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Prolog

Book 1: Submission.  Lori is tormented by a recurring dream o romance, sex, and submission  so much it has ruined her social life and she has thrown herself into her work as a masseuse to New York's wealthy women. She shares her problems with Evelyn. manager of The Vault, a BDSM club and she convinces Lori to let a friend of hers act as her Dom for one scene. She falls under the spell of Roger Frost, the Dom and a prominent lawyer. He spanks her, subtly, erotically and she orgasms in public. She agrees to spend the night with him under the condition that Evelyn and her husband, Ralph, pick her up in the morning.

Book 2: Desire. Her night with Roger shows her the addictive joys of submission and she can't avoid thinking of him. She dithers and can't wait for Roger. Evelyn takes temporary control. Lori welcomes slavery and swears obedience to Evelyn and Ralph. Evelyn teaches Lori the meaning of subjugation and obedience.


Enslaved Book 3: Controlled

I heard Master and Mistress get up. He went into the bath first and she followed a few minutes later. I heard the clatter of her chains as she went in. I heard the sound of running water for  awhile then Master came out. and went into the closet. Mistress came out a few minutes later, in a bathrobe and unlocked my collar from the chain. "Stand up , Lori. Time to shower."

It felt good to stand up and stretch. She let my arms out of their helpless bondage, high on my back. I couldn't move them after their long confinement. She locked my wrist manacles together in front of me then lifted them behind my neck and locked them to the back ring of my collar. She didn't bother with the leash but just took my arm and steered me into the bathroom. She pulled my plug and let me use the toilet. The cleaned plug went back in and then I was steered into the shower. She hung her robe on a hook and followed me in. The hot water was wonderful. She washed my hair then my body. I felt pampered. She dried us off and sat me in a chair. She unlocked my wrists from behind my neck and let them rest in front of me. She did lock the chain hanging from my collar to my chair while she dried my hair. She brushed it until it shone then let me do my makeup. She sat next to me and did her makeup.

She unlocked me from the chair and took me back into the bedroom. She had me kneel at the foot of the bed and locked my chain to the end of the short chain I had been attached to during the night. She went into the closet and dressed. She came out looking the part of a wealthy businesswoman. I used to look like that. Three short days ago.

She put my leash on me. locked my hands behind my neck again and led me downstairs and into the breakfast room. Master was sitting at the table, eating some oatmeal. Mistress put some oatmeal in two bowls. She took one over to a wall and put it on the floor for me. "Kneel."

I obeyed and she locked my chain to a ring set low on the wall. It must have been recently installed for me. I ate my unflavored, bland oatmeal. Slave fare.

She put some sugar in her oatmeal and added milk. They had their hands so they read a newspaper while eating. They had coffee, too. I had to work hard just to eat my breakfast. Slaves had no need to know what was happening in the world. These little facts about a slave's life were never in my fantasies. So far they were minor and didn't detract from the enjoyment of my submission. They were far outweighed by the fantastic sex, though, right now, I would kill for a cup of coffee.

I expected to put the breakfast things away, but they were in a hurry. They left them in the sink, put my arms back into the secure position, locked high on my back , buttoned my coat around me, and put me into the limo. It was the same driver as before. He looked at me with interest but stayed silent.

After we started, Mistress said, "We have a business meeting, so we're going to leave you at the club. It isn't open yet but Sal, our manager is there now. He'll take care of you if anything is needed. He doesn't have the keys to your locks so don't ask. Obey him. He has full rights over you while we're gone."

"Yes, Mistress." I guess she meant he could whip me and fuck me. OK. That's why I'm here. I hope he's good.

Minutes later they unloaded me at the club, introduced me to Sal, their manager, locked me in a  cage and left. They turned out the light when they left and the windowless room became pitch black.  The cage was only three or so feet high. I could sit and lean against the bars, but it was too short to kneel. It was long enough for me to lay flat and wide enough my shoulders didn't rub. There was a thick pad on the floor. The bars were thick and the roof was solid steel. I had no way to get under the pad, but I was sure they wouldn't skimp on that. There wasn't anything else to do, so I lay down to go to sleep. Slaves spend a lot of time in storage, I guess. Patience is a valuable trait.

The lights came back on in only a few  minutes. Sal came to me and opened my cage door. "Out."

"Yes, Master." I crawled out and knelt, looking up at him. He was wiry, medium sized, with a dark complexion. Mediterranean stock, maybe Italy with his name. This felt right. It was a perfect fit with my fantasy. I was kneeling, helplessly chained, naked, gazing up at a man who could do whatever he wanted with me. I was growing hot. No, not growing. I was horny as hell. I felt my pussy getting wet, preparing for her use, wanting him in me.

A great joy rose in me. This was confirmation. I wasn't just lusting after Roger Frost. I wanted to be a slave. Any man or woman would do. I really wanted Roger, but I also wanted to be subjugated. Roger, Evelyn, Sal, Ralph, or anyone they gave me to would fulfill my fantasy, put me in my dream, as long as they kept me helpless and used me. I looked up at Sal, questioningly, longing for use.

"Ms. Carstairs told me you went to college. That's good. I like my women to be smart as well as submissive. Are you submissive, slave?"

"Yes, Master, I am helpless, as you see, and I like it. I asked to be enslaved."

"Let's see. Clean my feet."

"Yes, Master." I leaned forward and licked his left shoe, down the outside, long, slow, from the tip to his heel.

It was clean and I tasted leather and wax, I repeated on the inside.  Then the inside of his right shoe, and the outside. I was about to repeat when he spoke, "Enough."

I raised back up to a kneeling position. He opened his fly and took out his penis. "I want you to take your time, make it last."

"Yes, Master." I leaned forward and started licking the tip, swirling around, wetting it with my saliva. Soon his pre-cum emerged and I spread that around before licking it off and swallowing the salty cream. I opened my mouth and sucked just the tip in and licked it .I bobbed my head just a little, letting his tip just pass my lips before backing off. I did this a few times and he said, "Go deeper, slave."

I started taking his whole length in my mouth , down my throat, remembering at the last second to clench my fists. I took him in slowly, as he ordered. I felt him swelling, growing thicker, longer as I sucked on his cock.  He was twice as thick as when I started when he said, "Stop."

I pulled off him and he asked, "Are you wet for me?"

"Yes, Master."

"On your back and spread your legs."

I rolled over onto my tightly bound arms and pulled my feet up beside my ass. I felt the cold ankle chain push against my ass. I spread my knees as wide as I could and felt my sex lips spread apart, too.

I watched him kneel between my legs and felt his rampant cock touch my loins, feeling for my hungry opening, There, he found it. I welcomed the slippery friction of him sliding over my well lubricated flesh. Every nerve sang in joy as he passed. His  thighs met mine and his balls slapped against my ass as we couple, completely. His hand grasped my breasts, flicking across my engorged nipples, leaving electric shocks in their wake.

I moaned, "Yes, Master, take me, fuck my brains out."

"My goal, slave." He pumped me up like a balloon and I surrendered to his attack in seconds, My orgasm was noisy, filling the room with my cries of joy. He ignored my and while my belly was spasming, flooding my pussy with more and more of my love juice he kept pumping me into even more ecstasy.

I came again and again while he split me in two with his dominating cock. I felt fain when he came with his own cry of joy and filled me with his hot spend. Once again my body spasmed, mixing my love juices with his in a flood of mixed origin. Finally, we both slumped together, His weight holding me immobile on my chained arms and legs. After long moment he rose, releasing me and stood up. "Thank you, Master. You were wonderful." Men like women to praise them. It gives them pride in their manhood. I really meant it. This was a very pleasant time for me.

He smiled, but didn't say anything. After all, I was just his employer's slave, provide as a perk to him.

"Stand up."

"Yes, Master." He helped me up after I struggled for a few seconds. He took me into a bathroom and cleaned me and his cock. I expected to go back to my cage, but instead he led me into his office and had me kneel beside his desk. There was a ring on the side of the desk with a short chain hanging from it. He produced a lock and used it to chain me to his desk.

I wasn't surprised, this was a BDSM club and I suppose he had many opportunities to have a sub or slave in here. He sat in his chair and tousled my hair. "Be quiet now, I have work to do. Mr. and Mrs. Carstairs will return for you when they finish their meeting. I don't know how long. If you need to go, tell me. This is for you." He put a glass with a straw in it next to me. He opened a bottle of water and filled the glass.

I was still suffused with heat and joy from our sex and was happy to wait for whatever my masters wanted from me. The joy of submission was a very real thing to me now. It was peaceful and sometimes exciting, but I never had to decide anything. I had absolved myself from responsibility when I let them lock me up. All responsibility had gone away with my clothes.

Ralph, Evelyn, and Roger sat around the meeting table in Ralph's office. Evelyn asked, "Did Mr. Hancock say why he wanted this meeting?"

"Only that he needed to increase his order for the controller parts we make for him."

Roger said, "That doesn't seem to require a meeting. An order with his existing line of credit would have been sufficient. So there's something else. Have there been any other occurrences with his contract, changes, defects, spec. complaints?"

"Nothing. He seems perfectly happy with our products and delivery schedule. He should be here momentarily and we can all learn together."

Just then, Ralph's secretary says, over the intercom, "Mr. Carstairs, Mr. Hancock is here."

"Show him in, please."

The door opens and Bradley Hancock enters, carrying a thick briefcase, followed by a woman. Ralph and Roger stand and walk toward the new arrivals. Evelyn notices Laura first. She starts and stares at the woman. Ralph is focused on Bradley and Ms. Billings is behind Bradley, so he shakes Bradley's hand. Roger, on the other hand, has a clear view and notices Laura instants after Evelyn and smiles at her. Laura sees his smile and returns it. Bradley and Roger shake hands then Bradley Hancock steps aside and says, "This is  Laura Billings, my Executive Assistant."

Ms. Billings is strikingly beautiful. Though she wears little makeup, her skin glows with youthful vitality. More than that t, though, her neck is encircled with a heavy looking steel collar with a large ring hanging from a thick staple on the front. Her nose supports a steel ring as thick as the one dangling from her collar, and reaching down to the top of her lip.

Bradley waits a moment for everyone to fully absorb her accoutrements and continues, "As you can see, she is also my slave."

Roger was the first to speak, "Ms. Billings it is a pleasure to meet you. Tell me, do you attract a lot of attention when you appear in public?

"Her voice was Clear and high, "I'm pleased to meet you also, Mr. Frost. Not as much as I expected. There are a fair number of girls that have adopted the Goth look that my appearance is not so unusual.  I still get hostile looks from  some women, but only appreciative ones from men."

Ralph spoke, "Bradley, its always a pleasure to see you and to meet your lovely slave. Would you like something to drink?

"No thank you, Ralph. We had breakfast on the plane before we arrived. If you're ready I'd like to tell you why we're here."

"By all means, please sit."

Evelyn smiled and the men pretended not to notice when Bradley pulled out a chair from the table and placed it against the wall. Laura knelt on the floor beside him as he sat down.

Evelyn said, "Bradley, we don't mind if you let your girl use a chair."

"Thank you Evelyn, its better for her to have consistent rules to follow. Avoids painful mistakes."

"Bradley, surely you wouldn't punish a girl for just sitting down with us." Her voice was light and teasing, but she was into negotiating mode already, trying to make him feel a little on edge.

He wasn't biting. He said, equally lightly, "Of course not, Evelyn. Its her own conscience that will punish her. Isn't that correct, Laura?"

"Yes, Master, You will not punish me if I break a rule, but I will be punished."

Bradley said, "Laura is totally correct and its why we're here now. I'll explain."

Ralph, Evelyn, you supply Hancock Industries with a number of electronic assemblies and Thermoelectric Generator components for several devices we make. Up to now, growth has been steady and predicable. One of our new products is seeing dramatic growth. I need to see if you can supply our needs or if I need to find additional sources."

Ralph said, "I'm familiar with the items we make for you. Your last contract we just increased from one thousand to five thousand units a month. Is this the one you're talking about?"

"Yes."

"What are you projecting?"

"About sixty to one hundred thousand units a month in about a year."

Roger said, "That's a rather large increase. How good is your estimate?"

Before I go into the numbers, I need to show you the product, or you won't understand." He puts his case on the table, opens it and takes out a shiny object shaped somewhat like a small, lopsided hourglass with a ring on one end.

Evelyn reached forward and picked it up, "It looks like a fancy butt plug."

"Form follows function. You're right about where it goes. The unique thing about it is what it does. Its a controller for a woman."

Roger asked, "What does it control?"

"Her behavior and actions."

"How does it accomplish that?"

"Through reward and punishment. It has the ability to give a woman an orgasm or painful shocks. It can detect when she's lying and punish her for it, and it can stop an impending orgasm. It has a remote to control it that her intimate partner hold. It also can control where she goes. It can act as an electronic leash to keep her close to the remote, and the ability to keep her at a fixed location via GPS."

Ralph said, "It sounds perfect for one to control a woman. Why would she wear it? I assume it goes in her rectum, from its shape?"

"Correct. A woman wants it because it forces her to change her behavior to what she wants but hasn't been able to accomplish by herself. This will be purchased by every woman who wants to lose weight, quit smoking, stop drinking, start exercising, or anything else she hasn't been able to do herself."

"Who would she trust to hold her remote?"

Someone she trusts to have her best interests at heart. Someone she already trusts, her lover, husband, father, mother, friend."

Evelyn asked, "Why doesn't she just take it out when she wants something bad enough.?

"It locks. Only the person holding her remote and the key can remove it. She becomes dependent on her guardian if she wants to use the toilet."

"But once its out, why would she want it back in her. "

"Well, there are several scenarios. Remember the carrot. If she does well, her partner can give her an orgasm at the push of a button. She quickly comes to appreciate that. Also, it is very effective at preventing the bad habits she has been unable to curtail herself. Once she's seen those results, she will want to continue. Of course she can stop if its more than she can handle. But, she'll have already bought it by then."

"Well, I just don't believe a woman will let someone control her like this.

"Evelyn, we have restricted use to members of BDSM clubs in Arizona so far. We have over three thou=sand users now after three months of recruiting only through the clubs. We're about to expand to all women with problems they want to cure, which is why we will need to increase production rapidly. Medical organizations estimate there are about seventy two million women in the US with depression or eating disorders. This is our customer base. Our results so far are nearly a hundred percent cures. Laura?"

Laura spoke up for the first time, "Ms. Carstairs, I helped put the finishing touches on the design. I'm wearing one now. Master has turned on the lie detector function and if I lie, it will zap me and continue zapping me until I tell the truth. I will not lie, its too painful. I wear it because it gives my fantastic orgasms when I've earned it or whenever Master wants. I was already his slave when I received my first one. They've reinforced my slavery so I couldn't even think about leaving. I fear what it can do to me, but I love what it does to me when I'm good."

Ralph asked, "Can I have one to test. I can't be sure when Laura is just following orders or telling the truth. If Evelyn test it, I will know she's telling the truth."

Evelyn said, "Wait. Ralph, Me?"

"Evey, you're the only one I'd trust and besides, you're already my sub. You'd like part of this, anyway."

Bradley shoved the device on the table to Ralph and added a tube of lubricant from the briefcase. "Insert it and lineup the ring with her crack. When its in push the red button in until it locks."

Ralph lubed the device and Bradley shoved a key and remote to him. He picked up the device, pocketed the key and remote. "Come on Evey. It won't hurt and its the only way to see if Bradley's got the market he thinks."

She reluctantly followed him out the door.

Roger asked, "May I buy one of those for a friend of mine? And can you show me how to work the functions."

"These are samples. you can have one. I came out here for two reasons. I wanted to see if Med Innovations can handle the volume I need and to see about starting a marketing effort in New York. Its possible the techniques that have worked well at home will need to be modified out here. Unlikely, but I thought I might talk Ralph and Evelyn into testing the product in their club."

Roger replied, "I don't understand the club. Won't you want to have weight loss groups, and Psychiatrists market them?"

"Eventually, yes. I've so far only let serious subs with responsible doms have them. There's a great potential for an unscrupulous man to enslave a woman against her will using the controller. I don't think that's good. That's also why I haven't patented it yet. Once I do there will be many pirate versions coming out of China and similar countries. I'm trying to keep a low profile until I'm ready for a grand opening, if you will. These things are literally more addictive than nicotine or any designer drug. They operate directly on the pleasure center of the brain."

"Really. Laura, has yours made you a slave to Bradley?"

"Master Roger, I was already a slave to Master when he gave me mine. Its like having the voice of God telling me what to do, forcing me into correct behavior. If I wasn't already his slave, I would be now. Its impossible for me to even consider disobeying him even when he's not near. Its made him nearly omnipotent. I think this is the most deadly danger to women's rights possible, and the most alluring delight for a woman. Watch Evelyn when they return."

Bradley ordered, "Laura, show yours to Roger."

"Yes, Master," I stood up, walked around the table next to Roger, faced away from him, flipped up my skirt in back, leaned forward and spread my legs.

Master said, Go ahead and touch it. Laura likes to be felt. You'll see if you tug on the ring that its firmly embedded. I originally intended the ring as a handle to remove it, but its also a handy anchoring point if you want her to stay somewhere. The leash and place hold functions are new and do the same thing, but the physical fastening prevents anyone from taking her away and has a certain erotic attraction."

While Master was talking I felt Master Roger's finger feeling the controller and tugging on its ring. Master was right, I do like to be handled by men. I felt quivers of arousal flowing through me and heating my belly. I felt a light slap on my ass and Master Roger said, " OK. I'm sold. I definitely want to try this on my girl. Do we have time for you to show me how to use the controller?"

"Probably not, Ralph and Evelyn should be back soon. Ill show both of you how to set up Evelyn's and then you'll know for your girl."

His words were prophetic since Ralph chose that moment to open the door and usher Evelyn back in. I went back beside Master and knelt.

Evelyn said, "Well, its in and it feels like your everyday butt plug. What's so special about it."

Master asked, "Ralph, would you get out the remote?"

Ralph pulled it out of his inner coat pocket and looked at it.

"Push the green button."

Ralph extended his forefinger and deliberately pushed the button.

Evelyn squealed in surprise and curled into a ball, wrapping her arms around her legs and leaning forward. Small moans slipped from her as spasms rippled through her and made her head and feet bob. She stayed in this position for over a minute until the spasms died away and she relaxed with a silly smile on her face.

Bradley remarked, "That was the usual reaction to a controller induced orgasm. Evelyn, can you describe how that orgasm compared to your last one?"

"That's hard to do. This was more intense and it seemed to last longer, but my last one was more than a week ago. I liked it a lot, but I don't think it was a good."

Bradley continued, "Gentlemen, Evelyn, that level of reward is worth waiting for and encourages the woman with issues to abide by her diet, or avoid cigarettes, or whatever she needs to do. The other side is  a correction if they fail. The controller will administer a shock if it determines she has backslid. For it to work properly we need to calibrate it. Would you hand me her remote, please?"

Ralph did. "Evelyn, I'm going to ask you some questions this won't hurt." He pressed a few buttons.

"Evelyn, answer my questions truthfully. Do you have a dog?"

"No."

\Four more simple question. "Evelyn, I would like you to lie for the next questions. OK"

"OK."

"How many rings are on your left hand?"

"Three."

Four more simple questions. A green light shone on the controller and Bradley said, All right. Its now a simple lie detector. Evelyn, I'm going to turn on the lie detector function. The controller will monitor your vital signs and if it detects a lie it will vibrate. If you don't correct the lie within ten seconds it will shock you at level two and will repeat the shock until it detects a truthful answer. Understand?"

"Yes, lie gives a vibration and will shock me unless I correct it."

"OK. I'm going to ask Roger and Ralph to ask you a few questions. Mix in lies and truths and verify if it works as I described. Ralph would go first?"

Ralph said, "This should be interesting. "Evelyn do you enjoy bondage?"

"Ralph, I don't want to discuss this now." She jumped as he controller buzzed loudly.

Bradley said, "Tell the truth Evelyn or it'll zap you."

She opened her mouth and suddenly squealed, "Aieee," as the shock hit her.

Bradley said, "The truth, quickly or it'll keep zapping you."

"OK. Yes, I like it. You'll pay for that, Ralph."

He pressed the green button and Evelyn curled up again as the orgasm hit her with sudden force, taking her breath away and forcing more moans of pleasure from her. Everyone could see her spasms as her belly muscles violently contracted, forcing a shower of love juice down her love canal.

When she relaxed Ralph said, "Thank you for the truth, Evey."

She said, very quietly, "You're welcome, Love."

Ralph said, "You try it, Roger."

Roger thought a moment and asked, "Evelyn, when do you think Lori will make her decision?"

She looked at Ralph and said, quietly, 'I'm not sure."

The controller buzzed indicating a lie. She quickly said, "No, wait. She's already made her decision, Roger."

Ralph looked sheepish.

Roger say his expression and asked, "Evelyn, where is Lori now?"

"She's at the club, with Sal."

"Why, Evelyn?"

"OK, OK./ She made her decision yesterday. You gave her a week to decide. I wanted to keep he for the week. I liked having her as my slave."

He looked at her face and could see there was more. "Tell me the rest."

"She wanted to live as a slave and see if she liked it without you. I had Sam put her in heavy chains. He riveted them on her.  Don't be mad. She's getting what she wanted and we were going to give her to you when you said you wanted her."

"Evelyn, I'm happy she's made her decision and I would have put her in bondage too. But you shouldn't have chained her. That was something I was looking forward to. Ralph, would you put Evelyn in similar chains to show her not to mess with other people's slaves. Not punishment, but a lesson. "

Ralph smiled, It seems fair and she's already admitted she likes bondage. After we're done here let's go to the club and get Evelyn fixed while you get Lori."

Bradley said, I'd like to go too to see your club. Ralph, we can talk there about the other reason I'm here. I'd like to get Laura out of her clothes.

Evelyn spoke up, "Wait a minute, what about me? Don't I get a vote. I'm not a slave. What if I don't want to be chained now."

Ralph held up the remote and said, Evey, cooperate and I may push the green button again. If not, I may play with some of the other buttons. I'm intrigued by all the red ones."

"OK. You win.. I'll be good."

Ralph looked at her and asked, "Evey, I think I would like it if you were my slave. Would you?"

"I...I don't know. How could I know?"

"Let's play a game and see. You pretend you're my slave and we'll see if we like it. OK?"

"Wh...what must I do."

"You know. Obey me. Address me as 'Master.'  Don't argue, even when you think you're right. Follow the normal slave rules.  Bradley, I'm not knowledgeable on this. Will you set it to make sure she acts like a slave?"

Bradley took the device and made some quick adjustments. He handed it back to Ralph. "I've turned on her leash and set it for ten feet. It will remind her at seven feet and correct her at ten. It will query her every minute. Evelyn, a query is three quick buzzes. You have to say or think whether you have followed all commands and rules since the last query. A 'no' answer will result in a correction, these will continue and get worse until  you answer 'yes.' It can tell if you lie, and get worse if you do. They will continue until you honestly say you're obeying the rules, or Ralph turns it off.'

Ralph said, Let's go to the club. Evelyn., cross your wrists behind you and leave them there until I tell you. Don't use any furniture. Stay a step behind me and a step to my left."

"Yes, M...Master." She looked dazed but managed a small, quivering smile. She knew everyone in the room was into the lifestyle, but this was the first time she had assumed the role of slave. It was hard for her. She was part owner of a successful company. She was accustomed to giving orders rather than following them. She remembered how happy Lori had been when she had accepted that she was a natural slave. Maybe that was what she was feeling now, the relief that came with allowing herself to relax and do what she desired but had hidden for so long. This must be what closet lesbians or transgender folk felt when they finally came out of the closet.

Evelyn kept her eyes fixed on her Master. He was a fine specimen of a man, strong, smart, gentle most of the time and a tiger in bed. Despite his wealth, he was unassuming and steady. She was proud to be his woman, and she was glad he had claimed her now. She knew she wasn't playing a game. She had been hoping he would take her completely since they had taken Lori. She wanted to be his Lori, his slave in every sense of the word. The controller inside her was just the icing on the cake. It gave both of them a reason for him to take full control and her to give it. Talk about Total Power Exchange. When he stood up she leapt to her feet, quickly stepped into the position he had ordered and crossed her hands behind her, mentally chaining herself by the will of her Master. She wouldn't use her hands until he ordered it, no matter what.

Everyone else in the room watched Evelyn as Ralph stood. Evelyn hurried to her assigned place, wrists crossed behind her. She looked chagrined, but happy. She stayed in position, swayed her hips happily with an unaccustomed spring in her step.

I was watching Sal work on his computer without a thought in my head when a sound made me aware of my surroundings. My collar was still fastened closely to the ring on his desk so I couldn't move from my kneeling position or even move my head much. I looked toward the door and saw Master Ralph enter followed by Mistress Evelyn. A man and  a woman I didn't know followed them, and My God., my Master followed them in.

I forgot I was fastened to the desk and tried to jump to my feet, but I was jerked up short.

Master Ralph said, "Unlock her, Sal."

I felt fingers at my neck then I was released from the desk. I jumped to my feet and ran to my Master. "Master, oh thank you for coming. I've missed you so. Master, please let me be yours."

I reached him and dropped to my knees. I kissed his shoes, I licked them. I was sobbing with relief. I wanted him so bad. He was my future, my life.

"Stand up, Lori."

I stopped licking and knelt up. I looked up at him. He was magnificent and I loved him so much. He put his hands on my shoulders and said, "Up girl."

I stood up inside his arms. I wish mine were free but they were still locked high on my back, useless. His arm encircled me and drew me into his chest. Tears were running down my cheeks.

He said, in a quiet voice, "I assume you made your decision, and told Evelyn, from the way you're secured."

"Yes, Master. This is what I want, with you. She was training me for you."

He pushed me to arms length and turned me around. "I like your chains. It looks like they're riveted on you. Your choice?"

"No, Master, I would like to go back to work and these would absolutely ruin my image. I would like to wear them at home, for your pleasure, if you permit."

"Maybe, we'll see. In the meantime, Ralph. I think Evelyn would find these educational, don't you?"

"By all means. Evelyn, run down and find Sam. Ask him to fix you just like Lori."

"Master, Please, not now. Let me please you first."

He held up the remote. "If I have to repeat my command, I'll push one of the red buttons. I'll extend your leash range to fifty feet. Come back if that's too short.

"Yes, Master," she said, disappointed. And walked out the door, her hands still crossed behind her.

I was confused and I guess it showed. Master asked, "What's wrong?"

"Master, Mistress Evelyn was very subdued. Its not like her. Is she all right?"

"She's fine. Mr. Hancock brought us some samples of a new device to help women with eating disorders and various addictions. Evelyn is trying it out and its a novel experience for her. I have one for you too. I think you'll have an easier time with it than Evelyn. By the way," he turned me around to face the strange man and woman. "Lori Stanger, this is Mr. Bradley Hancock and Ms. Laura Billings. Ms. Billings is Mr. Hancock's Executive Assistant and his slave. Ms. Stanger is an attorney and I just accepted her as my slave a moment ago. Evelyn has been training her, as you can see. Now, if you'll excuse us for a moment, I want to take Lori in the bathroom and exchange her plug for a controller. We'll be right back."

Mr. Hancock said, "Fine. We'll wait here."

I was concerned, bit I waited until we were in the hall. "Master, what do you mean, controller. Is that what Mistress Evelyn is trying?"

"Correct. I'll show you in a minute. It won't hurt and You'll like it."

I held my tongue. After all I had given myself to him. He was responsible for my well-being now, not me.

He opened the bathroom door and ushered me in. "OK. Bend over and I'll remove your plug. I did and felt him pluck it out of me. I straightened up and watched as he washed it and put it in his pocket. He pulled out a silver object that looked like another butt plug with a ring on the outer end, instead of a jewel. There was a thick, red rod sticking out beside the ring. He took a tube of lube from his pocket and smeared it on the business end. "Bend over. This is your new plug. I obeyed and felt the cold tip enter my bottom. He wiggled it as he pressed and it went in easily. I guess the old plug did open me up some. After I felt is slip into place he did something and I felt it expand inside me until I herd a soft click and it stopped growing, but remained large.

"It locks inside you. It requires a key to unlock it so it can be removed."

"Master, what does it do? Why do you want me to wear it?'

"Many things to make you obedient and follow the rules. It can reward you or punish you. It is an electronic leash to keep you close or to fasten you in place. It can detect when you lie and punish you, all without anyone seeing the control it exerts on you. With it you can be my full slave in public and no one but you and I will know. I'm going to demonstrate why you will like it. Go sit on the toilet."

I obeyed. He came and stood beside me. he took hold of the ring on my collar and his other hand held a small remote control device. He held it up and pushed a button with his thumb.

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. Without warning my belly was spasming and forcing love juice into my love canal. It was tremendous and agonizingly beautiful. I gasped in pleasure as the orgasm churned my belly into a boiling cauldron of heat and pleasure. It was so strong. I couldn't speak a word but moaned my pleasure to the world. I tried to curl into a ball, but Master held my head up so my legs just jerked into my breasts. I was frozen in a near fetal position for long minutes before I relaxed enough to drop my chained feet back to the floor with a clatter. I looked up at Master, "My God, Master. What was that?

"I just gave you an orgasm. If you're very good I can give you more with just a push of the button. As you have undoubtedly realized, with just this one button I can enslave any woman I put the controller in. That's part of the problem Mr. Hancock faces with his invention. It can enslave every woman in the world. What he wants is to help women who need it and only let men enslave those submissives that want it. Its a complex problem and he's afraid the Genie is already out of the bottle.  Would you like another orgasm before we rejoin the others?"

Oh God no. Yes, No. Please no I'm already your slave. Many more of those and I won't be able to do anything but drool at your feet."

"You're right. But just for now. I intend to give you more later."

"Thank you, Master." He took me back to Sal's office.

Master Ralph asked Master if he'd like a leash for me.

"No thanks, she's wearing her controller and I've set the leash for ten feet." He looked at me. "Understand?"

Indeed I did. I don't know what will happen if I get too far away, but I'm sure I won't like it. I intended to stay close. "Yes, Master."

Master Ralph said, "Let's go see how Evelyn is doing. She should be close to ready. He walked into the hall. Master, Mr. Hancock followed him. Laura and I trailed the men. She was completely unbound, but I was pretty sure she had a controller in her ass, too. I walked beside her and asked, "How long have you worn a controller?"

"About six months. There's nothing to worry about. It let's your Master take you in public as a secret slave."

"Forgive me for asking, but doesn't your nose ring and collar give you away?"

"Oh, I suppose many people guess my secret, but I've only been asked about them twice and I go out in public two, three times a week. I just tell them 'I like my jewelry' and everyone goes away happy. I do get stared at a lot, but I like that. I don't lie to anyone. The controller will zap the hell out of me if I try."

"Its really a lie detector?."

"Oh yeah. Don't try to beat it. It reads your physiology and if you don't believe what you're thinking or saying, It will zap you hard. The hardest thing for me to learn was that a white lie is still a lie. No more 'I don't mind' or 'That looks nice.' You get zapped just as hard for trying to be kind."

We followed the men into the workshop Sam ruled. He had her at his workbench. She wore the same heavy chains and riveted manacles and shackles as me. She was naked and her hands were pulled up behind her back, high, her fingers just below her shoulder blades and the manacles on her upper arms were locked together like mine. Sam had her bent over and was using his short handled, heavy hammer to rivet her collar closed. When he was satisfied, he released her head and I saw she was gagged. She must have complained too much. Sam saw us and led Evelyn over to Ralph. "Just in time, boss. How's this?"

"She looks great, Sam. You do great work. She'll wear these with real pride."

I had to agree. Evelyn was only a year or two older than me and she went to the gym three times a week. Her figure was great and she looked like a bondage model. We could have passed for sisters. Our hair was even about the same shade of blonde. If he took out her gag we'd look almost identical.

Roger noticed our similarity too. He took me over beside Evelyn and asked, "Sam, would you fit a similar gag to Lori, please."

He said, "Sure," fetched one and I opened my mouth. Why not. I couldn't fight, I was helpless and I really didn't mind if my Master wanted to show the others how similar we looked.. The men all stared at us and I got a tingly feeling in my stomach as they stared. I was a real slave. I enjoyed being helpless and admired by men.

Mr. Hancock said, The resemblance is very close. They aren't sisters I assume."

Ralph said, "No, but they sure look like it."

Bradley said, "Laura, go stand beside them."

She came over beside us. She was the same height and build as Evelyn and I. Her hair color was a bit lighter than either of us, but if she were naked and chained like us, we'd look like triplets.

Master said, "It would be esthetically pleasing if we made them look as close as possible. Then we could exchange them in our play."

Master Ralph asked Mr. Hancock, "Brad, would you find it acceptable to fit Laura identical to Evelyn and Lori."

"I find the idea very pleasing. Laura, strip."

She dropped her dress and was naked underneath. Ralph said, "Sam, one more please.." Laura didn't look unhappy, rather I would say she looked rather pleased. When Sam led her by I saw she had rings in her nipples as big as the one in her nose. I thought they looked erotic as hell. I wanted some too. I wanted to look that sexy for my Master. I decided to ask him if I could have some. I was a little worried he might give me a nose ring too. I don't think I could be as calm as Laura wearing a collar and nose ring for everyone to see.

Sam took her arm and led her to his workbench. We all watched as he fitted the same heavy chains and manacles to her wrists and ankles. His hammer sang its song repeatedly. Evelyn and I were told to kneel against a side wall. We could see fine from there. The men watched Laura's chaining and commented on her body, comparing it to ours. I didn't mind They thought all of our bodies were beautiful and so did I. I blushed a couple of times when Master described my features in glowing terms.

Sam left her chained to his bench and came back,  "Boss, all done but her collar. She has a pretty collar on her already. I can't remove it without damaging it and maybe hurting her, It appears to be a titanium alloy. If you want, I can change the collars on your wife and Lori to match, I have some that are very close in appearance, but not titanium."

Master Ralph looked at Mr. Hancock. "I don't want to take any chance of hurting her. Let's the others."

Bradley said, "My preference too. As far as similarity goes, they should get nose rings like Laura's don't you think?"

I looked at Evelyn and saw the concern written there,. I expect it was on my face too. How could I go back to work as a lawyer with a ring like Laura's in my nose? I liked the way hers looks, but she didn't have to face people in a courtroom. Everyone would dismiss her as a tramp and if a lawyer got whiff of my being a slave, I'd be disbarred in a flash. I couldn't even claim to be watching a client's interests if I followed someone else's orders. I looked at Master and saw his concern too. He was a lawyer. He knew what I was thinking.

Master turned back to Sam and asked, "Can you give them temporary nose rings that look like Laura's?"

Before he could answer, Master Bradley said, I have a friend in Los Angeles that puts temporary nose rings on his girls to see how they do. They look just like Laura's and they require a special tool to install and remove them. I had him explain the process. Let me talk to Sam for a minute. If he has the material, its an easy thing to do." He walked with Sam, to the bench. He sketched something on a tablet. Sam went to the back of his shop and returned, then the two came back to the other men.

Sam said, "I can do it. Its quick and easy. I can fit them in ten minutes and they'll have to come back here if you want them taken out."

Master Ralph looked at Master who nodded agreement. "Do it, Sam."

Sam released Laura and walked her back to Evelyn and I. She knelt beside me and Sam used a small tool to measure the bottom edge of my septum. He wrote down the measurements and did the same for Evelyn. "In a few minutes I'll put your rings in. No piercing, no pain."

I was relieved and saw Evelyn was too. Laura said, "I've worn the temporary ring he's gong to make. Its nothing. He can put in on or remove it in a few seconds. He's going now to make them to fit you individually. But, if you're like me, you're going to want the real thing pretty soon. This is just costume. The real one means visible commitment."

Laura was naked and wearing the same chains as us. Her arms were bound high on her back like Evelyn and I.  We must have been the three most helpless girls on the planet.  I heard the sounds of metal work: cutting, grinding, hammering from the back room. Soon Sam came over and took me to his bench. He removed my collar and put a new one on me that looked like Laura's, It was similar to the one I had worn earlier. I locked rather than being fastened with rivets. Then he showed me my temporary nose ring. It was thick and almost two inches in diameter. A tiny section had been cut out and the edges had been rounded. He put it in a tool, much like heavy duty pliers. He squeezed and the opening spread a little further apart, He put it at the bottom of my nose and used rubber tipped tweezers to squeeze my flesh through the tiny opening. When it was in place he relaxed his grip on the pliers and the ring contracted around my septum. It gripped it tightly and I felt a strong pressure, but no pain. He felt it with his fingers and tugged. The ring was firmly in place. A little more pull and it would hurt. He held up a mirror. I sure looked like a slave. The ring was too big for jewelry. It was for control and display. Anyone who saw me would know this was for leading me, fastening me, and reducing me to animal status. It was scary erotic. I instantly got a love-hate feeling toward it. I shook my head and felt its mass pull on my nose, just a little later than I expected.

Sam took me back to Master, he took me in his arms, and gave me a big smile. "Its perfect, Lori. When you get your permanent one you won't be going to work anymore, I'll keep you all to myself. He leaned forward to kiss me. I tilted my face back and the ring nestled against my upper lip, just above my lip. It was weird but the kiss was wonderful. His skin pressed against the ring and made me feel even more strongly enslaved.

Sam took Evelyn to his bench while Master held me. I was at peace, snug against Master, his arms shielding me from the world. I never wanted to lose this feeling. It was like being born again.

Master Hancock was talking to the men, telling them about his work with BDSM clubs in Arizona and how he used the controllers judiciously to help women with their addictions and depression. I didn't pay close attention, but I understood he was concerned about inescapable slavery for women if his device was abused. They didn't seem to believe that was a possibility. He asked them to play with their women and talk to him again in a week. No one asked my opinion, but I thought he was right. After just a short time wearing it, I would do anything Master wanted to have another of those mind-blowing orgasms. After a week of those there wouldn't be a 'No' left in me. Not that there was now, but I had committed to enslavement before I got my controller.

Soon Sam brought Evelyn back to Master Ralph and went to the back of his shop. The men all took a few minutes to hold, touch, feel their women, their slaves. They each talked quietly to us. Master asked me to describe my feelings. I had a hard time. I felt reborn, all the fantasies and dreams I had held deep inside me, ashamed of them had come true. I had given up my old world of freedom and trying to fix some of the wrongs of the world. I had forsaken it for my selfish desire for love and submission. I was a little ashamed of my greed and so happy I had done it. I had given up any thought of a partner and thrown my all into having a Master.

"Lori, I'm not going to cut you off from the world. I'm going to let you have a public life where you can still help people. But I'm going to have you to myself most of the time and keep you on a very short leash. You will be my slave, lower than the dust beneath my feet in private or with my friends. I intend to make you long to come home as soon as you leave in the morning. That will be the very best time of your life."

"Thank you, Master. When can we start?"

"Greedy bitch, Horny already?"

"Whenever I think of you, Master."

Mr. Hancock spoke up, "Gentlemen, this would be a good time to introduce you and your slaves to the concept of attitude adjustment."

Everyone turned to look at him, except Laura who smiled knowingly and knelt in front of him.

Ralph replied, "Explain please."

"Both of you are new to owning and caring for a slave girl. Correct?"

Master said, "Yes." and Master Ralph nodded.

Every slave girl will adjust to you and unless you are exceptionally vigilant will wind up 'Controlling from the bottom.' This well known and documented in the Dom - Sub community. Its a natural evolutionary process. Women are weaker and more sexual. They use their sexual prowess to 'Guide' their men into protecting them. Over even a short period they come to raise their feeling of importance in the relationship. Its important that you frequently and regularly disabuse them of any feelings of importance and return them to their proper place, at your feet."

I didn't like where this was going. I had no intention of trying to change Master or do anything but follow his orders. I glanced at Evelyn and she looked chagrined like she had been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.  Well, she may need it, but not me.

Master asked, "I see. How do you do this?"

"Topical pain. I secure her and tan her bottom until its bright red. I've used a  paddle, a strap, a whip, a crop, a cat. I try to use different implements so she doesn't get used to any one. It adjusts her attitude instantly. She stops trying to subtly influence me and reverts to instant obedience. Laura becomes more attentive and eager to please. She pays more attention and her thoughts don't wander. Laura, do you behave better after I've reddened your bottom?"

She smiled even broader, "Yes, Master. It gets my attention and I'm a better slave after it."

"Do you enjoy it?"

"No, Master, at least not while you're doing it. Afterwards I'm very aroused and needy, even after you've used me."

"Does it have the effect on you I've described?"

"Yes, Master. I can't help trying to improve thing around the house. Its a girl thing. I like pastels more than bold colors, soft more than hard, sweet rather than strong. I use subtle clues to try and influence your choices and I know I shouldn't. After I'm whipped I can't think about such things. I only think about obedience and submission. I like that a lot."

"How often do I correct you?"

Weekly Master."

"Is it time?"

Yes, Master. I'm afraid I've been backsliding. I need to be corrected, Master."

"I know.  Gentlemen I assume there are the proper facilities in the building?"

Ralph said, "Follow me. I assume its acceptable if we all do our girls at the same time?"

"Of course. They won't notice each other after we start."

We followed our Masters. We had to. We were all leashed and helpless. They took us into the main playroom upstairs. It had four pillories spaced around the room . There were already ten or so people watching two scenes on the crosses.

Master took me to a pillory, released my hands and put my neck and wrists in place. He lowered the bar and locked it. He put straps on my ankles above the shackles and fastened my feet as far apart as the chain allowed. I couldn't move anything but my ass and I loved it. I was hot inside and terribly aroused. If he touched my pussy I'm sure I would climax. I couldn't see anything but the wall and floor in front of me. But I could feel the subtle motion of air on my bare skin as people moved behind me. I could hear the voices of strangers talking about me. I could feel the fingers and hands as strangers or maybe my Master touched me, cupped my breasts, fingered my dripping pussy. I felt ghostly fingers tugging on the ring of my controller then I heard Master's voice and Master Hancock as he instructed Master on my 'Correction.'

"Focus on the color. Ignore her protests. whichever tool you're using aim to make her ass a fiery red, That will last the whole week, slowly fading. When all the color is gone, that's when you give her the next correction. She'll feel it in every motion she makes until its faded. You want her to feel it all the time. She'll get increasingly restive, mouthy, argumentative as it fades. She will be happier and more responsive if she's well marked.  Now aim for the center of each cheek, I recommended alternating swats."

The first blow hit my ass, hard and without any warning. I squealed at the sharp pain.

"Ignore her pleas. She needs this. Hit harder. It'll take fewer swats. Smack. Smack, Smack.

There was no hesitation between the blows. I made a real commotion, squealing then pleading. Tears started running down my cheeks I blubbered and screamed hopelessly at the blows. My belly heated up as my ass got hot. I wanted him to stop hitting me and fuck my brains out. At last he stopped. My ass was a flaming mass of pain and my belly was a boiling cauldron of heated love juices. His rigid cock slid into my sopping pussy and in a few strokes I came and came. My orgasm lasted forever. His loins smacked against my flaming, punished ass and renewed the burn, but not the pain. The pain was gone. All I had left was my boiling, spasming belly, hotter than the sun, growing more intense at every one of his strokes. I spasmed continually, insatiable. At last he came in me, his hot spend flooding my love canal, mixing with my love juices, filling me and spraying our fluids out my entrance and down both our bodies.

He stayed in me for a while. He left me locked in place, covered with our fluids, exposed to the room full of strangers for a long time. Several women came up and leaned close to whisper compliments in my ear. They invariably played with my breasts and tugged on my new nose ring. Some said they wanted them too. I was as nice as I could be. I had to since I was so helpless and vulnerable, but all I wanted to do was get out of this device and go home to a hot shower.

After what seemed like an hour I heard Master and Master Hancock talking about me. "Her color is perfect. Take a picture now to remind you what she should look like next week. Don't be lax with her. She'll have more fun and be happier when you remain strong with her.

"So you think she'll fade in a week?"

Definitely. You should think how you want to mark her. A tattoo here (I felt a finger high on my ass, above the sore area) is common."

I flinched away from the finger. Useless of course.

Master Hancock continued, "They love being marked by their owners. Laura tells me it makes her feel more permanent."

Master spoke, "Lori, how would you like me to have my name tattooed on your bottom,  something like 'Property of Roger Frost' in ornate script with a border, tasteful and about three inches wide?"

Was this a test? He could do anything like that he wanted and my ass was better than a more visible place. I would like it. being more than an ownerless slave. "Master, I would like it, however you want it. I will be grateful if its covered when you allow me to wear clothes in public."

"Good girl. Let's get you up now." He unlocked the pillory and freed my feet. He locked my hands back high on my back and I followed him to where Master Ralph was letting Evelyn up. My ass screamed in pain at every step, but the answering flutter of lust in my belly made the overall sensation very erotic. I wanted my Master's hand on my ass at every step. Evelyn's ass was a bright fiery red. Mine undoubtedly looked just like hers. We all went over to where Laura was pilloried.

I was proud of my red ass I flaunted it with exaggerated swings of my ass at every step. I was not surprised to see Evelyn doing the same thing. I was glad my Master had marked me so everyone in the room could see it. It showed he cared enough to take the time to brand me his. Now I really wanted him to mark me permanently. I had a vision of me sauntering across a beach in a thong bikini with a bold, very apparent tattoo on my ass, proclaiming to the world, 'Property of Roger Frost.' I had a real ring in my nose and a heavy collar on my neck and I was following my man closely. Every man's eyes were on me with lust and every woman glared at me in envy.

Master Hancock was in the process of paddling her with a wooden paddle, very similar to a ping pong paddle. She looked halfway done, a rosy pink, getting darker with every stroke. A crowd of ten strangers were watching him work with occasional comments and suggestions, which he completely ignored. Laura was pretty quiet, with occasional whimpers or moans,

It sounded like she was enjoying her beating. She said she liked it, mostly, afterwards, but she seemed to be into the pain too, now. Maybe she was showing off for the crowd. She hadn't said and neither had her Master, but I got the feeling that a public beating was not the norm. I'd have to ask her. For me, I didn't enjoy the pain until it had turned into sheer heat in my belly. I was feeling my hot ass again and sitting down on it would be miserable, but I enjoyed the arousal it gave me.

I felt conflicted as I watched her beating. I should feel sorry for any girl being beaten like this, Naked, locked immobile in a pillory, in front of a crowd of strangers. But I didn't. I felt sympathy for her pain , of course,  but I also felt she was a woman and deserved it, just like Evelyn, myself, and every woman anywhere. I understood Master Hancock now. Women were deceitful, using our sexuality as a weapon to  influence our men. I remembered all the little things I had learned. The walk, the sway of my hips, the demure look, looking helpless when I knew exactly what to do, the little girl voice, showing just a little more breast, high heels, tears and all the other tricks women used to encourage men to want to help us. We deserved to be beaten regularly, to be kept in our place, and, most of all, to enable us to experience the full pleasures of submission.

But, it wasn't just that she deserved it. The important thing was, I wanted to be the one beating her, making her moan, watching her ass redden under my hand, I don't think beating a man is the same thing at all. That would be brutal. This was so erotic. But there was no way I could take his place. He was enjoying it too much, himself. He was smiling the whole time. I looked around and everyone was enjoying watching Laura get beaten. Every man and woman, even those showing a red ass or whip marks on their legs was enjoying her beating. I felt a bit of relief. It wasn't just me, or  men, or women. It was everyone.

H stopped and rubbed her red ass, then he released her. She stepped to him and said, "Thank you, Master," and stretched up and kissed him. They embraced for a long time and I rubbed up against Master. I wanted him to kiss me, too.

He just said, "Front." I walked around to his front and he pulled me to him. I craned my head up and he kissed me. It was a soft kiss and he broke it far too soon.

"Was he right?"

""Yes, Master. I needed that and now I'm glad you spanked me. I hope you'll do it again, soon. I may need it more often than once a week, though. Do you have a pillory at home?"

"No, little minx. But Ralph has already agreed to order me one tomorrow."

"Good."

Master walked to Master Ralph and I followed, only a few feet, but I didn't want to be far away from my protector. I was so helpless. I'm sure he liked me this way, and I guess I did too.

"Ralph, I'm going to take Lori down to see Sam and have him fix her chains so I can remove them."

OK, can you come back to the office at nine tomorrow. We need to talk to Bradley some more."

"Of course. I'll bring Lori. I don't want to leave her alone like this, at least not yet."

"Fine, we should all bring our girls. Might be useful."

I wasn't comfortable yet with being talked about so easily, but I asked for it. I'd better get used to it. Besides, I wanted to go with Master all the time.

Master took me back to Sam. It was surprisingly quick for him to remove the rivets and substitute locks. My bonds didn't feel any different, but now Master could remove them if he wanted. Sam also gave Master a tool for removing or installing the nose ring.

"Master, my coat is in the coat closet by the front door."

"Good." I followed him to the coat room. He unlocked all my chains, even my collar so I was naked except for my heels. He handed me my coat and I put it on. He turned me around by the shoulders and looked at me. "Want to set a precedent by wearing your nose ring in public?"

I had forgotten about it. "No, Master, please, not here. Someone will take a picture and it'll go viral. Every lawyer in New York will see me with a ring in my nose. I'll be ruined as well as being a laughingstock."

"Maybe, but I think many women will just think you're adventurous and all the men will get hard." He used the tool and took it out, to my great relief.

No one could tell I was naked under my coat and no one noticed us as we walked out the front door.  I had a brief scare when a stray gust of wind lifted the coat, I was instantly aware of the controller still locked in my ass and worried the coat might go high enough for it to be visible, but it didn't go too high. His car was waiting at the curb and it whisked us away to his house. I had no idea where my car was now. I didn't miss it, but I wondered if or when I'd get to drive it again.

The car pulled into his oversized garage and we got out. Master has my chains in a gym bag and as soon as we got inside he hung my coat in the hall closet and dumped the chains on the floor. "Put them on."

"Yes. Master. I sat on the cold floor and untangled the chains. I locked them around my ankles , wrists, and neck. I stood up and Master locked my hands high on my back and installed my nose ring.

"Whenever you come in, hang your clothes up and put these on. If there's no one to lock your hands properly, just lock them behind your back."

"Yes, Master."

I followed him into his office. I knelt beside him, as close as possible, when he sat in his desk chair. He took out a pad and pen.

"Tell me about your business."

I told him everything. Under his gentle prompting I told him about my training, my clients, their issues and problems, how long I thought I'd need to work on them. He didn't want names or confidential data, just the issues, number and where I was with them. He took notes and when I finished he said, "Lori, I see three ways to handle your work. Option one: You live here, go to work with the controller and nothing else. You will return home at a fixed time and be my slave when you're with me. The switching roles will be hard on you, I think. Option two: You sell the practice to a competent masseuse, and retire to be my full time slave. Option three: just retire and let your clients find a replacement. They are all well off and shouldn't have any problem finding a replacement. There's variations on those themes, but those are the basics. I want to hear your thoughts on the options and I'll decide which one to choose. I'll listen to your reasoning, but remember, you don't get to choose anything any more, except to leave me and go your own way. You don't have to say anything now, but I will make a decision by bedtime tomorrow."

"Master, I really need to think about this."

"I know. My decision will be based on what I think is best for you so muster reasons based on your well-being and happiness."

"Yes, Master."

"Stand up."

He took me into his bedroom and lay me on my back in the middle of his bed. I was in complete peace, certain he was going to take care of me and love me. His hands gently played with my breasts and fondled my nipples. "Soon I'm going to pierce you and put rings in these. You'll look fantastic.."

"Thank you, Master. I think I'll like that. Do it soon, Please."

"You do know that your preferences don't matter anymore?"

"Yes, Master. I was just agreeing with your decision."

"You tried to influence me, subtly and intelligently. I expect nothing less from a successful lawyer, but suppress any future urges like that. That warrants punishment, however, given the state of your bottom, I'm going to forgive you this one time."

"Thank you, Master." I smiled up at him and his mock-stern expression.

He held up my controller and said "You're too erotic to leave alone," and pressed a button.

The orgasm burst in me too fast for me to do anything but gasp in shock as the pleasure flooded through my body and the spasms shook my belly. I heard myself moan as the love juices were squirted forcefully through my love canal, into my pussy. I felt Master's hands gently squeezing my breasts and holding me down as I writhed and curled into a ball of pleasure. Every muscle I had was trying to compress me, hold the pleasure in me. I don't know how long I contracted on the bed, but I was tired when the spasms stopped. "That was wonderful, Master. Please don't do it again. I'm spent."

"That was just to warm you for my use, slave." He shoved my feet against my tender ass and spread my knees wide. I felt the tension spread my sopping labia lips apart, readying me for use.

"I'm never too tired for a good fuck, Master. And I'm ready for you."

"I know, I can see." He climbed on the bed, lay down on me, holding most of his weight on his arms and kissed me. His stiff cock was rubbing against my mound, not yet inside me. I knew he'd be in me shortly so I focused on savoring the kiss, his taste. I didn't want it to end, but knew I wanted him in me ASAP. I was helpless, my wrists locked together, high on my back, my body pressing my arms into the bed, my feet chained together, his legs laying on their chain. All I could do was wait for whatever he wanted, and I wanted everything he could do to me.

He lifted his lips up and his cock thrust inside me, forcing my sex lips apart with such a lovely feeling. It was what all women were designed to love. He filled me and my arousal soared. He pumped me up and up until I exploded in my second orgasm. It was incredible. It was even better than the last and both surpassed every previous orgasm. It was indescribable and all I can say was it astounded me how much pleasure I got. I was writhing under his mass, unable to escape the slightest pressure and he kept pumping me higher even as my climax was filling me with pleasure. It lasted and lasted, I was unable to come down from the orgasm until he climaxed and spewed his hot spend into me, filling me with more love and excitement. We came down together, him shrinking in me and my pleasure slowly waning.

He raised up on his arms again and kissed me. A short, quick meeting of our lips and he got off me. I couldn't do anything but lay there, exhausted, calm, happy. We didn't speak. He lifted me off the bed and carried me into the bath. He left the chains on me and took me in the shower. He washed me and I wanted to wash him but there was no way. I just rubbed up against him as he washed then waited while he dried both of us. Every touch of the towel made me hot again. By the time I was dry and he was working on my hair, I was ready for another round. I dropped to my knees, my mouth inches away from his now dormant member. "Master, I'm too excited to sleep, may I service you?"

He laughed and took my head in both hands, "You're insatiable. Are you trying to kill me with sex?"

"No, Master, I need to serve you and this is all I can do right now.. Can I try, Master, please?"

"OK, just one more time." He took his hands off my head.

I eagerly licked and sucked on his tip, coaxing him back to life. When he was stiffer I sucked him deep inside me, until my lips were against his balls, I bobbed my head in and out, sucking all the way, feeling him grow larger until with a grunt he filled my mouth with his salty spend. I swallowed it all, sucking it down greedily, wanting everything he had. Finally I pulled off him and used my tongue to lick him clean, until not the slightest drop of cum remained.

"I may have bitten off more than I can chew with you, Lori. You seem insatiable. I'd better gag you and keep you in chains for my own safety."

"I'd never harm you, Master. I am your obedient slave girl and want only to pleasure you," I said with a knowing smile.

"Stand up." I stood and he took me to the toilet. ""Bend over." I did and he unlocked the controller and removed it . I sat on the toilet and eliminated while he watched me. Another private moment stripped away. When I had finished he used a hot cloth to wash my ass. I watched while he washed the controller in the sink with soap and hot water.

"Bend over and relax your anus." I obeyed, of course. My control was improving. He rubbed lubricant inside me around the rim of my hole with his fingers. "Good control, Lori."

Thank you, Master."

He coated the controller with lube and I felt its warm surface press against my hole. I relaxed and felt it slip inside me, without mush resistance. He rotated it into the right position and pushed the locking rod. I felt the thing swell inside me. I envisioned it as a flower opening inside me, but I'd never actually seen it in a locked position. However it worked, it wasn't coming out while locked. He tugged on its ring to make sure it was locked. I was rocked back on my heels, but it didn't budge.

He washed his hands and brushed his teeth, then, with the same brush, did mine too. Its strange how the most mundane of experiences can have such a strong effect. I had never had anyone brush me teeth for me. It was so personal, so intimate. He took a handful of my hair, gently and tilted my head back. I was expecting a kiss, but instead he said, "Open your mouth."

I hesitated. I almost said, "Why?" but I didn't. I opened my mouth, still not understanding what he was doing. He raised his other hand in front of me and I saw the toothbrush in it. Understanding arrived." Master, I've never had anyone brush my teeth for me."

"Always a first time. I intend to keep you very helpless when you're with me. I need to learn how to properly care for a helpless woman. Besides, it feels sort of intimate, don't you think?"

"Yes, Master." I opened my mouth and left it open for him. He inserted the brush in my mouth and meticulously scrubbed every surface. He removed the brush, released my hair and held a glass of water to my lips. "Rinse." I took a sip and swirled it in my mouth before I spit it into the sink.

"Master, does this mean you intend to keep my hands locked up much of the time?"

"I told you I'd keep you on a short leash, didn't I?"

Yes, he did. I still don't know what that means. "Yes, Master. May your slave know what you what a 'Short Leash' means.?"

"I haven't decided yet. The extent of your slavery will depend on what I choose to do with your firm. Open."

He thrust a rather large penis gag in my mouth and strapped it in place. "Curiosity is not appropriate for a slave girl. You were quite good tonight so your punishment for forgetting to ask permission to speak is just this gag." He led me into the bedroom and lay me in the bed. He used a chain to fasten my collar to the bed post. He got in bed beside me and turned me to face the wall. I snuggled back into him, spoon fashion and he cupped my breast with his heavy hand.  I chewed on the thick rubber cock in my mouth. Not as good as Master, but I liked the idea. I learned, in the last few days that I enjoyed sucking on cocks. I was a latent cocksucker. I played with the crude pejorative in my mind, rolling it around, taking it apart and trying different constructions. None of them really fir. I was just a good cocksucker.

This was what I had dreamed about, so many times. My Master holding me as I drifted into sleep, half aroused, and filled with the joy of submission, helpless and safe.

I woke with the rubber cock still in my mouth. I had slept soundly. Master wasn't touching me so I rolled over. I was brought up short by the chain on my collar but I got far enough to see he was not there. I scooted around until I was laying comfortably on my side facing the bathroom. I could see light escaping under the door. I waited. Patience was a good thing for a slavegirl to cultivate. I could foresee long boring times waiting for Master to decide to do something with me. I  would like it if he kept me with him, chained or not didn't matter. But he was a prominent lawyer and I didn't think he'd keep me with him all the time. I wondered if he would get a cage for me or just be content chaining me to a wall or post. Maybe he'd let me ride in his car with him.

The door opened and he came back into the bedroom. He wore pajama pants and said, "Morning, slave." He came to my side of the bed and removed my gag. It was very familiar feeling as he eased the bibbed monster out of my mouth.. I wet my lips and said, "Thank you, Master. I am sorry I forgot the rules last night."

"Its done now." He unlocked the chain from my collar. Do you need to use the toilet?"

"No, Master." I sat up and he helped me to my feet. He led me to the foot of the bed. "Kneel and wait while I dress."

"Master, may I help? Its my job, isn't it?"

"Yes, you're right. He unlocked my hands. My arms fell limp to my sides. They were stiff from disuse. "I'm afraid it will be a moment before I'm able to help. My arms aren't working well, yet."

He massaged some life back into my prickly, tingling arms until I could move them a little.

"How long have your arms been in that position?"

"Almost three days, Master. They didn't hurt so I didn't complain."

"I'll try to remember to let them down periodically and use less stringent positions."

"Thank you, Master."

I followed him into the closet. It was bigger than I expected. The space for women's clothes was nearly empty. I didn't think my clothes would fill more than a quarter of the space. I wondered at the story behind the women's clothes hanging there. A red sequined evening gown. Two skirt suits and some frilly blouses. He put on underwear and black suit pants. I got out a white dress shirt and held it for him. I buttoned t for him, while he watched me. I felt a blush creeping into my face. I don't know why. I got a dark pair of socks, knelt before him  and pulled them onto his lifted feet. Then I found a shiny pair of black dress shoes and slipped them onto his feet. I lifted his foot and set it on my knee then I pulled the laces tight and tied them. Then the other shoe the same way. I was getting very aroused by serving him so intimately. I stood up and looked at his ties. I found a red power tie and held it up for him. He nodded and let me put it under his collar and tie it. I had learned to tie a man's tie by practicing on my father. Finally I took his coat off the hanger and held it for him to slip into. "Done, Master."

"Thank you, Lori. Turn around." I obeyed and he locked my cuffs together behind me, but not high on back as before. I turned around to face him. "Thank you , Master."

He looked at my face for a moment, "Lori, how do you like your nose ring?"

I hadn't thought about it since yesterday. Now that he mentioned it I felt the weight of it. I shook my head instinctively to feel it. It was tight, clamped onto my septum, but it was heavy enough it waggled past where I had swung it, twisting my septum a little. "Master, Its too big, too heavy, too eye catching."

"So you'd like it smaller, less noticeable?"

"Yes. No. I can't wear a nose ring to see clients."

"Maybe, I like it on you. I could have you pierced now so you're ready for any jewelry. I could decide what's appropriate later. Let's go down and have breakfast." He turned away and I followed him downstairs, my thoughts awhirl. I passed a mirror as I went through the door. I paused and looked at my face. The ring was huge and shiny. It looked as heavy as it felt. I imagined a leash clipped to if and my Master leading me into public. I couldn't fight it, the pain would be terrible. Would I even want to. Much of my fantasy had my Master leading me through crowds and markets. Righteous women ridiculing me and men ogling me. It was what I had dreamed about. But the shame of being walked on a nose leash was unthinkable. I would be a person sunk to the level of a dog. All freedom and honor stripped away.  No. I didn't want any ring in my nose. The only thing was, could I refuse him anything?

Maria was busy in the kitchen. Master called to her and told her I was there. She came out with a plate of food for Master and oatmeal in a bowl for me. She set his place and put the bowl on the floor beside him. She looked at me and said, "Bad girl, huh? Nice ring." and went back into the kitchen. She must have seen my red ass. I had pretty much forgotten about it.

Master sat down and I knelt with my bowl in front of me. I didn't feel as ashamed now. Getting used to my chosen place in the world, I guess. I wasn't any better on eating without hands though. My ring was coated with the sticky oatmeal when I finished. Master had me kneel facing him and he cleaned my face and ring.

"Maybe a smaller ring would be easier to keep clean."

"Yes, Master, I think so."

He unlocked my hands an told me to clean up and come to his office when I finished. I cleared the breakfast dishes into the kitchen and put them in the dishwasher under Maria's watchful gaze.

She asked, "So, are you going to stay with the boss?"

"Yes, Maria, I want to. I think he's going to let me."

"You wear chains and no clothes?"

"That's up to Master. He makes all the decisions for me, now. He's ordered me to undress when I arrive, and lock the chains on like now."

"You help around house?"

"I think so, but again, that's up to Master. He said he's going to keep me on a short leash when I'm not at work."

"He let you go to work? And you come back to chains?"

"Girls are foolish sometimes. I want to be his slave, his property. He can tell  me to quit work and I will. Its up to him what I do and he knows it." My controller gave a hard buzz. I knew it meant he wanted me to come. "Excuse me Maria, Master wants me. I hurried which made my short ankle chain clank fiercely. I entered his office and knelt in front of his desk.

"Yes, Master."

"Do you need to use the toilet?"

"No, Master."

All right, I have a meeting and I'm taking you with me. Stand up."

I obeyed and he locked my wrists high on my back again. He locked my elbow cuffs together too. There was a lot of tension in my shoulders. He led me into the hall and draped my coat over my shoulders. I was glad when he buttoned all three of the buttons. No more windy surprises. He put me in the limo again and the driver backed out.
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