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Prolog

Plagued by a recurring dream of romantic submission, Lori's attempts at romance have been frustrating. She's found a modicum of relief by submerging herself in work as a masseuse to the wealthy ladies of New York. She shares her dream with Evelyn Carstairs, a client who manages the newly remodeled Vault, a restored BDSM club energized by the rash of interest following the 50 Shades phenomenon. Ralph, Evelyn's husband and a wealthy industrialist, thought the Vault was a good investment and purchased it out of foreclosure. He paid for its restoration and hired a first class staff. Evelyn introduces her to Roger Frost, their attorney and friend, believing he might help her overcome the sexual frustration her dream has generated.

Its lust at first sight and Roger introduces her to the sublime joys of being spanked into orgasm at the club.  Lori recognizes she is on a downward spiral into submission and wants a cooling off time to rationally consider her future. He glimpse of what could be is pulling her to him. She finally agrees to his proposal of spending the night with him, under the condition that Evelyn and Ralph pick her up in the morning. She learns the joy of submission that night.


Enslaved Book 2: Desire

I woke up slowly, with sunlight bright in the room. The bed covers were pulled up to my chin and I was laying on my side, looking at a bright day outside through a sliding glass door. It took me a minute to remember where I was and then the events of the evening flooded into my brain. My hands were behind me. I moved them and confirmed they were cuffed together. I didn't pull on them,. It would just hurt my wrists. I felt the heavy weight of the collar he had locked on me last night still snug on my neck. I rolled onto my back and sat up. I was alone in bed and felt an unfamiliar tug on the collar accompanied by a rattle of chain. I looked around and saw he had fastened my collar to the bed post with a thick chain. He didn't want me wandering, that's for sure. Why was I here and why wasn't I yelling for help? In the light of a bright day, my decision to let him have control of me seemed naive. I didn't want to be a slave, like this. Submissiveness in a BDSM club was just role playing, just a game. You got your thrills, worked out your needs and fetishes, then went home to a normal life where there were no slaves and masters, just men and women trying to make use of their skills and time to improve their lots.

But there was no denying I had had the time of my life yesterday and still was. Was I playing his slave, just a role, or had I stepped out of the role into actually being his slave. it wouldn't be over until noon. I wanted to be with him. I missed him. This must be what a newlywed girl must feel like. Any moment of separation was unbearable. I needed to know he was still here, still caring for me, still willing to tell me what to do. I was alone and lost. Is this what a pet dog feels like when her master leaves her in the house and drives away? Oh, well, go with the plan and enjoy it. But where was he? I started to call his name and realized he wasn't just a name anymore, he was a symbol. I called, softly, "Master?" There was no response.  The bathroom door was closed. He might be in there. I said, louder, "Master?"

The door opened and he stood in the doorway, wearing only a pair of jeans, and relief flooded through me.  He hadn't left me helplessly chained and gone away. He looked yummy. I wanted to put my arms around him. Damn my dream for putting me in these chains. I had a lilt in my voice, "Good Morning, Master."

"Morning, Lori. Ready for a shower?"

""Yes, Master. If you take off the cuffs I would love to wash you this time."

"Deal." He took the chain off my collar, and the cuffs off my wrists. He dropped his pants on the floor and we went into the ridiculously large shower. It had three vertical bars on the wall, each with three adjustable shower heads. He turned them all on and they immediately spat powerful streams of hot water. There's nothing like good plumbing to start your day off right.

With the water playing on us I put my arms around his broad shoulders, and slid them up to his neck. I had to stand on tiptoes to reach him. He tilted his head down and I kissed him. He returned my kiss with passion. I broke the kiss and said, Master, you are a very special person. You have shown me my dream and it pleases me. I hope I have pleased you, too."

"Lori, you have indeed pleased me. Tell me, what would your dream have you do now, in the morning, in your master's home?"

"In my dreams, Master, I would wash you, help you dress, and fix your breakfast. You might feed me some scraps from your plate and then I would clean the home, mend any garments of yours that need repair, do the laundry. On a nice day like this I would tend your garden, pick vegetables for your meals, pick flowers and make pretty arrangements t enrich the home. You might take me for a walk in the forest or shopping at the market. Perhaps you would take me with you to a sporting event or a tavern."

What would you wear?"

"Slaves are not permitted clothing, Master."

"It sounds like you once read one of the Gor novels until it fell apart in your hands."

"Yes, Master. I read all of the Gor books I could find. They resonated in my soul. I so wanted to be a slave girl in the arms of Tarl Cabot. I looked him in the face. "Now I am, if you'll have me. I know I'm untrained and spoiled by this world, but I'm eager to learn and anxious to please."

"Too soon, girl. You're still high on endorphins from sex and chains. You'll be my slave until lunch is over. Then Ralph will take you home. You'll go back to your old life for a while to think it over. Then we'll talk if you're still interested in my version of your dream."

I knew that was our deal, but it galled me now. I was certain I wanted to stay here. I didn't need to think about it. He was probably right to let me make certain before I committed. This felt more intense than marriage, but I still wanted it. Didn't matter, though. He had decided and wouldn't listen to my opinion. God, I got goose bumps just thinking about him and me.

We played as much as washed getting clean. Turns out we're both ticklish and we couldn't get enough of each other. We stayed in there until our skin was wrinkled and rubbery. The hot water never faltered.

We dried each other and he let me dress him. When we were done he looked like a wealthy young tycoon ready to relax at home. I looked like his favorite slave girl ready to serve him. I still wore the shackles on my ankles and the heavy collar. This time he cuffed my hands in front, so they were some use. He didn't bother with the leash so I just followed him downstairs. Maria had breakfast ready so he sat at his place and I knelt beside him. We talked about inconsequential things and he fed me bites of food. Two for him, one for me. He wanted to know my views on the recent Supreme Court appointee. I told him I thought he was a conservative and would help the court swing right. I hated to lose ground on the liberal cause I supported, but, like the life I dreamed of, no one cared about my opinion.

I cleaned up the dishes, took them in the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher. He came in and asked Maria to have me do the morning chores than bring me to his office. He left with, "Obey, Maria."

Maria looked me over and said, "You're pretty. Will you be here long?"

"I'm leaving after lunch. I don't know if or when I'll be back."

"You'll be back." She handed me a spray bottle, a dust rag, and a feather duster. "Come on." I followed her into the living room. "Dust the shelves, tables, everyplace that dust can collect. Go do the same in every room except the office. That's the one with the closed door. When that's done run the vacuum around. Its in the hall closet by the kitchen door.

"Yes, Maria. Thank you."

I was thorough. I wanted her approval. It was strange to me. I was an independent business woman. I had clients around the city and a good reputation. I didn't have to advertise, all my clients came from referrals. I had a nice rent-controlled apartment and I didn't do much cleaning, I had not picked up a dust rag since I left for college. Yet here I was, Saturday morning, naked, dusting a man's home, in chains, happy as a pig in new mud. I finished dusting and then vacuumed the house. My chains didn't stop me from doing anything, but it made some things harder. Mainly the restriction and clinking made me humble and aroused. My self esteem went through the floor as my arousal went skyward.

Every now and then I saw drops of my love juices on the floor. I wasn't very hygienic, but I didn't know what to do about it. I found some tissues in a box and wadded a couple in my pussy to catch my drip, but they got wet and I had to replace them every few minutes. I needed a tampon or rubber panties. Maybe my arousal would diminish as I got used to the chains. Only after I thought that did I realize I was planning on wearing chains all the time, just like my dream. Maybe I did need to go home and think this over.

When I finished my chores I went to the kitchen and told Maria. She inspected my work and didn't find any problems. She tsk-tsked over some of my drops on the floor, but just told me to wipe them up. She took me into Master's office. It was bright and lined with books. It had a carpet under and around his desk with a couple of armchairs. Master was at the desk, talking on the phone. There were papers open in front of him and a laptop computer with a large extra monitor beside it. He waved me over and Maria led me beside him. I knelt and waited.

His conversation went on a few minutes. He absently tousled my hair . He was looking at his computer screen while he talked. A few sentences later he looked at me and motioned me to put my linked wrists behind my neck. I obeyed and was inordinately glad he had taken the time to look at me. Maybe I should have tried to make sense out of what he was saying, but I didn't. I watched his face, trying to read his mood, his emotions. It was hard. He controlled his face very well. I would have to learn to do better if I was going to learn to please him.

As I knelt there, I knew that was what I wanted to do. My aspirations to make money, be respected, have an impact, had all faded into insignificance behind a need to serve and please him. It was so freeing to realize I could slough off all the responsibility I had assumed with one simple decision. The last decision I would ever have to make. My parents had always told me the only thing they wanted was for me to be happy. All I had to do now was decide if staying here would do that. How could I know. I was already certain this was what I wanted. All I needed now was some way to decide this situation would last and not morph into something bad.

I loved Master after less than a day, but I had worked with him years ago. Still some, men were chameleons and didn't reveal their true selves until their con worked. But I knew and trusted Ralph and Evelyn. One way to see what a man was made of was by the kind of people he had in his circle of friends. These two were powerful indicators that Roger was a good man. His success and reputation for integrity in the bar was another. I probably would never find another man with these pluses.

I waited, patiently. He finished his call and turned to me. "Do you do your own cleaning at home?"

"Yes, Master, but not much. This was a revelation."

"How so?"

I thought about this as I worked. I'm a respected, sought after masseuse, an independent business woman, with a nice apartment and steady job, yet, here I am cleaning your home, naked and chained, and I liked it. I liked the feeling of accomplishment, the instant gratification of bringing out a shine, but mostly I enjoyed serving you. Even if you weren't there, even if you didn't watch, still it is your home. I enjoy my work, but there I'm in control. Here, I have no control, just like my dream. I'm kneeling here at your feet, content to wait for you to notice me. I think my submissive side makes me happy and I need to let it out more."

"I'll send you home with Ralph and Evelyn and give you a chance to sort out your feelings and desires. If you decide you want to come back we need to have an understanding of what that will be like.  I'm not ordering you now, we're negotiating . Will you want to keep your job?"

"Yes, Master, I think so. I'm performing a needed service and I like that, besides, I wouldn't feel right dropping my current clients."

"OK. but you'll have to work a regular schedule, no overtime unless its an emergency and then only if I approve ahead of time. OK?"

"Yes, Master, I'd like a regular schedule."

"You'll live here and give up your apartment."

"Of course, Master."

You are my sex toy. You will obey me in all things, especially sexual. I may want others to use you."

"Yes, Master. I want this too. I agree."

"I will want to take you to parties and outings. You'll probably have people see you as a slave."

"Master, I'm afraid that would finish me in business. Pictures would go out on the internet. Clients would drop me.. I'd like to find another way to be your obedient companion when we go out."

"OK, I won't embarrass you in public unless you agree. At home, you'll be much as you are now. I may change some details, but always naked and chained."

"OK. I like this anyway, but clothed around other people?"

"Agreed. At home you're not allowed to use any furniture unless I tell you."

""OK, Master. I agree."

"I will set rules for your conduct. If you break a rule, I will punish you, physically. Your body is not yours, any more. It is mine. You will not touch you breasts or pussy without permission. You will never close or cross your legs or close your mouth. This is to remind you that you are always open to use. You will never look a man in the face. Never lift your gaze above his sex. You will be whipped every night to keep you in the proper frame of mind. I will whip or spank you whenever I want. I'm pretty sure you'll like that, anyway."

"I think so too. Master. Agreed."

"Slavery is illegal here. You'll sign a contract, and make a video record that you want and agree to all these things, for my protection. You will also be free to leave and end this relationship whenever you want. You'll keep your finances separate from mine. I'll be responsible for your room and board while you are in our agreement. Also we both will sign a nasty non-disclosure agreement concerning our relationship."

"Agreed, Master."

"I'll control your food and exercise. I'll keep you on a very short leash."

"As I want it, Master. I want to make no decisions. I'm giving all my power to you, If I agree after I've thought about it."

"OK, Lori, that's it for me. Anything else you want from this?"

"Master, you need to be my Master, not my boyfriend. I want you to be strict with me. I don't want you to let me get away with anything. I need to be dominated, subjugated, completely controlled."

"Get in my lap."

I crawled up and he sat me on his leg. I managed to keep my hands behind my neck in this evolution. He put his arm around me and pulled me close. "You realize it will be difficult for you to switch between roles every day, don't you?" He used his free hand to caress my breasts. His fingers crept down and started tweaking my nipple, first one then the other.

"Yes, Master, I know. I need to if I' m going to meet my obligations and be happy. I plan to reduce my clients to those who really need me. I want to transition into serving you full time. And if you keep toying with my nipples, I'm going to soil your pants."

"Too late Lori, I'm already wet.. Were you always this responsive?"

"Not at all, Master. Only in my dream. My prior boyfriends thought me cool and hard to reach. I'm sitting in a strong man's lap, naked, in chains, feeling helpless, yet secure, loving and loved. The touch of your hands is magic.

"All right! I like your plan. See if you want to go through with this and call me in a week. I'll wait as much as a month before I decide you rejected me. Throw long vacations in your plan. I have access to a large estate on St. Thomas where you can be my slave full time."

"Yes, Master, I love it. I want to be yours so bad, but I must go home and think about. I can't even contemplate not having you as my Master when I'm around you. My mind just won't go there. I need to be away from you to think this over. You know the whole idea's crazy, don't you. Its probably enough to get us both disbarred if anyone hears us. Anyway, please plan a long vacation as soon as I've asked you to be my Master, full time. Once I decide, I want to be alone with you for a long time. I can get away for a week almost anytime with a little notice."

"You're trying to give your Master an order, slave. That earns you punishment. Get up and lay your breasts on my desk."

"OOOh," I squealed, Yes, Master. I jumped up and lay across his desk.. He stood behind me. "Beg me to punish you."

"Yes, Master, I've been a bad girl, please spank me."

Smack. Smack. His big hand swatted my still rosy ass two times on each cheek. I yelped at each blow, loving how the fiery sting instantly translated to arousal in my belly.

"Ralph and Evelyn will be here soon. Go to the kitchen and help Maria get ready. If you finish before my guests arrive, go wait by the front door. Answer it and escort them into the living room. You'll serve the food when they arrive."

Yes, Master."

Hurry, slave girl."

"Yes, Master." I scurried to the kitchen, hands still behind my neck. She had me wash my hands, very thoroughly, then prepare a salad. She had made baked salmon, risotto with cheese, fresh rolls, and my salad. There was Perrier water, a red and a white wine and coffee to drink. Maria would prepare the plates in the kitchen and I would serve them. I was to pour the drinks and when everyone was served, go and kneel beside Master and wait and see if he would feed me anything. It sounded neat, well organized, and crafted to shame me as much as possible. No, that's not right. There were so many other things they could do to make me more embarrassed, I was lucky they were my friends.

We finished in the kitchen and Maria had me help her set up the dining room. She did most of it and I just followed her directions. I have to admit, it was much more elegant than I could have managed, even with the same stuff to out. We finished and I told Maria I was to wait by the front door and bring our guests in when they arrived.

She smiled and said, "Don't be embarrassed. They will feel awkward so put them at ease."

"Thank you, Maria." I went to the front door and waited. I imagine I made quite a sight.  Not my fault. Not my fault. "Yes it is, stupid," I chided myself. "This is exactly how I look in my dreams." The doorbell rang and I jumped. Oh My God. I reached for the door handle with my right hand and fumbled as the handcuff chain snubbed it short. I took a deep breath, smiled, and opened the door.
It was Ralph and Evelyn. Thank God it wasn't a Jehovah's Witness or some such.

Welcome Evelyn, Ralph. Its good to see you. Come in, Please."

Evelyn started when she saw me but Ralph just smiled a big, lazy smile. I stepped back and they both came in.

"Master has asked me to take you to the living room. Please follow me."

Before I could turn Evelyn said, "Lori, you look like your fantasy has worked out OK."

"Thank you so much for introducing me to Master. Its been good beyond words. Its better than my dreams and that's been eye opening."

Ralph asked, "You don't mind being chained?"

"Its different for sure. They don't stop me from doing anything. They make some things harder and they're embarrassing as hell if I think about them. I guess I really don't mind as long as they're what Master wants. I have to admit that being submissive makes everything easier and it gives me much pleasure. We should go, Master is waiting for us.." I turned and they followed me to the living room. Master was waiting for us. He was sitting in an armchair. I walked to him and knelt before him. "Master, your guests have arrived."

"Yes, I can see. He stood up and gave Evelyn a peck on her cheek and a hug. He shook Ralph's hand. "I am glad you introduced me to Lori yesterday. Its been fascinating and quite rewarding to have a slave girl, even for one night. I'm indebted to both of you even more, now. Sit and let us tell you about our adventures."

Ralph seated Evelyn in an arm chair and sat beside her. Master resumed the chair he had been in.

"Lori, come stand beside me so you can face our guests. Display. "

"Yes, Master. I stood, moved around to the side of the chair, faced Ralph and Evelyn and went into display position. It was wickedly embarrassing. I don't think I blushed, but it was close.

"I love Lori's body. She has long legs, perfect breasts with  long nipples, and a beautiful pussy. If she were for sale, I'd buy her in a heartbeat. As it is, we've drafted an initial agreement and after lunch if you'll be so kind as to take her home, out from under my spell, she's going to decide if she wants to proceed with the arrangement. Lori, would you tell our friends what we decided?"

"Yes, Master. Its pretty simple. I will keep working during the day, and live here the rest of the time. I'll be dressed much as I am now when I'm here. I'll be Master's slave and obey his every command. I will keep my finances separate. I can terminate the agreement whenever I want and leave. Master may punish me for infractions of his rules in any way he wants so long as I'm not injured. I will perform any sex act with him or others as he commands. He won't expose me as his slave to people who might meet me during the day. He won't take me in public as his slave, unless I agree. This is entirely consensual and I will sign a contract and make a record that I want this arrangement for his protection. And I will decide if I want to go through with this after I'm home for a while.

Evelyn said, "I've known you for a few years, Lori. You came up with this dream and found Roger, overnight. You've never acted so impulsively before, or have you?"

"No, Evelyn, I never have. I've had my dreams and kept them secret for eighteen years. I'm unsuccessful in love, I don't have any hobbies except my work. I need to get out of my rut. Why not follow my dream. Its not really impulsive. I've thought about it for almost twenty years and now I'm looking hard at stepping into it, at least for sixteen hours a day.

Master said, "Lori, I'm very glad that Evelyn introduced us. Are you?"

"Why did he ask that? Think girl. "Yes, Master, I'm glad too."

"I think you should thank Evelyn for her great service, allowing you to live your fantasy, don't you?"

He was right. She enabled me to feel this way. "Yes, Master, that would be appropriate, May I?"

"Of course."

"Mistress Evelyn. This slave is extremely grateful to you. May I service you?"

Evelyn looked surprised. She hadn't expected I'd like that. "Come here." Evelyn slid forward on the couch and spread her legs.

Master stood up, "Just a moment, Lori." I stopped and he unlocked a cuff, pulled my unresisting hands behind me and cuffed my hands together. "Go ahead."

I went to Evelyn and knelt between her spread legs. She pulled her dress up and her pink, shaved pussy was bare before me. She hadn't worn any undies. Somehow that fit my image of her. Young, rich, exciting, and ready for adventure. I looked up at her and she said, "I debated wearing any, but I had already soiled  some just thinking about you and what you were doing. I didn't expect this, but I like it. You're my slave girl now, for a few moments. Put your lips on my sex and get to work slave, before I ask Roger to lend me his belt."

I smiled and said, "Yes, Mistress. Right away," and lowered my head. I licked her labia, slowly, savoring her taste. She was damp and I got a few drops of dew.

"Deeper girl, harder." She put her hands on my head and pulled me down.

I stuck my tongue between her sex lips and felt the hard nub of her clitoris against my upper lip. Later.  I licked hard, pushing my tongue up and down her inner lips, darting into her love canal on each pass. She spread her legs wider and began a soft keening, like a lost animal looking for her mommy. It was higher pitched than a moan and wordless. I took it for a sound of approval and sped up. My tongue flickered around her loins, fast, hard and I sucked up every drop of nectar it scraped loose. Her breathing was getting fast and shallow. I felt trembling in her belly. She was ready. I shifted my head a little higher and sucked the hard button of her clit into my mouth and nibbled on it.

There was no need to lick anymore. She was well beyond that. In an instant she screamed and bucked under me. I stuck my tongue back in her love canal and a gush of her love nectar flooded my mouth. I sucked it up and swallowed it as fast as I could. I got most of it and rubbed my face in the pool that was left. I wanted her to see me with her nectar on my face. Her hands slipped off my head and I sat back on my heels, happy to see my friend and now, Mistress having such pleasure. I guess the pleasures of submission aren't limited to serving your master.

Evelyn opened her eyes and looked at me with glee.  She said, "Thank you Roger for sharing your slave with me. She is very skilled. Did you train her already?"

"Natural talent, Evelyn."

Would you consider selling her to me when you're tired of her?"

"Possibly. But she's not my slave yet."

I knew they were teasing me, but I was already pretty certain Master was wrong.

Master called Maria. She took me to the downstairs bath,  cleaned my face, moved my hands in front of me, re-cuffed them and let me fix my face. One of those things that wasn't much harder wearing handcuffs.  She took me to the dining room where the guests and Master were waiting. 

I followed Maria into the room and the three free people stood up and applauded me.

Ralph said, "Lori, that was the most erotic performance I've ever seen. Not what you did, but how you did it, with love and eagerness. You were glowing with an inner radiance I've never seen before and believe me, I've seen a lot of performances in the club. I think you've already decided to stay with Roger."

Roger said, "Don't pressure Lori. I want her to go home and really think about what she wants out of life. I hope she will stay with me, but it has to be a clear decision made without duress of any kind."

Easy for the Judge to say. Did he realize my own libido and Id have teamed up to convince the rest of me to be his chattel? "May I serve now, Master?"

"Yes, of course, sit down folks."

They sat and I served my salad and poured water and knelt beside Master. He fed me forks of salad and I listened as they talked about Ralph and Evelyn's business. Roger was their attorney and they had many dull things to say. My thoughts whirled about, never able to focus on anything except watching their faces, seeking their emotions. They all seemed very open and free with their thoughts. I caught one short session where Ralph mentioned some work he was doing for Hancock where he looked hard at Master. Master gave a brief nod and the conversation became open again. I wondered what this meant.

When Master finished with the salad I stood up, collected the salad plates and forks and replaced them with the plates Maria had kept in her warming oven. I had to be very careful handling everything. The handcuffs made this tricky and I had to make several trips to the kitchen. I poured wine , remembering to stand on the right side of the person, as Maria had lectured me.  I went back and knelt beside Master again, receiving his largess as the pet I had become. I watched their faces again, but saw nothing unusual. I felt melancholy. My time here was almost up. It had been the most unusual and the happiest time of my life. I had more and better orgasms than I had ever had before. I had never, never, imagined that a woman could have multiple orgasms at a time. My world had opened up tremendously while my freedom had shrunk to almost nothing.

I didn't want to leave, but I knew I had to get away to think.

When Master had finished, I cleared away the dishes and served coffee.

Master instructed Maria, "Take Lori to my room; unlock her restraints and her collar; let her dress, give her her purse; put the chains, the paddle on the dresser, and her collar in her bag with the keys; and escort her and the bag to the living room.

I carried the gym bag with my collar and chains back to the living room. It was heavy, heavier than they seemed when I was wearing them. Everyone was standing, looking out the window when I entered the room. They all turned. I went to Master and knelt before him. "Thank you for letting me try out my dream, Master. I started crying, sobbing like my life was about to end. I clutched his knees and wailed, "I don't want to leave you. Master."

He put his hand on my head. "I don't want you to go, either, Lori. I've grown quite fond of you in just a day, but you have to go and sort this out without my influence. I'll wait for you, but don't take too long. Call me in a week and let me know how you're doing. No, wait. It would be better if you talk with Evelyn. She can tell me what you're thinking. I have homework for you. When you're at home, you must be naked, you may not use any furniture, You will wear the cuffs and shackles, You will not close or cross your legs or close your mouth. You will not touch your breasts or pussy except to shave it. Your body is mine now You will use the paddle in the bag to spank your ass, both cheeks, every night before you retire." He showed me a picture he had taken last night, showing my red ass.  "Paddle it until they are the same color as last night. Do you understand your instructions?"

I did. I loved them. It would be like his hand had reached out across the miles and kept control of me. "Oh, Yes, Master. I'll be good."

"Good girl. I'm going to give you a token to remember me by. Stand up."

I let go of his legs and stood up.

"Lift your skirt and bend over. "

"What.. Yes, Master."

I obeyed. He pulled down my panties and rubbed some lubricant in my bottom hole with his finger. His finger withdrew and a smooth, cold object entered my hole. He twisted it and applied steady pressure, It slowly entered me, spreading me as it penetrated. The wide part passed my sphincter and it slipped in another inch or so. I felt its head rest on the outer ring.

He replaced my panties and said, Stand up." I obeyed and he smoothed my skirt back down my thighs. The intruder nestled in my hole with a gentle pressure. It was not unpleasant. "What..?"

"Its a reminder. Wear it until you need to use the toilet. Clean it, Lubricate it, and replace it as soon as you're done."

"Yes, Master. Thank you, for everything. I kissed him. He put his arms around me and held me close. I never wanted to stop. He pushed me away and held me at arms length. "Go now, before I take that decision away from you and put your chains back on you." He handed the picture to Ralph who dropped it in the bag.

"Yes, Master. I turned away, tears making it hard to see. Ralph took the bag and Evelyn took my hand.

They put me in their car and drove away. I looked back, but his home was already out of sight. I realized I didn't know where we were. I didn't speak until Ralph stopped behind my car. I opened the door, picked up the bag. "Thank you for picking me up." I got out and closed the door. I knew I wouldn't have left Master's house if they hadn't been there. They gave me back the decision I had already forgotten. I drove home on automatic. I didn't think about what I was doing until I was standing inside my apartment. I tossed the bag on the hall table. It landed with a jingle of the chains in it. I went into my bedroom, dropped my clothes in a heap on the floor and ran a hot bath.

I slipped into the water as the tub was filling and let it rise until everything but my nose was covered. I wasn't there to wash. I was remembering everything that happened, from the drink with Evelyn to the plug in my ass. Step by step, pain, pleasure, orgasm, uncountable orgasms. Submission, humiliation, love, obedience, every sensation passed through my mind. The emotion I never felt was regret. Not until I had to leave.

I knew what I had to do, but I didn't have a clue how to approach it. The choice was simplicity itself. Be his property, or not. It was probably a simple decision for every other woman on the planet, but every time I thought about it, the answer was with it. I was absolutely convinced I would hate myself for the rest of my life it I turned away from my dream. I wanted to live as his slave so bad. I could always walk away if it didn't work out. Not trying it was not an option. I was only pretending to think about it because he wanted to be sure I was committed. I probably should be committed for even considering a life as a slave.

Besides, I was a lousy slave. My mindset was a masseuse who cared about her clients and wanted to make them feel better, to make at least a small difference in the world. I had never seriously considered my dreams becoming real. Women weren't chattel to men, anymore. Was I submissive enough to live like that. Last night seemed to say I'd like it, a lot.. I wonder if there was a course I could take to make me more submissive? I was sure there wasn't one at any school in NYC. Maybe Utah? The Mormons taught their women to obey their men, didn't they?  Maybe somewhere in North Africa where a woman's life was always secondary to a man's?

A school wouldn't work very well on me. I've been taught to excel and stand my ground ever since I was three. How could I ever learn to be  good slave. Yesterday and this morning was too short. I enjoyed it, but I was probably just playing a role based on books and movies. That's an idea. I wonder if I can find a movie that shows female slaves? Maybe a harem?

First thing was to recreate my fantasy by myself. If I took Master out of the scenario, how would I feel? It was possible I just wanted him and all the rest was unimportant. After all when I thought of last night, my feelings were mostly about submitting to him. Maybe I didn't need the chains and things. If so, maybe he'd go for a more vanilla Dom - Sub relationship. How would I feel about that?

I climbed out of the now warm water, dried off and got a robe. I looked at it and put it back. I dried my hair and then myself until I wasn't damp. I went back to the hall table and got the bag. I took it into the living room, made sure the drapes were closed, dumped the bag on the floor and sat down beside the pile. My orders were to stay off the furniture and I was going to get used to it.

I tried the keys in the locks, made sure I could open everything. I slowly closed the shackles on my ankles, savoring the click as the ratchet worked. I stopped when they were just touching my skin and double locked them. The collar had to be next. I held it up and looked at it closely. It was thick, polished steel. I put it around my neck and pushed it closed until the lock clicked. Ecstatic shivers ran through me as the cold metal grasped my neck. Without the key I could never get it off. I wondered what I would do if I lost it. I thought of the erotic humiliation I would have to endure. I'd have to call Roger for help. I briefly considered throwing the keys out the window, but dismissed the idea.

I locked my hands in front of me and put the keys back in the bag, I felt at home again. This was a bad sign, but its how I felt, dammit. I crawled over to the television, started ROKU and looked for "Harem." I found it and started it. I knelt in front of the couch and spread my knees apart. I parted my lips and practiced breathing through my mouth. The movie wasn't like me. The heroine was kidnapped and put in a harem. There were no chains, but there was no way for her to leave, either. I watched it to the end, but it didn't help me. She resisted and I jumped at the chance.

I got out the cleaning supplies and cleaned my apartment for the first time ever. It felt almost as good as cleaning Master's home this morning. I finished by three and out everything away. Television didn't interest me so I got a book I had started a few days ago/. A Ludlum thriller. I couldn't concentrate and put it away after an interminable ten minutes. I went to my bookshelf and perused the titles. I noticed the top row of books was sitting way forward on the shelf and all the other rows were set back several inches. I stared at the row for a minute and then remembered I had put a second row of books behind them. I didn't want any casual visitor to see them. I got a stepladder from the laundry room and pulled out the books in the back row. I stacked them on a table and put the others back. I put the stepladder back in the laundry then shuffled through my trove of secret bondage books. I chose the first one I had ever bought, so ashamed at the local bookstore. "Captive of Gor."

I curled up on the floor and hardly moved as I rear the book from cover to cover.   I identified with Elinor so strongly I felt her anguish as she awoke on a strange plain, collared and chained to a huge rock. When her nose was pierced I felt a twinge in my own and touched it to see if I was bleeding or if the ring was already in place. I touched nothing and drew my hand back in shock before I remembered where I was. I finished the book, wishing for more and realized I was thirsty and hungry.

I warmed some leftover Chinese takeout and stood by the counter to eat. I didn't want to use a chair. Furniture. I learned that handcuffs do get in the way of chopsticks. I opened a bottle of Chablis and poured a large glass. I went and got another book, "Story of O," another often reread favorite. I read as I ate, it was awkward holding the book open as I tried to used chopsticks with my cuffs. I found I could lay a heavy lid on the top of the book to hold it open while I ate. 

I finished and put things away before settling back on the floor and leaning against the couch to read some more.  When I dropped the book the second time, I decided sleep was needed. I went in the bathroom and tried to remove the butt plug. I couldn't reach it the normal way due to the handcuffs. I finally found I could grasp it if I reached between my spread legs. I slowly worked it out, trying really hard to relax my sphincter as Master had taught me. It came out and I washed it. It was actually a shiny, soft rubber or latex material, with a harder, jeweled end. I set it aside and used the toilet. Remembering my orders, I lubed it and reinserted it. I was pretty good at muscle control this time and it went in quickly.  I removed my makeup and washed my face. Then went into the bedroom.

I was faced with a quandary. Should I consider my bed a piece of furniture? I never had a chance to sleep at the foot of Master's bed, but I knew that was traditional. I decided on the floor. I pulled the covers off the bed and dropped them on the floor. I retrieved the bag from the living room and found the handcuff key.

I opened them and set them on the nightstand. I picked up the paddle and picture and stood in front of the mirrored closet door. I faced away from the door and compared my ass to the picture. It fad faded a lot overnight. I bent over to tighten my skin and swatted my right ass cheek with the paddle and looked. No change. Oh well. I hit my ass cheek, hard, ten times. My ass was burning now. I compared it to the picture. Maybe halfway. I swatted myself another ten times. My ass was fiery hot now. I checked again. Close enough. I switched the picture and the paddle, bent over and swatted my left cheek twenty times before I checked. Close enough. Both cheeks were now flaming hot. I felt noble. I had obeyed my Master. I didn't feel any different now, except for my red ass. Was I really a masochist? I didn't feel the arousal I had when he spanked me, but I was satisfied, happy to have obeyed. So I was just a submissive? I didn't know, but it had turned me on much more when he spanked me.

I got the handcuffs and dropped the key back in the bag. I carefully made sure the keyhole was facing my fingers and locked my hands behind me. I quickly discovered I should have draped the covers over me before locking my hands behind me. I finally got them over me using my mouth to pull them up.

I fell asleep wondering how I was going to face work on Monday. I woke up confused. I was warm, but the surface under me was too hard and rough. Finally I remembered I was on the carpet with my bed covers over me. I tried to move my arms and felt the cuffs, then I remembered everything. I rolled onto my stomach and levered myself up and tossed the covers back. I found the bag under the covers and managed to open one handcuff, the rest was easy. I stood up and cuffed my hands in front before I went to the bathroom. I managed to get the plug out on the first try and used the toilet. I washed and lubed the plug and reinserted it. I washed my face and brushed my hair with difficulty. but I wanted to go a whole day in cuffs.

I made coffee and ate some cereal and a Satsuma. After I put the breakfast things away I looked around for a chore. Nothing. I had done all the housework yesterday. I balanced my checkbook, something I rarely did anymore since the advent of online banking and having wealthy clients who tipped very well.

I got out my laptop and looked for advice on being a good slavegirl. I found lots of advice on proper Dom-Sub relationships. The only things I found on slavegirl behavior were quotes from the Gor novels I had already read. Surprisingly, the handcuffs weren't a problem the keyboard was small enough my hands were always close together anyway.

When I started feeling this was a wasted effort, I turned it off and read another book. This was hard too. I wasn't able to concentrate. I kept losing the book's meaning and

+rehashing everything I felt, heard and said during the 9+6-previous day. Even if he wasn't here, he was all I could think about. I was afraid he'd find someone else if he was ready and I wasn't. I know a girl's supposed to play hard to get and make him really want her, but, I sort of forced myself on him. Evelyn said he didn't have a girl. Maybe I'd just awakened him to what fun he could have with a submissive like me. I was unreasonably worried that he might be at the club right now trying out those hot numbers I had seen at the bar when I was talking to Evelyn. He didn't have a permanent girl, maybe he had so much fun with me he won't wait. I thought I should go to the club and check it out. I looked at the clock. It was only nine a.m. Stupid. If he wanted to try someone else, they were either in bed now or he hadn't hooked up yet.

I was being paranoid. He said he'd wait. He gave me at least a week. How in fuck was I going to make a rational decision. The whole question was irrational.

He was right, I had to let myself decompress, unwind, do some normal, usual things. I thought for a moment and decided to go out. I would see how much bondage in public I could do.  It was obvious the handcuffs were out so I took them off and put them back in the bag, but I would go see what I could find in my closet to hide the other things.

I rummaged through the very back of my storage closet and found a long peasant skirt I hadn't worn since I went to a renaissance faire my first year of college. I shook out the dust and it was almost perfect. I found a long piece of elastic, tied one end to the center of my ankle chain and wrapped the other end around my waist so the chain was pulled up in an inverted "V" between my legs. If I took a step the chain stretched the elastic and was held high off the ground. I found a blouse that sort of matched and put it on. I looked in the mirror and my collar was pretty striking. I found a wool scarf and wrapped it around my neck several times, put on a coat and tucked the ends of the muffler inside it and looked in the mirror. Perfect. Everything was hidden and their presence was still quite obvious to me. It was chilly out so my heavy clothing was appropriate.

I left the keys to my hardware in the bag and took a walk. I didn't have a destination in mind so I just walked aimlessly admiring the sights and savoring my hidden bondage. This was how a submissive should pass the time when her Master was away, not working on stuffy documents. I walked twenty blocks toward my office but stopped and turned around before I got close. I went a block to the side so I would see a different street on my way back. The streets weren't crowded, but I was never out of sight of a hundred people, though I doubt anyone noticed me. They were mostly hurrying somewhere. Halfway back a hardware store caught my eye, and it was chilly out so I wandered in, with nothing in mind. As soon as I was inside a young woman in an apron asked if she could help me find anything. I was stumped for an instant, then I blurted, "Chain." Freudian slip? Bondage on my mind? Yes, certainly.

I bought thirty feet of light welded link chain and four padlocks keyed alike, "to secure my lawnmower and stuff that someone kept stealing out of my yard." I don't think she believed my explanation, but I didn't care. I walked home much faster than before. I had a something to do.

When I got home I stripped all my clothes off and cuffed my hands in front. The I surveyed my apartment. I finally locked one end around the toilet in my bathroom. The other end of the chain could reach everything but the far end of the living room where the television sat on a low table. I didn't need to go there as long as the remote was by the couch. I locked it in place and locked the other end to my collar. I put the keys with the others in the bag. I better never lose that bag. Now I was as close to living my dream without a master as I could get.

I got another book from my collection about Gor. I sat on a cushion and read it end to end. I somehow couldn't get enough. Every book had a different female lead and centered around the exploits of a transplanted earthman, a scholar and a mighty warrior. I couldn't help but envision Roger Frost with a sword in his mighty arm and me chained at his feet, gloriously confident he would destroy his enemy, throw me over the dead body and have his way with me. It was late and I was dripping when I finished the book.  I looked at the dark spot I had left on the cushion with regret. It was expensive and probably not cleanable. I'd remember to use it when I read more erotic literature in the future. Maybe I could at least reduce the odor of my drippings.

I clattered over to the mirror in my bedroom. I looked like my dreams, in broad detail. An erotic thrill flared as I looked at myself. I was pretty helpless and the chain locked on my collar made me tremble. I turned around and looked over my shoulder at my ass. It was fully recovered. I think the remaining pinkness is from sitting on it for hours while reading. I wish his handprints were still there. All in all I was a sexy slave girl and I wanted him to see me, hold me, take control of me. What was I waiting for?

In my heart I knew I was just playing. I had the keys to my chains and I could revert to my old life in a few minutes. But it seemed cold and distant. I didn't want it. But I still hadn't tried my dream without my Master.

It occurred to me that maybe Evelyn could help me. She already knew my problem and my fantasy. She knew my Master and had seen me as his slave. The more I thought about it, the more likely it seemed she could help me, If she wanted to.. Would her friendship with my Master bias her thinking? Maybe, but surely I could see if she was  and discount it.

I had her number in my phone. I didn't take time to plan what I would say. I dialed her and she picked up on the second ring.

"Hello Lori. How are you doing?"

"Evening Evey. Not good."

"No decision yet, I take it."

"No. I'm no closer to a rational decision than ever. That's my problem. How can I make a rational decision on such an irrational issue. I want it so bad. I'm afraid I'll let my heart decide and regret it for a long time. I'm thinking about giving total control to a man I only spent less than a day with."

"To quote a movie line, Sometimes you have to make a leap of faith first, the trust comes later.' Roger's a good man, I know he'll take good care of you. I understand the essence of the proposed contract is that he takes nothing of yours and you can leave whenever you want. What's your concern?"

"I want to be certain I'm not just in lust with him and ignoring the trappings. If so, the love and trust may evaporate over time."

"Even if that happens, you can leave him and be in no worse position than now, but at least you'll know yourself better. OK, I can see its a problem. How can I help?"

"I've been trying to lead a slave's life at home, but its a sham. I have the keys. Would you and Ralph let me be your slave for the rest of the week. I can call in sick."

"You're serious?""

"As I can be. I need to know I want to be a slave not just his woman."

"OK. This could be fun. Draw up a personal service contract for this. Put everything you want and don't want in it. Make sure it lets me punish you with a whip if you're not pleasing. Also I'll want you to eat my cat regularly. Have it ready in an hour. I'll come get you. Don't pack anything but cosmetics. You won't need clothes." She hung up.

God, she was going to keep me as her slave. I took off the handcuffs and chain. I was going to have to hurry.

I had a contract that Master had sent me, intended for us. I   changed the  names, and added an end date. I printed it out and signed it. I packed a makeup bag and laid out the clothes I had worn today, just in case. I called my answering service and told them to call my week's schedule and tell them I was sick and to reschedule for next week.  I was looking around, wondering what I had forgotten when the doorbell rang.

I looked through the peephole. It was Evelyn and Ralph. I opened the door in my birthday suit plus collar and ankle chain. I let them in and closed the door. Ralph said, "Hello, Lori. Evelyn's told me you want to be her slave for a week to help you decide about Roger's offer. Is that true?"

"Yes, Master. It was all I could think of."

"I presume you don't want us to tell Roger about this?"

"That would be kind sir. I can't see him before I decide. His orders. And it is a good order. If I see him, all my logic vanishes."

"OK. Let me see the contract."

I led them to the dining room table where the contract and my laptop waited. He sat down and read it. Without a comment he passed it to Evelyn. They nodded and both signed it. I had already signed it. Ralph took out his cell phone and said, bring your cell phone. I did and turned it on to record, Ralph did the same. Evelyn took my phone, aimed the camera at me and turned the recorder on. Ralph did the same with his. Ralph spoke first. Lori Stanger who you see before you has asked Ralph and Evelyn Carstairs to play the role of her owners and she will play the role of our slave for six days in order to prepare for a later role. She will now state what she expects to happen. State your name and address, please, then describe the contract you have prepared."

"I spoke up, "My name is Lori Stanger. I live at 14593 Fourth Avenue, Apartment 2 C in New York City. I have asked Mr. and Mrs. Carstairs to help me learn the role of a slave. I expect..." I recited the contract and finished with, "I make this contract freely with full understanding I may receive corporal punishment and be kept naked and in restraints for the term of this contract. They both emailed copies of the recordings to their own email accounts. Evelyn turned off my phone and laid it on the table.

Evelyn smiled and said, "Where's your handcuffs and whatever else you're using for your slave play."

"In the bedroom, I'll ."

She interrupted me, "Lori, you are now a slave. You will address me as Mistress and Ralph as Master. You will ask permission before speaking. You will acknowledge every command verbally.  You will not wear clothing or use any item of furniture without an order. If you fail to follow these rules or any other rules we may set, you will be punished. Is this clear?"

"Yes, Mistress. Please forgive me."

"Go get your slave gear and your makeup. Is there anything else you might need?

"Mistress, I have a long skirt, a coat, and a muffler I used yesterday to cover my collar and shackles in public. Shall I fetch these too?"

"Why not?  Bring them out but don't put them on."

"Yes, Mistress." I went to the bedroom and picked up the bag with the chain and handcuffs, my makeup kit, the armful of clothing, and took them to the living room.

Mistress looked at my feet and said, go back and put on the smuttiest heels you have."

"Yes, Mistress." I scurried back and exchanged my comfortable flats for some four inch, bright red, heels I had purchased for a Christmas party two years ago. I hadn't worn them since. I noticed  my ankle chain made more noise with the heels.

Mistress inspected the clothing and said, "OK. Put on the skirt and muffler."

I obeyed. Master cuffed my hands behind me, draped the coat over my shoulders and Mistress buttoned the bottom button. If I wasn't careful my boobs were going to hang out into the breeze.

They picked up my bags, Mistress got my keys and purse. She dropped my phone into my purse and we were off. Mistress held my arm and Master locked the door and they elected to walk down the stairs rather than wait for the elevator. They took me outside and their limo was waiting for us. Master helped me in and strapped me in a seat, then we were off.

I wasn't watching where we were going, but I assumed it was to their house. We stopped in a large garage and I realized we were at their club. We got out.

"Mistress, why are we here?"

"Curiosity is not good for slaves." She stepped close and pulled my coat open to expose a breast. Her other hand easily slipped a spring clamp on my nipple and let it close with a sickeningly painful bite. I yelped and jumped back, bumping into Master Ralph.

"If you're quiet I may remove your little friend inside. If not, I have several more.  A slave's duty is obedience."

"Yes. Mistress." Evelyn was taking this seriously. I had better, too.

I followed them inside. Mistress took my coat and hung it in the coat closet, along with my skirt and muffler. She put a leash on my collar and I followed them through the bar and far back on the first floor. They took me into a workroom. The walls were lined with bondage and punishment gear. Reasonable, this was a BDSM club. It was a long room and they took me to the far end. It was well lit with heavy machinery. A cheerful man was working on something with a hammer. The loud bangs reverberated through the space,.

He stopped when we approach and said, "Hi, don't see you two down here often. Who's the slave?"

Evelyn said, "Sam, this is Lori. She' wants to try being a slave for a while. We've agreed to keep her a week and show her what her life as a slave might be like. She's signed a contract and recorded a video saying she expects punishment if she's bad and to wear restraints." She took that infernal clamp off my nipple and it flamed into incredible pain as the blood rushed back in. I yelped again.

Master Ralph out my bag on a bench. The keys to her cuffs are in her. Her collar too. Chain and collar her for long term wear and put her toys back in the bag. Use the secure setup."

"OK, boss. It'll take an hour. I think I have her size in everything. Is she a talker?"

"Yeah. Gag her."

Sam took my leash and led me to a stool near a workbench and had me sit. He tied the leash to a ring on the edge of the workbench. He took a penis gag off the hook where it hung on the wall behind the bench. It was scary big and long.

"Master Sam, I'm afraid that monster will make me gag, could you go slow?" He nodded. I folded my left thumb into my palm and closed my fingers tight. Maybe the trick Evelyn gave me would work this time too.

I opened my mouth and he was gentle and inserted it slow. I felt it fill my mouth and slide down my throat. I didn't gag at all. He strapped it tight around my head and I couldn't say a thing.

He got the key out of my bag and unlocked the cuff on my left hand. He pulled the cuff in front of me and shoved the open cuff through a sturdy ringbolt on the top of the bench. He closed the cuff back around my wrist and tossed the key back in the bag.  He used a cloth tape measure to measure both my wrists then walked to a shelf. He came back with a cardboard box and pulled out a manacle for my wrist. he closed it around my wrist above the wrist joint. I was cold, black, snug. He seemed satisfied. He slid a steel block next to my wrist and pulled open a small drawer at the back of the bench. He took a short, thick metal rod  out and fitted it into pre-drilled holes in the flange of the manacle. It was rivet. This is what Master Ralph meant by long term: no key.  He lay the head of the rivet on the steel block and used a short handled, heavy hammer to smash the end of the rivet flat, locking it around me until he or another smith wanted to remove it.

He repeated his performance with my other wrist. I thought he would do my ankles the same way, but I didn't know what a secure set meant. He released my wrists, pulled my head down and used a padlock to fasten my collar to the ringbolt. My breasts were pushed up against the edge of the workbench, my bottom still on the stool. He pulled my arms out to the side and used my new manacles to fasten my arms outstretched on top of the workbench. I watched him select a new set of manacles and rivet then around my upper arms, just above my elbow. All of my manacles had sturdy ring to attach them to something, of course.

He released my arms and locked my wrists together before he used his arm to squeeze my elbows close  and lock them together. He released my collar from the ringbolt and pulled me upright. My shoulders were stretched tight and starting to ache. Sam used the key to remove my collar. He tossed the collar, leash, and key back into the bag. He measured my neck and returned his box of manacles, returning with a much bigger collar. The one he took off was chrome, shiny, and looked refined. The one he brought now was black, twice as tall, had a big ring on the front, smaller rings on the sides and back and had a two foot chain hanging from the back ring. Fe showed it to me and said, "Now this is a real slave collar. You won't want to wear this to the office."

Damned right, but I couldn't do anything but watch as he tried it on me. It was cold and snug and forced me to keep my head up. He removed it and took me to  a large anvil set on a raised stand. He closed it on my neck and bent me over, next to the anvil. The hammer sang its song twice as he used two rivets to fasten it on me.  When he stood me up, the sensations flooded into me. It was heavy and solid. I felt like he was right. This was a real slave collar. I was a real slave. It would not come off me easily.

He pulled the stool over by the anvil and sat me on it. He locked the end off the chain dangling from my collar to the workbench. He put my feet up on the anvil. I still wore my "Fuck Me" heels. He measured my ankles and fetched some shackles for me. They looked like the manacles I wore: black, wide, heavy, connected by a shorter, heavy, steel chain. They were going to shorten my stride a lot more than the chrome police shackles I had worn for two days. After his hammer had sealed them on me he stood me up, unlocked my chain from the bench and took me to Ralph and Evelyn, who had watched my whole evolution into a "Real" slave. My shoulders really ached now. The gag suppressed any complaints from me but I felt a trickle of tears run down my cheek.

Evelyn asked, "Do your shoulders ache?"

I nodded my head vigorously.

"OK. Turn around. Let your arms hang limp and I'll make it better."

I obeyed and felt her unlock both the locks and I relaxed and let my arms hang. She massaged my shoulders for a bit. Then she took hold of one hand, pulled it up high on back, like I was fastening a bra. She used the hasp of a padlock to hook my manacle to the chain hanging down my back. I felt my other wrist lifted and both wrists were locked to the chain. Now my hands were held at the bottom of my shoulder blades. I felt her use the other padlock to fasten my upper arm manacles together near my waist. I was even more helpless than before, but nothing hurt. OK. This was better.

"Better?"

I nodded my head.

Evelyn said, Slaves are always available for their owners use, as you've experienced. They are also available for other uses as their owners decide. You're going to help us out the club tonight. Understand?"

I nodded my head. Of course, I would be  very useful as a bondage waitress in the bar or as a "Volunteer" in any scene they wanted. I hope they let me wear a mask or something. Some of my employees frequent this club. I was relieved when she held up a mask. A large domino. She took off my gag and I gratefully worked my jaw to relieve the stiffness. She put the mask on me and buckled the strap. This was a heavy duty mask and had a strap instead of a piece of elastic.

Ralph fetched my leash and clipped it onto my collar. They led me back into the main part of the club and up the stairs. They took me into the first big play room. Maybe twenty people were watching two whipping scenes. Two women were strapped onto St. Andrews crosses across the room from each other. One facing the wall and one the room. A man was using a single strand whip on one woman's bottom, lightly, playfully. The other woman was being struck on her breasts and belly vigorously with a many stranded flogger by a naked woman. The strapped woman was screaming for "The Bitch" to put some muscle into it. No one paid any attention to me or my owners. They led me past the two scenes  to the far end of the room. Evelyn stopped ten feet from the end and fastened a hanging chain to my collar. She went to a wall switch and raised the chain into the ceiling just until it was taut and held me in place. Ralph brought a toy over to me. It was a metal pole sticking straight up from a broad metal base plate, thin and square. I saw the pole was adjustable. Ralph put a big flexible, ribbed phallus on the end of the pole. He covered it with lubricant. He made me lift my feet, one at a time and positioned the pole beneath me., then he adjusted it upwards and inserted the phallus deep in pussy. It felt very good as it entered me. He raised it higher so I was forced to stand tall, but my heels were still on the floor. He walked away and I tied standing on my toes, I lifted on the phallus and it rubbed me just right. I felt my arousal grow. It was all I could do, but it was a very pleasant thing to do.

Ralph came back carrying something with an electric cord. He held it up for me to see. It was a large bulbous headed vibrator. The industrial duty one. He fastened it to the pole so it rested on my clit. Oh my. He plugged it in and turned on the switch. Suddenly I couldn't think and I barely remembered to breathe. It was a soul filling sensation that drove everything else out. I must have made some noise because some of the people watching the whippings turned to look at me.

I realized what a spectacle I was. People started drifting away from the whippings to watch me humping the pole and making a lot of noise. I built to a tremendous orgasm and squealed breathlessly as I came, held upright and fully in view. But I couldn't stop I kept humping my phallus and people clapped when I had my second orgasm. And for the third. They stopped clapping after that, but I kept on having orgasms. I was tired and getting sore when Master Ralph turned off the vibrator.

I settled down and let my heels rest on the floor. Evelyn and Ralph and everyone, except the women strapped to the crosses went down to the bar for a drink on the house. The woman facing out said, "Hey, you were great. I've never seen that before. Do you do that often?"

I replied, "First time, and not my idea."

"Could have fooled me. You were really into it.  You're wearing a lot of hardware, are you 24/7?"

"I guess I am. I just got all this tonight. I volunteered to be a slave."

"We all do. Your stuff looks heavy and permanent."

"Yeah. No locks, all rivets. My master could take it off, but with some difficulty. I think I'll be wearing this stuff for a while."

"I've never seen anyone so helpless. Will they let your arms down sometime?"

"Don't know. They just put it on me. I hope so. I can't do anything this way."

"People can't do sex all day. They'll let your arms down when they want you to do something. It'll get better."

"Thanks. "I'm Lori."

"I'm Linda, and the quiet one with the red striped ass is Sandy."

"You both wanted to be whipped?"

"Yeah, I guess we're pain sluts. It makes me all warm inside then I climax. People watched my first two then you started and they really liked watching you. I have to say, you sounded like you were having a great time, very loud and intense. You're lucky."

"Lucky to be impaled on  pole so people can watch me come?"

"Why not. You had fun, they had fun, your master had fun, what's better than that?"

I didn't answer, but she was right. This was a big part of being a slave girl. My fantasies had scenes where I was put on display for my Master's pleasure, earned him some income and it didn't hurt anything but my pride. And I knew slave girls were not allowed privacy, honor, or choice. We were submissives and I wanted that life. I enjoyed my show and wasn't ashamed. I was happy. Now I was hungry. I hope Master and Mistress feed me soon.

Mistress came back into the room and came over to me. "Lori, you were great. Everyone loved you."

"Thank you, Mistress." I remembered I could not speak without permission.  "May I speak?"

"OK."

"Mistress, I'm hungry, may I have some food?"

"Hmmm, its late so just a little. I'll take you downstairs."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She lowered the pole so I could move again. She put the leash on my collar and removed the chain from it. I followed her downstairs. The bar also served food. She asked the waitress to bring a bowl of veggie stir fry and took me toward the tables.

There were maybe fifteen people in the room, all at tables. Everyone watched me as Mistress led me to a table. I was the only slave girl, though there were several women with collars and one wearing a bondage device like a collar with an extension that held her hands close together, a foot in front of her face. She had a fork in one hand, trying to use it to move food from her plate to her mouth. She was laughing at the contortions she had to make. Her companion, a man, was laughing with her.

I knelt beside Mistress facing her, expecting her to feed me. She tied my leash to a table leg.

"Well, Lori, is this something like your fantasy?"

"Yes, Mistress, not the pole, which I loved, but the humiliation, the exposure, my joy at being submissive. My bondage is more stringent than I imagined, but not uncomfortable."

"I take it then that you are enjoying your slavery even without Roger?"

"Yes, Mistress, very much."

"Are you ready to ask Roger to take you?"

"I guess I am, Mistress. Do you think its too late to call him?"

"Lori, Lori. Remember you're my slave for six days. Why should I let Roger have you before that. You're good for business and I'm looking forward to having you service me many times before Roger gets you."

My heart sank. "But, Mistress, you're my friend. I'm your lawyer. I want to be Roger's slave."

"I'm still your friend, Lori. I'm also your Mistress. Slaves don't get to choose who they serve. Its too early for you to see if you really want to be a slave. There's many more experiences for you before you'll really know if this is what you want.. Here's your food. Don't make a mess."

The waitress set a wonderful smelling bowl on the table. After she left, Mistress set the bowl on the floor in front of me. "Eat up." She poured some water into another bowl and set it on the floor beside the food.

I starred at the bowl. She couldn't mean... I looked up at her. From somewhere she had produced a riding crop and started slapping it provocatively in her hands.

"Eat it Lori, or I'll ask everyone to gather round and watch me beat you until you've eaten it all."

I knew when I was lost. I dropped my head into the bowl and started eating the food. It was good, but I was very ashamed and didn't pay much attention to taste. I lapped up some water with my tongue several times before I finished the food. Some rice stuck to my nose and Mistress dipped her napkin in a water glass and wiped it for me.

"You did that well, Lori. Did Roger make you practice that?"

"No, Mistress, he fed me with his hand."

Master Ralph came to the table and asked Mistress if she was ready. She untied my leash from the table and put my bowls back on the table. "Now I am. Stand up slave."

She led me back to the coat room and put my coat around my shoulders, She stuffed my muffler and skirt into the bag Ralph had retrieved, took me out to the garage, and put me in the car. The coat was welcome for its warmth, but I didn't care if anyone saw me. I was so far into subspace now that a voyeur would be unremarkable.

It was only a short trip to their home. I had been there many times, but I had only seen the living room, dining room, and kitchen. She took me to a bathroom, removed my butt plug and let me use the toilet. When I was done she wiped my ass and put an expanding enema plug in its place. She lubed it and inserted the slim thing then used the attached bulb to pump it up so it wouldn't slip out. She had me sit back on the toilet and wait  minute. Master arrived with an enema bag and she hooked it to the hose and opened it. I felt a warm liquid flow into me, filling me up, she squeezed on the bag I guess, for I felt a last cup of liquid forced into me, blowing me up like a balloon. We all waited for the cleaning action.

Master said, she has nice breasts, Evey. Almost as good as yours. Do you think Roger would mind if we gave her some jewelry?"

"Like mine, you mean?"

"I was thinking similar but bigger."

I watched them cautiously. I assumed he meant piercings, but I hadn't agreed to that.

Mistress said, "Tempting, but she's just a 'Loaner.' We need to return her to Roger, or herself in the same condition we got her."

"I think she would be improved by the rings, not damaged."

"No, Ralph. She didn't agree to that. Its time. Raise off the stool, Lori." I half stood and she let the air out of the nozzle and it pulled out easily. I sat back down as the  thin sludge surged out of me.

"I get a kick out of controlling your body like this, Lori. I never realized I had so much dominant in me. I have a lot of submissive too, but you seem to bring out my controlling side."

Master chimed in with, "Actually, Evelyn, this is the first time I've ever seen your dominant side. I'm afraid you're going to need a bit of retraining after you've had Lori."

"Please, Master, can I have a little tonight?"

"My thinking exactly. Let's finish with Lori and put her away, then she can watch you."

Evelyn smiled, "Sounds exciting. Stand up slave."

I stood up and she cleaned my bottom and greased my bottom hole, but she didn't replace my butt plug. She led me out of the bath, through the bedroom and into their playroom..

I was surprised at the size of their bondage playroom. There was more equipment there than ten people could use. Mistress led me past most of it to a regular chair. Master opened his fly and said, "Use your mouth to make me hard." I scooted to him on my knees and gently licked and sucked on the tip.  He put his hands on the back of my head and urged me to go deeper. I obeyed and took him all the way in me, remembering to clench my left fist. In and out, sucking hard he grew rapidly and soon he pushed me away. "Now your Mistress."

I turned and saw Mistress in the chair, legs spread, skirt up, naked vulva already slightly engorged. I scooted to her, bent over and started licking. I felt Master come up close behind me and say . close your legs, Slave. I obeyed and his erect member slid into my bottom hole . It forced its way past a very slight resistance at my sphincter muscle, but not much. The butt plug I've been wearing worked wonders. His hands gripped my breasts and he used them as handles to pull himself forward and push himself back. He was gentle and it felt like a massage and helped increase my heat. I remembered to squeeze him as he left and relax as he entered. It was hard to control my after end while goading Mistress to a climax with my tongue. I lost my rhythm a couple of times, but soon regained it.

I felt myself getting aroused too. I think it was the action in my ass that was doing it. Master Roger had told me that most women find it easier to orgasm there than in the vagina. Must be true. I was growing very warm in my belly and felt the slight trembling in there that preceded a full orgasm. He kept pumping and I heard his breathing changing nearly as much as Mistress. I was doing it too. All three of us were nearing orgasm. My belly was red hot, Mistress was moaning, and Master was nearly silent.

Then Mistress came with a scream and a flood of love juices down my throat. She was delicious. Master came in me with a hot flood inside me and a loud grunt. My belly exploded with a powerful orgasm from his filling me with his hot spend. My belly contracted and sent my love juices flooding in agonizing pleasure into my pussy. My squeal was as loud  Mistresses but shriller.

I relaxed my mouth an tongue, but I couldn't pull back with Master still impaling me. I felt him shrink and them withdraw. I backed up a little and knelt up. She was still holding my leash so I couldn't go any further.

She opened her eyes and said, "You are a wonder to own, Lori. We should have found a girl before this. After you leave I'll work on that."

"Thank you, Mistress. I enjoyed you and Master, too."

"I know I can see all three of our fluids decorating your beautiful body."

Master said, We all enjoyed this ,Evelyn. Let's get her put away so we can play by ourselves."

Evelyn surprised me by saying, "Yes, Master. It looks like Lori is good for your libido , too." She called him Master. Is she his slave too, or just his sub?

"Damn right. Let's go."

Mistress stood up and lifted my leash. I stood up and both of us followed Master back into the bedroom. He said, I'll get things ready for her and you get her cleaned and plugged."

Evelyn said, "Yes, Master," and led me into the bath.

She cleaned me and reinserted my plug. While she worked she said, "I'm not really his slave. I'm submissive, its true. I call him Master because it turns both of us on, and I think it teases him a little too, especially around a true slave like you."

She led me back into the bedroom. Master had moved a small throw rug at the foot of the bed to reveal a recessed ring that now had a short chain locked to it. There was an open lock laying beside it. Mistress directed me to lay down to be chained. I knelt and lowered my head to the floor. Master locked the chain to my collar and said. "spread your legs wide and stay like you are with you ass in the air until we get back."

"Strip, Evey."

"Yes, Master." I couldn't see her, but I heard the rustle of clothing. I heard the slap of a hand on bare skin and a gasp. I caught sight of them going into the playroom. Her hands were clasped behind her head and she was naked. His hand was holding her wrists and pushing her ahead of him. She was giggling. The door closed.

They were gone quite a while. I heard shrieks, groans, sharp cracks as of a whip, moans, and indefinable screams of pleasure or pain. When they came back, Mistress was wearing a collar and shackles. Her ass was bright red. She came to me and said, "Spread your legs, slave. I obeyed and she paddled my ass with a flat paddle. It stung like crazy. She paddled me continuously for a minute or so, stopped, felt my tender ass, and said, "Not yet."

She rubbed my bottom and my rapidly engorging vulva, gently then resumed paddling me. I heard myself moaning, then begging, "Please, Mistress. I didn't do anything. "

"She kept striking me as she said, "Silly girl, smack, I can punish you, smack, whenever I want, smack. Even just , smack, to please me, smack. This is just, smack, because I was paddled, smack, and I want you, smack, to feel just, smack, like I do., smack. OK you can lay down now."

I felt cheated, I was so close to an orgasm when she stopped. My ass was burning, my inside were churning and I was horny as hell. In short, I was living my fantasy. Not every one of my dreams ended in an orgasm. Surprisingly, only a few did. This was how I should feel. I didn't know whether to thank Mistress, beg for more, or beg for relief. I was afraid to say anything.

She walked into the bath. In a little while she and Master came out and I heard the ratchet sound of handcuffs before they got into bed and turned the lights out.  Sub. huh, my rosy red ass.
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