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Chapter  1  :  Assignment


Julie Hogue wore a tiny basic black slip dress with some 'fuck me' heels and a slim gold necklace. Her favorite work outfit. The necklace was an exact match for her honey blond hair. She wore it shorter than shoulder length in a smooth globe around her high boned face. She had no more elegant way to say I'm no danger to you than that ensemble. She worked undercover for the FBI and she was their most effective agent. Her beauty pageant looks had disarmed more criminals than any agent with a gun. Those innocent looks belied her most potent weapon: she was insatiable in the sack. She held the FBI's record for peacefully incapacitating the most bad guys. When she finally called in the guys with guns, the bad guys, and there were often more than one, could barely move. She wore out so many big, strong crooks the other agents called her 'The Immobilizer.'

Julie was a purist. her work was an art form and it was simply amateurish to have to use a gun and force to bag the bad guys. A quiet surrender to the forces of law and order was elegant and well crafted. Anything else was unprofessional. She hated wearing the blue windbreaker with the garish 'FBI' in big yellow letters on the back. She thought it crass and far too masculine.

Julie was not a great shot. She qualified but was no gunslinger. She knew her most potent weapon was her looks and attitude. Followed closely by the almost invisible ear bug she wore to stay in touch with her backup team. They were the cavalry, ready to burst in and take the bad guys down if her charms failed.

She had never been discovered in her work. But she liked having the big guns close by. She reveled in her work and took pride from being a good undercover cop. One who no criminal would ever suspect was an agent. She was in her element in undercover operations. She had won beauty contests from the time she was fifteen until she became an agent at twenty five. Only thirty now, she could have been a model. Julie was tall with  long legs, high cheekbones, and  a tiny waist. And natural 36C boobs she was quite proud to show off in designer gowns.

Six months ago she had been called into his office by her boss, "Hogue, can I see you in my office, please?" said, Bernard Allan, SSAC. Allan was a big lean lumberjack type who was going a little gray and getting a few extra pounds on his stomach. He was strong as an ox and Julie had seen him take out a fleeing felon with a Chuck Norris style roundhouse kick. He was the man you wanted with you in a dark alley.

I said, "Yes, sir," and jumped to my feet to follow him.   Supervisory Special Agent in Charge Allan was my bosses' boss.  The only reason he was talking to me at all was that my boss was in the hospital from a take down that didn't go as planned.   I followed him in and sat in the indicated chair.

"Special Agent Julie Hogue," he said with a neutral voice, "how long have you been in the field?"

I knew he could quote the exact number of hours I had been out of the academy.  He had that kind of reputation. I said, "five years, sir." 

He nodded and said, "Your file says you have a degree in accounting and passed the CPA exam.  Have you had an opportunity to use those skills?"

I could answer this one.  "Sir," I said, "I worked as a CPA for two years before joining the bureau."

"Hogue," he said, "you're going to White Collar Crimes.  They're short handed and need you.  They asked for your help.  They have a suspected bad guy, but they don't even know what kind..  They haven't had any luck digging through his official records. They know your specialty is undercover but they also need someone who knows accounting. They haven't had any luck with his data so first you'll give them a fresh look, then, if you need to you can go undercover. See if you can get close enough to him to see his unofficial records. He's a high roller, so pack your fancy duds."

Oh shit. CPA work again. I'll be stuck in cubicle reading columns of numbers until my eyeballs drop out. "Yes, sir, undercover CPA? I'm looking forward to it."

"Good spirit, Hogue.  Sounds like this is right up your alley." he smiled.  "Go get your stuff and get over there.  Here's your packet." He handed me a thick manila envelope.  "Good Luck.

"Thank you, sir.  I appreciate the chance'" I said.  I suspected he had recommended me just to get me out of his office. He wanted my space for another Conan type to kick down doors for him, but who knows.  I scooted and got my stuff.  

They seemed happy to see me.  My new boss, Michael Gross, seemed friendly and competent.  He told me he was short handed due to retirements so he put me to work immediately.  He wanted me to look into a guy they suspected of being an arms trader.   He might also be involved in human trafficking.

The suspect's name was Alexander Jonathan Selven and he was quite wealthy.  The data we had so far showed him coming out of nowhere ten years ago.  He was now worth more than a billion dollars, that we could verify.  So much of his finances were in countries with stiff banking secrecy laws we couldn't be sure.

My first order of business was to try and identify all his companies around the world.  The legitimate ones weren't hard to find.  Unfortunately, he had several that receive large amounts of cash.  A stock broker in Amsterdam was the largest I found. Next was a yacht broker in Malta, third, an import - export company in L.A.  All received millions every year.  They were all clean as the driven snow, on the surface.  I needed to get deeper.  

The bureau had collected vast amounts of data on Selven's operations and I had to look at every bit.  I thought I would go blind after the first month and I wasn't making a dent.  It was coming in faster than I could review it.  I had to focus my search.  Large transactions first.  Russian oligarchs and Arab princes were paying many millions on yachts.  What a great way to launder a few million.  Order a special yacht, order it with gold fixtures and marble floors, whatever.  Get your companies to supply the trinkets and charge whatever you want.  Maybe ten million for the marble, say.  Your dirty money passes through the yacht broker and gets cleaned.

I needed the invoices for the parts so I could tell if they were legitimate.  Without proof, I couldn't get a warrant.  Without a warrant I couldn't get invoices, if they existed.  Shit.  

I persisted.  I documented every avenue I followed.  I did statistical analyses of all the transactions over a hundred thousand dollars.  I would have used a psychic if I'd had one available.  My hands were empty.  Nothing. Nada.  Zilch.

A warm Friday night. I sat at home in my cheap apartment in Culver City, sipped a cheap Chardonnay and looked at my case notes one more time. After months of research I was nowhere. I reviewed what I was going to say to my boss Monday. I had been brought into this case as a set of new eyes. But my new eyes had not seen anything useful, either. I was ready to swear that, from his books, Selven was clean as the driven snow. What I was best at was undercover work. I had talked dirty secrets out of a hundred crooks.

Maybe that was what I had to do now. I looked at Selven's picture and knew he would be fun to be with. He was tall, handsome, unmarried, and a billionaire. He had no known illnesses, infirmities, or kinks. My undercover self, I called her Justine, would successfully flirt with him and have a good lay. Unlike uptight Julie. Was it just that I liked being undercover?  Assuming a new identity that couldn't follow Julie Hogue's rules. I knew Justine was wilder, kinky, had more fun, and kicked ass in bed.

Now that was sad. Why couldn't I just be my undercover ego? I deserved fun more than she did. She hadn't sweated and struggled to get where I was, a Special Agent for the FBI. "Why shouldn't I have my pretend life?" I asked myself.

"Cause you'd wind up in jail, just like the guys you cozy up to," I answered.

I met with my boss and confessed failure after months of fruitless search.  I said, "Michael, either Selven is clean or he is superb at covering his tracks.  We'll never catch him this way."  I showed him the summaries I'd made.  We went through the biggest transactions I'd found.   

I pleaded with him, "Boss, why do we think 's dirty.  I haven't found anything."

Michael said, "Julie, we have a tip from a good source and a lot of circumstantial evidence.  You know, associations, business and personal relationships.  Coincidences where some bad guys were at the same hotel at the same time.  Nothing we can use, but suspicious.  Plus, his businesses are perfect for money laundering.  Again, nothing specific but suspicious. But the main thing is the tips. We'll get an anonymous tip that 's planning a robbery in some city where he's going. The art heists happen while he's there. Always something valuable: rare art or jewels, and it'll happen. The tips are accurate, but never enough for us to be in place to catch him."

"How do we get the tips?" I asked.

He pulled out a folder and handed it to me.  I wanted you to look through the data before you saw this.  They are sent from an anonymous email site to D.C.  

I opened the folder and saw a stack of emails.  I looked at the bottom of the stack.  It was dated over two years ago.  I shuffled through them.  The art ones said Alexander Selven was planning to steal a piece of art from [museum] in [city] within a week.  There were tips for human trafficking, arms trading and money laundering. They followed the same format. I asked, "And the art thefts occurred?"

He nodded and said, "Not all them, but half.  The ones that happened were mostly snatch and runs by young males.  All  were minors, from the tapes and eyewitnesses.  Selven was in the city when they happened, but always had a perfect alibi.  He was always in a meeting with a local businessman of government official."

"I reflected on what he said.  "Then," I said, "he's behind the thefts and someone is ratting him out.  He's being framed, but very badly.  If he's not the thief then the rat either thinks he's the thief, or the rat is the thief. Or the rat may know who the thief is but wants us to think its Selven.  It seems to me our goal is to find the rat."

Now we were at the point where I wanted to be when I asked for this meeting.  I said, "Boss, to find the rat we need to conduct some close surveillance. We might need some black bag work."  I crossed my fingers. I had just asked to go in the field and spend some real money.

Michael said, "I'll need to run this by my boss.  Its his budget you want to spend.  Its a good thing you documented your work.  Go back to work and I'll see him."

Elation!  I had convinced him.  I had never met Mr. Albers so I had no idea how he'd react. 

I went back to work and waited for approval.

Twenty hours later I was wearing that hated windbreaker over a Kevlar vest, slacks and a blue t-shirt. I never, never, dressed like this. Even when cleaning my refrigerator. Of course my de rigueur Glock hung on my belt. So gauche. Ten more similarly attired agents followed me into the office building of Imports. They secured the exits and data.   I stormed up to the reception desk and demanded, "where's Selven?"

The pretty brunette answered, "Mr. Selven's not here. He left last night."

"Where'd he go?"

"Amsterdam."

"Who's in charge?"

"Mr. Zelig. He's the manager."

"Where's he?"

"I think he's in his office."

"Show me."

She stood up and tottered down the hall on ridiculously high heels. I would have done much better. I wish I could have worn heels now. I'm more intimidating when I can look down on a guy. At 5'9" with three inch heels, I can look down on most guys.

She opened a door labeled 'Manager Mr. Zelig' and I followed her in. A short, swarthy, rotund man looked up and mildly said, "yes?

I slapped my search warrant down on his desk and said, "I'm Special Agent Julie Hogue.  I have a warrant to search the premises for illegal weapons."

He said, calmly, Agent Hogue, we do import weapons at times, and we just received a shipment. I assure you that all the weapons here are legal. They were imported for the DoD and we have all the import papers. Shall we go look at them?"

Well, this wasn't good. He was too calm. I felt my stomach crinkle in on its self and start aching. He should have been calling his lawyer by now. My heart sank as I thought about what my boss and his will say when I slink in and report failure. I followed Mr. Zelig out to the warehouse where my agents were looking in opened crates of H&K assault rifles.

Agent Matthews waved a handful of papers at me and yelled, "These are legit. DoD purchase. Got all the approvals here. Its all we could find. Waste of time. We got bad intel." He looked at me pointedly."

"OK,'" I yelled. Wrap it up." Now my stomach was doing cartwheels and I wondered if there was a restroom close. I thought about the data I had looked at. I suppose it could have been legit communications but it hadn't felt right. Gross and Albers had looked at the raw data and agreed we should look into it. But I knew that when something hit the fan it was never evenly distributed. It was my hunch and I'd take the fall for it.

Before the team had gone, Moshe Zelig was looking at Alex Selven on his computer screen. 

Mr. Selven said, "So soon, Moshe. What's up?"

Zelig said, "Alex, we were just raided by the FBI. They thought that shipment of guns for the DoD was illegal. This very pretty lady agent came storming in here 30 minutes ago with a search warrant. We showed them the paperwork and they just left. Have you done anything to make them pissed at you?"

Alex looked thoughtful, and replied, "No, not that I know of. Who was this pretty agent? Maybe I know her."

Zelig smiled and said, "Personal, Alex? Have you maybe made a lady annoyed? Anyway, her name is Julie Hogue. Would you like to see her? I've got the security recording here. I was just looking at it."

Alex said, "Certainly. I've always got time for a pretty lady. Show me."

Zelig played the recording. Alex said, Well, she's very pretty. She looked crestfallen when you weren't intimidated. Send me the recording please and I'll see if I can find out what is going on. Thanks for the heads up, Moshe. I'll be back in California soon. Goodbye." Selven broke the connection.


Chapter  2  :  Lead


The room was dark, lit only by the glow from the computer screen. The email on the screen was short. The typist was changing it. Typing a few words in one place then moving to another spot. Highlighting a phrase or word and replacing it with something new. When done the message read: Alexander Selven is planning to launder a large sum of money.  Buying cars in California, inflating the prices and selling them in Europe. The value is over $75 million. He plans to acquire 30 cars in California on or before one week from today.  

Sixteen hours earlier, I had been at my desk in L.A. tracking associates of Selven. I stumbled on chatter about a shipment of guns coming into his import business in Long Beach. I checked with ATF and they didn't know anything about it. Following the connected chatter I found the shipment was due today. I dropped everything else and organized a rush operation.

I wouldn't live this fiasco down for a long, long time, unless I could drown it with a big success.

Usually the bad guys hide from the FBI. Not Selven. He was on the society and business pages practically every day. I had found a photo of him after my fruitless raid. After my fruitless raid I found a Danish News photo of him. Receiving a humanitarian award in Copenhagen, no less.  This time he was shown with a group of people.  He was inches taller than everyone else.  He looked good. Two days later he was at a gala opening of a new play in Berlin. Every two or three days he showed up in public supporting some cause or helping some group. It appeared he was running for humanitarian of the year.

I looked for a girl in the photo with him.  Professional interest, of course.  A girlfriend might be a way to get some real info on what he was doing. Usually there was, but it was different every time.  A couple of reports said he traveled with a female secretary, Danica Dugonja. Russian? A girl in every port? Escort service? If I had a chance to go out with this hunk, I'd make sure he never thought about another girl.  But I never would.  Go out with him, I mean.  I didn't run in those circles unless I was undercover.  Then I could hold my own against any slit.

His companies kept making money and breaking new ground for plants all over the world. We kept getting tips that he was dirty, but nothing was ever provable. It was like some inimical person the FBI trusted was following him and sending tips. He was telling us things we couldn't prove. So Selven was clean and there was a trusted liar following him around. Or he was dirty, but very smart. The tips came from where ever he went, like the tipster was part of his entourage. It was almost like Selven was making up things about himself, tied to wherever he was that day.

His holdings were so widespread that he was always traveling to see his plants and employees. It was dizzying, just trying to find any common threads. My associates graph looked like I had thrown a handful of short noodles onto a plate and named the endpoints. Hardly any person he met ever met anyone else on the chart. How likely was it that hardly any of his hundreds of acquaintances knew any of the others. Was he just clever and he was setting up a case of the boy who cried wolf so we'd dismiss the allegations? Flooding the system with false negatives so we'd think it was flawed?

Nearly every day Selven was in a news story somewhere, seldom more than three days in any one place.  In a month he'd visited eleven countries. We'd received seven tips of illegal activity.  Two for illegal arms, three for human trafficking, and two for art thefts.  Only the art thefts could be verified. They happened when Selven was in the area, but that was all. None of the others could be verified or even traced to a specific location. What was going on?  We couldn't prove any crime but the thefts had been committed nor disprove the others.  And there was no evidence tying Selven to the thefts, either. But the tips never stopped.

This was a waste of time and resources.  I went back to my boss and showed him the mountain of tips and inconclusive data.  I suggested we either drop Mr. Selven or go to active surveillance.  

James Gross, my boss looked at my data and grimaced as he said, "Hogue, I agree with you.  If it was me I'd drop this guy.  There's nothing solid to make us interested.  But its not me. D.C. has made Selven a priority.  We can't drop him, so, I'll approve domestic surveillance.  Give me a list of his travel history destinations in the U.S. Put out a Locate But Do Not Detain on .  Let's keep close tabs on him.  

"Thanks, Boss." I gathered the location data and put out the notice to all stations ASAP.  Data started trickling in from all over Europe and SW Asia.  He did move around a lot.  The data coming in wasn't much more than his locations. I used it to watch for news stories about him and his associates.  Still nothing useful after another month.  Then we got news he was coming back to L.A.

We got another tip Selven was going to be laundering money in California.   This time by buying a shipload of cars.  The tip said he would pay over $75 million and he only had shipping space for thirty cars.

I set up around the clock surveillance. I got approval for ten agents in ten cars to trail him.  I cautioned everyone to use good tradecraft so they weren't spotted.  Keeping track of him in traffic without getting too close would be hard.


Chapter  3  :  Surveillance


I got his flight plan from the FAA. He was landing in San Jose. I borrowed the cars and agents from the 'Frisco office.  I watched from the GA terminal at San Jose, CA. as his private plane, a Boeing Business Jet, landed.  I had agents watching the plane and ready to follow his car whichever direction he went.  The plane was elegant.  Sparkling white, a discrete 'Selven Enterprises'  along the side. I wondered how much that cost?  I bet it was elegant inside too.  I imagined the master suite with king size bed and gold fixtures in the bath, just like a king.  I saw only three men leave the plane and get in a black limo.  Hmmm.  No woman.  Then I wondered what his stewardesses must look like. Time to go.

I listened to the directions and hand off details as my agents wove around behind the limo.  No agent spent more than ten minutes behind the subject.  The next car would stay in a slower lane from the subject and let the subject pass them then get in line.  Never less than ten cars behind him. They headed south and stopped in Pebble Beach, near Monterey.

On the road to Pebble Beach, Sam was driving. Aiden looked over his shoulder and said, "boss, we're being followed. It looks like a government surveillance. Quantity rather than quality. I count ten cars involved in the tail. One will tail us for a few miles then speed up and pass us. Then he'll show up behind us again."

Alex looked thoughtful and said, "OK. I'm not surprised. Keep an eye on them and let me if one of the cars is driven by this woman." He handed a cell phone to Aiden with Julie Hogue's image on the screen.

Selven went to a golf course.  There was an event happening and the agents stayed outside and watched his car.  I arrived and found it was the Pebble Beach Concours d'Elegance.  OK, it was a fancy car show.  I decided to go in and see what did.  The ticket was, Oh. My. God. $375.00  For a car show?  How would I explain this to accounting? I could have shown my badge, but that would pose a risk of exposure to Selven.

I was glad I wore a dress today.  At least I was less conspicuous than I would have been in my FBI windbreaker.  I wandered around in a grid search pattern looking for Selven. Hard to miss with his height.  I found him looking at a big, old, immaculate sedan.  It looked like it weighed 5000 pounds and was built in 1930.  It was twice as tall as a modern car and was a pale tan with lots of chrome.

I stood in front of a race car with decals all over it and pretended great interest.

I chose the autos I wanted and gave Harold the auction numbers and my limit. I looked over the ones I rejected again, just to be sure. Lo and behold, Julie Hogue standing in front of a pristine Lotus Indy car. She was lovely. I decided to go talk to her. I walked up to her and said, "Hello, are you interested in bidding on this one?"

I saw Selven walking toward me and I tried to ignore him. He spoke to me. He asked me if I was a bidder. I needed to get rid of him.

I said, "Oh no.  I'm just wondering why someone would want this.  Its only good for a race track or museum."  I figured an honest answer was the best choice.  I wanted him to forget me as soon as he walked on.  I wished him to vanish in a puff of black smoke.

He obstinately stood beside me and refused to vanish in a puff of black smoke.  

He said, "As a matter of fact, there are many collectors who want this car for its history.  The curse of too much money is the need to have better toys than your friends.  Establish bragging rights."

I said, "then you're not interested in buying it?"

"Well, I may bid on it, but only to resell it to someone who wants it more than I do," I said.

"So," I said, "you're just here for profit, not for the aesthetics?"

"No, no," Selven demurred, "I cherish the aesthetics here.  I love the efficiency of form, the perfect fit of shape and texture to desire.  I came here to admire and maybe acquire a few things of beauty.  Take this car we are admiring.  It was the finest example of a long distance racer in 2014.   Its a perfect fit of form to function.  But I have already looked it over before you arrived.  I came over to talk  to you.

"Me," I asked, "why me?"

"Because I find you quite attractive," I said. "But you surprised me when you questioned one's rationale for acquiring this car.  You are not a collector and you are alone. So you're not chasing one of  the collectors who are the primary audience.  Are you here to see me?"

Shit.  It was time to improvise.  I laughed, "No, should I be?  Would you like to buy me a drink?"  I waved my lashes at him in a comically exaggerated fashion.

He laughed too. "I'm Alex Selven.  Would you share your name with me?"

I felt Justine take over.  I asked, flirting, "Do you want to buy me a drink?"

He said, "Yes, I do."

"Why?," I asked.

"As I said, I find you pretty and I'm enjoying our discussion on the merits of famous race cars."

"OK," I said, "I'm Julie Hogue and I'd like a drink."

We went to an open air pavilion and he got me an old fashioned.  He got scotch rocks.  We found a table and he got right to the point, " Julie, what do you do for a living?"

Might as well tell the truth, just not the whole truth.  I said, "I'm a CPA.  I just came here today because I won a ticket in a raffle.  I would never spend $375.00 to look at a bunch of cars."

Selven said, "I'm glad you came.  Where do you work?"

"I work for the Navy in Sunnyvale," I lied.

"So you must have a security clearance?"

"Of course, even the cafeteria workers have one,"  Its true. I had one.

Serendipity, Ales thought. This could be a stroke of good fortune. I said, "This may be both our lucky days.  I need a CPA with a security clearance, ASAP.  Would you consider a job offer.  There's a lot of travel required."

"On a first date?  This is awfully sudden."

"Why not.  I need a CPA.  You're a beautiful woman who's a CPA. Whatever you're making, I'll give you twice that."

"You're serious?"

"Of course.  I don't joke about important things.  Your job is important. My offer is real.  I need a CPA with a clearance  ASAP. I pay a lot more than any government job.  After our brief conversation, I'm sure you're bright enough to do an excellent job for me. I mentioned there will be a lot of traveling.  Will that be a problem for you.  Husband, boyfriend, anything else that would tie you down?"

"No, I'm free to travel.  I don't like standing in lines and cramped airplane seats. I can survive if the work is interesting."

"Well, you'll be traveling with me on a private jet and there is a lot of legroom.  Would you like to see the airplane before you decide?"

"Mr. Selven, I'm not thinking of becoming romantically involved with you. This is just a job, isn't it?"

"Only a job Ms. Hogue.  What would you say to a starting salary of $120 K and all the usual benefits?"

I needed to play hard to get.  Let's see how serious he is. "No," I said, "I want $150 K. And I want to see the plane first."

He countered, "$135 K plus benefits."

"Done."  I giggled.  "That's almost three times my government salary." And it was. Pity Uncle Sugar would claim everything Selven paid me.

He said, "I would have paid $150 K.  Want to see the plane now?  Its in San Jose."

"Can you leave now?  I thought you were going to bid on a car?"

"I already gave instructions to my buyer.  I'm done.  Let's go see the plane."

"I demurred, "I don't think I have time.  I need to get my car back to Sunnyvale and the round trip twice will take too long.  Can I see it tomorrow?"

"Maybe, I was planning on leaving tonight.  Hang on a minute.  There may be a way."  He pulled out a phone, punched a speed dial number.  It was answered on the first ring. "Jason, get me a helicopter,  Pebble Beach golf course to San Jose airport, round trip.  I want to go immediately."  He listened a moment. "Good."

He turned to me and said our ride will be here in ten minutes. We'll be at the plane in 20 minutes, take the tour and back here in another 20. Suits?"

I was impressed.  I couldn't get an FBI chopper in less than six hours. I said, "I'm impressed.  Your chopper?"

"My businesses require a lot of coordination and choppers are quite useful for a lot of it.  I'm sure you've heard that time is money?"

The plane was just as impressive as I had imagined. And I was back in Pebble beach on the schedule he promised.  I already had surveillance approved.  The only catch was that this wasn't what I had gotten approved.  And I would have to give Uncle Sugar everything paid me.  I told Alexander I'd take the job in two weeks.  I told him I didn't want to burn my bridges so a two week severance notice was required.  After all, he might fire me in a month.

He grumbled and stopped after I explained I assumed he would want loyalty from me, too.

I left the surveillance team watching and drove back to the airport for a commuter flight home.

Mr. Gross was not ecstatic about my home grown undercover assignment.  But he agreed I'd never get a better opportunity to penetrate his veil.  I spent the next two weeks getting ready.  I memorized contact names and data for every place had stopped in the last year. The tech guys gave me thumb drives with data capture software to copy data from any computer I stuck them in.  They also dropped key loggers to record key inputs. In case he had good access protection or encryption software installed. These fit in hidden compartments in my shoes.  Real Jane Bond stuff.

I called Harold.  I needed to get ready for my undercover employee.

"Good morning, sir. How may I assist you?

"Harold, I hired a Ms. Julie Hogue to replace Samantha.   I want a complete background check. I hired her from the FBI.  She took my offer partly to spy on me.  They seem to think I may be doing something illegal.  I will need to talk to Senator Granger to get the FBI file, I think.  Would you set up a phone call.  I just sent you her employment papers."

"Yes sir.  Do you want Senator Granger as soon as I can arrange it or at a specific time?"

"ASAP, please."

"Yes sir, will there be anything else?"

"Yes, I want to be able to see the messages she exchanges with them.  Ask Ralph to get his guys to make me a snooper program.  I'll have Aiden or Sam load it on her computer while she's asleep.  Tell Ralph to send clear instructions.  Those guys are more into breaking stuff.  I need it in week."

"Yes, sir.  I will get Ralph on it immediately."

"Thanks, Harold.  I'll be home in two days. Goodbye."

"Goodbye, sir."

I knew I could be out of touch for some time so I went up to Santa Barbara for a weekend visit with my family. Dad was a lawyer in a small practice that handled estates and trusts. Mom used to be a teacher, but retired last year and volunteers part time at the library. My little sister, Lindsay is married with two rug rats. Anora is 18 months and Zach is almost 3. Her husband Wilson is a lawyer too. He works for the county prosecutor doing felony work.

I'm afraid I'm a bit of a disappointment to mom and dad. They both came from large families and they wanted lots of grandkids around. I just never found the right guy and then I got into the FBI. This job is a killer of marriages. Long hours away from home, the danger and the pressure. Lots of agents develop a drinking problem and moist spouses want more time with you. They married you because they loved you and wanted to be with you. If you can't be there for them the marriage loses its luster quickly. So I shied away from even good prospects because I loved the work, the feeling of doing something useful.

Anyway, I'm glad Lindsay is doing her job of repopulating the family tree. I like spending time with her. Her kids are adorable. They're like the world's best golden retriever. I get to play with them as much as I want. They really like me, and I get to go home and let Lindsay take care of them.

So, Lindsay and I sat in the back yard while dad and Wilson barbecued some ribs and mom made salad in the kitchen. She mainly talked about her kids and I agreed they were obviously both geniuses. I started to tell her about some cases I worked on and she freaked out in short order. Then she started on her most favorite topic, finding me a good husband.

"Jules, Millie's brother Bob is a dream. He's a pilot for United and he'd be perfect for you. He's got twelve years seniority so he gets good routes, mostly in the US and so he's home every night. I've met him. He's good looking and smart. Very serious about his work, just like you. I can invite him for dinner today. You should meet him. See if there's any chemistry."

"Hey, thanks, maybe later. I'm about to go undercover and I'll be traveling a lot. I won't be available for the indefinite future. When this ends we can get together if he's still available.

The food was great, and it was great seeing Lindsay's kids. She and Wilson seem to be great parents. I feel better about leaving the country now.

The bureau put together a legend for me and I studied it religiously.  Much of it true, so much easier not to have to lie.  They get the Navy to corroborate my work history and a resident agent covered my housing.  The bureau tech geeks set my laptop up with a secure chat room via OTR.to. We could exchange encrypted messages that self destructed when we were done. Since it was available to the public it wouldn't raise any flags if 's folks detected it. I was all set when Mr. Selven called.  I met him at his San Francisco office and signed up.  That night I was on his private jet with him heading for Madrid.

I had lots of homework to learn about his enterprises, starting with the ones we were going to see tomorrow.  My job was first to collect the latest  data and correlate it into a coherent picture of his operations. Second look for errors and dishonesty. It was perfect for me.  I needed a security clearance because he had contracts with the government.   My biggest headache was the breadth of his reach.  He had his fingers in fifteen different industries from quantum computers to mining.

I pretended to work on my computer but my eyes focused on Julie Hogue.  She had her laptop open on the desk and was facing me.  I had all the desks arranged so I could see the faces.   She was beautiful.  Firm, breasts in  a 36C, my report said.  Golden blond hair that framed her heart shaped face.  high cheekbones and rich, blue eyes.  Wide, full lips with a shiny pink gloss.  She had a delicate gold necklace.  Beautiful.  She should be under glass in a museum somewhere.  I saw her lift her head every few minutes and check me out too.  I don't think she could tell I was watching her.  I think she likes me.  Every time she looked at me she would smile after she lowered her eyes to her computer.  I looked for an excuse to talk to her, but everything I came up with was an obvious ploy.  Oh well, I can wait.  She thinks she's here to learn my secrets, but I have none she would be interested in.  I know she's here because I needed a CPA and because she is beautiful. The future may be unknown, but there are several potentialities.

The airplane was set up as a mobile open plan office.  All the staff have tiny bedrooms with private lavatories.  Mr. Selven had a big suite.  I looked up from my reading and saw him sitting at a desk in front of me. I had a table and chair facing him, thirty feet away.  When ever I looked up I saw him.  He was still a hunk, but now I knew he was a hard working, intelligent hunk.  If he wasn't a suspect, I'd be drooling.  I might anyway.  As far as I could tell he was a gentleman and he'd made no advances yet.  But now I was in his lair and he had all the time in the world. Besides Selven and I, there was Danica, his secretary, and three other men on the plane. Aiden and Sam (bodyguards) and William, Selven's business analyst.  William was older and looked like a professor.  He seemed to spend all his time reading the news or company reports.  I couldn't help sneaking a look at him every now and then.  He was a hunk and I acted like I had a school girl crush on my new teacher.  I was afraid I would blush and he'd see me, but I looked anyway.  There were worse things than getting caught.

I watched them sneaking looks at each other.  They thought no one could see them.  It was obvious if I watched their eyes.  The reflected light shifted when they looked at each other. She shouldn't get her hopes up.  Too bad I couldn't warn her.  Selven was going to pay for what he did.  There will be justice.  I won't stop until there is.  Why hadn't he been apprehended yet.  There were obvious clues at the scene.  Were the police that incompetent?  Maybe only the second raters got sent to mere thefts?  I could afford to wait.  I may have to up the ante a little. 

Danica was polite and standoffish.  She was pretty in a big-breasted, peasant way.  Oh, she dressed in modern clothes, but she had that look that said she'd prefer to be milking the cows. She rarely smiled and was very efficient.  At first I thought she was one of the bodyguards, she was so reserved.

I had reports on two companies in Spain.  One was a winery and the other made auto parts.  The data I had showed they were clean.  All the government reports matched the internal financials and they all agreed.  OK.  I talked to William and he told me these companies had long histories of profitability.  They also had a stable customer base.  Looking good, I thought.

I checked my FBI chat room and learned we had received another tip. It claimed Selven was going to steal a Picasso from a museum in Spain.  We were en route to Madrid, but there were a lot of museums in Spain with Picassos.  The bureau had alerted the Spanish authorities.  They decided it would be better to watch Selven than try to watch every museum with Picassos.  Made sense to me.  But I thought it unlikely Selven would have any physical involvement with a crime.  He was certainly capable of planning it, but why would he come to the country where the crime was happening?  To fly the loot out on the airplane? That would be stupid unless he's got a mole in customs or the Policia.  And who is giving us these tips?

Its about a thirteen hour flight to Madrid and we'd left at 5 pm.  We should get in about 6 am.  I hit the sack at 9 pm. Mr. Selven told me he never schedules any meetings for the day of arrival when he flies from west to east.  He feels jet lag will affect his judgment too much for him to make effective decisions.  So I should have another day to learn about and his business.  I have a hard time calling it surveillance when the subject is paying me to do it.

I never realized how much easier it is traveling by private jet until the customs officers came to us on the plane.  They stamped our passports and looked at our bags and left.  They didn't even open the bags.  No hassles, no crowds, no waiting in line.

I learned that although Selven didn't make decisions, he didn't just rest.  After the customs men left he collected me and the bodyguards and hustled us into a limo.

He said, "Julie, I want you to meet the senior staff at my businesses.  You'll do a better job if you understand the people and the processes."

We went to the auto parts company first.  I was handed off to Senor Rodolfo who showed me a lot of noisy machines and hustling people.  Selven made parts for every major European auto manufacturer.  I didn't understand everything, but I saw they focused on quality and delivery time.

I was glad to leave there.  The noise and bustle was giving me a headache.  We enjoyed a drive through some beautiful countryside to the winery. Mr. Selven himself showed me the business.  He seemed to know how every part of the winery worked.  We finished the tour by 1 pm then he took me to lunch. He was well known and greeted the waiter and hostess by name.  The restaurant manager came out and talked to him.  Mr. Selven spoke fluent Spanish and I could see the owners joy at Selven's praise. I had never had an easy time with languages.  I resolved to try and learn at least some foreign languages.  I felt, well, chagrined trying to catch my employer in a crime when all I could see was a charming, polite, hunk. I wondered if I shouldn't just leave the bureau and stay with Selven. He certainly paid better.  So far it was a wonderful experience.

I'm afraid I'm getting a crush on him. I don't know how I'm going to stop myself. I'm an FBI agent assigned to watch for criminal action and I feel like I'm falling for him.

All agents are warned not to get emotionally involved in our cases but never told how to manage that. I was staring at him and realizing that he had asked something. I jerked my attention back and said, "I'm sorry, did you ask something?"

He smiled and said, "I have a dinner meeting tonight. I need to bring a dinner partner, would you join me?"

"Anyone I know?"

He said, " I doubt it. It's a man who thinks that I'm trying to buy his company and his wife."

" Is he right? "

" No, I already own it. He just doesn't know it yet. When I explain my play, I think he'll approve. So, will you come? "

I can just imagine my boss seeing a photo of me dining with Mr. Selven. It won't be pretty. But I was supposed to be doing surveillance of him. "All right. It's not CPA work, but I should get out more. It's only dinner."

He said, "we're going to a nice restaurant and the symphony after. Did you bring evening wear?"

I hadn't. I was undercover, right? I said, "afraid not. I'll need to get a dress."

"Not a problem," he said. He took out his phone and pushed a speed dial number. It answered immediately and he said, "Harold, I'm in Madrid.  My date needs a good evening dress and the trimmings. She'll want to get her hair done, too. Call Aiden with the details. Our reservations are for 7 in downtown. Let me know if there's a problem."

He said to me," Harold will take care of it. "

He called me his date.  Our first date? "Does money solve all your problems?"

"Not at all. I hire good people and they solve the problems. Money is just the lubricant that smoothes their work and makes it easier. If the money wasn't here, they would still solve the problem."

"I'm impressed Mr. Selven. Who's Harold?"

" My butler. He's the one who holds things together while I'm traveling. And I travel a lot. "

"So, I presume you have a place, a house, an estate or something you call home?"

"Yes, of course. Its where my main office is located. We'll go there when I finish my business here."

"Tell me about it, please," I asked.

"Its a huge property, mostly scrub land with one beautiful valley. There's ample water and I grow several tropical fruits and vegetables there. I have a couple hundred head of cattle so I guess I have to call it a ranch. I have a large house and a private airstrip. Of course I have good communications. Its quite secure since its surrounded by hundreds of miles of empty land. A small village has grown up around the house."

"It sounds like a wonderful private retreat. Where is it? You make it sound like Australia."

"I find it pleasant. I hate to leave, but my interests are widespread and need attention. Its location is secret. Known only to a very few trusted people. I'm on excellent terms with the local authorities. I occasionally do them a service and they leave me alone and let me know if intruders are coming."

Come to think of it, the FBI data mentioned several houses he owned and visited, but nothing on his home base. They didn't know.

Aiden came to the table and said, "Excuse me, I just received instructions from Harold. We need to leave in five minutes to make his schedule. I've settled the tab."

Mr. Selven, said, "Thank you, Aiden." Then to me, "Are you ready to leave my dear?"

My dear. Did he really say that. Just a figure of speech. Dear. I like that. "Let me visit the Ladies room. I'll just be a minute."

He was around the table in a flash and pulled my chair out. I thanked him and went to the toilet. When I came out he was waiting for me. He took my arm and escorted me to the car. Anders opened the door and Mr. handed me in. I felt like a princess. I smiled and thanked him.


Chapter  4  :  Circumstantial Evidence


Aiden took us to the Barrio de Salamanca district in Madrid.  Their version of Rodeo Drive.  I recognized some of the fashion names. I expected him to take me into a store, but no.  We met Senora Luca, a personal shopper.  She usually helped travelers staying at the Hotel Villamagna.

Mr. told her," Please get her two complete evening outfits and get her hair done.  She needs to be ready by 6:45.   Aiden will go with you and pay for everything."

I said, "there's no need for him to stay with us.  I'll just call when we're ready, Mr. Selven."

His face was blank when he said, "Julie, Aiden guards my treasures.  Your safety is important to me." 

Whew.  How does a girl respond to that?  I just said, thank you, Alex."

He said, "You're very welcome, Julie."  He turned and walked away with Sam.

I watched him walk away with joy in my heart. He called me his 'treasure.' Only after he turned the corner did I realize that was the first time I called him 'Alex.'  OK. I was undercover.  It was time for Justine to take over.  I sent Julie to the showers. "Senora Luca, I need some fun clothes."

Senora Luca led me to several stores I could never afford to shop in.  I was fully dressed from shoes to hair to makeup  when she finished with me.  Aiden, Senora Luca, and I all had boxes to carry when we went out to meet Alex at the curb.  I knew I looked good.  Men had been staring at me all afternoon.  Aiden had to shoo away three men who wanted to know me better. The latest fashions didn't leave much to the observer's imagination.  It was ridiculous to spend so much for such scanty garb. I saw Alex first.  He was looking the wrong way and didn't turn until Sam cued him.  The look on his face was pure awe.  His jaw dropped and he said, "My God, Julie, you're ravishing.  Aiden, throw her old clothes away."

My smile was more of a grin. I said, "Thank you kind Sir.  Aiden, don't you dare. Just put them in the car, please."

Alex strode to me, took my hand and kissed it.  My first time and it made my whole body tingle.  Why had we ever dropped that greeting?

Sam opened the limo door and Alex handed me in. I felt like Eliza Dolittle and I didn't want this night to ever end.

Sam drove us to a restaurant named DiverXO.  Strange name, but excellent cuisine.  I read later they have 3 Michelin stars.  The wine was too good.  I held myself to one glass, but I was sorely tempted.  Alex talked business with Senor Alvarez.  He started angry and settled down as Alex explained his plan.  Senor Alvarez was still in charge of the business.  Alex would negotiate any policy changes with him.  His plan was to integrate the business into a division of his with several plants in Europe.  They all them made parts and software for the aerospace industry.  Alex wanted all the plants to use the same CAD software used by the design houses.  He would pay for the upgrade.

I listened to Alex with half an ear while talking to Mrs. Alvarez.  Turns out she was from Cleveland.  She won a scholarship to study art in Spain.  She met Ricardo and never went back.  They had two children and she was quite happy being a stay at home mom.  She volunteered at a local museum and kept her art knowledge current.  I thought her life boring.  She found my CPA work 'interesting' which I interpreted as 'a strange thing for a woman to do.'   I wondered what she would think about me being an undercover FBI agent?  To be honest, undercover spying on Alex was the last thing I was intending, right now.

After dinner we all went to the symphony.  It was performed in the Auditorio Nacional de Musica, a huge white stone edifice.  It was the most romantic building I had ever seen. Inside was all red carpets and soft seats.  Alex had a box big enough for us and the Alvarez's, his guards and four more seats that were empty.  I entered on his arm amid the flashes of paparazzi.  I quailed at the though of Gross seeing my photo on the internet in a half hour.  Oh, well. 

Alex kept hold of my hand through the performance.  I loved it.  I would never wash that hand again, I swore.  The music was lovely, majestic and I don't remember anything else.  I spent most of the evening just watching Alex out of the corner of my eye.  God, he was gorgeous.  I was so horny.  

I could feel the moisture in my pussy.  I worried I would stain my gown. I excused myself and went to the ladies room as soon as I felt wetness. Aiden escorted me. I dried myself and there was a tampon dispenser in the ladies room.  I had to borrow a euro from Aiden, but I felt much better after putting it in place.

I went back to Alex. Now I could concentrate on memorizing his face without worrying about embarrassing myself.  I again limited myself to one glass of excellent wine during intermission.  We dropped the Alvarez's off at their car and went back to the airplane.  I felt like we should kiss goodnight when we got on board.  But Sam, Aiden, William, and Danica were there too, so I went to my room.  

I spent a half hour putting my new clothes away.  Then I got to my last box.  I had saved it for last.  Senora Luca had insisted I needed some sexy lingerie. "To reward Senor for his generosity," she said.  I protested feebly and gave in when I saw the goodies. I had a tiny black thong with a transparent panel and a transparent black chemise.  Together they hid exactly nothing.  I put them on and looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like an expensive hooker.  Justine looked at me approvingly, 'Perfect,' she whispered in my head.

I put on a robe and looked out the door.  Empty. I slipped to Alex's door and knocked softly.  He opened it wearing pants, socks and a t shirt. I opened my eyes as far as I could. I said in a soft voice, "Alex, I just had to show you some more of the things I got today.  I want to see if you like them."

He smiled and said, "I'm quite sure I will like them.  Please show me."

I parted my lips and let a little tongue show, like I was worried he wouldn't like it.  Then I opened my robe and let it drop to the floor.  I lifted a knee and cocked my hips.  I rotated my torso away from the lifted knee, just a little. I put my hands behind my head and asked, "is this too risqué?"

"Oh, no, Julie.  Its perfect.  Say, you wouldn't be trying to seduce me, would you?"

"No, sir," I said in my best little girl voice. " I'm sure A nice girl wouldn't do that. That's naughty."

"So true, Julie.  I think you might be a little naughty, don't you?"

"Maybe just a little, sir.  Do you think I should be spanked?"

"That would be fitting.  Please remove those scandalous clothes, Julie."

They were on the floor in a flash and he took my hand and led me to the bed.  He sat on the edge and pulled me down across his lap.  He put a leg over mine and rubbed my ass.  I never felt anything so good in my life.  My pussy revved up and started making me wet.

He said, "You know, Julie, I haven't done this before, so I may not get it perfect this time.  I may need more practice later."

I purred, "Sir, I'm sure I will need a lot of correction in the future."

"Good." His hard hand swatted my left ass cheek.  It stung but not nearly so much as I wanted.

I said, "Sir, that was a good start, but I need to feel it even more to change my ways.  A little harder would be most beneficial to me."

"I was just testing my swing.  Now I think it will be best if you thank me and count the spanks.  Let's try it.  His hand landed, at least twice as hard, on my right ass cheek.  My ass burned and I felt my love juices flow into my pussy.  I didn't have that tampon now.

I squealed and said, "Two.  Thank you, sir. I think you've got it."

I started moaning in pleasure on number five.  I couldn't stop myself.  I just felt so horny.

On number six, I said, "Six, Thank you, sir.  I want you in me, sir.  I'm ready."

He ignored me.  My moans got louder and My need grew with every swat of his hand.  I felt like I would explode.

After twenty he stood up and lay me face up on his bed.  I spread my legs and raised my arms to pull him down on me.  He said, "put your hands behind your head and keep them there.  My pussy spasmed at his control. I felt the joy of submission to him as I put my hands in place.

He undressed and shoved a pillow under my ass.  His rampant cock nudged at my nether lips.  I spread my legs as far apart as I could. spreading my labia lips open. He took my ankles in his strong hands and lifted my legs over my head until I was as open as possible.  I felt his cock slip into me.  The slippery friction on my love canal was breathtaking.  I moaned and felt him bottom out.  Then he began his in and out cycle. Each stroke took me closer to my orgasm until he flung me over the edge.  My belly clenched around his cock, increasing the friction and my pleasure as he kept pumping me up.  I went even higher and my second orgasm was fantastic.  It far overshadowed my first.  I was close to fainting it was so powerful.  He kept pumping and I was pushed to my limit.  He climaxed in a great flood of hot spend inside me.  Then I orgasmed yet again in a mighty flood of juice and such joy.  The pleasure was so intense I fainted.  I awoke alone on the bed and saw him standing over me.  Magnificently naked, a man such as maiden dreams only imagine. 

He said, "You are every bit as good in bed as you looked today.  And you looked better than every woman in Madrid."

I replied, dreamily, "Thank you sir.  Does this mean I may get a return engagement sometime in the future?"

He smiled and said, "Return?  You surely don't think you are done tonight, do you.  I think you are in need of extra correction.  Perhaps for the foreseeable future.  Tomorrow, you're moving into this room."

"I was mildly concerned. "What will the others think?"

"First, I don't care and neither should you.  Second, anyone who sees you would think me gay or a fool if I didn't bed you. Third, they are all much more replaceable than you and I'm sure they know it. We both deserve to be happy."

He lay down beside me and rolled me over on top of him. Already he was ready to go again. Robust is a good word to use. He set me onto his cock and my pussy responded din an instant. I could feel my love juices running down my love canal. He started me going up and down with his hands. My legs got the idea and I bounced and bounced. My first orgasm came fast. He got his first and my second was right behind him.

I slumped off him and we both slept for a while. I woke up again when he straddled me in the wee hours. I was glad to feel him in me again. I didn't have to wait long to enjoy my next one. We each had one orgasm this time. That night I counted seven orgasms with two being superlative.

I put my robe on and found I could wad my 'clothes' into one hand. I snuck back to my room at first light. Sam saw me and just smiled. I showered and dressed then checked for messages from Gross. There was one. There was an art heist in Madrid while we were eating dinner. He mentioned that he saw a photo of me and on the internet. Said I cleaned up good. It also cautioned me about getting emotionally involved. Too fucking late. But I didn't say that. I thought about my options.

I felt conflicted. My two alter egos did not agree. Justine was quite pleased with herself. She had a wonderfully erotic, carnal night. I was sexually satiated. That should last two maybe even three hours. Julie was ashamed I had not stayed focused on my FBI job. Julie was ashamed for sleeping with the suspect. Very unprofessional of me. I was almost convinced Alex had nothing to do with the heists. He was rich, he was a gentleman, and he was already busy. The last thing he needed in his life was planning criminal acts. And I was falling in love on top of my lust. My pussy was tingling. I wanted him in me again. It was so confusing having all these emotions running through me over and over.  My brain was in gridlock.  I sat upright, cleared my mind of everything and chanted a mantra. Om Mani Padme Om, over and over until I relaxed.

Alex had to be innocent of the heists. He was with me all the time. The only evidence of any sort was circumstantial. He was in the place of the heists and someone said he did them. But who? Only someone involved with the heists could know about them ahead of time. Likely they were traveling on this plane. Or their travel coincidences would have been found already. I knew several people were looking at passport data. On board were Sam, Aiden, the flight crew, Danica, and William. They were all paid well so it must be some act of vengeance. But everyone seemed to like Alex. There's something missing here. I'll ask Gross to look at the entire lives of these five to see if there was some prior involvement with Alex. I logged on to the chat room again and made the request. All I could do now was keep my eyes open.

I sipped a cup of coffee while I thought about Julie.  It was hard to believe she was both a CPA and an FBI agent.  She was a wild, carnal sexual animal in bed. She exuded female lust.  It was all I could do to keep from ripping her clothes off and taking her whenever I saw her.  I wondered if she was some sort of succubus that worked her enchantment while I was awake.

I called Harold, "Good morning Harold."

"Good morning, sir. How may I assist you?

"Ms. Hogue and I have become amorously involved.  She will be living with me at home. Would you let the staff know and circulate her picture. No one is to make any fuss.  Treat her as if she has always lived with me."

"Yes sir.  Is that all?"

"Yes, Harold. Thank you."

"Goodbye, sir."  He hung up.


Chapter  5  :  Insufficient Evidence


We went wheels up for Istanbul before noon. We landed a little after four and met with some people in an office building. The people we met supplied machined components to his aerospace parts businesses. The main topic of discussion was quality control. Alex wanted it improved. He was getting too many rejects. He brought lists and photos. The components were being shipped back commercially. The suppliers knew they needed to improve.  But were having problems with those pieces made in the Kurdish areas. Too much turmoil was making it hard to keep trained people on the line. There was commiseration.  They promised to either move the plant or find a way to induce better attendance from the locals. Alex suggested higher pay or attendance incentives. He argued that most people in areas of strife needed more funds to cope with the hardships.

We took off from Ataturk airport at seven pm. The flight lasted nearly four hours. It was pitch black on the ground as we descended for landing. I didn't see a single light. Then I saw the runway perimeter lights whizzing by and we touched down. The pilot drove us straight into a hangar big enough for two of our planes. I was supposed to find out where we were. So, the Boeing Business Jet cruises at a little over 593 mph. We flew for almost 4 hours. So draw a circle around Istanbul, 2360 miles in radius. That covers an area of 17.5 million square miles, or about 4.6 times bigger than the United States. And I didn't even know which direction we flew or whether we flew over any water. I hope they can use my computer signal or something like that. I had no idea where I was except I was pretty sure we were still on Earth.

We all got in a big van. Alex grabbed my hand and seated me beside him in the front seat. Sam drove us to Alex's palace or mansion or fortress. It was dark with a few dim lights along the road and shining from windows. It looked bigger than the Auditorio Nacional de Musica. A village had grown up around the walls of the palace. It looked modern enough and well lit. It was neat and tidy, not a slum. It had a medieval quality, like I had stepped back in time. We drove through a big iron barred gate in a twelve foot concrete wall. He did like his security. One well dressed man and six young casually dressed men were waiting for us.  The young men grabbed all our bags from the back of the van. The man in the suit welcomed Alex home.

He turned to me and said, "So nice to meet you Ms. Hogue. I am Harold and will strive to make your stay here most pleasant. Please ask if you desire anything."

"Thank you, Harold. I'm sure everything will be just fine." I really didn't need anything ever except Alex and food. And I'd forget the food in a pinch. My pussy was tingling again. Less than a day without sex and it was getting cranky.  Justine seemed to have taken over and she was so carnal.  I couldn't wait for more sex and the kinkier the better.  I was so full of life and anticipation.

All of us travelers were ready for the day to end. We had eaten on the plane. Harold said goodnight in the foyer and Alex led me upstairs. My bags were in Alex' room already. Why not. I guess it was pretty obvious where I was sleeping nowadays. If you can call what we did sleeping.

The bathroom was a surprise. I've always heard good plumbing was the height of decadence. Whoever said that must have been in Alex' bathroom. It was bigger than my apartment. The hot tub seated six. The jacuzzi was big enough for four. The shower had no doors and eight shower heads. There was a toilet and a bidet. Four heated towel racks. Endless hot water. A makeup table with adjustable mirrors on telescoping arms so I could see the back of my head.

We showered together and washed each other's backs. We washed other body parts too. My tiredness vanished in the shower and I didn't want to take the time to get dry, but he insisted. A good idea but I was in a hurry.

When we hit the bed I was as frisky as a seal and horny as a mink in heat. I confessed, "Sir, I'm afraid I am guilty of having lascivious and impure thoughts. I need to be corrected before we do anything else."

I got a big smile and "Wench you are incorrigible. I suppose I must scourge the demons from your ass again. Well, I suppose I have the energy, so come here my pretty."

He sat on the edge of the bed and drew me over his lap, with predictable results. He heated my bottom with the same skill as the previous night. I squealed and moaned in pleasure as the heat flowed into the very core of my being. I was wet by the second swat and sopping by five. I had a mini orgasm after number ten and flubbed the count so he insisted on doing it over. So I got twenty one tonight. He flipped me over on his lap and played with my breasts. Almost as good as the spanking. I was getting ready for my next orgasm when he plopped me on the bed.

After his first orgasm he rolled over beside me and watched me recover from my three orgasms. I turned my head and looked at him. He was lying on his side propped up on one arm. He reached out with his other hand and tweaked my nipple. He said, "women are a delight and you are the best one I have ever seen."

I said, "thank you sir, but I'm sure you've done more than 'seen' other women."

"True, but you are an exceptionally spirited, intelligent and beautiful woman. All others pale to insignificance beside you."

"Except for the circumstances, it sounds like you are trying to talk me into sleeping with you."

"I assure you, sleeping is not what I had in mind."

We didn't sleep much that night and we got up about 10. Beautiful, sunny day. Harold took me on a tour after breakfast. The place was bigger than the music hall. None of the rooms were as big, but there were a lot of them. Harold said the place was a former ruler's palace that Alex was renting from the government. He got it relatively cheaply because the place was so remote. Alex had a staff of a hundred people. Most local for labor and ten specialists to keep the machinery running. Since we were so remote Alex provided room and board for his employees. It was like a hotel with lots of amenities. Exercise rooms, laundry, food, of course, State of the art communications. The valley had a good spring so he grew much of his food and kept a large number of farm animals for food and milk.

One requirement of Alex's lease was that he had to serve as local magistrate.  There were no other government facilities within several hundred miles.  He was judge, police, and government representative for an area larger than Rhode Island. Of course there were very few people in the area, so this work was not taxing. There is a scary dungeon in the basement.  He told me slavery is still legal here for women convicted of crimes, at the judge's discretion. The women and the victim have to agree and the woman receives 3 months of training before she is given to the victim. She is his for life or until he dies or he frees her. If he dies she inherits just like a wife. He has to provide adequate medical care. If she has children by him, they are his children, not hers, until he dies or frees her. He can keep her naked or chained as he decides. She must be covered in public. He can take her as his slave even if he already has one or more wives. She is not property of his wife(s).

I had an office. My laptop was already there and my work files. I also had a large stack of homework on Alex's businesses to dig through. First, I checked the chat room for messages from Gross. There was only one. The art heisted in Madrid had been found in the hands of a fence in Istanbul.

The FBI found fifteen planes, including ours, that traveled from Madrid to Istanbul yesterday. Once again, he asked for our current location. Alex's plane left Istanbul when there was a break in satellite coverage. I told him the airplane was in a big hangar. I also told him he needed to search an area almost five times larger than the U.S.  He ordered me to get DNA samples and fingerprints from everyone on the airplane. I told him I'll try.

The scruffy man in Madrid read the new email:

'Selven still not sought for thefts. Did you place paper as instructed?  This is fourth snare that has failed.  Explain please.'

He replied:

'Pink paper left in museum near site.  Can not explain failure to perform.  Police ineffective? Trash cleaned before police looked?  Unknown reason for failure.'

He hit SEND and thought, 'I would be an idiot to leave evidence that would end my income.  Just keep sending me opportunities.'


Chapter  6  :  Europe Surveillance


I collected napkins and tissues and pieces of paper. I stole a strand of filament from three people's toothbrushes. No one locked their rooms here so it was easy to get in. I took a few days learning people's patterns so I could get in at the right time. I out the samples in folded papers on which I had written their names and a physical description. I stuffed  them in a wadded up paper bag . I threw it in the first trash can inside the general aviation terminal in Berlin.

The FBI had arranged  surveillance for Alex or they wouldn't have seen my blind drop. The FBI would probably keep it up until either some proof of guilt was found.  Or they just got tired of chasing a will-of-the-wisp. I had fallen in love and had detailed knowledge of his business.   I would have to believe any evidence pointing to Alex was planted. There was no way he was involved. If it was me, I would confront him and show him why the FBI considered him a suspect. With his help, assuming it was someone else, we could run a canary trap to ferret out the tipster. I couldn't even suggest that after sleeping with him. Gross would have to get the idea himself.

I was in some turmoil. I was deeply in love and lust with Alex. Yet I was still working for the FBI, spying on him and his employees. We had not a shred of proof that he was connected to the thefts. Yet the tipster had correctly predicted thefts in cities where Alex was going to. I was sure it was someone traveling with Alex, but didn't have any motive or even clues for anyone.

I was learning a lot about Alex's businesses and my ability to examine the books was improving too. We visited two businesses in Berlin. One of Alex's aerospace parts companies and a supplier. Same issues there, quality control and controlling costs. We left Berlin the same day and went back to Istanbul. Met with a different supplier. Boring.

Then we flew home. I received another message from Gross. None of the fingerprints or DNA was found on the art or at the crime scene. One interesting item was that Danica is related to Alex. Not too closely, maybe a niece or cousin. It could be that explained some of her attitude. Given a job by her cousin she maybe felt resentment?

When we got home I wandered around and found a locked door. Harold told me it was a data vault where Alex kept government records and trade secrets from his businesses. Chemical formulas and the like. I wanted to look inside but Harold said only Alex could open the door. Maybe security could but he wasn't sure of that. I went back later and inspected the lock. It was an EVVA MCS magnetic key system. No picking attack against it has ever been successful. It would be easier to borrow the key from Alex. On second thought, maybe I could talk him into letting me see it. Then I could go from there. It was intriguing and he'd probably understand my curiosity.

After dinner, I was sitting with Alex on a second story patio, enjoying the brilliant sunset. I asked him to tell me about the people on the plane. He was happy to oblige.

He said, "I don't know everything about these people. Just the things they told me or I found out when I had them checked out for the job. None of them are married. A marriage would not survive my travel requirements, unless the spouse traveled with us." He raised his eyebrows at me.

I felt the color rise in my face. I said, "of course," and smiled.

He continued, "Aiden is former SAS and death on two feet. He is an exceptional unarmed combat specialist and an excellent marksman. He is also quite loyal. I trust him without reservation.

Sam is almost as deadly as Aiden. He was American special forces and a sniper. he can smell potential ambushes.

William I hired away from the Harvard Business School. He authored several books on evaluating businesses for hidden flaws. He's quite competent and likes to travel. His wife passed on three years ago.

Danica is my niece. Her parents were killed in the Bosnia troubles. My other sister raised her and she is a good secretary with an eidetic memory.

Finally, Harold is a graduate of the international Butler Academy. He worked for an English Duke for ten years. When the Duke died in an auto accident, I was able to hire him away from the family. I hear they are still quite upset at me."

I asked, "What about you. You said you have one sister. Any other relatives?"

He looked a little wistful and said, "No, just the one sister and Danica. Everyone else died in Bosnia. The war devastated many families. Now tell me about yourself."

"Oh, I'm pretty boring. I'm an only child and my parents are alive and well in California. I graduated from UC in accounting , worked for the Navy. I won a few beauty contests. I've been blessed that way."

He said, "what kind of future do you want?"

That was the $64,ooo question. Did I want to fly around the world having great sex with this hunk. Or work in a small cubicle chasing white collar criminals? I temporized, "I'm still young and don't have to decide yet. I just want to enjoy life while I'm young."

Alex said, "I often wonder what life would be like if I just tried to enjoy it rather than trying to make it fit my plans."

"Alex, my love. You should try taking a vacation sometime. It looks like you have chosen competent people to run your businesses while you're away. Use them. Also, I have a more current question. Why do you trust these people. I know you said they were loyal, but how can you be sure. You trust Danica because she's related, but the others are just people you've hired."

"Well, you know I had to agree to do some civic duties before I could get this place?"

"Yes, Harold told me."

"Well, if a female commits a crime here they have the choice of prison or becoming the slave of the victim, if its a man?"

"Yes, that sounds fairly barbaric. Why does the government allow it?"

"Simple, the women protested when the government considered removing that option. Prison here is awful. Vast overcrowding, disease is rampant and violence is endemic. Becoming the slave of a reasonable man is better than most wives get in the normal course of events. Its a step up. One study showed most female crime here is a simple break in and robbery of a rich home. The criminal doesn't try to escape. Its a way to improve your lot in life. You, however, should try and avoid committing a crime here. You have a good life already."

"Yes, I do. Thank you. Its still barbaric. The government should fix the underlying problem.  It would be better than letting a woman trade her freedom for food."

"So. How many homeless women and children are there in the U.S. today?"

"I don't know. A lot, I guess."

"Over 600,000 are homeless every day. Some problems are hard for a government to fix. We have an option here for a woman to get a roof over her head and someone to feed her. Believe me, I looked at this issue before I agreed to it. Most women appreciate having the option. Life is hard in the desert."

"OK. So how does this guarantee loyalty? Wait, you're the judge here. Have you given women to Aiden, Sam, Harold, and William? That's terrible. Unless, did the women ask for this?

"Right and right.  Except for Harold, they each have a slave girl, as long as I'm the judge and they stay loyal. Go visit them. You'll see just how badly these women want to escape."

"Why not Harold?'

"He's 'saving himself for the right girl,' he says."

"I thought about this. "Just hypothetically, if I commit a crime, could you give me to yourself as a slave girl?"

"Well," he said, "hypothetically, I could, if you agreed, or I could give you to some other worthy man."

"Hmmm. Not that I'm considering a life of crime. But that would be one way for a girl who's sleeping with a billionaire to avoid being labeled a gold digger, I guess."

"You're probably right in most places you're familiar with, Ms. Hogue. Of course, around here that's exactly how gold digging works."

"Right. If I was your slave girl, how would you treat me? Would you keep me in chains? A collar and leash are de rigueur for slave girls aren't they? Would you spank me regularly?"

"Hypothetically, of course, I think you would wear my collar at all times. Chains if you got a habit of wandering. I've always been partial to pierced women so I would probably put rings in your nipples and labia. Maybe your nose. That used to be the standard for slave girls around here. It made it easy to tell which women were slaves despite all the clothing they wore."

My pussy started wetting itself as I pictured his vision. So erotic, so sensual, so submissive. I suppressed a shudder of delight. Being his slave would be so much better than being his wife. I could be my normal horny self whenever I wanted. I stilled my trembling voice and said, "that's scary on so many levels. But strangely attractive. I think for now I'll avoid any criminal activity. Its less permanent to just sleep with the boss."

He smiled back, "OK. I meant it about talking to Aiden or any of the others and their women. See Harold. He'll arrange it. I don't want you to think I'm cruel."

Boy. One little discussion and I knew who the snitch was. It had to be Danica. She had nothing to lose and maybe something to gain if Alex went away. I'd have to find out what she got if he was arrested or killed. Maybe the motive had something to do with all the earlier family tragedy. Maybe Gross could find out how her mother and father died. Later.

I looked at Alex and asked, "Its too early for bed  so what do you usually do now?"

He thought a moment and said, I usually read something. Would you be interested in a game of cribbage and then some reading before we retire. My hand is tired of spanking you, so I have a new treat for you, later."

I smiled, "I would be honored to whip your ass in cribbage, Alex."

It turns out we each won a game then we went to his library. I was browsing the shelves when he came up beside me and pulled a book out. He said, "since you're interested in becoming my slave, here's a book you should read. When I sentence a woman to slavery, she is required to take a training course to prepare her for her new role. Most women understand submission but we want to make the transition as easy as possible. This book describes what a new slave is taught. Its actually an English translation of an ancient book. Its been updated continually for a thousand years." He handed it to me.

I took it as though it was an unpleasant animal. I held it by my thumb and forefinger while I inspected it. The cover had a drawing of a naked woman in a collar. The title was, 'Training a Pleasing Slave Girl.' This should be interesting. Despite myself, I couldn't wait to open it. I went to a comfortable looking chair and opened the book.

The table of contents showed but eight chapters. Discipline, Speech, Physical, Attitude, Positions, Skills, Rules & Limits, Pleasure. I skimmed through the book and saw it was copiously illustrated. I started reading and couldn't put it down. My belly was flip flopping at every page. This was the best erotic book I had ever picked up. At every paragraph I got a vision of myself doing that or having it done to me. Its descriptions were magical.

I got a business magazine and sat where I could watch Julie.  She opened the manual and thumbed through it.  Then she returned to the front and started reading. I opened my magazine to an article on European government trends and started reading too.  At the bottom of the page I looked at Julie.  Her mouth was open and her tongue was wetting her lips.  She looked dazed.  I forgot my article, it would keep but she was fascinating.  She read slowly and studied each illustration like she was memorizing it.  She blinked slowly, like her brain was involved in some heavy work and couldn't spare much time for directing an eyelid.  She had a dreamy expression on her face.  It looked like she was about to come.  She was making tiny gasping sounds, 'ah...ah....ah.  She was about to come.  She hadn't turned a page in several minutes when I thought I had better stop her.  I reached over and touched her. 

When Alex touched my shoulder I jumped. I was completely immersed in the book and hadn't heard him talking to me. I looked up and he said, "that's enough for now, its time for bed."

He handed me a bookmark and I reluctantly inserted it and closed the book. I said, "wow. That's an intriguing book. I learned so much about myself in it."

"Yes, " he said. Several literary masters worked on it over the centuries. You looked dazed when I interrupted you.  What were you feeling?"

"It was like I had stepped into one of my dreams. I've had erotic dreams since high school.  As you already know I love bondage and submission.  I had thoughts of being a porn star for years, but I knew that was a short career for most girls so I studied accounting. This book is gripping.  Not in the plot sense, but it was visceral.  I could feel everything I read being done to me.  I was literally daydreaming about the things in the book happening to me.  I felt it, them. And its left me quite aroused. You said you had a surprise for me?"

I was surprised there was room for intellect in her head.  Sensuality must have most of the space in there. I had never heard of the book, any book, having such an effect on a girl.  It was like she had a built in vibrator. I took the book from her and put it back on the shelf.

He took the book from me and put it back on the shelf. I memorized its position. He took my hand and I stood up.

"Let's go to the bedroom and see if my surprise lives up to the book."

My pussy was tingling. It sure hoped the surprise came soon. I said, "I can't wait."

When we got to the bedroom I stripped and went to Alex.

He said, "Face the bed and spread your legs."

I did and he said, "Good, now bend over and rest your head on the bed. Keep your legs straight, and don't move. This won't hurt."

I did and felt something cold and slippery at my anus. He said, "this is a butt plug. Leave it in until I take it out."

I felt him press it into me. My muscle tightened by reflex.

He said, "relax and it won't hurt."

I tried to relax and felt it slide further into me, getting wider all the time. Finally its narrow waist was in me and my muscle gratefully contracted around it. I don't know how he's going to ever remove it. I felt him twist it and the part inside expanded, a lot.

He said, "its locked in place. Only I have the key."

I felt full, but pleasantly so, like I had his cock in me.

He ordered, "OK, stand up and stay facing the bed.."

I did, but slow, gingerly. I felt the thing in me adjust as I unfolded.

"How does it feel," he asked.

"Different, like I've got your cock in me but not making my pussy blossom. Pleasant and unforgettable, but not erotic."

"OK. Relax your arms. Let them hang limp." He pulled one arm behind me and put a handcuff on my wrist. Better and better. He pulled my wrist up and across my back and locked the other cuff around my arm, above the elbow. Then he did the same with my other arm. Both my wrists were cuffed to the other arm. I was completely helpless. As soon as I realized this my body kicked into high and started flooding my pussy with love juice.

I spun around and threw myself back onto the bed. "Take me now, I screamed." I was so horny, so in need of his cock I almost couldn't breathe. He teased me. The rat. He slowly lay down beside me and fondled my breasts.

He said, "You know, some women find that their  pleasures are enhanced if they are bound?"

"Yes," I screamed, "I'm one. Take me now, please, I beg you. I'm on fire. Please."

He said, "my pleasure, ma'am. He rolled over between my wide spread legs and put his stiff cock at my entrance.

It was excruciating to feel him so close and not far enough. I squirmed on my bound arms, but I couldn't move any closer. I screamed again, "Now, please master, fuck me hard. Be rough with me. Tame me. I need you now. Please, master."

He slid into me in one smooth thrust. God. It was so good. I almost fainted at that one stroke. But it wasn't enough. I didn't come yet, I moaned in my sublime pleasure. He moved out and my pleasure crescendoed. Then he came back into me and I exploded into a rapturous orgasm. It was so, so, good. I bucked and squirmed under him.

He stopped moving in me.  He said, "you know, Julie, the last time we made love, you didn't orgasm until my third stroke. Do you think your bondage made it better for you this time?"

I moaned in pleasure and frustration. I needed him to keep moving. I said, "Yes. master, I'm sure it did. Put me in bondage every time we make love. Please keep moving master. Please. I need more.

Thankfully, he started pumping again. He said, Julie, I think your orgasm was bigger this time than yesterday. What do you think?"

Why is he blathering on. I can't think. Its too intense. Then I came again, even larger, I squealed and buck and thrashed. I couldn't help it. My body was spasming fiercely, out of control. I tried to move my arms, to hold him, but they wouldn't move. Then I remembered the handcuffs. Thank God. They made my orgasms huge. I'd keep them handy at all times. I moaned, "yes, master. They are wonderful. Put me in them always. Fuck me some more, please, master." My moans were continuous now.

Thank God, he kept pumping me up. I was so needy, even after two orgasms I couldn't bear the thought of stopping. I wanted to fucked again and again. I was insatiable. All my mind could do was scream more, more.

I had a third, then a fourth orgasm before he came and his hot spend triggered my fifth and last orgasm. I lay panting on the bed. I couldn't move a finger. He pulled me to my feet, marched me into the shower and washed and dried us both. He lay me in bed and pulled the covers over us. I slept soundly with my hands still cuffed behind me until the sunlight in my eyes woke me. I was alone in the bed and could hear Alex in the bathroom. I was helpless and kind of liked it. Maybe being his slave girl would be OK. The bondage sure kicked my orgasms up to a new level.. I managed to roll over and struggled to my feet. I went to the bath and Alex said, "morning, sleepyhead."

"Good morning. I seem to remember calling you 'Master' as we were engaged in sex last night."

"That's right. You did, and I liked it. Would you like to keep addressing me that way, even if you're not my slave yet?"

"I just wanted to say, it felt good to me too, and I'll keep calling you that in bed, if its OK with you. Just remember its only a pet name. I'm not your slave."

"He smiled, and said, "Yet. Yes please do. Would you like your hands freed now?"

"Being helpless refreshes my memory of last night, but I should get busy. Just keep them handy, OK."

"OK." He unlocked me and dropped the cuffs on the counter.

"What about the butt plug, master?" I asked.

"OK, its time." I bent over and he took it out with a plop. He dropped it in the sink and turned on the hot water. He said, "I'll put it back in tonight."

I smiled broadly and said, "the cuffs too, please."

"Too right."

We dressed and ate breakfast then went to work. I spent all morning looking into a small discrepancy I had found in the Spanish auto parts plant. At lunch I mentioned to Alex that I suspected his auto parts manager was skimming a little.

He surprised me when he said, "Yes, I know. I ignore it because he's the best manager I've got. He's improved that operation across the board. Since he came there sales are, profits are up, unions are happy, and wastage has reduced 80%. But I'm glad you found it. No one else has. You're a treasure professionally as well as personally."

I blushed a little at his praise. I really wish I didn't work for the FBI. This was so much better. But I signed up and it was my duty. But I knew Alex was innocent. It felt better, more just, that I was trying to exonerate him rather than convict him.

After lunch, I decided to go see a real slave girl.  I called Harold and he put me in touch with William.  I told him of my discussion with Alex, and his suggestion I should meet his girl. 

William replied, "Of course.  Come over now if it suits. Her name is Gamila and she's always ready to meet people."  He gave me an address inside the compound.

A naked woman opened the door when I knocked.  She was short and slender.  Her feet were bare and her ankles were joined by a chain.  She wore a shining collar.  She said, "Welcome to my master's home.  My master awaits you in the living room.  Would you follow me there, please, Mistress,"

I followed her, admiring her grace.  I was acutely aware of the clatter of her chain on the tile floor.  I stared at her collar as she swayed before me.  I felt my pussy tingle.  My God.  She was arousing me. She led me into a large room with several pieces of overstuffed furniture.  William was sitting in a chair and stood up as we entered the room.

He said, "Welcome, Ms. Hogue.  This is Gamila, Gamila, this is Mistress Julie.  She is interested in how you came to be a slave and what you think about it. I will leave you two to talk for a few minutes.  Gamila, go to your cushion." 

Gamila walked to a cushion beside his chair and knelt on the cushion. William left the room.

I sat down on the couch and looked at her.  When she sat she moved into a rigid position.  She spread her knees wide, arched her back, stuck her breasts out and held her head erect. She lowered her eyes to the floor at my feet and waited , immobile.

"Gamila," I asked, "how long have you been a slave?"

"About two years, Mistress."

"I understand you intentionally committed a crime so you would be enslaved?"

"Yes, Mistress."

'Why?"

"Mistress, I had nothing and worked very hard just to stay alive. There was danger everywhere, all the time.  This is my dream and that of many women."

"Do your chains bother you?"

"My feet? Mistress they are nothing.  They mean I can't run or kick, but I never did that anyway.  No, I don't mind them at all.  I'm used to them.  Everyone I meet knows I am a slave, but my lack of clothing and my collar already say that.  No, as a price for this life, all the metal is cheap."

"So, Gamila, you like this life?"

"Oh, yes, Mistress.  I have a nice place to live, my master is good to me.  He lets me have a pet cat, And I have much sex with my master.  I love this life."

"Does you master punish you?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I always deserve it.  Master does not punish me because he likes to. Although I know some men and women like to hear their slaves scream and beg."

Does you master  make you have sex even when you do not want to?"

"Mistress, I always want to.  Since my training, I am always ready."

"It never bothers you that your master can take you whenever he wants?"

"No, Mistress.  How could it.  All women have an endless ability for love.  It is a pleasure to share love.  It is my choice to like it or not and I'm always the same after as before.  Nothing of mine is used up."

"Did you always know how to be a slave?  Did you know any slaves before you chose to be one?"

"Mistress, most of it is just being a woman to a man.  It is instinct.  But there is a training course they make you take when you are sentenced.  It teaches you everything."

"Do you ever regret giving up your freedom?"

"Sometime, Mistress, I look out the window and think how nice it would be to walk there whenever I wanted.  But then I always remember the hunger, abuse, and danger I had before.  I always turn away and go sit next to my master.  It feels much better."

"William often travels with his boss.  What do you do then?"

"Master takes me to a place where they take care of me while he's gone.  There are nice people there who keep me safe. feed me, and let me be with them or other slaves."

I couldn't think of any other questions.  "Thank you for your time, Gamila."

"You are most welcome, Mistress."

I found William, thanked him, and left.  This was something to think about.


Chapter  7  :  Pressure from Above  


I checked the chat room after lunch and found a message from Gross. The DNA and fingerprints I got didn't match any found at either the crime scene or the fence's place. Dead end. One thing they found is that Danica is a relative of Alex, a cousin or niece, maybe. Alex had already told me that. The message also ordered me to abort my surveillance and return to L.A.. The bureau had decided this was a dead end and they'd pursue the art thefts more traditionally. I responded with an argument that I was getting close to the art thief.  I thought she was using Alex's airplane to move the goods. I asked for another week to find the evidence. Gross' denial came back immediately. I was to return ASAP. Shit.

I stared at the summons on the screen. I thought about what I wanted to do. What my life would be like either way. Where did I want to be in 5 years, ten? Would it matter if I found the thief?

I sent a reply to Gross. 'I hereby resign from the FBI. I will not return to the U.S. I am now an employee of Alexander Selven. I will not divulge any confidential or classified material. Goodbye Michael. I enjoyed working with you.'

The smell of burning bridges filled my head. I told myself I now had only one job and it was for Alex. It had much more potential for growth and responsibility And it should be less dangerous.

I logged off the chat room and picked up the file on the German company. It was thick. I pored over it the rest of the afternoon. Alex called around five and said, quitting time. Dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes. Come talk to me."

"I said, "Yes, sir," put away my things and went to his office.

He told me about his plans for taking over a failing plant in Belgium. We talked about its problems which he blamed on a disinterested management.

I asked Julie to come to my office so I could talk to her.  I really wanted her to come because I wanted to see her.  I hadn't expected to feel this way about her when I asked her to work for me.  I knew she was an FBI agent spying on me.  She was beautiful and I'm a sucker for beautiful women.  But I've had many girls and none had the allure of Julie. I wonder if she will be upset if she learns I knew who she really worked for when I hired her.  I guess I shouldn't tell her that, just in case.  I wonder what she'll think about the little surprise I have for her tonight? 

Dinner was uneventful and I got to read some more of my favorite book. It was still engrossing and I learned yet more about myself.

When Alex was in the bath, I slipped his key to the locked room off his key ring. I replaced it with one to my apartment about the same size. I didn't think he would notice. I had watched him put the keys in his pocket and take them out. He never looked at them.

I was looking forward to a repeat of last night and I wasn't disappointed. The plug went in and my hands were again cuffed behind me. I fairly leaped onto the bed and this time he didn't lay nonchalantly beside me. He knelt between my legs and my pussy started trembling.

But he had another surprise for me. He raised his hands to my breasts and showed me the tiny spring steel clamps in his hands. I shook my head no. He ignored me. I pleaded, "No, master, you don't need them. I'll give you a good time, just like last night."

He said, "these are not for me. They will increase your pleasure even more. Trust me."

I nodded, bravely. He had never harmed me before. I knew they would hurt, but He was the expert.

He said, "pain is a stimulant. It creates a sense of immediacy. You know the boundary between pain and pleasure is permeable. I'll take them off when your nipples get hard and when I take them off your pleasure will soar. You'll be in a wonderful place to start your orgasm."

He placed them over my nipples and let them close slowly. I felt the first touch, then the pressure increased more and more. Then it hurt and hurt more. The pain made me gasp. It was like being spanked. but on a more sensitive area. I moaned and watched through tear filled eyes. He was watching them and he touched my nipples around the clamps. He said, "almost there," then he squeezed them open and removed them. The pleasure was tremendous. I was so glad they were off and I felt my pussy tingling again. Alex made that happen anytime he wanted. No other man had ever made it tingle. I could feel the love juices flowing out of my pussy. I hadn't noticed it through the pain, I was certainly turned on. I noticed I was still moaning.

I stopped and gasped, "Master, those hurt at first, but they turned me on. Now would you quit watching my nips and put your stiff member to work before I cool off?"

He said, "it will be my honor to fuck you most competently."

I felt his cock slide into my sopping recess and my pleasure increased tenfold. I started moaning with pleasure again. This was the greatest feeling ever and I climaxed very soon. He kept going and I had one tremendous orgasm after another. It was an endless stream holding me at the highest levels of passion possible. Finally he orgasmed and shot me over the moon yet again. I had five or six straight orgasms in that first round. I lost track of how many total I had that night. He made me come in at least three sessions that night. He was insatiable.

I decided the nipple clamps deserved a place beside my cuffs.

Once again, I awoke with my arms still cuffed behind me. I liked being his submissive. Would I like being his slave? What was the difference, anyway?

Just for a change, he didn't unlock me for breakfast. Instead he put a robe around my shoulders and took me down to breakfast that way. He sat me to his right and fed me breakfast, one fork for him then one for me. He held juice and coffee to my lips. He fed me slices of orange with his fingers.

He said, "this is a delightful practice.  Its used to show new slave girls they are dependent on their masters for their food. It is a more visceral input than just telling them. After a few meals they are allowed to eat their own food from bowls on the floor. Their hands are always locked behind them for meals. That instills a deeper sense of humility, knowing they are no higher than his pets."

I said, "but Alex, I'm not your slave girl."

He said, "No, not yet," and slid another orange slice between my lips.

I thought of the key I had borrowed and wondered if my subconscious was trying to get me caught.

He took me back to the bedroom and unlocked my hands and removed my plug. We showered together again and this time I got to wash his back. We dressed and went to our offices to start work. I stuck my borrowed key in a pocket and started planning how I would get to that door unobserved. I knew where all the security cameras were in that area. There wasn't any way to get there without going past one. If I disabled one the guards would respond before I could look for anything in the room. For all I knew the door was alarmed anyway. I might get Harold to take several people by there and slip away. But how could I do that?

I decided on a risky plan. I would disguise myself as one of the staff. I would tape my boobs flat and wear a jacket and pants over my regular clothes. I'd stuff my hair inside a ball cap. I'd wait for some staff to pass, join them past the camera, slip away and use my key to enter the room. Then when I left I'd just walk past the camera and swiftly strip my disguise off and put on some lipstick.

I needed a disguise. I found some not too dirty clothes in the laundry and a ball cap on a peg in a closet. I went back to my office and locked the door. I put everything on and looked in the mirror. Whoops. I needed work shoes. And I still had the face of a beauty contest winner. I took off the disguise and stuck it in a drawer. I found some boots four sizes too big, but I fixed that by stuffing more clothes in them. I had a class on disguises at the academy. They were mostly telling us how to detect them. The best I could do here was put a big bandage over half my face. People always focused on the unusual. I found a first aid kit and took some tape and gauze.

I put on the disguise. It wasn't good, but I thought it was good enough. It only had to last a short walk. I went to an alcove where I could watch the traffic heading toward the door. I waited at least an hour and was about to abort when three men in work clothes walked into the right passage. I joined them a few feet back and they never looked back. I used the key and slipped into the locked room. It was full of filing cabinets labeled for each of his companies. I started looking at the names on each cabinet, not sure what I wanted. I hoped  to find something that would give me a clue. The last cabinet wasn't a company name. Its label read 'Bosnia 1992-1995.' Bingo. Danica.

I had watched Selven for a long time, learning everything I could.  I wanted justice and I knew he was a clever man.  I had to know everything about his habits, his movements.  I watched her too.  She might change his habits.  I had a secret place to watch him from.  It was a small broom closet a few feet from his door.  I had made a small hole in the wall.  Very tiny, but if I put my eye in the right place I could see clearly.  I was watching the door.  He had left and I knew she would soon follow then I could go back to my work.  She left the room in a disguise,  She was wearing a workman's clothing and a hat.  Interesting.  I followed her.  She stopped in a decorative alcove and waited for something.  I was intrigued.  What could she be doing.  She was his mistress and could go anywhere openly.  Three men walked by and she followed them.  I followed her, nonchalantly, but far enough behind I could hide if she looked back.  She stopped at the data vault door and waited for the men to go out of sight.  She used a key to open the door and slip inside.  This was illegal.  I decided to turn her in hoping it would embarrass Selven.  I went to her desk and called security.  I told them I saw someone sneak into the data vault and hung up.  I watched the security men take her away.  I hoped it would cause Selven problems. He deserved them.

The door slammed open and three men with guns stormed in. One of them yelled "Freeze." I guess the door was alarmed.

They cuffed me and took me to security. I took off my disguise and they were not impressed that I worked for Mr. Selven. I was fingerprinted and photographed. Then I was put in a dirty holding cell. In a little while I was taken to an interrogation room. Two tough looking men who spoke good English asked what I was doing in the room.

This was a tough one. I could tell them the truth, but that would divulge confidential information. I could try and brazen it through: I was a woman and curious . I didn't see any harm in borrowing a key and looking for juicy secrets. Maybe he had the formula for coca-cola in there. Or, ask Mr. Selven. I'm an accountant and this was part of my job. The disguise would shoot that down. I might as well say I was lost. In the end, I just said I would only talk to Mr. Selven. They took me back to my cell.

In an hour or so, Alex stood outside my cell. I rushed to the bars and whispered, "I was only there to help you, Alex, master."

He said, "I know."

I said, "I worked for the FBI. They keep getting tips you are going to steal something in a city you're going to. And the theft occurs. So they are investigating you."

He said, "I know."

I said, "I was watching you in California when you saw me and hired me. I've been watching you."

He said, "I know."

I said, "the FBI called me home and I resigned. I love you Alex. I want to stay with you."

He said, "I know."

I asked, "how do you know all these things?"

He said, I saw you on the security tape from when you searched my Long Beach office. I recognized you at Pebble Beach. You know the saying, 'Keep your friends close and your enemies closer?' I decided to hire you. I tapped your computer and read your chats with Mr. Gross. I've fallen in Love with you too, Julie.

What you did was foolish, brave, and forces my hand.  Your crime and arrest were already in the database before I learned of it.  I can't make it go away or ignore it.  Not everyone in power is my friend. If I don't follow the law, I could be removed both from my power and my residence here.  There are three trusted witnesses against you.  You have to be found guilty.  I could sentence you to prison or to slavery.

I will never let you go. You've put yourself into my hands. Tomorrow I will find you guilty of attempted theft, I will sentence you to slavery, and I will give you to me. Whether you know this yourself, I believe you subconsciously decided to be my slave. Your training will begin immediately and I will look in on you from time to time. I'll see you in court tomorrow." He walked away.

I clutched the bars like any movie heroine trapped by the system. I wanted to cry. All my plans went awry. But I was getting what I wanted anyway. I was going to belong to my love. My very capable lover who had never failed to take me to heights of pleasure I had never known existed before. Freedom is overrated compared to that.

I called Danica to my office.  When she arrived I said, "Danica, Ms. Hogue, my lover has committed a crime and chose to become my slave.  I want you to be her trainer.  You know its a required three month training and there's a manual to follow?  Will you do it?

Wow.  Train a slave girl?  I've never done anything like that.  It might be fun.  I envisioned myself with a whip making that beautiful bitch obey me.  I said, "I'm not sure I would do a good job, sir.  I don't know how."

I said, "You will have an assistant who has helped train several girls recently.  If you follow the manual I'm sure you will do fine."  I pushed the call button on my intercom and said, "Send Myriam in please."

The door opened and Myriam entered.  I introduced Myriam to Danica.  I asked her to give Danica a tour of the dungeon and training facilities. I asked them to return after the tour.


Chapter  8  :  Pride Goeth Before A Fall


I stood in front of the bench. My hands were cuffed behind me. I had a lawyer. I told him I wanted to plead guilty. It was over in a few minutes and the Honorable Alexander Selven sentenced me to slavery and gave me to himself. My lawyer signed the forms and I was now the property of Alex. The bailiff led me away and down to the dungeon. Danica was waiting for me.

I was happy to see a friendly face. I said, hello, Danica. Come to wish me a nice time?"

She said, "Julie, I've been assigned to be your trainer. From now on you must address me as 'Mistress.'  Alexander tells me you have read some of the training manual.  Are you familiar with how you must control your speech?"

I replied, "Yes, Mistress."

Danica said, "good.  you must also know you may not wear clothing during training.  The first thing you need to do is strip. Will you comply or will force be needed?"

There was no point in fighting. I would surely lose. I said, "I will comply, Mistress, force will not be necessary."

She gestured to the bailiff who unlocked my cuffs and watched me.

I said, "Mistress, he won't be necessary, either. I will obey you."

Danica said, "you need to get over your modesty. Many people, men and women will view your naked body from now on. You are a slave."

Oh. She was right. I remembered the slave training book. I would be naked most of my life. I stripped and dropped my clothes on the floor. The bailiff cuffed my hands behind me again.

Danica restrained a smirk, and thought, 'she is gorgeous.  No wonder Selvan loves her.  She is so slender with girlish hips and magnificent breasts.  She is going to be a dream when she's chained.  Its time to do that now.I said, "follow me."

I  walked down the dark corridor after Danica and the bailiff followed me. She led me to a workshop. There was a brawny man waiting for us. A smaller, younger one stood at the other end of the room. The place was hot and he was sweating. Without a word he took hold of my arm and led me to a tall stool next to a pillar. He said something to the bailiff who unlocked one of my cuffs and fastened it through a heavy ring on the pillar.

After much measuring of my ankles and legs it was clear I was going to get shackled first. I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into a work of art any girl would be proud to wear. It was beautiful. A grand example of the blacksmith's art. They lifted my right leg  and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A padlock held a short chain to the anklet. He ordered me to stand and the fit checked. The smith judged it good and started on my other anklet.

The other anklet was soon snug. They joined it to the right with a foot  of gleaming chain and a second padlock. I was stood up and the new anklet was also found to be good. They unlocked me from the pillar and the smith took my cuffed arm by the bicep and walked me around the shop.

I had seen other slave girls around the compound.  They were happier than I expected.  I sincerely hoped Julie would be happy too. The title 'slave' carried an overtone of unhappiness, forced labor, poor conditions.  I understood the social situations in the area that made this attractive for some women.  I discounted it for western women. We had fuller, richer lives.  We were better educated and had more rights than the locals.  Sex never entered my mind.  The slaves I saw were more like wives.  They did all the wifely duties and I assumed they had sex in the evenings, too.  Julie was different.

I almost had to leave the room.  Watching the irons riveted on Julie was the most erotic experience of my life.  Maybe it was because I had known her a little as a free woman. She changed from a beautiful woman to the embodiment of eros.  My belly was churning.  My legs grew weak and I had to lean on the wall for support.  My love juices started flowing and making my panties wet.  She became a helpless slave and she was mine.  I wanted to snatch her from the hands of the smith before he was done.  I wanted to tell him to get his hands off my slave.  Only the knowledge he was going to hand her back to me stayed my hand. I had read the manual section on preparation several times.  I knew what they were going to do to her.  I knew I had time so I went back to my room got a tampon and a new pair of panties.  I was still aroused, but maybe I wouldn't embarrass myself in front of the smith.

I felt more like a slave than ever.  When I had read the manual's section on preparation I almost came.  Now I knew what I had in store and I felt like I was going to come again.  It was really happening to me. Hobbled like an errant horse and clumsy in my shackles. I would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.

I cared not for my lost freedom.  My shackles were forged with care and enhanced my look.  If I must be a slave, at least these made me beautiful.  I was happy to be Alex's slave. My loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my leg. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm making such a mess.”

“Not surprised. Most of you girls make a puddle when you're ironed. Seems to tickle the fancy of many a pretty girl.”

They handled me like a dumb animal. They spoke few words.  The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. They removed the chain from my ankles and  strapped me face up on a strange 'X' shaped table. I had a huge red ball gag strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used then to fit  gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

I looked up and watched the irons grip my wrists. The smith took as much care with their appearance as he had with my ankles. The bands were a solid length of curved metal with upturned ends. The edges rounded and smooth. They slipped around my limb then were squeezed closed by a large vise. When the ends met, they inserted rivets and hammered them flat. There were two rivets in each cuff and they were flat to the surface. They filed and polished the rivets  until there was a single flat surface. They pushed a thick, open ring  through a hole and welded it shut with a hammer and anvil.

One of the men held my collar up so I could see it. It was  wide, gleaming silver, curved out of a single piece of steel. There was no hinge. The opening was just wide enough to slide around my neck. It had a thick staple welded to the center with a large, thick steel ring. I stared at it with mixed emotions.

Joy that no one would ever be able to separate me from my Master. Acceptance that escape was even less likely. It would make me instantly noticed. There was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help.

I stared at my collar. It was just as shiny and beautiful as my others.  It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this sinister mass of metal was alive with malice. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

Yet, I wanted to wear it. I longed for its cold embrace tight on my throat. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman.  It was reaching out across time to hold me where I belonged. I knew I was a true slave and I wanted Alex to own me.

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was  inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand  claiming me. When  closed, I could feel it  touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. They inserted the rivets and  hammered them flat. The surface was filed and polished to a perfect flatness.

I lay there for many minutes feeling the vibrations of the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. I just wanted to finish training and return to love and obey Alex. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like I thought, it was beautiful and was perfect. It was exactly right for me, a slave.


Chapter  9  :  Ringed


The manual specified a nose ring for me, with a leash. I didn't want it.  I knew it would make me even more helpless, but I also knew the smith didn't care what I wanted.  After my bracelets and collar closed on me I was still strapped to the table.  One of the men released a hidden catch and the surface tilted so that my feet were only inches from the floor. The men added a blindfold and more straps until my torso and head could not move. The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.   It looked like they were going to put other rings on me.  I shook my head and moaned through my gag.  It was clear I didn't want my nipples pierced.

The smith said, "orders."

I remembered my master saying he wanted to put rings in my nipple and loins.  Shit. I thought I would have a say in that decision.  Not now.  Well, I can't stop it so I might as well want it. Lots of women got erotic piercings.  They would look great.   I was pretty sure these would be used for more than adornment though. 

One man went to each side of the table and began stroking and pinching my nipples. Against my will, the traitorous nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted. I had seen pictures of women with ringed nipples. All them had large balls on the rings. I understood these unscrewed so the rings could be removed. I didn't think mine would be removable so easily. I imagined they were just large rings that made the same statement as my collar. This woman is property. I have placed these rings in her flesh because I like the way they make her look. I will use them to control her. She is my property. I hoped they would enhance my beauty, my desirability. If asked, I would have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again. I had lost any right to my body. It was owned by Alexander Selven. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged, but my blindfold hid them from me. Then each of my ears received their rings.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  It came through my gag as only a small squeal. The ring was heavy and seemed to rest directly on the sensitive nub of my clit. Later I would discover its secret. I only sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received their rings.

I watched the smith put rings in Julie's nipples.  They were big and I didn't see any way to remove them. I had seen pictures of girls with them many times and I had often thought I would like some. These were as large as I had seen.  I imagined how they would feel dangling from my breasts.  I think I would orgasm all the time.  They looked so erotic in her.  I wondered why even I thought they looked erotic.  A man sure, but another girl?"  Maybe it was seeing how controllable they made her.  Anyone with a finger in one of her rings had her under total control.  Then why would I want some?  Did all women want to be controlled at some level? I watched, transfixed, as they made her more and more helpless and erotic.  The labia and clit rings were not as meaningful.  They were adornments and weren't as good for easy control.  Though a leash to her private parts would be effective.

I was helpless to do anything about the weighty metal piercing my flesh.  I wondered if they would make me more attractive to my new Master. One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I needed their care. I was so helpless!

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

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

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

They pushed one half ring through the grommet in my nose. A pair of pliers fastened the two halves together.  I heard the locks and knew I was  ringed and leashed as a slave where everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear. I felt drained and beyond caring. I just wanted  to sleep.

The table  tilted back to its horizontal position again, but I was not released yet. The men moved my ankles closer together. They took away the padlocks and welded a hobble chain between my ankle bands. They released me from the table. When I was standing on uncertain legs, my hands  locked together behind me.  I felt the heavy weight of my ring pulling down on my nose. They led me to a pillar and tethered me to it by a short chain to my collar. A steel band like my collar, but larger, gripped my waist. It was comfortable, like a steel corset,  tight, and obdurate. Another layer of restraint I could not remove.

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

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

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

I heard the man mutter, “Perfect.” He unlocked the wrist chains from the collar and pulled them through the waistband's ring. Then he said, “Keep your arms relaxed.” I felt him pull both wrists straight up my back until my forearms were together.  He pulled them up until they hurt. Then he said, “ She is pretty flexible. He pulled my chains up to my collar and locked them to the rear ring.

I was now more helpless than I had ever been. My hands were  far up my back and under tremendous strain. My collar  pulled down in the back, the edge pressing into my throat. I tried to lift my hands further. But they were already as high as they would go. The smith said, ”Your tendons will stretch a little and you will be more comfortable in an hour. You won't even notice it by morning.” The blindfold still covered my eyes.  I was chained to the pillar, gagged and helpless.

I heard Danica thank the smith and compliment him on his high quality. She removed my blindfold and gag and unlocked my tether from the pillar. Then I discovered the smith had threaded a light chain on my nose ring before he closed it. I had a permanent leash on my nose.  I felt defeated, broken.  I had expected a leash to be put on my nose ring. It was just too good a utility to go unused.  I would eagerly follow its tug to avoid real pain.  Much superior to a collar as a leash attachment point.  But a permanent leash was beyond my fears.  I had supposed it a transient thing. I was so helpless that I only thought of obedience.  I couldn't protest anything she wanted to do to me.  I had been reduced to her toy.

She took the end of my leash and led me across the room to a mirror. I looked at my reflection. I was beautiful. I was helpless and had rings all over me. I looked at my clit and saw the ring in my clit hood bore a metal ball with stubby spikes facing my clit. Round and smooth on the outside. Danica saw where I was looking and said. This little wonder will flop against your clit as you walk.  It will keep you aroused all the time. It will also make running hard. It will distract you at every step. 

She ran her hands over my ringed breasts and said, "You have lovely breasts, slave.  Did the piercing hurt much?"

I said in a soft voice, "No, Mistress.  It stung but the liquid he put on it deadened the sting.  Do you like my rings, Mistress?"

Danica said, "Yes, slave, they enhance your appearance a lot.  You look much better with them. How do they feel?"

I replied, "My nipples are still numb, Mistress.  But even now, I feel them tugging on my breasts and they feel like a soft caress.  The movement is nice."

Danica asked, "Are they arousing you?"

I said, "Just a little mistress.  When the numbness wears off I think I will always be ready to come."

She tugged on my leash. It hurt a lot, so I followed her as quick as I could. She led me back into the corridor. My gait was uncertain. I had never had to walk with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. She shortened her stride to match mine.

She said, “walking will become easier with practice. Your arms are  stretching. Every time I lock your wrists as they are now, I will pull them as high as I can. This will be uncomfortable at first. Your tendons will  stretch so you become comfortable. I am taking you back to your cell to recover. Tomorrow your training begins.” She led me some distance into the gloom of the dungeon.

I walked very slow. Every place I had been pierced was aching. My arms were hurting from their harsh traction. The little spiked ball bounced into my clit at every step, as advertised.  It didn't hurt.  To the contrary it was arousing me.  It was bouncing on my most sensitive erogenous zone.  She took me into a surprising room.  It looked completely normal like the ones upstairs.  It had an easy chair and it was carpeted.  I saw a window looking out into the dungeon.  But, thank God, it also held Alexander, my master.  Danica handed him my leash, left the room and closed the door.    I had never been so happy to see someone in my life.

He pulled me to him and enveloped me with his arms.  He kissed me hard.  I kissed back as well as I could without my arms. He said, Julie, I'm glad to see you too.  You've changed since I last saw you, and I like it.  You are a spectacularly lovely slave girl.  A king would give up his kingdom for you."

I knelt at his feet and kissed them.  I went into kneeling display and aimed my eyes at his feet. I said, "Thank you, Master.  Your slave girl is proud to be your property."

"Wonderful.  Submit to me.  I assume you remember the words from the manual.  They were on the inside of the front cover."

"Yes, master.  I will never forget them.  “I am Julie, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me master."

"Julie, I accept you as my slave.  I will care for you and keep you safe.  Now service me."

"Yes, Master."  I rose up on my knees and used my teeth to open his fly.  He helped a little until his semi-rigid cock sprang free.  I leaned forward until I felt his cock brush my lips. I licked my lips and opened my mouth to accept him. I licked and sucked him and felt the cock grow larger. I sucked it into my mouth and sucked it avidly, trying my best to get his cum into my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head and licked the tip of the cock as best I could. I felt the cock swell and lengthen in my mouth and was proud of my ability and success. I felt my own arousal grow with the cock. The heat was building in my pussy. It was close, so close. Then my Master's seed burst forth from his cock in a great flood. I was startled, it was so much, so quick, so damned good. I swallowed and swallowed and tasted the ambrosia of the gods. Then my own orgasm flowered within me. It was huge, it filled my body and soul. I could feel darkness enveloping me, smothering me, and I slumped back down on my knees.  I didn't faint, quite, but it was a near thing.

"Stand up."  His voice had the ring of authority.  I stood and moved smoothly into standing display position.  He led me to the chair, sat down and pulled me into his lap.  I snuggled into his arms.  I couldn't think of anywhere as comfortable.  He played with my nipple rings.  and said, "these look as good on you as I thought they would.  You are magnificent with them."

"Thank you, Master. I wasn't certain, before, but now I think they look good too.  I feel the rings all the time and they always remind me I belong to you.  Thank you for them."

He let me stay in his lap for a long time as he played with all my new adornments.  He was also quite happy with my collar and the way my hands were completely useless.  He said slavery was becoming on me.  I think he is right.  It felt natural, fitting to be helpless in his arms.  I wanted to spend the rest of my life there.

Alas, all good things finally end, he stood me up and followed then he called Danica.  She came in and he handed my leash to her. It was so dehumanizing to have a leash. It eliminated the most basic decision, go or stay.  I had no choice at all, I just followed my nose.  He told me he would visit me often in training.  I look forward to it.

My cell was a disappointment. Bare concrete floor, ten feet square, with a drain hole in the corner.  A small, thin pad lay on the floor.  My seat and bed.  Hooray.  A pipe for water, but none was running now. A flexible dildo fastened to the wall about four feet above the drain. Danica unlocked the door and led me in. She took me to the dildo and said, "This will give you water to drink if you suck it properly. Imagine it is Alexander" Water will be turned on to flush your waste when you are at training. Sweet dreams, slave."

She left and locked the door. My cell had a blank wall of concrete and three walls of bars. The door was of bars in the middle of the wall opposite the concrete one. A dismal, cold, hard place to stay. My prison. A slave's prison for sure.

Had my subconscious known what I would have to endure, would it have let me be so stupid? I was thirsty so I tried the dildo. I put my mouth around its tip. Just rubbery stuff. I sucked. Nothing happened. I sucked hard. Still nothing. I put it all the way into my mouth, just as deep as it would go and sucked . Nothing. I tried squeezing my lips hard on it while I sucked. Water, glorious water. It worked. I sucked and sucked.

Finally satisfied, I tried to figure out the least painful way to lay down on the pad. So, I stood a foot away from the solid wall at the end away from the water. I knelt down on the pad then leaned back against the wall. I twisted my ass around, a bit at a time, until I was parallel to the wall and lowered my back to the floor. Kind of the end part of a sit up. The floor was cold and hard and the pad only slightly less so. I rolled onto my side facing the door.  I was warm, though.  This place had a hot climate.

I fell asleep dreaming of running down a sunny beach toward Alex. Would I ever be allowed to run again?


Chapter 10 :  Conditioned For Love


I woke to the clang of the cell door opening. Danica stood in the door She had a serving cart with things on it. She said, "Good morning Julie. Get on your knees."

I struggled up using the wall to brace against. Danica was doing something I could not see while I was trying to get up. When I was finally on my knees, I saw she had hung two pictures on the bars on either side of the door. One was of my master, Alexander. Tears sprang to my eyes. The other was of a man I did not recognize.

When I had settled on my knees she said, "First lesson of the day. Your kneeling posture must be like this: spread your knees as wide as you can. Arch your back and thrust out your breasts, hold your head erect, and cast your eyes down to the floor. This is kneeling position. The same rules apply to standing position. An important part of your training is to instinctively go into the position with good posture. and remain motionless until ordered otherwise." I understand you have read some of the training manual?"

I said, "Good morning Mistress. Yes, I have read part of it."

She said, "I will begin with a review of what you will learn. Pay attention. Discipline and Correction. Have you read that section?"

I replied, "Yes, Mistress."

She continued, "then you know that you are required to be disciplined in your new life. Your master will have one or more places he will park you when your service is not required. You will stay in that spot and maintain good posture. Keep motionless and focus your attention on your master. He may restrain your movement, like you are restrained now. You must be unobtrusive, much like a piece of furniture. A perfect slave is nearly invisible unless your master needs you. You will learn your greatest pleasures come from your master. Your discipline is all about delaying that gratification until your master addresses your needs. The delay will make it all the sweeter."

She picked up a wicked looking whip with a thin leather strip on a long handle. She said, "Once you have been shown how to do something, you are expected to do it correctly. If you do not, I will use this whip to correct you. If you disobey an order you will be whipped until you comply. Do you understand?"

I said with a shiver, "yes, Mistress, I completely understand."

She said, "Alexander tells me you enjoy a little pain during sex. You will be trained for many sexual activities and I will use this whip to enhance your pleasure."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She said, "speech is very easy, but you will have to overcome some tendencies. Always address any male as 'Master.' Every male is your master. You must obey the orders of any man so long as they do not conflict with orders of your owner. Address every free woman as 'Mistress.' The same rule applies. You may use their given name to differentiate between masters, like, Master John. Orders from men take precedence. Yes, I know its unfair, but its a man's world. Get used to it. Next rule, do not speak unless given permission. Always ask permission and stop talking if it is not given. A talkative slave is a sore slave. Third, always be respectful in your speech and behavior. Snide, sarcastic, snarky, or ironic remarks will earn you a stripe. Finally, always give a verbal acknowledgment of an order, like 'yes, Mistress.'

"OK," do you understand?"

I said, "Yes, Mistress." I heard a swish and felt the incredibly painful stripe her whip left on my ass. I screamed and jumped.

She asked, calmly, "Why did I whip you?"

I cried, "I don't know, Mistress."

She said, "Because I wanted to show you what a correction feels like.  You need to know I can do this anytime I want, whether you have earned it or not. Slaves may be punished anytime, anyplace, by any free person.  You must work hard to be pleasing at all times. Correction is always provided promptly and forgotten just as quickly. Its the most effective way to train a girl."

She said, "Physical training is just exercise and stretching to make you very fit. Nothing special hers. Usually you'll be restrained while exercising. There are some creative devices to help you.

Attitude training will teach you humility.  It will remove any lingering pride or dignity from you. None of these attitudes you perfected as a free woman are desirable in a slave girl. You will learn to perform any act, no matter how humiliating it used to be.  In front of any audience when your master commands it.

Positions are similar to the kneeling position you are in now. There are many positions you must learn to assume promptly and gracefully when commanded. As in kneeling, your posture is paramount. Most of them are intended to allow your master to display you to his guests with pride. Its important that you learn to smile in every one of them. As a matter of fact you may be corrected anytime you are not smiling.

Skills training will teach you to be a more useful slave. There are three types of skill to learn. Those are domestic skills, social skills, and artistic expression. You'll probably like this area.

Pleasure training will teach you more sexual positions, toys, techniques than you ever imagined. We don't teach all the ones in the Kama Sutra, but you will enjoy this the most. You'll learn to orgasm to anal and oral sex as well as vaginal. I'll force you to orgasms with pain and pleasure. You'll have orgasms from breast manipulation and the whip. You'll be taken strapped down, suspended, laying down, doggy style.  You'll be taken  in more than one orifice at the same time.

When I'm done with you, you'll be the perfect concubine, companion, entertainer, and whore. Your master will treasure you beyond rubies.

That's your training plan for the next three months. The things I teach you will be interspersed. We don't just do one topic at a time. Stand up. Be as smooth and graceful as you can."

Danica looked me over and said, " You can stand to lose 5 pounds. I'll be watching your weight and adjusting your diet. Watch your posture.  Spread your knees more.  They can go wider than your hobble., pose as when kneeling. Do it."

I spread my legs until my ankle hobble was tight, arched my back, thrust out my breasts and held my head erect. I aimed my eyes at the floor.

She smiled and said, "good. Always remember your posture and try to make your owner proud of you. Remember to smile. Think about your life after your training is done."

I did. I thought about the last time Alex loved me. It was wondrous and I was instantly aroused. I smiled and I didn't move.

Danica picked up my leash and led me out of the cell and into a bare room. There were several chains dangling about four feet off the floor from a bar near the ceiling. She took me to one and locked it to my collar. I remembered to stand correctly and smile.

She said, "I'll be right back," and left the room." She returned with a clatter of chain leading a dusky skinned woman about our age. The woman was chained like me but she only had a nose ring. There was a leash on her ring, too. Danica led her next to me and locked a chain to her collar. I saw she stood well.

Danica said, "Julie, this is Amal. Amal, this is Julie. You are the only slaves being trained now. I am in charge of both your training. Julie, Amal was sentenced two days ago and I decided to start her training at the same time as yours. I expect you each to help the other. Your training will progress better if you do."

I was surprised when another dusky skinned woman walked into the room. She was free and clothed. She was pushing a wheeled table. Danica said, "Girls, this is Myriam, my assistant. Myriam, this is Julie and Amal. Girls, Myriam is a free woman. Greet her properly."

Both Amal and I said, "Good morning, Mistress Myriam."

Myriam smiled too and said, "Good Morning slave girls. You are perfect. Keep this up and I will never need to use my whip."

Belatedly, I saw the whip coiled at her waist.

Danica said, " clean them inside and out. I'll get their food," and left.

Myriam wheeled her cart next to us. She liked to talk. She filled the air with small talk as she gave us enemas. When we were clean inside she got out a hose and washed us both. The water was warm and it was pleasant, given our restraints. Danica returned and watched. When dry Danica took me to a scale like in a doctor's office and weighed me. 140 pounds. I had 15 pounds of metal on me! She wrote on a clipboard then put me back locking the end of my leash on the chain and weighed Amal.

Danica said, "Now its time for breakfast."

She took bowls off the cart and set it on the floor in front of me.

I looked at it blankly.

Danica said, "kneel with the bowls a foot in front of your knees, stick your face in the food and eat. Don't make me wait. Yes, its demeaning to eat like a dog on the floor. This is part of your attitude training. Forget pride and dignity, slave. If you get food on your leash or ring, I'll wipe it off this time. You will get more skill with practice and not get your things dirty."

I looked at her and saw the whip in her hand. I leaned forward and ate, like a slave. I did get food on my leash and ring. Not my finest hour. I saw Amal out of the corner of my eye doing the same.

When I straightened up she said, "posture." and I thrust out my breasts and knelt proudly for her to wipe the food off my ring. This was not going to be an easy three months. I knew I would gather a collection of stripes. The shining light of eventually being with Alex made the load lighter.

Danica took my leash off the chain leash and ordered, "up, girl. We need to go get you fit."

I stood up and hurried after her, intent on keeping the leash slack. Myriam took Amal.

They took us to an exercise room and put harnesses on us. These were leather, nylon and Velcro. Two bands circled my chest, one above my breasts and one below. Smaller bands were fastened to both of these and circled my breasts at the base. They were pulled tight so my breasts were squeezed into round, bouncy balls. They stuck obscenely out from my chest. The skin on my boobs was stretched tight and the rings felt heavier than ever. Two straps went over my shoulders and had sturdy rings at the highest point. They looked like they were designed to hang me from the ceiling.

Danica put me on a stationary bicycle. It looked like my hobble was made just long enough I could use this bike. The chain banged every rotation so it was noisy. My hands were left locked to the back of my collar. She was right on one thing. They didn't feel the strain so much today. She locked my leash to a ring on the bicycle and noted the mileage shown. She started a workout program on the control panel and I started pumping. She watched me and if I slacked off she would flick my ass with her whip, not hard enough to leave a mark. Just to remind me to work hard. I don't doubt I would really feel it if I didn't try.

Amal was put in a harness like mine. Myriam put her on a treadmill in front of me. Ropes hanging from the ceiling were tied to the rings on her harness. It looked like a safety device to catch her if she fell. Myriam started the treadmill and selected a program.

Danica left us and Myriam watched us exercise, whip in hand.

One of the first things I had done when I took over this facility was to have security cameras installed.  Most for security, but some to keep watch over the dungeon.  I wanted to ensure no atrocities happened on my watch.  The ones in the dungeon were hidden so the guards and inmates would not know of them.  Needless to say I watched every aspect of Julie's training.  I had told Danica that whenever she was to be taken sexually, I wanted to do it.  I instructed Harold that he was to watch her when I had to be away. If sexual penetration was required by the manual, he was to do it, with a condom, of course.

I watched Julie on the exercise machines.  She was gorgeous. It took a great effort of will not to rush down there and take her on the floor.   I turned it off and got to work.  I  always turned her back on when I could sneak the time.  Danica was instructed to alert me ten minutes before Julie needed my attention.

Amal and I changed machines after a half hour. Myriam ended our workout after an hour total. She locked my leash to Amal's collar and used her leash to lead us to our next fun filled adventure.

I realized I was happy. I also knew I was crazy. Could I have gone over the deep end in two days? It was the exercise endorphins. Still, I was helpless and being led around by my nose. Literally. A young woman, probably not old enough to vote had complete control of me, a five year veteran of the FBI, and I was happy! As I pondered this I added up my pluses and minuses. Plus: I was healthy, had a billionaire who loved me, was the best lover ever, and was going to keep me forever. Minus: I was helpless, wore 15 pounds of chains, I was ringed everywhere. I had no idea what Danica and Myriam were going to do to me. No, wait. I knew they were going to make me a perfect slave girl for Alex. Maybe this was a plus? Anyway, I had shucked all responsibilities and I had never felt so alive, so full or potential. To hell with the CPA shit and the FBI. I was horny and wanted Alex to come and take me now. I followed the tug on my nose and wondered where Alex was now?

As I shuffled noisily along, I noticed nothing hurt, not even my arms. I guess Danica was right. Girls adjusted.

The sign on the door said, 'Training Room.' When we got in the training room, we were ordered to stand and we both went to display position. Myriam unlocked my leash and led me to a long steel bar, bent me over it and locked my leash to a ring on the other side. Amal was positioned beside me, three feet away.

Myriam talked to us as she played with us.  "I love whipping girls.  You make such nice sounds.  Its just like the sounds you make in an orgasm.  Listen as I give you each three strokes."

Myriam then used her whip to heat up my bottom. She gave me three stripes then used her fingers to see if I was wet.  She was right, At each stroke I grunted then moaned.  It was close to the sounds I make when I'm about to orgasm.  I was dripping, my ass and loins red hot. I needed a cock in me so bad I squealed when her fingers rubbed me. I thrust back against them as far as I could, but to no avail. They went away. I gasped and wept in frustration.

Myriam went to Amal and gave her three stripes and fingered her pussy.   Amal sounded just like me. Then she gave her three more stripes and fingered her again. Amal was gasping at each stroke and moaning in pain. Her moans changed to pleasure during her third session. Myriam's fingers came away wet this time. We were both aroused now.

Myriam said, "in this session we are training you to orgasm to the whip.  I aroused Julie with just three strokes and a pussy rub.  Amal, you took a little longer.  You needed nine strokes to get you hot.  When we're done training you, you both will be ready to come with one stroke."

Then she came back and thrust into me. I screamed with joy as I came.  My belly churned and my vagina clamped down on the wonderful fingers, trying to draw them back into me. If I hadn't been wet, she would have given me three more stripes, continuing until I was wet. When I regained my senses, I recognized that Myriam had gone back to Amal and was fingering her. Amal screamed when she came and kicked her feet. It looked like she was enjoying the orgasm a lot. I wanted another.

On the first day of training, I orgasmed after only three strokes.  Amal after eight or nine. By the time training ended, neither of us needed more than one stripe and then a touch on our pussies or nipples . We were turned into pain sluts. One bit of pain anywhere, with anything, and we came at the next touch. We were made very easy.

At the end of the first day, Amal was put in the cell with me. As Danica brought her in I was elated. Someone to talk to and maybe we could play around. Danica was having none of that. Myriam followed them in carrying some chain. It was one long chain. After some fiddling, one end was locked to my collar and the other end to Amal's. Myriam had run the chain between us around some bars of the cell. I thought it was clever and mean. Now we couldn't touch each other. One of us  could reach the water and drain if the other stood next to the bars.

I saw Amal was staring at the picture of the man I didn't know. I asked, "is that your master?"

She smiled, staring at the picture and replied, "Yes, that is Rashid, my lover and now my master."

I asked, "you chose to be his slave by committing a crime against him? Don't answer if you don't want to talk about it."

She said, "yes, I stole from him so I could be his. My parents had arranged my marriage to a cleric. Much older than me. It would be good for the family, but I was Rashid's lover already. We met in London where we both were at University. We planned to return and get married here, but while I was away my parents arranged my marriage. I didn't know about it until I got home. I was aghast, but didn't know what to do. Rashid has a friend who knew about the option of choosing slavery to the victim of a crime. It is an old, old law, but still valid. So Rashid and I came here and he took a room and I stole money from him. He reported it and I confessed. The next day I was his slave. I didn't know about this training. I will certainly be a more experienced, more skilled lover after this. Do you want to tell me your story?"

"Its no secret. I did it for love too, but it wasn't my first choice. I was a US government agent. They sent me undercover to investigate allegations Alexander Selven was behind some art thefts. He hired me and we fell in love. I became convinced he was innocent and I broke into a file vault looking for proof. I was caught and charged before he knew about it. I confessed and he sentenced me to slavery.. I didn't know about this training either. I hope it makes me his perfect possession because I want to be with him forever."

Amal said, "what a strange world that women have to commit a crime and become slaves in order to be with their mates."

I agreed, "yes, strange, but remember men made this world and these laws because they want to own us. And speaking just for myself, I'm fine with a man like my Master owning me." I don't need a fancy wedding and lots of pomp. These chains are just fine."

Amal agreed with me, "yes, you're right, there's a logic to belonging to your man. Too many unhappy women destroy their marriages. I know I will never have that choice as a slave and I'm glad that possibility is closed to me. If there's something I don't like, I better ignore it or suffer the whip. I will be a very good slave and know my place."


Chapter 11 :  Milked


Our days always began and ended the same way. We were cleaned inside and out, then we were fed. Next was an exercise session followed by several forced orgasms and then training. Never anything to eat at lunch so we were ravenous by the afternoon feeding.

All of the places we were taken had large mirrors on a wall. I suspected they were one way mirrors so we could be observed by unseen eyes. Sometimes I could feel eyes on me, but I never knew for sure.  It was comforting to think that my master might be watching me.  That thought always made me try especially hard to be graceful and elegant in my poses and motions. 

Every training time always included a milking session. Until my first training period, I didn't even know this existed. Nice girls never talked about this kind of thing. I needed kinkier friends when I was young. I was so ignorant of my potential. That first day, Myriam released me from the rail and led me over to a stand or structure made out of steel pipe. She said, "I'm going to milk you now. Most girls enjoy this."

I didn't know what she meant. I was not producing any milk, and had never done so. What were they going to do? She held on to my leash, pulling me forward with one hand. She put her other hand on my ass, not pushing, but guiding and feeling me. Quite nice. She guided me to the center of the structure. Then forward until my ankles were trapped in two U-shaped fixtures on a cross bar only inches off the floor. I felt them close around my ankles, trapping them. She dropped my leash and raised a bar until my thighs were resting against it. She pulled my leash down, and my torso followed until my shoulders rested on another cross bar. A short chain from the crossbar was clipped to my collar so I couldn't raise up. She dropped the leash then. She put a blindfold and a ball gag on me. My head was a little lower than my ass. I felt straps put on both knees and then pulled wide apart and fastened.

I wriggled and confirmed I was securely fastened, again. I wasn't going to fight. I was sure she wasn't going to hurt me, but I was curious what was going to happen to me now. I felt my breasts wiped with a damp cloth and a heavy bra was put around my chest. I felt soft cups snug around my breasts held on by a strap across my back. I couldn't see anything or move anything. I reveled in my helplessness. I felt so submissive.  Soothing hands rubbed my back and ass, playing up and down my thighs.  I felt like a prize cow being soothed before the milking, I guess I was.  I was tense when I was first fastened in the machine.  Blind, mute, helpless.  The hands relaxed me until I felt soft, pliant.

I heard a pump start and felt my breasts and tits being sucked into the cups of the bra. And then released in a slow rhythm – one breast at a time. I could feel my pussy starting to moisten and my tits getting increasingly sensitive. I closed my eyes, and relaxed into the pumping feeling. It was very tense and exciting. My legs started to shake and I developed goose pimples all over. My pussy was trembling and I was aroused, but I couldn't get close to an orgasm. I discovered if I shook my ass sideways, clit ball stimulated me. Again, I got closer to an orgasm, but not close enough. My breasts felt wonderful, but not enough.

Milking time was one of my great pleasures every day.  Whenever I got the alert from Danica, I would pause whatever I was doing and go to the dungeon.  I would watch through the mirror until Julie was blindfolded.  I insisted on starting the process.  I ran my hands all over her, gently, just touching her silky smooth skin and reveling in her possession.  I knew I was incredibly fortunate and I resolved, every day, to make her life joyous.  When she felt relaxed I started the pump and for a minute watched the rhythmic kneading of her breasts.  I wanted to do that, but the machine was more gentle.  After it ran for a minute or two, my cock was hard. Ready,  I would place it on her pussy and like magic, she would spread open her labia lips and invite me in.  She was hot and slippery, open and trembling with eagerness.  I would start slow.  I didn't want to come too soon.  I wanted to enjoy her whole milking cycle.

I knew she wanted me to speed up and give her release by the way she moaned through her gag.  I enjoyed her frustration and delighted in teasing her.  I knew her orgasm would be stronger if I delayed a little.  She was strapped tightly and couldn't do anything but wriggle.  When she trembled around me and her moans turned to whimpers, I knew she had come to a boil.  I sped up and she came in a surge.  I felt her hot love juices flow around my cock and leak past our imperfect seal.  I wasn't ready yet so I pumped harder and grabbed her around her waist.  I came and filled her with my spend.  She came again on my heels and we filled her like a balloon.  I withdrew, cleaned myself with a damp cloth and patted her ass.  I was careful not to say anything.  She only produced enough milk to coat the tubes.  Not enough to drink.  I knew this would improve the more she was milked.  I hoped her milk would be good.  I wanted to milk her myself once her training was over.

Then, oh joy, I felt probing fingers at my pussy. They stroked down one lip then up the other. Yes. This was going to do it if only they kept going. I prayed they would keep it up just a little longer, but hey left me. My joy turned to ashes in that instant. They were just teasing me. I was so needy. I sobbed into my bit. wishing I could plead with him to continue. I struggled in my bonds, but I couldn't budge anything. I was helpless in my need. I moaned in loss. Then the fingers returned. They stroked me into fiery arousal and this time his cock entered my sopping pussy. I couldn't move a muscle. It was up to him. He thrust in easily and slowly withdrew, In and out, slow, languid. I needed him to speed up. I couldn't orgasm unless he moved faster. Oh how I wished I could speak, He couldn't see my face or my need. I was an immobile, mute female form. My frustration knew no bounds. I whimpered, hoping he would understand.

Miracle of miracles. I think he understood. He sped up and my arousal flew to the very edge and blossomed into a stupendous orgasm. It was huge. Every muscle in my body spasmed in a paroxysm of joy. If he felt anything from my tight held body, it was my internal muscles contracting around him. Vainly trying to keep him in me. I couldn't tell if he felt anything because he kept pumping, instantly causing my arousal to grow. Meanwhile the machine kept on pumping my boobs, and how good that felt. I felt my arousal climbing high. All I could do was moan my pleasure. I hope he understood how happy I was to feel him in me. I had no idea who he was. I wished I could see him, kiss him, use my arms to love him properly. It came to me while he was pumping me up to an orgasm. Slave girls do not make love. They are given orgasms when their owners think they deserve it, or for their own pleasure. I was good with that. I'm a slave girl now, I think. I've been packaged as men want me, I'm helpless, and I've had the best orgasm of my life. My life was complete.

Then he came in me and his hot spend flowed through me. I climaxed again while his spend was fresh and our mixed fluids flowed down my legs. The wonderful machine kept pumping my breasts. Whoever he was, he withdrew from me, patted my ass and left without a word. I hoped it was Alex. Even if I couldn't be with him, I hoped I had pleasured him.

Twenty minutes later, Myriam came back and stopped the machine. She took the bra off. My nipples were so sensitive I almost screamed as my rings swayed in them. I felt like any touch – however light and where ever applied – would make me come in a tremendous orgasm. My mind was filled with the tense excitement emanating from the two very hard spots on my chest. A sort of long purr crept from my throat and past my bit.

Amal and I were always blindfolded when men fucked us. We trained to pleasure and arouse men in many other ways and were allowed to see them. But we never knew who fucked us. Sometimes we were blindfolded when we were whipped. Maybe our masters whipped us too?

The whip or strap or paddle were used to give us pain. If the pain was not too bad, we orgasmed to it. A little pain always shifter to be a lot of pleasure. But when applied hard, pleasure didn't come quickly. A skillful whip handler could give us a lot of pain and then shift it into a stupendous orgasm or two.

Every week we received a hard whipping. Its sole purpose was to remind us we were slaves and restore our fear of our masters. For these whippings there was a special room where we were hung from our wrists, feet off the floor. The whip would leave scarlet stripes all over us. Especially our breasts. We would be hung and left to ponder our fates for an hour or so before the beatings. After the beatings were done, we would hang another hour. They used a whip that didn't cut the skin but left wonderfully colorful stripes. It hurt a lot but never did any damage. We were never gagged for the beatings. I think they liked to hear us beg.

The training manual was quite specific.  Slaves in training had to receive a hard whipping every week.  Without this the slave would become difficult and require excessive punishment in the future.  The recommendation was that her back, thighs, buttocks, stomach. and breasts be a uniform pink all over.  The stroked should be no more than five seconds apart.  If she had an orgasm, let her hand for an hour and start over.  A gag was recommended since a satisfactory punishment was judged by her skin not by her pleas.

I watched a couple of sessions. Myriam and Danica enjoyed the whippings a little too much.  I made sure that Rashid and I did the punishment whippings from then on.  We both enjoyed watching our property dance and moan, but not as much as the trainers.

The whippings were quite effective in reminding us of our slavery. We were completely broken afterwards. Not that we were ever a problem. It was that just after so many orgasms we tended to get a little sloppy in our speech and posture. This restored us to the straight and narrow paths our trainers and masters desired.

My chains were a constant. My feet were linked by the same short chain all the time. My collar was how I was secured. Whenever I was not escorted by a trainer, I was locked to something solid by my collar. When a trainer was around, they used my light leash to lead me and hold me in place if they were somewhere else in the room. My hands stayed fastened high on my back when I slept and when I didn't need to use my hands. Even if the lock was removed from my hands, I could only move them just in front of my body. The permanent chains to my wrists were fastened to the back of my waist band. Sometimes during the day Danica would just lock my hands to the back of my waist band directly. I was pretty helpless wherever she put the lock. The chains were probably of some benefit to me. If I wasn't hopelessly chained, I would be consumed with trying to find a way to escape. That thought never crossed my mind, even when I was still smarting from a beating.

We were kept in complete ignorance of the outside world. We were forced to focus on our training by the simple expedient of not letting us know anything else. No outside news or reading material was ever provided.  We were told curiosity was unbecoming for slave girls. Myriam and Danica never told Amal or I anything in advance. They just gave orders. I learned to live in the present. I learned never to think about anything outside of what I could see or feel. There was no other place than where I was. I felt no anticipation, no expectation. I lived in the instant, for I did not know of anything else and could not affect anything else.

Although I never knew which men had me, we trained with several men quite a lot. Amal and I had to learn how to please both men and women in other ways than just spreading our legs. There was a lot of skill involved in being a good courtesan.

The trainer's whips were simple braided leather cords with short handles. Never breaking the skin, but always leaving thin red lines wherever they landed. Wielded lightly they corrected my actions and warmed my skin.   It leached through to my  core and excited me.  It made me want more and brought me to the threshold of ecstasy, but they never pushed me over the edge. I loved the feeling and hated the denial. Firmly swung, the same whip scalded me, punished me, controlled me.

After several weeks of training, one light stroke  was all it took bring me to the edge. I was not able to orgasm without some direct stimulation of my loins. It took but a single finger to push me over the edge from arousal to a thunderous orgasm. Once I had orgasmed, any further stimulation would send me over again. Any stimulation, whether sex related or pain inducing  would send me over the edge again. If my trainer aroused me but did not let me come, I would remain in needy anguish for hours.  Until either I finally cooled down or allowed to orgasm. Then it would start all over again.

After I had orgasmed the first time, my later orgasms grew in strength. After five or so I would faint. I had learned to be a slut powerhouse. Once aroused, I would orgasm at almost any touch. My trainer chose whether I  orgasmed or was denied release. In my heart I knew I was a true slave. This was where I belonged. My feelings and desires were no longer under my control. Now, I longed for the whip and orgasm. My body could no longer tell the difference between pain and pleasure. Rather, I welcomed pain  because it could lead to more pleasure than I had ever known . I knew I could never be free again. I was only and forever a sex slave, and loved it. Even if released tomorrow I would search forever for a man or woman to enslave me again. My desires, my feelings, my preferences no longer mattered. I longed for my master to take me to the heights of pleasure only he could give.

I had to leave for a few days and asked Harold to fill in for me with Julie's training.  It pained me, but I was sure Harold would treat her right.  Besides I had recordings and he knew that.

After I returned I asked Harold to brief me.

Harold said, "Sir, when Ms. Danica informed me Ms. Julie was ready, I had intercourse with her. Per the training manual I first gave her an orgasm vaginally.  I then had her use her mouth to arouse me again and I finished by having an orgasm in her bottom.  Both she and I had orgasms when I was in her vagina and bottom.  I did not speak to her during these actions.  This occurred every day you were traveling, sir."

"Great job.  She needed them to stay on her training plan.  How did you like it, Harold?"

"Sir, Ms. Julie is exceptionally attractive and quite fit. I quite enjoyed servicing her."

"Would you do this again in the future?"
"Yes sir.  It would be my pleasure.  Sir, I have not asked this before, but would you consider me for future slave girl ownership.  I enjoyed Ms. Julie quite a lot."

"Yes, Harold. I believe you would be an exceptionally good master.  I will be pleased to send you a girl as soon as a girl presents herself."

"Thank you, sir."

My training was relentless, from dawn to dusk.  I was always chained and leashed. I was required to address all men as “Master” and all  women as “Mistress.” Often gagged and blindfolded I learned patience waiting for my next lesson.   Endless practicing of submissive positions.  Relentless trainers who were never satisfied with my best efforts.   The always present whips stinging my buttocks and thighs for minor failures.  Trainers always giving pain that turned to arousal.


Chapter 12  :  Amal


One day in the training room, Myriam took us to a couch and locked our leashes to the same ring in the couch frame. She left us alone in the room.

Amal and I looked at each other. Amal asked, " have you ever made love to a woman?”

Startled, I replied,” No.” I had once tried it at school, but I wasn't going to admit it to her.

Amal said, “I have, but just with my best friend. We liked it and after we practiced a little it got better than with boys, much better. Can I show you? After all, what else do we have to do now.  Anyway, its pretty obvious that is what they want us to do or they wouldn't have left us fixed this way!”

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

Amal said, ”Stand up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I said, “You mean the stupendous orgasm I felt was not normal? I sure enjoyed it. You played me like a violin and gave me intense joy, almost as much as my master. You can play me anytime!”

I learned more about arousing another sexually than I thought was possible. Some women seemed to know instinctively how to attract men. I, like most other girls I knew, blundered along relying upon my natural beauty to attract men. In my training I learned that I had barely scratched the surface. I learned how to arouse men and women solely with the sounds I uttered, or the way I moved my body. I never had any clothing to assist me.   I learned to give any man looking at me an erection just by the way I looked into his eyes and slowly wriggled. I could get the attention of any woman by the way I bent and slowly lifted my breasts. It was like magic. It always worked. Even though always helpless, I felt powerful when I worked my magic on others.

After we found out how good loving another woman could be we had command performances. After our training was done for the day and we were put away for the evening, Myriam and Danica would often visit us. They didn't seem to have favorites, but they would come into our cell with a chair in hand. One would sit in front of me and I would get her off several times. After a few times they started to linger and talk to us. We never were told anything useful or what we would consider news. It was mostly gossip about people we knew around the palace.

Sometimes Danica would bring a bottle of spirits with her. Myriam always abstained. Danica may have been a little tipsy when she came in. She never brought any keys with her when she visited. Afraid we'd get away? Hardly. Even if every lock on were opened I could only walk slowly and could only read six inches in front of my belly. Not much of a threat for escape. Anyway she started talking bout men.

Danica said, "I never had any luck with men. They aren't nearly as good as you two. Why do we need them anyway?"

Myriam replied, "I love my man. He treats me good and is a good lover. These two slaves are good too, but my man makes me feel just as good. As to why, well, I want children someday and these two can't help with that. And when I do, he will keep working and support his family."

Danica took another sip and said, "OK, Myriam, some men are good husbands and fathers, but not all." She was slurring a few syllables now. "And some of them are murdering bastards. A lot of them. Slave," she nudged me with her foot," you love my uncle, don't you?"

I answered, somewhat fearfully, "Yes, Mistress. I love my master."

Danica continued, " I like you, slave, you make me feel good. But your master is not always good. He tries to be a hero sometimes. You know the definition of a hero?"

"No, mistress."

"A hero is a person who gets other people killed."

"Yes, mistress, so Alexander caused someone to die?"

She raised her whip and said, Curiosity is not for Slave girls, you may be whipped. But yes, my mother and father died because of him."

"Mistress, I'm sorry, but I know Master would never do that."

I felt the burn of a stripe on my side. "Silence, slave girl," yelled Danica. I was there. Men came and shot my parents in front of me. They told me it was payment for what Alexander did. He was off fighting in the war. They took revenge on his family. My mother and father. He should have stayed home and helped there."

"Yes, mistress." Now I knew who and why master was being framed for the art thefts. All I had to do was be quiet about this until master claimed me. Two weeks, I think.

One morning, nearly at the end of my training I was aroused with the whip as usual, but I was not taken to climax. Danica just whipped me until my ass was beet red. She never touched me. I couldn't quite come, no matter how I squirmed. I was released unsatisfied. My body ached in gentle agony. I needed to come. I couldn't concentrate on my lessons. I was whipped for my failures more than ever before. My perfect coordination was lost. I was clumsy and forgot almost everything except the aching void in my belly. I needed to come so bad.

In a brief moment of clarity I saw that Amal was having the same problem. The trainer's whips were in constant motion.   Correcting problems not seen since the first week.

After we were taken back to our cell and the trainers had left, I found it was agony to kneel. I kept squirming, trying to get comfortable. I complained to Amal, "I didn't get a climax all day. I hurt."

She replied, " Me too. I didn't get to come all day. Do you know why?"

I said, "No. They just didn't touch me after I was hot."

Danica walked to our cell and looked in. She asked, "You look unhappy, Julie. Is something wrong?"

"Mistress," I said, "I did not get to climax all day. Did I do something wrong?"

She smiled and said, "No, slave girl. You have both learned that pain and pleasure are closely aligned. Now it is time for you to learn that you live to give pleasure to your mistress or master. You must earn your pleasure. If you are exquisite, your mistress may choose to reward you. Now be quiet and think how to be exquisite tomorrow."

I was dismayed. No more climaxes unless my trainers thought I deserved a reward. I already was working hard, under the ever present threat of the whip. How could I do better? It was unfair. Hah, slaves don't get fair.

I looked around me. I needed to climax so badly. I couldn't think straight. There must be something here I can rub myself against. I found nothing. I wondered if I could use my chain? But that would make noise. Danica or Myriam would punish me. Rats.

I lay down on the floor and felt my need burning in my belly. My body felt deprived of its accustomed pleasure. I thought of what I could do to be exquisite tomorrow. I resolved to obey perfectly and be as alluring as possible. I lay awake for a long time. I thought of Alex and my failure. I wish I could go back and begin anew. I had no options now. I would obey. I would be submissive. I would be an alluring woman. I would watch every motion of Amal. I would copy the best moves. I would train my body and my face. I must be the best slave. A perfect slave.

Two days later, Danica and Myriam provided a means for Amal and I to get our own orgasms. For their entertainment.

They had mounted two poles with big, rubbery dildos on the end sticking up out of the floor.  Both poles had a large Hitachi vibrator mounted on it, at the base of the dildo.  If a girl was standing with the dildo in her pussy, the vibrator rested against her sweet spot.  The trick was that the pole was adjusted so it fit inside her pussy if she stood as tall as she could.  We had to add six inches to our height to get on the dildo.  They cleverly provided six by six blocks on the floor beside the pole.  We had to scoot the blocks into position with our feet. Turn on the vibrator, stand on the blocks, ease our pussies onto the dildo, and step off the blocks.

Turning the vibrator on was unexpectedly hard.  Our hands were locked to the backs of our collars, as usual.  So we had to kneel with our backs to the vibrator and fumble with a small switch we couldn't see.  Finally we did it, but it was hard and I'm sure our efforts will be on You Tube before I finish the story. Danica and Myriam and whoever was behind the mirrors had a lot of fun watching us mount the dildos.  But, God, once we were impaled, we had just enough room to roll our hips and get a little motion going.  With the vibrator, we both came in a couple of minutes. And came.  And came.  We had to get off the poles after we had four orgasms. At that point, neither of us cared.

After ten weeks of training, Amal and I were accomplished slave girls. We knew every trick in the book for tempting, arousing and satisfying every sexual need of a man or woman. We could set up the tables and serve a banquet with our hands chained. We were graceful in our chains and the most humble of women. We had no dignity or pride. We would perform ant act commanded in front of any audience. We would make our masters proud they owned such beautiful, obedient creatures..

The training we underwent did remarkable and unexpected things to our bodies. Throughout our training we were forced to orgasm dozens of times a day. We exercised to near exhaustion every day, losing fat and making our bodies lean. We became addicted to cum, female juice and orgasms.  Our bodies rebelled if every hole was not used every day. We craved bondage for the extraordinary arousal and outstanding orgasms it created.

We loved being milked. It made us horny in a way we had never experienced before. Who knew that breast massage was so, so, stimulating. We both had our bust sizes increased by the milking. I went from a 36C to a 38D, and I started giving a cup of milk a day. Danica and Myriam shared our milk, reporting it was sweeter than the best cow's milk. Now I needed to be milked twice a day or my breasts ached. I guess Alex will do that for me. I hope.

Our chains became an accustomed and not unwelcome accompaniment to our bodies. Oh, we would like to have those that limited us removed. But those that proclaimed our true nature seemed appropriate.

I came to love my rings, even the little one in my clit hood that caused me so much arousal at the wrong times. They were not required for our training. I knew my master had ordered them installed, so I loved them. I hope he loved them as much as I.

Danica told us we had finished all our training save the artistic. We would be trained in dancing for the entertainment of our masters. We were taken to the training room after our exercise and A new teacher awaited us. Danica clipped the ends of our leashes to our collars to keep them out of the way. She released our hands and she fastened a belt of dangling coins around our waists. She hung bells on my nipple rings and on Amal's collar.

The teacher was a youngish woman in belly dance regalia. bra, skirt, bells and light chains adorned her. She said, "my name is Jasmine. I will teach you the belly dance, and yes this much your chains will permit you. Through your training, you will learn to move with grace and sensuousness. You will learn to arouse and stimulate your masters with your every motion, every breath. You will become the one in control of those things that matter. In everything else you must be obedient. You will learn to drive men and women mad with passion. That is what belly dance is for and slaves like you have used it for centuries to please their masters.”

She moved in front of the large mirror I suspected was a one way mirror. We were moved to stand in front of her. This way we could see her from all sides. I pretended that my master was behind the mirror watching me.

I enjoyed the dancing. I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all. Almost all  the action was in my hips and torso. I learned that all the floor motion used tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length. I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms. Considering how much my chains limited me, I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I danced.

The men often came to watch us dance. I cast furtive glances at them as I moved. I noticed how they smiled at us in motion and watched as their cocks swelled their pants. I imagined Alex behind the mirror, proud of my skill and sensuous dance.

One of the most enjoyed exercises was that used for strengthening the pectorals. We were required to learn to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipple rings in a circle. Amal had clamps with short chains put on her nipples. The men clapped and cheered when one of us succeeded. Of course, these exercises caused we the slave girls to become aroused too.

I loved performing in front of the men. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my masters and were going to take me fully when the dance ended. But it always ended in frustration. I knew this is the life of a slave girl and I acknowledged that I was a slave girl. I wanted the damned training to be over so I could finally be with my master. I wanted my master, I needed my master. NOW!

At the end of the day's dance lesson, the teacher would give a coin to the one of who did the best that day. We could trade the coin to Danica for an orgasm. It was a wonderful reward for us and pure hell for the loser. Needless to say, we both worked very hard to earn that coin.


Chapter 13  :  Addicted to Love


At last we graduated. Danica and Myriam took us out of our cell and to the bath. We were cleaned for the last time. They took us to the smith's shop where Alex and Rashid were waiting for us. Danica took me to Alex and gave him my leash. Myriam delivered Amal to Rashid. Alex smiled at me and pulled me to him. He wrapped his arms around me and we kissed like long separated lovers. It was wonderful and he was every bit as delicious as I remembered.

He turned me around and inspected my wrist bindings. He said, "ingenious, but I don't think we need all this now."

I heartily agreed but didn't want to sound whiny, so I said, "Whatever master wishes."

He instructed the smith to remove the chains from my cuffs and the waistband, but leave the cuffs.

I looked at him and started to speak, then thought better of it. He was in charge.

When my hands were free he told the smith, " I think her hobble is too short. Replace it with a fourteen inch one."

Again, I wished for it to be gone, but my wishes didn't count anymore. Three months of training had made that my mantra. In moments my trousseau was finished. Collar, leash, rings, ankle chains and steel cuffs.

I had to ask, "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "yes, what is it?"

I said, in a small voice, "Master did you want to leave the leash on my nose ring?"

He said, smiling, "It looks quite useful, don't you agree?"

"Yes, Master it is useful."

He turned and led me out the door toward my new life. I saw Amal and said, "goodbye, Amal. Good Luck." then we were out the door.

Master led me out of the dungeon and up several flights of stairs to the level of his living quarters. We passed several people I knew, but master didn't stop. They all looked at me differently than before. The men with lust and the women with either envy or disgust, sometimes both.

He led me into his quarters, sat in an easy chair and pulled me onto his lap. He put an arm around me and pulled me close. I put my hands in his hand and cried with joy. He let me cry all my tears out. When I was empty, he asked, "Was it bad?"

"Oh no, not bad, exactly. I missed you so, but I learned so much more about how to please you. May I ask some questions about me?"

"Surely. Go ahead."

"Will I ever get to wear clothes again?"

"For now, no clothes at home. and not in my jurisdiction. If I take you somewhere else, yes, most of the time. I want to show you off and make my enemies jealous."

"Thank you, master. Will I wear these chains long?"

Same kind of answer. I think I will replace them with lighter, more compact ones to show you off with. I want you to wear my chains always."

He asked, "Julie, You went into the training program as a beautiful woman. You've come out even more beautiful and much more humble. It looks like your bust is bigger and your waist is smaller. Your muscle tone is superb. Did anything I can't see change?"

"Yes Master, I sparkled, "I have to be milked twice a day or I will be in pain. I hope you come to love breast milk, otherwise I will need a machine. I'm addicted to your cum and to having multiple orgasms a day. If I don't get those my body goes into withdrawal. I've learned to do a wicked belly dance, guaranteed to make any man who sees it get an erection. I've been trained to be comfortable with my wrists locked to the back of my collar in a reverse prayer position. I like to sleep that way now, if you please. I can have an orgasm from a little pain. As little as one sway on my ass and a rub of my pussy. I can have an orgasm from anal or oral sex as well as vaginal. I've learned how to make any man or woman who sees me horny."

"Now, master, I have a gift for you."

"A gift. Where could you possibly have a gift sequestered?"

"In my head, Master. I know who has been doing the art heists and trying to frame you for them."

He stared hard at me for a moment. He said, "the only person you have talked to who could possibly have done that is Danica. Tell me how you came to your conclusion."

"Yes, Master. She came to my cell one night and was a little inebriated. She wanted to talk. She rambled for a while about bad men. I mentioned you and she told me she blamed you for the deaths of her mother and father.."

He was quiet for a moment then asked, "Did she say why she blamed me?"

"Yes. She said it was during the Bosnian war. Men who came to her house that night and killed her mother and father said you had joined the fight against them."

He was quiet again before he said, "They were wrong. I had left the area at my parents request. I was starting my first business in Germany. They were wrong and they killed my sister and her husband for that mistake! Fools. And Danica never said anything. She must have planned the heists and had a partner who actually took them. Then she stashed them in my plane to take them to be sold. Damn. Right under my nose, too. OK, slave girl who used to be an FBI agent, what's your advice?"

"Master, I've had a chance to think about this.  My recommendation might seem unorthodox, but please consider it.. First, search the plane for evidence, second, confront her and see if she confesses. Tell her you know about her parents and explain she was wrong. Third, get the identities of her partners and the art locations. Fourth find a man you trust and see if he will accept her as his slave. If so, plant evidence that she stole something from him. Hold the trial and put her in the slave training program and give her to him. Tell the FBI everything and that she's been sentenced to life. If this works it will clear you, return the stolen art, and put her partners away. It will also put her where she'll be happy and out of trouble, and you'll make some man you know happy too. What do you think, Master?"


Chapter 14  :  Unconditional Love


Well, Master loved my solution. It worked out just as I thought. He found three valuable paintings. Rolled up in a shipping tube behind a wall panel in Danica's room on the plane. He confronted her with the evidence and told her about the mistake that killed her parents. It was probably the strangest interrogation ever conducted. Because I was in the room in my naked, chained glory with Alex and Danica. She broke down and cried a lot. She apologized over and over to Alex and to me. I got the Alex apology, but why me? She explained through her tears that she felt responsible for making me a slave. I told her it was the best thing that ever happened to me and I thanked her.

In the end, Danica was  offered the choice of going to prison for her crimes or of becoming Harold's slave.  Danica knew exactly what being a slave meant and chose it.  She was convicted of stealing money from Harold and sentenced to be Harold's slave. She ratted out her partners and they were arrested.  When she had decided to seek revenge on Alexander, her relatives in Bosnia put her in touch with a thief in Madrid. He took care of the actual heist and rolled the art in a mailing tube.  He gave it to Danica who hid it in her room on the airplane.  She would hand it off to the thief's contact in what ever city they stopped in next.  She had an anonymous email account they used to communicate.  She kept her messages short, hardly ever more than a city name. The art was returned, two pieces were never found. The FBI closed out the file on Alex. and I was a happy slave girl.

Alex only had one experienced person to run the training course for Danica, so I was put in charge of her training. I'm sure it looked different. The trainer was just as naked as the trainee, I still wore my collar, cuffs, leash. and hobble. At least my hands were free. I got to keep Myriam as my assistant and there was another new slave girl to train, Faiza. Her story was like Amal's.

I used the same setup on them that Danica had used on Amal and I. One cell, a long chain connecting their collars. I used the same manual and already had a fully equipped dungeon so it was an easy job. I tried to be as nice to Danica and Faiza as she had been to me. My goal was to train her to be as good a slave girl as myself or Amal. Not an easy goal, I knew, but I was sure a smart girl like her could manage.

At first, Danica was exquisitely ashamed of her demotion from trainer to trainee. But No one else seemed to notice and in any case, no one cared what a slave thought of her training.

While I was busy training Danica, master was making some changes to me. One at a time he replaced my collar, cuffs, and shackles with shining silver ones. The new ones were intended to be permanent. The smith took a long time on each band first to make the fit precise and, second to make a nearly seamless join. He replaced my nose ring with a smaller one and soldered it shut. Then he spent hours making it smooth and polished. I spent another uncomfortable hour as he re-plated the part he had heated. I still had the leash threaded on it.

In some parts of the world, women still had to cover their nipples and pussy with something. So the smith made me a pair of nipple shields. These were thin metal shields that clipped onto the rings and covered my nipple. Of course the ring was still very visible, but the law was satisfied. I could have covered my pussy with a G-string.  But no, Master got me an expensive, snug, impenetrable chastity belt. It was heavy stainless steel and fit me perfectly. He had sent measurements and a dozen photos of my groin and ass to a German specialist. This thing was secure. It closed with a snap and there was no keyhole. It used a magnetic lock system.

Danica's training went smoothly. Harold come in often to take care of her intercourse needs her. Of course I had her blindfolded for this. It worked for me, it'll work for her. She had kept good records of who she brought in to help train me so I got them back again to do her. When the training was over, she thanked me profusely for the pleasure I had given her. Harold thanked me in his British Butler voice before leading her off to his quarters.

I felt like a matchmaker. I had brought them together. True , she was a slave rather than a wife, but they were both happy.

My life was so unexpected. College to Beauty Contests to CPA to FBI to Undercover to Mistress to Slave. I was happier as Alex's slave than anything else. Who knew? Training Danica was a fun project and kept me busy. I still had to cope with my new physical issues. I needed to be milked twice a day or I backed up. I needed to orgasm several times a day or I backed up. My movements were restricted by my shackles and collar and nakedness. I guess, in reality, they didn't stop me from going where I wanted. I was still ashamed for strangers to see me like this.

Finally Alex had enough of my excuses and either took me out in public himself or had one of the guards do it. No one ever said anything. The looks I got were at first humiliating, then annoying, and finally I ignored them. So what if I was naked and chained. What business was it of theirs. I had the most fun discussions with little girls who asked what I was doing. I always said, I can wear what I want. Then I told them I was really a slave and this was what my master wanted me to wear. Just like your mom wears what her husband wants her to wear. Ask her.

Master did not remember his mother's milk. I got him to try some and he liked it. So twice a day he milked me. I loved his attention and the relief I got. I still went into the dungeon and used the milking machine when convenient. My breasts were still getting bigger but the rate was slower if I didn't go every day.

I managed to keep my body happy by assaulting Alex every night several times. I got by with only four orgasms a day this way, though six would have been better.

Alex loved that I now preferred to sleep with my wrists locked to the back of my collar. It was comfortable, I liked being helpless in his bed, and he liked me being helpless anytime.

After Danica finished her training I  became his personal assistant. He had a low dais built in his office in a corner where he could see me just by lifting his eyes. It had a cushioned surface for me to kneel on.   And a raised section where a computer, phone, intercom, pencil and paper sat. He allowed me to put a photo of my family and a bud vase there too. Every morning there was a new bud in the vase.

Alex cut back on his traveling since I wasn't ready for it yet. He upgraded his communications. He got comfortable using video conferences in place of face-to-face meetings for most things. Still, he did travel sometimes and I missed him so much. Harold would put me to bed and get me up in the morning, but it was cold comfort. I could do all the secretarial things remotely that Danica used to do in person. We were always in close communication. It was like he was in the next room, but we couldn't fuck! My body was in an agony of need all the time he was gone. I guess it was a good thing he had that high security chastity belt for me.  Otherwise I would have humped every man, woman, stick, and corner in sight.

My master wanted to know everything about me. I wanted to know about him too, but he got to steer the conversation. I hoped I'd learn more about him later. I told him about my experiences as a CPA (boring), and my life at the FBI. Less boring, but nothing I had done was exciting until now. I told him about the thrill of undercover work and my alter ego Justine. He asked several questions about her and I discovered I could still blush. I told him about my family and how much fun I had playing with Anora and Zach.

"Julie," he asked, "would you like to have my child?"

"Master, I would be most honored to bear your children, but I am in no hurry. I enjoy my life as it is. We'll know when the time is right."

He took me on frequent strolls around his valley. My hobble was long enough I could keep up with his normal walk by hurrying a little. He always held my leash when we walked. Actually I liked that a lot. We also held hands. He often stopped and showed me interesting sites or we just cuddled on a stone or bench. We kissed a lot.

I loved my simple life and he always questioned me about what I missed or wanted. I knew slave girls didn't have any choices.  I appreciated that my master wanted to maximize my happiness. After a couple of months of carefree slavery, I admitted I felt bad about not seeing my family. We wrote and exchanged telephone calls. I always put off their suggestions that I come see them because my slave driver of a boss kept me too busy.

Alexander took this as a problem. We brainstormed ideas and ways I could see them  without upsetting them. Then, one day, Alex moved into mysterious mode. He stopped talking about my parents.  He moved into money and employment and location strategies for a new venture he had in mind. He wouldn't say what it was except that it involved fashion. I started making portfolios on well known designers. I examined the finances of a bunch of fashion houses. He was trying to decide whether to buy or quietly gobble up a controlling interest, or just start a new one. I was kept busy evaluating strategies for months.

Alexander was keeping his plans close to his chest. His successes had come when he discovered a new way to approach a situation. And moved on it before anyone else understood. Surprise was vital in a competitive world. He had a plan. I could see the calculating light in his eyes as he talked to people. He always said just enough to get what he wanted and never explained anything.

It became clear he wanted to take me back into the world, because I got some clothes. Big change, right? Not so much. Alex didn't like me covered up so most of the things I got to wear only highlighted what was still exposed. That's more common now in fashion than it used to be, but you don't see ladies wearing them on the street often.

He showed me risqué designs from catalogues and let me pick ones that had something I liked. He had me write up what I liked and didn't like for each design. I don't know what he did with this.

One day, Alex took me to a big meeting room he has on the first floor. Aiden was there along with several people I didn't know. Alex introduced me as 'Julie, my slave girl.' I smiled and assumed the standing display position. He shook hands with one of the strangers and ignored the rest. The man's name was Emil [something French].

Alex said to me, "Julie, Emil is going to measure you. Do what he says." He left the room. I looked at Aiden. Aiden gave me a smile and stayed where he was. I felt safe.

Emil had me take a lot of different poses. His minions measured me with minimal body contact which I appreciated. One of his people took photographs, lots of photographs. In some I stood in front of a screen with a grid pattern on it. Occasionally I glanced at Aiden, just for reassurance. He was keeping an eagle eye on the strangers. In a week clothes started arriving. I modeled them for Alex. Some were approved and some rejected. New ones arrived every week , two or three at a time. Alex usually sent one or two back. After a month I had a wardrobe of dresses. Alex wasn't interested in pants or skirts, it seemed. Then some lingerie arrived. Filmy gauzes that hid nothing and just cast a haze around me. Shoes and scarves arrived and were sometimes approved. Everything that came for review had a discrete monogram. A highly stylized and ornate letter 'J.'

I got some gowns for evening wear that reached the floor and hid my shackles. And some with raised fronts to highlight them. I got some Minoan style dresses that left one breast exposed and some short jackets I could wear over them. I got a couple of ponchos that would hide my arms when in reverse prayer. Of course I got some mostly transparent things I called harem pajamas. They hid nothing and emphasized everything. The ones I hated the most were the ones designed to show off my rings. The nipple rings had to be outside the dress. The labia and clit rings could be exposed with openings or transparent panels or the like. I had several choices, all were gorgeous and all scared me. Several were translucent so just my outline could be seen. But my rings shone through like lights on a foggy night.

After I received my first set of gowns, Alex started having large dinner parties. I was allowed to wear a gown at a party only once. Then he labeled it and put it in a different closet. I think he was letting me practice being exhibited. He always staged a glamorous arrival. We would arrive at the door in a limo. He would step out and help me out. He paused for pictures on a red carpet lined with people yelling questions with flash bulbs going off. Harold would announce our arrival, "Alexander Selven and Julie." My only order during these events was 'answer every question fully and truthfully.' I did of course.

For the first party I wore a filmy white dress short enough to display my ankle chain.  And transparent enough my labia rings shone through. My nipple rings and shields were pulled through large buttonholes. None of my skin was visible.

At later parties I wore something different, from a loincloth up. I posed for lots of pictures sometimes with other people around me, but mostly by myself. The parties happened every couple of days for weeks. I thought I was being prepared for anything. I had to stand in a receiving line with Alex at every party and everyone who passed me asked a question or made a comment. Obviously, Alex had these people prepped and was trying to mentally toughen me for the real world.

I was sure part of Alex's plan was to make a way for me to see my family, but I didn't see how this was going to do it.

One day, after my fourth or fifth party, Alex took me to see a panel of professional people. They weren't introduced and I was introduced simply as Julie. Alex sat in a chair and I knelt beside him. He said, "Julie, these people are going to ask you some personal questions. I want you to answer them all, as clearly, fully, and truthfully as you can. If you don't understand a question, ask them to repeat the question a different way. Don't guess at anything you don't understand. I will stop you if a question has some element I do not want you to disclose. OK?"

"Yes, master."

He added, "You need not address these people with your normal honorifics. Just answer their questions."

"Yes, master."

They asked me all about my thoughts, motivations, fears, both before and after I was enslaved. It lasted several hours. Then they went away. A couple of weeks later he gave me a list of follow up questions they had sent. I answered them and sent the reply myself. I felt sort of opened up before them. The questions cut to the core of my soul.

Whatever Alex was planning was complex. I had only known him for months and my life had changed beyond recognition. He didn't think small. Whatever he was planning, was intended to change society enough that I could see my family. He was my master and I loved him more than anything else, but his mind was spooky.


Chapter 15  :  Going Public


After the new clothes stopped coming I started seeing a new project show up in my reports. Project Justine was the heading. It appeared to be adding interests in some established women's wear companies. High end fashion houses, really. They were being combined with a boutique shoe company in France and a machine part plant in Germany. An ad agency in New York and a publishing company were all in the project. It was not clear what product they were intending to market. I saw Alex had invested what I considered a lot of money in the project. All the companies were adding equipment and staff. Most of them had some new design work in progress. It was intriguing. Alex had successfully hidden exactly what they were doing. While still letting all the production and financial data flow. It was masterful. I bet even the managers at these companies didn't know the total plan, only their pieces.

I was at my post in Master's office when I finished reading the Project Justine documents. I asked, "Master, I've seen many documents on Project Justine. There's nothing that says what it is. Can you tell me about it?"

He smiled broadly and said, "Noticed the name, did you? I guess its about time. Come here Julie and I'll show you."

I went to him and he pulled me into his lap. He took a folder labeled 'Justine' out of a drawer and opened it. The top sheet was an advertisement, full page. like one sees in the front of the high end magazines. It was a photo of me in one of my revealing gowns, my hair looked shiny and radiant. My leash and all my other metal gleamed in the bright lights.  I recognized it from my first dinner party here. An artist had added a domino mask. Below the photo on the left were words. 'Beautiful enough to collar, Proud to be owned, she doesn't care what others think.' On the right was the word, 'Justine,' in larger print. The 'J' was in that stylized image on the clothes and shoes.

I was stunned. Master said, This ad will run in fifty leading magazines around the world. You now have a 'Line.' You will have fashion shows for your clothes, shoes, and accessories. You will sell slave accessories in several materials, permanent or lockable, and rings. You have a coming out party in Paris in two weeks. Your boutiques open in New York, London, Paris, and Los Angeles the day after. Several scholarly articles on the pressures and stresses women face in modern life. And the benefits submission are coming out in several peer reviewed psychiatric magazines. as well as a couple of layman level pieces in consumer magazines."

I opened my mouth and couldn't think of a thing to say. I heard, "M...M.., I...I..."

Master said, "We're flying to Paris for your opening announcement in two weeks. You can wear this." He handed me the domino mask in the photo. "For two weeks your picture will be everywhere. You will be denounced by women's groups as a traitor, praised by men as a beautiful and brave woman. You will receive five hundred marriage proposals, and be asked to appear on dozens of TV talk shows. In other words, you will be a celebrity. Also, I think your businesses will be profitable."

"Master, I don't know what to say."

"How about, 'Thank you.'"

"You did all this just so I could see my family?"

"No, I did it so you can be proud to see you family."

"Master, you keep saying this is my line, yet I haven't done anything."

"It tickles my fancy to fly in the face of convention. Your problem, shouldn't be a problem. Men and women should be free to follow the course they choose. If it doesn't harm anyone else, be proud of their accomplishment. You gave yourself to me and I am so proud of you. I think its only fitting that you be rewarded. I formed a new subsidiary and you are the Chair of the corporation. You get to decide what happens to the profits. You can give it to a good cause or put it in your pocket, If you had a pocket. If anything ever happens to me, that is you safety net."

"Master, thank you. Thank you so much." Would you be willing to call it a day and let me thank you properly?"

"Of course Julie. Oh, by the way, If you are asked your name, and you will say, Justine."

"A pleasure, my Master. Should I get my name changed?"

Master put on a celebration with all of the masters and slaves invited to a garden party.  It was unique.  All the slaves I had met plus a few and all their masters were there.  All the slaves wore exactly the same collar, bracelets and ankle chain I did.  All had nose rings and several wore rings in their nips and pussy. Every one of them wore one of the dresses I had tested. This was a showing of the Justine line. 

"Master," I said, "you are wonderful.  I'm honored to be yours.  Even if this plan doesn't fly. I'll always be grateful to you for trying."

He replied, "Julie, have more faith.  You are going to be wildly successful."

So, he did just as he told me.  We flew to Paris and I dressed in the red gown in the ads.  The limo stopped in front of a top of the line hotel  He got out and helped me out.  There was a large crowd on both sides of the roped off red carpet.  Everyone was yelling and flash bulbs were popping in my eyes.  Master wore a tuxedo and led me to the doors by my leash.  In front of the doors, he said, "turn around and smile for the world.  Meet your customers.

He took me inside and we sat at a table in front of a mob of reporters.  I told them I was Justine.  I told them I was happy to he owned by Mr. Selven and I had volunteered to be his slave girl a year ago.  I stood while a selected pool reporter handled my chains and collar and leash.  He told the audience they were real and solid.  I told them about my product line and answered questions about my slavery.  I told them about the scientific work on female depression. I mentioned the link between that and independence.  I never revealed my family name. Master stopped the questions after an hour and I posed for more pictures.  Master promised to make me available for television and online interviews in a week or so.  He gave them the number of my publicist.  I didn't even know I had a publicist.

He took me home.  He had a studio set up at home and I did all my interviews from there.  I got to wear some sort of clothes for these.

A few days after my Paris announcement, I was at my station in Master's office.

He said," Come here, Justine."

I was surprised. He hadn't called me that before.  I hurried to him and he motioned me beside him.  I knelt in proper posture and he said, look at the computer screen."

I did and saw a vertical bar graph. At the top the label said, 'Justine Total Sales.'  Each bar was labeled with a country name. U.S., Germany, U.K., France, Denmark, Sweden, Turkey, and a dozen more.  The bars were of varying heights. The vertical axis was labeled 'Dollars US.

Master said, "since your opening, you have sold a little over twelve million dollars of clothes, shoes, and accessories.  Not a bad first week for a startup that challenges so many standards.  You've also been denounced by seven international women's organizations and cheered by six more. You have sixty requests for interviews.  I think you can go see you family now."

The End.
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