or our hands, often quicker than with erogenous zone stimulation. Many customers want that, and the girls like it too. My girls always bring a premium when I decide to sell them.”

“Really, you mean I could make her climax by whipping her bottom?”

“Easily, and it’s arousing for you, too.”

“So was that, but I’d like to try it.”

I’d like it too. I usually got multiple orgasms from a good whipping. I may not see Ruth again and she was good.

Master replied, “Let’s discuss it after dinner. Things may change.”

What did that mean? What things?

Master spoke, “Girls, go get ready to serve.

Karma and I replied in unison, “Yes, Master.” We hurried to the pantry to get the cold condiments out and put them and the water on the table. Master sat at the had of the table, Larry at his right hand, Ruth next to him and Mr. Dinoso at Master’s left hand.

It was a large table so the chairs were placed well apart. Karma and I could stand close to the table to serve. Jin was the majordomo, standing near the pantry door and directing us. We had set the table with fine china and silverware we had spent an hour polishing.

Jin had me serving Larry and Ruth, Karma served Master and Mr. Dinoso. I got goosebumps when I was close to Larry and I took every opportunity to “accidentally” rub against him. We had been trained to be quiet and make a conscious effort to avoid noise and distraction.

It wasn’t my fault that Ruth took every opportunity to make me the center of attention. Whenever I got close she would grab a nipple ring, or the chain connecting them, or my wrist chain and hold me in lace while asking me things, playing with my rings or telling everyone how much she liked something about me or my accessories.

I had to refill a water glass after a guest had drunk from it, no matter how little they had taken. Ruth made a game out of this. She would take a tiny sip and I would have to get the pitcher and pour a little in her glass. The first time she took hold of my wrist chain after I poured, held my hands in front of her, and asked, “These don’t really keep you from doing anything, to they?”

Everyone was looking at me and the only thing I could do was answer politely, “No, Mistress.”

“But they make most things a little harder?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Why are you wearing them, then?”

“My Mistress put them on me.”

“Why?”

“She did not tell me, Mistress.”

“Guess.”

“I suppose, Mistress, they are to remind me of my place.”

“Which is?”

“I’m a slave, Mistress. Someone else controls what me.”

“Do you often forget that?”

“No, Mistress. I know what I am and am quite happy.”

“Oh,” and she released my wrist chain. I went back to my station. I heard her ask Master, “Did you have to train her to act like that?”

Master replied, “No, I just provide the opportunity for her to be herself. All of my girls are natural slaves. They enjoy having someone else make the decisions, take responsibility, and care for them. They enjoy serving others. I won’t keep a girl that is unhappy. It would be unpleasant for all.”

“You would really let her go if she wasn’t happy?”

“I would sell her. I would choose a good master for her, depending on the source of her unhappiness. They are natural slaves and prefer that to freedom.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

“I ask them. I make a profit and they go to a better home.”

Ruth tormented me every time I served her. I don’t think she was trying to belittle me or hurt me. She seemed genuinely curious. I guess I understood that. I was surprised myself. Was I  a closet submissive all those years? I was still embarrassed by the depth of my submission. There was nothing I wouldn’t do and always I felt like I should be more my own person, that I was letting down women everywhere, but I was deliriously happy obeying Master’s orders and jumped as high as I could whenever he said “Frog.”

When dinner was over, we served brandy and Master said, “Now the girls will give us some entertainment.”

Jin took Karma and me to the exercise room, removed the chains from our wrist and ankle cuffs and said, “You’re going to dance for the Master, put your bells on.”

We went to the cupboard and hung bells on all our rings. We had previously only put bells on our nipple and labia rings, but now she had us put bells on our ankle and wrist rings. We turned to let her see.

She looked at us judiciously and said, “Not bad, stand.’

We assumed the rigid display pose.

She opened another drawer and took out a handful of metal. It was two belts of coins which she strapped around our waists. She looked us over again and added a bell to our nose rings. We were very noisy. She took us back to the dining room

Master and his guests had moved to the easy chairs and were talking when we entered the room. Master stood, beckoned us to him, and announced, “Emma and Karma have been learning to belly dance.” We jingled and rattled to him and went into standing display. Jin went to the entertainment center and waited. “They will show us what they have learned.” He sat down and waved to us to begin.

We assumed starting position and Jin started one of the Arabic instrumentals we had practiced with. It had a strong beat and driving drums.  I had never investigated belly dancing before my slavery. I had heard it was good exercise and we I can testify it is. We sweat a lot. We were told there are several styles and nude dancing is termed Egyptian Belly Dance. The secret is shimmying, the muscles under our skin are in constant motion. And we have to continually lift and shift our breasts and hips. We never travel far or take big steps so our chains don’t hinder any motion, but they are extra weight to move. It’s heavy exercise, but beautiful and the effect it has on the men is arousing.

We shifted our feet, one a little forward, raised our hands over our heads, and waited for our cue. The extra bells and the belt of coins made us louder than usual, but the stimulation of the bells on our rings was as erotically thrilling as always. By the end of the dance I was damp with perspiration, my belly was pulsing, almost the beloved spasming that accompanied an orgasm. I wasn’t far from one now.

Master motioned us over and pointed to the floor in front of his chair. We knelt and moved into display pose. Karma knelt directly in front of Master and I knelt before Larry. Ruth was on my right.

Larry said, “Beautiful, Emma. You never mentioned belly dance before. Had you done it before we met?”

“No, Master. We are taught it here as part of our exercises.”

“You dance well for a month’s practice. How did you learn so quickly?”

“We are whipped if we make mistakes, Master. The whip is an effective instructional aide. Also, perhaps I learned it quickly because it arouses me.”

Ruth spoke up and my shock surprised me. A female had jumped into the conversation without asking permission! Then I remembered she was free and could behave rudely without fear of punishment. She asked, “Why does dancing arouse you?”

Why did it arouse me? The tugs on my rings were more frequent than cleaning or dusting, but no stronger than sex.

“I’m not sure, Mistress. Maybe because it always excites the men watching me.”

“What else excites you?”

“Everything, Mistress, when men are there.”

“You are telling me that the former hard-nosed private eye I worked for has been so changed by month of slavery that you are excited just by having a man around when you’re dusting the books?”

I was feeling stranger with every word. Here I was, a naked, chained slavegirl kneeling before my former lover and his office manager, explaining the details of my reduction to slavery and how I felt about it. I wasn’t working from dawn to dusk in the cotton fields. I was happy and she seemed to want to save me! I had to be respectful or embarrass Master.

Get over it girl. I like being a sex toy!

“Yes, Mistress. When I submitted to a man everything about me changed. It was a wondrous epiphany. The world became a much better place.”

“Are you a complete sex toy? What about women?”

“Not so much, Mistress, it takes more than just presence, some overt act between us is usually required to arouse me. Perhaps because I’m around naked slavegirls all the time here.”

Master stepped into the conversation, “My girls are trained to be sexual experts with women as well as men. They have been conditioned to instant arousal from pain or pleasure, to come after little stimulation. Tell me, Ruth, if this question is not too uncomfortable, what is your favorite stimulation?”

She looked at Master for a long moment then replied, “Vaginal foreplay with a hand.”

“For a minute or two to get you aroused?  Don’t be shy. This is a normal human bodily function and I’m just using it to inform you.”

She said, sharply, “Two minutes.”

Yeah, right. I worked with her for a couple of years and she never seemed interested in men or women? I bet it takes her five minutes.

Master beckoned me with finger. I stood up and went to him, “Yes, Master?”

“Display!”

I adjusted my pose and lifted my breasts with my hands.

He lifted his hand and extended his index finger, looked at Ruth and said, “One finger. Alex time me.”

Mr. Dinoso looked at his watch and counted down, “Three…two…one…go.”

Master’s finger slid into my slit and he stroked me, up and down and brushed my clit. Suddenly I was hot and my belly was roiling. I gasped and my legs trembled. I felt my nipples grow hard and swollen until they ached. I moaned and involuntarily my loins thrust hard against Master’s hard hand. I was gasping for breath and my heart was pounding. I needed to have him in me. For real.

Mr. Dinoso said, “Ten seconds.”

Larry said, “She was never that responsive at home. Never.”

I wanted to apologize to Larry. I loved him so much and I could have been so much more to him, but he would never have enslaved me. I knew I had grown more responsive, more loving, more feminine here.

Larry, my true Master. Please love me. Take me home. I want to be your slave.

Master withdrew his hand. I was empty, unfulfilled, and sorry.  I knew my smile was wan, but Master did not correct me. He waved me back to my position. I backed up and knelt beside Karma.

Master spoke, “Ruth, I can train any woman to be more responsive, eager to climax. Any of my girls will respond just as quickly to a finger or the whip, and rush to orgasm as many times in succession as amuses me. Women are designed by nature to serve many men, to increase the specie’s chance of survival and broaden the gene pool. We poor men must get by with one or two orgasms at a time, but we still enjoy a woman’s pleasure, the sounds and writhing of her climax.”

Ruth smiled as she spoke, “You’ve rationalized your use of force to enslave these women by telling yourself they are better off under your control. You seem to think that women can only be happy as slaves. What about free women. Are they any happier with some of their number enslaved?”

“I encourage my girls to have sex among themselves or by themselves. All frequent sex enhances their responsiveness. Would you like to see?”

“What, with me? I’m particular who I have sex with.”

“Not unless you want it. They will be glad to love you, but I was thinking of these two lovely sisters. Jin.”

Jin came to us and removed the chains between our wrists.

She ordered, “Karma, lay on your back, arms straight out, legs as wide as possible.”

Karma obeyed with a smile.

“Emma, cover Karma. Tongues to cunts both of you and don’t stop until you’ve both come.”

When I was down, she ordered, “Emma, hands behind, Karma wrap your arms around Emma.

We obeyed and she locked our hands together in a strange embrace. I stared at Karma’s mound of Venus, scant inches from my nose. I had seen it before, but not from this angle. Jin’s whip flicked my bottom, “Get busy slave.”

I ducked my head, kissed Karma’s clean-shaven lips, and gazed on the glistening pink inner lips pouting through the rounded flesh of her ringed labia. I thought of Karma’s chained body. We were both helpless to change our positions now. All I had to do was surrender to the inevitable.

Jin’s whip flicked my bottom again and  I heard Master say, “Easy Jin, just remind her we’re waiting.”

The sting of the whip reminded Emma of her exposure, of the flagrant spectacle she was making of herself before her Master and his guests. She felt a perverse pleasure and was basking in it as instinctive animal need took her over, warming her loins. Karma’s heated flesh pressed into her as the heady musk of her arousal almost overwhelmed her; the most intimate perfume, subtly different from all other women, filled her brain. She would always remember it.

She knew Karma was looking up into her own dripping and excited sex. Was it dripping onto Karma’s face or was she licking up the drops as they fell?

Emma buried her face in the hot slit of flesh beneath her, licking and nuzzling furiously as she closed her thighs about Karma’s head. She felt Karma’s tongue burrowing into her own slit, wrenching a gasp of delight from her lips, muffled by the enveloping flesh of Karma’s ringed labia lips. Karma jerked and moaned under her, grinding her cunt into Emma’s face.

Emma stroked Karma’s hard nub of a clitoris as her nose pushed into the mouth of Karma’s love canal.

Why don’t women have raspy tongues like cats.  Would Master let me have a tongue stud?

She was riding Karma in a race for pleasure they both could win.

They climaxed together with a series of whines, moans, and yelps of pleasure befitting two young slave girls. They subsided into orgasmic recovery. Master let them lay for a long time, locked in their embrace, faces wet with the juices of the other, faces pressed into their sister’s loins. Both heard the voices of their audience but heard no words, just voices. Emma was alert for the voice of command, but without the tone, the timber of her Master’s command, nothing of the content was noted. Partly due to their orgasmic stupor, but mainly because their only duty was obedience. Emma was content to lay still, feeling total body contact with her sweet sister, unable to move but not wanting to, either.

Master asked, “Have they convinced you of their broad skills and eager acceptance of their position, Ruth?”

“Yes, they have. They are both skilled and responsive. Are they available for your guest’s use?”

“Yes, except Karma. I’m reserving her for myself, at present. Emma is another case. I have agreed to let Larry decide about Emma, at present, for the sake of their former relationship. Would you like to have the use of a girl?”

“Yes, that would be grand, but, Larry, how long are we staying?”

Larry thought a moment before replying, “We don’t have to be home soon and our host has invited us for an extended stay for our work, so I think as much as a month if you want.”

Ruth hesitated and continued quietly, “I have known Emma for a while and never saw her so carefree, happy, and feminine as here. This sounds strange but I envy her and I want to try being like her, as a test, you understand.”

Larry asked, “You want to be a slave girl? Be chained and trained to be a sex toy? To belong to Mr. Reynaldo, like Emma and Karma?”

Ruth looked determined, “Almost. I want to feel what Emma feels. I want to have great sex and belong to a man. I’d like to try it for our month here. If I don’t like it, I’d quit. OK? I think I’d like to belong to you, Larry. I trust you and I’m sure you’d free me if I had made a mistake.”

Larry smiled, “I don’t know. If you changed like Emma has, I don’t know if I’d let you go. Maybe I’d just sell you to a man or woman who I thought would be good for you.”

“Larry, you’ve known me for two years. If I’m like Emma is now, why would I want to quit? I think you would try to make me happy, wouldn’t you?”

“That’s not the point. Look at Emma and Karma. They have just given us entertainment by demonstrating girl-on-girl sex. They didn’t have a choice. They are naked and chained together. They can’t even get up until they are unlocked. They have no say whatever in what they can be made to do. They like it, but will you? And it doesn’t end when you want it to. It’s permanent. Once you’re enslaved, only your owner decides if it will end.”

“Well I can just get the training and then decide if I want to go all the way, can’t I?”

Master answered this one, ”I’m afraid not. The female has to be submissive to benefit from the training, not just acting the part, which means she is already an untrained, unidentified slave. I don’t train dominants to be slaves. I hone a submissive’s skills and attitudes to be a joy to own. What are you Ruth? Do you have daydreams, fantasies of belonging to a strong man?”

“I…I sometimes dream of being captured by pirates who rape me, but I don’t like it.”

“Have you ever asked a lover to spank you, tie you up, force you?”

“Just once, but it wasn’t my idea. We watched a movie and it seemed like fun. What movie?

“Secretary. It didn’t sound like a porno flick. Anyway we both liked it and we experimented.”

“Yes, the lead actress played a closet sub who realized what she was in the movie. Did you identify with her?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Do you fantasize about leading that kind of life if you found the right master?”

“Yes, I do.”

“I believe I can train you to be a good slave. You will enjoy it.”

“Then you’ll do it? Train me?”

“If you’re willing, I’ll start the process and see how you are doing. Once I’ve started, only I can stop it. You will have no choice until and if Mr. Holman chooses to accept you. Understand?”

Ruth was more than a little worried, but she really wanted to feel like Emma, “Yes. Please start.”

“So be it. Jin, release the girls and take Ruth to Jaime.”

Jin replied, “Yes, Master.” she unlocked Emma and Karma’s wrists then went to Ruth as the girls assumed the kneeling display pose and said, “Stand up and follow me.” Ruth was already one of her girls.

After Jin and Ruth left Master ordered, “Girls, go to the rec room. We’ll join you in a moment.”

They both replied, “Yes, Master,” and stood.

Larry saw that Emma’s eyes were fixed on him and she reluctantly turned to follow Karma out the door. She turned her head and looked longingly at him as she steered her tether around the corner.

Antonio watched them leave and after they were gone asked, ”So, Larry, are you sure you want her back? Slaves require more care and time than girlfriends and your responsibilities are increased. And it’s worse with two.”

“Yes, I’m sure, but I’m not so sure she will want to go back to her old life. She seems to be happy as a slave.“

“She voluntarily declared herself as a slave before I brought her into the house. If you take her home, she must be your slave to be happy, Ruth also.”

“My house is not suitable for that. Our neighbors are close and it’s set in thick woods, good for privacy only if I keep them inside. They wouldn’t like that for long.”

“Why keep them hidden? They want to be your slaves. They will not be happy otherwise. Take them out in public and let everyone see them. They will be proud you have chosen them. It isn’t illegal if a woman wants to be chained or collared. You would have to deal with your country’s prudish indecency laws, but a bikini or tape will do that.”

Alex Dinoso spoke up for the first time, “You should move into the company’s house. It’s where I live now. It’s a large house up in the hills in Hidden Valley, equipped with good communications, secure computer, and a good security system. Twenty acres surrounded by trees with a big barn and a lot of pasture around it. It’s fully staffed. Three guards, a gardener and cook live in houses on the grounds. And it’s already set up with a track system and a covered pool.”

Antonio agreed, “Since you’re taking the position, you should have the perk too. You’re going to be taking over for Alex so everyone will expect you to take the company house. You can rent yours or sell it, or just keep it for private meetings.”

Larry said, “I don’t need all that and I like my house.”

Alex said, “Up to you. It’s closer to the plant and you know how easy it was for Noskov’s hit man to get in there. The company house is safer, especially if you’re keeping two slaves there. When you go back, why don’t you spend a few days there before you decide.”

Antonio agreed, “The company invested considerable funds in building the house to be a secure facility for hosting safe, private meetings with secure communications. I’d like to see it used by my regional vice president.”

“OK, I’ll try it out when I get back.”

Antonio, “I’m sure you will find it suitable, now let’s join the girls in the rec room.”

Music filled the corridor as they neared the room. It was similar to the strains payed for the girl’s belly dance and Larry guessed there was a performance underway. He hoped so. They had been beautiful and erotic and he was in the mood for more of it.

There were ten girls and four men in the room when they walked in. Larry spotted Emma and Karma kneeling in front of a girl dancing. Every girl in the room was beautiful, collared, tethered to an overhead track, and naked. “I’d like to have Emma tonight.”

Antonio smiled and replied, “She is yours. It is part of our deal.”

He handed Larry a small red padlock and a key. “Put this on her collar and everyone will know she is reserved. Others may play with her, but none will penetrate her.”

You let others play with Karma?”

“A girl is more open, more responsive, more sensuous, more obedient, more hopeful when anyone can play with them or punish them.”

“Sounds like you have thought this through. I think I will go get Emma. We haven’t been together for too long.”

“Tomorrow come to the office at nine and we’ll discuss the job then you have some classes to attend. You’ll like those. Just let Emma go in the morning. She knows the routine.”

The rec room was noisy with the dance music and the chatter of girls and men. The atmosphere was akin to a high-end bar in the suburbs. I was continually surprised, like a sheep seeing a sunrise, to realize how accustomed I was to being naked and chained and comfortable with it. I was kneeling in the rec room beside Karma and two other girls, watching Elise dance, waiting for more men to show up and give us a chance to impress them. My mind wasn’t on her dance. I couldn’t stop thinking of Larry being alone with Ruth so many weeks. They must have done something.

It was no advantage being young and pretty since that described all the girls here. Most of us had a preferred companion, or master, for the night but there were few frequent liaisons. We might have been hostesses on the Love Boat, except for the chains: the girls are friendly and easy lays, the men are appreciative of us and no one is ever drunk.

Without warning I felt a tug on my collar. I looked up to see Larry standing tall and impressive behind me. My heart fluttered and arousal flooded through me like a dam had burst. I spun around and flung myself into obeisance position and started licking his feet, tears streaming from my eyes. He had come for me! I wanted to throw my arms around his legs. Hold him and never let go.

Larry found Emma and touched her tether to get her attention. She looked up, immediately spun, leaned over, and licked his feet. He was shocked, he had never seen that but liked it in a girl. When she had licked both sides of both shoes, long, languid strokes, he said, “Enough, Stand.”

I flowed up into standing display, stepping close and thrusting my breasts out so my nipples pushed into his chest and crossing my arms behind me. He pulled me to him and we kissed for a long time. His tongue forcing its way into my mouth and exploring territory he had almost given up touching again.

When he broke for air, she said, “Took you long enough, Master.”

“Do slaves have to lick the shoes of men?”

“No, Master, we do have to make obeisance to them when they enter the room.”

“Then why?”

“Because you are my true Master and I’ve waited for you a long time, and I wasn’t sure you could find me, and are you going to take me as your slave, and I’ve missed you so much, and I’m so glad to see you, and what’s with Ruth?” Emma said quickly.”

Larry sat down in a nearby easy chair and pulled me to sit in his lap. I snuggled down sideways, leaning on his broad chest, and looking at his face. He put his arm around my shoulder and I wriggled to conform to his hard muscles. His other hand explored my rings, tugging gently on them all. He knew what an effect that had on me. I closed my eyes, trying to concentrate through the clouds of arousal he had made. He stopped and just cupped a breast in his hand. “You stopped,” I accused.

“Hard to talk to a delirious woman.”

“Right. One question,  Master?”

“Go ahead.”

“When I first saw you tonight, you did not seem especially surprised or excited. Why not?”

“I arrived two days ago and have been watching videos of you covering several weeks of time. I wasn’t surprised but I was awfully glad to see you in the flesh, so to speak.”

“Yes, I do show a lot of flesh, don’t I?”

“It did take a long time to find you. I worked on it every day and I failed. I had run out of ideas when your master called me and offered a deal. I took the deal and agreed to work for him. Nothing illegal. I’m going to run Superior Products in Washington. It’s a lucrative job, but getting you back was what sold me.”

He must have taken the job to get me back. He doesn’t like having a boss. He’s happy being independent. Ohmigod. He did it just for me.

“Oh Master, I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it. Yes, you were a big factor in convincing me to take the job. It was the only way to get you back, but the job brings a good salary and he’s guaranteed me a free hand. There’s a condition he’s set, though and it concern’s you.”

“Me? What, Master?”

“I can’t free you when we get home. You have to remain a slave. My slave, and I need to bring you back whenever I visit him.”

“Master, I like being a slave, your slave. I don’t want to be free. But why does he care?”

“He is proud of you. Thinks you are a better woman than when he took you and he doesn’t want you to backslide. He wants you and Karma to have a skype call every month and if he thinks you are regressing, he may take you back.”

Can he do that? Stupid. He took me once, why not again? Anyway it won’t happen. I like this life.

“I guess all masters have to be arrogant, but  he means well. I think he’s right, I am a better woman now than before he took me. Don’t you think so?”

“You’re fishing for a compliment. All right. You are more loving and I like looking at you.”

Good. You don’t know how hard I work to keep in shape.

Larry took his hand from my breast and reached into his coat pocket. He pulled out a small, red padlock and showed it to me. I recognized it. It was a reservation lock. I felt arousal surge in me, with just a frisson of fear or maybe excitement, they are so similar now. I looked up into his face, “For me?”

“I came four thousand miles to get you. I’m going to make sure I keep you.” I expected him to put it on my collar like the others I had seen. He instead hung the hasp in my nose ring and closed it with a snap. It was heavy and hung with the base level with my chin. I instinctively tossed my head and the heavy base hit my face, hard enough to hurt. I didn’t like it there, but I didn’t want to lose it either. It was a good status symbol among the girls. It meant you were desired enough for a man to claim you.

He said, “That looks good on you. Maybe a little hard to eat unless I use both hands to feed you, but that can be worked out.”

“Yes, Master. Usually these are worn on a girl’s collar.  Most masters think it’s easier for us to kiss or service them as well as eat.”

With a twinkle in his eye he said, “Good point. Maybe I’ll change it when I find the key.”

Bastard. I know he’s got the key somewhere safe. Hs’s just teasing.

“Yes, Master.”

He stood me on the floor and got up. “Let’s go to my room. There’s some things there I’m dying to try.”

“Yes, Master.” I smiled and turned to follow him, one half step back and one step to his left.


Chapter 12 : Ruth’s New World

Ruth was awash in mixed emotions. She was scared she’d made a tremendous mistake, hopeful she had made a decision that would improve her life, and a little in awe of the naked woman she was following. She was soon going to be naked too and hoped she could treat it as nonchalantly as her new mistress.

Ruth followed Jin on a convoluted path down a plush hall, upstairs, across a bridge to another building, down a less regal hall and stopped at an oversize door. Jin pushed a button. Ruth didn’t hear any bell, but the door opened in a few seconds. A solidly built man of average height, thirtyish, dark complexion, three inches taller than Ruth. He said, “Thank you, Jin, and motioned Ruth inside. Jin replied, “You’re welcome, Master,” before the door closed. He motioned Ruth to go on into the room.

He followed her into a nice living room, decorated professionally and motioned her to an easy chair, “So you want to be a slave girl. Why?”

“I know Emma. I’ve worked with her for two years. I see how she’s changed. She’s buoyant and happy. My life is boring and less than I want. I want to be like her. It’s that simple.”

“You look pretty enough that most men would want to give you what you want. Are there some problems I should know about? Believe me, you’ll show them soon enough.”

“No. I just haven’t been able to form a relationship with any of the men I’ve dated. I like what I’ve read is called ‘Rough Sex’ and I haven’t found any men who will do that.”

“Good masters don’t harm their women, physically or mentally.  They do know that pain is useful to train, train, and arouse women. No other problem?”

“I don’t know of any. I think I can be just like Emma and her sister. I want a man I can serve, one who will love and excite me. I think Mr. Holman will be that man. He’s agreed to take me. That’s what I want.”

“All right. You were sent to me to get an introduction, just for tonight. Tomorrow morning you will have a chance to change your mind.”

“I won’t. I’m determined.”

“Good. Slaves do not wear clothes. Stand up and remove yours.”

A test. That sneaky man. OK, I’ll show him.

I stood up and stripped. I dropped everything on the floor, I didn’t think I’d see them again. It was a freeing sensation, like I had discarded my old life. Nothing I knew was important now. He took a leather collar and a pile of metal from a drawer. He handed me the collar, “Put it on, snug.”

I took it and turned it in my hand. It was black leather, thick, and a good three inches wide with four large steel rings mounted around it’s exterior. The buckle was lockable. The collars Emma and Karma had worn were metal and seemed to have no locks or hinges, yet this one felt solid and obdurate.  It scary, like it would not let go of me willingly.

I fitted it around my neck and buckled it.  ”I thought there was some sort of formality when a girl is collared.”

“That’s only for pretend. You’ll see it in movies and read about it on blogs. The ritual we think is important is when a girl submits her body and soul to a master. This is just for tonight.”

He picked up an open lock and a pair of handcuffs from the pile and came to me and cuffed my hands together in front. He turned the collar so the buckle was in front. “Relax your arms. Let me steer.” He lifted my arms up, pulled my hands down behind my neck and locked the cuffs to the rear collar ring. I was helpless. Even though the buckle wasn’t locked, I couldn’t reach it. He cupped my breasts and massaged them. My belly surged with arousal. Men had fondled my breasts before and I had never responded so strongly.

If this is what Emma feels, its no wonder she wants to stay.

My breasts lifted along with my arms. They were pointed and soft, begging to be handled. Wherever he took me, they would get there first. I imagined them ringed like Emma and felt as controlled as she was. What would it feel like to be led by my breasts or my nose?

Demeaning of course, if such a word could be applied to a chained slave. Now it seemed correct, right, the ideal place for a woman. Forced to follow wherever the man led. I was asking for that world. It was the natural order and I wanted to be in that uncomplicated world.

He picked up the rest of the pile of metal and let an end dangle from his hand. I recognized it as a chain leash, obviously for me. He clipped the end onto my collar and led me into a bathroom, sit on the toilet and defecate. No, you can’t have any privacy.”

Was this part of a test of my obedience? Well, I needed it after the dinner, anyway, so I complied easily, “OK.” The toilet had a bidet attachment he used to wash my backside when I was done. I stood up.

He ordered, “Stand in the tub and face the wall.”

I stepped in and watched as he prepared an enema, connecting the hose to a faucet and lubricating the tip. I wasn’t scared, I had used them before. He adjusted the water temperature and said, “Bend, over. I’m going to clean your inside.”

I would have rather done it myself, but that wasn’t going to happen. He slipped the thin tip into the puckered ring of my anus and warm water filled m like a balloon, distending my belly before he let it flow out. He repeated the process three times until the discharge flowed clear.

He held my leash tight so I couldn’t raise up as he removed the tip. He applied more lube to my anus with a finger then released the leash so I could straighten up. He rinsed my legs and dried them.

“Step out of the tub, please.” He griped the leash right next to my collar to give me additional support as I stepped out. Heled me through the living room to an adjacent room, smaller, but still bigger than my bedroom at home.

The trestle occupied the center of the room. He led me to it’s end, spread my legs wide and strapped them to the trestle’s legs and reassured me, “This won’t hurt.”

Right.

“Bend over and lay on the board.”

I bent and lay on the narrow top rail. My breasts divided and one hung on either side of the board. A wider board supported my elbows and head. He pulled the end of the leash down and secured it so I couldn’t raise my head more than an inch. The rail was inclined so my head was lower than my bottom. He put a strap around my waist, loosely then pulled me back sticking my ass up and I felt my cheeks part a little. I could only imagine what I looked like from his point of view. My vagina and anus were wide open and stuck up in front of him like a mink in heat. He tightened the strap, fastening me in position.

“Have you had anal sex, Ruth?”

I had not. The way he fixed me I had only imagined normal, vaginal sex, but both my orifices were positioned for his use. ”N…No, Master.”

Have you ever wanted to?”

“No. It seemed abnormal. No one I knew ever talked about doing it. When it was mentioned it was with derogatory words.”

He ran a finger up and down the crease in my buttocks. “Pity, most girls get more orgasms anally. You understand that a slave such as you profess to want to be has no choice about who uses her or what part of you he wants to use. You just need to control your hole. Don’t think about who is using you or what he wants to put in you. It will be easier for you. I’m going to help you practice your control.”

I felt his finger circle my anus. My sphincter muscle contracted involuntarily.

You tightened up automatically. You need to take control of your muscle. Try to make it relax, let your whole body go limp. You can’t fall.

Ruth tried to relax and let every muscle go. She commanded her body, “Limp, soft, relax.” She could feel tension leave.

He felt it too, “Good, you relaxed a lot. Now take a breath and let it out. Squeeze my finger. Only my finger.” He put his other hand on my back.

It was warm and felt good. I squeezed my anus closed.

“Great. Now relax….Good. Keep squeezing and relaxing.”

I obey and it got easier to control just that one muscle.

“Now I’m going to use a butt plug. It’s bigger and will be more realistic.”

He pulled his finger out and put something bigger against my hole. I tried to relax and felt pressure as he shoved it in me. I felt it slowly overcome my resistance then slide in and seat itself. Its narrow waist gripped by my sphincter.

“Hold it tight.”

I gripped it tight and felt him pull on it. It didn’t move.

“Good. I’m going to keep pulling as you relax your hold.”

I relaxed and felt it start to move.

Jaime saw the ring of muscle around Ruth’s anus bulge as the butt plug came loose with a soft plop. “Excellent, now I’m going to repeat the motion. Relax when I push it in, grip it for a second and relax when I pull it out.” He saw her muscle contract, making the time hole in it’s center almost disappear. “No, I can see you tightening up, not relaxing. It’s a normal reflex and you need to control it. Remember, let your body go limp.”

Ruth relaxed as far as her bonds allowed.

Jaime said, “That’s better.” He inserted the plug again. “Squeeze it hard, hold it inside you. Loosen. Tight. Loose. Keep repeating. Learn to control your bottom muscles. She felt him alternately pulling and pushing on the plug, testing her grip.

Without warning he pulled the plug out and replaced it with his finger. Ruth jerked in surprise, lifting her head until the leash snapped tight, stopping her motion.

“Continue the exercise. I need to feel how hard you grip. Can you feel me moving inside you? How does it feel?”

“Yes, Master, I can feel you. It sort of tickles. I’ve felt your finger before. It’s OK.”

“This could be anybody’s finger or cock. Whoever uses you can put their finger or cock up you. You only duty is to please them. Don’t think about who they are just focus on your muscles. Now, squeeze as I pull my finger out, loosen as I push it in. Be easy to enter, but hard to leave. Make a man think that you want to keep him in you.

He removed his finger and spread her bottom cheeks, stretching the naked skin around her anus. “keep it up. I want to see you pinch tight then gaping wide. You are inviting him in. Show how badly you want to be used. Good…”

Jaime’s cock had grown large and stiff as he taught Ruth until veins were standing out on it. When she was wide open, he thrust into her bottom hole and buried himself in her up to the hilt.

Ruth yelped in surprise and jerked futilely at her bonds. Jaime slapped her thigh to keep her attention.

Now squeeze, Ruth. Give me something to push against.”

He rammed into her, lifting her hips up off the trestle and making her gasp. The trestle squeaked and its feet chirped on the tile floor.

“Remember… how… this… feels. Every cock… put up… inside you… will feel… like this… Always try… to please… a man.”

Ruth replied, between his thrusts, “Yee…Master…I’ll…Remember.”

Jaime grunted, jerked rapidly, and hunched over her bound body, gripping her pendulant breasts and froze for almost a minute.

Ruth could only bear his weight patiently. Her nipples were hard and her belly trembling. She could feel his hot spend in her and envisioned it trickling out of her and down her thighs when he pulled out. She was close, almost there, and frustrated, unable to move to finish the job. She was no longer an anal virgin, but she hadn’t come.

At least I know how to do this at last. Next time, I’ll be better.

Jaime stood up and pulled his spent cock out. He put the butt plug back in her. “That was a proper bottom fuck, Ruth. Any man would be happy with that. You were fine when you got the hang of it.”

Ruth knew it was irrational, but she was pleased with his praise. He was obviously experienced in training women, an expert in slave management, she was smiling , “Thank you, Master.”

He asked, “Did you come?”

“No, Master.”

“Are you close?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You will become more responsive with training. In the future you will come two or three times.”

The swish sound confused her for a moment before the searing line of pain reached her brain. The gasp of pain was forced out before she consciously recognized what was happening. All she managed was a croaking “Wha…” before a second line of heat flared on her bottom.

He paused and spoke, “Smarts a bit, doesn’t it? Long ago the whip was discovered to be effective for making women obedient and loving. It has been developed over time into a wide array of styles for specific purposes. This one is designed to punish a woman without easily damaging her.”

SWISH and another scorching line of heat landed on her bottom, just above the first ones. Three thin, straight, scarlet lines, bounded on both sides by wider bands of rose then pink graced her pale flesh. Her squeal was penetrating, wordless, a pure animal sound of pain. Tears were dripping off her nose.

I tried to speak, to gather my senses and find out why I was being whipped, but it was hard to concentrate. I had never felt such pain before. What had I done? I managed, “Why…?

“It is necessary to acquaint you with the whip. It corrects disrespect and other character flaws. Familiarity with it prevents silly mistakes. Slaves often welcome it as a reminder not to stray too far or too often.”

SWISH. The scorching heat in my bottom spiked. I wasn’t a slave yet. He shouldn’t beat me. I haven’t done anything wrong. “Stop it! I can’t stand it. I did nothing wrong. It isn’t fair. Stop it!”

SWISH. My whole bottom was aflame. I couldn’t feel the separate lines anymore. I screamed in pain and fear and anger. My belly had gotten hot too. I struggled against my bonds. I twisted and pulled but nothing gave. I was angry. This wasn’t right. He had no right to hit me. Men weren’t supposed to hit women! “Stop it. Please!”

Jaime was very experienced with disciplining women. A girl’s first whipping was a defining milestone in a slave’s life. He knew it often established the event she would remember always as the threshold between play and reality. He continued his work until her bottom was crisscrossed with thin red lines on a bright pink background and her screams of pain had morphed into moans and pleas of pleasure. He stopped after he counted three orgasms. “The trick is not to stop too soon.” He knew her rosy bottom would be a point of much envy from the other, more experienced girls. “Rough sex indeed,” he thought.”

He let her stay on the trestle as he went for a cup of coffee. She was quiet and still when he returned.

I heard Master return. I was still and silent. My bottom and belly were still warm and I was enjoying my postcoital lethargy. I wondered why no one had every told me I could be whipped into an orgasmic frenzy. I could open a studio and make a fortune selling orgasmic frenzies.

His fingers slid easily into my sopping wet slit and he murmured, “Good.”

I asked, “Master, would you please take me? I’m ready.”

He replied, loftily, “Masters take slaves when they want. You will always be ready.” He slid his stiff rod into my warm love canal.

He took my bound body to the heights of passion, carefully and deliberately, giving me two more orgasms on the way to his. I’m so glad I’m a girl and now, a slave. Sometime later he released me.

He led her back to the bath and had her clean them both with a washcloth. He led her into his bedroom, threw back the covers, put her hand back in its cuff, and motioned her to lay down. He clipped the handle of her leash to a ring on the headboard.

“It’s not necessary to fasten me like this. I want to be here.”

“It’s policy. Slaves are always secured at night.”

“But I’m not a slave yet.”

“Yes, you really are. Go to sleep. Tomorrow will be busy.”

Jin came for me, early. Jaime freed the leash from the bed and handed it to Jin.

I didn’t want to leave Jaime, but I obediently stood up

Jin pulled me forward a couple of steps, “Turn around. “ My bottom was tender and was undoubtedly bright red, but I turned anyway. She ran her hand over my left cheek and commented, “Good work, Master.”

He said, “She responded well. She’s ready.”

Jin led me to a large bath whose walls were lined with closets and cabinets. She went to a small refrigerator, mixed a clear liquid into a soft drink, and held the tumbler to my lips, “Drink this. It’s a relaxant.”

Why not. I’m a valuable slave now.

I drank it all. It just tasted like lemon soda.

I don’t feel any different. Still jittery, worried, and...hopeful, I guess.

Jin led me out of the room, down a corridor and into another room, this time it was a workshop lined with machines, tools, and benches. Jaime came up to us, “I’m going to manage your equipment. Sit here, please,” He took my arm and guided me to what looked like a barber’s chair. I sat down on my tender, abused flesh but I didn’t mind. He removed my cuffs and collar then strapped me in, arms, wrists, ankles, legs, waist, shoulders, until I couldn’t move, ”How do you feel?”

“Relaxed, expectant, happy to be on my way. Drugged I guess, but I’m giddy.”

“Good, the drug is working. Several people are going to be working on you and I’ll have to cover your eyes because the strong light would damage your eyes. Understand?”

“OK. I’m fine. Hurry up, please, Jaime. I want to get started.”

Jaime fitted a thick blindfold over her eyes, pulled it tight then strapped her head down. He changed a setting on the chair and it moved under Ruth, straightening, and flattening until she was held horizontal with her arms and legs splayed out in an “X.”

Ruth felt several sets of hands working on her. The first sensations were of something wrapping around her wrists, ankles and finally her neck. She realized someone was measuring her. They were preparing her cuffs and collar. She hoped they would look as erotic on her as Emma. The measuring hands left, “Probably to find or make the right size for me,” she thought.

Hands and knowing fingers started playing with her nipples, and they responded, growing full and so hard they ached. There was an instant of shock as someone painted them with a cold liquid. “Anesthetic or antiseptic, or both she knew. She was going to be pierced and those wonderful rings inserted in her flesh. She remembered Emma’s fondly and wanted some just like them.

This is exciting. And fun. What was in that drink? I should get some more.

They just painted some more stuff on her labia. There was no need to get her excited there. It wouldn’t change anything. She felt the thick needle pierce her first nipple.

Anesthetic then. It slid in without any pain. Neat.

They used the opened ring to push the needle back out then left it open and went to the next place. Her other nipple and her labia were anticlimactic. When all her rings were in place they came back and, one at a time, closed them and welded the ends together. Someone started using a power tool to smooth the welds.

Her nose was different. Liquid was put on both sides with a cotton on a stick then something big was forced into both nostrils at once. There was pressure as her septum was squeezed, followed by a sharp pain. She squealed as it hit her. She was surprised since the others didn’t hurt at  all. They pulled the punch out and replaced it with something slightly smaller, but still a tight fit. This time there was pressure, but no pain. The squeezing pressure remained after the tool was withdrawn.

A grommet. They put a grommet in my septum to make it stronger.

The ring was inserted, closed, welded, and smoothed just like the others. All of her rings were heavy and she remembered Emma’s statement they made her aroused when they tugged on her erogenous zones. She couldn’t wait to be released and try it. “Jaime, are you here? How long now?”

“Yes, Ruth. It is almost complete. They have made your collar and cuffs and it will only take a few minutes to put them on you.”

He had hardly finished speaking before they started clamping the anklets on her. They were quickly welded shut and the thermal pad removed. Her wrists were done next with the same process. When only her collar remained, she asked, belatedly, and suspecting the answer, “Jaime, there’s no key for these is there?”

“No Ruth, they are permanent. They look good, erotic, on a girl. You saw Emma and Karma.”

“Yes, you’re right, of course. I just never thought about it before. Hurry up and finish, please, Master.”

She felt the collar grasp her neck. It was snug and heavy, but not choking. In minutes it was done. The chair returned her to a sitting position. Jaime removed the straps, pulled her arms behind her, and locked her cuffs together. He put four-inch heels on her feet and helped her down. she discovered her anklets were joined by fifteen inches of chain. When she stood with her feet together the chain barely cleared the ground.

So I won’t snag it when walking, I guess.

Jaime clipped a chain leash on her nose ring and gently led her to a full-length mirror. She looked at herself and was pleased. She did look like an erotic sex toy. Different but very much like Emma and Karma. It was where she wanted to be. She wiggled her shoulder just to see the rings dance in her nipples and nose.

These are great. I should have had some ornaments before this. I look like a chorus line dancer, maybe an erotic cheerleader.

The anesthetic was still damping sensations in my nipples and labia, but visually, it was enough to make me aroused. I looked and felt like a slave and I’m eager to get started.

I look just like Emma and Karma. I’m a real chained slave girl now. I’m going to be like Emma. I hope Larry will keep both of us. I want to submit to him and be touched all over. I want to feel the ecstasy that Emma and Karma felt. The expressions on their faces, the eagerness they displayed. I want to be loved and cared for by a Master. God, whatever they gave me was more than a relaxant. I never felt so giddy, so eager to be loved.

“Master, when can I start training?”

“Now. The first thing you need to learn is the rules, and we’ll start with ‘Do not speak without permission. Ask if you can speak and if it’s denied, don’t beg. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You’ve already learned  the rule on respect. Good.” He led her out of the workshop, down a corridor, through double doors and into the next room. He pulled a free track chain from a cupboard and lifted the end to show Ruth. “This will be your constant companion from now on. It will keep you out of trouble and dispense with the need to put you in a kennel if there’s no one to supervise you. It gives you the freedom of the house.”

Ruth bent her head forward and kissed the chain, “Thank you, chain,” she lifted her face to Jaime and pursed her lips.

Jaime pulled her to him by her leash, lifted it out of the way and kissed her.

My God. His kiss is the best I’ve ever had. Is it the drug or my first male touch in bondage? I hope it’s the bondage.

Jaime broke the kiss, turned her around, locked the chain to her collar and unlocked her hands. “Be careful going around corners at first, the chain can bind at the intersection.”

“Master, may I ask a question?”

”All right.”

“Master, why keep us chained like this? I mean, Emma and Karma like it here, and it seems the others do also?”

“It’s to engender the proper state of mind. Slaves must feel controlled in all things or they become sloppy.”

“Thank you, Master.”

He took me to Larry’s suite of rooms. Larry wasn’t there, but Emma was there, dusting. She stopped, carefully placed the duster on a table, somehow moving quickly, but not hurrying, and knelt, facing us. She said, “Greetings, Master, Ruth. My Master is with our host,” then she lowered her forehead to the floor and crossed her arms behind her.

So graceful, so feminine. I have much to learn.

Jaime said, “Finish your work then teach Ruth the rules and the poses. Ruth, Emma is your instructor for now. Obey her.” He led me to a full-length mirror and turned me to face it, “Watch yourself. Kneel.”

I knelt, feeling clumsy.

“Always verbally acknowledge your orders. Arch your back, spread your knees apart. Further. Further. Cross your wrists behind you. Stick your breasts out. More. Head high. Lower your eyes to the floor. OK This is how you kneel. You’re offering your breasts and your sex to your master. Nothing of you is private anymore. All of you is his and assume he wishes to see you. You are showing you are proud to be his and you are showing respect by looking down. Stand up. Assume the same pose while standing. Remember: breasts, sex, pride, and respect. Practice these two positions, keep your hands crossed behind you, and move gracefully, until Emma is ready for you. Go.”

“Yes, Master.” I knelt, adjusted my pose, then stood and adjusted my pose. He had left the leash on my nose ring. I wanted it off but was afraid to remove it. My hands were free, but he had made it clear I was not to exercise any judgment.

Slaves don’t make decisions.

I stood and knelt while Emma finished her dusting and finally put her tools in a closet. She came over to me and watched my exercise.

After watching me go up and down twice she advised, “Spread your feet as far as you can and leave them there. Start spreading your knees at the beginning of your descent, don’t wait to adjust until you’re down.”

Was she my mistress for now? I should assume so. “Yes, Mistress.”

She was right. If I just spread my feet until the chain was taut, I could just leave them there. I could spread my knees as I lowered and not worry about my legs after that. I could just arch my back and thrust my breasts forward and hold them there when I moved. Easy-peasy.

After a few more cycles, Emma said, “Stay kneeling. I’ll show you another pose: Punishment. You’ll practice going to it from standing. Watch.” She went into standing display and dropped to her knees, but instead of bending her knees, she leaned forward and placed her forehead on the floor with her thighs vertical. Her bottom was as high as she could get and perfectly exposed to beat. She dropped back into kneeling then straightened her legs into standing. Her arms stayed behind her and her back arched throughout the movement. She did it again and I watched her legs. I envied her grace. Every motion was fluid and precise. I would have to practice diligently to get my muscles toned up to match her.

I’ll practice every spare moment. How many positions are there?

As if reading her mind, Emma said, “There are twelve basic poses as practiced here. There is a chart in the exercise room and your master may combine them into new poses. Copy me.”

I stood and she showed me, obeisance, supine, belly, ass, leash, cuff, spread, open, service, and lead. They all had numbers assigned and a Master could use either a number or name to order us into a pose.

“We are drilled on these poses and their symbols during our exercises. You will be expected to go into them without notice. Kneel.”

I did and she dropped into the same pose, facing me. “We have rules. If you break a rule of forget a pose, or do them poorly, you may be punished. The usual punishment is three stripes on your ass in punishment position. You understand that they hurt more in punishment position because your bottom is stretched tight. It hurts a lot. Sometimes we’re spanked or paddled or whipped to excite us, but punishment strokes are worse.”

Were those punishment or pleasure stripes I got. Wound up as pleasure but they felt like punishment at first.

“OK, here are the rules. We’re always punished for breaking them:

	Always obey an order from a free person, no matter how old, 
	Always give a verbal acknowledgment of an order. You can ask for clarification if you don’t understand. Always try to obey, even if you don’t think you can do it. 
	Always ask permission before speaking. 
	Never use the furniture. They are only for free people. 
	Stop whatever you are doing and give obeisance when a free person enters the room. Don’t move until they release you. 
	You may not use your hands to eat. Your Master will feed you or put it in a bowl on the floor. 


Easy, huh. Only six rules. Repeat them”

I tried, ”Obey orders, acknowledge an order, get permission to speak, no furniture, obeisance when a free person enters a room, and eat without hands. I understand. Some of them seem pretty arbitrary.”

“Not arbitrary, Ruth. They are all to remind us we have no rights, no status, we’re no higher than pets. But that’s a major source of our stress-free, carefree life of sex and pleasure.”

“All right. What’s next?”

“That’s all I was told to show you. Want to go over it again?”

“No. Can I ask you questions?”

Sure, I’m only a slave so I don’t know much except what you’ve already seen or heard. No free person will tell us anything about the outside world or anything about this place. You know the adage about keeping women ‘Barefoot and pregnant’? Well this place believes in keeping us chained and ignorant. We don’t even know the name of our Master. You should know that curiosity is not appropriate in a slave girl. Some Masters will punish you for questions.”

“But why, Emma? Surely knowing what’s happening in the world won’t hurt or let us escape?”

“They know that knowledge is power and want us to have neither. They think a powerless slave girl is a needy slave girl and that is exactly what they want us to be. Believe me, it works. We are the most needy, submissive girls in the world, and, I believe, the happiest. It’s feels natural not to compete with men for power. Speaking of which, remember what Karma and I did? It’s your turn. Lay.”

“Now?” I felt suddenly shy. Was this going to be my introduction to girl-on-girl sex? I wasn’t ready.

“We don’t have any orders to follow now which means we practice and this is something you have to get good at. Now Lay and spread your knees wide or I’ll get a whip. Rule one, slave girl, obey. Remember your posture.”

At least we don’t have an audience and I’ve heard it is delightful. What will she taste like?

I rose to a standing position moved to the point she indicated and lowered myself to my bottom as gracefully as possible then extended my legs at the same time I lowered my back to the carpet and extended my hands straight out, managing to have my head, hands, and feet touch at the same time.

“Very nicely done, Ruth.

I felt a glow of accomplishment at the praise. It was not easy, but I had managed it.

Emma stood at my head and lowered herself smoothly, knees bending then extending as her arms took her weight and she lowered herself. When her weight lay on me, I was staring at her carefully shaved sex, her labia lips parted to let the pink, moist inner lips peek through. She smelled strongly of musk. She was already aroused. So quickly, we hadn’t begun and she was lubricating.

I felt her tongue spear between my labia and begin to lick my inner lips.

She paused and said, “Get going, Ruth. We have to come simultaneously and you’re not wet. Waiting won’t change anything. I’ll help.”

She lowered her hands to my chest and slipped them under her legs to grasp my nipples and rub them between thumb and finger. Suddenly I was aroused and my nipples were hard as rocks. I was horny now and stuck my tongue through her slit and into her love canal. She squeezed my clit between teeth and tongue and my belly grew hot and we both started to spasm. In an instant she was flowing fast. It licked and sucked her sweet nectar as fast as I could and could barely keep up. Then I came and all thought of containing her juices was lost as mine erupted from my loins and I was floored by a super strong orgasm. It was as strong as those Jaime had produced.

Was I making better orgasms? Was it the bondage? Or just this wanton environment? Doesn’t matter, I guess.

She rolled off me and we both lay on the carpet in a post-coital bliss. “Emma that was a fantastic orgasm.”

“Mine was good too, but your next one will be better and every one after that will improve. You’ve just experienced your first as a slave.  And, I suspect, your first with a girl. You have so much to experience, you will look back on this as trifling. Wait until you have one with a Master. No, not one. Your Master will force at least three from you every session and each one will be better than the last. Just wait. You are going to be thrilled beyond words with your decision.”


Chapter 13 : Ruth’s Training

	Larry is trained in handling slave girls and works with several to Emma’s chagrin 

	She anticipates her return to her old life with some ornaments 



Jin took her around the house, named the rooms, showed her where cleaning supplies and dinner equipment was stored. She took Ruth to the farthest extents of the track system and surprised her with a tour of the garden. Ruth didn’t expect to be able to go outside without being removed from the track system, but the architect had installed tracks throughout the garden utilizing tall steel poles with floodlights and CCTV cameras on top.

“Jin, are there cameras in the house, too?”

“Yes, do not try to get away with resting on a couch. There is always a camera watching you.”

What else could I expect. We’re valuable, untrustworthy women.

Ruth settled into her new life with great anticipation and a burning desire to excel She was a little daunted when she saw the rest of the slaves. They were all gorgeous. They could all qualify for the Dallas Cheerleaders or a Vegas chorus line. She watched them carefully, looking for clues to their grace.

The girl’s days were filled with cleaning, dusting, eating, training, and exercising. The evening was for fun and sex. Lots of sex. After dinner, the girls had the run of the house and most collected in the recreation room unless a man took her to his room first. There were games and tables in the rec room should the men be away, but the majority of equipment was for holding women for the men to use. At first, she was terribly embarrassed being bound helplessly in public while a man or another girl used one or more of her attributes to force her to orgasm. Later it became fun to be used in public.

My first night in the rec room, Emma was introducing me to the girls, when Jin went up on the small stage and announced, Lise, take your place. A raven-haired beauty marched up to the stage, a stern, brave look on her face. Jin clipped her wrists onto the end of a chain and used a control to lift her up on her toes. Jin consulted a list and called out, “Amanda, you’re on.” A slim auburn-tressed woman came forward, Jin handed her a coiled whip and said, “Twenty hard ones or you’ll take her place.”

The room was quiet. I whispered to Emma, “What has she done?”

Emma responded, “Nothing. It’s her turn.”

“Turn to be whipped?”

“Yep, one a night, every night.”

“Even if they haven’t done anything? That’s not fair.”

“Slavery’s not fair. The world’s not fair. Most masters have their slaves beaten once a week. Master’s orders. He thinks were behave better if we’re whipped regularly. Keeps us in our place.”

“Jaime whipped me. It hurt at first then it made me horny. I orgasmed three times to the whip.”

“Yeah, that happens sometimes. There’s a big difference between punishment and pleasure whippings. They use a mild whip but hit hard. Some girls need more than twenty to get them off. Jin usually helps those.”

Lise smiled at her audience and said something to Amanda as she approached. Jin turned Lise to face the back wall and tied her feet wide apart to keep her facing away from the audience.

Emma explained, “The girls try not to scream as long as they can. No one has ever lasted more than six strokes so far.”

I watched as Jin left the stage and Amanda stepped close to Lise, the whip still coiled in her hand and reached her other hand out to Lise and started rubbing the bound girl. “Is she doing what it looks like?”

Emma said, “Masturbating? Yep. The whipping hurts less if you’re already aroused. It’s a friendly gesture from the girl who has to whip you.”

“Is it always the same girl?”

“No, Jin has two lists. They are always different.”

After a moment Lise writhed in her bonds and I heard her gasp. Amanda said something to Lise then backed away and uncoiled the whip. All sound ceased in the room. It was as if everyone was holding their breath. The scene was tense and unlike anything I had ever experienced.

Naked women, their collars chained to the ceiling tracks. Two of them onstage, one ready to whip the other. The rest of the girls and some men watching raptly. The only thing missing was an announcer and a drum roll. Amanda struck. The only sound was the Swish-Thwack of the whip and a gasp of breath knocked out of the bound girl. She did not scream and all the girls in the audience, including me, cheered Lise’s strength.

I felt a jolt of arousal, my nipples swelled and my belly felt hot. Was watching a girl I didn’t know turn me on? I glanced at Emma and she, too looked wide-eyed. Lise took four more strokes, well-spaced, on her back and bottom, without a sound. I became more aroused with each stroke. I watched Emma and saw her respond, too.

On the sixth stroke, Lise made a soft whimper, followed a second later by a full-throated scream of anger, not pain. She had failed to set the record and was pissed. Amanda stepped to her front, yanked her head back by the hair, said something and then kissed her strongly. Lise’s head stayed up and she looked over her shoulder and I would swear she was looking directly at me as if to say, “We’ll see how you do up here.”

Amanda resumed her task and Lise screamed and thrashed on all the rest. I heard Emma moan softly on the eight stroke and my glance showed her in an intense orgasm, hands on her belly, bent over, eyes squeezed shut, her body pulsing to the spasms in her loins, making a low, keening moan. I was so close myself that her sounds of joy almost kicked me over the edge, but not quite.

Lise’s screams at the next blow did it for me and I mirrored Emma, a few seconds behind her, blind to the rest of the world, I was lost in ecstasy, wanting it to last forever. I recovered and straightened up to see Jin freeing a limp Lise. Amanda kissed her then helped her off the stage.  

Master Larry came and got us after Lise and Amanda were done. He took us into a smaller, simply decorated room with a thick carpet, a couple of easy chairs, and a cupboard against one wall. It looked like it was intended for a private conversation with a slave, considering the slave would be kneeling and wouldn’t need a chair. When he sat in one of the chairs, Emma and I knelt in front of Master and waited.

He said, “Girls, I’ll be going home in a few weeks. You have a decision to make. You can stay here or submit to me and I will take you with me. You have shown yourselves to be true slaves.” He stopped talking and looked at us.

Emma asked, “Master, may I speak?”

He nodded.

“Master, I have submitted as a slave and am marked as a slave. I love you and want to be your slave. May I submit to you now?”

What mark. I’ve seen every inch of her and she doesn’t have so much as a birthmark.

“You will continue to wear your collar, cuffs, and rings at my home and in public to show that you are my slave, not my girlfriend.”

In public like this? Every girl’s worst nightmare. But if it’s the only way he’ll take us…

“Thank you, Master. I will wear them proudly.”

Slaves cannot own anything since they are property. You will transfer all assets you have to me.”

“Yes, Master, would you help me?”

“Yes. I will allow you to submit to me shortly.” He turned his head slightly to look at me. “Ruth?”

Of course I want to do it. That’s why I’m wrapped in metal, chained naked to a house, and because I’m dripping wet from orgasming from watching a girl whipped.

“Master, I beg to be your slave and to submit to you. I pray my slavery will be absolute.”

“It will be. You will remain a slave. You may not change your mind about slavery. If you try to escape slavery at home you will be brought back here for punishment and additional training.”

“Thank you, Master. When may I submit?”

“Shortly.” He looked at us with a thoughtful expression.

“I came here to make a deal with Antonio and bring Emma home. I brought Ruth because she asked to come and I thought it would be like Grand Cayman, just a business deal. I did not know anything about slavery then. Now it seems you two have embraced the concept. When we go home, I will put one of you in charge. Which one should I choose? Emma because she was my lover or Ruth because she was more efficient. Ruth because she was the least aggressive or Emma because she was my lover. Both of you must be submissive, but, as in most things, there are degrees.”

Neither of us spoke. I knew a rhetorical question when I heard one. Emma remained silent, too.

“Ruth, come here.”

I obeyed and he turned me around and locked my hands together behind me. “Emma, come here.”

She came over and he handed her a spring clip. Take  Ruth into the hall and fasten her tether to a wall ring with this so she can’t open it, then return.”

She took the clip, took my tether in her hand, and led me into the hall. She led me to a ring twenty feet from the door and clipped my tether to the ring, only a few links from my collar. The ring was level with feel my collar so I had to stand there and wait. I faced the hall and took up display position. She returned to Master Larry.

As soon as I entered the room, Master Larry motioned me back to kneeling position in front of him and asked, “What should I do to Ruth at home to make her feel most submissive, most controlled?”

Whatever he chooses will be my fate, too. He’ll have to. It can’t be too extreme. What do I know about her? She dresses conservatively.

“Master, Ruth always dresses like an old lady. She should show off more of her trim body. She will better if you make her dress outside her comfort zone, and she will look better on your leash if she shows a little skin.”

There. That’s safe.

“Your chain restricts your location, but it strikes me you might be more submissive if your bondage was tighter, more personal.”

“Master, we couldn’t be more submissive. We’re both very obedient.”

“I’m not convinced. Women have always equated beauty with tight clothing. Perhaps a corset or skin-tight latex with tied arms might look good on you. Anyway, when we get home, I will enjoy displaying Ruth and you in public. You might give some thought to what you want to wear. My requirements are simple. Your collar and nose ring may not be covered. Your ankles will be chained, your nipple rings must be visible, your nipples, and cunt must be covered. You will always wear high heels. Do you have any thoughts?”

Thoughts? Loss of my old life and a career I was proud of. There were only a handful of female P.I.s and I was a good one. I was a former cop and carried their sense of authority, power internally. I had been someone to be reckoned with. Now I was giving that up for a sense of belonging and, I had to admit, an addictive level of erotic pleasure that couldn’t be denied.  I couldn’t even describe the incredible, mind-blowing sunbursts of libidinous joy that roared through me when a master took me. There were no words to describe being drowned in such overwhelming joy that got better, stronger every time I was taken.  Hell, yes, I was giving up work, frustration, and pride for this.

I couldn’t imagine myself appearing in public as a slave. I guess it used to be the norm, but it’s not the way I was raised. I admit to some erotic fantasies, but I was always in private. I tried to build an image in my mind. Long peasant skirt to hide my ankles. Might work in Washington. “Master, I guess a gypsy outfit would look good with my nose ring and collar.”

“Make a list.”

“Master, slaves are not allowed access to pencil or paper, or a computer.”

“Make a mental list, then. Should Ruth be first girl or you?”

“Master, I’ve known you personally and I can better judge your tastes. I should be first girl to best serve you.”

OK. Go bring Ruth back in.”

“Yes, Master.” I got ruth and guided her back into the room. He released Ruth’s hands, locked mine together behind me, gave Ruth the clip and told her to secure me like she had been.’ I watched her walk back into the room and worried.

I want to be Master’s slave, not Ruth. Might she take my place? No. He wants me. He’s always wanted me, dammit. Don’t choose her master, please!

I turned out to be even more of a pain slut than Emma. A few strokes of a whip on my ass and I orgasmed. Quite noisily. I became known as a screamer and everyone soon learned to gag me first. I quickly became a favorite of a few of the staff. I had no favorite; I begged every man I met to please color my ass and most would oblige unless they had some sort of time crunch and my ass was always a bright, flaming, red. It was the most fun I had ever had and just kept begging for more.

Emma saw Ruth and Karma every day, as well as all the other girls. Jin monitored the girls closely and ensured no cliques formed. Jin made sure every room was cleaned daily, the silverware was polished, and the floors spotless. There was always work to be done, exercises and training classes to keep the girls tuned up. The girls still got recreation time in the evening with the men.

While Ruth and Emma and the other slaves were honing their skills and enjoying the joys of submission, Larry was working toward two goals: understanding the intricacies of Superior Products’ business and learning how to live with, enjoy, and keep slave girls both controlled and happy. Mr. Dinoso and his accountants and managers taught the former while Jaime tutored him on the care and feeding of slaves. Jaime used several of the girls for his classes, but never Emma, Karma, or Ruth.

Emma wore the red lock on her collar and Karma had a similar one. Only Larry took Emma to bed with him at night and Karma by Antonio. The other girls were available to any man who wanted them and they were freely rotated among the staff and guests. Ruth integrated well with the other girls and loved the hedonistic life. She had always been reserved before and this sex-filled, free love life kept her in a continual state of dreamy, anticipatory arousal.

She floated between menial tasks and exercises, under strict control, but randomly interrupted by men who took her to satisfy their own hunger and invariably gave her a minimum of one climax. She was being effectively conditioned to need sexual release and soon she had no other though than to flirt with strangers at every opportunity. Once she would have thought such behavior wanton, but now it was essential to her pride. She knew she was a sex slave and reveled in it.

She knew the rules of her new life well. They were, after all, quite simple and perfect for a slave girl. She often broke them intentionally, unafraid of the stripes she earned, for they were just foreplay that gave her the male attention to which she had become addicted.

After breakfast Larry would release Emma back to the daily work, exercise, and training. Sometimes he would reclaim her for a while to practice or play with her, but usually he spent his day becoming educated on his new job or learning more about owning a slave girl.

Jaime emphasized the importance of rigid control and strict discipline. “The slave girl depends on you to maintain   a constant environment. If you allow your control to relax, in the slightest, she will relax her discipline to fill the void. Keep a crop or whip with you at all times and use it freely. She needs to feel your control over every aspect of her life. If you order her to perform a task distasteful to her and she balks or whines, what will you do?”

“Larry replied easily, “Command her to punishment position and give her three hard strokes to her ass.”

Good. How would you have responded a month ago?”

“I probably would have just done it myself rather than argue.”

Jaime said, “Of course, that is what a man would do with a woman he wants to please in the Western world. It is not how a man in Asia or Southwest Asia, or Eastern Europe would act. He would likely insist or just cuff her for her insolence. You will find it difficult to change your behavior because you were raised in a Western culture. “

He paused a bit, then continued, “You must think about every action for a long time, until it becomes your habit. If you are not strong and strict all the time, she will backslide and become less happy. Think about how many females in your world are miserable, see shrinks, take drugs. You’ve seen our girls. They are ecstatic all the time. They enjoy being strictly controlled. They always know what to expect. Have you noticed that most of our girls have rosy bottoms? That’s because they enjoy breaking the rules, getting our  attention, testing us to see if we are still strict.”

Larry was thoughtful, “It is going to be hard to remain strict with my lover and former employee.”

“I know. Have you ever been around horses?”

“No, I was raised in a city.”

“Let’s try your girls in ponygirl training.”

“I’ve heard of that. Never tried it. You have girls pulling a cart like a pony?”

“Exactly. Pet play is useful for getting them down to their animal origin and forgetting their human experiences. Many girls like just being a dumb animal under their master’s control. I use it when my girl get’s a little too loose. It might help to maintain your girls control when you take them back to a Western environment.”

“Sounds good. Let’s do it.”

Jaime called Jin in, “ We want to put Emma and Ruth through ponygirl training. Would you take them to the stables and have a trainer get them ready and instruct them in responding to reins? How long will that take?

“Yes, Master,” Jin got a delighted grin on her face, “About an hour.” She left the room.

Jaime asked, “Would you like to watch them being prepared?”

“Yes, yes I would.”

“Let’s go to the stables and we can either watch them on tv or in person.”

Antonio’s estate was set in the temperate hill country southeast of Medellin. The stables were in a large wooden building two hundred yards from the main compound. It had an oval track adjacent with a high fence around it. There were several gravel paths winding through the wooded areas, crop land, and pastures around the estate. It reminded Larry of the Snohomish County area.

The two men got to the stables to watch the naked girls brought over. One of the trainers was leading them on leashes clipped to their nose rings. Their arms were pulled up high in back and chained to their collars. Their ankles were hobbled. They watched as he took them into the stable. Larry asked, “So what’s happening to them?”

They’ll have a harness, bridle and bit put on then he’ll take a few minutes to show them how to respond to the reins and finally hitch them to a cart for you to drive. Your job will be easy. You pull on a rein to tell them when to turn and use a few simple voice commands to change their speed: Walk, Faster, Slower, Run, Stop. There are other words but those are all you need, plus a whip, of course.”

“I have a whip.”

“No, a longer buggy whip comes with the cart, so you can easily correct them when they are in front of you. They’ll be dressed and bitted shortly. We can watch them being trained with the reins in the paddock outside.” The men went outside to wait for the girls to appear.

Jin came into the room where Ruth and I were polishing the silverware and motioned for us to follow her. She took us to the back door, locked our hands in reverse prayer position high on our backs, put leashes on our nose rings and opened the door. A trainer took our leashes and unlocked the track chains from our collars. Jin never came outside, of course. The trainer led us away from the house.

We had never been out this door and everything was new to us. The grounds were neat and well maintained. The walks had concrete edges keeping the greenery back. The bushes were well trimmed and surrounded with colorful flowers. Or deep green succulent groundcover. It looked similar to the Arboretum in Volunteer Park in Seattle. After a few hundred feet a large wooden, red-painted building came into view. I could see a fenced racetrack on the far side. He led us into the building and into a room whose walls were lined with black leather and chrome straps and belts in a dense profusion.

He led us to a blank wall with a series of steel rings with dangling chains like those in the house for fastening slaves. Same purpose here. He locked us to two chains a few feet apart and fitted first me, then Ruth.

A pair of heel less pony boots was first. A slit allowed them to go on over my ankle chain. Their soles were steel horseshoes. They held me on my toes, and felt  like high heels, but there was no heel. I shifted on my feet to get the feel of these unique boots.

My tail was next. I had worn many butts plugs here to open me for anal use. This was a long hank of hair matching mine mounted on a steel plug. He greased it and inserted it easily. The hair brushed my legs and tickled a little.

He put a broad leather belt went on my waist, took my leash off, then put a web of leather straps on my torso. It cradled my back and chest in a web of wide-spread straps which he methodically tightened. Two straps encircled the base of my breasts which he pulled very tight. When he stopped their skin was stretched tight and they looked like large, pink balls on my chest. Any motion I made, breathing, turning, walking, made them bounce gaily, causing flashes of arousal to flow from my nipples as the heavy rings tugged and relaxed. I was bouncing on my toes just to feel the arousal when the trainer slapped my breasts and said, “Hold still. They’ll feel even better, later.”

I froze, “Yes, Master, sorry.”

My bridle was next, another collection of black leather straps encircled my head. It went around the top of my head, down both sides of my nose, and under my chin, then he tightened the straps.  He picked up a complex chrome contraption, held it up in front of my face, “This is your bit. Open wide and stick your tongue out.”

I obeyed and he slid it over my tongue and gently placed the rest of it in my mouth. It clipped onto the leather bridle and I found I couldn’t move my tongue or speak. He tightened the strap under my chin, clamping my teeth  around a rubber-coated steel bar filling my mouth.

He clipped a rein on either side of the device and wiggled it a little to show me how it worked. If someone pulled on a rein it squeezed serrations into both sides of my tongue. A light tug didn’t hurt, but it sure got my attention. My tongue was immobilized so I could breathe normally but could not form words.

He clipped bells onto every one of my rings. Any motion I made caused a thrill of arousal as the heavy bells and rings tantalized my nipples and labia, each sensation accompanied by loud chimes of my bells. I wanted to move, to turn my potential joy into actual arousal. If my trainer would only let me loose. I wanted to run and bounce and feel everything I was capable of. I wanted to dance. 

Last he produced a long, red, ostrich feather and stuck it in my bridle so it waved high over my head. I was now outfitted as a ponygirl. I had seen them in videos, but never thought I would like to try it. As usual now, my opinions did not matter and I was happy my master wanted it.

I watched as Ruth was outfitted. We were a matched set, both with red plumes. He released us from the wall and led us into an indoor arena by our reins. We both bounced and jingled noisily, happily, behind him. My heart leapt when I saw Master and Jaime were in the arena, watching us. The trainer waved the two to come over.

Master said, “You two look fabulous.”

The trainer said, “When you can’t speak, acknowledge your master by whinnying, like a real pony.”

I tried, but it didn’t sound much like a whinny. Ruth wasn’t any better. Master saw my chagrin and said, “Practice will help.”

Practice, I was going to have to do this again?

The trainer said, “If you can’t speak, one whinny means Yes and two mean No. Understand?”

Ruth and I whinnied once.

He handed my reins to Master and Ruth’s to Jaime. Master pulled me to him and kissed me on the forehead, “This looks like fun.”

I whinnied once.

The trainer had the men use the reins and voice commands to guide us around the arena, and it went smoothly. If I mis-stepped, the trainer was always close enough to swat me with his crop. I only got one stripe. We exercised this way for a half hour then he hitched us to carts. The men climbed aboard and the trainer opened the gate to the track.

Master guided me around the track in a series of “S” turns, practicing with me, both of us learning my turning radius acceleration, and braking. I could hear Jaime and Ruth behind me doing the same thing.

It was a beautiful experience. Every step produced a thrill of excitement, leaving me wanting more.  I was suffused with the joy of submission, reduced to a simple animal, capable of only walking or running. And tightly controlled even in that. I continually tensed in my restraints, fighting them, affirming my inescapable bondage while the frisson of arousal flowed through me. It was an affirming epiphany of delicious helplessness and submission. I only had to be to luxuriate in serving my master.

After a couple of laps, Master drove me through a gate and onto a path. I was out in public as a ponygirl. Would strangers see me?  I guess if Master wanted to show me off it would happen whether I liked it or not.

I had no idea where the path led. He made choices at any intersection and I followed where the tugs on my reins led. He kept me at a fast walk and I was kept fit so it was no strain. The land was level and the terrain was woodland or meadows.

Master stopped me on the bank of a small stream and unhitched me from the cart. It was sex break. He led me to a grassy stop and said, “Spread.”

I sat down then lay on my back, spread my knees as far as I could and drew my feet up against my bottom. I had been well conditioned by my time as a slave. I was wet as soon as my feet touched my ass. I was smiling internally, quite happy with my life, though I did not think much showed around my bit.

Master sat beside me and fondled my breasts and their rings, making the bells chime. He said, “This is not what I expected when I came here. I always knew you had a fondness for bondage, but you seem to have adopted this life completely. Am I correct?”

I whinnied once and snuggled closer.

“Good. I want to keep you just as you are when I get you home. Ruth too. You may have some interesting times with our neighbors. Any concerns?”

I whinnied twice. I was a slave and liked it. I wanted it to go on forever. I did not care what anybody else thought. Maybe I could go to schools and tell the children how much better it was for both sexes to go back to the way nature had intended us. Put a lot of shrinks out of work.

“Good.”

He moved his hand to my wet slit and stroked it into flaming arousal. When I had recovered from my climax, he opened his pants and gave me an even better one. When we had both recovered, he lifted me to my hooves, hitched me back to the cart, and drove me back to the stable at a jog/canter.

I didn’t see or hear Ruth and Jaime until we returned to the stable. They were there already and Ruth was unhitched from the cart. The trainer took Ruth and I back to the harness room. Master and Jaime followed and watched us being restored to normal.

Master talked to the trainer, “I was intrigued by the breast harness effect. It seemed to make her more sensitive.”

The Trainer replied, “Yes, it’s good for their training. Every sensation in their breasts is enhanced by a little pressure. If you want, I have some breast restrictors you can try on your girls. Several styles are available. They are adjustable just don’t leave them too tight for long periods. Reduces the blood flow.”

“You have some now?”

“Sure.” He produced a set of thin wooden boards with circular cutouts of various sizes, lined with cloth. He slipped them over my breasts until he found a snug fit. He went to a cabinet and came back with a pair of metal clamps, like handcuffs and clamped one around each of my breasts. He handed Master the key and talked about the recommended tightness.

I enjoyed the effects of the tight bands, just like the harness. Every sensation seemed to be multiplied. Every part of my body seemed to enjoy bondage. At a lull in their discussion I asked, “Master, may I speak?” It was the first time I had spoken in several hours and I slurred my words a little.

“Go ahead.”

“Master, I enjoy tight bondage everywhere, May I try a corset, too?”

“I’ll see if one’s available.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Master had the breast bands fitted to Ruth also. The Trainer put the leashes back on our nose rings and handed them to Master and Jaime.

I had a flashback to the last thing I remembered in Port Townsend. I was a P.I working on a murder case for my boss and lover, Larry Holman. I was driving in my car with my sister Karma, driving from my home, Larry’s house, to her home. I was wearing bra, blouse, coat, slacks, panties, pumps, and she was dressed similarly. That was normal.

Now it was about two months later and I was somewhere in South America, possibly Columbia .I was standing in a stable with Larry and Jaime and Ruth, our former office manager. Ruth and I were both slaves. I had been kidnapped and Ruth volunteered. Larry was now our Master. Ruth and I were dressed as slaves, that is, Naked and helplessly chained. I wore a steel collar, cuffs on my wrists and ankles, ankles chained together, hands pulled high on my back and chained to my collar, useless. I had been pierced and rings put in my nose, nipples, and labia. The rings in my nipples had bells clipped to them. Larry was holding the leash clipped on my nose ring, ready to lead me back to the house where my neck would be chained to a track that would control where I could go.

The thing was both Ruth and I were much happier now than before we were enslaved. It wasn’t just the bondage, though we both enjoyed the erotic condition of being bound by a man. For me, at least, it felt right, good, the way I wanted to live. The servant of a man, not a competitor. Most of all I enjoyed being owned by Larry.

Jaime and Master led us back to the house. Master had left the bells on our nipple rings to go with the breast bands. Both of us were tired so Master let us rest in his room until dinner. We both lay on the floor next to his bed and cuddled. Soon we both fell asleep.

Master woke us for dinner, gave us a chance to visit the toilet and fix our faces before we followed him to the dining room. The meal was normal with Master feeding us a forkful of dinner at a time, alternating between all three of us. Different plates, of course. Ours was bland, his spicy. Ours was smaller, precisely controlled by the kitchen to keep us lean and fit. His might kill him sooner, but he would enjoy it more.

After dinner we all went to the rec room where Master announced this was to be our last evening together: he was leaving in the morning, taking his property with him.

Master Antonio announced that since we would be leaving, everyone would have an opportunity to give us a present. Everyone cheered and eager volunteers hustled to fasten Ruth and I into rape racks that held us face up on low, padded benches, our arms over our heads, bottoms elevated, our feet pulled under us, and our heads laying back so that all our holes were readily available.

Every one of my holes was used, often two at a time. Friendly, skilled hands kneaded, fondled, stroked, squeezed, and tugged on me continually, keeping me aroused, right at the edge of climax until someone was ready to penetrate me. I was teased, tickled, and impaled, never certain when I would get to orgasm, but always kept on the brink by girls who knew every trick of stimulation possible.

I was given nearly continuous orgasms for hours, until everyone had made me come at least once. I was allowed no rest until I had given every man and woman present an orgasm too. The girls all presented their loins to my face while the men mostly used my vagina. Master released me, then Ruth who was a wrung out as me. He escorted us to his room and we all showered together. Master let us both sleep in his bed with him. Our arms were locked in reverse prayer as always, but we were used to it by now ands we slept soundly.

We were woken earlier than usual by the doctor who gave both ruth and I an injection.

This is it. When I wake, I’ll be back in Port Townsend. A slave girl among ignorant men and women who can’t possibly know what it’s like. I’ll be embarrassed, shunned, even despised by my sisters who don’t know what a load of misinformation has been fed them for centuries. Denied their natural pleasures, forced into “Freedom” and lain prey to depression and suicide. There is nothing I can do to help them, just ignore them and be happy. What will mother think. I didn’t say goodbye to Karma. I wonder if Master will have me pull his cart on the Discovery Trail. What a spectacle I will be.

He kissed me goodbye and I fell asleep with a smile on my face.

The End

Continued in Public Slaves by Alan Horn.
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