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Prolog

Book 1: Submission.  Lori is tormented by a recurring dream of love, sex, and submission that has ruined her social life. She has thrown herself into her work as a masseuse to New York's wealthy women. She confides her problems with Evelyn. a client and manager of The Vault, a BDSM club. Evelyn convinces Lori to let a friend of hers act as her Dom for one scene. Lori falls under the spell of Roger Frost, a prominent lawyer. He spanks her, subtly, erotically, to a public orgasm. 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 She leaves with a task: within a week decide if she wants to be his slave. She dithers and can't wait a week. Evelyn takes her, temporarily, to show her a slaves life. Lori welcomes slavery and wants Roger. But Evelyn enjoys her and won't let her go until the week is up. Evelyn teaches Lori the meaning of subjugation and obedience.




Book 3: Controlled.  Evelyn takes Lori deeper into submission. She learns she must obey all fee 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. 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.




Book 4:  Training. Chains and incredible sex are merely the frosting on a slave girl's life. They are pierced, ringed, and learn to live in chains. The whip is a strong inducement for learning. They achieve perfection in posture, obeisance, cleaning, serving, and, above all, obedience. They become masters of sex and obedience.


Enslaved Book 5 

The routine continued. Sex practice in the morning. Positions practice in the middle of the day. Exercise in the afternoon. Feeding time at what I thought of as dinner time. Then all the other girls got some free time and that was when they played with me. It was also the time I cleaned up. As low girl. I got to sweep the floors and clean the toilets and sinks. The other girls would tease me and make me eat their cats. Usually only Evelyn gave me an orgasm. The day after my demotion, my world changed again.

Tasha took me out of our cell on a leash and left Evelyn chained within. She took me to a part of the building I had not seen before. A long hall with numbered doors every twenty feet. She took me in number fourteen. The room had comfortable furniture, like a living room. A chain hung down through a hole in the ceiling. Tasha positioned me under the chain. Unlocked my hands, locked them to the hanging chain, still behind me, and left without a word. I couldn't sit or kneel, my hands were held too high. I could wander in a circle but couldn't touch anything. I just stood and waited. Being a slave girl gives you great patience. You never get to decide what or when to do anything. Someone else decides and tells you to do it. No worries, mate.

The door opened and a strange man entered.  He looked familiar, like I had seem him somewhere, but nothing else. Is he here to return me to my true Master? Hope springs up in my chest and I try to run to him, but I'm pulled up short by the chain. "Help.  Please help me go to my Master!"

He stopped just inside the door and closed it. He has a Cheshire Cat grin on his face and all he says is, "Lori, you're looking good."

I tried again, "Help me, please. They are so cruel. This slave needs her Master. Will you tell him, please? They whip me and rape me daily without cause."

He said, "Lori, I thought you were not supposed to speak unless you had permission. And you're required to address men as Master. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Master. Please forgive this worthless slave."

"Lori, you've been disrespectful and broken your rules. I have a duty to live by those rules while I'm a guest here." He walked back to the door and pushed a button. The chain retracted into the ceiling, pulling my arms up. I knew despair. he wasn't going to help me. I wish my Master would come.

My arms went up until my body was horizontal and my arms straight up in the air. My toes barely touched the carpet. When he walked into my field of view he had a limber yellow cane in his hands.

"You're not going to help me, Master?" He was the first new face I'd seen since going into 'Training.' I had to know for sure.

He said, "I'm going to help you, Lori."

"Swish. Thwack." The pain exploded in my ass. I squealed and danced. I swayed in a circle as my toes pushed me out of contact with the floor. I became a striped pendulum as the incredible pain tore through my body. I gasped, "Master, I'm sorry. Please forgive me."

"Swish. Thwack."

I begged and screamed but he didn't stop until I had received twenty hard strokes on my ass. I hung there sobbing and dimly became aware of him moving around in the room. When my tears stopped I was quiet and still.

He lowered the chain and said, "Kneel." I did and chain was low enough it didn't drag on my arms. He stood looking at me. I made sure my posture was perfect. I dared not raise my head enough to look at his face.

"It looks like you've had an interesting experience, Lori."

"Yes, Master, One could say that." I felt a flurry of emotions. I was terrified of his cane. I wanted to reach him to convince him I needed help. I was enthralled by his strength. I felt hope slipping away. He was a man. What man would free a slave such as me. I was his to do with as he pleased. His power over me was infinite My power to resist him was nonexistent. Even if my limbs were free, my fear of his masculine power would compel me to obey him. Nothing outside this room mattered now. He had but to command me.

"What would you call it?"

"Master, it was terrifying, painful, tiring, erotic, pleasurable and terrible."

"OK. Stand up."

I stood and he removed the hanging chain from my wrists. He pulled my hands into Position One and locked them to my collar. He walked to my front and took one nipple chain in each hand.  He pulled me forward and I hurriedly stepped close. He said, "These are intriguing I don't believe I've seen these before.  Are they punishment?"

"Master, I do not know.  They were put on me just yesterday."

"Were you told what they were for?"

"Master, my mistress had them put on me to increase my humility."

"Have they?"

"They force me to look at the floor when I speak to a person.  They make it impossible for me to look anyone in the eye, so I guess so."

"Do you dislike the person who put them on you?"

"No, Master. I know I am a slave. I expect people to do anything they want to me.  I hope my humility will improve so my Mistress does not think I need them anymore."

He said, "Tilt your head forward and I'll try these interesting nipple chains."

I tilted my head forward and he clipped my nipple chains to my nose ring.

He said, "Lift your head until it becomes painful then hold there."

"Yes, Master." I slowly lifted my head until my breasts had lifted an inch or so and they began to hurt.

He said, "They look effective. If you lift your eyes, can you see my face?"

"I tried. "No. Master. I can only see your belt buckle."

"Good. Hold there." He took my leash and led me to the kitchen. He filled a shallow bowl with water and set it on the floor. "Kneel and drink the water."

I obeyed. I had to wriggle around to get in position. Because of the nipple chains I had to get my breasts on the floor before I could get my tongue in the water. I lapped water until he said, "Enough. Kneel."

I straightened up and he removed my nipple chains from my nose.  Thank God.

I wanted him in me. I was awash with lust. My belly was clenching and I was so hot. Yet, I couldn't even see his face. I took a huge chance. "Master, may I speak?"

Bill said, "Yes. Go."

"Master, this slave, hopes you will take her. She submits herself to you completely and without reservation. She will obey you without hesitation and with great pride. Please taste your slave so that she may pleasure you."

He said, "Stand up." I was afraid he might punish me again. He led me back to the hanging chain and locked it to the ring on the back of my belt. He said, "Spread your legs wide. Keep them like that." He raised the chain until it was tight.

He looked through some drawers and returned with a bright red ball gag. "Open." I did. He inserted it into my mouth and strapped it tight.

I was naked and helpless, feet tied apart, hands locked to the back of my collar. I was in submissive heaven. Lust raged through my belly. My love juices were hot and making my cunt slippery. I wanted a man in me.

He took hold of my leash and said, "Bend forward at your waist. Lock your legs straight. Don't bend them." He pulled my leash down and back. I bent forward to relieve the strain on my nose.  Finally he stopped pulling when my body was parallel to the floor and my breasts were dangling below me. I watched the chains on my nipple rings sway in front of my eyes. I hope he doesn't find a use for them right now. He tied the leash to my ankle chain then he stood beside me.

Surprising me, he stroked my breasts with one hand and my labia lips with the other. He was gentle, but the impact was huge. My nipples hardened into hard rocks, aching  and wonderful. I heard a low moan and realized it was me. My cunt was awash with love juices. I felt the lubrication on his stroking fingers. He moved his fingers just a little, then pinched and pulled and rubbed my sensitive clit. I exploded with a thunderous orgasm. I wailed and gasped into my gag, my body quivering in his  gentle grasp. Everything grew dark.

Finally, I came down and stopped quivering. He asked,  “Liked that, did you?” He pulled the gag from my mouth and I worked my jaw into usefulness. My mouth was dry.

“Oh my God, I loved it. Where did you learn how to do that?”

“Its  part of the physical education curriculum at the better public schools,” he smirked. “But now its time you received your well deserved punishment, Now that you're all warmed up.”

“Oh, No, Master, ”I wailed, “I couldn't stand it. Every nerve I have is standing on end. It would kill me.”

“It didn't last time, Love,” he said. He raised the gag back to my lips and I asked, "Please can I have some water first? He just squatted beside me pulled my breast toward him and sucked my nipple until it was rock hard. My belly started flipping and flopping. God, he made me hot. I realized I was drooling. I guess I don't need water now. I opened my mouth and he strapped the gag back into place. He picked up his cane and gave me twenty hard strokes, stopping to rub and feel my cunt between each stroke.

I screamed  into my gag, for the pain, but also for the heat in my belly. The pain was awful and somehow it grew to be wonderful. My belly lurched and beat. I could feel streams of love juices flowing down my thighs.

When he stopped, he said, "I felt two more orgasms so I guess you liked the cane a lot, huh?”

I  nodded my head very slightly, in agreement. I wanted to ask him for more, but the gag stopped me. I groaned in frustration.

He kicked my feet further apart and impaled me in one quick thrust with his engorged penis. The huge prick slid into me, forcing my nether lips and inner muscles far apart. It was the most wonderful feeling. I felt my muscles clench around his magnificent shaft, trying to pull it into me. He was well endowed. My belly muscles spasmed again and again around his cock, pulling him ever deeper into me. The slippery friction of his pounding deep into my sopping cunt was heaven. It felt even better than those induced by his fingers or belt. I felt his cock grow larger. The gushing seed pushed me over the edge once more. We came together into that wonderful shared pleasure. After it was over, his cock subsiding within me, I felt my muscles still trying to pull him into just one more effort.

Some time later, he pulled away and closed his zipper. He freed my leash and took the chain off my belt. He led me back into the kitchen and had me kneel in a corner. He locked my leash to a ring on the wall and said, "Stay." He went into the bathroom and I heard water running. I could stand to pee now and wash up, I thought. When he came back he unlocked me and took me into the bath.

He locked my leash to a wall ring and unlocked my hands to Position Three. He smiled and said, "You were quite good, Lori. Clean up, Use the toilet. Redo your make up. Call when you're done."

I grinned back, "Yes, Master."

I used the toilet and cleaned myself. I was doing my makeup and discovered I was humming. I realized I was happy. I wasn't being rescued. I was being used as my trainers expected. I was an easy lay, a good lay. I was a slave girl with a man. I seldom felt this good before I was taken. Would I be happy if I was rescued? Did striving and trying to be like men fit me now that I realized how happy simple obedience could make me? Well, it didn't matter 'cause I wasn't being rescued.

"Master, I called, "I'm done." And I was done. Done with my old life.

He came into the bath and I stood to face him. I was glad he was there.  I was glad he was my master, even if only for a while.  This looked like a visit and he had a family.  I crossed my hands behind me with a small clinking of their chain and stood tall in front of him.  I lifted my face and opened my lips in invitation.  He accepted and it was the most wonderful kiss of my master.  He was my world and I would do nothing without his command.  I was content to stay in this kiss forever.  My will to do anything evaporated when our lips touched.

He broke the kiss and said, "Lori, you are every man's dream.  Now turn around." He locked my hands to the back of my collar and unlocked my leash from the ring. I watched him unlock my leash and wondered at myself.  I had not minded being chained to that ring.  He had wanted me to use the facility and stay there until finished.  He could have left me loose in there, but he chose to keep me on a short leash.  He was willing to spend a few moments more of his time controlling me.  I was important to him.  I didn't mind having no choices.  Writ large, all of my past concerns, angers, unhappiness were the result of women making bad choices.  Choosing to compete with men was a fool's errand.  No matter how good we were at it, we were always unhappy.  We had evolved to help men and support them while they managed the world. We belonged under them.

I stood and followed the tug on my neck. I heard a door close behind me. "Stop." He removed my gag and blindfold. He was tall, at least six three and muscular. His complexion was dark and he wore western style casual clothes. He fastened a chain hanging from the ceiling to the back of my collar and moved the original chain to hang over my shoulder and down my back.

He stepped to the wall and flipped a switch. The new chain he had put on my collar retracted into the ceiling and pulled me up and forward. There was a wide stool or small platform in front of me. "Step up onto the stool."

I stepped onto it. It was firm.  My leash kept rising until it was tight and I had to  hold my head high. He pulled my feet as far apart as my shackles allowed and fastened them in place with straps. He unlocked my hands from my back and pulled them in front. It felt so good to have my hands back in front, even if I couldn't move them very far. He walked around me, feeling my muscles, lifting my breasts, saying nothing, but smiling all the time. I got the feeling he was enjoying just looking at me. He said, "Very nice. You must exercise regularly.""

"Yes, I do."

Swish - smack. A burning line of pain erupted in my ass. I squealed and put my hands over the burn and rubbed it.

Always address any man as "Master. Understand?"

"I'm sorry Master. Please forgive me. I do understand."

"Good. Behave yourself and that won't be necessary. Put your hands in front of you."

"Hold still, Margie is going to measure you now."

"Yes, Master." I didn't know if he expected a response, so I erred on the safe side and gave one.  I didn't expect I was being measured for clothes. A woman stepped in front of me and set a stepstool down. She climbed up two steps so she could easily reach my hands. She had a cloth tape in her hand. She started at my restrained hands, measuring everything from the length of each finger to the breadth of my palm. Every join in my arms and legs, measurements every few inches down my torso. My hat size, the distance between my ears and nose. She used calipers to measure the thickness of my septum and my earlobes, the length and width of my nipples. She would take a measurement, and call out its name and the value. There must have been a recorder or a scribe taking these all down. There seemed to be hundreds of them. She measured everything about my girl parts. The length  and thickness of my labia lips, the size of my anus opening, the width of my love canal. But she saved the best for last. My breasts. After I thought she was done, after she measured everything about my feet, she said, "Un-augmented breasts, slightly over "C" size, -conical and erect. Very impressive girl. You are a beautiful young woman."

I didn't know what to say, if anything. He made me call him Master, but he said nothing about her. I figured the safest thing was to ask him. "Master, you have not yet told me how I should address women?"

He smiled at me and said, "Very good. Always ask if you're unsure. Margie is a free woman, so address her as Mistress.."

Thank you, Master. Thank you, Mistress. I've been fortunate with my body."

She held up a set of rings and found the one she could just pull a breast through.. It was painful. She would push the ring onto the breast, grab my nipple and pull the breast through the ring. If it was too easy, she'd try again with a smaller ring. It hurt when she pinched my nipple and even more when she pulled me through a tight ring. Finally she finished and stepped off the stool. He came forward and said, "Hands behind you now. "

I put my hands behind me and he locked them to the back of my belt then unstrapped my feet from the platform. "Step down." I obeyed. He took hold of the chain still hanging from my collar. Margie handed him a piece of paper with several numbers circled. He led me out a different door and down a corridor. He led me into a workshop and handed my chain and the piece of paper to a man the same height as him, but twice as wide. He wasn't fat, just very big. He must have weighed three hundred pounds. The recipient looked at the paper and said, "OK, boss." The "Boss" walked out the door.  I was sure I wasn't going to like what was going to happen now. I looked around and it was clear that the big man was going to make sure my freedom ended. There was nothing but machinery, tools, metal bars and chains in the shop. I had watched enough "B" movies to understand his job was to put me in irons.

The big man led me to a workbench and locked the end of my chain to a ring on the end of the bench. A young man came over and the big man handed him the paper. Without a word, the young man walked away with the paper in hand. The smith, I guess, pulled a tall stool and a wooden stand over close to me and said, "Sit."

I sat on the stool and he lifted my feet onto the stand. He used a hammer and chisel to open my shackles and tossed them on the bench. The young man came back pushing a cart. I could see the means of my bondage lying on top, all in gleaming stainless steel. A wide collar for my neck, bands for my wrists and ankles and slim chains to join them. There was something like a steel belt on the cart, too. It was as wide as the collar but with a larger diameter. Save for their intended purpose, I thought them elegant and pretty.

The smith took the shackles off the cart and set them on the stand between my feet. They were pretty, like jewelry. He lifted one anklet and pulled it apart. The band separated into two halves, the inner one had the chain attached, and he placed it on my ankle. I felt the cool metal snuggle around my skin. making perfect contact all around. He placed the other half on me and wiggled it into place. The band fit me like a glove. Fear mixed with delight raced around my brain. It was beautiful. It was implacable. Once on me, I knew I would always be hobbled. Unable to run or kick . Always forced to be restrained in my movements, unable to ride a horse or most bicycles. Always to be laughed at and shamed. I begged, "Please Master, don't put that on me. Master doesn't need them. I'll be very obedient.."

He laughed, "Silly girl, you are a slave. You'll wear what master wants."

He picked two small stainless pins from the cart. He slid them into holes on the bottom of the anklet and used a screwdriver to screw them in place. They were what held the two halves together. I had a sudden hope. Someone with a screwdriver could also remove the pins and set me free. He stopped before the screw threads were fully inside the band. He squeezed a few drops of a clear liquid on the visible threads before screwing them all the way inside. I saw each one bottom out in the band, but the screw heads were still visible. He gave each head a final twist and the head broke off the shaft, flush with the metal of the band.

My heart sank. The screws were designed for the heads to twist off, leaving no way to unscrew them. The bands would have to be cut off if they were ever to leave me. The clear liquid must have been super glue, not lubricant. I was going to wear these a very long time. Still they were beautiful. It gleamed and hugged my limb as if made for it. Its curved oval was a perfect fit for the complex curve of my ankle. snug, but not tight, I watched as he tested its fit. His gentle wiggle caused it to move not at all, yet it wasn't tight. There would be no rubbing and irritation as I learned to walk with this extra weight, the shorter stride, the shaming jingle and clatter of every step.

He put the linked band on my other ankle with the same care as the first. When he was done, he lifted my feet off the stand by their chain and set them on the floor. "Stand up. Walk around." I obeyed. They fit perfectly and were definitely more comfortable than the heavy shackles they replaced.. The chain between my ankles was maybe fourteen inches long. Enough for a step, but less than I normally strode. I would have to learn quickly or I'd be coming up short and maybe tripping all the time. There was enough for me to walk up stairs, but only if I put my foot all the way on the step. 

If I put my feet together, the center link of the chain lay flat on the ground. If they let me have shoes, that wouldn't be a problem, otherwise I'd have to be careful not to snag it on branches and rocks.

He sat me down on the stool again and used the hammer and chisel to pry my manacles open. The bands for my wrists were not connected by a chain. They varied in thickness, too. The inner part was a little thicker than the rest. He showed me how part of the engraved design was actually a staple that folded up so my wrist could be fastened to something. He folded it back down and fit it on my wrist, he put the outer half in place and inserted the locking pins. It fit snugly and felt implacable. I knew they were permanent. One word kept resonating in my head, "Slave."

I watched him insert the securing pins and screw them partly in. I saw the container for the clear liquid. It was super glue. He put a few drops on the last threads before screwing them in. I looked carefully at the pin itself. It narrowed to a tiny waits just under the screw head. I watched as the screw went in easily then stopped as it bottomed out. The muscles in the smith's arm bulged a little as he applied enough force and the head popped off the screw and fell on the bench, taking any hope of freedom with it.

The next bracelet went on the same way. He  pulled my hands behind me and used a padlock to fasten my bracelets together. "Stand up."

He pulled me to the bench and opened my belt. and dropped it on the bench.

I stood and he fitted the belt around my waist. It was tight, like a narrow corset, but not uncomfortable. It had the same engraved design on it as my bracelets and I could see it on the collar too. In addition to the retracting staples in the design, the belt had a fixed staple holding a large ring at the rear. He had his assistant hold it in place while he installed the pins. After the belt was in place, the smith opened the padlock securing my wrists, put it through the ring and locked it. Now my hands were held firmly at the small of my back. Great.

The collar was next. He had me kneel beside a huge anvil and his hammer soon open my collar. I was glad to be rid of its ugly weight, even if only briefly. He held up my new one. This was the traditional symbol of a slave. Always visible, handy for securing her, unmistakable, shaming piece of metal that announced to the world that I was less than human, without rights or choices. I stared at it in his hand, knowing I was doomed to ignominy. The smith just viewed it as a part of his job. He closed it around my shaking body, seemingly oblivious to the changes it was making in me. I felt humbled, ashamed, demoted from free woman of substance to chattel. I felt it close on my neck with the same snug grip of all the other bits of metal that were always going to be part of me. The others just held me captive, they meant I was a prisoner. The collar held meaning beyond mere captivity. It meant I was a slave, a near person without free will, a plaything for my owner, a slave. All remaining vestiges of pride and hope drained from me as he sealed it on me. Like the belt, the collar had fixed rings, one large one in front, a smaller one in back. It had the same design around it, so I supposed there might be some auxiliary attachment points elsewhere. It didn't matter. They could fasten me so many ways with all the metal gripping my body now that a few more were inconsequential.

After the collar was fastened on me, the assistant locked the chain to the front ring of my new collar. The smith sat on a stool and made notes on the piece of paper that came with me. The assistant put things away and then stared at me. It was disquieting. I had never been so helpless before a man before. The smith seemed to regard me as only a job to do. But the assistant was interested in me as a woman. I saw the bulge in his trousers. He sat in a chair ten feet away and watched me like a hawk. I was uncomfortable when men stared at me and this was worse. I was naked and chained for men's pleasure. I wouldn't be surprised if my body was available to him, or anyone. This place was set up to make women slaves, and there was no reason to believe the men here would have any respect for me. Now I was a completely available female body, absolutely incapable of fending off any one who wanted to use me, in any way they wanted. I had been demoted all the way to sex toy.

When he stood up I fully expected him to take me, but he fooled me. He unlocked the chain holding me next to the bench and led me out the door and down a corridor. He opened the heavy door at the end and Tasha was there, waiting for me. He handed her my leash and she led me to a new cell. I saw the cell was already occupied. A naked woman, facing the back wall spun around as he opened the cell door. It was Evelyn. She wore chains identical to mine and her hands were locked to the back ring of her belt, like me.  We ran to each other, equally helpless and impotent, but at least a friendly face in frightening circumstances.

I felt her breasts push mine flat in an armless contact. We kissed with frantic abandon, satisfying the only need we could, human contact. We broke the kiss after a minute and talked over each other, frantic for information.

"What's happening to us, Evelyn? These chains are permanent."

"I know, I know. They're treating us like slave girls from the last century. Did they hurt you?"

"No, you?"

"No. Except for putting these chains on me, they haven't  touched me."

"Evelyn, I'm scared. The man who put these chains on me said I was a slave. From the beginning, I believed this was all voluntary. But no one can remove these chains. What good is it  to walk away from Master if I can't get these off me?  I'm a successful lawyer, I own a law firm, but I can't be a lawyer wearing these. You're half owner of an international company and worth billions in your own right.  You can't expect anyone to respect you or listen to you wearing these chains. I feel like  we've just been hijacked into involuntary slavery. I don't know what we can do now."

"All I know is that we're physically helpless, we don't even know where we are and I'm going to try and avoid all the pain I can. Its obvious they plan on keeping us. They've got us secured so we can't affect anything. Until they remove some of these chains or someone rescues us, I think they can do whatever they want with us. I wonder if Ralph and Roger know what's happening to us. I haven't seen Ralph since we arrived. How about you?"

"No, I haven't either. You're right, of course. We can't escape as we are. All we can do is wait for our masters to take us away from here. They're wealthy. I bet they can find some way to free us once we're away from here. All we can do is wait and watch. Look around, notice things."

Yeah, right, while I'm being raped or whipped. But you're right, we can't do anything now. All we can do is wait for an opportunity or until someone who can help us comes along."

There didn't seem to be anything more to say. I looked around my new home. There were two sleeping pads on the floor, plastic covered foam.  Surprisingly, there was a toilet. I went closer and found it was bidet. Thinking about it, this cell was designed for occupants who couldn't use their hands for even such mundane tasks as wiping their bottoms. That boded poorly for any escape. Undoubtedly the staff was well vetted to ensure loyalty. If word of this place ever leaked the police would raid it in an instant, unless, the worrying thought suddenly appeared, unless they were part of it.  I knew how bidets worked, though I had only seen pictures of them. Something was wrong, then I knew, it was dry, where water should have lain waiting for a user, it was empty. I pushed the foot pedal to see if water emerged. Nothing. I looked around for a water shut off.

Then I saw the small plaque mounted on the wall. It said, "Use the control to turn on water," and an arrow pointing to a phallus, a large, rubber coated penis shape sticking straight out of the wall next to the bidet, about four feet above the floor. I inspected it closely. It couldn't be for us to use for self-gratification, the angle was wrong. Was it really a control, not just a symbol of our male masters? Were we supposed to worship it?

Oh no. I realized what it was. We needed to give it oral sex to turn on the water.

I turned to Evelyn, "Have you seen this?"

"I'm not touching that with a ten foot pole, besides its angle is wrong."

"Did you see the sign?"

"Sign? No, where?"

"Behind the bidet."

Evelyn walked over and read the sign. She looked at the phallus. "Do you really think...? No, maybe we just turn it?"

I backed up to it and I could hold it if I squatted a few inches. I tried twisting it, pulling it, pushing it, tilting it up, down, left, and right. It didn't budge, though it was soft and flexible to the touch. "Nope. I think we have to suck it. I tried it first, your turn."

"Sure, why not. Its no different than Ralph. He loved my blow jobs."

I moved away and she knelt and put her mouth around the phallus. I watched her throat bulge as she swallowed the large thing. Nothing happened for long moments and I was about to say something when water started gurgling into the bidet. I stepped on the foot pedal and a column of water rose, fountain-like from the nozzle.  "Hooray, Evelyn, it worked."

She backed off the thing and the water stopped flowing immediately. The water in the basin drained out.

"I know, I got a drink when I did it right. Dual purpose, it seems."

"Evelyn, it stopped as soon as you let go. One of us has to suck while the other one uses it.  It didn't start until you had sucked a long time. Is there a special thing you have to do?"

"I tried several different things. It didn't start until I shoved it all the way in, bit down medium with my teeth and sucked hard."

"OK, let me try." I took her place and starred at the thing for a moment. "This is to teach us how to give head if we don't already know. I guess this was something they'd test us on too. I opened my mouth and pushed myself down on it. I had to open wider than I had first thought. I. wrapped my mouth around it and shoved it deep. I closed my teeth around the shaft and sucked, harder, harder, And I heard Evelyn say, "That's it." I stopped and pulled my mouth loose.

"It stopped."

"OK, now we both know what to do. These people are training us to do sex acts on command. Its more than slavery, they're training us to be nothing more than sex toys."

"That doesn't sound so bad. I need good sex."

"But Evelyn, its awful. We won't get to do anything else. They'll just keep us chained up like this and fuck us whenever they want. We won't be able to do anything else but wait for them. No job, no reading, no adult conversation, nothing but sex and waiting for sex. We'll be bored to death then raped."

"Lori, you make it sound bad."

I screamed at her, "It is bad, you rich girl. You never had to work for anything in your life. I did. I'm good at my job and I want to keep doing it. Dammit!"

"Lori, I'm not your enemy. I'm as helpless as you. If you find a way out of this, I'll help. Until then, we better make the best of it."

She was right. I was just so damn helpless. I wanted to hug her, but I couldn't even do that. I opened my mouth to apologize and started bawling. I couldn't help it. She tried to comfort me but she was as handicapped as I. I flopped down on one of the pads rolled onto my stomach and cried.  I was going on a damned vacation. My first damned vacation since  school. I didn't even know where I was. I felt worthless as well as helpless.. I felt Evelyn kneel beside me, against my side.

She said, "You go ahead and cry, Lori, cry for both of us. It'll help you."

I cried until I was tired of it, then I rolled over and looked up at Evelyn. "I'm sorry I broke down. Its just so unfair."

"I know. Look, there's only one way I know to make you feel better. Would you let me make love to you?"

"What? How...?"

"Its about all we can do the way we're fixed. Just pull your feet up to your ass and spread your knees open."

"Evelyn, won't the men who put us in here like this punish us for making love?"

"Lori, girls do this all the time. You've just inexperienced. If the guys who want us like this didn't want us to make love, they would have told us or used these chains on our necks to lock us apart. Go on, pull your legs up. You'll love it and wonder why you didn't learn how before this."

Maybe she was right. I never tried it with a girl before. I wasn't a lesbian though. I liked men, I just hadn't found the right one yet. "I'm not a lesbian, Evelyn."

"I know, neither am I. I prefer men, but when there's not one around..." She looked down at me with such a mischievous look, I decided I should approach life more like her, more open to the joys we could find, even in a slave's cell.

I pilled my feet up as far as I could and spread my knees wide. "Show me, Evelyn."

She moved between my legs and gently lowered herself down. Her lips met my sex lips and she started kissing and licking me. I was sure I wouldn't respond. I had never felt any attraction to women before. But I was wrong. As soon as she started playing with my sex, I felt my belly growing warm. In moments I couldn't deny the feelings surging through my belly. My sex lips became more sensitive to her touches. Every stroke of her tongue sent shivers rumbling up to my belly. I felt the spasmodic twitching of my pussy muscles. It was becoming so intense. It hurt in such a glorious way. I heard a moan slip unbidden from my mouth. My muscles started to twitch. I was about to orgasm. I could feel the moisture trickling into my pussy. I heard her slurping up my love juices as they reached her mouth. Suddenly I was glad I was helpless under her mouth. I loved the feeling of submission. It made everything else I was feeling seem so natural. I felt feminine, lovely, loving, receptive, submissive and I was glad Evelyn was on top.

My climax was magnificent. It was a good one, strong, and overpowering. I screamed my love and submission, not caring who heard me. It wasn't my fault I was helpless, but I was glad I was. I was sure that this unbelievable orgasm was due to my helpless bondage. It was the first time I had eve climaxed in bondage, and the best orgasm I could imagine.

I opened my eyes and looked up at Evelyn. She had my juices on her chin and she was smiling. "Thank you, that was great. Does every girl get an orgasm like mine?"

"Lori, every girl I've done has reacted just like you, admittedly, its a small sample, but as far as I know, yes, they do."

"Do you react like that, too? Can I do it for you?"

"I'll take an orgasm any way I can get it. I hoped you'd offer. I really need one now."

"I'd like to give you some pleasure, like you gave me. I feel much better now. Back up a little and let's change places."

When we had changed places and I was looking down on her wide open pussy, my thoughts seemed to be in two places at once. Maybe this was the old right brain, left brain. thing. I saw that if we slid the other pad under her bottom, it would relieve some pressure on her hands, which I well remembered, and put her sex in a better angle for me. Simultaneously, I felt an exultation of power. I was in control and she was my submissive. I wanted to hear her scream at my touch. I wished I had the use of my hands. I wanted to squeeze her breasts, paddle her ass, bring her to the brink of orgasm, and hold her there, teasing her, make her beg for her orgasm, be in total sexual control of her body.

My voice was harsh as I spoke, "Get up. Bring the other pad over her and put it where I am now, half on the pad you're on."

She looked at me, questioningly. Her lips parted as if she was unsure what to say.

"Do it now, bitch."

She understood, she smiled and said, "Yes, Mistress." She knew this play and was agreeing. She got to her knees, crawled to the other pad and used her knees to knock it over to the one we had been on. I used my toe to lift an edge while she shoved it in place.

"Put your slave ass on the new pad and your hands on the old one."

She obeyed and spread her knees for easy access. I moved beside her and dropped to my knees. I lowered my head to hers and kissed her, as a mistress to her slave, hard, aggressive, uncompromising. She was perfect as my submissive. I raised my head and lowered my mouth onto her ringed nipple. She gasped as she realized what I was about. I sucked, licked, nibbled her tender bud, feeling it swell and lengthen in my mouth. When she was gasping and her breathing became shallow, I stood up and went to her other side. I took her other nipple in my mouth and got it ready too. I stood up again and knelt in position to attack her pussy. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted, and her breathing shallow.

"Are you ready for a climax, Evelyn?"

"Yes, Mistress, I'm ready."

"You should ask me nicely for a climax, bitch. Its a lot of work, you know. Maybe I should wait a while, get rested."

"Please Mistress, please let me climax now. I need it."

"Since you asked so nicely, but don't climax until I give you permission.  Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress. I can't climax until you tell me to."

"Good." I lay forward until my mouth touched her labia lips. I slowly licked her sex lips, listening to her breathing and the lovely, tiny sounds she was making. I tasted her love juices.  Funny, I had never wondered about their taste. I had smelled women in heat before, not that uncommon in a locker room or a restroom. I smelled the musk first, then tasted salt and something faintly spicy, like clove or allspice, but neither of those. She tasted of woman, needy, needy, woman.

I slipped my tongue between her already engorged, parted lips and licked. Her flow was increasing and I sucked up the liquid. It was good. I wanted more. Her breathing was rapid now, she was almost there. I lifted my head and said, "Don't climax, slut."

"Y..Yes, Mistress, Please soon. I can't hold it off much longer."

"Do as I say, bitch. You're mine now. Don't climax until I tell you. "

She moaned in anguish, and said, in a thin, voice, "Yes, Mistress."

I loved her taste, but even more I liked the feeling of power over her. It was all the sweeter because I had wrested control away from her by sheer strength of will. She had ceded control to me, who was helpless, unable to enforce my demand. Was I really a dominant. I think not, I knew that what I was doing to her was what I wanted done to me.  I was suddenly tired of this game. I raised my head, said, "Climax now," lowered my head down and sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled gently of her sensitive nub.

She climaxed with a scream of anguished pleasure and I felt her belly spasm and spasm, over and over as she pumped a vast flow of love juices into her pussy. I sucked and licked until I couldn't find any more. She stilled and I raised up and looked at her. She was relaxed and smiling the post-coitus smile. She opened her eyes and said, "You are a great Mistress. I can't believe you never did this before."

"Beginner's luck, I guess."

"You never went in for BDSM before? You were the best Dominatrix I've ever seen, especially chained like that."
"I was surprised too. It just came over me as I looked at you. Maybe my orgasm loosened sexual longings in me. I don't know. It might have been our bondage here. None of our old rules seem to apply now. Maybe I was just doing what I assume slave girls are supposed to do."

There was a noise outside our cell. We both stood up and went to the bars and looked out. A man dressed in western, casual clothes appeared first, walking past us. He had a chain in his hand and as he progressed, his charges came into view. He was leading two women from our class. The chain ran to the collar of the first girl. She was chained just as Evelyn and I. A chain ran from her collar back to the collar of the second woman, similarly chained. Both girls had been crying and didn't look around. Their eyes were fixed in front of them. I wanted to comfort them, but how.  I was in the same hopeless, helpless state as all of them. Nothing I could say would help. I watched them go by and I couldn't think of anything to say.

Both girls turned their heads and looked at Evelyn and I, inches from the bars of our cell, staring helplessly at each other. The blank look in their eyes turned to hope, then fear as they saw me. I couldn't help them. Neither of them spoke. They just turned their faces to the front and walked on, their chains jingling and clattering as they shuffled along. I heard them put in the neighboring cell. There was a solid wall between the cells so we couldn't see each other. But they were only inches away. After the man locked their door, he walked back toward Evelyn and I. He stopped in front of our cell and looked at us.

He motioned us to come to the bars. We stepped forward, hesitantly. He said, "Hello girls, do you like your new things?"

I said, "Yes, Master."

He laughed, said, "Good. You won't be here much longer,"  and walked away, free, indifferent to our plight. How I envied him then.

The rest of the day was boring. We had nothing to do to relieve the boredom except talking and more sex. I wasn't in the mood for sex, so we talked about anything we could think of. Every hour or so, two more girls would be led by us to be put in a cell further along the row. We hurried over to the bars whenever we heard a noise. It was all we had to look at. The most we ever said to the girls was, "Hello, Hi, Sorry." There wasn't any time nor had we thought of anything insightful to say. The best we could do was let them know we were here and hope for the best.

After we watched all the girls led past us the big question was, what now? It didn't take long. Mistress came to our cell and dropped two pair of hiking boots on the floor. She released our hands and said, "These are your boots. Help each other put them on. You have ten minutes. If they aren't on you and laced up, You'll both be punished." She left. We looked at each other. Tasha looked unhappy.

We stretched and I picked up the pair with my name on them. I looked at them carefully.  Brown leather, higher than our hobbles so they had a flap to accommodate our chains. They were the right size and had our names embossed above the toes. There was a pair of socks tucked inside them.

Two men we hadn't seen before came to our cell and opened the door. Each of them took hold of one of our dangling chains and led us into the building and into a courtyard. There was a thick post at one end. They led us to it and locked Evelyn's chain to the post. The man holding my chain locked it to the back ring of her collar then both walked away.

"What do you think this means?"

"No idea. Maybe a new exercise and they've gone to get more girls?"

"Maybe."

We didn't have long to wait. They came back with two more girls and locked them to the back of my collar. Now there were four of us. In ten minutes there were twenty girls linked by the neck, single file, standing in the courtyard. Tasha came out with three trainers. She said, "You're all too fat so we're going to get a new exercise."

The men stretched us out so the chains were taut and made us face to the left, then four men came out and lined up in front of us, each with a box and a pair of pliers. They stationed themselves in front of every fifth girl.  Evelyn was one of the first. He fastened a bell on a six inch chain to each of her labia rings. They were red. Then he moved to me. My bells were blue. The next girl got yellow ones. The pliers were used to close steel rings through our labia rings to hold the chains to them. There was no way we could remove them. Belled. Oh joy.

Tasha must have been in trouble. One of the men led her past me on a nose leash and I saw her hands were locked behind her. Evelyn's chain was unlocked from the post and locked to the back of Tasha's collar. Her leash was tied to the post.

The trainers came down the line and unlocked all our hands and gave us each a small bottle of SPF 80 sun block. They told us to make sure every girl was coated.

The slathering of lotion soon turned into a lot of ass and boob grabbing. When we were all slippery, the men collected the bottles and locked our right hands to a long chain, so our necks and right hands were the same distance apart.

One of the trainers took Tasha's leash off the post and said. Everyone face forward. Start walking with your left foot when I tell you. My commands will usually be 'Start' and 'Stop.' Keep in step with the girl in front of you. Its OK to pee while you're walking. Start."

He led Tasha toward a gate in the wall. When he arrived he yelled, "Stop." None of us were very good at this exercise, My collar was yanked several times in the fifty feet we walked. He opened the gate and led us through into a garden I had not known was there. 

He walked at a slow pace. That was good since we were all hobbled and forced to take short steps. We learned that our steps had to be synchronized or our collars would be jerked. We all started with our left foot and tried to get in perfect step with the girl in front of us. All our hobbles were the same length. The bells on our labia rings chimed with every step. Their chains were long enough so that every time we took a step, our thighs knocked them about. Each step caused a loud chime, followed by diminishing chimes then the next step hit them again. Stan made the bells just a little different for each of us so our chimes had different pitches. This made it easy to tell whose bell was making noise. As we walked now there were four separate notes all played at the same time. They blended into a melodious harmony. We could be the 'Naked Slavegirl Marching Band.' If we had our hands free and instruments to play.

Evelyn was in front of me and I watched her hair. It was a little longer than shoulder length and loose. The Masters liked our hair loose, so that was how we all wore it. Her hair swayed with each step. It swung in perfect time with mine.

We walked around the garden and into the forest on a wide path. It was dirt and seemed to go up into the low foothills then was level for miles. It seemed to be following the contours of the hills. We had started walking on a flat, brown landscape dotted with low bushes and were now walking through a thin forest of pines. Several times we broke out into mountain meadows. We walked through wildflowers and above fields of broken rock. We had all gotten better at walking in unison. I had not felt a tug on my collar for ten or fifteen minutes. We weren't allowed to speak without permission, so we walked in silence except for the bells. I fell into a mindless trance. I followed Evelyn, not thinking beyond the next step. My awareness returned. Something had changed. I examined all my senses. I was becoming aroused. My gaze had dropped and I was following the sway of Evelyn's hips. She had lovely legs.

Then there were the bells on my labia rings. Not heavy, but I couldn't ignore them. I felt their swinging motion tugging on my cunt. It was making me hot. I didn't want to orgasm on the walk. I would have to stop, I was sure. I'd get a whipping, or worse for coming without permission. I wondered if I could stop my steady progress to orgasm by holding the bells. My left hand was free. I had been swinging it in time with my walk, like the other girls. I used it to grab both bells. Their chains weren't long enough to left my hand resume its swing. Then I had a solution. I tucked the bells inside my waistband. It was a tight fit and not comfortable, but stopped their pull on my cunt. It also stopped their sonic contribution to our 'song.' It was noticed.

Master halted us and walked back along side us. He stopped next to me and asked why I had silenced my bells. I told him they were causing me to become aroused and I was afraid I would orgasm.

Master said, "Lori, You should have asked permission. You have broken a cardinal rule. Slaves are not allowed to take initiative. You may only obey orders." He locked my left hand to the back of my collar. "You will receive your punishment tonight." He pulled the bells out of my waistband and let them drop. He started us walking again.

OK. He doesn't mind if we get aroused by walking. I guess its fun for him to watch us orgasm. I know its fun for us to have them. I understood how foolish I had been. Just follow orders. Just follow orders. I repeated this over and over as we walked.

Every quarter hour or so, Master would change our pace - slow, medium, fast, medium, slow, and so on. After an hour Master halted us for a break. He moved me to the back of the coffle, behind Muriel. He locked my hands behind me. He gave us each a drink of water from a bottle in his pack. He had the other girls lie on their backs, close together.  He said, "Lori, service each girl and give them one orgasm each. Now."

I knelt between Muriel's legs and bent to my task. I was good at this and enjoyed it, too. Of course, we were sensitized to sex in all forms. Soon Muriel was moaning and squirming at every lick. When she seemed to have crescendoed I took her clit in my mouth and sucked and licked it. She shrieked as she came. I sucked up all her juices and almost choked there was so much. It was delicious, sort of smoky. I sat back on my heels.

Master said, "Excellent Emily. she came in record time. I guess the bells worked on her too. Now do Angela."

I shifted myself between Angela's legs and again lowered my head to lick her shaved labia. The results were the same. Angela's orgasm was accompanied by less noise and more squirming. I had my tongue deep into her cunt when her surging hips told me she was ready. I sucked her hard nub into my mouth and sucked and licked hard and fast. She came hard. Her juices were more flowery than Muriel's.

Master wiped my face with a moist cloth then he had me sit down next to Muriel and unlocked my hands.

We sat or lay on some scratchy grass and he handed around a big bottle of water. We either sat or lay back on the grass, our right hand's chain laying across us. Master got us up and put a chastity belt on me.

It was a welcome change walking in the sun on a trail. I listened to bird song and humming insects. Master got us back up and on the trail. My hands were again locked behind me and I had to learn a new gait. It was harder than I expected and I pulled on Muriel's collar several times before I got it down pat. When I had nothing to distract me, I started getting horny again. I watched Muriel's ass swaying and felt my bells pulling on my labia. I couldn't think of anything but the aching hollow in my belly. It was a long walk.

Muriel said, "Master, may I speak?"

"OK."

"Master, Is there a possibility we may meet strangers on this walk?"

"No. I own all the land we are on. We are well inside our border. Also, You haven't seen them but I have a few security men watching the area and trail near us. They are well trained and well armed. Don't worry."

We stopped again for a break. This time we also got a granola bar and an apple. It was the best tasting meal I can remember. We walked for another hour and finally came into the back yard.

I was exhausted. Walking all that way in coffle was hard. But without hands to create a rhythm, it was harder. I was also much aroused.

Our hands were released and we were told to take off our boots. We left them on a table in the yard. Things had changed. I wasn't taken to 'Our' cell with Evelyn. All the girls were left on the coffle. We were taken to a large bathroom with ten of everything and a huge shower room, big enough for all of us at the same time, and told to clean up then we would get dinner. We took turns on the toilet. Then hustled through a group shower. Light makeup, the trainers locked our hands behind us and we were taken to eat.

The dining room had a long row of short steel posts rising from the floor in a row, two feet apart. They made us kneel, lined up with a post. Each post had a short chain dangling from its top ending in a spring clip. We leaned down and a trainer clipped the chain to my nose ring.

We had several dishes fed us in succession. We always had a bowl of water and a bowl of food. This time our food bowl had lasagna, cut up small. When empty, it was refilled with lots of broccoli. Finally we got salad greens with balsamic vinegar. I drank water before each course and by the end, my face and nose ring were coated with food. The water had lots of floating food too. When the trainers finished their dinners, they released us from the posts and cleaned our faces. We were still locked in coffle.

They took us to the exercise room. We were released from the coffle. The trainer said, "Lori, you earned punishment today. Let's get that over with now. " He took me over to the whipping area. He fastened my hands behind me and bent me over a bar. A chain held my collar down and my feet were fastened to the floor. This position stretches the skin on my ass taut. He gave me the standard twenty strokes. The pain is excruciating. It makes me shrink into myself. I can hardly think. But I have to think, follow a plan, or its much worse. I have to beg to be whipped, count the strokes and thank him for each one. If I miss any part, he starts over. I am careful to be precise. I have no courage. I scream my bloody head off at each stroke. He spaces them out so I have lots of time to worry about the next one. I have time between strokes to mentally chastise myself for being stupid, stupid, stupid. I know the rules, damn it. The whip makes me horny. I mean really aroused. His last stroke comes up between my legs and the tip lands square on my pussy. I shriek my pleasure. I am already dripping wet and the pain on wet flesh is horrendous. I spasm and gush puddles on the floor. I hang limp. I am grateful for the pleasure and for being reminded of my place.

When my punishment was done, he released me. He handed a whip to Muriel and says, "Muriel, train them to be graceful in high heels." and leaves. My ass is in a great deal of pain but I can still walk, so the training goes on.

They leave us in coffle for days. We learn to do everything together or in shifts. We walk every day. They change the path and we see a lot of different terrain, though it loses its interest after a while.

After a number of daylong walks, we were now on a long walk. We had been walking for three days now. I think we are walking in circles, but our leader doesn't act lost.

I was following Evelyn across a mostly flat land with occasional trees and lots of low brush.  The land was rough enough to stop a jeep, but we walked between the low hills.  It was warm, maybe eighty five degrees.  We exercise daily and there's no extra fat on any of us.  

The path we are following is narrow and winding with mostly soft dirt.  I think it was made by travelers on horse or maybe deer.  I guess people like us, walking single file, would keep it open too. We had been walking for days, following a man riding a donkey.   Another man on a donkey followed the last girl.  He was leading a pair of pack donkeys.   We watched the feet of the girl in front of us and kept in step.  We all moved our left feet together and always exactly fourteen inches.  I know this because that was the length of the hobble chains we all wore.

I stayed three feet behind Evelyn, and Muriel stayed that far behind me.   This was not our choice, the chains linking our collars required it.  We wore steel collars on our necks.  None of the bands on our necks and limbs had locks.  They would never let us go.  Four foot of chain locked my right wrist cuff and collar to Evelyn and Muriel's.   The chains were locked on us and someone with the key could remove them. I knew the men herding us had a key. I didn't know of any others. I had never heard of a coffle until ten days ago.  Now it controls me and bounds my life. Twenty young women chained single file.  We were all slaves, valuable property, walking because our masters wanted us to be fit and humble

It wasn't that hot, so we walked during the day and slept at night. The men would stop us before dusk and make camp. They always had a place with a tree to camp. They would stop us when the tree came into sight, move us off the trail and let us crap. We learned to squat and use our hands to spread our ass cheeks apart/ Then they'd walk us on to the tree and wrap the coffle around the tree and lock the first and last girls together. Then they'd take two girls off the coffle to gather firewood and make dinner. None of the girls ever tried to sneak off. The ankle chains made us slow and the labia bells made us noisy. The men watched the freed girls closely. If firewood wasn't close by, one of the men would go with the gatherer. We hadn't been able to talk while walking, but we were allowed to talk quietly when we were stopped.

The meals were spicy and of a generous quantity. The free girls would bring us a heaping bowl of food then eat themselves. After we were done, they'd collect the dishes, scrub them with sand, and be put back on the coffle. Just before full dark, the men would each choose a girl to sleep with, take her off the coffle and take her into the bushes. They scream in pain and pleasure for hours, making the rest of us horny and jealous. The men would return them in the morning, two different girls would make breakfast, usually with the same ingredients as dinner and we'd start walking again. there was no noonday meal. They gave us a drink of water every hour or so.

We walked for a week, and finally returned to the nameless place where we started. No one complained to be back. It was heavenly to shower. Gallons and gallons of hot water cleaning our bodies and bringing us back to civilization. We showered together, still in coffle, but at least they left our hands free. We washed ourselves and all our neighbors. I guess the long walk was a graduation exercise because we were all taken off the coffle and returned to our individual cells.

Evelyn and I had only been back in our cell for a few minutes when we were taken out.

It wasn't a big room, maybe twenty by twenty. There was a sturdy wooden beam bolted to the floor across from the door. We both were led  to it, he kicked my ankles as far apart as their chain allowed, fastened my ankle chain to a floor ring, bent me over the beam, and fastened my collar chain to the same ring. Evelyn and I were fastened side by side over the bar.

I watched him from my upside down perspective go to a table beside the door, put on latex surgical gloves,  pick up a controller, and a tube of lube. He squirted some out of the tube and spread it on the controller, He put down the tube and carried the object to me. I felt him insert a finger in my anus and spread what must have been lube around inside me and around my ring.

"This is your old controller, Lori. Its been a while since you've worn it so I'll go slow. Feel my finger?"

"Yes, Master."

You're quite tense. Try to feel your muscle, take control of it and make it relax."

I tried, but I hadn't used it for a while. I felt him pushing in and out and I tried to relax.

"You need think, 'Tight' when I'm pulling out and 'Loose' when I'm going in. Practice while I'm moving." After a minute of slow cycling he said, I can feel you. You're doing well. I'm going to add a second finger.:

I felt him grow larger as he pressed in and out. I kept trying to squeeze then loosen. "You're doing well. I can tell its coming back to you.."

I felt him pull out so far I couldn't feel him and then he was back and grew rapidly larger as he pushed, Then with a surge, he had the controller inside me. I felt full, but in a good way, not like I had to use the toilet. 

"I'm going to lock it now, don't be surprised. Its going to grow a little larger inside you, but your anus muscle won't feel it. I felt him push it and felt it grow, familiarly inside me.. I heard the lock engage and he stopped.

"Now I'm going to ask you some questions to make sure its programming is still active. You know the drill.. Some I want a truthful answer for and some a lie. I'll tell you which kind of answer I want. Answer truthfully until I tell you to switch. What color is your hair?"

"Blonde."

"What is your profession?"

"Masseuse."

It sounded like the question one used to calibrate a lie detector. Anyway, he asked several more simple, factual questions. I answered truthfully. I'm sure he already knew the right answers.

"Now I want you to answer with a lie."

"Yes, Sir."

"What color are your eyes?"

"Red."

"How many people work in your office?"

"Two."

And so forth. He asked four more simple questions and I lied on all them.

He said, "OK." He paused then asked, "Have you ever made love to a woman?"

"No, Sir." There was a brief, painful shock in my ass. I jerked and cried, "Ouch. Still works, Master."

"It will keep shocking you until you answer honestly."

"OK, OK, Yes, Master, This slave has made love to a woman.."

When I release you, follow me back to your cell. I'll set the leash for ten feet."

He unlocked me from the bar and walked out the door. I hurried after him, not wanting another shock. He opened the cell door and motioned me inside. I heard him close and lock the door. I turned around and was about to ask him to turn off the leash before he walked away, but he already had the remote in his hands. "Go get a long drink of water."

"Yes, Master." I knelt in front of the phallus and got maybe a cup of water before he said, Enough. Go to a mat and kneel on it. I obeyed and looked at him. "I've set your controller to give you an orgasm every thirty minutes for the next three hours. I'll come back then and see how you're doing."

An orgasm every half hour? Oh My God. I remembered the awful power of the controller. I'll be exhausted after one of them. I don't like a stranger having so much control over me. I wish Master would come for me. Maybe getting the controller back is a sign I'm trained enough?"

He pushed a button on the remote and a sudden orgasm ripped through my body. I stiffened and heard a loud squeal slipped out of me, unbidden. I closed my eyes and was lost to the maelstrom of arousal flooding me. Terrible spasms whipping through my belly as my muscles contracted, relaxed, contracted. Pumping my love juices through my body to drip uselessly on my pad. I curled into a fetal position and savored the agonizing pleasure flooding my senses. The spasms went on and on, pumping pleasure into my brain and love juices into my sex. When the orgasm finally subsided, all I could do was lay there, too limp to move and nowhere to go. I was laying there, still recovering when Evelyn was returned to our cell. I smiled stupidly at her as her master made her drink and lay on her mat, then he left and her first orgasm began.

I watched her romp on her mat as the orgasm rendered her stupid. When she recovered, I was in full control of my senses. She looked at me and said, "Whew. You got one too, Lori?"

"Yeah. The controller is locked in my ass. They're going to control our lives from now on. You know, the one thing that keeps bugging me is that my company makes a lot of the parts of it. Ralph never told me about such a thing. I guess I should have spent more time at the company instead of running all over the world as their sales agent. Spilt milk now. The damned thing will zap us if we lie or even break a rule when we're alone. Its inhuman to put such a thing inside a girl."

"Yeah. The thing that worries me the most is the orgasms. It can give us one whenever someone else wants."

"I like orgasms, Lori. I don't care whether a man pushes a button or does it the old fashioned way."

"Yeah, it feels great either way, but pretty soon both of us will do anything to please the man with the remote. They're conditioning our bodies to need many orgasms a day. Its just how drug dealers get their clients hooked. Its going to make us their slaves by making us need pleasure. Soon we'll do anything he wants in hope he'll give us another orgasm. They're conditioning us to obedience. I like being Roger's slave, but I hate the thought of me mindlessly drooling and staring hopefully at him. I want to be a useful, valuable slave, not a mindless zombie."

"I worked hard to be independent and this damned thing is going to take that away. And even though I know exactly what is happening, I don't think I can stop it. Its too powerful. It drives me into mindless passion whenever it wants. Its going to make me orgasm again in a few minutes and, Lord help me, I want it now, I don't want to wait."

Evelyn said, "I've never been as independent as you. I was pretty and smart enough to make use of it to get things I wanted, money, men, clothes jewelry, finally Ralph who gave me security until we drifted apart. Even then, thanks to you, I had security in the form of lots of money. But I always took gifts from men in exchange for my favor. I never really earned anything. Oh, I work at sales, but Ralph made the things I sell, and they're world class so selling them is easy. I've always let my men have control, so its not hard on me letting go of what little I have. You have it harder, but, in the end, you know the game's rigged and they're going to win. My advice to you is relax until you see a chance to escape or change the game."

She was right. Besides, what could I do now. I can fret over my situation, but that's about it. I'll just relax and ride the wave, wherever it takes me, but I'll try to keep my eyes open.  "OK. You're right. I'll enjoy the ride."

I didn't have long to wait. I was in the middle of a sentence describing he man who had put the controller in me when the next orgasm hit me like a bolt from the blue, "Tall...AIYEE," I screamed. I went rigid as my belly erupted into a long series of spasms, sending my love juices down my love canal, dribbling between my labia lips. I curled into a ball trying to stem the tide of increasingly violent contractions twisting my core around itself. My God, the pleasure was indescribable as my every sense was flailed by the waves of squirting, bubbling love juice. I felt the moisture flowing out of  my sex and flowing around my curves to dribble onto my mat. It went on fro a long time. When I finally subsided, every muscle in my belly an vagina and sex was sore, exhausted, finished. I stretched out on the wet mat, not caring.

Evelyn said, "That was a good one, Lori."

"I think it was stronger than the first. It felt like it lasted longer too, but I'm not sure. God, what if they get stronger. The next one will kill me."

"Hah, I'm all for stronger ones. What a way to go."

Four more orgasms shook me to my core. I was laying on the mat, recovered, but not moving. Evelyn had just had her last one, too.  I was tired but already looking forward to more when I heard footsteps approaching. Men, not chained women. I said, 'Evelyn, on your knees, men are coming." We both got into kneeling display position, facing the wall of bars. I looked down as a slave must and watched two pairs of men's feet stop and look in. Moving only my eyes, I looked at there faces. It was Master and Ralph! Oh joy. Elation flooded through me. I was about to jump to my feet when I remembered. "I made obeisance to Master. "Master. Thank you for coming. Your slave is so happy to see you."

I don't think Evelyn had realized who was looking at her before I spoke. She threw herself into obeisance and Sobbed, "M..Master. Thank God. Your slave has missed you terribly. Please take us away from here. Its terrible."

They opened the cell door and motioned us to come to them. I leapt to my feet and skipped to Master, I was so happy to see him. He wrapped his arms around me and we kissed. I felt like I could fly, I was bouncing on my feet as we kissed. He tolerated my antics for a long, memorable kiss before he broke it and said, "I'm glad to see you too, Lori. Do you think training has made you a better slave?"

"Master, your slave has learned much and believes she will be a good slave for you, now."

"Third person, now?"

"Master, we have been trained to consider us a mere extension of you, not a separate person. We will try our best to take your goals and dreams as our own and try to help you achieve them. We are but your humble servants." I put a lilt in my voice, as though I was playing along, but I was telling the truth. My impotence and submission had been amply demonstrated to me. Besides, I was wearing my controller and knew a lie would bring swift punishment.

They took us to Master Bradley's house and Laura greeted us. I hadn't seen her for days and had no way to find out anything, so I was relieved to see her.

*
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