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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 She has the shop at the Vault fit Lori with riveted chains. Evelyn teaches Lori the meaning of subjugation and obedience.




Book 3: Controlled. 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.

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.

Book 5: State of Mind. Lori and Evelyn's training to be perfect slavegirls continues. The exercise routines become more strenuous as they become fit. Their heavy riveted chains are replaced with lighter, permanent chains. All remaining doubts are removed through a steady onslaught of forced orgasms and rough, animal sex. All thought of independent action is removed. Their only duty is obedience. They learn the lesson of the coffle.


Enslaved Book 6 

Jeffrey was a natural tourist. He was between lovers and had just returned from Paris to New York, his home town, though he liked Europe better now.. The police was looking too closely at him now. He had a route. He'd move from country to country around Europe, usually only staying a half year in each country, and never in the same city. Good looking, world wise, and immoral, he made friends easily. He spoke French like a Parisian, Italian like a Neapolitan, Spanish like he was from Barcelona, besides his native English, which he could speak with a New York, California, or London accent. Languages came easy for him.  A voracious reader he was largely self taught in all the skills a man living on the fringe  needed. With an hour's notice he could pass as a specialist in any academic, engineering, or management specialty. He'd never been caught, although the police in every European and American country had a file on him. He was careful and planned his acquisitions carefully, researching the targets thoroughly before acting.

Greed and chance had acted against him this time. He'd spotted Evelyn in Paris and targeted her for a fun-filled evening. After dinner and a delightfully carnal evening, he'd discovered she was married to a wealthy industrialist in New York. He captured some photos and jumped into the blackmail without his usual caution. The husband wouldn't want his family's reputation sullied and he had way more money than he'd every be able to spend anyway. Pocket change. If only he'd dug a little into his intended victim's past, he would have dropped the idea of blackmail and gone on to safer jobs.

The clinic was as immoral as Jeffrey and very expensive. No questions except medical and financial were ever asked, and its capabilities were state of the art in every field.  Jeffrey had had several surgeries as close together as the surgeons thought safe.  His transformation to female was externally perfect.  She had no reproductive capability, no periods, and would never be troubled by PMS. It strained the skills of the very best surgeons and female specialists in the world, but her sexual functions were now normal for a healthy female.  Arousal, intercourse and lubrication would be completely normal. 

Luckily, Jeffrey had started slight in stature for a man, which made some aspects easier for the surgeons.  She would be given hormones for life, of course.  When the doctors were finished she was a very pretty woman of medium height, slim waist, boyish hips, and remarkable breasts.  Particular attention had been lavished on her face to eliminate hair follicles and shave her Adam's apple. It only required a few adjustments to her nose and lips and she was beautiful. She was renamed Jenny.

Although the facility's mental specialists could have removed or dimmed Jenny's memories, his patron wished her to retain them.  It was a key part of her punishment for Jenny to know what was lost in her attempt at blackmail.  Her guilt would be continually regenerated by the undying, inevitable hope that he would someday find a use for her knowledge, experience, and intelligence.

To my surprise I woke up in a bed.  The last thing I remember was two very large men, dressed in black looking down at me. I had not expected to ever wake up again. I was weak and disoriented. It took a minute for my vision to clear enough to see the white walls and curtains.  There were bandages on my head and neck. My tongue hurt and there was something in my mouth, but my lips were closed.  I was thirsty. I tried to lift an arm and found It was restrained.  I looked at my body. I was covered in a light coverlet and my arms lay  on it, beside my body, clasped by leather restraints.  I took stock.  I wriggled every finger and toe, then all my limbs, they were stiff, but felt normal.  I learned my legs were restrained under the covers. I seemed to be all right, but anesthetized, remote.  There were aching spots all over my head and torso I didn't remember.  The covers seemed lumpier than if they were just covering me.  There must be some other equipment under them.  I tried shifting my torso and my chest hurt. Had I been in an accident?

A nurse came in and took my pulse and temperature without saying a word. 

My mouth was dry.  I croaked, "Hewo, have I been in an asident?" I couldn't enunciate some sounds clearly.  Whatever was in my mouth was keeping me from bending my tongue properly for speech and it made my tongue hurt when I spoke.

She left without saying a word or looking at my face.  Strange.

Later a man in a white coat entered, followed by the same nurse.  He said, "Water, please, Sally."

She put  water in a paper cup and held it to my lips.  They felt anesthetized too.  I drank it all.

She erected a screen just below my head so I couldn't see what was happening.  I felt the cover removed and cool air flow over me.  I said, "Doctow, wha's wong with me.  Was I in an asident?"

His voice came over the screen as I felt his fingers probing my chest and groin, "You've had extensive surgery. It all went very well and you're almost completely healed.  You'll be released in a few days.  I'm going to touch you in several places.  Tell me when you feel something and where you feel it, please."

"Surgery?  What fo' Doctow?  I was in puwfec healf.  Wha's wong wif my tung?"

No answer.  I felt a sharp prick on my chest, just above my nipple. I yelped, "Ouch, you suck my ches with somefing shawp."

He said, "Excellent nerve response. How about this?"

I felt the same sharp pick on the side of my penis.  I yelped again, "Ouch, don' do tha.'

Again, he said, "Excellent.  You're fully functional and will be out of here in a few days."

"Tha's gweat Doctow. Why did I need suwgewy?

No answer.  I felt the covers replaced and the nurse removed he screen.  The Doctor was gone.

"Nurse, why did I have surgery?"

No answer.

"Can you rewease my restwaints?"

No response.  She left the room.  Damn.

I stayed strapped in that damn bed for three more days.  The nurse removed the bandages on my head and neck the next day.  When I needed to go, a bedpan was shoved under me.  The nurse fed me my meals.  The worst hospital food ever.  Some sort of bland gruel for every meal.  She never answered my questions.  All she did was shove  spoons of gruel in my mouth.  If I didn't open my mouth she just went away.

On the third day the Doctor and nurse both came into my room.  He said, "Jeffrey, You attempted to blackmail the husband of a woman you had an affair with.  He decided not to have you killed, but instead, transformed so you would not be able to continue as a criminal, yet still be of use.  You are now a female.  Your name is Jenny.  I don't expect you to believe me, so, nurse, remove her covers please."

I didn't believe him.  It was not possible.  This was a trick.  I felt normal, not like a female, whatever that felt like.

She walked to my bed and pulled the covers off.  I looked at the ceiling.

"Look at your body, Jenny," he said.

I didn't move.

He reached forward and did something painful and intense to my chest.  Involuntarily I yelped and looked at his hand.  I saw two large female breasts laying on my chest.  Their nipples were sheathed inside a gold tube with only the tips showing. There was a large gold ring through the base of the tube and the nipple, apparently holding the tube in place. Now that I saw it, I felt the compression of the tight tube holding the nipple. The nipples were pierced with huge gold rings.  He had one ring in his hand pulling up on my breast.  My Breast?

He said, "These are part of you now, and your penis has been transformed into your vagina.  You can't have children, but sex will be normal for a female. This should be an interesting experience for you, Jenny. Get the mirror, please, nurse."

She wheeled a large mirror out of a closet and put it at the foot of the bed.  I looked at myself.   I could see the bed and a head, but not mine.  I saw a raven haired girl looking at me and I saw the body of a beautiful woman.  She/I had red lips and blue coloring above her/my eyes.  Her/my eyelashes were long and dark.  She/I had a short, feminine haircut.  Her/my eyebrows were thin and arched.  Her/My toenails were painted red.  She/I was beautiful.  It couldn't be true.  It was too horrible to contemplate. They were trying to trick me.  "Tha's no me.  You'we pwaying some sick game.  Tha's just a pictuwe."

He said, "No. That is your body after we adjusted your physical parameters.  I will release your arms so you can explore your body.  Move them and explore your new reality."

A woman?  No! No! No!  They can't do this to me.  God made me a man.  I was strong.  Women obeyed my strength.  They couldn't take my strength, my manhood away! They couldn't.  It wasn't possible.  This was a trick.  I will be strong.  I will show them.

My arms were freed.  I lifted my hands to my face.  Women's hands.  Small, long fingers. They looked fragile and delicate.  I turned them over and saw someone had painted the long fingernails red.  Oh no!  Shit.  My arms were thin and I saw hardly any muscles.  I looked at the ceiling and saw a gorgeous black haired woman.  She had large, high, firm cones for breasts.  I ran my hands over the, my, breasts and was surprised how sensitive they were.   I had big, sensitive breasts with huge rings in the nipples.

Had they taken my manhood too?  He said something about a penis, but I didn't remember what.  I ran my hands down to my groin.  It was gone.  Replaced by a slit.  Two lips over my tunnel.  It was even more sensitive than the breasts.  I ran my fingers over the strange folds of skin.  I remembered how powerful I had felt when I shoved my penis into a hot girl.  How I pinned her to the sheets with my stiff rod.  How good it felt to exert such control over a woman.  Now I wondered what they had felt when my prick had so dominated them. What would I feel if a man impaled me? 

I put my hands to my face and sobbed.  I had never cried before.  I was ashamed of my weakness, but I couldn't stop.

The Doctor said, "Jenny, you have a lot to learn.  One more thing.  Look at your face in the mirror."

I couldn't.

I heard a loud SMACK and felt terrible pain in my .. my.. breasts.  He had slapped them. "Jenny, look at your face now."

I lowered my hands and looked in the mirror.  I saw a beautiful female face, not mine.  Her eyes were  red and tears ran down her cheeks.  I stared.  Dark streaks traced the path of my tears from my eyes down my cheeks. I would have to get used to this face.  If I were a man I would find her enticing.  I shuddered.

"Open your mouth and stick out your tongue."

I did, curious to see what was affecting my tongue.  I saw I had a stud through my tongue an inch back from the tip. A ring ran trough the stud and lay on my tongue.  I reached nearly to the tip.  Now I understood the depth of my shame.  I had lost control of my entire body.

No.  I will regain my manhood, my muscles, my strength.  I would once again be a force to be respected.  I needed to find out who had done this to me and force them to reverse it.  I felt wetness on my face and tears in my eyes.  I was crying.  Oh no. I can't cry.  I must be strong.  But they kept flowing.  I dried them with my fingers, but they kept coming.  I felt so defeated, so lost.    Whoever ran this place didn't understand.  I didn't want to hurt anybody.  I just needed them to respect me. Respect my power.  Please forgive me,  Evelyn.

Two big men in camouflage gear came in the room and pulled my hands out to the sides.  The nurse had some kind of hinged metal bar in her hands.  Its center was two semicircles with a hinge connecting them.  Each semicircle had a foot long bar in its center.  Each bar had a two inch metal circle at the other end.  Suddenly I saw what it was.  It was a yoke.  The center would close around my neck and each end would lock around a wrist.  I struggled, trying to escape from the men holding me.  It was like trying to fight a statue.  I couldn't move a wrist even a little bit. I screamed, "Let me go.  I have rights.  You can't do this to me." 

No response.  The nurse closed the yoke around my neck and turned the lock.  I struggled and managed to move my neck around, but couldn't get loose.  The men locked my hands in the ends of the yoke and released me.  Now my hands were held above my shoulders. I could twist my yoke a little, but I was helpless.

I was humiliated to be seen so helpless and naked before these strangers.  The covers were removed and my legs freed.  Rough hands pulled me off the bed.  My legs were so weak I could barely stand. I was naked.  I was suddenly alarmed.  I didn't want to be taken anywhere naked.  I said, "Can I have some clothes, please?"

No response.

I asked, louder, "Please. Even a criminal is entitled to clothes to cover his body."

No response.

I shouted, "Dammit.  I demand my rights. I want a lawyer.  Stop what you are doing and give me some clothes."

One of the men casually raised his hand and slapped my left breast.  The pain was incredible.  I screamed, like the girl I now was.  The shame at my helplessness and pain was almost worse than the pain.  I bent at the waist trying to reach the pain and rub it or protect it.  It was futile.  I straightened up.  The man clipped a leash onto my nose ring.  I didn't protest.  The pain was a warning that he could do it again, or something even worse.  He turned and walked away.  I leapt to follow him.  If I had not, the leash would have jerked on my tender nose.  That would hurt worse than the slap, I was sure.

He led me out of the room and down a hospital corridor. I saw nurses and patients and visitors looking at me as I stumbled past them.  I heard laughter and comments but they didn't register.  A man dressed in scrubs reached out his hand and fondled my breasts as I walked past him.  I was startled and couldn't think of anything to say or do.  The man holding my leash told everyone we passed that I was a new slave who had once been a man.  He always got laughter and I was touched a lot.  I was humiliated, but I guess that was the intent.

He led me outside. More people gawked at me.  Most were dressed but there were a few naked women with chained ankles being led somewhere.  The mixture of free women and slave girls was confusing.  It was no surprise to see clothed women on the street.  I was used to this.  But to see do many naked, chained women mixed in with them was startling.  Where were we that it was common to treat women like animals?

We kept going and I was led into another building.  The first building sounded like a hospital with muted doors, footsteps , and electronic beeps and chimes.  This new building felt like a prison with harsh reverberations from hard surfaces, the clanging of metal doors, and the  jingle of keys.

I said, "Where are you taking me.  Tell me what is happening.  Where am I?" I felt a sharp, stinging blow hit my naked bottom.  I yelped and jumped. Hard hands grasped my arms and a man said, "No talking. Open your mouth." 

I clamped my mouth shut.  I felt another sharp, painful blow hit my ass.  I yelped and a gag was shoved in my mouth.  I had put ball gags on some of my women, the noisy ones. I had seen bit gags and ring gags in photos before.  This was different.  A leather covered ring went behind my teeth and held my jaw open.  But it had a  metal extension that stuck through my tongue ring and held my tongue down. It seemed unnecessarily complex. I felt straps tighten around my head.  Damn.

The two men led me into a small room.  It held a table and four chairs.  They ignored this and led me to an open space and one said, "Its time to start earning your keep, Jenny.  "Kneel."

I hesitated.  I was sure oral sex was in my future and I didn't want to do it. The other man grabbed the yoke and held me steady.  Both men were a head taller than me.  I had never considered myself small at 5' 8", but these two were easily 6'4" or more. I had always been respected and never experienced physical coercion.  Now I was nothing but a helpless female.  They were going to use me as such.  The man in front of me slapped my breasts again. First my left one.  The pain was terrible.  I screamed like the girl I now was, much to my shame.  The pain rolled through me causing me to curl in on myself.  All that happened was that I lifted my feet off the floor, suspended by my wrists and neck, and of course the hulk behind me, effortlessly holding me aloft.  Through the pain I felt more insignificant and helpless that ever before.  I was nothing to these two but a sex toy.

I lowered my legs to the floor and he hit my right breast.  The pain redoubled and I screamed again.  I danced and kicked my feet.  When I was standing, the man released my yoke and I sank to the floor, defeated and ready to obey.  Tears were rolling down my cheeks.  I could feel the heat in my face matching the heat in my breasts.

He opened his fly and took out his semi-rigid penis.  It was much bigger than mine had ever been, even in full erection.  My mouth was already held open by the gag. I raised my tear filled eyes to his.  He smiled benignly and said, "Begin, slut."

I put my lips around the head of his dick and licked it.  It was salty. I shoved my mouth further onto his shaft and pumped my head back and forth, going slowly further onto it.  I felt it start to grow larger in my mouth.  I could imagine what I looked like and felt my shame growing.  My lips grew tighter around him as he swelled.  I still hadn't reached my limit.  I kept going deeper onto him.  I felt him touch the back of my throat and he was enormous, filling me completely,  He was moaning and I started too, unable to stop myself.  I was mortified. And with a grunt he climaxed, filling my mouth with his hot spend.  I swallowed frantically, trying to keep from choking.  He pushed my head back, taking me off him.  I was surprised that he tasted good.  It wasn't at all what I expected, but I liked the taste.  Now I was even more ashamed.  I raised my eyes to his. 

He was smiling and said, "Good girl.  You were excellent. Now clean me."

I couldn't use my tongue, so I took him in me and sucked like crazy as I backed off him. 

He put his penis back in his pants and motioned to his friend to replace him.  He said, "Jenny is a first class cocksucker.  See for yourself."

The second man, the one who had held me up, came around in front of me and took out his penis.  He was as big as his friend.  I opened my mouth and repeated my performance.

When I had finished and cleaned him, they stood me up and led me out of the room.  I wondered how many calories were in a good blowjob.  Maybe they wouldn't feed me after this.  Even though I liked the flavor, I still wanted to die of shame.  I was once a man.  Now I had just given blowjobs to two soldiers and kind of liked it.  I felt the heat rise in my face as I followed my leash.  How could I have sunk so low? Is this what a natural girl felt after a blow job?  Was it shaming for them? Or was it more natural. A way to show female submission to male power? Or a way to get them to be kind to you?

I was led a little ways into a room filled with tools.  He led me to a wood and metal five pointed star, taller than me. They put my back against it and put a short stool under me so that I was centered on the star.  They strapped my legs to the lower arms  in several places.  The yoke was removed and my arms were strapped tight to the two horizontal arms.  A strap around my forehead held me to the vertical arm.  He took the leash off my nose ring. They laid the star back on its support so it was maybe four feet off the floor and horizontal. I felt a smith putting chains on my wrists and ankles. I felt the hammer smashing the rivets flat on my shackles and knew my punishment was beginning. Last was a heavy collar around my neck.  It wasn't riveted.  It was closed snug on my neck when  I felt hands doing something at the back of my neck.  There was a jerk and a snapping noise, then it was done.  The star was raised so I was vertical and my feet were unstrapped.  The smith connected my ankle cuffs with a length of chain. I was stood on the floor and my hands locked behind me.

He 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. I thought it was too tight, but he didn't ask me.  He held up a disk with  'JENNY' stamped on it.  He said, "Your new name.  Memorize it."

I was still gagged and couldn't respond verbally, so I nodded my head.

He attached it to my collar with a pair of pliers. 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 chain 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. He released my wrists and 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 was locked to my collar.  Well, at least it would be more comfortable than locking my wrists to my collar. Such are the pleasures of a 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's not too flexible yet.  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: 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.” He 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 been changed from a handsome man into the epitome of feminine subjugation. The rings made me into an almost satirical symbol of feminine submission. No longer independent, I was woman. I was submissive, obedient and owned by men. A man who owned me was now my king.  I had been stupid and reckless and deserved this. The smith took hold of my dangling leash and led me to a full length mirror on a wall and I got my first look at Jenny, the slavegirl. The doctors had done good job. I was a pretty girl with pleasing contours, From my experience as a good judge of female flesh, I judged I was 36-24-35 with C or maybe D cups  and the firm, jutting breasts of youth. I was festooned with gold rings: nose, breasts, labia and,  now concealed, tongue. I wore a tall, snug, gold collar with a large ring on the front supporting my name tag. The shiny steel belt on my waist was tight, indented into my flesh. It had sturdy rings around it. My ankles wore snug steel bands and were joined by a thick chain, a little more than a foot long. She was gagged and completely helpless. The perfect image of a slave girl. I thought I was pretty, but I wished it was someone else. I would have been proud to own me just a short time ago. Tears were running down my cheeks. I wanted to die, but had no way to do it. Another man took my leash and led me away. He took me to a row of barred cells, into one, locked me in and left.

I looked around at the stark, concrete and steel bars and wondered what to do.

I heard the sound of high heels in the corridor. I turned and watched a woman walk into view. She was beautiful and naked except for high heels and a metal collar on her neck.  She had rings just like mine dangling from her septum, nipples, labia lips and clit. She had cuffs on her wrists and ankles, but no locks or chains. It was Evelyn, the woman whose husband I had tried to blackmail. She was slave too, but not restrained. 

Evelyn was pleasantly surprised. She remembered Jeffrey well. But this girl barely resembled him. The red ball gag and nose ring contorted her face a little, but she was still pretty, probably most people would consider her beautiful with a little makeup. And she looked healthy and alert, if a little bewildered. "Hello Jeffrey, remember me?"

He nodded. It was all he could do.

"You're looking well and much different than the last time I saw you. Decided to switch teams, huh?"

The tears started to flow. I shook my head, "No." I didn't want this. I want to be a man again.

"Well, I didn't want to be a slave either. When Ralph saw the photos you took, he decided I needed a little less freedom. I didn't disagree. I love him and needed sex when away from him. I'd had some torrid one-night stands before you. But you, you were the first one who recognized me and tried to blackmail him. He put his foot down and now both of us have lost our freedom. I may get some of it back if I punish you and  you become a useful slave.

She locked a chain on my collar and said, "Jenny, once Jeffrey, you are a slave. I am your trainer and keeper.  My word is law.  You will address me as 'Mistress.' Will you obey me in all things?"

I was shocked.  A slave?  I had fallen even lower than I had thought. I was still gagged but could have nodded.  Instead I shook my head, "No." What little self esteem I had demanded at least a token protest.

Her response was instant.  She slapped first my left cheek then backhanded my right cheek.  The pain was worse than when my breasts were slapped.  I saw stars for an instant and screamed.  Maybe the gag made it worse? 

She repeated, "Will you obey me in all things?"

It was futile to resist so I quickly nodded my head, "Yes."

"Good. I am your Mistress.  You will obey me in all things."

She stepped close to me and removed the gag from my mouth. She left it loosely hanging around my neck. She came even closer and rubbed her breasts against mine for an instant then her lips found mine and she kissed me. I was surprised and relieved. She tasted good, just as I remembered. I loved to kiss women.  I guess it didn't matter whether I was male or not, The intimate contact always held such a promise of pleasures to come. My arms were tightly held on my back so I couldn't do anything to help. Her arms wrapped around me and held me close. That was strange, but somehow comforting. All my past kissing, I had pulled her close to me and her arms wrapped around my neck. The message that she was in control, not me, slowly seeped in.

She broke the kiss and leaned back, but kept her arms around me, lightly.

"You're just as good a kisser as before, Jef..Jenny. That's good. Now I'm sure your wondering what's going to happen to you so I'm going to tell you what I know. First, you'll never be male again. I'm sure its a shock, but, it could b worse, after all, half the people on the planet are female and we get along just fine. Second, you and I are slaves. Theoretically I could escape my slavery, but practically, I don't want to. You're different. You'll always be a slave with no option. Get used to it and be good at it and you'll enjoy its perks. Third, You will become a very submissive slavegirl and if you resist you will be punished. Listen carefully now. If you violate any of the rules I give you, you will be punished. Understand?"

I nodded my head, afraid to open my mouth. I had never known her to be do dominant. She had always been ...pliable, before.

"Good. Listen carefully and remember these: always verbally acknowledge an order, if you can; always address men as 'Master' and free women, and me, as 'Mistress;' obey ever order as rapidly as possible; ask permission before speaking; always greet a Master or Mistress verbally and show obeisance, drop to your knees, put your forehead on the ground and stay there until given permission to rise. You'll receive more rules as you progress. Do you understand these rules?"

I nodded my head and said, "Yes." What I meant though, was, I heard you and I'm going to do my best to be a bad slave.

She released me and took hold of my left nipple ring. Her other hand reached up and took hold of the gold tube around my left nipple and twisted it. Instantly, pain shot through my nipple and breast. I gasped, "Oww, that hurts." I looked down at the tiny device. A thin black line had appeared at the end, bust behind my protruding nipple tip. It was like a fanged creature was biting my nipple.

She released my breast and the pain continued. "That's probably the lowest pain you'll receive from me. You didn't address me with the proper respect. Those little tubes around your nipples cause you continuing pain and I'll use them as a starting point to correct your behavior. I've got a lot of tools to use to train you with, some pleasant, some not."

I whimpered at the continuing pain in my nipple and asked, "Please, Mistress. I'll be good. Can you stop the pain?

She took hold of my right nipple ring and twisted its tube and pain erupted in it too. "Please, no, Mistress, Please. I'll be good. I swear."

She released my ring, "Speaking without permission will earn you punishment, too. You'll learn."

The pain was terrible, but I had learned something. I clamped my mouth shut and suffered in silence. I felt tears running down my cheeks. Shit. I was crying like a little girl. Shit. I was a little, helpless girl.

She removed the chain from my collar and put a leash on my nose ring.  The price of resistance I guess. She turned and led me away.

I followed the leash.  Every step caused the heavy rings in my nipples to sway and cause flashes of sharp pain to radiate through my body. I tried to focus on something else, anything else, but the pain was an insistent poke with a sharp needle in my chest. As we walked I heard her shoes clicking on the floor.  The clatter of my chain on the concrete floor was also distinctive and shaming.  She led me through two sets of heavy steel gates or doors.  This was a prison of some sort. 

I felt the tugs of my breasts and their rings swaying on my chest.  They didn't sway very far, they were solidly attached, but every motion brought increased pain. In the past, I had often wondered what a girl with large breasts felt.  They must make it unpleasant to run without some form of support.  I knew there were sport bras available, but they seemed barely adequate for the big breasted women I had preferred.  Now I was one.  Shit.  Damn.  Fuck.  I felt them moving independently on both sides of my chest, their pain drowning all other thoughts.

At last we stopped in a bleak cell.  It seemed to be intended for two prisoners. A thick, rubbery phallus stick out of the middle of the back wall about four feet off the floor. Set in the floor under the phallus was an oriental type squat toilet, really just a trough filled with water reaching out two feet from the wall with a large steel push button to flush it below the phallus. A chain hung from a wall ring on either side of the toilet and lay in piles on the floor. A thin plastic-covered mat lay next to each chain.

She led me to the right side and picked up the chain from the floor. She locked it onto my collar and removed my leash. She unlocked my hands from the collar and eased them down my back. They were still chained to the back of my waistband but I couldn't move them anyway, until some circulation returned. I let them hang limp at my side.

She  grasped my shoulders and turned me to face her. Tears were still running down my face. She used both hands to hold the tube on my left nipple. She twisted it and the pain receded. She released the one on my right nipple and said, "I hope I won't have to repeat your lesson. Tell me your rules."

"I must obey ..."

She put a finger to my lips. "I forgot an important one. You are not a person any more. Never use the pronoun 'I.' Refer to yourself as 'This slave,' or 'Your slave,' or the like. Only third person references to yourself. Start over."

Shit, this was going to be hard to remember. "Yes, Mistress. This slave must obey orders, promptly. This slave must respond verbally to orders. This slave must address men as 'Master and free women and you as 'Mistress'; this slave must ask permission before speaking. This slave must always greet a Master or Mistress verbally and show obeisance on her knees,  forehead on the ground, and stay there until given permission to rise."

"Good. Your water supply is on the wall."

I watched her walk away.  I stood there a moment, unsure of what to do.  I was chained to a wall in a cell made of concrete with one wall of bars.  There was nothing in the cell except a thin pad on the floor.  My tether was just long enough to reach the wall of bars.

I looked at the rubbery phallus shape protruding from the wall under the ring where my tethering chain was attached. It was about four feet high and big,  I wondered how I could drink from it.  It was obvious I was to stick it in my mouth but then what?  I wanted water so I tried it.  I knelt close to the wall and wrapped my mouth around it.  It was a tight fit and completely filled my mouth.  I sucked and nothing happened.  I couldn't bite down because of the ring holding my mouth open.  Finally, I got a tiny trickle of water by sucking hard and squeezing my lips around its base.  I guess this was designed to strengthen my lips.  Shit.  The water had a flavor.  I didn't recognize it but I wouldn't be surprised to find it was laden with female hormones.

The chain was heavy and my hands pulled down uncomfortably on the back of my collar.  I sat down on the pad by putting my shackled arms against the wall and slowly sliding down the cold surface. The thin pad did little to soften the concrete, but at least it wasn't cold. Sitting decreased the pull of the heavy chain on my neck.

All I could see through the bars was an identical cell across a the passage. It held a girl.  She was naked, ringed, and the high collar on her neck was prominent. I couldn't see her hands or feet since they were behind her, but the tight posture was what I felt now. She had to be chained like me.  Her collar was chained to the wall, too.  The major difference was her head was wrapped in a leather hood and she was not gagged.  Her nose and mouth were uncovered.  She was kneeling facing me, rather than sitting. Strange.  Did she like that position or was she under orders. Her legs were spread very wide and she held her head high.  She looked like she was meditating.

I thought about my life.  Things were going well before Evelyn came into my life.  She was a good lay and if I had left it at that, I would still be a free man.  Now I was naked and female and chained to a wall.  I wondered about Evelyn. Besides her announcement she was a slave and enjoying it, she seemed to enjoy subjugating me. I wonder it she'd act the same way if I started out as a female? She didn't seem to think we shared any  feelings earlier. She was all business, formal.

It seemed she didn't retain any feelings for me. I had cared for her. The blackmail was just business between her husband and I. That hadn't gone too well for me. Why in hell hadn't I followed my own rules and checked him out before trying to blackmail him?  Reckless greed. Shit.  It looked like I wasn't going to do that again. He had done this to me. What had he done to her. She had betrayed him and some men would think worse of her than of me.  Was she taking some of his revenge out on me?

Who was that in front of me? I was hesitant to talk. What if she learned I was once male? It couldn't matter now.  My condition washed over me again.  I fell to my knees and wept and wished for death.  I had caused this in my greed and ambition.  My father would have disowned me for being careless and stupid.  My intended victim was worse.  He was going to humiliate me as long as I lived.   He had made me female and a slave for all to see. 

I heard a whisper, too low to understand.  It was the girl in the opposite cell.

She spoke louder, "Hello.  Is anyone there?"  She spoke in English.  Oh God.  I hope she doesn't know what they did to me.

I got up and went to the bars. "Hey girl. I just got here. They've pierced me and locked me in chains like yours. Do you know what's happening?" I kicked my anklet against the bar.  It made a loud clank.

She asked, "Can you see?"

"Yes, but I almost wish I couldn't. Why do they have that thing on your head?"

"I'm Ann. I've been here for two weeks. The hood is part of my punishment. They say they'll take it off tomorrow."

"Shit. I had to say it, to admit it. "I'm Jenny. I just got here. What else have they done to you?"

"What you see, I was whipped when I got here. I guess I've been raped, but maybe not since I asked for it, and they put a device in my ass, It makes me obey them. Do you have one too?"

"No. What kind of object"

"Its like a butt plug. It doesn't hurt unless they want it to."

"No, not yet.  I've got to ask, how can you take it out when you have to go?"

"I can't. Its locked inside me. They have to take it out , They do that twice a day. Its like everything else here. They have total control over you. This isn't a prison. This is where they train girls to be slaves to men. They control us, keep us helpless, completely dependent on the men."

"Its a woman who brought me here."

"Was she naked, wearing a collar?"

"Yes."

"She's a slave too. The men are in control of her. Did she have a controller up her ass?"

"I don't know. I couldn't see one."

"Well, she does. Every female here has one and a man has the remote to control her."

I didn't want her to know I was once male.  I was ashamed and I knew she probably had bad experiences with men before. I was ashamed to admit it, but I had always thought women were less than men. Now that I was one I felt badly. I hadn't been a conscious decision. It was just that I acted like all my friends. I guess girls were smaller, weaker, softer, that I discounted them. I knew that girls were just as smart as men, but that didn't seem to matter as much as the physical differences. 

It would be too humiliating now. It would probably seem funny to her. A lordly male changed into a helpless female. Depending on how men had treated her, she might find it just for me to have to learn what it was like. Though I don't think I'm going to have a normal female life.   I kicked twice, trying to tell her I was tired of the questions.  She must have understood, because she said, "I hope I can see you and we can talk soon."

I kicked the mat against the wall and knelt on it with my back to the wall. It was better than standing and easier to get up than sitting or laying down. I looked at Ann across the hall and tried to copy her. I hated to admit it, but she looked good. Tight, controlled, ready to move, yet relaxed. I needed something to do and a position like hers seemed better than a sloppy one.

Evelyn came back to my cell in a hour or so.  She was carrying a small box and leading another slavegirl, pierced and chained like me, with her hands locked high on her back. Evelyn set the box on the floor and led the girl to the other side of the cell. She locked the chain on the floor to her collar, removed the leash, and unlocked her hands. Her hands were fixed just like mine, now just chained to a ring on the back of her waistband. said,

Evelyn said, "Lori, Jenny. You can talk later. Jenny, Stand up."

I stood and she beckoned me with a finger wag. I walked to her. She took a rounded, shiny silver object from the box along with a tube of lubricant. She opened the tube, squeezed a pile onto the object and rubbed it all over the object. I saw a ring and a red rod sticking out of one end. She held the object by the ring while coating it with lube. "Turn around, spread your legs, bend over. You're getting your controller now."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, knowing what might happen if I broke a rule.

I felt her insert a finger in my bottom and spread lube around inside me. I had never had anything inserted in me there, save for when a doctor examined me. I didn't like it. But she didn't care what I thought. She just ordered me and I obeyed. My opinion wasn't important to her. I guess cattle didn't appreciate ear tags, either, but people didn't really care what they liked.

She removed her finger and I felt the tip of the 'Controller' touch my anus. "Jenny, I know this is new to you. If you relax, it won't hurt. If you stay tense, it might. Its going in no matter what you do. I'm going to press gently and you try and relax. think of a bowel movement. You want it to pass easily. Just like this. She was right, I didn't want any more pain or to tear anything. So I tried to relax. I felt her pressing and rotating the thing and I guess I was successful because it slowly entered me, growing larger with every advance until the widest part passed my sphincter and it slid into place. I felt a final push and it expanded in me, locking itself in place with a click.  I felt her pull on the ring and move my ass around, but the object didn't even shift. "I'll remove your controllers in the morning and evening so you can crap. Tomorrow you start ponygirl training. Lori, show Jenny the slave positions. Jenny, practice them. It may save you some corrections."

The thing in my ass wasn't uncomfortable, it was just a strange presence. I'd never had anything stuck inside me before. What was it? What did it do, besides fill me up?

She went to Lori and kissed her hard and long. Then she came to me and kissed me too.  She went to the cell door , turned and said, "We're going to have fun girls. I'll be back soon." She closed and locked the door and walked away.

Lori and I looked at each other. Lori asked, "Did Evelyn know you before we were enslaved?"

"Yes." I didn't want to go into details yet. Too soon, though I was sure Evelyn would let everyone know soon enough. "You too?"

'Lori chuckled, "Yeah, I've known her for years. We were both into kink and sort of volunteered for slave training."

"You volunteered to be pierced and chained?"

"Maybe we should have settled all the details before we volunteered. but we were giddy with the idea. I guess ponygirl training is included too. I've not seen you before."

Time to fess up a little, "No I tried to blackmail her husband and that's why I'm here. Nothing voluntary about it."

"So this is punishment? How long will they keep you?"

"I don't know. I don't know anything now. And speaking of knowledge, Do you know what she just stuffed in my ass?"

"Yeah. I've got one and so does she. All the girls here have them."

What are they?"

"The men call them controllers, They use them to, well, control us."

"What do you mean?"

"My master or mistress has a remote to program it, and me. They can shock you if you're bad or give you an orgasm when you're good. It can tell where you are and make you stay there or stay close to your master, an electronic leash. It can tell when you're lying and shock you until you tell the truth."

"I've never heard of such a device." That's true, if I knew there was such a thing, I'd have put one in every girl I met.

Evelyn came back with a bicycle messenger bag over her shoulder.  She set it on the floor outside our cell, opened the door and came to me. I was kneeling on my mat and Lori was on hers. Evelyn said, Its time to program your controller. Lori, if you speak, I'll gag you."

"I'll be quiet, Mistress.."

"OK, Jenny. I'm going to ask you some simple questions. Answer them truthfully, just 'Yes' or 'No.' OK"

"Yes, Mistress." I hated these rules, but I didn't want her to twist those things on my nipples again, or do any of the other painful things I could imagine.

"Are you kneeling?"

"Yes."

"Is your hair red?"

"No."

"Are you wearing a collar?"

"Yes."

"Is there a ring in you nose?"

"Yes."

"Can you see Lori?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now I want you to lie to each question. Is my hair blond?"

"No."

"Is the floor green?"

"Yes."

"Do you have six fingers on your hands?"

"Yes."

Are your nipple rings gold?"

"No."

"OK, calibration is done. I'm going to set the lie detection function to test. If you lie, it will just vibrate. If its on and you lie, it will give you a level 2 shock. You won't like it.  Answer my question with a lie. Are there rigs in your ears?"

"No." And the controller vibrated, loudly enough for Evelyn to hear it.

"OK. I'm setting it to 'On' now. It will punish any lies. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"When we had our fling in Paris, did you enjoy it, or was it just business?"

"I had to think back, "Mistress, this slave enjoyed our time together very much." Whew, no shock.

"Why did you use it to blackmail Ralph?"

"Mistress, this slave needed the money. A deal had gone sour and was strapped for cash. This slave was desperate and it was just business. It was my first time with blackmail and obviously, wasn't good at it. A thief and a con man, yes, but always insurance companies, never people." No shock again.

"Jenny, all the girls here have a controller like yours. You 're kept helpless because its easier to manage you, and the men like you that way. But most of the girls here obey their orders without any fuss because they want the rewards. Here's the best one. She held the black box in front of hr and with a florid motion pushed a button.

A great flood of pleasure, joy, bliss flowed through me. I had never, never, felt anything this great, so overwhelming, before. I squealed and fell sideways to the floor. I curled into a ball, unable to move, trying to capture the sensations flowing round and round inside me. My belly was a boiling cauldron of lust and pleasure, seeking each other and finding themselves. Visions of sex with great strong men impaling me on their huge cocks danced in my head. I guess I had internalized my femaleness already. Ages of joy rumbled through me. Finally, I lay there, drained, spent, in post-coital bliss. As awareness returned, I realized I had spewed love juices out of my pussy and I lay in a puddle. I really was female, all the way.

"OK. That's how good girls are rewarded.  You're still being punished for your misdeeds, though. You will have to earn the rewards. Stand up."

I obeyed and she pulled me to the wall and tied my leash to the wall ring so my nose was almost touching it.  I felt her pull my arms together in back and tie them together with cord.  She tugged and forced my elbows together until they touched, then she tied a knot.  The thin cords bit into my skin and the unnatural strain made my shoulders ache. It made my arms hurt a lot.  I said, "Mistress, may I speak?"

"Good. Yes, what is it?"

"Please, Mistress, that hurts a lot.  Could you loosen the ropes just a little?"

She said, "You are here to be punished.  The tie will not harm you, but will give you pain.  You didn't think you'd get away without punishment for what you did, do  you?"

She slipped some sort of mitten on my left hand, "Make a fist."

I obeyed and felt the glove tighten around my hand so I couldn't open my hand. She did the same to my right hand. I made a fist without her command and it was tightened. Now my hands were useless, even if there was something in reach. Now turn around."

I turned and she fastened the back ring of my collar snug to the wall ring so I couldn't move, with my pinioned arms hard against the wall. 

She took a short wooden rod out of her box.  There was a hole drilled through the center and a spring clip on either end. It had a metal latch on one side of the drilled hole.  She held it in front of me and asked, "Do you know what this is, Jenny?"

I shook my head no.  It looked innocuous enough.

She said, "Its a nipple stretcher." I'll show you.

I shook my head "No," but she ignored me as expected.

She clipped it onto both my nipple rings.  I felt the pull as it dangled below my breasts.

She picked up another part from her box.  It was a "T" shaped piece of wood.  She inserted the longer part into the center hole of the rod hanging between my breasts.  She had to hold the catch open as she slid it in.  She lifted the rod and held it level with my nipples.  She pushed the thin part toward my chest.  The shorter arm of the "T" rested between my breasts.  She continued pushing the thin part through the rod.  The latch clicked every quarter inch.  My nipples were pulled away from my chest.  She didn't stop until they were taut and I felt a hard pull on my nipples.  It was uncomfortable, but not painful yet.  The pain in my arms was much more of a concern.

She said, There, that looks perfect."  She reached into her box again and took out a short whip with five or six knotted leather strips.  She said, "This tiny whip was designed to be used on a girl's breasts and pussy. I've had it used on me and if hurts a lot, but doesn't damage you.  I can whip you as long as I want and you'll get a little pain.  But that's what you're here for.  Here we go."

She raised the wicked thing and brought it down sharply on my left breast.  I screamed through my gag.  This was the most pain I had felt yet in this sadist's den.  Thin red stripes appeared on my breast.  Each one was a fresh line of pain, feeling far worse than it looked. She whipped my poor breasts a long time.  When she finally stopped the tops of my breasts were a rosy dark pink. I imagine the bottoms were too.  They certainly felt raw and hot like the tops.  She had liberally whipped the bottoms too.  I was sobbing and drooling.  I felt worthless.  When she stopped, she didn't release me.  Instead she picked up her box and went across the passageway to Ann who had heard my unseen ordeal.

I stared at my extended breasts until Ann's screams shook me out of my reverie.  I looked up and saw she wore a nipple stretcher like mine and the woman was fiercely whipping her breasts.

When she finally stopped, she came back into my cell and unlocked me from the wall chain. She grabbed my nose ring in her hand and led me across the hall, into Ann's cell. It was laid out like mine had been. She locked me to the open chain and left Ann and I alone and hurting. Evelyn closed the cell door and said, "Both of you girls are here for punishment, so you may as well stay in the same cell. I watched as she took Lori out of my old cell on a leash and walked away, leaving Ann and I chained to the wall, stretched and hurting.

Evelyn finally returned a few hours later carrying our food bowls.  Every part of my body hurt.  She took the nipple stretchers off both of us and removed the hood from Ann. "Close your eyes for a few minutes and open them slowly.  She left our elbows tied and put the bowls on the floor beside the mats. "Eat."

We both dropped to our knees and ate rapidly.  I was very hungry and this tasteless glop at least filled my belly.  I licked the bowl clean and waited for orders.

She said, "Get a drink."

I rose and clanked over to the wall and put my mouth around the phallus.  I couldn't help but remember the two men who had used my virgin mouth.  I was shamed by this water source.  I knew I had to get used to it.

After Ann drank, Evelyn left with our bowls, closed and locked our cell door and turned out our light.

I said, "Ann, I'm being punished because I tried to blackmail Mistress' husband after I slept with her. What did you do?"

"I tried to kill a few men for a client. They were more capable than I thought."

"So both of us are criminals that our intended victims caught themselves rather than using the police.  Are we just unlucky or is something else going on?"

"I don't know, but its obvious there is some sort of organization who would rather turn us into their slavegirls than see us in prison. You're new here, aren't you?"

"Brand new, why?"

"I heard her programming your controller. I heard you get your first orgasm from it. What did you think?"

"I thought I'd gone to heaven. Does it become less pleasant with repetition?"

"I've only had a couple, I'm still being punished, but all have been as good as the first. They're indescribable. Better than anything you've ever had, at least for me. I don't care for the chains and punishments, but I really like the orgasms. They told me if I'm pleasing, I can get several a day. They're addictive. I don't think I'd leave now, if I could."

It was warm in the cell, a good thing since we had nothing to cover ourselves with. My thoughts drifted back over the circumstances that led me here.  I was feeling very alone, estranged from my life, lonely when Ann asked, Can I join you. I'm cold and would like company?"

Why not. "Sure. can you reach me or do I have to move closer?"

"I think we're close enough. Don't move."

I heard the clink and slithering sounds as she crawled closer, dragging her chain behind her. I turned on my side, toward her. She crawled close and snuggled close, facing me. Our breasts and thighs rubbed together. I felt the hot flash of arousal in my belly and I would have said my cock, but now it was my pussy. We snuggled closer together, trying to maximize skin contact and driving both of us to high arousal to judge from my feelings and her animal sounds.  Our lips found each other and the kiss was memorable.

We broke the kiss and she whispered, "I hadn't thought this would happen. I just wanted a little human contact."

"Are you sorry?"

"Oh no. Would you like to make love?"

"Yes, How?"

"You roll  over on your back and I'll get on top. Then its just a matter of slippery friction and good intentions."

"Without hands of something to insert?" I was a little worried. The doctor said I had normal female equipment, but I'd never used it. It felt fine, so I guess this is an easy test, nothing going in, anyway.

"Convenient, but not necessary. I'll show you, just think carnal thoughts and spread your legs."

I rolled on my back and Ann slithered smoothly, silkily on top of me and put her pussy on top of mine. She dropped her legs between mine and began the most sensuous motion I could imagine. Her nipple rings clinked with mine and she ground her pussy against mine. Her lips sucked my breasts and nibbled on the tips of my nipples causing bursts of arousal to shoot through me. My nipples swelled up inside their tubes and pushed out the end as she sucked and nibbled. Her rubbing was inflaming my loins. The friction was giving me hot flashes and I felt her love juices lubricating her skin as she ground against me.

I felt my insides bubble and froth in my arousal. I was having a great time when Ann slid down further and further. My breasts were cold and lonely when her tongue started licking my sex lips. My arousal skyrocketed up and up. I thought I would pass out when she stuck her tongue between my nether lips and started licking hard. My orgasm couldn't wait. It rushed forth out of control , filling me with pleasure. I squirmed and wriggled and moaned under her tongue. Finally she raised up and I fell back to Earth.  I looked up at her damp face, shiny in the faint light, and smiled. "That was wonderful, Ann. It was my first time."

"Really, I find that hard to believe, you're too pretty to not have been found by some woman."

"Too busy with men, I guess." No, too busy being a man. "Can I return the favor, Ann?" I really wanted to try and bring her to orgasm. I wouldn't have had any trouble if I were still a man and free of these chains, but this would be a different exercise.

"I thought you'd never ask."

I rolled over and got to my knees, ""lay on my bed, lascivious wench."

"Gladly, madam," and she rolled over her shoulder with a clatter of chain, landing perfectly beside me. She spread her knees apart and I carefully positioned myself so I could put my lips on hers. I followed her plan and started with a kiss. It was just as arousing to kiss a woman as it had always been. I slithered down and licked and sucked her breasts and nipples, making her gasp and moan. Her nipples were gripped by the metal tubes too, with just the tips protruding. After a moment of intense sucking and nibbling, they swelled up and started growing out of the tubes. Then she really moaned as I worked on them. When her breath became rapid, I slid further down and put my mouth over her pussy. She was just as all the women I had bedded when I was male, aroused, her labia lips engorged, and slightly spread. I licked gently, keeping her aroused and located the hard nub of her clitoris. I'd come back to that when she was ready to pluck. I thrust my tongue deep into her love canal and licked her, rapidly, and firmly. She moaned and said, I'm going to cum.

She tasted wonderful, just like I remembered. I sucked down every drop of moisture, savoring her flavor, garnished with her helpless sounds. I played her like a fine instrument, Raising then lowering her sounds of pleasure, prolonging her pre-orgasm feeling.  When she had held at the threshold for long enough, I took her clit in my mouth and sucked on it like a lollipop until she came with a scream of pleasure and flooded me with her tasty juices. She bucked and writhed and wailed as she came. I raised up and watched her slowly settle down.

"My God, Jenny. That was the best I ever had from a girl. Almost as good as from my controller. Where did you learn how to do that?"

"Practice and a bit of natural talent, Ann."

"Will you teach me how to do that?"

"Sure, every girl needs to be able to service a man or woman and leave them wanting more. Besides, I want you to do me, often."

We lay down together and snuggled close, maximizing skin contact. This time we did sleep.

I woke to a clatter when someone opened the cell door and said, "Time to get up girls." We faced her and knelt. It was Lori, not Evelyn.

Evelyn had to leave so I'm in charge of your training now. Address me as 'Mistress."

We both said, "Yes. Mistress," We got to our feet and I watched Ann assume a pose. She faced Lori, spread her feet apart, arched her back, thrust out her breasts and held her head high.

"Ann is in standing display pose. Copy her."

"Yes, Mistress." I put myself in the same pose.

"Spread your feet more, make the chain taut."  I adjusted.

She walked behind us and untied out elbows, The pain had subsided to a dull ache overnight , but flared anew when the cord was peeled out of my skin. She pulled my wrists up and locked them high on my back, helpless, but the pain was receding. She did the same with Ann.

She put a leash on both our nose rings, unlocked the chains from our collars, and led us out of the cell. We didn't go far then she opened a door and took us into a tile lined wash room.  There were four drains in a row in the middle of the floor and a chain hanging from the ceiling above each one, almost brushing the floor. Lori took us to them and fastened one to each of our collars, so there was no slack. I couldn't move more than a foot in any direction before being strangled.

"Display." We assumed the pose and Lori stood behind me. I felt her hands around my ass. She unlocked the controller and pulled it out of me, twisting and pulling on its ring. It came out with a sucking sound.

"Time to get you nice and clean." She showed me an inflatable enema nozzle then put it in me, replacing the controller. It was deflated and slid in easily. She squeezed the inflating bulb and I felt it swell inside me. She tugged on it and decided it was tight enough, I guess. She went to Ann and repeated the process. Then she opened some unseen valve and I felt a warm liquid filling me up. I stopped when I was full. She cleaned our controllers while waiting for the liquid to clean us. A timer pinged and she came back to us. She did something to the thing in me and the liquid ran out behind me and down the drain. Then the liquid fill ed me again and we waited for the time to run out. This time, after we had emptied, Lori removed the enema nozzle and got the controllers. I felt her use a finger to lube my hole, inside and out. Then she replaced the controller, easily, this time, and locked it in me. She did Ann and then  she hosed us off. Warm water, thank goodness. She changed the hanging chains so we were locked to the end and we could kneel or sit on the floor, and fed us with bowls on the wet floor. Tasteless glop, but filling. She gave us a drink of water from the hose.

She opened a box on the floor and dumped a pair of boots on the floor in front of me.  They resembled a sole less leather sock with the front half inside a hollow, metal, leather covered hoof with a horseshoe on the bottom. The boots laced up the inside and had a slot for our ankle chain to pass through. She unlocked my hands and said, "Those are Ann's put. Them on her. Ann, sit on the floor and put your feet in front of Jenny.  Lace them tight." I put them on her as ordered. They fit well and made her feet look like a pony's. It had the effect of four inch heels, without the heel.

Lori relocked my hands high on my back and unlocked Ann's hands. Then Ann put mine on me. It was a sensible arrangement since neither of us could reach our own feet.

Lori helped me get on my feet. The pony boots felt strange, unwieldy. They were heavy and I had no experience with high heels. "You just need experience walking." She left Ann chained in place and took me by the arm and led me to the next room. It was large and filled with treadmills. She took me to the end of a row and had me stand on the walking surface. A chain hung from the ceiling supporting a large spring, like from a garage door. The chain  was fastened to both ends with six inches of slack between the ends. and continued down to four feet above the treadmill. She locked the chain to the back of my collar. If I fell, the chain would catch me by my pinioned arms. The arrangement was neat, clean, efficient, cheap, safe for a fall, and inescapable. She turned on the treadmill and called up the "Beginning Walker" program. "Practice, she said and left the room. I started walking in my pony boots. My feet started aching in five minutes. The machine started slow then sped up. Its slope changed too.  I watched the time remaining count down. She had put me on for an hour.

In a few minutes she returned with Ann and put her next to me. She started the same program and walked behind us.

I trudged on that endless treadmill, starring at the featureless wall and wondered what my future was going to be. My feet ached, but my legs were holding up Ok. Ann was breathing hard. Out of shape. Did my captors intend for me to pull a cart  forever, or just to do it occasionally. Would Ann be with me or others, I could imagine myself pulling a carriage with Lori and her Master holding our reins, running us around and around their estate. Sometimes showing us off to visitors, letting them fuck us and whip us. We'd always be kept helpless. But there'd always be the threat of unexpected discovery. Did he have access to a private billionaire's island where they kept all their illegal slavegirls. Maybe it was legal there to own slaves?

My treadmill beeped and slowed to a stop. Lori came up and released me from the chain. She used my leash to lead me off the machine. She tied it to an empty machine's rail and went to Ann's machine. She looked at the screen and decided to wait for her program to end.

When it did she collected Ann and I and led us outside into bright daylight. I don't know how long it had been since I saw sunlight, but it felt like a long time. The exercise on the treadmill had made me steadier on my new boots, though my feet still ached. She led us to a long, low building and in through a narrow door. It looked like a stable. with a main promenade lined with stalls. she led us into a room. long and narrow, lined with shelves and hanging items of leather and chrome. I had never been into horses, but this was a tack room where all the accoutrements of horses were kept.

Lori led us to a wall, bare of tack with a horizontal bar, eight feet long mounted five feet high and six inches out from the wall. She tied Ann's leash near one end and mine at the other end. She tied it tight so my nose ring was touching the bar. I was effectively immobilized, as was Ann.  She found a bridle and put it on me. It was made entirely of straps that buckled around and over my head so there was no way any tugging or pulling could move it until some straps were unbuckled.. It went over my still short hair without any problem. It gripped my head tightly, but it wasn't uncomfortable.

She pulled Ann's longer hair into a ponytail in back then put a bridle on her too. 

Then she approached me with something in her hand. "This is your bit. You'll wear this as a ponygirl. Open." She showed it to me. The "U" shaped mouthpiece slipped inside my mouth and its serrated bottom held my tongue down so speech was impossible. Plastic guards lined the parts between my teeth to protect them and let the bit rotate freely. I hesitated and she put her fingers on my left nipple. I got the message quickly and opened my mouth.  I didn't want the nasty thing in my mouth, but I couldn't prevent it. The part that went inside my mouth was  metal,  serrated on the bottom, and sized to lay on my tongue, behind my stud. It clipped onto my bridle so I couldn't spit it out. There were arms on the end with rings for the reins to attach. After it was in place, Lori tightened the strap under my jaw to clamp my teeth tight on the plastic. After it was strapped into me and she removed her hands, I shook my head to see how it felt. Only then did I remember this was what ponies did. She put a bit in Ann's mouth.

I expected reins next, but all Lori did was untie our leashes from the bar and lead us back into the stable. She walked us down the promenade and out one end of the building. There was a horse exerciser there, kind of like a windmill laid down on its side.  It rotated horizontally around a central pole and it had four long arms sticking out from the center, ten feet off the ground. Chains hung down from the end of each arm. She took us to it and fastened one of the chains to my collar and fastened Ann on the opposite side.

"Girls, its time for you to learn to high step. Its simple. At each step lift your leg as high as you can, until your hobble chain stops you, then step forward as far as you can, keeping your hobble taut. Repeat. You'll start slow and I'll increase your speed." She flipped a switch on a panel and the walker started moving. Ann and I started walking drug along by our tethers. I didn't get my foot high enough so when I passed Lori, she slashed her crop across my defenseless ass. I yelped and yanked my foot higher. I heard Ann cry out too, but I ignored her as I tried to get my foot higher.

We only collected a few slashes at first. Lori knew we were inexperienced and I could tell she was going easy on us, just swatting us when ye messed up badly. I was experienced enough with the pony boots that they weren't causing me any problems now. My feet had stopped aching.  Then she sped the machine up. Now it was impossible to keep up with our heavy boots and chains. My legs were burning from exertion. Ann was in worse shape than I. At least my leg muscles were stronger and she was getting swatted every time around. I only got hit every third or fourth time. The whip seemed to energize me and I kept up for a couple of laps before I fell behind.

Lori slowed the machine down and let us rest by changing speeds. It worked. Neither Ann or I got more stripes for a while. Then she sped us up again.

We did better this time. Ann only got a few and I got only two.  Lori slowed the walker down again and let us cool off. When she finally stopped us, we were both sweating and ready for a break.

She left us on the walker and held a water bottle to our mouths, By tilting out heads back and pouring water on the bit, almost all of it slipped into my parched mouth. She watered both of us. "Girls, you did well. Remember to high step when you're in harness."

She released us and led us back into the tack room. She  clipped reins on to both our bits, took the leashes off our nose rings, and left them in the room. She led us outside with the reins and we stood on the fenced track. Another slavegirl waited for us. Lori handed her Ann's reins and said, "This is Laura. She's going to help with your training."

They had us face to our left along the track twenty feet apart. Lori walked behind me and pulled the reins back so they were straight.  "We're going to practice the high step and the reins together. Start slow and concentrate on form. Lift your left leg as high as you can and balance on the right foot. You will practice the pony boots at the same time as high stepping and reins."

I obeyed.

"Good now shove your left foot as far forward as you can, in a straight line with your right foot. This is how you will work high heels when you get some."

"Good, now lift you right foot until your hobble stops you."

I obeyed.

"Good. Step forward."

Good. Always walk and run this way when you're in harness. To communicate, stomp once for 'yes' and twice for 'no.'

I stomped my left foot one time.

"Good. Now the reins. I will pull on your left when I want you to turn left, right rein for turn right. Long pull on both while you're moving forward means slow down or stop. A long pull on both when you're stopped means back up. If I shake the reins it means walk if you're stopped or faster if you're going forward. OK"

Simple enough. I stomped once.

"If you fail to high step or don't respond properly to the reins, I will swat your ass with my whip. OK?"

I wasn't going to screw up. I stomped once.

"Let's try it." She shook the reins.

I started high stepping forward. I responded to left, right, stop, back up, stop, forward, speed up, left, right. stop. Mistress stayed right behind me, never pulling on the reins until she wanted to command me.

"Good job. Now let's talk about speed. If you're stopped and I shake the reins, that means walk. if I shake the reins while you're walking, that means fast walk. If I shake the reins when you're fast walking, that means trot, an easy jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging, that means trot, a fast jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging fast, that means canter, a run. If I shake the reins when you're running, that's, gallop, a sprint. always with a high step. You will need a lot of practice to be able to move fast in a high step, much less with your ankles chained, but you will learn to do it."

I didn't think I could, but I stomped once to show I understood what she said.

She guided me up and down the track making me speed up then slow down . . Sounds easy, but it wasn't. I felt the whip a lot before I got good at my responses. At first I had to think about what I felt. Whenever she pulled on a rein, the bit's serrated plate dug at my tongue and was quite uncomfortable.

She got me up to a fast jog and it was all I could do. I started collecting whip marks for not high stepping. Only twice in that interminable run for failing to respond to the reins properly.

At last she slowed me down and walked me back into the stable. Lori and Ann were right behind us.

She took the reins off my bit and put the leash back on my nose ring. Then to my horror, they put us back on the walker. It wasn't fair. We were too tired. They didn't care and we couldn't speak. And they had the whips. They put us back on the walker as we were before, across from each other.

"This is an exercise machine. Its to help you increase your stamina. Just keep up with it as it moves. Remember to high step."

Without warning the machine started turning. It pulled on my collar and I started walking. Ann forgot to high step and Laura gave her a stroke with her whip as she passed.  Lori and Laura watched us and stood ready to correct the girl walking toward her.

I strained to do a good high step. It worked for a while, then the walker sped up. We were forced into a trot. The high steps became harder to do correctly. I collected four or five new stripes until I got into the faster rhythm. So did Ann. I was feeling pretty confident, but I was getting tired. It was harder to lift my legs.

Again the walker sped up, this time to a canter and we had to run in our chains. The high step seemed impossible at this speed. I was whipped every revolution for a couple of turns, then it seemed to come to me. I was high stepping at this ridiculous speed. My legs were a blur, but the whip stopped hitting me. We made a whole revolution with out either of us feeling the whip and the machine slowed down to a trot. Thank God.

Sweat was running down my body. Ann's entire ass was covered with red stripes. just like mine, I bet. It felt like it anyway. The walker slowed to a walk and we did that for five minutes before it stopped. I was so grateful for the rest. Lori unclipped the chain from my collar. I was breathing hard and looking forward to some rest. I was being forced to train harder than I had ever done myself. It felt good now that I had stopped, but I doubt I could start up again right now. I was limp. Lori took me into the tack room and stripped the pony gear off. It was so good to get that bit out of my mouth. I'd never think badly of a ball gag again.

When I was back to just another sweaty slave, she put the leash back on my nose ring and led me out of the tack room. I was sweating and my legs were shaking. We were fed from bowls on the ground and allowed to visit the toilet. Then we  was taken to a cooking class with ten other girls. A chain fastened me to a table and my hands were released. We learned units of measure and odd things like a dash and a pinch. Then we learned to read recipes. I whipped cream into whipped cream then into butter. I had never tried cooking before. Only women did that. Duh. I could heat water in a microwave and that was about it. I was surprised by my reaction. I found it fascinating.

Lori and Laura took us back to our building after the class. Laura had her chains removed and was equipped like Lori, just metal bands on her wrists, ankles, and neck, plus the rings we all had. Of course we all had controllers in our bottoms. When we got back from the training, they took us into the bath, gave us our enemas and fed us.

They took us back and chained us in the cell. We knelt as directed and they walked over and stood right in front of us. My nose was almost touching Lori's sex. It didn't take a genius to see what she wanted. I looked up at her and asked, "Mistress, may I service you?"

She took hold of my nose ring and tilted my head up. "By all means, slut. Now."  She pulled my mouth into contact with her pussy and I began licking her . She was already pretty aroused. Her sex lips were moist with her perfume. A few licks and she said, deeper, slut." I thrust my tongue between her lips and sucked while licking. Her breathing got very rapid so I hurried a bit. I sucked the hard nub of her clit into my mouth and nibbled, gently on it. She came with a squeal of pleasure and thoughtfully released my nose ring as she curled over an her belly spasmed, pumping more love juice into her pussy. I sucked up all I could, but some eluded me and ran down her legs.

I heard Laura gasp behind me. I guess she had one too.

Our mistresses left together and locked the door. They stopped outside and smiled at us through the bars. Lori said, Thank you girls." They both held up our remotes and gave both us simultaneous orgasms. Mine was so, so, good. It was stupendous and just as good as the last one. It had to be twice as good as the one I got from Ann last night. Ann's right, they're addictive.  When I became aware of my surroundings again, Lori and Laura were gone, the cell door was locked, Ann was on her mat, I was on my mat, the lights were still on, and our hands were still locked high on our backs. After today's exercise and the world class orgasm, I was content to just lay on my mat and go to sleep. When Ann stirred, I said, "Goodnight, Ann."

"Goodnight, Jenny."

The next day started off identical to the last. It changed when the controllers were reinserted in me. It felt odd, like there was a resistance to movement. I saw Ann's change first. She had a flowing tail, the same color as her hair flowing out of her controller, her ass. I waggled my ass and saw a similar tail, my hair color, streaming behind me. They somehow attached to the controllers.

The rest of the day was identical. Well, I think both of us got fewer stripes. The third day Lori and Lori handed us off to two men they said were our trainers, Lori said they had their own class to go to and they'd see us at the start and end of out days.

We didn't get weekends off. After seven days, we started running in harness. The trainer would fasten my wrists to a bar and lift it until I was on tiptoe.  Like women used to be strapped into their corsets. The harness consisted of leather straps circling my body.  Above my breasts and below, with a sort of ledge to support them. The steel belt stayed in place. A long strap clipped to my collar in front, was riveted to the other straps.  It narrowed as it passed between my labia rings then up my back.  Passing through loops on the horizontal straps and buckled to my back collar ring. Straps circled my breasts tightly, making them jut out. The harness went under my pinioned arms. Every strap was pulled tight, compressing my body. My bridle and bit were thick and sturdy.  They pulled my head back with a tight strap running from the back of my head to a spot down between my shoulder blades. Ann and I strapped each other into the pony boots in the morning and took them off in the evening.

It took time to learn how to move in all of this, much less to run well. At first the trainers used words along with the reins and whip to teach me the reins. I was taken through the same moves again and again, walk, trot, canter, with my knees well up and my head high. All too soon they stopped using words. People don't talk to livestock.

I had become good at responding to non-verbal signals. It didn't matter who was training me. I couldn't see them behind me. The only things I had to go on were shouted reprimands, yanks on the reins, and the whip. The whip flicked the backs of my thighs when I wasn't raising my knees high enough. It smacked my ass hard when I wasn't going fast enough. It caught the underside of my breasts to correct my posture. These things I could figure out.

I suppose its true for any physical activity, but the last thing I learned was grace and efficiency. I know that's what they wanted, because I seemed to be beaten less as I got more graceful and efficient. I don't know how it happened. I had to let go of my reasoning powers and my confusion and just let the whip teach me. I still had to strain every nerve to do what was expected of me. But only through mute physical response to conditioning. If I tried to analyze what worked and what didn't, tried to take the initiative. I tensed up, overstepped my hobble. I spoiled the rhythm, lost the symmetry, messed up somehow. When I surrendered my body to the demands of the reins and harness and lash. Then somehow, sweating, crying, gasping, I found myself performing properly.

I had been training with Ann for two weeks, being tended during the evening and morning by Lori. On the morning of the fourteenth day, they got us up, did the normal cleaning and feeding After the pony boots were on both of us, Lori said, "Kneel." Ann and I instantly complied. "Girls, we've been here long enough. My Master is taking me home to New York. Jenny, Master Ralph has sold you to Master Bradley. Master Bill owns you, Ann. You two will stay her and complete your training. Master Bradley has assigned Laura to take care of both of you."

I felt really bad she was leaving. Despite what I did to her, she's become my closest friend as well as my Mistress. I started crying, "M...Mistress, may this slave speak?"

"Yes,"

"Mistress, can't I go with you? I'm your ponygirl."

"Hush. Master decided this is a better place for you."

"Thank you, Mistress. I'll work very hard. Will I see you again?"

"I don't know. Its up to my Master."

I learned that Ralph Carstairs, the man I tried to blackmail and who made me female and a slave, had sold me. I was glad to be away from a man who held such power over me and disliked me. But I was saddened that I had lost both Evelyn and Lori. They were demanding, but also friendly. They were my only and best friends and I probably wouldn't see them again.

But there was nothing Ann or I could do. We had no power to change anything the Master's wanted to do. So we went on training.

Then one day after a warm up trot, there was something new. A contraption of struts and two large, very thin wheels with a seat in the middle; a carriage, like the ones used for racing horses. They harnessed me up, arranging the heavy bridle, bit and reins.  The slightest twitch would convey the driver's demands to my vulnerable mouth. Then, for the first time blinkers were added, and I could only see straight ahead. It was surprising how frightening this was. I felt like one of those animals sent home from the vet with a cone on its head to prevent it from licking its wounds. I kept moving my head uneasily in an attempt to increase my range of vision.

Then the trainer backed me between the shafts and fastened them to my steel belt. I could feel the extra weight, but it was slight, even after my Master climbed into the seat. I felt light on my feet. I wanted to run and run with my master controlling me. The tension I felt, knowing he was joined to me, felt good. How can I describe it? I was his animal. He couldn't ride me, and suddenly I felt sad about that. But I could carry him in a fashion. He could use me, I could serve the master I worshipped, in this new way.

Adjustments were made behind me. I leaned forward a little, testing the tiny weight of the shafts. Then my master clicked, the reins slapped my shoulders and my backside stung. I stepped forward, surprised with the mass' resistance behind me.  I leaned my hips into it and managed to get the carriage moving. The flicks of pain on my ass and thighs kept me moving forward; I tried not to let myself jump with the sting. It would upset my rhythm. Soon, to my surprise, I managed a slow trot. With the shafts like air on my hips, and in response to the whip's encouragement.  I moved into a canter. The pull of the bit steered me onto a smooth track around the grounds. On this I was really able to run gracefully. I was doing it!

My initial elation carried me through some of the grueling training that followed. Once again I felt like I was starting all over. All my gaits had to be adjusted for the weight behind me. My center of gravity was no different, but the mass behind me resisted every change in velocity.

It felt very odd, using my hips to pull a heavy weight. Before this if I'd had to pull something, I'd have used my arms and shoulders. Shifted my upper body's weight into it. I realized the harness on my upper torso wasn't just for show. It transferred some of the pull to my shoulders and chest. Still, without hands or arms to use or swing, without even the ability to throw my head forward, I had a significant handicap.

Turning corners was a new experience. In a sense I now had a huge rigid tail. When my master pulled on my reins to turn me, the carriage wanted to go straight. It tried to push me straight. During later training my master tested me at different speeds and sharper turns.  Finally, we reached the limits of what I could manage without capsizing.

That first day, he  worked on instant obedience to the orders conveyed by the reins and the whip. My muscle learning handled situations I had been trained for, but it was a struggle to meet the new demands. As I tired, my legs dragged a little on the track and I had trouble holding the rhythm when the whip stung me. I gasped and yelped more as my chest heaved against the confining harness.

I worked hard to keep my feet high, and not let my ankle chain snag and toss me on my face, no arms to protect me.

After that, every day of training included the carriage. A trainer drove me if my master wasn't around. Every day they worked me relentlessly, to exhaustion. They were meticulous about my form.  Demanding perfect symmetry in my movements, precise placement of my feet. My speed was limited by my hobble but my stamina increased ten fold. I could canter all day with my master behind me. I became proud of my body and my grace.  My upper body so tightly confined, only my breasts bobbing a little in their harness, my rings swaying at every step.

I had not been back to pony school for weeks. Now I was master's transportation. I don't think he used his bicycle any more. Every day he put me in my harness and I pulled him everywhere. It was easy, really. His carriage was light and so well balanced I didn't feel his weight. My harness was simple. The training harness from school hung in his garage. Master preferred a bustier of heavy leather that covered my torso from my hips to my breasts. It flared into half cups under my breasts. I appreciated that touch. It gave me much needed support for my breasts as I trotted. They might not have needed it save for the heavy rings and bells they sported. The carriage clipped onto sturdy rings on either side of my waist.

Master tried letting me run with my hands just locked behind me decided they were too floppy and untidy. He went back to the reverse prayer method used at school. so now they were pulled up high on my back. My bracelets were locked to my collar and a leather strap pulled my folded arms into a tight bundle. Totally helpless. More even than normal. Not my doing. I got to wear black running shoes, thank goodness. My ankle chain was unchanged, I just wasn't as fast as I could have been, Master never seemed to mind. The pace of life here was more relaxed than I was used to.

Master had me wear my blond hair long in a single ponytail. It reached down to my waist but wasn't as massive as it used to be. I had worn a butt plug ever since he started using my bottom hole. He removed it once a day so I could empty myself. Then it went back in. After he inserted it he used a key to make the part inside me swell so I couldn't remove it. Neither could anyone else without the key. When I finished my pony girl training he took me to a pony girl outfitter. They shaved the sides of my head to give me a pony mane. The long hair was mounted on my locking butt plug. Now I had a tail to match my mane.

My bridle was a mass of thin black straps clasping my head in a snug grasp. Today I had my usual bit in my mouth. The bar across my mouth was coated in thick rubber to protect my teeth. Its extension in my mouth was a serrated metal plate that pressed down on my tongue. Speech was impossible but it was only uncomfortable when master pulled on a rein to steer me. I always responded to directions as fast as I could. If I daydreamed and didn't respond quick enough he had to pull harder and that could hurt. Even though I was in sub space when running, I always paid close attention to his directions. I never knew where we were going. Heck, I had no idea what the road names were, if any. I just focused on the sound of my bells and the tug of my reins.

My favorite destination was master's work. It was four stories and massive. Really nothing to make it pretty. It was just a place where master did stuff. But it had a garage for everyone's carriages and a pony pen for me and the other ponies. It was a large fenced grassy field with shade trees and water fountains. The fence was tall chain link with a concrete footing. It was designed to keep ponies in and was impossible for a pony to climb or dig under. When I pulled the carriage in the garage and stopped, Master unhitched me and took the bit out of my mouth. Then he kissed me, one of my favorite things in the world and put me in the pen. There were dozens of ponies in the pen whenever I was there. None of us could do anything but walk and talk, so that's what we did.

Our conversations were limited because our environment was so circumscribed. Back home we had clothes, media, activities outside the home, and friends. Here we only had our masters, where they took us or what they did to us. What I noticed immediately was that all the ponies were happy and friendly. We had nothing to compete about. We were all naked, helpless, and in peak condition. There wasn't any basis or reason for snide comments or catty gossip. We didn't know anything to gossip about. We had no social life so no one was ever snubbed or found in a compromising position. Slave girls were not permitted dignity or pride. As a result, we all were consoling when needed and happy to share sexual experiences and tricks. The biggest item of conversation was food and recipes. We weren't able to write anything so we used memory tricks to try and get new knowledge home and try them.
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