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Prolog

Book 1: Lori is tormented by a recurring dream of 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: 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.




Book 3: : Evelyn takes Lori deeper into submission. She learns she must obey all free people. Bradley Hancock and his slave Laura come to see Ralph and show the controller he has developed . Ralph's company makes some components and Bradley wants to increase production, drastically. Evelyn and Lori are fitted with them and they learn what true control means. for a woman. Roger claims Lori and Ralph enslaves Evelyn in Lori's place. Bradley invites Ralph and Roger to come to his place in Arizona for a 'Vacation' so their girls can receive real slave training and they can take a Master's class. Bradley's private jet makes it easy for the girls to travel in chains.


Enslaved Book 4

Ralph held the door for Evelyn who shuffled inside. She went to the foot of the bed and turned to face her master. She dropped to her knees and asked, "Master, may I service you?"

Ralph stepped close and unzipped his fly. He pulled out his semi-erect penis and said, "Get me hard, then get into punishment position in the center of the bed."

She scooted closer and licked the tip of his penis before taking him in her mouth. She sucked as she moved her head forward and back. He grew rapidly under her ministrations. Soon he said, "Enough. Stand up. Open"

Evelyn obeyed and opened her mouth for the gag. He strapped it on her tight so her teeth clamped the ball firmly in place. He tossed the blindfold aside. "On the bed."

"Yes, Master." She stood up and got on her knees on the bed. She spread her knees wide apart and lowered her forehead onto the bed, keeping her ass as high as she could.

He could see the ring of her butt plug shining in the cabin light. "Amazing," he thought, "just this tiny device and she's become an absolute delight. What a change." He removed his shoes, pants, and briefs. He knelt on the bed, beside Evelyn with his legs touching her side. He took her left breast in his left hand and caressed it softly. Her moan was incredibly erotic.  She tried to touch him with her hands, and was able to slide her belly chain to the side just enough to rub her fingers against his belly.  He used his right hand to move hers back to the center of her back, "No touching. Just experience. Let your mind go blank."

"Yes, Master."

He continued fondling her breasts , eliciting tiny gasps from her parted lips. He put his right hand on her ass and rubbed, savoring the silky feel of her bottom. Suddenly he lifted his hand a foot and smacked her left cheek with a meaty "Smack." 

She squealed in shock,  pain, and delight. He lowered his hand back onto her stinging flesh and soothed the burn. He aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Again and again his hands tormented her ass interspersed with sweet caresses of her ass and breasts. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the whipsawed blond could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and hand mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded into her gag then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a second onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Evelyn had become a full slave. He methodically switched back and fourth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to fasten on her swollen breasts , fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Evelyn shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her confined pussy and ran down her legs.. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed around him and down her legs.

Chained, pushed into the bed, unable to move, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Evelyn bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in a growing, self-reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her stretched love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Evelyn shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her knowledge that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless defeat, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Evelyn screamed her ecstasy and surrender into her gag as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at her chains, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, muffled only slightly by the ball strapped in her mouth, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Evelyn orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted in vain around her intruder, milking it of his seed, striving mightily to pull him deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get his sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Ralph watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against steel cuffs that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Lori's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense, but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, young woman, as submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Evelyn heard his laugh through the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Evelyn's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on.

Ralph slid from her bottom and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give. He knew now was the time to drive home the rules of her new life. She was totally receptive, all barriers were shattered and her acceptance would be total. He removed her gag and pulled playfully on the ring sticking out of her anus, the handle of the thing that had trained her so well.

He left her on the bed, knowing she would not move a muscle without his order, while he cleaned himself and dressed. He ran a warm, damp cloth  over her swollen pussy and put it back in the bathroom. Finally, he ordered, "Raise up and kneel on the bed." When she instantly obeyed, he removed her gag.

"Good girl."

Evelyn was quite pleased to hear he had enjoyed her. She was overflowing with pleasure and happiness he had given her, but her job was to give him pleasure and she knew she had succeeded.

Its time for you to give Lori a small inkling of what's happening to her. Remember, just as I told you earlier. Not too much. I want her alert, and intelligently defiant, not terrified. You're her ally and confidante."

"Yes, Master. I understand."

He took a leather leash out of a cupboard and put it on her collar. He ordered, "Stand up."

She obeyed and he led her back into the living room. Lori and Laura were kneeling in the center of the room. He led her to them. Kneel and you girls can talk. He took out her remote and pushed a few buttons. I've set your controller to stay within six feet of your current location. Laura, where's your Master?

"Master and Master Roger are in Master's office. The first door on the left down that hall." She pointed with her chin.

Lori asked, "Laura, Master called this a vacation. What's going to happen?"

"Master hasn't told me. My guess is you're here for training. Neither of you were slaves before getting your controllers. There's some things every slave needs to know and the club has classes for new slaves and new masters.

I've not had them all. I had one when I arrived but with all the new girls, they've changed a lot. Master wants me to have the full set, but there's never been time."  Surprise filled her face, "You don't think he's.." I stopped when all three of our masters came into the room. Master was carrying some chain. They put us in coffle, four feet of chain between each of our necks. Master said, stand up girls we've decided to put all of you in the slave class. that's just started. You'll join twenty other new slaves to learn how to serve us properly. Do what you're told, try to relax and enjoy the new experience. Stand up and bend over. Spread your legs."

We all chirped, "Yes, Master," like the concerned submissives we were.  Our controllers were unlocked and removed.. They dropped them in bags already labeled with out names. "You won't need these for a while."

They put us in a van and drove slowly on a dirt track for a long time. It drove back onto a smooth surface and stopped. We were taken out of the van in a large enclosed space, like a warehouse. Master led us through a heavy door, with the two other men following.

The place looked like a modern prison on the inside. Steel barred gates at every doorway. Remotely operated doors, cameras at every junction. We were taken into a shower room, our lead chain was locked to a ring in the floor, and the men left. In a moment four girls entered the room. All were slaves, judging by their chained and collars, but one was clearly in charge. Her hands bore steel bands but not chains and she had a coiled whip snapped to her belt. The other three were more restrained and ornamented. The girl in charge said, "I am Tasha, first girl. You will obey me or feel my whip. You will be trained to become perfect slaves. You will address me as 'Mistress.'" She ordered the other slave girls, "Wash them. They stink of the pens."

They washed us. Besides their ankle chains and collar they also had a steel belt snug around their waist. Their hands were chained to the back of the belt with chains long enough to reach in front of them maybe a foot. They also were pierced and had gold rings in their noses, labia lips and nipples, like Laura. They looked good but I didn't want them. As if what we wanted mattered anymore.

When we were dry, Tasha unlocked our lead chain and took us to a shop. She was deferential to the two men. She said, "Masters, I have three new slaves that need your attention. If it pleases you, I will wait until you are finished and take them to their cell."

One of the men said, "Fine, Tasha. kneel in the corner until I call you."

"Yes, Master," she said and hurried to kneel in a corner.

He led us to a wall and locked our chain to a ring. I was last in the small coffle. He unlocked my chain from Laura's collar and took me to a workbench and locked my chain to it. He measured my waist and selected a steel belt from a rack and tried it on me. I guess he was happy with the fit. He locked a short chain to the back of my collar, pulled my wrists high on my back and locked them there.

He clamped the belt around my waist and riveted it shut. I was becoming familiar with the riveting process. It was comfortable, like a steel corset,  tight, and obdurate. Another layer of restraint I could not remove. He called the other man over. They welded a short chain to the back ring of my collar. It dangled halfway to my waist.

The men unlocked my wrists.  They measured the length of my arms and the distance between my collar and waistband. then  cut two short lengths of chin and welded them to my wrist cuffs. The other end of the chains  locked to the rear ring of my waistband. One of the men said, “reach both hands in front of you.”

I obeyed and found I could only get each hand a foot in front of my waist. The man said,” Relax your arms.” Then he took hold of my right wrist and the other man took my left. They raised my hands and lowered them, checking my restricted reach. Then they raised my hands and placed them on the back of my neck. It was just  possible. They released my wrists and one said,” put your hands behind you, palms touching.”

I obeyed and one man walked behind me. I heard and felt the chain joining my hands pulled through the ring on my waistband. Soon my hands met, palm to palm at the rear ring and I heard a lock click. I learned that my wrists would meet at the small of my back when the chain locked to my collar.  Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar like Roseann. Such are the pleasures of even a willing slave girl.

I heard the man mutter, “Good.” Then he unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring. Now my wrist cuffs were fastened together with a chain. No locks anywhere, all rivets. My hands could be fixed in three levels of restraint with a single padlock. The one lock on my body. Position One: My hands could be pulled high on my back and locked to the chain dangling from my collar. Eventually my tendons would stretch enough they could lock my hands to my collar. Position Two: Pull the chain joining my wrists up to my collar and lock it there. My wrists would be held together at the ring on my belt. Position Three: He put the lock on my collar for future use. My hands could only reach the length of the chain fastening them to the rear ring on my belt. About a foot in front of me or just high enough for my hands to be locked to my collar. The least restrictive position but still quite limiting.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were  far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar  pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning.” The blindfold covered my eyes again. A ball gag was strapped tight in my mouth. I was led somewhere and backed up against a flat surface. A strap was tightened around my waist. Then others pulled me tight against the surface.. Above my breasts, below them. A form fitting shell was placed on the back of my head then a strap around my forehead. My legs were pulled as far apart as my hobble allowed. My knees were pulled wider and strapped tight. Now I was immobile, gagged, and blindfolded. Great. I guessed I was going to be ringed now. Not my choice but I couldn't even protest. I hope they didn't hurt.

The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.  Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the needle slide into my flesh. It was smooth and fast and felt more like a poke than the fabled prick.  I felt the ring push the needle back out. I could only gasp and moan. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, but I could not move my strapped head to see them Then each of my ears received their rings.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  I only sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received similar rings.

At first, I raged at the violation of my body. Then I realized I was helpless to do anything about it.  I wondered if they would make me more attractive to my new Master. I hoped so. One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I wanted their care. I was so helpless!

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

I recognized what had been done to me.  They had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow smaller.  This made the ring they planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.

I squealed into my gag and tried to plead with the men to not ring my nose. No intelligible sound made it past the large gag, but, of course, the men understood me. I understood my opinion and desires did not matter to the men. They were just doing their job. And, undoubtedly, enjoying it.

They pushed one half ring through the grommet in my nose.   I heard the locks click and knew I was  ringed, collared, and chained as a slave where everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear. I felt drained and beyond caring. I just wanted  to be left alone. I sobbed quietly in my mute darkness.

The straps holding me to the flat surface left me. I might have fallen but a hand steadied me. The blindfold and gag were removed. The light was too bright at first. When I could see again a man stood me in front of a mirror. Before I saw myself I felt degraded, helpless, violated. But the slave girl I beheld in the mirror was breathtaking. I had changed from a wealthy woman with power and respect the epitome of feminine perfection. The rings made me into the most sublime symbol of feminine submission I could imagine. I could no longer look or act like a man. I was woman. I was submissive, obedient and  owned. A man who owned me was king.

He led me to a wall and had me kneel on a thin mat. He locked my chain to a ring on the wall, said, "Don't move," and walked away. I knew I was not to move from where I was commanded.

It seemed a long time before Evelyn was knelt beside me. She was chained to another ring and the man said, "Stay as you are." I turned my head and saw she had been ringed like me and wore the same wrist chains. She had a shocked look on her face. I guess I probably looked the same. I whispered, "How do you feel?"

She whispered back, "The piercings hurt a little. I think I'm OK. I sort of like the way they make us look erotic and exotic at the same time. I feel like I've been made into a sex toy."

I didn't say anything. We were quiet but we kept sneaking looks at each other. I found her beautiful. I wanted to love her. I was filled with lust for the helpless beauty beside me. From the look on her face, she felt the same way about me. I had never felt attracted to a woman before, but Evelyn said it correctly. She was now a sex toy. I'm sure I was too. I wanted to play with her so bad my belly hurt. It was torture being so close to such a creature. We had been ordered not to move by a man and we dared not ignore that command.

Laura was brought in and knelt beside us. We looked at her and saw her look of wonder. She said, "They didn't have to do much with me. Master had already ringed me The belt is new and my chains restrict me more. Still, just being handled so impersonally made me feel more like a slave than before. You two look wonderful. I knew I was a slave girl. Now I look even more like one. Not only that, I feel more like one now. I want my Master to take me and use me."

Before Evelyn or I could speak, Tasha came up to us. "Stand up, slaves," she said. We stood and she unlocked my chain from the wall and locked it to the back of Evelyn's collar. Then she locked Evelyn's chain to Laura's collar. Finally she unlocked Laura's chain and used it to lead us out of the shop.

We went down a long corridor and stopped in front of a barred door. After a moment the door slid open, sideways. We passed through the door into a prison. A large room one story high, lined with barred cells. Many of the cells had women in them. The doors were open, but the girls didn't come out to greet us or see the "New Meat." Later I counted forty cells and twenty four women. Tasha led us into a cell. It had two cots, a sink, toilet, and make up table.

She locked Laura's chain to a bar. She pulled a long chain out from the back wall and locked it to my collar. She did the same to Evelyn. She took the short chains off of both of us and hung then on a bar at the front of the cell. Now I saw why no one greeted us. Our new chains were long enough to reach everything in the cell but the door.

Then she took Laura to the next cell and locked her there.

Tasha came back to my cell and asked, "Have you ever made love to a woman?”

Evelyn and I both said, "Yes, Mistress."

I had only done it with Evelyn when she made me, but I wasn't going to admit it, “That's immoral. I've never even thought of it.” My damned rigid upbringing wouldn't let me admit to something that felt super good when I had tried it. And it was more than 'once.'

Tasha said, “You're a virgin.”

I shot back, “ I am not. I slept with men.”

Tasha said, “ Better and better. Tell me, did you like it?”

I thought a moment then replied, “It hurt the first time.  After that it felt good, but the man usually got me hot then finished before I was ready.”

Tasha said, “ The same with me. But when my girlfriend and I tried it and after we practiced a little it got better than with boys, much better. Evelyn, how about you?"

Evelyn blushed and said, "I experimented with a girlfriend. But just a little."

Tasha said, You both are going to become experts." She took one of the short chains and locked it to the front of both our collars.

She continued, "Evey, you're going to give Lori an orgasm. Then you'll change places. After all, what else do you have to do now.  Anyway, its pretty obvious that is what the Masters want you to do or they wouldn't put you two to a cell.”

I felt intrigued. There had always been rumors and whispered gossip among my friends.  No one had ever admitted actually doing it. I wanted to do it.  It also felt unnatural and exciting.  I knew how good it felt when I tried it myself and  I wondered if a 'courtesan' could do better. I could feel heat growing in my belly and my love juices starting to bubble. Finally I gave in and said, “I'm not experienced. What do I do?”

Evelyn said, ”Stand up.”

I was wary and shy but I stood. Evey stood at the same time and sidled around to face me, almost touching. Evey moved closer and started rubbing her breasts against mine. I flinched away, but Evey followed and continued her rubbing. I felt Evey's belly touch mine and soon her entire body, from ankles to shoulders was brushing me.  Then she pressed against me  until my whole body was squirming. It felt wonderful to just touch. It was even better than using our hands. That would have been mundane, common touching and not new or as sensitive, I realized. Evey's head was dipping and twisting, following her undulating body. She was caressing my every sense.

Evelyn put her face close to mine, made eye contact and let it linger. Her eyes softened and she almost smiled. Evey ran her nose over and around mine, just touching. She asked, “Can I kiss you?” My brain shied away , but my body thrilled to such an erotic, sensuous joining. I  smiled, and opened my lips a fraction, tilted my head to the right, and put my lips on Evelyn's. Evey opened her mouth a little and ran her tongue over my lips. Her touch was gentle, sensual. She eased the tip of her tongue between my slack lips and slid it back and forth, sharing their tastes.

I touched the tip of my tongue to Evey's and gently blew. Evey's tongue  thrust forward, pressing my tongue down, dominating it. Her lips pressed hard against mine, raping my mouth.  She pressed my back all the way onto the bed, subjugating me. I couldn't move,  I felt my hot love juices squeeze dripping from my cunt,  running down my ass crack. I loved the sense of helplessness, of Evey forcing me to respond. I reveled in submission. “Do what you want to me,” I thought, unable to speak, gagged by my chained mistress' tongue and lips. “I am your slave,” I thought.

Evey continued the kiss, with hard pressure on my lips, exploring my mouth with her soft tongue. I relaxed into the kiss, returning it with all my will. I knew she had nothing else to do. Evey was her whole world and she concentrated her whole being into the kiss. Evey, too, I think, thought only of pleasuring me. When we finally came up for breath, Evey slid down my body, kissing and licking all the way. She paid special attention to the hollows under my collarbone. She made me so hot, sucking, licking and kissing my glowing skin.

She slid down so her hot mouth could fasten on my rock hard nipples. She alternated nipples, first left, then right, licking and sucking them. I was ready to burst. I had unusually long nipples, standing out an inch from the aureoles. I had not expected this slow, sensuous arousing through my breasts. All I could think about was how this would look to my strait laced friends. Here I was. naked, chained to another naked woman and having sex with her.  I felt strong arousal.

Evey shifted and I saw Tasha watching us. She had a satisfied smirk on her face. I didn't care. She was our mistress and we were obedient, but we were the one's getting orgasms.

I liked being helpless and taken by another woman. We were both slaves. We were no longer bound by any rules or expectations of others. For the first time in her life, I was free. Free to act on my desires and feelings. I had to obey my masters, so they were responsible, not me. I realized the beautiful, sensuous woman chained to me was right. The Doctor wanted us to love each other. I released my lust for Evelyn and wanted her. I was free to act on my desires and feelings. We were just slaves and would always be helpless. By the time both nipples were hard, they were aching, wanting release and her belly was aflame. I was moaning, wanting more. I  wanted ho hold and caress Evelyn, but my chained wrists made me impotent. I could only endure the sweet torture and hope for release.

I felt my nipples hardening and belly heating with love. I felt Evey's warm body caressing me as she moved. The cold, steel chain connecting us slithered over my skin.  Evey moved her head back and forth between my breasts. The rounded, obdurate steel joining my wrists pushed into my back. I loved it all. My restraints made everything I was feeling more intense. Evey and the steel subjugated me and I reveled in my subjugation, wanting it to last forever.

Evey moved lower, continuing to lick and kiss, and suck. I spread my legs to allow Evey access to my loins. I felt Evey's hot body slide down my labia lips, caressing them, driving my excitement ever higher. Evey knelt on the floor and lowered her head to my groin.

My heat skyrocketed as I felt her magic tongue approach my loins. My moan rose in pitch as my heat blossomed. My labia lips spread wide in arousal, moist with expectation. Evelyn  moved at a  deliberate pace, teasing me, drawing it out. I wanted her to hurry, to push me over the edge.   But no, she dawdled, knowing that delaying my climax was driving me crazy with desire. She  licked and nuzzled my thighs and belly,  closing in on the nexus of my lust.

She watched  the helpless contractions of my vagina.  Saw  me trying to pull a phantom penis into my body, to reach the ultimate in physical pleasure.  Evelyn licked my engorged labia lips, up one side, down the other, then reversing.  Dawdling, tantalizing me, driving me to ever more frantic heights. My gasps and moans increased in frequency and power. When Evelyn sensed I was at my peak, she thrust her tongue deep into my cunt. She took my clitoris into her mouth and sucked with all her might. I exploded.  My moans became wails. My legs snapped shut around Evelyn's head. My back arched, lifting Evelyn off the floor. Sometime later, my spasm  relaxed and I settled back down, releasing Evelyn. We were silent for long moments. Finally, Evelyn said, “Well, for a first time you certainly enjoyed it.”

I gave a choking laugh then asked, “Why didn't anyone ever tell me what it was like?”

Evelyn answered, “That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen. I don't think anyone else knew how big it would be for you. Now its my turn. Are you ready?”

We switched positions and Evelyn directed me into position. Evelyn said, “Now remember, no matter how much noise I make, wait for me to peak before you suck my clit.”

I looked  at the helpless girl below me and said, “ Shut up slave. I'm in charge now,” and began licking her breast.

Surprising me, Evelyn's orgasm was as huge as mine had been. After she had relaxed, I asked, ”Was your orgasm as spectacular as it looked? I think it was as big as mine, and mine was my first.”

Evelyn said, “It was the best I've ever had. You were great, but I think there was more to it than that. All the time I wanted to hold you and could only think about my cuffed wrists and chained neck. By the way, I  liked that they chained our collars  together. I wonder if they would send us out as a pair? I think I must enjoy bondage. I felt joy at being helpless and under your control. I think being  submissive makes sex more intense”

I said, “You mean the stupendous orgasm I felt was not normal? I sure enjoyed it. You played me like a violin and gave me more intense joy than I ever felt before. You can play me anytime!”

We were silent with our own thoughts for a while. I really enjoyed the orgasm, but I wanted a man in me. Evey surprised me when she said, "I don't belong here. I like being free. I always enjoyed traveling and seeing the world. That's not going to happen, any more, is it?"

"Evey," I said, "It doesn't look like we have a choice. We will become just what our owners want us to be. We gave ourselves to them. If they want us to travel or stay home, that's how it will be, unless you want to leave him. This is voluntary, remember? My Master has all the power. And I like that. I want to belong to a man, have great sex all the time, and have no worries except to obey my master. What could be easier or more pleasant for a woman? Relax and enjoy the ride, slave."

Tasha said, "That was a good start slaves. I'll make you better." She walked away with a clatter of her hobble. I watched her go.  She acted more dominant than I would have expected from a naked, chained slave. But her hands were free and she had a whip. I guess she was as high as a woman could go in this place. I wonder if there were any free women here. I hoped not. The ultimate humiliation would be have a free woman see me as I was. Worse yet to command me.

The clang of the door woke us. Tasha and two men entered the cell and unlocked the chain from our collars. They locked the short chain to the front of our collars and led us into a different area. Tasha and one man took me into a room and put my back against a wall. The room was small and there were only two things in the room besides us: a table and a riding crop laying on it. He locked  my collar to a chain hanging on the wall. It was tight and made me stand tall, arms pressing into the wall. He left the short chain on my collar but draped it over my shoulder so it dangled beside me. He stepped back and picked up the riding crop.

Tasha spoke, "Lori, you are new to slavery and one of the most important lessons you need to learn is that you are no longer a person. To be a true slave, to serve your Master well, you must forget you were ever a person. You no longer have any rights, can make no decisions, and must rely on your Master for everything. You must become only his girl. "What are you?"

I was confused, "Mistress, I am a slave girl."

The man stepped forward and slashed his crop across the tops of my breasts. The pain was incredible. I screamed in pain and jerked against my chains. I opened my mouth to ask what I had done but she held up her hand to stop me. "Lori, you are not a person. You may never  again refer to yourself as 'I,' understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," I choked out through my tears, but..."

"You will always use 'This girl,' or 'Your slave,' or a similar third person to refer to yourself. Now you're going to receive a little aversion therapy to aid your memory. You will say 'I' ten times, clearly and loudly and Master Michael will strike you after each one, then you will say the number and thank him for helping you remember. Take your time, but if you forget any part of it, he'll start over. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Begin."

I looked at the man and he looked somberly back at me. Best to get it over with before she adds a punishment for disobedience. "I."

He slashed his crop across my thighs and I cried out. It was painful, but better than my breasts. "One, thank you, Master."

"I."

Tasha left the room after my second stripe. Off to give Evelyn her talk, I guess.

I made it through, with red stripes all up my body, maybe an inch apart. He didn't hit my breasts again, but another one would have.

When I had finished the lesson, he spoke for the first time. "You did well, Lori. I've given this lesson to a hundred girls and you were one of the best. If you forget and use 'I' too much, I'll have to repeat your lesson. As Tasha said, you'll only be able to give your Master the best service when You stop thinking of yourself as an independent person. Now you're only a devoted extension of you Master. his desires, dreams, and hates are yours. You will never again have any of your own."

Tasha opened the door, Michael unlocked me from the wall, and led me out into the hall. Evelyn was waiting, the other man holding her chain. They took us back to our cell and locked the cell chains to our collars.

The day was young and the three of us were put into the slave's routine. The men released all the girls from their cells and unlocked our hands. Which meant they were still fasted to the back of our belts and we could only reach them about foot in front of us. They took us all into the central space in the middle of the cell block and formed us up in four rows, kneeling in the center of the room. Tasha  walked in the room and all the other girls leaned forward and put their heads on the floor. Evelyn and I stared around us until we felt the trainer's crops on our shoulders, and the command, "Head on the floor, slaves. Your Mistress has entered." I quickly put my head down like the others.

Tasha spoke, ""New girls, slaves must show obeisance, kneel and put your heads on the ground, when your Master or Mistress first enters your presence, no matter who is moving. Everyone kneel." We raised our heads and looked at Tasha who stood in front of us. She said, "Position training. New girls do what the others do. Memorize these positions and their names, numbers, and signals. Practice them in your cells. She held her arm straight out, palm facing the class, fingers and thumb spread flat, all pointing up. Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Tasha and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. It was like the kneeling position Roger had taught me except for the standing bit. I was surprised when I felt the sharp sting of an instructors whip on my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. After the room stilled, Tasha yelled, "This girl is a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "This girl is a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Tasha yelled, "This slave exists to serve her Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "This slave exists to serve her Master."

The litany continued. "This slave is only a female." "This slave  loves her chains." "This slave's duty is obedience."  "This slave's master's pleasure is her only goal." "This slave loves being a girl." "This slave  loves being a slave."

It knew it was over when Tasha held out her arm toward us again hand balled into a fist, index finger pointing toward us, and said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected ten more stripes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Tasha said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time this morning I had assumed this position.

Tasha yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "A slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Tasha yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?"

"Yes, Mistress, This slave loves her chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "Yes, Mistress, this slave loves being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Tasha went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Tasha was in great shape. We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour. The men had a much easier time trotting beside us, free of any restraints. They used their whips freely. After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Tasha sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was.

When we started flagging, Tasha slowed us back to a walk and we finished up that way. We cooled down and were allowed to shower, ten girls at a time. I was so glad to get the stink off me.

We were fed once a day after our exercises. After our shower our hands were locked high on our backs and we were lined up into four rows. I noticed one row was short two girls. When all the girls were lined up, Tasha barked, "Position three, Kneeling Display."

We all dropped to our knees and assumed the position.

The two missing girls came through a side door, both pushing a silver serving cart. They went down the rows and put a bowl of water and a bowl of food in front of each girl. When it was delivered they put the remaining bowls in front of their positions and knelt.

Tasha said, "Eat." All the girls bent forward and either lapped up some water or started eating. I heard clanks as their collar rings hit the edge of the metal bowls.

I looked at the bowl with resentment. Women shouldn't eat out of a bowl on the floor. We're not animals. I had done it before because my then Mistress or Master had ordered me to. But I didn't have any such order. I don't care if I am a slave, I'm still a woman! I was surprised by my vehemence. I hadn't felt so strongly in New York. Did I just want to rebel. Would they punish me if I didn't eat? Did I want to the  feel the whip again? Did I just want  reassurance of my status? Or did I just want to be aroused by the whip?

A man came up behind me and asked, "Do you need some help?"

I said in a soft voice, "Yes, Master."

A stinging blow landed on my shoulder. He said, “ Eat it all now!”

The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. My shoulders were on fire and my chains held me fast. I realized I had been foolish and resolved to be  obedient in the future. Slaves were not permitted dignity or allowed any independent action. “Yes, Master!” I exclaimed,  ashamed of both my submission and the sexual heat that had erupted in my belly. I felt like I would climax if he struck me one more time. I hoped he would touch me some other way.

The men watched while we ate. I ate everything in my bowl, a tasteless porridge with bits of meat and vegetable. There was no way to keep my nose ring out of the food, so I got some of the food on my nose ring and my cheeks. I licked the bowl clean when I finished. The same two girls took the bowls and wiped our faces with a damp cloth.

After our meal, we were all herded into a vast bathroom. Tasha oversaw our cleaning and grooming with a crop. We showered, shaved all the hair below our heads. We all looked like little girls, bare everywhere. Some of the girls were told to wash their hair. When we were dry we applied makeup until Tasha was satisfied. We dabbed perfume behind our ears, in our cleavage, between our legs. When we had all finished, Tasha lined us up. "You are slaves. Your only duty is to pleasure your betters. Every now and then we have a party for our friends. There will be the regulars many of you know, and a few new ones. Make them happy. Anyone may use you in any way they wish. They can whip you, fuck you, chain you, or anything that doesn't harm you. Expect both pain and pleasure. If anyone complains about your behavior, you will be punished severely .Forget any reservations. Let your beautiful bodies do what they were designed for. You are vessels of infinite pleasure. Make me proud."

I was excited, scared, and eager. What would they do to me? As we passed  out the door, our hands were locked high on our backs, wrapped a diaphanous silk skirt around our waists and we lined up in the hall. My skirt was red, but every color of the rainbow was represented. When we were all ready, Tasha led us to a large room, already full of people. Mostly men, but a few unfettered women.

There were more girls than people to use us. Many of the girls seemed to have favorites. They hurried to them and literally threw themselves at the guests.  Most were kissed, some were swatted with resultant squeals. Several of us were uncertain and became wallflowers, waiting to be plucked. It wasn't long before I was claimed. He had a flowing mustache and a deep voice. He was a good lover and took time to ensure I was satisfied too. We were together for the evening. After our first session, he said, "You're new, aren't you?"

"Yes, Master."

"I think I'll keep you tonight." He took off my skirt and left it on the floor. I was a little sorry to see it go. He led me around by my arm for a while as he talked to acquaintances. When he saw a leash hanging on a hook he put it on my nose ring and it stayed there the rest of the evening. When he finished with me he had sampled all my orifices and my ass cheeks were pink.

When the guests left we were taken to the bath, and then  locked back in our cell. We were allowed to sit and talk, or fuck, for a little while. There were no entertainment facilities except for the other girl. We were both tired and fell asleep quickly.

Most nights we talked and cuddled and learned to give each other an orgasm with no wasted motions. We agreed to limit ourselves to one orgasm each per night unless there was a special occasion. Once Tasha stopped by and we told her about our agreement to only have one orgasm apiece per night. She made us each give her an orgasm right then. That was fun too. She promised to stop by again other nights. I asked if we could have our hands unlocked and a deck of cards. I got three lashes for trying to break the rules. I didn't do that again.

Our cell block had no windows and no clock. Tasha came by and locked the cell door at bedtime. The lights were turned way down once we were all secured for the night.

Evelyn and I lay together on one cot and cuddled as best we could in our chains. It was nice to be off the floor and comforting to feel her skin against mine. The hard steel on her body was warmed by her body heat and was no more uncomfortable than mine. We held as still as possible since any motion resulted in a clatter of chain. It was all we could do.

The lights came on in the morning and we used the toilet. Soon a trainer came by and unlocked our hands and took the chain off our collars. The best we could ever get now was Position Three. Limited use. We brushed each other's hair and skimmed on a little lip gloss. There was a buzzer they used to summon us to the center of the room. We had to line up in the same four lines as yesterday. Tasha entered and we all made obeisance to her. She led us through the same position drill as yesterday, but in a different order. I got some more stripes for being uncoordinated. I'd learn, but it was harder than one might think to be graceful when your hands and feet are chained together.

Instead of exercise, we practiced our sexual skills. The men put steel tubes into receptacles on the floor then fastened cross bars to their top. The men hung bells on our nipple rings, making our rings even more demeaning. Every other girl was positioned in front of a section. Our hands locked in Position One, the most stringent. I was selected. I had a chain with a clip on each end fastened to my nose ring then was bent over the bar. My ankle chain was locked to a floor ring and a chain to my collar held my body horizontal across the bar. The other end of the chain was put on my clit ring.

The other half of the "Class" were given long, rubbery plastic dildos. Tasha said, "Girls, give these toys a good blow job. Show us your best stuff. A real woman is a good cocksucker. Every one of you will be a world class cocksucker when we're done with you."

We sucked the dildos until the trainers thought we did it well enough. They corrected us on tongue action. Sequencing from licking, sucking the end, then taking it all in our throats and pumping our heads up and down. I got several stripes and heard my dinging when I jumped. I had no idea I wasn't doing it well before. I felt degraded and worthless. It was so demeaning to have to learn to give a better blow job to a stranger holding a dildo. It felt natural to blow Roger, but not this. An artificial prick wielded by a girl. I was so helpless. The fact she was helpless too didn't matter.

After we were all good enough with mouth action, a ring gag was strapped in my mouth. I hated this. My jaw was held wide open and I started drooling immediately. The girls with the dildos went to our other ends. I didn't know what to expect.

Tasha said, "Girls, your slaves need to be well lubricated. The cocksucking may have been enough for some of these slaves, but probably not all. The first thing you need to do is get them aroused. Feel their cunts. If they're real wet, just wait a minute. It they're dry or moist we need to warm them up. If your slave is dry or moist, I want you to spank her. Because your hands are chained, use the dildo. Give her five swats, hard, on each cheek."

I was already wet, but I felt the stinging blow land on my left ass cheek anyway. I squealed and bounced my hips to no avail. She gave me the full ten and I was dripping. A spanking made me wet in no time. Oh God. I was a pain slut, too.

Tasha asked, "Anyone still have a dry twat? No? Good. Now you're going to give your slave an orgasm. She's already aroused so it won't take long. Slowly insert the dildo in her cunt. Only shove it in a little ways, them slowly pull it out. Wait a minute and put it back in, a little deeper. Tug gently on the chain from her clit ring. Keep doing this until she orgasms."

I felt the dildo doing just what Tasha said. It was so slow it was driving me crazy. I wanted it in me ore and faster. I felt my heat growing at every movement of the wonderful thing. It didn't matter that it was a sex toy. Hell, I was a sex toy. My body couldn't tell the difference. I wanted more. I felt the chain pull my clit ring. It was the final twinge I needed to throw me over the edge.

I came with a scream of pleasure. I heard other moans, gasps, and screams from the other girls.

I heard Tasha, a long ways off, say, "Girls, you were great but your slave has soiled your dildo. Go have her clean it off."

I felt the slick cock shape slide into my mouth. I licked and sucked my juices off until it was clean. The girl with the dildo ran it in and out of my mouth several times until all the thick juice was gone. I heard her whisper, "Good girl.

I didn't feel like a "Good girl." I felt like a helpless slave girl. Not only couldn't I move or protest. Another slave girl was operating my body, forcing me to an orgasm I wanted to give my Master. I wish Roger were here.

Tasha said, "Now girls, your slave has one more hole to exercise. Go back to her ass and insert the dildo in her ass hole. Be gentle and lube it first with a little of her love juice and then push and rotate until it slides in. Her hole will be tight and we're going to help loosen it."

I felt the girl rubbing the tip of the dildo in my cunt. I almost came again. I squealed when she stopped. I felt the tip poke my tight ass hole. She pushed and rotated the dildo and it forced its way into me. It didn't hurt, but it wasn't the controller, either. The thought made me a little sad. The controller gave me such wonderful orgasms and made me feel so connected to Master. I knew he was watching me, protecting me. Now I felt isolated, under the control of Tasha. I was adrift and fair game. It was terrible to be so vulnerable.

Tasha said, "Girls, You're going to give her another orgasm. As you're pushing it in and pulling it out.  Use your other hand to rub her breasts, tweak her nipple rings and pussy. And when she's almost there flick her clit ring with your finger. Maybe another tug on her clit ring, Listen for her moans and gasps."

Oh God, not my clit ring again. That was the most sensitive place on my body. All the sensations going on aroused me. The dildo going in and out, just like in my pussy. My distaste changed to lust. It didn't matter that it wasn't my Master, now every one, slave or free was my mistress or master. I was everyone's slave. Suddenly it was perfectly natural. It was just another way for a female to accommodate a male. Who cared if that way didn't make babies. It was obviously well designed to please a man. My ass hole was tighter and hotter than my cunt. As the dildo gave me intense feelings I remembered the only mission in a slave girl's life was to pleasure men. Her nimble fingers in my cunt and on my nipples combined to take me to the brink of orgasm.. Finally the flash of wonderful pain in my clit set me off like a spark causing an explosion. My orgasm was much bigger than the last one. I hooted, and squealed and screamed through my ring gag. Through my throes

I felt her remove the dildo and felt an overwhelming sense of loss. It would be so nice to have one in our cell at night?

Tasha's voice came again, "Now girls, you have given your slave  pleasure. And improved her training. Now she gets to repay you. Go to her head and grasp her leash. Pull her nose to your cunt. Release the chain to her collar. Make her lick and tongue you to orgasm. Make her clean you after your orgasm. Small tugs on her clit ring will make her work harder. Go."

She pulled my nose into her already moist cunt. It wasn't Evelyn, but she tasted similar. She said, "Stick out your tongue and lick my labia.  Both sides.  Faster.  Harder."  

Her love juices were flowing now.  She was salty and sweet.  I tasted woman for second time.  I was getting aroused now.  I wanted to feel a tongue too.  I heard a slight moan from her."  Now stick your tongue in my slit and keep licking.  Harder."  The moans were coming faster now. Her juices were flowing faster. I felt her body quivering under me.  "Now feel my clit.  Suck it, hard.  Keep on sucking." I took her ring into my mouth and sucked as hard as possible.  She exploded under me.  Her body spasmed and she arched her back so hard she threw herself back away from me.  My face was wet with her secretions. She was screaming, "Yes, Yes."

As I recovered the men released me. Then the roles were reversed. My tormentor, who wielded the dildo that took me to the depths of degradation was mine to torment. I knew it was wrong to feel like I was getting even. She had no choice and I enjoyed it, physically. It was the mental anguish that went along with my helplessness that chafed. I knew if I didn't do exactly as Tasha ordered, I would be whipped.

Tasha ordered us to take the dirty dildos to the shower and clean them, then return to our stations. I went with the others and obeyed. I followed Tasha's commands and reamed out all of the girl's holes. I felt better as her cries of pleasure joined the others. I was helping her to orgasm and she liked it. I felt the very good indeed when I spanked her. It was great fun whipping her and hearing her moans of pleasure. Almost like those she made while having a real orgasm. It made me hot inside too.

The men released the girls and we all got to take a shower. We were assembled again in the room and one of the men addressed us. He said, "Slaves, you are here to become a joy for men. You will receive much pleasure too. Tasha is first girl and you must obey her. But she is a slave too. Lest she forget her place, periodically we remind her. Tasha will now undergo the same training you just received."

He motioned to Tasha to go to the rail. Her hands were put in Position One. Her ankle chain locked to a ring. She was bent over the bar and her collar chained to a floor ring. The double ended leash and bells put on her rings. The man picked up a dildo and handed it to a girl. "Proceed," he said.

I had mixed feelings about watching Tasha exercised and brought to orgasm. I watched the girls around me and saw a swirl of emotions. On one hand she made us do things, on the other she wasn't mean, just doing what the men told her. Maybe the anguish I felt was for all the women. We were seeing the affirmation that all women were less than all men. That we were their toys, their playthings. All our education, our accomplishments were as nothing compared to male strength and determination. It was strange to feel both sorrow for females and joy for men. How delightful to belong to a strong man.

Then we were put back in our cells and allowed to rest for an hour. Evelyn and I sat on our cots and talked about our experiences. What we hated, liked, and tolerated. For me the anal sex was an eye opener. I had always thought it obscene and possibly painful. I could never know what it felt like for a man, but I learned it was extremely pleasant for me. I wanted my Master, whoever it was to do it to me. I found I had a strong submissive bent. I enjoyed being helpless and forced to pleasure. Maybe it was just my mind choosing the least uncomfortable positions. I knew I was going to be helpless and subjugated the rest of my life. I would always be tightly chained and never given a chance to escape. The human mind's ability to rationalize its own shortcomings is near infinite. My subconscious may have just decided to make me happy with a slave's life. Or maybe I was always a closet submissive who outed myself.

Our hands were in Position Three. I sat cross legged and idly played with my ankle chain as we talked. I said, "Evelyn, this slave enjoyed this last session. A week ago, this slave had never had anything in my bottom. Then Roger, and the controller and now today. This slave never imagined the pleasure one could get from anal sex. This slave just thought it was something a girl did to make the man feel better."

"Yeah, me too. I'd never done it before a few days ago either. This slave watched a porn video where the girl made it look painful, but it wasn't," she responded. "This slave got an orgasm from it. Maybe we could do it here?"

"No dildo," I said."

"Maybe we don't need one. Remember all the feelings came from the entrance. That's where the nerves are. Maybe a finger or two would be enough. We have a sink and can wash after."

OK. We experimented. It was all new to us . I began t think of Evelyn as a new sex toy I could do anything I wanted with. I'm sure she viewed me in the same way. She was great fun t play with. Always up for something new or pleasurable. We had nothing in our cell to play with except for some makeup and each other. We started using the makeup to give us new, exotic looks. Or silly looks. Or anything we could think of. It was not a rich environment and most of the time our hands were locked in Position One. All we could do was use our mouths for sex and talking.

We had pleasured each other and were back on our cots idly talking about shopping in a mall. We heard girls being taken out then brought back a few minutes later. The sounds of us walking was unique. Soon, Tasha came in looking none the worse for her treatment. She released us from our wall chain, said only, "Come on," and led us to a small room. She locked my wrist cuffs together so the chain joining them hung loose. She fastened a chain hanging from the ceiling to them then she pushed a button on the wall that lifted the chain. My arms were lifted until my toes just reached the ground.

She said, "Evelyn, give Lori twenty stripes. If I don't see a stripe after you swing, I'll have you give her another, so swing hard,"

Evelyn said, "Yes, Mistress."

I heard the swish of the whip and felt the stinging blow hard on its heels. I danced around and gasped. The next blows landed in quick succession, making me scream with the pain. They were so close together I had no feelings of arousal. I just hurt.

She finished and Tasha let me down. Evelyn was flushed with exertion and something more. She blushed scarlet and smiled with guilty pleasure when I looked at her.

Tasha suspended Evelyn as I had been and handed me the whip. She said, "Twenty hard strokes and I need to see a red stripe after each blow. Hit her ass hard."

I remembered how much it hurt and supposed I wouldn't like it either. After the first two or three strokes I found whipping her to be quite enjoyable. I loved the sounds she made and I enjoyed wielding such control over her. No wonder guys like whipping us so much. It made me aroused.

Tasha took us back to our cell and locked us in place. I heard more girls being taken out and returned.

Our prison/training facility/slave farm, whatever, had a beauty salon. Tasha took us there and told the slave girl there to trim our hair, shave our bushes, and put our Id. numbers on us. I thought , "Oh no. Not a tattoo or a brand." Our hands were in Position One so we couldn't do anything but wait. I knew trying to talk the girl out of it would be fruitless so I just asked, "Id. numbers, what did she mean?"

The girl said, "This slave's Anne." She was a redhead, smiled and said, "We all get them. You can't see them unless you look in the right place. And it doesn't hurt. This slave numbs the place first. See," She used her hand to pull her lower lip down and there was her number on the inside of her lip. This slave's done dozens of them and no one said they hurt.

She was as good as her word. I went first and sat in a barber's chair, she trimmed my hair and shaved my bush. I know some girls think their bush is important and equate shaving it to nudity. But I don't feel that way. I've always shaved mine for summer and bikinis. Evelyn seemed to care more about hers. What the heck. It grows back. Besides, in our current fix, that's the least embarrassing thing. We were naked and chained. Permanently. Slave girls forever.

Then Anne swabbed something terrible tasting on my lip. It got numb and she pulled my lip out with one hand and applied my number with her other. It was done in a minute and I got up with a numb lip. I looked in a mirror and couldn't see anything but my neatly trimmed hair. Evelyn was done just as quickly and we were let out the door and told to go to our cell. We did, because, well, there was nowhere else we could go.

The afternoon's exercise was a surprise. A large screen TV was hung on a wall. Tasha lined us up in our familiar four rows and played a You Tube video of the Crazy Horse dancers in Paris. She told us we were going to copy one of the numbers for our exercise. She played the video and I could see us doing it. Our chains wouldn't hinder us. The dancer's arm and leg movements were small because of the small stage they worked on. Tasha assigned several of us to a specific dancer. She played the video several times while we mapped out our dancers foot and hand movements on paper. Then we practiced those movements. Tasha and the men used their whips a lot at first. By the end of the day we were close enough we practiced together as a troupe and Tasha praised us. She said, "Slaves, you looked pretty good. We're going to practice this until we look as graceful as those dancers. Then you're going to do a show for your masters."

We were fed after that. We ate with our hands locked in Position Two. It was still demeaning to eat off the floor. The men would sit at a table and watch us, commenting on someone's grace, or anatomy, or where our food ended up. It was at times exciting to be watched by men and sometimes shaming when they pointed out sloppiness.

After dinner, Tasha took us to our cell and changed my world for the worse. She released Evelyn's wrists and said, "Lori, from now on you are low girl and Evelyn's slave. You will obey her and every other slave as if they were me. Evelyn will have a key to your wrist lock and a whip if you misbehave. Evelyn, you are responsible for Lori. If she breaks a rule and you don't punish her, your roles will be reversed. From now on your wrists will not be locked at night. Lori's are up to you. Is there anything else you want to control her?"

Evelyn looked at me with a predatory smile. She said, Yes, Mistress. Since Lori is now low girl, this slave would like a better way to control her. Could she have a leash installed on her nose ring?"

"Of course," Tasha said, "is that all?

"Mistress, Lori can be a little proud. It would be good if she was more aware of her low status, wouldn't it?"

"Yes," said Tasha, "do you have something in mind?"

"Lori would be ever so much more respectful if she had to keep her head down, wouldn't she, Mistress?"

"I see," said Tasha, "excellent idea, but only sometimes?"

"Oh yes, Mistress", said Evelyn, "She should be able to relax when we're alone. Or if full motion is required."

"All right, "said Tasha, "would you like to watch?"

"Please, yes, Mistress."

Tasha put a leash on my nose ring and led me to the shop. Evelyn followed on her own. I was strapped to a post so I couldn't move. The smith got a light chain and put a big ring on one end for a handle and cut open the last link. He squeezed it shut on my nose ring and soldered it shut. He had a clever metal shield to protect me from the heat. Soon he was done with my new leash. But there was more. He pulled my head forward with the leash and measured the distance from my nose ring to my nipple rings. He cut two short chains , put a spring catch on both of them and affixed one to each of my nipple rings. He pulled my head down again and clipped both catches to my nose ring.

I could only straighten my head up at the expense of lifting my heavy breasts by their rings. I tried lifting my head and pain shot through both my nipples and my nose. I desisted immediately. Relaxing to the inevitable I could not see Tasha or Evelyn's breasts. At last he freed me from the post. The leash dangling from my nose ring was heavy and was never still. Tasha said, "Take charge of your slave, Evelyn."

Evelyn took my leash in her hands and held it close to my face. She used it to shake my head back and forth. It was irresistible and my breasts waggled below my eyes. I was now the lowest of all humans. Slave of a slave. I wondered what I had done to deserve this. I always tried to be obedient. Was there some reason I was chosen for this role?

Tasha and Evelyn led me back to our cell. Tasha locked the wall chain to both our collars.  Evelyn moved my hands to Position One, the most restrictive.

Evelyn said, "Your wrists almost reach your collar. I will have them there in a week. Then you can get rid of that chain dangling down behind you. Won't that be nice, Lori?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, "is this slave going to be punished?"

"Only if you are bad, slave girl. You will be owned and controlled, but not abused. Come here."

She sat on the edge of her cot and I walked to her."

"Kneel between my legs, slave." I knelt and she took the clips off my nose ring and let them dangle from my nipple rings. Even after such a short time, it felt good to straighten my neck. She pulled on my leash, guiding my face between her legs. Her hand held my leash tight, her hand touching my nose.

"Lick my pussy, slave, both sides and keep licking. "

I licked hard, her grip kept my nose stationary. I reached as far down as possible then pushed my tongue hard against her labia lips, pulling it up. I stuck it out again and stroked her other lip. Then I thrust my tongue between her lips, forcing my way into her hidden cleft. I kept licking, pushing hard. I felt her love juice trickling into her pussy, wetting my tongue and her inner recess. Evelyn was moaning in pleasure but her grip on my leash never wavered. My nose was firmly settled in her loins and I knew it would not come out until my new mistress orgasmed.

Her moans grew louder as I stroked her with my tongue. I found her clit ring and flicked it with the tip of my tongue. She gasped and I knew she was close. I used my tongue to lift her clit into my mouth and I sucked on it. She came in an explosion of sound and a flood of love juice. She spasmed hard, screaming, "Yes, Yes." She pushed me away and curled into a fetal position on her cot. I stayed kneeling. It was my last order. I could be whipped if I moved. She relaxed and said, "Good work, girl. I'm going to enjoy having you as my slave."

"Thank you, Mistress. May this slave have an orgasm, too?"

Evelyn said, "Why not. Stand up and go stand against the foot of your cot and bend over at the waist."

I stood and did as ordered.. She came over and slid the pad up so the wire mesh base was exposed below me. She threaded my leash through the wire. She said, "Keep your knees locked against the frame and spread your legs wide."

She tied my leash to my ankle chain, pulling it tight. My forehead rested on the pad. I couldn't move at all. She was quite clever.

Swish-Thwack. I felt the bite of her whip on my ass. I jumped, hurting my nose. I squealed and she said, "Not a word out of you or you'll spend the night like this."

"Yes, Mistress. Not a word."

Her fingers touched my lips and she said, "Open for me."

I opened my mouth and I felt her fingers slip inside and touch my tongue and slide around my lips. They caressed my jaw and slid down my neck to my collar. They leapt over my metal and caressed my dangling breasts, roaming around and under them. She cupped first one breast then the other, lifting, weighing them. She grasped my nipple rings and tugged them, ever so gentle. She pinched my nipples and twisted them. It felt wonderful. She stayed there for a minute, caressing my breasts and tugging on my nipple rings. Then they drifted down my back. Stroking my bound arms on their way to feel the ridge of my single whip mark. They slid into my crack and circled my asshole. They continued on to my pussy and I felt a finger dive between my nether lips to arouse me even more. They rubbed me just like my tongue had rubbed her moments before. They flicked my dangling clit ring. The instant response of my manifold nerve endings kicked my belly into high arousal. They left me then and I knew what to expect next.

Swish-Thwack. The second stripe burned its way into my core, fanning my arousal. I was close to coming, but not quite. I heard myself moaning in need. Just a little more, Mistress. Her cruel, nimble, wonderful fingers grasped my clit ring and tugged. In an instant I came. It was glorious I spasmed and moaned. I screamed my pleasure, but I remembered. Not a word.

When I relaxed she untied my leash from my ankle chain and said, "Kneel, Slave."

I knelt, facing her, making sure my posture was correct. I said, "Thank you, so much, Mistress. That was wonderful."

"My pleasure, Lori. It was pleasant seeing you squirm under my control. You are like the best puppy ever. You will do anything I want. You're so responsive You'd die of frustration if you don't have an orgasm every hour."

"Mistress, its not my fault," I protested. "This slave never used to be like this. Completely normal until this place put me on a steady diet of ten orgasms a day. My body has been conditioned to continuous sex just like all of us. Forgive me for asking, but don't you feel the same way?"

"Yes," she said, "but now every other girl in here can make you give them an orgasm. You're the only one here like that."

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I had been helplessly chained after dinner. Now three more chains dangled from me, setting me apart and below every other slave here. They had been added to me to punish me, to put me below the rest of the herd. I had no idea why I was singled out. But it was clear I was to learn deep submission. I felt wetness on my cheeks and raised my eyes. Tears were running unbidden down my cheeks. I couldn't wipe then. I turned to Evelyn and wailed," Mistress, why does this slave deserve this?"

She stood and came to me. She put her arms on my waist and pulled me close. She kissed my cheeks and said, "Lori,

this slave doesn't know why, but will take good care of you and we'll have fun. Think of this as just another role to play. This has to be part of your training. Your Master has something in mind for you and you must try and please him. Be the best slave girl you can and this will soon be over. You must be special in some way for them to do this."

It was time for the lights to be turned off. We went to bed. Evelyn let me sleep with her. My hands were still locked to the back of my collar. I was adapting to this. As she said. My wrist cuffs were now only two links below the ring. Soon she would be able to lock them directly to my collar. I guess it as a milestone, but it wouldn't make my life any better. We lay in a spoon position. Both on our sides, me inside her. She wrapped her arms around me. It felt safe and secure. In the morning she didn't release my hands. Instead she washed me off and did my makeup. Then she took me to the front of our cell and used my new nipple chains to fasten me to the bars. She pushed my chest against the bars and squeezed my breasts between them. Then she pulled the chains tight so my nipples were almost touching and clipped the chains in place.

There's just no predicting how low you can be taken until you're in the power of a creative mind.

*
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