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Prolog

Emma Knox is a private investigator employed by and living with an attorney, Larry Holman. They were hired to investigate the murder of Jon Salton, a pilot, married to Emma’s sister, Karma. Their investigation  led them to two new companies, Acme Industries and Superior Products. Both companies were formed at the same time in the Cayman Islands and the FBI is investigating Acme for suspicion of money laundering. They identified the killer hired by Acme. They continued the investigation of Superior to determine their involvement.

Part 1 is in Too Late for Caution by Alan Horn

Emma and Karma are in Emma’s car when it is stopped by fake police. They awake in a compound in a warm climate. Their captor, the secret leader of a drug cartel is, publicly a successful business leader and philanthropist. He is concerned that Emma’s investigation may expose him. Karma was collateral damage but is a useful chattel.

Part 2 is in No Escape by Alan Horn

Both girls are collared and ringed by their captor. They do not learn his name of anything about him save that he regards them as his property and keeps them chained. Both girls learn the pleasures and pains of slave girls. He questions Emma about her actions and motivations in her investigation of Superior Products. Karma is put in the private brothel he keeps for his employees/minions. 

Part 3 is in The Best Course

Emma is ruthlessly interrogated to learn exactly what she learned and who she contacted in her investigation. Karma learns new ways to reach ecstasy and receives on-the-job training in the tycoon’s bordello. Together they hatch a scheme for Emma to return home, and Emma learns that pain is also arousing and decides slaves have more fun than captives. In her fantasies she is Larry’s slave, despite the indications she will never see him again.

Part 4 is in Committed

Emma’s owner strikes a deal with Larry Holman at her suggestion. Not the deal she proposed, but similar. Larry will take over as Superior Products local president and manager, replacing Mr. Dinoso who is needed elsewhere. Larry does not know Emma has been enslaved until he arrives with Ruth, his office manager. Emma and Karma will remain slaves, Emma to go home with Larry. Ruth is enslaved and learns the joy of submission. Emma and Ruth are trained as ponygirls and are resigned to being the only public slaves in Washington.

Part 5 is in Exposed

Larry takes Emma and Ruth back to Jefferson County, WA. Reinaldo has hired him as Regional VP of Superior Products and given him the two girls. Emma and Ruth like being his slaves but have been kept in the dark about their new home and his intentions toward them save that they will be kept enslaved and exposed to the public.


Part 5 of Emma & Karma




Chapter 14 : Home at Last

I woke up, groggy, and took slow stock of my body. I was afraid to open my eyes and dispel the dream I was in. I was Larry’s slave and he was taking me home. My arms were pulled up behind me in reverse prayer and they wouldn’t move. That was consistent with my dream. I could feel the high heels and the steel anklets, check. I wore a heavy collar and felt cool air on my body, check. I opened my eyes, slowly. I was sitting up in the backseat of a limousine, It was dim and moving, the only color I could see was the red of my heels, gold of my chains and cuffs, and the pale flesh of my skin, Larry was next to me in the center, and I glimpsed Ruth’s red heels and ankle chain on his other side. She was still a slave, naked and chained, and collared, like me, check. It wasn’t a dream or I was still asleep.

I half rolled toward Larry and snuggled against him, intentionally jostling my nipple rings against his coat, and making delightful jolts of arousal spike through me. I felt my nipples harden and swell, tightening their grip on the rings, and watched his face as he looked at me.

“Awake at last.”

“Master, where are we?”

“Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl, but this time I will indulge you. We’re going to our new home, a few miles from the home you remember. It’s up in the hills.” He put his arm around me while speaking and took hold of my breast, gently, but firmly and that now familiar thrill of arousal warmed my belly. I could see Ruth’s ringed nipples slowly rising and falling with her breath. Still asleep. Master put his other arm around her and she stirred with a faint murmur of protest.

I wanted to know so much. Slaves are intentionally kept ignorant and now I was back in Washington where friends and acquaintances used to live. Would I be able to see them, visit them, have lunch with them? Or, would Master force me to see them, show them how I had changed, forsaken freedom for my chains? Would Master let me have any sort of normal life or was I to be sequestered like in South America? “Master, may I speak?”

“Yes, go ahead.”

“Master what is the home we are going like?”

“I’ve never been there. I do not know, but considering the salary they are paying me, it must be larger than mine.

Ruth stirred and moaned, still groggy from the drug we were given. She asked in a slurred voice,” Are we home yet?”

Master replied, Not yet. Remember your rules.”

She said, “OH…Oh. Sorry, Master.”

The road is familiar to Emma. She watches for signs and finally finds one that orients her. They are on US Highway 101. She recognizes Crocker Lake and she relaxes and closes her eyes, she’s really home. She has seldom gone off the main road and knows the area as only a lush green forest with scattered farms. It is as unknown to her as the place where she gave up her freedom for sex and submission. She snuggles contentedly down into Larry’s side. A little later the car turns onto a side road. She doesn’t open her eyes, happy to be with her Master, wherever they go.

I felt the car slow and open my eyes. Through the glass privacy screen and the windshield I can see the thick bars of a gate. I hear nothing, but the gate opens and the car drives through. It feels like  paved road, silky smooth I sit up and look out my window, but all I can see are trees and an occasional pink flowering bush for a long drive, mostly uphill. We break out of the trees and the land opens into a meadow, dotted with stands of tall firs and cedars. Ahead of us is a large house with several outbuildings or wings close by. They all look brand new, which makes sense since Superior Products has only been in Quilcene for a year. I see a large garden or small farm with many green plants dotting fresh, brown dirt beyond the buildings. The car glides to a stop and several people approach the car. My door opens and a woman in a very traditional black and white maid’s uniform reaches in and hooks the chain connecting my nipple rings with a single finger. She pulls and I scramble to follow her hand out the door. Not easy with my ankles chained together and my hands locked high on my back, but she is patient and gives me time to figure out how to follow my breasts.

I am acutely aware of the arousal this stranger is causing. I feel the heat rising in my face and belly and am embarrassed both by the ease of my arousal and by my helplessness to a single finger of this stranger. I smile at her but can’t say anything to her until master gives his permission. When I’m out of the door she leads me forward a few feet, releases my nipple chain and points to the ground. I understand the command. I turn to face Master and drop to my knees.

Is this a real taste of my life?  Will I always be helpless in the hands of others? Well, OK, this is what I signed on for. Bondage and sex. She is a free person and I’m a slave. At best she might be kind, but I’ve lowered myself to animal status to her—less than human, available for work or service. Will she have me service her? She’s pretty but probably wouldn’t work to give the likes of me pleasure.

Master said, “Thank you miss. What is your name and position?”

She curtseyed beside me, “Ariel, Mr. Holman. I am the head maid. There are three other maids here I oversee.”

“I take it you were briefed on our arrival?”

“Yes sir.”

“I see more people here to greet us than I expected. Is this everyone?”

She looked at the people and said, “Everyone but three of the guards and the cook is preparing lunch.”

“Does everyone understand about these two women?”

“Yes sir. Mr. Dinoso had slave girls. He took them with him.

“Do all the men and women understand how to treat these slaves?”

“Sir, we know their rules. Mr. Dinoso expected us to correct them if we see any violations. We were to report serious violations to him.”

“Good. Do the same for me unless I tee you different. Pass the word.”

“Yes sir.”

Who is in charge of the household?”

“Mr. Colin Murphy is the butler, sir.”

“Let me collect Ruth and then take me to him.” He clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me around the back of the black limo. Ruth was kneeling on the concrete with a rough-looking man watching her. Maybe ogling her naked form was more precise. Like me she was naked, her arms locked in reverse prayer high on her back, head held high with eyes focused on the ground in front of her, back arched,  breasts thrust out, knees wide exposing her ringed labia, her ankles joined by a short chain. A perfect kneeling display pose. Master put a leash on her nose ring then all four of us went toward the front door.

The practice where we were trained was that slaves outside must be incapable of flight, either attached to something solid, or leashed. Was Master going to follow that rule in Washington? It may be what I’ve accepted, but it would be so embarrassing, especially if someone I knew in this tiny county saw me. Who was I kidding? As soon as anyone saw me, I would be a major news item.

The house was a large Northwest Contemporary with lots of large windows. Fitting, the view was spectacular, framed on the west and south by the Olympic range, sloping down to provide a wide view of the Straits of Juan de Fuca. Vancouver Island was barely visible in Canada. In the eastern distance the Cascades were lurking, anchored by Mt. Baker on the North and Mt. Rainier on the South. The land below the house was that particular dark green of dense cedar, maple, and alder forests.

Ruth and I heeled Master to the foot of the steps leading up to the really big front door . It looked like a dark oak, lavishly carved, and painted in a northwest native design, with Orcas, and salmon. There were three maids and maybe ten men waiting for Master. A couple were dressed for yardwork, the rest in black suits. Most were young men in their twenties and thirties. I was looking forward to getting intimate with them. I hope they knew how to treat a sex slave.

Will Master let them play with me? God, I hope so. I need a lot of loving now. I’ve been programmed to need multiple orgasms every day and I can’t stand it when I’m not being used.

Ariel led us to a stocky, powerful, looking man in his early forties with a full head of black hair and introduced Master to Mr. Murphy, the butler. When Master stopped, Ruth and I knelt beside him, staying high on our thighs, watching Master closely for any shift in body language to warn us he was about to move on.

Mr. Murphy greeted Master and introduced his staff to Master. Master ordered us to stand up, “Everyone, these are my slaves, Emma and Ruth.” He lifted our leashes when he said our names. “I understand Mr. Dinoso had slaves and you all know the rules they must obey. Please correct any errors they make and report any serious problems to me. Mr. Dinoso briefed me on his policies and I intend to follow them, including the health policies. These slaves enjoy being used and are free for use by any of you when you’re not on duty, except Emma is reserved to me at night. Colin, would you give us the tour, please?”

Mr. Murphy said, in a loud voice, “Everyone back to your duties, Ariel, take the girl’s leashes, please and follow us. This way, sir.”

Master handed our leashes to Ariel and she led us after Master as Mr. Murphy took him inside. I had expected we would follow Master around but as soon as we stepped through the magnificent door, I saw the familiar tracks in the ceiling. We stopped just inside and Mr. Murphy opened a cabinet and pulled out two track chains. He locked one to the back of my collar, removed my leash and freed my arms. They fell limply to my waist as I tried to recover their use after their long confinement. Mr. Murphy repeated his actions with Ruth, “Ariel, take them to a restroom and let them recover after their trip. I’ll come see them after I show Mr. Holman around.”

“Yes sir. Follow me girls.”

It was strangely reassuring to be chained to a track again. It felt like home. What was Ariel? I assume since she wasn’t collared, she was not a slave. This meant we had to obey her.  Was she entitled to be addressed as Mistress?  Probably. “Yes, Mistress.” Better safe than sorry.

She led us down a modern-looking corridor and I lost sight of Master. My new life had begun. The walls had abstract prints and were mostly white with occasional accent colors in red and purple on the walls. The carpeting was low pile in a geometric pattern of light grey lines of varying thickness on a background that shifted between blue, grey, and gold. It felt soft and I wanted to kick off my red heels and savor it’s feel.

She took us into a sort of communal toilet and shower as I imagined a prison or institutional school might employ. The toilets were open, lined up along a wall, facing the open shower heads on the opposite wall. Tracks ran over all of them. A bath designed for slaves. All the toilets had bidets attached, obviating the need for toilet paper. I loved the bidets I had first discovered in my captivity and slavery. Why didn’t they come installed on every toilet? They were very sanitary and reduced paper use. I guess they increased water usage a little, but less than a cup in every one-and-a-half-gallon flush. Because toilets were designed by men, I bet. Besides, when my hands were locked high, I couldn’t use toilet paper so they were very sanitary. Not a man’s issue.

Our hands were free so Ariel just watched us use the toilet, shower, wash our hair and apply makeup. Ruth and I brushed each other’s hair. That was the first time I had seen the bar code tattooed on the back of her neck, just above the back ring on her collar. She had only been a slave for a few days and I wondered, “Ruth you know you’ve been registered in a slave database, right?”

“They told me. You too?”

“Yeah. We both have our registration number tattooed on our necks. I guess I it’s sensible. Someone will always know my owner if some accident happens. I’m not sure I like being tagged like a dumb animal who can’t tell anyone who owns her.”

“Yeah, Emma, I know, but they didn’t ask us, did they? Who cares what a slave thinks? Anyway, did you ever learn the name of your first owner?”

“Oh,  yeah. Right.”

Then Ruth brushed my hair and lifted it out of the way. She ran her fingers lightly over my tattoo and remarked, “Such a little bit of ink to boil a girl’s life down to her collar. Nothing else you’ve ever been or done matters once you’re tagged.”

Ariel took us into a good-sized, empty room next door. I noticed the door and walls were very thick, like it was soundproofed. It only had cushions on the floor and tracks running into it. Obviously, it was a  room for slaves. She had us kneel on some cushions facing each other, inspected us to verify we were in a proper kneeling display position, then left and closed the door. I assume it locked automatically, but I didn’t bother to check.

I inspected the room more closely now that we were alone. Besides the cushions on the floor there was no furniture. No art or photos hung on the walls. Beside the door was a row of electrical switches. One was for the light, two lights on the ceiling protected by sturdy metal mesh, like one might find on a ship. Two chains hung through finished holes in the ceiling. The switches must control raising and lowering the chains. All four walls had a rectangular pattern of ringbolts, six feet wide, from floor to ceiling, in a square grid only inches apart. I counted them, twenty rings wide, twenty-four high. Four hundred eighty ringbolts in four grids, nineteen hundred and twenty in all. I looked at Ruth’s body. Five rings in her piercings, two each on her wrist and ankle cuffs, one on her collar. Ten rings on our bodies and almost two thousand places to lock them. I quailed at the thought of the unpleasant possibilities.

Buck up, girl, you always knew these rings were for more than just adornment.

Ruth said, “”Less than ten miles from my old home, now I own nothing. I know I submitted voluntarily, but it pains me to think I have nothing left after all those years of life.”

“Me too, I still have Larry and memories, but nothing else. I wonder if my old clothes and things are still in Larry’s house.”

Ruth replied, “Must be, Larry was in the office most of the time and didn’t spend time on anything but finding you.”

I asked, “Are you scared of what he’s going to make us do?”

Ruth seemed startled, “What?”

“He said he’s going to take us out in public as slaves, like this.”

“Naked?”

“And chained.”

“He must be planning on letting us wear some clothing just to stay clear of the indecency laws.”

“I hope so, but what should he care if we spend a few hours in jail?”

Ruth was always more of an upstanding citizen than me, “His few comments make it seem that he wants us to become notorious, but he’s never said why.” Slaves needed a lot of patience, or approved ways to pass the time, “Ruth, exercise time… Breasts up. Down. Left. Right. Repeat twenty times.” Idle hands were to be avoided and the better we could fling our breasts around, the more often we’d be rewarded with male attention.

We had spent long hours practicing this routine and knew it by heart, muscle memory, I guess. I didn’t have to think about it so I just watched Ruth. My ring’s motions were arousing me and watching her naked body was adding a touch of erotic voyeurism to my arousal. My hands were twitching, anxious to add their part, but I couldn’t. I had been ordered to kneel and wasn’t allowed to touch myself. I watched Ruth’s breasts flip in different directions and she watched mine. Our goals were to increase our range of motion and our synchronization. Both would enhance our dance. Of course, using our pecs to fling our breasts about had the secondary effect of making our rings bob and sent flashes of arousal through our bodies. It was a most pleasant form of exercise. I’ve never managed to climax from this alone, but it gets me close.

Lawrence Holman

Larry spent over an hour exploring his new home with Colin. The estate proper covered almost five acres, counting the pasture and oval track, and the hundred or so acres of forest. There was a stables building, equipped for pony girls. The stalls were barred cells and the whole building was heated and festooned with cameras. A balloon-shaped building covered an Olympic sized pool, two hot tubs, and a sauna.

The outbuildings included houses for the staff, a well-equipped garage with spaces for ten tall vehicles, a lift, and a workshop equipped to repair or replace every component of a car. Colin told him it was also equipped to remove, replace, and install the jewelry and restraints his girls wore, if he wanted to add or modify his pair. The gymnasium was not as high as those in high schools, but it had more floor area and any school would have been proud of it’s inclined, carpeted running track and it’s many exercise machines.

The tour over, Larry was exploring the features of his office, including the well-equipped security suite. He observed to the empty room that the designers seemed to have paid close attention to the James Bond movies. His computer bonged and a picture of the front gate appeared with a caption  from the front gate that Mr. Heitmann was here for his appointment. Another message appeared from Colin simply saying, “Admit him.”

Larry had a guest, a visit Colin had arranged while His boss and the girls were still airborne. Larry knew who it must be. A stranger, but a skilled one. Larry let his security system keep watch on the vehicle, impressed with the system’s capability.  Larry watched Colin greet the stranger and escort him to his office. Larry answered the knock on his door, “Enter.”

Colin opened the door and preceded the visitor in, “Sir, this is Mr. Heitmann, the jeweler you requested.”

Larry stood up and came around the desk to shake his guest’s hand and said, “Thank you for coming Mr. Heitman.” He was sure Colin had found a good artist and a discrete one. Reinaldo vouched for Colin’s skill. “Please sit,” indicating a visitor’s chair and returned to his desk chair. “I will require you to complete a non-disclosure agreement before we discuss my needs. I assure you it is not illegal, but disclosure might be embarrassing.”

“That is a not uncommon requirement for my work. I assure you I regard my client’s matters as confidential. Do you have the agreement ready?”

Larry pulled a document from his desk drawer. And laid it in front of Mr. Heitmann. The jeweler read the document and signed it with a flourish. Colin witnessed it.

Larry put the document back in the drawer and said, “I have two girls that have agreed to act as my slaves. Their nipples bear rings. I want you to design a gold shield to fasten on their nipple rings and cover their nipples enough to make them legal in public. I want the shields to be attractive and as provocative as possible.”

The jeweler considered, then asked, “Do you want them to lock so the girls can’t remove them by themselves?”

‘Yes. By the way, there is a chain connecting the two rings . Please accommodate that in your design. Would you like to see the girls?”

“Yes, please and I would like to photograph and measure the nipple area.”

“Fine, no photos of faces or identifying marks”

“As you wish. I do not need anything but their nipple areas.”

“OK, come with me.”

Emma and Ruth

We could do most of our dance exercises while kneeling and we did them all while we waited, pelvic rotations to bring our labia rings up and forward, hip rotation, belly crunches, rib cage lifts, pendulum lifts alternately raising each hip off our legs. We went through three sets of twenty before someone came for us.

She was new to us, a tall girl in a maid’s uniform opened the door while we were exercising and said, “Very nice. Come with me.” We stood up and followed her, our chains clinking noisily. I saw she wore sensible black shoes. They looked much more comfortable than our showy, tall, red heels and I wondered if Master would accept more comfortable shoes for us, at least around the house. It was a longer walk than I anticipated, but eventually we arrived at a room like the rec room where I had spent the last couple of months. Large, and light with many windows high in the walls, none low enough for anyone to see in or anyone inside to see more than the sky. Bondage furniture, chairs, couches, and tables littered the floor and a small stage occupied the middle of the far wall.  Our guide took us to where three more girls in black and white maid’s uniforms, and one strange man waited.

“Display Position,” she ordered.

Both of us snapped into position, arms behind us, backs arched, ankle chain taut, our breasts thrust out, head erect, eyes focused on the floor, smiling.

The man stepped close to me, inspected my nipple rings closely. He had one of the girls hold a ruler under my breasts and lift my rings into various positions while he snapped pictures on his phone. I felt like a rare and valuable cow being checked out by the vet. I hoped they didn’t show up on Instagram.

He finally spoke, “Your nipples seem enlarged. Are you aroused?”

The truthful answer is that I’m always aroused by the ring’s motion when I walk. I felt embarrassed by my abject responsiveness, so I told the truth, just not all of it, “Master, I am aroused whenever my rings are manipulated.”

He went to Ruth. To my surprise, Ruth objected, “Don’t touch me,” she said, loudly, and took a step back when a maid lifted her left nipple ring. Everyone was surprised and froze for an instant. Ruth continued in a more normal voice,  “Please, you’re not my Master.”

Ariel was behind her instantly. She grabbed the chain connecting Ruth’s nipples and forced her to the floor, “Punishment position.” Ruth into the position, knees and head on the floor, hands behind her, ass as high as she could manage. Ariel cropped her raised ass, hard, leaving three fiery red lines on both ass cheeks. Ruth gasped at every blow but remained still and didn’t complain.

Ariel instructed her, ”You are a slave girl. Every free person is your Master. Be quiet. Position.” Ruth jumped up into standing display.  She was flushed and I saw a tear trickle down her cheek. I wanted to comfort her, but knew I’d be in trouble if I even tried, so I just watched. Ruth had not been enslaved long. I had been long enough to realize I was not capable of doing anything useful but soothe her later. Slaves were purposely kept impotent.

When he finished with Ruth, he left, telling us he would be back in a week. Back for what? One of the maids escorted him out and the others gathered around Ruth.

Her punishment wasn’t over. Her hands were pulled over her head and locked to her collar. One girl took hold of her tether, close to her collar and led her to a bench with a narrow, tilted top.  She was placed on the bench face down and strapped to it.

Her ass was high and her legs pulled forward under her. I had a clear view of her puckered anus and her inner labia lips between her wide- spread, ringed outer labia. Her ass was up in the air, pulled wide open by the tension of the straps on her knees. A strap around her waist pulled it down lower than her back or ass. Ariel pulled her head up by her hair, gagged her, lowered her head down to rest between two padded bolsters, shoved her head down between two padded bolsters and locked her collar down. Her breasts hung freely below her. She couldn’t move anything but wiggle her elbows, couldn’t speak, and couldn’t see anything but the wall in front of her.

Ariel leaned over beside Ruth’s head and said, “You are a slave. My girls and me are free people. You will show us respect and obey every one of our commands” Ariel slapped Ruth’s breast at every word she spoke. Ruth’s breasts slapped hard against the bottom of the bench and each other at every slap. Ruth was sobbing and tears were dripping onto the floor when Ariel stood up. Ariel motioned to another maid who took a paddle from a cupboard and stood by Ruth’s ass.

All four of the girls used the paddle on Ruth’s ass, one cheek at a time, ten times each. Her ass was glowing a bright red and she was sobbing. When all forty strokes were done, Ariel ran her fingers up Ruth’s slit and said, “Wet. You are turned on by pain, I see. Good. Release her. Ruth kneel, kiss our feet, and swear obedience and service to all of us.” She walked over to me, put her hand to my lips, “Clean me, slave.”

I replied, “Yes, Mistress,” and licked and sucked Ruth’s juice from her hand.

“Do you understand your role here?”

“Yes, Mistress, “

She released me from the chair, “Join Ruth and copy her.”

Yes, Mistress,” I leapt to my feet and knelt beside Ruth. I kissed each of their feet and copied Ruth’s submissions.”

Ariel asked, “How long have you two been slaves?”

I said, “About two months, Mistress.”

Ruth said, “Two weeks, Mistress.”

Ariel looked at us for a long time with a calculating expression then said, “I know what you need.”

I knelt on the bare floor, facing the wall nose only an inch from the wall of ring bolts. I couldn’t rise, could not move from the stiff-backed position in which I had been placed, for my nose ring, my nipple rings, and my labia rings had been locked to ringbolts fixed in the wall and any attempt to  ease my stiff-backed posture resulted in a sharp stab of pain. They had clipped a leash to my collar and run it through my legs, pulled it tight up into my slit and locked my hands to the other end. A large ball gag pressed my tongue flat, preventing any speech.

Ruth was somewhere behind me. I could not turn my head to see her, but I assumed from her muffled sounds she was fixed like me. We had been here for several hours and I knew it might be more hours before we were returned to Master.

I remembered, when I was just a captive, Jaime had fastened me to the bars of my cell for hours for strangers to see and torment. It worked, too. I was made miserable by the helpless exposure to the whims of strangers, to being reduced to a toy. Then it was just to soften me up and get me to reveal my knowledge of the investigation Larry and  I were working on. This was different. I was no longer an investigator. I was just a slave.

This was not punishment, just simply a lesson. The first part of the lesson was obvious: that anything might be done to me and my only defense was complete, abject, instant, obedience. Even then, Masters might do anything they wanted with me for their pleasure.

The second part was less obvious but deeper: a slave’s attitude was crucial to her happiness. I could choose whether something was desirable or not. My options here were limited to only two determined solely by my attitude: I could suffer or I could enjoy.

This position was less stringent than many I could imagine. I could easily have been suspended by my nose ring from one of the chains or put in truly stressing bondage. I wondered how Ruth was fixed. She was, after all, the one who had objected to her treatment.

Master put nipple and labia rings on us because those places were intense erogenous zones. They were direct connections to our sex channels and outstanding tools for both reward and control. Fighting the ringbolts only resulted in sharp pains, but they were also potent arousal agents.

This bondage was new to me, but I knew I was aroused whenever my rings moved. They were tightly coupled to my erogenous zones and merely walking sent waves of pleasure sleeting through my body. Having my rings fixed to the wall meant I need only wiggle my breasts or loins to be pleasantly stimulated.  I knew that alone was insufficient to get me over the edge, but the chain through my slit was a new possibility and I quickly determined that it could be very pleasant.

Rubbing my nipples and labia against their prisoning ringbolts drove my arousal sky-high and made my body more sensitive to every stimulus, but it wasn’t until I was red-hot that I discovered what effect tensing the chain between my nether lips could have. My orgasm was breathtaking despite the painful tugs my contortions entailed. And I was noisy, despite the gag, I snorted, gasped, squealed, panted, moaned, and shouted around the gag. No words, just animal sounds of pleasure. I regretted not being able to lay down to recover. It was hard to enjoy the afterglow on my knees, unable to relax at all.

Once I had the rhythm down, orgasms were a fine, fine way to pass the time. I lost count of the number of times I came and I could tell from Ruth’s orgasmic mewlings that she was enjoying herself, too. I was vaguely disappointed in myself until I remembered that copious sex was one of main reasons I had renounced freedom. Many times that day, I congratulated myself on my decision.

I had time between my auto-erotic spurts to consider  less immediate topics. Was it fair that I was put here like this? That was not a term that applied to slaves. Our purpose and our pleasure came from our submission. Whatever my master wanted from me was what I desired. It was erotic beyond measure to be used in any way by my Master, even his minions, and I wanted him to be ruthless. In some way I was akin to a cloistered nun, praying in her cell, lost in the ecstasy of love for her God. I realized that Larry Holman, Master, was my God.

Uncounted orgasms later Ruth and I were freed from the wall and put to work polishing silverware. There must have been a thousand pieces in the set. It took up six drawers in a wide cabinet. When we finished the last piece we were allowed to kneel in the center of the room and rest our tired fingers. But the polishing wasn’t finished, there were several more pieces not in the dining room set. Ariel let us rest for a half hour then came back to us, “Just a few more pieces to clean and polish. Both of you polish your chains. I want to see a gleam from every link of your chain, every cuff and ring. Help each other with your collars and anything you can’t see. Don’t stop until I return.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

After she was gone, Ruth asked, “Is this normal?”

“You’re new,” I said, “we had to polish our chains once a week in Columbia. It may mean we need polishing, or that there’s a party. Ours is not to reason why…”


Chapter 15 :  Party

Ariel gave us enough time to polish every link we could reach, every dangling ring, every surface of every collar, wrist, and ankle cuff, time for us to check and double check every surface its wearer couldn’t see. When she returned, she checked us just as thoroughly, pronounced us shiny, took us to a bath and instructed us to shower, remove every strand of hair below our necks, wash and dry our hair, do our nails and makeup. She said in parting, “There’s a party tonight and you’re the guests of honor. Make yourselves beautiful. I’ll be back in ninety minutes. Be ready.”

After we both had showered and dried our hair, we were doing our nails, bright red was the only color available. I wonder if I’ll be able to go out and buy something better? Will I have to go like this? Will Master let me wear clothing out of the house? Will I have to display my collar and nose ring? Can I  stand the embarrassment?

Of course, stupid. Embarrassment doesn’t harm you and what do you care about what other people think as long as your Master approves? I wonder…

“Ruth, would you go shopping with me like this?”

She stopped applying polish and looked at me, “You mean naked Isn’t that illegal?”

“No, I think Master will give us enough to be legal. I mean as a slave girl, collar, chains, nose ring, and mostly naked.”

“Oh. No, I’ll pass on that.”

“Why Ruth? Do you care what other people think? Are you afraid some guy will rape you?”

“Of course not. Rape isn’t a thing with me or you, now. I want sex. The more the better. Hell, I’ve been taken by every man who’s seen me since I submitted. No, I guess I’m more worried that someone who knew me before will recognize me.”

“So what. You decided it would be better than you were! Regretting that?”

“No, I just don’t want people thinking I was…beaten.”

“Ruth, this is your chance to show what it means to win. You need to show people you’re happy. You are happy, aren’t you?”

I had walked over close to her and she slowly looked up at me. Our eyes locked and she spoke, slowly and softly, “Yes, but Emma, why hasn’t he let us submit to him?”

I dropped to my knees beside her, “I don’t know. Maybe that’s why he wants us to look nice for tonight.”

“This is the worst part of being a slave. We never know what’s going to happen to us.”

“Of course, but it’s also one of the best parts, everything is a surprise.”

Ariel was wearing a red, strapless, evening gown, her makeup was striking and looked beautiful. The contrast with our steel-accented nudity was stark. We jumped into standing display when she opened the door and she walked around us. “Looking good, girls. Remember to smile.” She took us to the big dining room. Before she opened the door, she told us, “You will be serving drinks and refreshments to the guests. Answer any questions truthfully. Have fun. Flirt with the guests and don’t be surprised if people touch you. Enjoy the experience.”

Touch me? Who will be here? It doesn’t matter. She handed us each an oval serving tray. I looked at Ruth. I knew I looked just like her, a naked, collared, slave girl with rings in all my girl parts.

Ariel put her hand on the doorknob, “Smile.  Make the women sorry they aren’t you and all the men envious of your owner,” then she pulled the door open, ”Start serving champagne.”

The room was a cacophony of sound and color and motion, full of people standing, walking and all of them talking and gesturing. It took a moment for the chaos to resolve into individuals and, in slow motion, all the heads, soon followed by their bodies, turned to stare at me as the room fell silent. Everyone, men, and women alike wore Shiny black domino masks. I froze like a deer in the headlights until Ariel stuck a fingernail in my bottom and said, “Get some champagne, on your right.”

It was difficult to read anyone’s expression just from their lips, so my imagination filled in the blanks, sometimes from their body language, sometimes by how they interacted with the people around them. The men all wore black tuxedos, white shirts ,and black ties. The women all wore cocktail dresses and heels. Some of the women gazed at me fixedly with their lips curved down with disdain, some appraisingly, some with lusty smiles. The men looked hungry, like wolves spying a rabbit. I felt like that rabbit tossed into a room of predators.

I knew what they were all thinking, Ruth and I were performers, girls hired to don costume chains and clip-on rings to titillate the crowd and add ambience to an otherwise colorless, staid affair. The women would dismiss me as white trash paid to shed her clothes for a few dollars and the men would wonder what I would charge for a quickie. Everyone would expect that after the party Ruth and I would collect our pay, don our clothes, and drive back to Seattle and a dingy life filled with crime and drugs. I felt small and exposed and falsely accused before all those masked, anonymous faces, unappreciated and misjudged.

At the sound of a bell, most people turned to see what was happening, but a few of the men stayed focused on Ruth and me.

Master’s voice rang out, “May I have your attention, please. The two women who just stepped into the room are mine. I own them. They have given themselves to me, to use as I wish. They are slave girls, not hired performers. Their collars and the rest of their gear is real and they can’t remove them. They have given up all control, all decisions, to me. I keep them restrained to reinforce their state of mind. They have tasted the joy of submission and found it superior to free will. They may speak freely to you and I have instructed them to speak the truth. They enjoy human contact and you may handle them. They enjoy sex in all forms, so feel free. Enjoy them as my guests tonight. Have fun.”

When the crowd’s gaze returned to me, I was much relieved, most of them seemed friendlier and more interested in having this novel treat made available. There were still a few unsmiling female faces, women’s libbers, maybe, who didn’t understand this was the ultimate freedom of choice.

I filled my tray and walked into the crowd, the only sound was the click of my heels and the jingle of my ankle chain. Two glasses were lifted off my tray without a word being said. Conversation slowly restarted in the room, but people were still staring at Ruth and me.

God, haven’t any of you seen a slave girl before? Ignore me.

The third person I approached was a woman, about my age, a trifle shorter, wearing a black off the shoulder cocktail dress, cute and perky. She put a warm hand on my arm, stopping me, “Are you really a slave?”

“Yes, Mistress, I am a slave.”

“Voluntarily? No coercion at all?”

“Yes, I’m fine, really. This was my choice.”

“What is your name?”

“Emma, Mistress.”

“But why? You’re magnificent. You could have had any man you wanted.”

“This is better. I have no responsibilities, no worries. I traded all that for incredible sex and a Master who cares about me.”

“Better than marriage and a family?”

“I will gladly bear children when Master decides I should. Right now the sex is incredible. I always have three orgasms without stopping, often two or three times a day.”

“Aren’t you vulnerable to abuse?”

“I guess, depending on what you mean by abuse. If I’m bad he may spank me or whip me. Sometimes I’m bad so he will whip me. That’s just another kind of stimulation that arouses me. Pain and pleasure are very closely related.”

“You like pain?”

“Usually it’s just a prelude to pleasure, sort of like going to a job you don’t like so you get paid. I like the result. This should be a long conversation, Mistress, and my master has ordered me to serve. I will deserve punishment if I stop. Please excuse me. Perhaps we can talk later.”

“Later,” she put an exploring hand on my left nipple ring and tugged gently. The arousal was  immediate and intense. I sucked in my breath, involuntarily and the classes rattled on my tray. She said, “Maybe I’ll play with these then.”

“Yes Mistress.” She released my ring and took a glass from my tray. I walked to the next couple.

Most of the women wanted to talk and my progress delivering champagne was slow. The men didn’t have so many questions. Many of them ran their fingers over my body, mostly my breasts. I’ve had large breasts since I was fourteen and they seem to have become more sensitive since I stopped wearing clothes. More natural? Maybe it was just because no one ever touched them except when we were in bed together? Anyway, I spent most of the evening in a state of high arousal and purred quite a bit whenever a man rubbed or fingered me.

I offered a glass to a woman with flaming red hair, “Champagne, Mistress?”

She was standing in a group of two men and another woman. Two couples?

She faced me and reached up to grasp my right nipple ring and said, “I want you, Darling. Sam, take her tray please.”

One of the men took my tray from me with its cargo of four classes. She led me by my ring to a vacant easy chair and sat down, pulling me to my knees between her legs. She took hold of my nose ring and released my nipple ring, “I assume you have practiced servicing women?”

I could see her naked slit between her spread legs. Of course she wore no panties under her short skirt. Her slight tug on my nose ring had my head against her skirt, shoving it up and out of the way. Her musky aroma filled my head. ”Yes, Mistress, I am well trained.”

Her fingers pressed my nose hard into her and I licked her dew off her nether lips. She was already wet from anticipation. Randy broad! I was wet too. The eroticism of being forced to give oral sex to a woman among a crowd of masked strangers was overwhelming. I thrust my tongue between her vertical slit and sucked her juices. She was spicy and sweet, not salty like a man would be. I heard her breathing become rapid, shallow as I licked her closer to the edge. I knew I was almost there when she began to moan in time with my tongue. I stopped licking and withdrew my tongue when she climaxed and just enjoyed her spasms of orgasm and her sweet, helpless sounds of release. She relaxed her pull on my nose ring and let me lift my head, though she kept her finger through it. A warm glow of satisfaction at a job well done warmed me.

“That was quite good, slave girl. You have, indeed, been well trained.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I wonder if you can do it again?”

Another female voice said, “You’ve had your turn, Sally. Get up and let me have her.”

I looked up and saw we were surrounded by a sea of faces, mostly female. My tongue was going to be tired shortly. I had no say in the matter.

Sally released my nose ring, “Thank you,  Emma.” She stood up and another woman took her place and took hold of my nose ring. I did five more women before the first man permitted my tongue a rest. I don’t know whether Ruth or I gave the most orgasms, or serviced the most people, but both of us were kept busy servicing people until all the guests were satisfied.

Ariel came and took us both to the bathroom to freshen up. It felt good to get the sticky accumulation off my face and breasts. I realized I was humming softly as I scrubbed. I was happy. I thought I had performed well and made all my users happy, too. I looked at Ruth and she was also smiling as she cleaned herself, “Good work, Slut.”

She grinned at me and replied, “Pretty good yourself, Slave.”

When we were clean and our makeup refreshed, Ariel took us back into the dining room. The crowd was back into cocktail party mode, mingling, talking, and nursing drinks. Ariel led us to where Master was speaking to a small crowd. Ruth and I knelt on either side of him and waited. He put his hand gently on my head, and I felt suffused with warmth and affection. We had made him proud. He excused himself from the people around him, “Excuse me. We have our ceremony to perform. Girls, come with me.”

I stood and followed him on his left. Ruth on his right. He led us onto a short, small, apparently temporary, dais or stage and motioned for us to kneel side by side, facing him. Then he said, loudly, “May I have your attention, please!”

I kept my eyes on Master, but also saw the crowd turn to face us out of the corners of my eyes. I heard the conversational background noise drop off. I second there wasn’t even the rustle of clothing as everyone settled down to watch us.

He continued, friends, I invited you here tonight to meet my girls. I say girls because they are not my slaves…yet. They have both expressed a desire to be my slaves. I have not yet let them submit themselves to me. They are both exceptional women, credits to their gender and I believe both they and I will be happy if they are my slaves. I’m sure you all know it is illegal for a person to own another and I will not attempt to keep them against their will. It is, however, quite legal for them to obey my orders and accept any punishments I decide they have earned, which is what I shall require of them if they are to stay with me. Witness now these free women voluntarily submit themselves to me as slaves.”

The room was deathly still as he turned to us and said, in the same commanding tone,  “Stand as slaves.”

Ruth and I rose. I tried to be as graceful as I could, crossed my arms behind me, arched my back, thrust my breasts out and lifted them high, held my head erect, lowered my eyes to his feet, and spread my feet as wide as my hobble allowed. I thought it was a trifle superfluous to ask us to submit when a sturdy chain already joined my collar to the ceiling track, preventing me from leaving the house but I still enjoyed the ceremony. These rituals were important to humans. They made our relationships more real.

Ruth mirrored my action, of course, she had been well trained, too.

Master, I already thought of him as my Master, even though I hadn’t completed the ceremony. I wasn’t jumping the gun. I knew I had thought of him that way for a long time, even before I was captured, continued, Repeat after me. “I, say your name, swear I make this commitment of my own free will.”

“I, Emma Knox, swear I make this commitment of my own free will.” I said. I heard Ruth beside me repeating his words.

He continued, “Submit myself to Lawrence Holman, as a slave, without reservation.”

I repeated, “Submit myself to Lawrence Holman, as a slave without reservation.”

“I will obey him, honor him, and accept any punishment he decrees,” he said.

I repeated, “I will obey him, honor him, and accept any punishment he decrees.”

He paused and said, “Emma Knox and Ruth Sanderson, you are mine.”

Ariel handed him a leash. He kissed me, a good, wet, long, kiss, and put the leash on my nose ring.

I said, “I am yours, Master.”

He kissed and leashed Ruth and she said, “I am yours, Master.”

He took both leashes in one hand, lifted them high, forcing our noses to raise six inches and said to the crowd, “I claim these two wenches as my slaves, forever.”

I felt tears of joy and belonging wet my cheeks as the crowd cheered. Master led us around the room, introducing us to his friends, using only everyone’s first names. After we had been introduced to everyone ,he led us to where Ariel and her crew had set up two pillories. Master clamped us in them and announced, :Guests, it is time to reward my new slaves for their commitment. I would like you to cause them to have as many orgasms as you can manage in the next hour. You can use any method save human penetration. I reserve that method to myself. They are quite accustomed to forced orgasms through tickling, mild whipping, manual stimulation, and toy penetration. The maids will provide any toy or device you want. Let the games begin.”

The crowd parted and revealed twin pillories, facing each other six feet apart.

Master handed Ruth’s leash to Ariel who led Ruth to the nearest pillory. Ariel gave instructions to Ruth who fitted her wrists into he the slim cutouts on either side of the stout wooden beam. They were much too small for a man’s wrists. Then Ruth leaned over and lay her neck in the wider, nearly semicircular, cutout in the middle of the beam. Ruth’s torso was nearly horizontal and open for use. Her large breasts and their glittering rings hung below her, swaying a little. Ariel lowered the securing bar, careful not to pinch Ruth’s flesh, then she inserted the securing pin. It was far outside Ruth’s reach. She would remain locked in her bent over position until someone released her. Ariel then moved her feet into cutouts in a solid plank set parallel to the floor under the main beam and lowered its locking bar in place. Ruth’s feet were spread as far as her hobble allowed.

Ariel returned to Master and he handed her my leash. She led me to the other pillory. Without waiting for directions, I put my ankles in their appointed slots, bent forward and pressed my wrists and neck into the leather lining the cutouts, hoping my willingness might be noticed by Master. The top half of the bar lowered and I heard the locking pin shoved home. It was a simple lock, one I could easily have opened if I could reach it, but that wasn’t possible.

I looked up and saw Ruth looking back, both of us helpless and completely vulnerable and my body responded to our hopeless situation with a deep arousal and an urgent need to be taken. Master stepped between the pillories and showed me a gleaming steel ring, larger than those in my piercings, with two straps. He slipped it into my mouth, fitting it behind my teeth and strapped it in place. It forced me to keep my mouth open and my lips stretched into the shape of a circle. I couldn’t close my teeth or my lips. He put a similar ring gag on Ruth. I had never worn such a thing before, but it’s purpose was crystal. Now I couldn’t close my mouth to stop someone from using me or to bite whatever was put in me. I could only suck and lick.

I had been trained in fellatio and knew I was good. Before my enslavement I had viewed this as a girl’s most  demeaning sexual act , but I now thought it beautiful as well as a service to my master. I rather enjoyed it when I made a limp member grow erect, able to fill my other holes, and I learned I rather liked the taste of sex juice.

My mouth and lips were stretched into an uncomfortable “O.”  No longer able to close my mouth with understandable speech now impossible, I resigned myself, with pleasant anticipation, to the stunning arousal of my immobilized body and my total submission.

The crowd surrounded me and I felt hands all over my body. They discussed techniques and pointed out features of my body. Some eager person started rubbing their fingers up and down my slit and sent delicious twinges of excitement sleeting through me. I tried to push harder against them, but I was fastened too tightly for that. The most I could do was to moan gratefully, and soon I was being aroused by six people at once. My arousal shot through the roof. The sheer eroticism of being a sex toy for a mob under the  watchful eye of my Master was almost enough to send me over the edge and the enthusiastic work by the rest had me lost in the throes of a continual orgasm until the hour was up. I was only vaguely aware of peace and quiet while I recovered and it was long minutes until I had a coherent thought. When I was fully recovered Ruth and I were alone in the dining room, still locked in our pillories. Someone had removed my ring gag.

“Ruth?” I was hoping hers was gone too.

“Emma?”

It was gone. “Are you OK?”

“Exhausted. You?”

“Same. Still locked up tight.”

“Me too. Any idea when they will let us up?”

“Nope. Probably not until the guests are gone. Maybe longer.”

I noticed the leash was still on my nose ring. I flexed my muscles, one at a time and discovered I could cause strong tingles of arousal from my nipples if I used my pecs to move my breasts. I told Ruth and got a giggle from imagining the sight of the two of us, alone in the room, locked in our pillories, with our breasts swinging to and fro like a ghost was slapping us. It was easy to get my labia rings going by flexing my loins and pulsing my vagina muscles. Once I got all my rings moving in unison, I got really close to an orgasm, but couldn’t quite make it. It still was better than just hanging around waiting for someone to release us.

Master entered the room without me noticing. I was obviously too engrossed in my attempt to self-stimulate without the use of my hands. The strong hands on my ass, pulled me wide open and a stiff cock impaled me in a blinding flash of ecstasy. Three hard lunges and I climaxed with a scream. He was vigorous and I climaxed again when he did. He was much quieter, coming with a low grunt. I vaguely felt him leave me as my belly spasmed bursts of love juice into my loins. When I was mostly recovered, I felt fingers on my head. I opened my eyes and saw it was my Master.

I said, “Thank you, Master. I’m so glad you own me.”

He said, “I’m glad, too. Now get me ready for Ruth. You’ve made me soft.”

“Yes, Master, with pleasure,” I opened my mouth and took him in me. I sucked and licked until I had captured all my juice and he was again stiff.

He said, “Thank you. I’ll be right back.” He went to Ruth and seconds later her screams of passion filled the room.

He released us and we followed him back to his bedroom. He left the leashes on us until we were ready for bed. It was a king size bed with plenty of room for three people and tracks ran down both sides of the bed. He had us both stand at the foot of the bed, one of our tethers on each track, in display position. He lifted our hands high on our backs and locked them to our tethering chains, close to our collars. I had slept this way since I had first been collared and it was comfortable. I don’t think I could fall asleep now if I had to think where to put my hands.


Chapter 16 : Ponygirl

Their first full week of slavery in Port Townsend had its quota of strenuous exercise on the running track or treadmill, weights, yoga and swimming, always under the watchful eyes and stinging whips of the maids, punctuated by irresistible submission to the climaxes forced on them The two slave girls learned to lean on each other for support and comfort, sympathizing with each other’s tribulations and helping them to cherish the slavery they both had chosen.

Ruth learned to run and improve her level of fitness and both learned to better please Masters and Mistresses with their mouths, learning to identify and relish the distinctive flavors and aromas of the staff until they could identify who she was servicing blindfolded.

Their Master was usually gone to the plant during the day that week, establishing his understanding and control over its operations.

Between exertions, the maids taught the slaves how to serve meals and drinks, to clean and prepare the guest suites, to make beds and lay tables to the exacting standards of the maids and under their stinging whips.

On Tuesday all of Ruth’s clothing from her apartment and Emma’s from Larry’s old house arrived on wheeled hanging clothes racks in the rec room. Each item was reviewed by the maids and put in one of two piles: Trash or Keep. The trash pile was much larger. The shortest skirts were kept as were sheer, low-cut blouses All  other outer clothes, all undergarments, scarves, and coats were discarded. When the discards were being removed, Ariel told us to kneel in the center of the room and also left. She returned with Cleo, one of the maids and a strange woman.

The stranger broke into a broad grin when she saw us. Ariel and Cleo stopped just inside the door and the stranger walked to Ruth and I and circled us,  I was embarrassed kneeling in front of this stranger woman, naked and chained. I felt a blush creeping up my face.

She said, “They are slave girls. Wonderful. I’ve never met any before, oh one hears tales. They will do anything you tell them to?”

Ariel replied, “Yes, Madam. They are punished if they disobey.”

The stranger continued, “Do you whip them?”

“Yes, but they like being whipped unless it is very forceful, so I mostly use restrictive bondage.”

“They like it?”

“Yes, it arouses them. It is often the initial stimulation when we force orgasms.”

“It sounds delightful. When I’m finished could I see that?”

“Of course. It’s quite common. I’ll show you later.”

“Wonderful. What’s are their names?”

Ariel replied, “The blonde is Emma and the brunette is Ruth.”

Stand up, Emma.”

I stood into a proper display pose and held still as she measured me. When she finished with me, she had Ruth stand and measured her too. Then she had us pose different ways and hung color swaths on us. One of the maids photographed us, nearly continuously. She stayed very close to us as she worked, copping feels all the time. I think she hailed from Lesbos.

She snobbishly said she was hired to design some new clothes for them, new clothes suitable for such as they. Once she whispered, “If you tire of your Master, call me. I may buy you. I can use you to design clothes for the kink trade. It will be a treat belonging to a woman.”

Neither of us said anything. The woman left with notes and pictures. She did not say what she was designing or when they would be ready.

The next day the man who had paid so much attention to our nipples returned.

We stood in rigid standing display attention while he put some metal covers on our nipples. I watched with interest as he fit the shields to my nipple rings and locked them in place with a tiny key. When he was done the shields were flat against my breasts, completely covering my areola and my nipple. The ring still hung normally with only a small added weight and no discomfort. The chain hanging between the nipple rings was untouched. He took several close-up pictures of all the new covers. I noticed he was careful not to get our faces in the pictures. I wondered if there was a demand for nipple shields that fastened to nipple rings.

I expected him to leave after he took the photos, but instead he lay a case on a table and opened it. I could see several tools and cases in it, but nothing I recognized.

He said, “Don’t move. Your master wants you to have earrings to match your others. You are both already pierced so I’m going to add a new piercing. I have some new earrings to match your others.”

He painted some thin orange liquid on our earlobes then used a gun to make holes in our earlobes. He held it up around my earlobe and with a snap it made a painful hole. I couldn’t help flinching, but really, it wasn’t nearly as painful as the whip strokes which I now looked forward to as a prelude to orgasm. After each hole was made, he applied more slightly stinging liquid and inserted a ring. I clearly heard the internal locks engaging as he closed it – three separate metallic clicks, then the weight as he released the ring. A frisson of excited slave submission flew through me as I was once again controlled, changed by my Master. I knew he had had me ringed again not only to enhance my beauty, but also to exert his absolute control over me, to mark me as his property with rings I could not remove, rings I had no choice but to wear.

Heavier than the earrings I normally wore, they felt heavier than those in my nipples, nose, and labia. Vain as always, I wanted desperately to find a mirror, but I had not been released. He stood in front of me and turned my head back and forth. I was surprised that when he turned my head, a loud ringing assailed my senses. There were  bells on my new rings. He had belled me!  My Master had had me belled. I would always be announced by my bells.

He said, “Your master was correct. They look good on you. They match your others, make you look finished, completed.”

And noisy!

Then he went to Ruth and did hers. I heard her sudden intake of breath when his punch made holes in her earlobes. I also heard the clicks as her rings were locked through her flesh. I suspected she was feeling the same erotic excitement as our Master had his rings put in her flesh without her consent or prior knowledge, demonstrating most effectively that he held all the power.

As he left, he handed the keys to our new shields to Ariel.

After he was gone, Ariel said, “Relax girls. You look good.”

Ruth and I turned to look at each other. The dinging of our new bells was loud in our ears. She looked beautiful and I thought her new earrings were magnificent. The bells added a festive note. I shook my head to hear my bells ring and said, “We’re ready for a party.”

Ruth smiled and shook her head in reply, “Yeah. Every day.”

I asked Ariel, “Mistress what are these covers for?”

“It’s illegal for a girl to display her nipples in public. Indecent Exposure. These make you legal if Master takes you out in public.”

I thought I knew the answer but couldn’t resist asking, “Will he take us out in public without clothes?”

“What do you think?

You knew this was coming, slave girl.

Emma knew that Larry was a virile, vigorous lover, but even she was surprised by the stamina he displayed every night. When they were “Just” lovers they would make love three or four times a week, always in bed, always after dark. Real vanilla love.

Now, he would come home and take Ruth and me to his bedroom, secure both of us on separate whipping benches and do first one then the other. He mostly started with a light whipping, just enough to get me very aroused, then he’d tweak my nipples and clit, forcing two or three orgasms from me before he slipped into me. The early orgasms were great, easily as good as those I used to get from vanilla sex three times a week, but now I got three a day when I used to get three a week. Then there’s the monster orgasm I get when he takes me. It’s like three more super orgasms, each one almost makes me faint then he comes and drives me into the biggest one of all and I sometimes do faint, waking up when he pulls out. It’s beyond words wonderful.

I feel bad sometimes when I realize how much better it is to be a girl than a man. They can only do it a few times while we can go for hours, over and over. He’s said I will go to work with him soon and be his personal assistant. Maybe I can give him a quick blow job at work when no one is around.

Silly girl. He’s the company President. He can be alone with me whenever he wants.

Ariel took us to Master’s bedroom, which was unusual since he was not home from the plant yet. She said, “Your Master has obtained some clothes for you. I don’t know why. Slaves don’t need clothes. Anyway, you are to try them on.” There was a paper-wrapped bundle on the dresser that she opened. She handed me a handful of white cloth. Ruth got one too.

Clothes. Do I want to start wearing clothes again? I looked at the pitifully small bundle.

Ariel said, “Go on. It’s not your choice, is it?”

She was right. I unrolled the bundle and held it up. A white tube dress.  I held up my arms and slid it down over my body. It was thin, stretchy, and tight. I tugged it down taking care to help it around my nipple rings. It was so thin and tight I knew it would highlight my rings. I got it in position and realized it was also hooker short. I looked at my reflection in the room’s full-length mirror. It could barely cover my nipples and my slit at the same time.

It was only then I saw two patches on the front, at the very top, over my nipples. I inspected them with my fingers. They were two-inch wide horizontal slits, finished, covered by a semi-circular patch of the same material. They puzzled me for a moment until I realized they were there to let my rings hang out while covering my nipples. He wanted my rings exposed even while I was clothed.

Did Master think this was going to embarrass me? No. it wasn’t that. He knew that I loved being his slave. He was trying for some reaction in the people he let see me. My life was ever so much more fun than the previous one. I was proud of what I was and I wanted to share my revelation with my sisters everywhere, wanted to flaunt my rings and chains. I thought all the depressed women should shuck the restrictions of modern life and be what nature intended.

Maybe more than being bare,  this dress would certainly highlight my nipple rings. I gently pulled my rings through the slits, left first, then right. I looked down but couldn’t see the rings over the curve of my D-cup breasts so I raised my eyes to the mirror. The gold rings were not dainty and the white background made them appear enormous. It was plain from their position and angle, they were hung from my nipples. The dress hid the shields covering my areoles.  It probably didn’t make any difference, though. The thin material would have displayed my rings almost as much. It just made sure that everyone would notice them.

Ruth had a similar dress, also in white and she had pulled her rings through the slits as well.  Her rings gleamed  and swung as she rotated her body, watching them move in the mirror. She looked erotic and happy. Eager to show off in front of an audience, I thought. I had known Ruth for a couple of years, working in the same office. I had never thought of her as sexy, or a danger to take Larry away from me. She was pretty in a local girl sort of way. When she decided to become a slave girl, to copy me, she grew in beauty in my eyes. Maybe her enforced nudity, maybe her pronounced submissiveness possibly her collar and chains, most likely all of these things made her erotic and desirable.

But now the addition of the plain white dress made her a real beauty. very man or woman would want to bed her, to own her. It was just the right touch to show she was desirable and to promise hidden treasures awaiting.

We looked at each other and Ruth smiled and said, “He wants to display his property fully, we’re going to be the center of attention, for sure. This is going to be fun. We can shock all the women and make the men horny as hell.”

I grinned back, “Right. He’ll probably take us somewhere crowded to show us off properly.”

“I’d like to go to a movie, it’s been months.”

“You can ask, but I think he’ll want to take us somewhere bright and sunny where lots of people can see us.”

“You’re probably right, but maybe afterwards to dinner and a movie.”

Ariel said, “You both look good enough to eat. Take them off now and we’ll go get you some more exercise.”

She gathered up several maids on the way and took us out to the stable. The track didn’t go there so at the outside door they locked our hands high on our back to the rear ring on our collars, put a leash on out collars and removed our track chain. Then two girls took hold of our leashes and led us to the stable with Ariel following. It wasn’t a long walk, but all the way I wondered why they thought they needed such security with us. I wouldn’t have bolted and I’m sure Ruth wouldn’t either. We liked being slaves.

They must think we’ll be better slaves if we’re always tightly controlled. They certainly did at Master Reinaldo’s. Maybe they’re right. Maybe when Master takes us in public, he’ll have a way to control us?

We were led into a room festooned with all the paraphernalia of a stable. Bits and bridles of steel, harnesses, reins and blinkers in gleaming black leather, leading reins and trace chains hung on every wall and overhead. Ruth and I looked around trying to make sense of the dizzying array of equipment. After a brief moment I realized that all of the tack was far too small for a horse, but exactly right for a slave girl.

Rutha and I looked at each other, afraid to speak, then Ruth shrugged her shoulders, and I accepted her logic. If Master wanted us dressed in horse harness, then that’s what would happen. First, our shoes were changed. The pony boot’s sole was a horseshoe, a real, metal horseshoe, on the bottom of a thick leather sole. Our toes and the ball of our feet rested on the sole but the shoe arched up, like a high heeled shoe, but with no heel in place, it was like wearing high heeled boots. Tiring after a while. The shank of the boot covered our calves and were laced tight. A slit at the ankle passed our ankle chains.

Ariel handed both the girl’s holding our leashes a padlock. They led us to a wall where four metal rods stood out from the wall a couple of feet and used the lock to fasten our nose rings to the ring on the end of the rods. These must be to hold pony girls in place while they are harnessed. It was certain Ruth and I would hold still until our noses were released.

I flinched as a cold harness of two-inch wide black leather fitted with chrome buckles and rivets was draped over my shoulders, placed around my firm breasts, and pulled through my thighs.  I felt my body gripped and compressed as they fastened the straps around me and pulled the buckles tight. Straps went around my throat, below my collar, around my breasts, girding them about their base, tightening until they stood erect and taut, like balloons on my chest, lifted high and pushed out by straps above and below them. My hips were girdled by a tight band and a strap encircled the top of each thigh, riveted to each other, and held tight by a strap on either side. My slit was left bare, intentionally, I’m sure, in case the driver needs to relieve his lust.

A six-inch wide, very thick, strap was pulled tight around my waist. My arms were still locked in reverse prayer position to the back of my collar. Another strap encircled my folded arms, pulling them together into a tight package. I groaned at the fierce tension pulling together and making them even more useless.

Uncomfortable and unnecessary, but probably orders. No point in objecting.

There was not a chance in hell of me escaping my bonds and any plea or protest would earn me the whip, and not in a way to lead me to climax, so I accepted my misery and stood silent as the girls fetched the bridle that I would have to wear. The chrome bit gleamed among the loose black leather straps designed to hold the device fixed in my mouth. The serrated plate designed to hold my tongue on the bottom of my mouth was potent with control and pain. The straight bar it pivoted on was encased in thick plastic to protect my teeth as I gripped it. I grudgingly opened my mouth to accept the unwelcome intruder and kept my tongue down low. The straps encircled the crown of my head and went around under my jaw. As it tightened, my jaw was clamped tight around the plastic shroud for the bit. When the last strap was tight, I could not open my mouth an iota, and the bridle was fixed to my head, tighter than my collar.

When she was done, I was bitted, unable to expel the serrated steel bar, and unable to say a single word. Actually, the bridle and bit were not uncomfortable, just tight and I knew I would drool most unappealingly. Uppermost in my mind was how I looked, but I couldn’t even turn my head to see Ruth as a surrogate. I wanted to look exotic, and erotic for my Master. I knew I would feel stupid trying to pull him around in a cart, but that didn’t matter as long as he was in control. I waited patiently while she checked and retightened every buckle. Finally she clipped the end of a long, coiled strap on the left side of my bit and unlocked my nose ring. I stepped back and she pulled on the strap to lead me somewhere.

That tug was the first demonstration of the power of a bit. It pulled at the side of my mouth and the serrated plate pushed down hard on my soft tongue. Not enough to really hurt, but enough to show what it was capable of doing. I tossed my head, resisting the pull of the leading rein and blushed at the laughter of the girls, realizing I had reacted just like a newly bridled horse would react to the tug of a new bit in its mouth.

She pulled on the rein again, more firmly and steadily and I walked towards her, frightened by the pain of the bit on my tongue and the knowledge that a strong pull would cause me real pain. I gulped nervously, now aware that I was quite helpless to resist my bridle, or anyone who held my reins. It was even worse than a leash on my nose ring for at least with that I could see what was happening, but my reins would be held by someone behind me. There would be no warning, no chance to mitigate the impending pain. It could strike completely unexpectedly. I trusted Master to be careful but these girls and the men on the staff would also be using me. I could only hope they would take care not to cause me undeserved pain. I would have to remember to ask Master about it.

She led me to the end of the room up against a waist-high bar and said, “Spread your legs and bend over the bar.”

I obeyed and she pulled me down further then tied off the rein to a ring in the floor. I was bent far over and could see Ariel approaching through my legs. She had something long and light, blowing around as she walked, in her hand. She said, “Ponies have tails. This is yours.“ The plume of fine hair brushed my legs and I felt her insert a plug in my anus. I had worn a butt plug before and I knew the feel. It was lubricated and slid in easily. “Not too big,” I thought.” But then she did something to it and it swelled inside me. It became large, much too big to come out without hurting. She released my rein from the ring and said, Stand up, ponygirl.” My handler led me back a few feet and they put Ruth in my place. I felt the tail brushing against my legs as I moved. She took me to a mirror so I could see myself.

The image was pure eroticism. A helpless, harnessed girl with pony tack making her mute and forcing her obedience to the reins held by a slip of a girl. Just a girl with her obedient dumb animal. Ruth was led up beside me and I noticed our tails closely matched our own hair color.

Ruth and I were led out of the tack room into a large indoor arena and over to where several wheeled carts were stored. Ariel said, “Now that you’re properly harnessed, I’ll show you the carriages you two will pull, after you’re schooled. Look them over. You should know what will be expected of you.”

There were six lightweight carts lined up against the wall, more than I expected. This place obviously expected to have more ponygirls available and more guests to fill the five empty bedrooms we cleaned. Two were designed for two passengers and two ponygirls, the other four were designed for one passenger and one ponygirl. They were of a common design, light, spindly frames with two bicycle-type wheels supporting a bench and backrest. A pair of curved shafts projected forward, waiting for a ponygirl to be fastened between them. A vertical cylindrical holder was attached to the frame, for a long buggy whip, I assumed. I hoped to perform well enough my driver wouldn’t feel the need to correct me or urge me on to greater effort, but I knew Master would want to be prepared.

Both steeds stared wide-eyed at the vehicles, imagining themselves fastened between the shafts with Master seated behind her, controlling her with her reins gripped in his fist. A driver seated behind them, holding their reins and a whip, they would have no choice but to obey the reins and take their driver wherever he wanted to go.

Surely Master wouldn’t let someone else drive me, but I’m getting wet. It’s turning me on. I really am a submissive!

Ariel stepped between the girls and the carriages and said, “We’re going to school you to respond properly to the reins, to walk and run properly, and when you’ve learned the basics, we’ll train you to pull a carriage so that your Master and his guests and the staff can safely use you as ponygirls.”

They were led to a sturdy post near one end of the arena, the ends of their leading reins were clipped to a freely rotating ring on top, and Ariel said, “Walk as far from the post as you can, Emma to my right, Ruth to my left. Face clockwise. When I say ‘Walk’ you will walk forward at a normal pace, lifting your feet as high as you can, keeping your head up. When you hear, ‘Trot, you will jog, again keeping your heads and feet high. Canter means to double the pace, keeping your heads and feet high. If you let your heads or feet drop you will feel this.”

Without warning two carriage whips curled, hissing, around the thighs of the two ponygirls, snapping at their bare flesh, leaving a bright red line of heat. Both girls jumped and the leading reins pulled taut and they could not get out of range of the whips. They both recognized there was no way to avoid punishment except to obey.

Ariel grinned and said, “Walk.”

The sharp command caught me off balance and I didn’t quite recover fast enough as a sharp pain sliced through my thigh. I whimpered at the unfairness and hurried to walk within my prescribed path, but I didn’t lift my foot high enough and the whip stung my bare bottom. I stumbled forward as he remonstrated me, “Lift your feet, ponygirl.”

I forced myself to ignore the pain, be calm, and focus on my walk, my hobble chain clinking in time with the bells on my earrings. Ruth’s squeals told of her difficulties but it brought me no relief to know she shared my pain. I walked around the wide circle dictated by my lead, raising my knees until the hobble snapped taut.

Over and over the whip seared my bottom and thighs as my trainers decided I had lowered my head or not raised my foot high enough. Mostly they were right, but several times I hated my bit for denying me the ability to righteously protest a bad call. They kept us walking until my legs started to object. Then Ariel called out, “Trot.”

I started to jog and got another fiery stripe with the admonition, “Knees high.”

I found it easier to “Trot” than to walk. My knees just seemed to get into synch and lifted higher with the faster stride. Of course my steps were exactly the same length as a walk because of the chain joining my ankles, I just had to move my feet faster. The tight harness and tightly bound arms tensioned my breasts so they hardly moved as I jogged. Actually better than an exercise bra. I didn’t receive any more stripes after I got the hang of it, but when she called out “Canter,” I fell apart. Nothing worked and I got a stripe nearly every circuit on that endless track. Eventually they stopped us, and it was a good thing. I was spent, sweating, and breathing raggedly. They unclipped the reins from the center post and took us outside in the sunshine. They gave us a drink and cooled us off by leading us around the oval track for twenty minutes.

They took the leading reins off and put a shorter rein on each side of the bit then they taught us to respond to bit commands. A girl walked behind us and controlled our direction and speed through the reins. They trained us on one command at a time: told us what the rein signal was, demonstrated it and walked us through several repetitions. Then they would use that command in teaching us the next. Not a word was spoken when we practiced. Ariel walked behind us with her carriage whip and corrected us whenever we misread a command.

A single flick of the reins on our shoulders meant “Go faster. A tug on the reins meant slow down. A pull on the left rein meant ‘Turn left.” A longer pull meant “Go more.” There were only four speeds: Stop, Walk, Trot, Canter. The commands were easy to learn and I didn’t receive any more stripes. Good thing for my butt felt like it had been sliced into hamburger already.

I guess our trainers were satisfied with our performance for they took us back into the arena and hitched us to two one-pony carriages and led us back out to the track. The carriages were light and easy to pull. I was concerned what the weight of a man would do to my ability to pull them. The girl holding my reins got into the driver’s seat and flicked the reins on my shoulders. I started walking straight ahead. She used my reins to turn me in circles and to walk a snake-like path around the oval. I saw Ruth being put through the same paces and Ariel watching us. The weather was delightful, a spring-like day with white fluffy clouds over the Olympics and the sun was bright but not hot. A typical Northwest spring day. The fields around the estate were bright green with occasional wildflowers. I learned to just obey the reins and observe the landscape. My driver was in control, the work was negligible, and I was enjoying myself. We were exercised this way for a half hour before they took us back into the arena and hitched us to a two-pony carriage. Ariel drove us around so we could learn to coordinate our movements. The cart wasn’t heavy, but it had more momentum so we had to learn how to turn and stop it. Another half hour of practice went by as we learned to work together. It was actually quite pleasant.

We were unhitched and watered again then they put us in a stall, really a cell, with straw on the floor and told us that our Master would be here shortly. They unclipped the bit from my bridle and replaced it with a ring gag. There was a water source, a rubber nipple in the shape of a penis on the bottom of a bucket that we could suck on to get a drink. Suggestive, huh? We both took a drink. Cold, fresh water was delightful.

We could almost talk. The ring gags distorted our words, but if we listened closely, we could mostly understand each other. “Ruth, how are you?”

[Unintelligible]

“Speak slowly.”

“OK. Tired. Sore ass.”

“Me too.” Strangely, I was horny. I guess the tight bondage helped, but Ruth looked erotic and smelled of musk. I guess I did too, but just being controlled like an animal was so arousing. I really was a submissive. Would Ruth cooperate? “I’m horny. Want to play?”

“Thought you’d never ask. Sixty-nine?”

Suits, I lay down on my bound arms and spread my knees as far as I could. Ruth lay down on me, her pussy in my face. I felt her tongue enter my slit and I reciprocated. In minutes we had both climaxed. She rolled off me and we cleaned each other’s faces with our tongues and mouthfuls of water.

Slave girls don’t have anything to talk about except sex and vicissitudes of our lives, which were pretty much the same in our case. Neither of us had any gripes to speak of, but we speculated endlessly on what would happen to us.

“I said, I think he’s going to put our leashes and those skimpy dresses on us and walk us through downtown on a bright, sunny day.”

Ruth opined, “Naah, He wants to have his ponygirls pull him through downtown. Why else train us to pull his cart?”

We heard the stall door being unlocked and opened. Ariel came in and walked over to me, “Stand, Emma. “


Chapter 17 : Riding Machine

I obeyed, of course, She clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me out. Another girl closed and locked the stall door behind us. I was mildly surprised that Ruth had been left behind. All our training in pony harness had been together.

She took me down a hall, opened a door, and pushed me through. Master was sitting in an easy chair watching a flat screen display. My arousal, never far away, blossomed inside me and I felt my juices lubricate my loins. My body was ready for love.

At last. I want to kiss him.

Instead, I dropped to my knees and adjusted my position, following the rules of protocol and obeisance instilled into me in my training.

He said, “ Hi, love,” stopped the display, stood up and came over to me.

I leaned over and kissed his shoes.

He said, “Good girl, stand.”

I obeyed. He unbuckled the ring gag and I opened my mouth wide for him to remove it.  I worked my jaws several times and said, “Thank you, Master.”

He wrapped his big arm around me, pulled me to him, tilted my head back, and kissed me, hard and wet, and I almost fainted with pleasure. Finally he released me, went back,  sat in his chair, and said, “Come here,” motioning me to his lap.

I  sort of oozed to him, as sexy as I could be with my arms tightly bound behind me, compressed by the tight harness, feet still shackled in the heavy pony boots. I think I succeeded in looking sexy, or maybe just comical since he smiled as I approached. I half turned and gently settled on his lap, nestling back into the curve of his arm. I wanted to lift my feet up too, but I was afraid the steel horseshoes on the bottom of my pony boots would be uncomfortable for him.

When we were settled, he lightly stroked my breasts making me tingle all over, making it hard to concentrate, “I’ve been reviewing your pony training. Was it fun?”

How to answer? The training wasn’t any fun, mostly painful, but the exhilaration of running in the open air, feeling such submission to my driver mixed with the pure lizard-brain need to excel was wonderful, “Master, it was like learning a new skill, hard at first, then I was proud of myself. I would very much like to be your pony. I will be the best pony ever for you.”

“I was enjoying you vicariously. You were magnificent. You know my predecessor here, Alex Dinoso was quite an aficionado of ponygirls?”

“I had guessed, Master. The stables are set up for many ponygirls, lots of tack and many stalls.”

“He had some unique devices made to play with his ponies, or maybe he bought them, but I’ve never seen them for sale.”

“Would I enjoy them too, or just you?”

“You know, slave, your duty is merely to serve me. I do not have a duty to give you pleasure.”

“I know Master, but almost every way you use me gives me much pleasure.”

He led me down a short hall to another room fitted with many devices for bondage games.  He took me to a weird stationary bicycle.  There was a seat and pedals under it.  No wheels.  The pedals were attached outside the bike, not together in the center. The center was clear so a girl’s ankle chain would be  unobstructed.  A large, ribbed, rubbery dildo rose in the center of the seat, tilted forward.  Instead of handlebars it had a pillory sized for a girl's neck and wrists.  He released my hands, unlocked, and removed my tail and said, “Stand on the pedals.”

He lifted me up and I stood on the pedals.

He said, “Now sit down slowly on the dildo. I’ll guide it in.”

Of course he didn’t ask me. I didn’t expect it. I was way beyond expecting my opinions to be considered, besides, this looked like fun. I lowered myself toward the seat and felt his fingers spreading my lips, then the rubber phallus slid into my moist vagina and it felt soooo good, then I landed on the seat.

Master raised the locking bar and put his hands on my shoulders, "Lean forward and put your wrists and neck in the grooves."

I had to bend over to put my parts into place.  He supported me on the way down then lowered the bar carefully, making sure the snug thing didn’t pinch my skin and placing my bracelets and collar forward of the bar. I heard it lock into place.  The wood was snug on my wrists and loose on my neck  I felt his fingers grease my bottom hole.  He stood behind me, grasped my pendulant breasts, and said, "Pedal."

I started pedaling and was startled to feel the dildo in my pussy start moving.  The pedals caused it to ram into me then retract.  It was very realistic feeling and my pussy started getting wetter.  My body didn't care if it was real or not.  It just knew I needed lubrication.  After a few cycles I felt Master's stiff member probe my bottom hole. I remembered my training and relaxed my sphincter muscle.  He slid in without too much effort.  I tightened up when he started to withdraw.  Jaime had trained me well.  I managed to make my "Squeeze - Relax" match his in and out.  Meanwhile I was keeping the pedals turning at a steady and quite pleasant rate.  My arousal steadily grew until I had a wonderful orgasm. 

I stopped pedaling but Master kept up his rhythm.  When I recovered, I realized I was close to coming again.  I started pedaling again, and I went over the top before I had made ten revolutions. Still he kept on.  Another orgasm a minute later.  Finally he came and filled me to the brim. And I blew again.  After a while I felt him leave me alone, still locked to the bike.  I  recovered and realized I still  had the means for more orgasms.  I started pedaling and felt my arousal growing.  I pedaled myself into yet another orgasm.  He took me off the bike, refastened my arms in reverse prayer, put the strap back on them and had me bend over. He showed me the cleaned and lubed tail,  reinserted it, and locked it in place.

We went back to the stall, got Ruth and with the help of one of the stable maids Ruth and I were soon trotting on a trail, being driven by our Master in the sunshine. He played with our reins for the first few hundred yards, feeling us out, seeing how quickly we turned and stopped.

I enjoyed performing a service for Master. The day was beautiful, the scenery grand and I felt like I was running on air. I rather liked the loss of any human traits, being just a dumb animal serving my owner. The cheery jingling of the bells on our new earrings certainly set the mood. I wanted to look over my shoulder and watch Master wield our reins, but I was sure that would be frowned upon and earn me stripes from his carriage whip, so I just followed his orders.

He stayed on level ground around the pastures of the estate. I was glad he didn’t assay any of the steeper trails we passed. I knew I needed more conditioning and Ruth needed even more. She had not been a runner before becoming a slave. He drove us around for almost an hour, assessing our stamina, I believe. If he wanted to take us out in public, he had to be sure we could get out and back.

When he was finished, he drove us back to the stables. The stable maids stripped the harness , boots, tail, bridle, and bit from us. Our arms were left in reverse prayer, our high heels put back on our feet, and the leashes re-installed on our nose rings. Master led us back to the main house, put the track chains on our collars, loosed our hands, and removed the nose leashes.

When he was locking the track chain back on my collar, I was struck by how much my perspective had changed over just a few months. Now it was perfectly normal to be fully chained and helpless outside and to be “Home” when I was naked, ankles chained, and chained to a track in the house.  We were back home again. Both ways I felt loved and cared for.

We were dirty, stiff, and a little sore from our exertions. Master said, “Good work, girls. Go shower the spend the time until dinner soaking in the hot tub. You’ll feel better.”

Great, both of us said, “Thank you, Master,”  and hurried to the shower.

The hot tub was wonderful. Just the thing after hard work. Though a lot of our soreness came for the liberal application of the maid’s whips to out bottoms and thighs. We soaked, talked, climbed out to cool off, rubbed each other’s sore muscles, and climbed back in. After we were thoroughly broiled and feeling utterly limp, Master joined us. He modestly wore bathing trunks, a possibility long denied us.

I saw him approaching and noted he looked in better shape than ever, tall, well-defined musculature, not an ounce of fat. I could tell he was working out even more than when I was taken so many experiences ago. We couldn’t kneel in the hot tub and do he required obeisance so we just faced him and said, “Thank you for joining us, Master.”

He climbed in and gathered us in his arms and said, “Tell me all about your experiences as ponygirls.”

Where to start? I said, “First we were harnessed. Those boots were weird.”

Ruth said, “They are more comfortable than plain heels, but heavy.”

He asked, “Had you ever wanted to try pony-play before today?”

Ruth said, “I watched an interview with a pony girl and her trainer a long time ago. There are regular pony rodeos and contests in places like LA and Texas. It looked like fun. I wondered what it would be like. Today wasn’t like that at all. On TV it looked like there was love between the pony and the trainer. Today the trainer just whipped us when we messed up.”

I chimed in, “It was much better when you were my driver. I wanted to pull you, to serve you, and the ride on the bike thing was super.”

Ruth looked questioningly at me.

Master caught the interplay and said, “Ruth, you’ll get to play on the riding machine soon.

I was curious about his plans for us so I asked, “Master, you mentioned we would be working for you at the company. Would you elaborate?”

He said, “It will be a lot like when we last worked together. Ruth will be my secretary  just like before and you’ll be my assistant. We aren’t doing P.I. or private legal work anymore, but I’ll still need you to spend time on the computer and phone getting information. I’m also the corporate attorney so there will be some legal and personal information I’ll need you to locate as well as business matters: suppliers, product specs and costs; shipping costs, financial data.”

“So you don’t think our slave trappings will be a problem, Master?

“Nothing you can’t handle. Just tell the truth , be respectful, and be proud that I’ve found you beautiful enough to collar. You may be my slave but you don’t have to obey anyone outside my grounds.”

“Master, won’t parents be angry when their children see slave girls, with collars and rings and chained ankles.”

“That’s their problem, but most children see much worse things on television and movies and computer screens every day. People hurting others, through crime or ignorance or brutality. This is a truth they can explain to their children as what some people want to do voluntarily.  Don’t worry about it.”

“So you still plan to show us to the world. As just slaves or as ponygirls too, Master?”

“Both. I’m quite proud of you, and pleased you choose to be my property. Enough questions. I’m getting hot and it’s time to eat.”


Chapter 18 : To Work

My doubts hit me in full force only when I stepped out the door without my track chain, clothed, sort of, collared with chained ankles. I was re-entering the “Normal” world as a slave. Voluntary, which made it legal, but definitely not normal.

Washington was a “Blue” state, West Coast liberal. We had elected women to high office for years, Governor, Senators, Representatives, Commissioners. Now Ruth and I were going to come out as women who thought the best place for us was kneeling before men.

I’m more nervous now than when I woke naked and chained in that bare cell when I was kidnapped. I was going to meet strangers, men and women who had never seen a real slavegirl before, only saw them in movies. They were going to see my collar and rings and ankle chain and think that I was beaten and made to do things against my will.  They were going to think badly of Master. Surely some of them will ignore any statements I make that I want to be a slave. They will think, “Stockholm Syndrome,” or brainwashing. No feminist will believe that a college-educated woman would forgo freedom for my chains. I don’t have an answer and Master shrugs it off, confident that it doesn’t matter what anyone else thinks. I hope he’s right, I’ll be just a flash in the pan and quickly forgotten.

Ruth and I walked out the front door dressed identically in the tiny, stretchy tube dresses we had tried on previously, the only clothing we had. Slaves can’t own anything so these were actually Master’s dresses which he allowed us to wear today.  We had to be cautious moving in them since they were barely long enough to cover our nipples and nether lips at the same time. Fortunately, they were tight and stable, which meant our figures were well displayed. We had no underwear, of course, which meant no panty lines and made us look like expensive whores, which was not true, we were free sluts, anxious for our next orgasm.

In the protocol of slavegirls, Master entered the car before us. Given my recent life the first thing I noticed on entering the limo was the cargo rings on the floor. Perfect for locking our ankle chins. I was almost disappointed when he left us free in the car, just seat belts that we put on ourselves and cleverly designed so we could let ourselves out of them.

The drive from the estate to the plant was short, maybe fifteen minutes mostly south on US 101. I knew this area and was not surprised by the lack of traffic. We drove at highway speed through pastures and wooded hills, finally through the small village of Quilcene, once a boom town when logging was a free-for-all, but comatose since the advent of the spotted owl. Another good idea that fell flat due to an incomplete understanding of the complexity of ecosystems. Once the logging stopped the spotted owl population was reduced even more when it’s aggressive cousin, the barred owl, moved in.

I recognized the plant gates from our last visit, how different that was. Today our limo breezed by the guards and pulled up in front of the main entrance. There were men and women entering and leaving the building and there was no way Ruth and I would go unnoticed.

Master stepped out of the car and I followed him, then Ruth.  People looked at us out of normal curiosity, but many stopped for a second look. Several of the women’s jaws dropped when the comprehended what they were seeing. Those were the ones that stopped in their tracks and stared at us. Master had told us the women that saw us would be noticed because of our novelty, our beauty, that we were his girls, and because of our unusual jewelry. The stares would pass once the novelty wore off. He reminded us that women’s jewelry often involved gold and chains. Ours wasn’t that different.

Right. Chained ankles, a big nose ring and exposed nipple rings weren’t that different?

Master spoke to his driver as we were getting out then turned to the front door of the building. Ruth and I heeled him, as we had been taught, one step back and one step to each side, smiling, girls with their owner. I had to smile, of course, but it was also real. I was where I wanted to be, with Master, not stuck at home. I was proud that he had collared me. Being a slave was much more responsibility for him than a wife and we were much closer .

I discovered that I was a bit of an exhibitionist too. I enjoyed people staring at me, no matter the reason. Certainly, my dress was daring and everyone knew those rings were real. I suppose a Goth girl would wear a collar, but probably not of gold. And the ankle chain was unusual but I was used to it and walked smoothly with it. The thing I was most aware of was the noises I made: the tinkling of the bells on my earrings, the clatter of my chain, the clicking of my tall heels. Of course Ruth made the same noises, but I was most aware of my own.

Master walked confidently, master of all he surveyed, literally. People nodded and greeted him as he passed, but their gazes were on me. I was something new, unique, an element of their boss they had not seen before. The men looked at me with lust. They envied Master and wanted me for themselves. I smiled ruefully at them. I was taken. The women looked at me with a variety of expressions: envy, horror, lust, and query. I imagined they wanted to know how I had joined the sisterhood of slaves. Maybe they just wanted to know where I shopped.

The lobby was a gleaming steel and glass atrium dominated by a brightly colored totem pole supporting the roof.  Supplicants and applicants were seated, some standing in line at the receptionist’s counter awaiting a chance to be a part of Superior Products. Heads turned to look at Ruth and I, probably the most erotic sight anyone had ever seen in person. I’m sure women adorned like us were a common sight on kinky or fashion websites, but never in person in Washington.

The hallway to the elevator was the same, except for one face I knew. The young accountant who had helped Larry and I when we first visited this place, so many months ago. We had met her and her father for dinner that night and he had helped us learn about Superior Product’s meteoric ascension in Jefferson County. A flash of recognition lit her face and mine. I couldn’t stop but she did. I blew her a kiss as she stared at me in my new persona. No longer an inquisitive Private Eye and her employer, now a collared slave with her Master, still the same people, with a vastly different relationship. I would like to talk to her.

We were alone in the elevator. When the doors opened, we exited into a more elegant corridor than the one downstairs. The carpet was thicker and expensive paintings hung on the walls. The lighting was indirect and bright. Master’s office was at the west end of the corridor. His door was separated from the hall by a glass wall and guarded by a secretary’s desk,  different from the ones we had passed. This looked like a receptionist’s station.  Semicircular, almost reaching to the wall behind it. Master took us to it and told Ruth, “This is your desk. The red button unlocks my door My schedule and phone book are in folders on your computer. Let me know if you need anything. The rest room is beyond the elevator. I have a private bath you can use if you want. Get familiar with the equipment and come see me at ten.”

“Yes, Master.”

I looked at her desk. It had a raised platform with a cushion. Perfectly designed for a secretary who was not allowed to use a chair. She would kneel behind her desk, and still be at eye level to any visitors. Ruth took her place and pushed the red button. The wide door unlocked with a muted click. Master opened it and I followed him in.

Master’s office at the Superior Products plant was largely unchanged from my last visit, months ago  with Master, when I was free and Master’s assistant and we were investigating Superior Products. We met with Master’s predecessor in the job, Alessandro Dinoso, and I planted a bug under his table. The first thing I did was look under the table. The bug was gone.

The big desk and the conversation area with table and chairs were the same, it still had a majestic view of the Olympic Mountains. All that was new was my work area. I was Master’s assistant and had a desk and filing cabinets, phone and computer and a pillow to kneel on instead of a chair. Just like Ruth, I was not allowed to use furniture without orders. My desk was small and low, but well designed for most work on a computer and its height was adjustable. Master sat at his desk and I knelt in front of his desk, waiting for orders.

He asked, “Ready to start work?”

“Yes, Master. Where shall I start?”

I have a meeting at eleven with our sales manager.  Get familiar with your equipment then find company sales data for the last year and make a graph showing monthly variation. You remember how to do that?”

“Yes, Master. I haven’t touched a computer in months, but I remember much. Where are my access credentials?”

“On a note on your desk. Get to work.  The note also has the name and phone number for your IT support person.”

“Thank you, Master.” I rose and went to my desk and surveyed my new domain. I had a laptop computer, color printer, telephone and all the paper handling  miscellanea. I knelt on the cushion and started the computer. It booted quickly, all solid-state memory. I logged on in the first try and flicked through the folders and started exploring. Everything came back to me quickly. I found a lot of data on the company, meticulously organized in logically named folders. I found sales data quickly and monthly reports. I started trying to remember how to do graphs. Ruth came in while I was working. We smiled to each other and she went to Master. They spoke for a few minutes and Then Master called me over. I knelt beside Ruth and he told us, “Girls, I’ve told my staff you two are my slaves. And that you are not available for anything but office work while you are here. At home I will let many of my guests use you, but not here. Understand?”

Both of us said, “Yes, Master.” I added, “Thank you, Master.”

“OK, go back to your work.”

I wondered what Ruth had said to him. I’d ask her at home.

I spent most of my time on formatting until I was happy with the result. I double and triple checked the chart,  printed it out, took it to Master, and knelt beside him, “I’m finished, Master.”

He took it from me and studied it for minute then he called up a file on his computer and compared them. I was happy he was checking my first attempt and scared I might have messed up. After a terribly long time, he turned to me and said, “Great work, Emma, just what I wanted.” He turned his chair to face me and motioned for me to come to him. I rose and nestled into his lap. We kissed and held each other. Master asked, “Feel good to have work?”

Good question. I was pleased I remembered how to help him. On the other hand, I was feeling hungry for love. My body was used to arousal and frequent orgasms. I was feeling anxious and deprived. What I really wanted was him to make love to me. “Yes, Master, it felt good to help you. Can I do more? It will just take a few minutes and you’ll be more relaxed for your meeting.”

“Not now, love. I need to focus and you’d distract me too much. My meeting is in fifteen minutes. Take a copy of this chart to Mr. Tolvang down the hall then go to the kitchen and fetch a full coffee carafe, cream, sugar, two cups, and put it on the coffee table.”

“Yes, master.” printed another copy and went out the door to Ruth’s desk, “Hi, do you where the kitchen is? Master wants coffee for his eleven o’clock meeting.”

Ruth replied, “Past the elevator.”

I was in unknown territory now. Out in the open where any staff or visitor can see me. I walked past closed doors guarded by secretaries and looked at the names beside the doors. It was noticeably quiet in the hallway, the sounds of my shoes absorbed by the plush carpeting but not diminishing the dinging of my bells or the clatter of my chain at all. Every female guarding a door looked up as I passed. Watching  me wide-eyed, like a crazy woman loose in their workplace.  I slowed and said,  “Hello, I’m Emma, Mr. Holman’s assistant.”

The women were all pretty, conservatively dressed, much more formal than me. The first one I passed replied brightly, Hi, I’m Susan. Everyone has been talking about you and the other new girl.”

She was red haired, late twenties, nice figure, and seemed friendly, so I sat in her guest chair and replied, “I can imagine. She’s Ruth.”

The next secretary came over, leaned against the wall, and said, “Hi, I’m Lois, are you both really…?”

”Slaves. Yep. We’re both really slaves. We like it.”

“You have to do whatever he says?”

“Yes, exactly what he says.”

Susan got right to the point, ”Are your rings real or costume?”

I leaned close so both of them could see what I was doing. I took hold of my nose ring and rotated it through its piercing, “See, it’s solid steel and there’s no way to open it. All our rings are like that. I was told they were fitted then welded closed. It’s the same with our bracelets, anklets, and collar. They can’t be opened.” I said, proudly, “We’ll wear them forever.”

Lois’ eyes grew wide as she saw I was proud of my adornments, my restraints, “But why?”

“I grinned, “Haven’t you ever wanted to just let go, let your libido have control? I Don’t have any worries or responsibilities. I have what I always wanted: incredible sex, titanic climaxes, many times a day, mixed with exercise and good food. I don’t have to worry about money or appearances or a schedule. All I have is a sexy owner who I obey completely and who takes care of me.”

They both paused with their own thoughts. Finally, Lois asked does he beat you?”

“Oh yes, whenever I deserve it, but it’s no worse than a spanking from your lover. It always ends with a great climax. A slave girl quickly learns that pain and pleasure are just two sides of the same coin and either leads directly to a fabulous orgasm. Women are put together so almost anything, done right, gives us an orgasm. The sad thing is that most women don’t know this and can’t get beyond the pain.”

“I’ve got to run but come to a party at Master’s and you can experience a climax from both sides of the whip. Have either of you made love with a girl?”

They both blushed nicely and I stood up, “I know, but it’s great fun. Someday I’ll show you if my Master allows,” and walked on down the line of secretaries looking for Mr. Tolvang.

I found a nameplate that read, “B. Tolvang”, four doors past the elevator in a window office. His secretary was a pretty blonde.

“Hello, I’m Emma, Mr. Holman’s assistant. I have a chart for Mr. Tolvang for his meeting with Mr. Holman. Is he in?”

“I’m Trish. Are you really…?”

“Yep. Ruth and I are slaves. It’s voluntary. We weren’t forced, at least Ruth wasn’t. I was a little, but I’m quite happy now. “

“Are those real slave bracelets and collar? You can’t take them off?”

I held out my right hand to her, “See for yourself. I turned my hand over, See, no seams, no keyhole. It’s all one piece and won’t come off. All the rest are just like it. I can be locked up, completely, any time Master wants. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I’m his total responsibility and I love it. But I really have to get this chart to Mr. Tolvang before his meeting with Mr. Holman. We can talk later.”

“Oh, right. She pressed a button on her intercom, “Mr. Tolvang, Mr. Holman’s assistant has a chart he wants you to see before your meeting.”

A disembodied male voice said, “Send her in.”

Trish pressed another button, the door clicked open, and she said, Go in, please.”

I pushed the door open and went in, ready for the male version of “Are you really… He surprised me. He looked at me. He was older than Master, in his fifties. I handed him the chart and he just said thank you. He looked at the chart for a long moment and said, “As I thought.”  He looked at me and said, Holman told us about you. Pretty brave of you to come out like this.”

I replied truthfully, “Not my choice, sir, but I’m having more fun than I expected.”

“Good. Tell Mr. Holman I appreciate the heads up.”

It was a clear dismissal so I said, “I will, Sir.” And left.

“Trish, where can I get coffee for Mr. Holman?”

She pointed left, “Last door on the right.”

“Thanks.” I passed three more secretaries in front of closed doors with nameplates. The last door’s plate read, “Ms. Armstrong.” It was the only female name on mahogany row. I opened the last door on the right and it was a complete kitchen. I opened cupboards and found a serving tray, cups, saucers, spoons, coffee carafe, cream, sugar and filled the carafe. Last, I made a fresh pot of coffee. I arranged everything on the tray when a female voice behind me said, “You’re new. What’s your name?”

I turned and saw a tall, nicely dressed woman, maybe ten years older than me, with her brunette hair pulled back in a tight bun. She had big earrings and a designer brooch on her blouse. She was too formally dressed for a secretary so I assumed she was Ms. Armstrong. “Hello, I’m Emma, Mr. Holman’s Personal Assistant.”

She said, appraisingly, “He told us about you. He said you’re his slave. Well you certainly dress the part. I take it those rings on your dress are real?”

She was a dominant. I could tell from her no-nonsense approach. Good thing I was submissive. We’re going to get along well. “Yes, ma’am I have seven rings and they are all real.”

“I only see five. Raise your dress!”

Well, this was more direct than I expected. An order was an order. I used both hands and grasped the hem of my tiny dress. I lifted slowly, taking my time, and gradually exposing my loins with their two heavy gold rings piercing my outer labia. She walked to me and thrust a finger between my rings.

I gasped, more in surprise than arousal, though it did feel incredibly good. I didn’t move as she rubbed her finger up and down my slit. I could feel the moisture trickling into my pussy.

She withdrew her finger and looked at its moist length, “My, you are a responsive girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. It is how we are trained.” I instinctively called her Mistress.

“Clean my finger,” as she held it in front of my face.”

I opened my mouth and licked and sucked my juice off her finger.  She lowered her arm and said, “Let’s see what you look like Remove your dress.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I removed my nipple rings from the slits in the dress then pushed it down until it fell off me.

She looked me over and said, “Stand as you would for your master.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I slid into standing display pose.”

“Much better. Always stand like this when you’re in my presence.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you forget, I will punish you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Around others I am Ms. Armstrong, but in private continue to address me as Mistress.”
“Yes, Mistress.”

“Put your dress on and take the coffee to your master.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I went back to my desk winking to all the secretaries I passed. They all smiled and watched me go by.  Their smiles were tinged with something else, but all were different. I wondered what I was to them.

I stopped at Ruth’s desk and told her, “I stopped and chatted with a couple of the secretaries on mahogany row. The first two were Susan and Lois. They had heard about us and I assured them we were better off than they were. The fourth one down is Trish. Same story. I didn’t learn anything about them but they all know we have better sex than they do. I expect the tale will spread through the ladies grapevine. I also learned that Master told some men about us, so no surprise there. “ I decided not to tell Ruth about Ms. Armstrong. I wanted to watch when they met.

Ruth said, “Good they know we like it. I imagine we’ll be all they talk about for a week.”

Yeah, I like being the center of attention. I think I’m a closet exhibitionist. I always stayed in the shadows before.”

“Me too. What else can we do next week?”

“Let’s tell Master we want to go out as his ponygirls and see what he does.”

“That would cause some excitement, I bet.”

“Yeah, I’ve got to go back in. Master’s meeting should start in five.”

“Bye.” He buzzed me in and I went in, knelt, and made obeisance to Master and asked, “Master, may I speak?”

He replied, “When we’re at work you may speak freely. Tell Ruth.”

“Thank you, Master. I will tell her. I met several of the secretaries along the hall  They asked me about my “condition and I answered them truthfully. They were friendly and not derisive to my face. I also met Mrs. Armstrong when I was getting the coffee. She said you had told some people about Ruth and me. She is a dominant, I think. At least she has that aura and handled me firmly. I think she’d like me to service her sometime.”

“Would you like that?”

“I think so, Master. She showed me again the joys of submission.”

“I’ll invite her to a party and see how it turns out. I’m curious, too. Set up a party on Saturday and invite these people. They can bring a guest. ” He wrote on a note pad and slid it toward me on his desk. “Find out everything you can about these people. I don’t know them well and I want you to find the available data. Give me a report on each of them before the party.”

I rose, picked up the note,  said, ”Yes, master,”  and went to my desk. There were four names on the note:  Ann Armstrong, Stan Billings, Mary Kurtz, and Lou Mansfield. I looked through the company directory. I had not met any of them  except Ms. Armstrong. What were they like? Why had Master chosen them? He can’t have known them long. Was he just trying to get to know his new employees better? Were these people who he thought would enjoy having slave girls available or was he trying to discern that?

I was sure Ms. Armstrong wanted to play. Would the presence of other people change that? A shiver of excitement quickened my breathing as the image formed of her looking down at my bound body, a whip in her hand and the feral expression I had already seen on her face.

I called home and talked to Mr. Murphy, told him what Mr. Holman wanted and he said, “Arrange it for seven p.m. on Saturday. I’ll arrange matters here. Give me a count asap. Give them this address,” and he spelled it out for me. He hung up and I looked up the company addresses and sent emails to all four inviting them and requesting an RSVP and if they were bringing anyone.

I first made a plan. I would start with the company records. It was a wealth of information I had never had access to before. Insurance forms, resumes, tax information, 401-K’s. I found out their ages, addresses, health issues, marital status, children, beneficiaries, and banking information. It was enough to let me get their criminal records and court cases.

I started a dossier on each of them with their factual data and added the references from their job applications, current and former secretaries, and employees. I would use a cross refence to find their neighbors. In the next week I would contact people who had known them and see what they would say. After an hour’s work I had my investigation mapped out on my computer, empty spaces in my report ready to fill. I was sure none of them would suspect a slave girl would be able to lay out their lives for inspection like this. Hell, I wouldn’t have thought so before I became one either. I wasn’t sure I liked the feeling. I enjoyed my submission and this didn’t feel like submission. It made me feel superior.  A couple of months ago I would have been proud of my ability, now I felt like I was betraying myself. I looked at Master. He was reading something on his computer screen. I crawled to him and knelt beside him.

He looked down at me, “You don’t look happy, Emma. What’s wrong?”

“Master, it feels wrong to investigate these people. It isn’t what a slave girl would do. I’m not serving them or being submissive. It feels like I’m trying to be dominant. I know knowledge is power and I’m taking it away from them.”

He looked at me for a moment then said, “Life is not black and white. You are an experienced investigator who wants to be a slave girl. I’m afraid I’m not going to let you be either. I require both. You are my slave and I want you to be both, at different times. Here, I need your brains to work for me. Away from here I want your heart to be ascendant.” He stroked my face. “Come here,” he opened his arms and I sprang into his lap. He kissed me, all too briefly and put his fingers under my dress and stroked my labia. The love I felt for him almost made me climax in his lap. 

“Master…?”

He stood up, holding me, and lay me on my back on his desk. I vaguely felt the hard surface under me as he pushed my legs up so my ankle chain was against my ass. I spread my knees as wide as I could and felt my labia pulled apart. Moisture wetted my vagina. His enormous rod penetrated me in a swift stab and my body exploded with joy. I hadn’t realized I was so aroused until he penetrated me, or maybe I wasn’t until he penetrated me. His thrusts were slow and powerful as I begged him to hurry. My arousal was crescendoing with each thrust until I was forced into a huge climax and my body spasmed mercilessly, flooding my pussy with love juices. I think I swooned for everything got dark. When my vision lightened again, my arousal was again spiking toward another orgasm as he continued to pump my senses up. I think I climaxed twice more before he filled me with his spend and sent me into another, even grander orgasm. He relaxed as I slowly recovered, still filling me but shrinking back to normal.

He pulled out and I just lay there, looking into the happy face of my Master, confident that I was a good slave. I had served him well. I had also wet his desk and my dress. He lifted me up and said, “You were excellent slave. I see I won’t have to discipline you. Clean me then clean my desk.”

He took my arms and pulled me up. I slid off the desk and knelt before him. I licked and sucked his cock clean. I loved the taste of our juices, salty and sweet. When he was clean, I got cleaning supplies from the bath and cleaned his desk, then returned to mine and started collecting the data on his people.

Lunch was a kick. Master took both of us to the cafeteria. We heeled him perfectly. Ruth and I exchanged glances at first questioningly, then I nodded yes and we both crossed our arms behind us and thrust out our breasts. We rolled our hips, being as sexually provocative as possible. We strutted and swung our shoulders. We made a truly evocative spectacle of ourselves. We succeeded. Every head turned to follow us as we paraded behind Master. I bet there was not another topic of discussion. Every eye in the cafeteria watched us follow Master through the hall and into the executive dining room.

There were twelve tables in two rows parallel to a wall of windows. Several tables were occupied, most by single men, but two by a man and woman. Everyone looked up as we entered and no one looked away as we walked to the center of the room. I doubt anyone could have missed us, what with our bells chiming and our hobbles clattering. I made eye contact with both women as we walked in and smiled, knowingly, as if to say, “I’ve got the best deal here.” One of the women, about my age, looked me over from head to toe, pausing at my ankle chain before looking me in the eye, smiled back and winked at me, getting the joke. The other gave me a tight-lipped stare.  No fun at all.

Master chose a table in the middle of a row and said, “You may use the chairs.” Master sat down, Ruth and I sat on either side of him, sitting bolt upright keeping our arms crossed behind us, grateful he had relaxed the “No furniture” rule.  The tables were set for four people with white linen tablecloths, and silverware and glasses in place.


Chapter 19 : Recruit

I watched three customers walk in and choose a table in the middle of the room. The man was tall, very well dressed and was followed by two women. They maintained formation on him, one step behind him and just to either side of him like two well-trained dogs heeling their master.  The women were startling and every eye in the room stared at them. One was blonde, the shorter one was a brunette. They were dressed identically, with gold goth collars, tiny white tube dresses with gold rings on their chests, gold bracelets and anklets. Their anklets were connected by chains. They looked like slave girls from a movie.

It was my table. I picked up some menus and Ann whispered to me, “That’s the new big boss.” I went over to the table, wondering what those women were doing in the executive dining room. I was determined to act normal, just three new customers, but I failed, miserably. The man was younger than any of the other managers in the room. All the other men in the room looked at him when he entered and quickly looked away. He was definitely the “Big Dog” in here. He had a presence, I had a hard time looking away to see the women.

The women had identical, really big rings in their noses and their collars looked real, not costume. I felt my jaw drop open and I stared at the blonde, then at the brunette. My head swiveled back and forth, my eyes on their collars, then their nose rings, then I saw the rings on their chest were identical to the nose rings. No, they couldn’t be, but I was sure they were exposed nipple rings. These women were the most exotic, erotic girls I had ever seen. They looked real, not fake.

I watched the waitress examining my girls, apparently shocked into immobility, staring at their exposed nipple rings. Her plastic name tag read, “Emily.” She was young, less than twenty, blonde and pretty with blue eyes, high, well defined cheek bones. She was tall, almost six feet, well-muscled with a slim waist, and C-cup breasts. I bet she was an athlete in school.

I waited a moment, then said, “Hello Emily. Can we have the menus.”

She snapped out of her daze, said, “Excuse me,” and offered one to Emma. She shook her head and kept her eyes focused on me. Ruth did the same. I accepted a menu and ordered three waters. Emily was looking at me rather fixedly. I thought, “What are you thinking, little girl?”

Emily was thinking, “They are acting like he does own them. He must be paying them. A lot to come in here like this. No woman would go in public looking like this. Or is he coercing them somehow? No, he’s the big boss of this whole plant. He wouldn’t do anything illegal. He must be paying them.”

I looked over the menu for something vegan. I didn’t see any such entrees. I said, “Emma, when we get back to the office talk to the chef and get him to expand his offerings with a few light, vegan items.”

“Yes, Master.”

Ruth and Emma sat silent and motionless, watching me closely, waiting for orders and probably wondering whether I would let them use their hands to eat. The waitress returned with water and asked if we were ready to order. Smart girl, she ignored Ruth and Emma. They didn’t say a word as I ordered a wrap with no meat and salad for all of us and she left with the order.

At this point neither Ruth nor Emma knew if they would be allowed to feed ourselves or even use their hands. It had been a long time since either of these simple things had been permitted them. That was on purpose, a lesson from Antonio, “Keep them ignorant and dependent. Never let them do anything that doesn’t serve you. They will be more submissive and loving. Trust me.”

Time to enlighten them. I asked, “So, what do you think.   Do you remember how to use utensils to eat with?”

Emma said, “I do, Master.”

Ruth said, “Me, too, Master.”

I replied, ”OK, but if either of you make a mess, you’ll eat without hands.”

Emma thought, “This will the first time in months I was allowed to use my hands to feed myself if I didn’t mess up.”

One of the men seated alone stood up and came to our table. He stopped facing Master and said, “These must be the two beautiful ladies you told us about.”

“Yes, Hello Lou. Girls, this is Lou Mansfield, my marketing Director. Lou, “ Master motioned to me, this is Emma, my Personal Assistant, he waved at Ruth, “and this is Ruth, my Secretary.”

Lou said, “Very pleased to meet you ladies. Larry, I wanted to thank you for the invitation. I will be there and will bring a friend, Lily. I think she will benefit from meeting your two lovely women.”

“Great, Lou. We look forward to seeing you and meeting Lily. Would you like to join us?”

“Thanks, but One of my salesmen is meeting me for lunch. I’ll take a rain check.”

“You’ve got it.”

When Lou was out of earshot, Master asked, “Emma, what have you learned about Lou so far?”

Emma was thankful she still had some friends in the area she could get information from. I knew they wouldn’t last long unless I used them more and gave them tidbits sometimes. Fortunately, Lou Mansfield was the one I had started with and gotten the most about. “Master, he’s been divorced for five years. Not his fault, his wife had some affairs. No children. He’s got an MBA from UW. Squeaky clean as far as I’ve seen so far. He’s saving the max for his 401-K. He drives a BMW M3 and owns a home in Poulsbo.  He’s got season tickets for the Seahawks and the Sounders. He donates several thousand annually to various charities. Seems solid, for a salesman.”

“Thank you, Emma. That was exceptionally good, quick work. Ruth, I know you don’t have Emma’s investigative background, but you will have more access to the other secretaries. I would like you to learn as much as you can from them about their bosses. They will tell you more than I could learn about personalities.  Whenever either of you get a tidbit, gossip, whatever, I want you to discuss it and brief me on it. Don’t think of it as spying but helping me get up to speed on these people I have to manage.”

Ruth looked at Master for a long moment, then, “Master, I am not as outgoing as you or Emma and this will be difficult for me but I will do my best.”

“He smiled and said, “Ruth, you are beautiful and smart or I would never have accepted your submission. Emma will help you get started, but you don’t really need much help. You will do great. I have every faith in you.” He looked at me and nodded. I understood I was to start immediately.

I liked what I saw of the waitress and wondered whether she would be a candidate. This would also be a good opportunity to broaden Ruth’s portfolio. I spoke up, “Ruth, when the waitress brings our food, talk to her. Get her to sit for a moment. Ask for her help with something,  find out her name and who she works for.”

I have to get over my shyness. I don’t know the waitress. She’ll never be my friend or confidant. I want so much to help Master. It doesn’t mater what anyone else thinks of me. He needs me to do this! Here she comes.

The waitress arrived with our food on a large tray and placed them on the table. She asked, “Do you need anything else?” She was staring, almost entranced by master. I bet she would obey any order he gave her. How does he do that. I glanced at him and he was faintly smiling.

I said, “Emily, can you stay a moment? This is my first day and I need a little help,” I smiled hopefully and tried to look like I needed help. She looked at Master and he nodded agreement. I patted the empty chair and asked, “Please sit for a moment.” I doubt she even heard me for her gaze did not sway from Master, even when I spoke.

She looked shocked and glanced back at the kitchen as though she might get in trouble if she were seen sitting at a table.

I tried to reassure her, “This gentleman is the head of this plant, Mr. Larry Holman. You will be helping him and won’t get in any trouble. I’m his new secretary and I need to know about the cafeteria so I can order food and arrange meetings with food. First, what’s your name?” She didn’t move and I don’t think she heard me.

Her gaze swung back to Master and she looked entranced. He said, in his deep voice, “Sit down, Emily.” She sat in the vacant chair and stared at Master. looked at Master and he nodded at her and said, “Good girl. Talk to Ruth.”

She looked at me, still glassy eyed. I repeated my question and she replied this time, “Emily, Emily Field,” she said, nervously.

I asked, “May I borrow your pen?”

I asked questions about the cafeteria operation and she opened up after she got into the swing of things. I got her to move to a vacant table with me and we got chummy. I found out that she had graduated from high school in Quilcene, this was her first job, she lived with her parents but wanted to move out as soon as she found a place. She was happy to have this job since it paid twice minimum wage, and her former boyfriend had joined the Navy and she was looking for a replacement. When I ran out of questions she asked, “Can I ask you something personal?”

I had actually hoped for this so I said, “Sure.”

“Are you some sort of slave to him?”

“Yes, he owns me and Emma, too. We asked him to be our Master.”

“Then those things on your necks are real?”

“Yes. We can’t remove them. They are slave collars and these cuffs”, I put my hands on the table in front of me, “are real.” I turned them over. “See, no seams, or hinges, or keyholes. They’re permanent, just like my anklets and hobble chain, I can’t remove them.”

She looked at me, aghast, “That’s terrible. Isn’t it illegal?”

“Not at all. I like them, and more important, he likes me to wear them.”

“You like them?” She sounded skeptical. “Why?”

“It’s a mind thing. They remind me, every time I move or even think about it that I’m his sub. And knowing I’m owned makes me feel submissive and that makes me sexually aroused and makes sex much, much stronger. You’ve had a boyfriend and you’ve had sex. Have you climaxed?”

She lowered her eyes and said, hesitantly, “…Sure.”

She probably hadn’t.

“Was it as good as you hoped?”

“Well, no. But it’ll get better.”

“Well, when I’m feeling submissive, sex is incredible. I have multiple orgasms every day and every one is mind-blowing. I nearly faint and never get enough.

She looked impressed and asked, “How can I sign up?”

“Well, if you want to try it, let’s go ask Master if you can come to our house after work and give it a try. There’s no danger. Master is a good man and he only took us because we wanted it. I don’t think he will take you permanently, but you can at least experience it. I promise it will be a bigger thrill than skydiving and once you learn how, you’ll always have it, like riding a bicycle.”

I stood up and took her hand, pulling her behind me. I led her back to Master and said, “Master, I have described my joy in being your property and in submission. She would like to experience this too.”

Master examined Emily. Emily was blushing and excited. She wanted this. Master asked, “What do you want, Emily?”

“She looked surprised and paused, “Well… I want to feel good like Ruth said she does.”

“Be specific. What do you want?”

“…I guess…I want to...be submissive and… have… great sex…great orgasms.”

Master paused, watching Emily blush crimson, and finally said, “I don’t run a brothel or pay people to have sex, but I don’t care if they do as long as they are healthy. He took out a business card, wrote something on it and handed it to her. “This is the number of a doctor. Call and tell him I sent you. He will take a blood sample and test it for STDs. If you want, he’ll prescribe birth control pills. If you’re clean, you can come over after work and Ruth and Emma will get you ready. Then, if you want, you can come to a party I’m having on Saturday. Ruth will give you the address. Be there at  noon. Dress casually You can stop and leave at any time.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

I took Emily’s hand and led her back to the table. I took the card from her and wrote “Ruth” and my work phone number on it. “When the doctor says you’re clean, call me if you want to see what I’m talking about. Then you can decide whether to go to the party. I hope you come.”

I went back to Master’s table and picked up my fork.

Master said, “Very good work, Ruth. I didn’t expect you to actually get a recruit, nor am I sure I want a recruit, but you were obviously persuasive and accomplished far more than I expected.”

I blushed at the praise. It wasn’t hard, actually it was comfortable to just talk about things I liked. “Thank you, Master. It was actually fun once I got started. Emma’s little pep talk really helped me get going. Thank you, Emma.”

We went back to the office using the same drill as our entrance. Emma and I hammed it up, ringing our bells, clattering our chains, and waving our breasts teasingly at everyman and woman we saw. We didn’t act like demure or oppressed slaves, but rather live horny slaves who wanted to get laid. We shocked most people but not all. Some kinky folks of all genders beckoned us with open arms when Master wasn’t looking.


Dr. Stevens called Master Wednesday morning and he called me in and told Emma and me that Emily was allowed to come over if she asked. She called me that afternoon and asked if she could come over that night. I asked when she was available. She reported her shift was over at four, so I told her to come at five. That was an hour before our normal dinner time. I told Master and Emma. He told us that I was to be her trainer and Emma was just there to help as needed.

Emily was nervous as she followed her instructions to the estate.  She was scared by the thought of giving up her freedom, but also intrigued by the life Ruth had described to her. Besides, she reasoned, she was just looking, not committing to anything.

Like all her friends, Emily wanted to find a good man and live the good life in America, yet too many marriages ended badly and things were tougher than in her parent’s day. Her parents weren’t able to pay for college and she hadn’t received a big enough scholarship to pay for even two quarters at a state school.  Her waitress job let her save a little money every month, but she could see she was not going to have an easy life. All the good jobs went to college-educated girls and only the service economy wanted girls with high school diplomas or less. She could only expect a low-pay job in food service or cleaning, or senior care. Being a plaything for wealthy men seemed like a better choice.

The gate security guard admitted her and Emma and I greeted her at the front door. We had shucked our work clothes when we got home and Master locked our track chains to our collars. That was how we greeted her and she was visibly surprised.

I said, “Welcome Emily. You can see that Emma and I don’t wear clothes at home and we are restricted in where we can go. Come in and we’ll talk about what you want.” We stepped back and motioned her in. She was hesitant, clearly surprised by the step up in our slavery from work. We led her to  a cozy room where we had laid out snacks and coffee. I was unusually aware of the chain from my collar trailing along behind me, controlling where I was permitted to go, sliding along the track behind me. I talked as we walked, about the rooms we passed. I wondered what she was thinking about me and my Master now. Emma and I had to guide our chains around a couple of corners to ensure the little trolleys didn’t go the wrong way and snag us. Emily just looked at us with wide eyes, comprehending, for the first time, the loss of physical freedom. The room where we led her was carpeted and had a sideboard with the snacks. There were three wide cushions on the floor and no other furniture. We explained that we weren’t allowed to use any furniture unless specifically directed and thought she should experience our lives.

She followed suit and knelt, a little stiffly on the indicated cushion. Emma and I went into kneeling display and I explained the details to Emily.  Her eyes widened as I explained the pose. She whispered, “You look erotic, attractive.”

I suggested, “Why don’t you get undressed. You are young, fit, and beautiful. Your birthday suit is much more attractive than any clothes. You’ll feel more a part of the experience that way and fit in with us.”

She bit her lip and looked scared but tempted.

Emma encouraged her, “I know how you feel, but once you’ve tried it, you’ll not want to go back. I know. Women’s clothing is restrictive and uncomfortable. I hate getting dressed for work.”

Emily said, OK. I can dress again when I want, right?”

I answered, “Absolutely. Everything is voluntary and you can quit whenever you want. You’re here to learn what you can feel.”

Emily said, “OK,” and put her clothes in the closet. She was gorgeous, young, firm, with large, conical, high breasts, a tiny waist, and well-toned muscles everywhere. She knelt on the cushion. I suggested, ”Try the posture I described.”

“OK.”

I instructed her, “Spread your knees wide, you want your Master to admire your loins. Arch your back and thrust your breasts high and forward. They are a girl’s best parts. Hold your head high. Be proud you have been found beautiful enough to be collared. Keep your eyes on the floor. Be humble for you are only an owned animal. Cross your arms behind you to show your submission to your Master. Helpless before his strength. Now smile, for you are pleased your Master is enjoying your body.” She was indeed a fine-looking slave. “Good, that’s perfect. Any man would be proud to own you. How do you feel? No, don’t move, hold your pose until released.”

She said, “I feel good, happy that I am pleasing, but needy and scared too. This feels very natural, but I want someone to see me, admire me. I want to impress a man, but I’m totally revealed. I guess I can impress him with my mind later. It would be enough now to just attract him. Do I have to be chained to feel submissive?”

I answered, “No, not always. If a large, strong, man is holding you, chains aren’t needed. But if you aren’t in his presence, they help to keep you in the right frame of mind. The rules we have to follow, the chains, the poses we use all help to keep us in a submissive frame of mind and keep us continually aroused. Our piercings do the same thing. They remind us that we can be controlled with a single finger as well as keeping us aroused whenever they move in our bodies.”

Emily said, “OK. I’m naked. Now what.”

I replied, “Let’s go see the place.” Emma and I stood up and Emily followed. We gave her a tour of the hose and told her how we spent our time . We met some of the maids as they were working. Emily tried to cover herself, but quickly gave it up and just blushed as these clothed women looked at her. When we had finished everything allowed by the tracks, we found Ariel and asked her to take us to the outdoors areas. Ariel locked our hands behind us, put leashes on our nose rings and tied them to a ring by the back door. She turned to Emily, “You need to be secured too, since you are not a part of the household. Turn around and put your hands behind you, dangling a set of handcuffs.

Emily was hesitant, but Ariel’s dominant, self-assured manner overwhelmed her concern. She did as Ariel told her and her hands were cuffed behind her. Ariel took a steel collar from a drawer and closed it around Emily’s neck. It locked with a loud click. She gently pushed Emily’s back to the wall and locked her collar to a wall ring.

Emily was surprised by this. She objected, “You don’t have to lock me up. I’m just here to see what Ruth told me about.”

Ariel surprised her even more by stepping close, taking Emily’s head in her hands, and kissing her, gently, then telling her, “ Bondage is essential to feel what Ruth and Emily enjoy the most. These are just temporary. Relax and enjoy the ride.” She then clamped leg irons on Emily and got a small metal device from a drawer along with an allen wrench. She held it up in front of Emily, “Since you don’t have a nose ring yet, I’m going to put this on you. It’s a nose cuff and it won’t hurt unless you fight it.”

She held it up so that the two bent wires were inside her nostril and used the allen wrench to tighten it. The two bent wires grasped the bridge of skin under her septum and held it tight.  When it was secure and she couldn’t pull it off, she clipped a leash on it.

Emily felt the “Nose cuff” grasp her septum and then get tighter as Ariel turned the screw. She was about to complain that it was too tight when Ariel stopped tightening it and put a leash on it. Ariel freed her collar from the wall and tugged gently on Emily’s leash. The sharp twinge of pain told Emily of the efficacy of the leash and the tight hold it had on her nervous system. Emily swore to not fight, but to obey it from now on.

Emily was surprised how the nose cuff calmed her down. The collar and chains had restrained her, but she could fight them, uselessly, but she could. The grip on her septum was impossible for her to fight and it took all the fight out of her. Now she was as docile as Emma and Ruth. She would do as she was told and knew her opinions were meaningless to everyone, including herself. She was entirely open.

Ariel gathered our leashes and led us to the outside door. We naked, bound girls were lined up three abreast behind Ariel. Full-length mirrors abutted the wide door. As we approached it, I had a perfect view of all four of us. Ariel was dressed in a traditional French maid’s uniform, black and white with a short skirt and a frilly cap. She held all our leashes in her right hand.

Emily and Ruth were as I had first seen them except their hands were locked behind them and there was leash on their nose rings instead of the chain connecting their collars to the overhead track. I, on the other hand, was a novel sight. This was the first time I had seen myself as a slave girl. My collar was silver instead of gold, I did not have the piercings they did, but I had a leash fastened to my nose, like them and my ankles were fastened together with chain, like theirs. I couldn’t see any of our hands but I knew they were bound together in steel.

Contrary to all beliefs I had held before meeting these two, all of us looked contented, happy. I felt silly, like I was in an erotic costume event, though the rational part of me knew this was potentially much more serious. It was just a game for me, but I could feel myself absorbing the feeling and waiting expectantly for a finale. Really, that was what my journey into bondage was all about. I wanted to feel the exquisite sex, the grand, multiple orgasms Ruth had described, and if I had to be as helplessly bound as they to feel that, so be it.

We followed Ariel to the pool. It was enclosed by a Quonset hut shape, but much more elegant with a mostly glass roof, a hot tub, Sauna and a grotto with colored lighting, similar to the one at the Playboy Mansion. Emma said, “The maids, Ruth and me, and most of the rest of the staff use it in the evenings. Ruth and I use the hot tub and sauna, I don’t try to swim with my hobble. It is a pleasant way to recover from the often-strenuous play in the rec room.”

Ariel took us to the stables next. Looking at the empty stalls, Emily asked, “Where are all the horses? I love horses and you’re all set up for a dozen or more.”

Ariel looked at us expectantly, So I said, “This was designed for pony girls.”

Emily looked a little confused and said, “Where are they?”

Emily, Emma and I are the only two pony girls here at the moment.”

Emily, even more confused said, “You mean, you two play ponies sometimes. I don’t understand. How does that work? What do you do?”

I asked her, “Are you familiar with role playing?”

“Of course.”

Well a pony girl pretends she is a pony. We wear a harness and pull a driver in a cart. Once you’re in shape, it’s very peaceful. No one talks and it’s very calm and quiet. I fall into subspace and just mindlessly follow the command of the reins. The country around here is pretty and I often sneak up on deer and raccoons. It’s like meditation. You’re in good shape. Were you a runner in school?

“Still am. Soccer and baseball in school.”

“You would like it then. You’re already in shape and you’re used to controlling your feet accurately. It was tough for us to learn the gait.”

She looked at me and asked, “The gait.”

I explained, “Ponygirls have to use a high-step all the time, like this.” I high stepped in place a few times, making sure I executed it precisely. “See?”

Emily asked, “Like this?” She did a couple in place.

She did well and I wasn’t going to spoil her attempt by explaining how hard it became with pony boots, a bit in your mouth and an ankle chain. “Perfect. It’s no harder in harness. You’re a natural.”

Ariel led us into the tack room and I pointed out how the bridles, bits, and harnesses were all sized for girls. There were pictures of ponygirls in harnesses, pulling carts, even racing on one wall. I asked Ariel to take us to them and she did. Emily smiled when she saw the photos. She paid rapt attention and asked questions about tack she wasn’t familiar with. She obviously knew horse tack and most of her question were about the accommodations made for girl’s differences in physique. In the end she asked, sweetly, “Can I try this?”

I looked at Ariel, questioningly. She replied, “Only for a little while. I have some work to finish for Mr. Holman.” She took us back into the tack room and secured us. The stables had its own overhead track system. She locked a track chain on to each of our collars, removed our leashes and freed our hands. She informed us, “I’ll be back in a few minutes. Put on your gear and help her with hers, pointing to Emily, I’ll put you all on the walker when I return.” then she left.

Emma and I found pony boots, harness, and bridle that fit Emily and got her dressed. Emily had not practiced the reverse prayer position and couldn’t raise her hand high enough so I put a short chain on her collar, leather cuffs on her wrists, and fastened the cuffs to the end of the chain. I put a tall, red plume in the fitting on top of her bridle and put a bit in her mouth. She shook her head, getting the feel of the bit. Finally we inserted her tail.

I don’t think she had worn a butt plug before. Emma bent her over the bar and held her in place by her bit. I found a tail that matched her blonde hair, greased her anus and she squealed. She bucked, tried to rise up, and squealed again when she learned how painful it was to fight the bit. When she froze, I slipped the plug into her and wound the knob to expand it in her and make sure it wouldn’t slip out. After Emma and I were dressed I selected a white plume for me and a green one for Emma. After we put our bits in place, I fastened Emma’s hands in place, and waited for Ariel to return and do mine.

Ariel didn’t make us wait long. She fastened my hands in place. Emily snorted and stomped he feet when Ariel turned her to face the wall and put police-type leg irons on her. Then she put the leashes back on us, removed the track chains and led us to the exercise arena. The walking machine was a sturdy column topped by four arms with chains dangling from their ends. She locked our collars to a chain, went to the nearest wall and activated the walker. It started rotating at a walking pace. Ariel said, loudly, “Walk. High step.”

She returned to stand close to our path with a long-handled crop in her hands. She said, “Work on your form. Steady gait and lift your knees as high as possible. Smile. Keep your heads high. Make your Master proud. Arch your back, stand tall. Thrust your breasts forward.” She just watched us at first, offering advice as we passed: “Breasts forward… Stand tall…Knees higher…”

After several rotations she started using her whip. I remembered my first experience with Ariel and the walker. She had been vigorous with the whip and enforced high standards. Now she was gentle with Emily, a lot of verbal corrections, but only gentle touches with her crop. I guess it was reasonable since Emily wasn’t a slave, only a guest. I only got one stripe. I guess I got sloppy and it hurt.

Ariel ended our exercise after  a short time, took us off the walker and back to the tack room. Emily’s ass was unmarked and she walked with a jaunty step. Ariel helped us get out of our pony gear, locked our hands behind us, ironed Emily again, put the leashes on and took us back to the house.

Ariel tied our leashes to the same ring, locked a track chain on Emma’s collar, removed her leash, and unlocked her hands. She locked a track chain on my collar, removed my leash, and released my hands. Emma and I backed up and waited for Emily. Ariel surprised us all by locking a track chain on her collar and removing her leash, leaving her hands cuffed behind her. Emma and I were silent, respecting Ariel’s prerogatives.

Emily was as surprised as us and said, “But, I’m not…”

Ariel took hold of a handful of Emily’s hair, pulled her face close and said, evenly, “You’re not a slave, but you’re here to see what it’s like. Slaves here are kept under tight security. Not because they are a threat, but because they like it and we like it. I like you this way.”

Emily’s eyes widened, but she didn’t say anything,

Ariel  released her hair and turned to Emma and me, “It’s time for dinner. She will eat with you,” and walked away.

Emily straightened up and looked at us. Her tone was curious , “Is she a lesbian?”

I said, “No, she’s a dominant and thinks you’re a submissive, like us. She’s right that Emma and I like being kept helpless. We find it stimulating. How does it feel?”

Emily persisted, “But am I going to be kept like this?”

I said, “We don’t have any keys, so, I guess so, for now. You won’t need your hands. Come on.”

We took her to the dining room. The table was set for Master and there were now three carpet squares on the flor beside the table. They weren’t within arm’s reach of Master. This meant we would eat from bowls on the floor. Emma and I knelt on our squares and motioned for Emily to join us. We were alone in the room.

Emily asked, “What ‘s this.”

I said, “Master will take his place then the maids will bring in the food. Ours will be placed in front of us in bowls. We’ll get water in glasses with straws. We wait to eat until Master begins. We stop when he gets up. We’re free to talk until Master enters, then only if we ask permission first. We don’t get to use our hands to eat, only our mouths.” Emma and I crossed our arms behind us and I corrected my posture.”

Emily asked, “Buy why all these requirements for just eating.”
Emma responded, “It reinforces our slave mindset. Seems petty, I know, but having the proper frame of mind enhances the excitement of submission and makes the sex truly mind blowing. I don’t know about you but I am in high arousal right now from being chained to the track and expectation that my Master will soon appear.”

I said, “Emily, I can see you are aroused by your engorged nipples. Is it more than just being helpless?”

She said, slowly, “I guess so. They weren’t hard before I knelt here. Does that mean I’m a slave?”

“You’re not a slave until you have a Master, but you are probably a Natural Slave. You’re lucky. Nowadays most don’t find that out in time to enjoy it.”

After dinner, Ruth said, “Come with us and we’ll show you some of the good parts.” I led, Emma trailed me and Emily followed. I took them to the rec room which was empty this time of day. I decided on the short bench. I put her face down so that her head was in the padded valley and clipped her collar to the attachment ring. Her shoulders were laying on a padded surface and her breasts dangled below her, a feeling I’m sure she had not experienced before. We pulled her feet forward and strapped them high on either side of the wide base. We strapped her waist down so that Her ass was higher than her body. Her labia were spread wide open and her ass was in the air exposing her love canal and anus. Her nipples were hanging almost a foot below her chest.

I went around in front of her, lifted her head up and kissed her, gently. She responded well and I pulled back and whispered, “I’m going to give you such a good time.” Then I plopped a ball gag in her mouth and tightened the strap. She moaned and gurgled a little. I made sure she was breathing normally before I moved away.

Emma and I positioned ourselves on either side of her and carefully, gently at first, stroked and teased her nipples into rock hard arousal. When Emily moaned, I knew she was excited and ready. Emma motioned for me to go to the next step while she kept Emily’s nipples excited.

I backed up a step and admired Emily’s taut, creamy white, perfect body for as moment. She was perfect. I knelt behind her and observed her labia were spread far apart, allowing, no, demanding her to be penetrated. I stroked her nether lips and flicked the hard nub of her clit. She fought her bonds, trying to close with my fingers, but they were much stronger than her muscles and she only managed to writhe sideways, never coming any closer.

I loved the tiny mewing sounds and mixed gasps and moans as I mercilessly drove her close to climax then backed off, driving her arousal up and down under my perfect control. I had such power over her that I wanted to continue for days.  I knew I had to let her climax before I tired her out and dulled her responses, but she was a powerful girl and I thought she could take another ten minutes of needy frustration. Besides. Pleasure delayed is pleasure amplified and I knew she would have a stronger orgasm the longer I denied he release. I played with her for the full ten more minutes before I pushed her over the edge into a powerful climax.

I paused for a moment to savor her mighty spasms as her body flooded her vagina with love juices. When she started to wind down, I renewed my stimulation using a small vibrator on her clit while Emma pumped her love canal with a long dildo. Emily flipped back into a new, stronger orgasm after a minute of this treatment.  She screamed through her gag as it hit her with hurricane force.

We forced her Emily into one more huge climax and watched her body writhe against the straps even harder. Then Emma switched to a flogger and started warming Emily’s bottom. She used a slow, steady rhythm and gradually made her bottom glow  pink. Emily orgasmed again at the light pink stage and again when her ass cheeks were a rosy red.  Every time her moans crescendos into squeals screams, and unintelligible pleas past her gag. For our piece-de-resistance, we introduced her to the anal climax. Emma got a clean dildo, even larger and lubed it while Emily was still spasming from her last climax. I kept her clit and nipples stimulated while Emma got ready. When the dildo was lubed, Emma used her finger to lube Emily’s bottom hole, causing a whole new tone of squeal from her.

I crooned in Emily’s ear, “Squeeze when he leaves, relax when he enters.” She couldn’t see who was frigging her so I wanted her to think it was Master. Emily caught on quick and when her cycle was right, Emma added a second finger. A minute later a third finger. Then, when Emily was ready, Emma switched to the dildo. Emily screamed again as the big dildo stretched her to her limit. Three cycles later, Emily was moaning and keeping perfect time with Emma’s trusts. Her next climax was the biggest of all. Emily was squealing and bouncing with every spasm of her body and her love juices were squirting meters behind her. Her breathing was shallow and rapid with a moan on every exhale. I decided that was enough for a good introduction to the joy of submission. Emma and I backed off and watched Emily wind down.

When Emily was breathing normally, we released her, got her back on her feet, removed her gag, and put the leg irons on her again. She was exhausted so we let her kneel beside the bench. We knelt with her and waited. She kept her eyes closed for several minutes. I waited until she was breathing normally then said, “Penny for your thoughts.”

Emily opened her eyes, looked at us and replied, “Thank you. I never thought it could be like that.”

Emma said, “Yes, and it gets better if you decide to submit. The more you experience a real orgasm, the more intense they become.”

I added, “I know you will find it hard to believe, but what you felt was probably  three or four out of ten. When Master does me, it’s an eight or nine.”

“I can’t imagine. I thought I’d die from sheer pleasure. Is his longer or what.?

“Well, he is well endowed, but you meant time, didn’t you? He is a good lover and ensures we reach at least one climax before he enters us, so it’s longer than you’re used to, but also much more intense. It’s so strong now because you are forced into longer orgasms, and you’re in bondage. The best ones happen when you’ve submitted to a master. Your feelings are stronger because it is your Master giving you pleasure in preparation for your pleasuring him. It is the greatest feeling when you reach orgasm together with your owner, and Master.”

Emily looked worried and finally said, “Mr. Holman, your Master didn’t say he would take me. Do you think he might if I asked? What if he doesn’t take me?”

Emma replied, “The only way to know is if you ask him. Shall we go ask?”

“Right now?”

“Why not. This visit is over and you’ve seen and experienced a lot. He will want to know how you feel.”

“OK then, Let’s go.” We were all chained to the track and we didn’t have the keys for Emily’s collar, cuffs, and irons, so we led her to Master’s office and Emma knocked. He said, “Enter,” we did and knelt on the cushions before his desk. I observed Emily assumed a very good kneeling display pose.

He studied Emily for a moment then said, “I see you’ve had a thorough exposure to sexual bondage as we practice it. What thoughts have you had about the bondage?”

She hesitated at the open-ended question, finally she said, “Many thoughts. I was scared when I first saw Emma and Ruth chained to the track. I had never heard of that. Now the bondage doesn’t bother me. I’ve learned that it is necessary for me to feel my orgasms so strongly, and it’s sort of erotic. I’m a little aroused all the time.”

“My girls tell me the pleasing effects increase with long=term exposure. If you want, you can borrow the collar and irons to experiment with. Would you like that?”

“Yes, sir, I would.”

“Then can I assume you would like to visit again under the same conditions?”

“Yes, sir. I enjoyed this visit immensely.”

“What was your favorite part?”

After a brief pause Emily said, “I guess the pony play. I loved horses when I was younger.”

“One of my favorites too. I may take you on a run.”

“I’d like that, sir.”

“Do you have any questions before you go home?”

“Yes, well, please forgive me if I’m too forward, but would you consider accepting me as your slave girl in the future?”

He paused before saying, “That’s premature. I would require you to be much more familiar with the duties and obligations of my slaves before I’d even consider you. Visit more times, play, and work with my girls. I’ll watch and listen to the observations of the girls and my staff before I decide. Call Ruth and tell her when you want to come. You’re welcome after work and on the weekends when we’re here. Try to come to the party this Saturday. I want to see how well you play with strangers.”

He picked up his phone and called number, Ariel, Ms. Field is ready to leave. Get her from my office,” he hung up and Ariel opened the door in seconds. “Take Ms. Field back to the entrance, unlock everything, give her back her clothes, and give her the collar, irons, and their keys to take with her. She is welcome to visit when the girls are here, same conditions. Ruth will tell you when she’s coming.”

“Yes, sir. Come along Emily.”

Emily stood up and followed Ariel out the door.

Master asked, “What do you think?”

I said, “She is submissive and fit, Master.”

Emma said, “And very responsive, Master. We forced five orgasms in minutes.”

He asked, “What kind?”

Emma said, “Four vaginal, one anal, Master. And she is a screamer, luckily Ruth gagged her before we started.”

“Did you whip her?”

“We used a flogger for two vaginal orgasms, Master. You saw her bottom?”

“Yes, a fine shade of rose. It reminded me you two are overdue for a good spanking.”
“Emma just said, “I’m ready Master.”

Emily put the steel bondage devices in her gym bag for the trip home. Her mind was in a whirl. She had always thought of slavery as an ancient evil, not something that could be a great joy. She thought of wearing the collar and chains at home, but what would her parents say? Maybe when she retired for the night. She could lock her door and put them on quietly. What could she say if her parents discovered her in chains? Would they understand how aroused and erotic they made feel? Why not just be up front and tell them she had discovered the joy of submission. It was her life. She was never going to amount to anything if she didn’t do something. And she could stop anytime.

When she got home, her parents were watching television. She stopped and told them she was tired. It had been a long day at work and she had to get up early for work. They said hi and goodnight.

She went to her room and got undressed. She put on the collar and locked it. She looked at herself in the mirror. She needed something. She looked in her jewelry box and found some clip-on earrings, large hoops. She clipped one on each nipple, one on each labia lip and one to her septum. She admired herself in the mirror. She applied fresh lip gloss and wondered if real rings would hurt much.

She set her alarm for ten minutes before her parents got up then quietly put on the leg irons. She set her phone up to take a selfie n two minutes then cuffed her hands behind her and posed for the picture. When it flashed, she retrieved the phone and looked at her photo. It was disappointing. The rings were wrong, the leg irons were wrong, the collar was silver, not gold. She put the phone on to charge and got in bed, wearing all her irons. It took her a little longer to fall asleep than usual partly because of the new feelings of the steel on her limbs, but mostly because she was very aroused and couldn’t reach her loins to masturbate without getting up to unlock her wrists, which she did not want to do.

Her last thought before sleep claimed her was, “What am I going to do?”

The End of Part 5 of Emma and Karma
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