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Going Around to Cum Around Pt. 01

Going Around to Cum Around, Pt. 01

(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory.)

(This story is an attempt to tie up some loose ends in the previous tale, "Repaying My College Loans." Reading that epic may assist you in following this current account, but this should stand on its own. If, however, you object to the basic premises of these stories, I recommend that you save both of us time and aggravation by finding another story to read. HCI Market and certain characters appear by kind permission of Gentleman Mariner.)

(Cindy Jackson's viewpoint)

That's me—my parents (who are undoubtedly doing 3,000 RPM in their graves about what their daughter has become) christened me "Cynthia," but that's way too old-fashioned.

At the time my tale began, I had been working as a slave handler (aka wrangler) at the HCI Slave Market in Houston, Texas, for about eight years. It was a tough job sometimes. Oh, not the physical aspects—I'm 5 foot 10, 140 pounds of pure muscle, so between my physique and the tools available to handlers—electric shock batons, electronic collars, rubber straps, and unlimited restraints—I can usually handle any rebellious slave inventory that comes in the door. If not, my co-workers always back each other up.

No, the tough parts are psychological. No one in his/her right mind wants to be a slave, but since non-hereditary slavery was restored thirty-odd years ago, there has been a steady stream of such desperate unfortunates coming through the loading dock. That's what keeps HCI (and the other major markets, such as the Big D and the Longhorn, not to mention dozens of smaller operations) making money hand over fist, at least for the owners. Most Southern states punish serious crimes by enslavement sentences of three to thirty years—and if that sentence isn't bad enough, the courts usually include mandatory branding and whipping. In addition, at least in the South, mortgage and college loan lenders require someone to pledge his or her freedom as surety for any major debt. That requirement produced another stream of revenue—young adults, aged 18 or older, voluntarily accepting slave rules for a day or longer to get "slave-graded" so as to establish their value to creditors. Plus, for some reason the cheerleaders and beauty queens WANT to go through the process while pretending to be as skanky as possible, hoping to get a Prime grade for bragging rights about their attractiveness. (No, that's not sour grapes. I've never thought of myself as "All That," but my B-cups along with a cute nose and chin-length blonde hair have made me feel reasonably attractive. Never had trouble getting dates, and was grading Choice when I had to go through the process at another market to get a mortgage.)

In additional to enslavement for crime and debt, there are people who for some reason or another—often to avoid a longer term of slavery—"voluntarily" indenture themselves, which for practical purposes puts them in the same status as slaves. I really felt sorry for them, but I decided that the best approach I could take was tough love. I didn't try to be nasty, but I always advised the newly enslaved to recognize reality and deal with it.

That attitude got put to the test four years ago, when I had to process my own ex-partner at HCI, sweet little Beth Sullivan, through this place after she accepted a three- to five-year indenture for unpaid college loans. Beth was naturally submissive anyway, but it hurt me to see her—and hundreds of similar young women—subjugated like that. She did regain her freedom and is doing great now, but it gave me nightmares knowing her primary job was providing naked sex on demand to major customers of a bank.

*****

Which brings me to my own personal problem: Mason Shumaker. For three years, I thought that guy was it, my true love, death do us part and all that crap. We even bought a house together—or, rather, he chipped in on the payments, but only my name (and literally my ass) was on the mortgage. That should have been the clue to me, but he argued that he had bad credit so it would be better if only I applied. I did everything for that guy—we did whatever HE wanted to do for recreation, while I cooked, cleaned, and washed, not to mention letting him use every hole I had whenever he wanted. I can't remember how many times he fucked my face, even when I almost choked. Only rarely would he return the favor by licking me, and usually only for about three minutes. Still, for a small-dicked guy he was good at fucking . . .

I should have seen it coming. I came home from an overtime shift to find that Mason had moved out—and he dumped me with a text message!

I did find a new man, and we seemed to be getting along fine. James Martin was the night shift manager at HCI, and seemed like a stand-up guy (not only his character but his cock) with whom I had a lot in common besides work. It was difficult to mesh our schedules with me working days and him nights, but we'd already progressed to regular sex and cuddling, so that emotionally I was over Mason.

Finances were another matter. I worked my butt off on overtime, but couldn't quite swing the huge mortgage payment without Mason's (intermittent) contributions. And the housing market was so bad that I couldn't sell the thing, even at a loss. So I was alarmed but not surprised when one Thursday I got a telephone call from a Ms. Lily Russell, who said she worked for Human Resources at the XYZ Bank in Dallas. She asked to come speak to me on my lunchbreak the following Monday. "Nothing formal, we just need to review your mortgage situation." That sounded ominous, but "Human Resources" wasn't the same as "debt collection," so I agreed, hoping I could refinance or something. Turns out she "refinanced" the mortgage, but not in the way I had hoped!

Wearing a visitor's tag, Lily—as she insisted I call her—met me in the HCI coffee shop. With very little chit-chat, she cut to the chase:

"You can guess why I'm here, Cindy. My boss, Pamela Williams [whom I later learned was the president and CEO of the bank] is hoping we can come to an amicable resolution to your mortgage. At the moment, you owe [she looked at her papers] just over 292,000 dollars, and because you have missed several payments, the interest rate on the note is about to jump from 4 to 12 percent. I don't want to alarm you, but since you work in a slave market, you do realize where this is headed, don't you?"

I gulped, and acknowledged the problem.

Lily continued, still being very friendly and even gentle, as if she were afraid of frightening me. Still, her next sentence surprised me. "I think you know Beth Sullivan, don't you?"

I acknowledged the friendship, but then suddenly my brain connected. "You mean . . . that I might have to do what Beth did? Indenture myself to avoid slavery?"

She gave a sad smile and a nod. "That's right. In fact, I did the same thing ten years ago, and came out the other end with a better life and a better job. I can't promise such a happy ending, and I'm not going to lie to a slave handler—this would be tough for a few years, especially the first few months in a collar when you're processed and trained. But, I want you to consider the alternative. If we don't reach agreement, then you'll be enslaved, and given what you owe the term might be anywhere up to 15 years."

I tried desperately not to show my alarm, but I was too practical to deny the reality. "Yeah, you're probably right. So, what's the alternative?"

Relieved that I seemed rational, she plunged forward. "Ms. Williams has authorized me to offer you the following: You'll have two weeks to finish up your affairs, give your employer notice, dispose of furniture, etc. Then, if you agree, on Tuesday the 23rd we'll meet at the HCI Bank main office in Dallas at 8:30 a.m. You sign over your house to the bank, and we'll credit 80 percent of its current tax value—about 205,000 dollars—against your mortgage. Then, you and I will go to the appropriate office of the state Department of Agriculture, where you will indenture yourself to the bank for five to seven years rather than fifteen years if slavery. After that, well—you know the worst part of all this; processing and sale. The sale is necessary for bookkeeping purposes, but I intend to buy you back for training and use as a contractor of the bank."

There it was, in cold reality. "Umm, I need to come back to the processing part, but first I have to ask, what's in it for the bank? Why would you make me such a deal?"

Lily—who would soon be "Mistress" to me—explained. "Well, one reason is simply accounting. If we foreclose on the house, we have to carry it on our books as being worth what you owe at that point, about $300,000 including accumulated interest. Given the lousy housing market, any sale would be a net loss. Then, there's your cooperation. Because it's in your interest to cooperate and thereby reduce your indenture term, you'll turn yourself in without a fuss. That way, we won't have to pay ten percent of your sale price as a bounty to a slave catcher. And because you're cooperating, the bank saves the time and money necessary to send you to a slave-breaker ranch—which you want to avoid anyway, right? Ask Beth—I think she'll tell you that indenturing herself to us was the smartest way out of a bad situation."

I agreed that she'd already told me that. "About my processing and sale, though . . ."

She made a face and shook her head. "I can guess, you don't want to be sent through your own slave market, because the crew here would give you a quote HARD unquote time, right?" I nodded, imagining the hell I would go through as a collared slut in HCI. Some of my co-workers had always made suggestive remarks about using me as a sex object.

Lily continued. "Well, we have an established relationship with HCI—we use this market ONLY for self-indenture cases, so the auditors are satisfied that the bank is getting fair market value for you. We can send someone down here to monitor your processing, but I know that's not fool proof. You have to remember, though, that there are worse things than being shipped through here for processing."

"I can't imagine anything worse."

"Well," she replied. "You remember when I called you last Thursday morning?" I nodded. "If you had not agreed to meet me, the bank would have gone to court that day to have you declared in default. As you know, when you took out the mortgage you waived any right to a court hearing or notification. Therefore, last Friday afternoon two slave catchers would have come through the loading dock and apprehended you right there, stripping you in front of everyone about the time of shift change."

"Gawd!" I exclaimed, involuntarily.

She went on, thinking out loud. "I do sympathize with you, though. The real issue, I think, is that because of the distances involved you'll end up staying in HCI overnight. I don't suppose you have a friend on the night shift who could look out for you, do you?"

My mind suddenly got a warm image of James. "As a matter of fact, I think I do . . ."

*****

Long story short, I reluctantly agreed to the deal. I really had no choice, and I had the testimonials of Beth and Lily herself that indenture was horrible but survivable. She took a full-length photo of me, asked me to assemble a file of my identification and education records, and then added a final thought. "Before I forget, when you show up at the bank next week, you'll want to wear loose clothing that you can take off quickly. However, let me ask you to bring a full set of your usual wrangler clothing, including boots. Put them in a separate bag for me to hold."

When I asked her why she needed that uniform, she said, vaguely, "I just have a hunch we can use it down the road. See you at 8:30 Tuesday morning after next in Dallas; here's my card with the address."

The most difficult part of preparing to surrender myself was telling James. I had thought I could just tell him my fate and ask for his help, but it turns out I was more emotionally attached to him than I thought. We'd just finished a beautiful round of gentle sex in various positions when I realized that this was the last time I would be able to make love with him—in fact, the last time I would have any choice about sex for years. For that matter, once he saw me as part of the inventory he might never be interested in me again except as a piece of slave meat. Even if/when I regained my freedom, I would inevitably attract men who wanted to bed a submissive ex-pleasure slave, not an assertive woman. I began to cry, silently, and he got the whole story out of me. He was shocked at first, but he soon focused on consoling me rather than his own feelings.

He knew without being told that, like any woman in my situation, I feared being brutally gang-banged by the night crew. He told me that several members of his crew had expressed lust for me, so some form of sexual service was inevitable—if he tried to prevent it, he claimed it would cost him considerably in terms of future authority without protecting me from, at the very least, some rather forceful face fucking, which was considered "normal" and acceptable behavior. James suggested that the best solution to a bad deal would be for him to organize a controlled series of sexual encounters, which would at least give me a softened introduction to the reality of sexual exploitation I could expect for the next seven years. I assured him that I would gladly submit to his co-workers, so long as he would be kind to me in the process and try to prevent them from hurting me. He promised me he would.

I had already given two weeks' notice to my supervisor at HCI, Ms. Hanna Steiner. To my surprise, she was already aware of my debt and of XYZ's interest in me. She gave me a rare word of approval for how sensible I was being, then added, "One other thing, Mizz Jackson. I'm sure you've already concerned about your treatment at the hands of your colleagues, especially those prenatal Neanderthals—they are too childish to even be considered infantile Homo Sapiens—in the warehouse crew. I've already told their dayshift foreman that one more incident of excessive force and he's fired, and the owner agrees with me. I'm afraid that SOME sexual use, especially oral service, is an unspoken perk of working in a slave market, but I won't have my inventory brutalized; it's bad for the bottom line." She smirked at her own pun about bottoms, but it wasn't so funny when she was talking about MY rear end being violated. "Anyway, you must avoid giving anyone an excuse to discipline you—you need to be the most docile, submissive, well-behaved slut that ever came through the loading dock. You could probably instruct your handler on how to process you, but don't—just wait patiently for orders and respond to them eagerly. If somebody fondles you, pretend you love it. If someone harasses you, swallow your pride, along with anything else they feed you—leave it to me to defend you, got it?"

Nobody ever argued with Ms. Steiner, but in this case, as usual, she made perfect sense, so I agreed.

The issue she described was common throughout the slaving industry. The armed forces had long recognized that, when physically-fit young men and women work together in a stressful environment, hormones and immaturity produce inappropriate sexual attitudes and behavior. For those in uniform, the aggressors/transgressors were usually—but by no means always—the men. It was like high school, exacerbated by the facts that the people were legally adults and had more money but few social outlets.

The slaving industry had the same problem on steroids. The entire business focused on disciplining, objectifying, and selling helpless, naked human beings who were encouraged to think of themselves as passive receptacles for sexual congress. Everyone in the industry evaluated slaves solely in terms of their attractiveness and value as sex objects. In addition to "normal" pleasure sluts (who serviced all cumers), there were small but genuine markets for slaves who were lesbian femmes, male gigolos, and both transgender and transvestite "sissies" (I know that's pejorative, but that was the usual term.)

Precisely because slave "pussy" could be bought, sold, and exploited without remorse, many citizens—again, primarily but not always heterosexual males—put an even higher value on their ability to seduce or "conquer" free citizens of whatever gender they lusted after. Every woman who worked in a slave market, even those who had been considered plain Janes or unattractive when they were teenagers, now found herself the subject of constant evaluation and solicitation as a sexual partner. Along with the other women at HCI, I had overheard numerous comments, especially from the youngest (18- or 19-year old) male recruits, about how much they wanted to bone us in various openings and positions. Reputable businesses such as HCI worked constantly to reduce this harassment, tryng to prevent a hostile working environment.

Imagine, therefore, the feeding frenzy that would result when a formerly "untouchable" female co-worker like me suddenly appears in the inventory of naked sex objects, when such sex objects are routinely expected to give blow jobs if not vaginal and anal sex. Every wrangler who had ever lusted after me would insist on acting out his fantasies on my bound and submissive body. Problem was, I simply wasn't wired to be submissive or docile. Oh, I'd pretended in the bedroom with a few Alpha assholes like Mason, but I was really too independent for that. Some women, like my buddy Beth, enjoyed being "used," but that didn't mean that I did.

Good thing I'd acted in some high school plays, because I'd have to PRETEND to be what Ms. Steiner described. I decided to put in some rehearsal time. I borrowed a heavy practice shock collar from HCI, complete with the pins that stick into the skin. For several evenings in a row, I stripped down and practiced slave block positions wearing nothing but that tall, uncomfortable collar. I located u-tube videos where males ordered women to perform. Then I moved through all the positions they demanded while repeating the filthy slave mantras ("All my holes belong to you, Master," "Please buy me and fuck my face," "I live to serve you, Mistress," and so on), focusing on how smoothly I shifted between positions and how sincerely I appeared to beg. Looking in the mirror, I tried to convince my brain that this naked slut was me for the next six or seven years and that she really was a submissive cunt. It was a difficult sell; my brain didn't buy it at first, but by the third night I started to believe my eyes and ears. I only hoped that the HCI slave handlers would.

*****

One by one, I divested myself of my possessions. By the time I climbed out of an Uber at the XYZ Bank about 8 a.m. on the appointed day, all I had left on me was a cheap cell phone, a file of personal documents, and a backpack containing the slave handler's uniform plus a few personal items. In a cheap motel room the night before, I had carefully shaved my body bare, preferring to do this myself rather than being bound to a rack at the slave market and then shorn like a hogtied sheep. That morning, I had used pre-packaged douches and enemas to flush myself out.

I felt rootless and bereft, a sensation increased by the absence of my friend Beth Sullivan, who worked at the bank and whom I had somehow hoped to see one last time. Lily continued to be sympathetic, saying vaguely that Beth was off on assignment that day but that I could expect to see her "soon." She walked me through the transfer of my house to the bank, and agreed to be responsible for my remaining possessions and small bank account "until you need them again." I gave her my power of attorney for this, unsure whether I would ever see possessions or money again.



She tried to cheer me up. "One piece of good news is that I already have a judge's approval for you to self-indenture as a pleasure slave. I'm sure Beth told you that, when she went through this, she had to strip, perform, and orally service Judge Roy Bean V before he would approve the process—and then he demanded a revisit, in all three of her openings, after she was trained. You probably heard that THAT judge finally got what he deserved—he was sentenced and enslaved yesterday, and this morning he gets to provide victim atonement to some of the free women he had abused in the past."

She grinned, "Because of this uproar, the judge filling in for Bean didn't want to risk even seeing you when he approved the petition. I just submitted your National Slave Registry photos plus the picture I took of you two weeks ago, and he approved it without you having to service him. Of course, OTHER officials may demand a piece of you as we go through this, but Bean was the worst—lord knows I had to put out for him often enough, and his dick was freakishly large." I reminded myself that slaves had to be thankful for small favors.

With a feeling of impending doom, I sat beside Lily as she drove us over to the nearest office of the state Department of Agriculture. In Texas, that department maintained the records for slaves and indenture servants because both were technically "livestock" rather than human beings. When we reached the building, she suggested I use the ladies' room first and handed me a tube of lube, gently implying that I should coat both of my openings. The necessity of doing so made me shiver, but I thanked her for her forethought. When I finished, she handed me a candy bar as a final snack in freedom.

We took the elevator to the fifth floor, and Lily led me through a Dilbert farm of cubicles to a corner office which, I noticed, had closed venetian blinds covering its glass walls. I hoped that meant that I wouldn't be stripping in front of the employees in the cubicles, although they'd all get to see the fresh-caught slave meat when I emerged.

Lily had made an appointment with the appropriate official, a Mr. Shively, so we didn't have to wait with his secretary for more than a few minutes. However, that woman knew Lilly from numerous slave registry transactions. The secretary instantly realized that I was about to give up my freedom, so she pointedly ignored me while talking to my impending owner. My first experience of being an un-person.

Mr. Shively, I was glad to see, was presentable and clean. For some reason, the idea of being enslaved by a fat pig of a pervert would have made the sordid process even more repulsive. As it was, he didn't ignore or insult me, at least until the procedure was completed. Instead, after greeting Lily as a familiar acquaintance, he examined the paperwork and focused on my face:

"Cynthia Jackson? Are you prepared to execute this indenture?" I nodded, shaking quietly. "Please sit here; we're required to videotape the proceedings." He called in his secretary and another guy as witnesses, turned on a video camera pointed at my face, then continued talking slowly and succinctly. I don't know whether this was standard procedure or he just thought I was mentally deficient. Perhaps I WAS deficient to find myself caught in this trap.

"You understand that, for the duration of this agreement, you will surrender all civil rights and be treated exactly as if you were a slave?" "Yes, Sir."

"You also understand that your new owner has the sole discretion to decide whether you have provided enough value to discharge your debt, and may keep you in servitude for up to seven years?" Again, I agreed. I only hoped that seven years of my life was worth enough on the auction block to cover the $95,000 I owed on the mortgage after surrendering the house. Otherwise, I'd go through this hell and still owe the bank.

Then, for the camera, I read the statement. Most of you have studied the statute in high school civics class, but the last two phrases made things real for me:

". . . I convey ownership of my body and surrender all civil rights to the XYZ Bank of Dallas, Texas, its heirs and assignees. This indenture is irrevocable."

Those words scared the crap out of me, but I did not hesitate about reading or signing the document—no sense dragging my heels at this point. He fed the paper through a little machine that imprinted the Texas circle star on the document, then made a copy for Lily.

I took a deep breath and stood up, looking at Lily. When she nodded, I began stripping as quickly as possible, handing each item of clothing to her so she could shove it into my backpack. For some reason, I didn't mind exposing myself in front of Lily and Mr. Shively—they were the two people who had enslaved me, so they had a right to see this. Yet, being watched by the two witnesses, especially the sweating middle-aged guy, seemed like unnecessary cruelty. After handing my panties and slacks to my new owner, I braced into the "Present" position—feet about shoulder-width apart, hands interlaced behind my neck to thrust my boobies outward, eyes fixed ahead and slightly downcast, looking between Lily and Shively rather than at their faces.

"Collar!" she ordered, causing me to drop onto widespread knees, left hand on hip and right hand holding my hair up to expose my neck so that she could install a simple leather collar bearing a tag that (I presumed) would identify me as her property. As she bent close to me, she whispered, "Sorry about the next part, but it's what got you priority service here."

I soon understood what she meant, as she asked the official, "Would you care to get the first sample, Mr. Shively?"

"Don't mind if I do," came the reply in his deep voice. "Crawl around the desk, slut." I could see where this was going—a slave for only one minute and about to give my maiden (hah) blowjob.

I followed instructions, gritting my teeth until I found myself kneeling in front of him. I knew what I had to say: "How may I serve you, Master?" The first of many scenes in my continuing acting career as Cindy the slave whore.

He unbuckled his pants and extracted his cock, which hung, half-erect, right in front of my face. I was glad it appeared to be clean. I leaned over and began fellating him with my tongue and mouth while fondling his scrotum and balls. For a few seconds he let me nibble around, but eventually he pulled on my hair and pushed himself slowly into my mouth and then, after a pause, down my throat. For once, I was glad that my boyfriend had treated me this way, as I had learned to handle it without too much choking. I went into overdrive with my tongue, lips, and throat, all while gazing up at him with a look that (I hope) conveyed my utter joy in servicing him.

It must have worked because he got his rocks off in less than four minutes total. I managed not to swallow the loathsome result, but patiently stuck my tongue out to show it to him, after which he graciously permitted me to swallow. Dumping a load of sperm and then forcing the woman to display and ingest it on their command was another disgusting way that men marked their territory on slaves. Who was it who came up with the acronym AMAB, All Men Are Bastards?* At that moment, I felt that truer words were never spoken, and yet I suspected that Master Shively had treated me more generously than many of my future overlords. At least he had closed his blinds.

As soon as he nodded for me to swallow, Lily told me to stand and "back hands," whereupon she zip-tied my wrists tightly together. Clipping a leash to my collar, she ordered "Heel, slut," and set off at a brisk pace back towards the elevator.

This was my first exposure to the infamous "walk of shame" for new slaves. Some 25 bureaucrats of both genders had gathered at the entrances to their cubicles, ready to fondle and belittle me as Lily led me past them. "Cunt," "whore," "slut," "bimbo," "bitch," "skank,"—you name it, they called me any insult or term intended to belittle a female. The guys also took the opportunity to tweak, fondle, and goose my body as it passed. Buck naked and unable to defend myself, I was thankful for Lily's rapid walk because it reduced the opportunity the spectators had to play with me. In record time, she got us to the elevator, then maneuvered things so that she was between me and Shively's division, which discouraged the mashers from reaching for me.

After what seemed like the longest 45 seconds in my life, the elevator arrived, and I gratefully took shelter inside. As the car descended slowly, Lily looked at me with genuine regret, mumbling something about "sorry about that—I hope it will get better with time." Wait a minute, I thought—I had to come BACK here and be humiliated AGAIN? I later learned that visiting this office was a significant part of my new role. (Yeah, I called it a role—remember I was telling myself that I was just acting a part for the next five to seven years. Sometimes that helped.)

*****

As I had expected, Lily had pushed the button to take us to the basement loading dock. When we got off the elevator, however, she led me into a Ladies Room where she presented me with a bottle of mouthwash to clean out the cum taste. Bless her. She asked if I needed to use the toilet, even though I had gone less than 30 minutes earlier. Then she gave me a hug "because you look like you need one."

Standing back, she again became the Mistress, ordering me to open my mouth. Then she inserted a canvas gag, pulling the ends around to tie them behind my head. Next, she crimped an aluminum shipping seal across the gag strings. She told me to look in the mirror, where for the first time in my life I saw myself as a naked, collared slave, complete with the "slave grin" caused by the gag pulling back the corners of my mouth.

Lily spoke to me gently. "I gave you this gag because you know, as well as I do, that most of the shipping offices like to soak their gags in semen, and I wanted to spare you that, at least for your first transport. I think this experience will be harder on you than on Beth and some of my other acquisitions. You aren't naturally submissive, but I hope you can accept this so you don't tie yourself in knots. You're tough, I know you can get through it; just keep your temper, OK?" I nodded—who would have imagined that I would be GRATEFUL that she had gagged me with something clean?

She disconnected the leash from my collar and pulled open the door. Then, I felt another role reversal. For years, I had managed cooperative slaves with one hand cupping a buttock, my fingers curled between the butt cheeks so a slight pressure could guide the slave where I wanted him or her to go. Now for the first time, I was the bound slave and SOMEONE ELSE had her hand on and almost up MY ass, guiding me towards my fate at the first of a number of loading docks in my future.

At least, unlike most fresh-caught slaves, I knew where I was going, even if I could wish it were not HCI, my old employer. Lily walked me up to a bored guy sitting on a stool, and presented a prepaid shipping invoice for me. I saw a brief flash of irritation in his face as he registered the gag and shipping seal; I imagined he would have liked to use my mouth once my owner had disappeared! He still managed to squeeze both of my boobs and one of my buttocks as he (unnecessarily) forced me to my knees and urged me to crawl backwards into a wire cage suitable for transporting large dogs. That, after all, was what I had become—collared, bound, and gagged on my knees, caged like a bitch puppy. This was all part of the subjugation and dehumanization inflicted on slaves, reducing me to a helpless piece of livestock.

Once I was secured, I expected Lily to depart, but instead she hung around for 15 or 20 minutes, talking idly to the attendant and playing with her smart phone. He kept watching her, but at first neither of us could understand why she remained. Then it dawned on me—she didn't want to leave me alone with an attendant who, balked at using my mouth, might very well drag me out of the cage and shaft me the moment she departed! Lily Russell, ex-slave and bank executive, knew all the little tricks that shifted a slave's life from miserable to intolerable. Bless her one more time, I thought; too bad I won't have someone like her to watch out for me when I get delivered, gift wrapped, to the workers on my own shift at HCI.

Just then, I heard the electronic beeping of a truck backing up to the dock. Lily smiled and reached through the top of the cage to pat my head, gently—even she couldn't resist treating me like a dog! "Be good, sweetie; I'll see you."

The frustrated attendant had grabbed a handcart, and now levered me into a panel van. I noticed there was already one cage in the van. Most new slaves are relatively young, so I was surprised to see that this cage contained a tall, lean man who looked to be in his mid-50s. More surprisingly, out of the corner of my eye I noticed that this elderly (to me) guy had a recent, angry-red brand on his right butt cheek. I'd seen similar brands many times, and they weren't decorative—this was the circle star of a person recently sentenced to slavery as a Texas criminal! There were also a lot of lacerations, as if he had been repeatedly whipped and tortured. He was gagged in the same manner as I, so I could hardly ask him what happened. Before the door closed and plunged us into darkness, however, I saw his eyes; he was furious, even more angry than I about being enslaved!

Then it dawned on me, this was the infamous ex-judge Roy Bean V, a horny sadist who had abused his power to plow every hole of Lily, my friend Beth, and numerous other women, slave and free, right in his office. He finally got caught blackmailing free women who were accused of minor crimes, threatening to enslave them if they didn't let him ravage their bodies.

Well, that was ONE asshole who wouldn't be able to exploit my slavery. In fact, male slaves are often referred to generically as "assholes," just as female slaves are often called "cunts," and for the same reason—each word designates the primary sexual orifice that the slave has to surrender to cocks and strap-ons. Looked like the judge had just shifted from the fucker column to the fuckee. Not that it helped ME anyway, but I was sharing this van with someone whose enslavement would probably be even worse than mine, and who would get even less pleasure from his treatment than I would from mine. And I had thought that being a slaver turned into a slave was bad!

(To be continued)

[* Note: The acronym AMAB—All Men Are Bastards—which is a recurring theme in this story, came from Jenny Walker's brilliant novel Breaking Cover.]

 




Going Around to Cum Around Pt. 02

(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory.)

(HCI Market and certain characters appear by kind permission of Gentleman Mariner.)

For eight years, I had worked as a slave handler—often called a wrangler—at the HCI Slave Market in Houston. Every day, I saw convicted criminals and bankrupted debtors come through the loading dock for processing and auction. Most of them were terrified of their future when they arrived naked, collared, gagged, and bound on their knees in wire cages suitable for shipping large dogs. And they had good reason to be terrified—slaves had no civil rights, and if their owners mistreated them physically or sexually, that treatment was usually just a misdemeanor under the rarely-enforced statutes concerning abuse of livestock. As far as the State of Texas was concerned, slaves WERE livestock, and all the records of enslavement as well as permits and licenses for slave handling were administered through the state Department of Agriculture. With the permission of the slave's owner, any free adult aged 18 or older could demand any form of sexual service from a slave. Sexual orientations, marriage vows, even incest did not apply. I felt sorry for these unfortunates, but my job required me to control and process them for sale.

What goes around comes around. Because my son-of-a-female-dog ex-boyfriend, Mason, had ensured that I was the only one on the mortgage for our house, this morning I had to indenture myself to the XYZ Bank for a period of up to seven years to pay off that mortgage with my 27-year-old body (primarily, I was afraid, with the use of my three openings.) The alternative had been to wait until a slavecatcher/bounty hunter tracked me down, violently subdued and stripped me, and turned me in to the bank for probably twice that number of years of slavery.

Now I was the helpless, naked bitch kneeling gagged in a dog cage, en route from the Agriculture Department office in Dallas where I had surrendered. Worse still, I was going to be processed in my OWN SLAVE MARKET by people who until two days ago had been my OWN CO-WORKERS. The next 20 hours were guaranteed to suck, probably literally suck. Like all the unfortunates I had processed over the past eight years, I dreaded my future. I was also trying to keep my anger at Mason under control. Particularly for the next few days and months, I couldn't afford to have an attitude or resist in any way, because that would only bring down the wrath of slave wranglers (like I had acted in the past) who would make my miserable existence exponentially worse.

If I haven't painted a clear picture: my name was (until that day) Cindy Jackson. Age 27, 5 foot 10, 140 pounds, with the 3 B's: Blond hair (chin length), Blue eyes, and B cups. When I had been slave- graded two years ago as collateral for the mortgage, I was evaluated as Choice. It's not vanity to say that I'm cute and, until now, had an outgoing, attractive personality. As a slave handler, I can honestly say that I would probably have graded higher—somewhere around Prime Minus—if I had been able to present myself as more of a submissive, horny bimbo who lived to whore herself out and grovel before others. I had tried to pretend when I was slave-graded, of course, but it's really difficult to jill yourself off and convince yourself and everyone else you're gagging for cock, which was necessary to make me appear like Prime slave meat in the eyes of professional slave merchants. I would have to do a better job of acting like an eager slut THIS time around, so that I was sold at a high enough price to work off the rest of my debt in seven years.

If I felt helpless and angry, that was nothing compared to what (I'm sure) went through the mind of the 50-some-year-old codger whose poodle cage shared the panel van with mine. We were both gagged, so there was no way to be sure, but I had concluded that he was almost certainly ex-judge Roy Bean V, legendary for abusing his office by extorting sexual ransom ("favor" would imply that the victim had a choice). My girlfriend Beth had been one of his victims—she described how the judge took great joy in ramming an unusually-large prick into hundreds of accused free women plus numerous slaves brought to his office to "sweeten" the deal when the judge had to approve enslavements or other legal actions. In Beth's case, he had often exacted a 3-way from her helpless body while it was bent over his desk, leaving her bruised for days thereafter.

Some such behavior was considered normal in the male-chauvinist slave state Texas. Heck, this morning I had to suck off a state Agriculture official to thank him for the "privilege" of indenturing myself in this manner. But Bean had gone so far beyond the usual and accepted practices that he had finally been caught in a sting operation, having put an undercover detective into a spreader bar and cuffs while he ravaged every orifice south of her ear canals. Even then, I think he might have gotten away with it if she hadn't been legally free. Bean had been convicted of abuse of office and illegal enslavement, felonies that (for a guy of his age) meant de facto life enslavement. I could only see his right buttock, but that carried not only the freshly-branded circle star of a criminal slave but also numerous lacerations. Lily Russell, the bank official who had processed me into this cage, had said something about the judge's victims (the free ones; slaves didn't count) getting "atonement" from him that morning, which probably involved extensive electric shocks and strap-on pegging. That gave new meaning to the old treatment of electric shock therapy—it was therapy, all right, but only for the victims, not the person being shocked. I had caught a glimpse of his gagged face, filled with impotent rage, when my cage was loaded onto the truck.

For the next several hours—I had no way to measure time—I was lost in my thoughts, trying to calm myself down and psych myself into being Bimbo Cindy, the perfect submissive cunt, instead of angry Cindy, the woman who wanted to torture Mason and any other guy who had ever crossed me. I was tempted to plan my revenge, perhaps ten years hence, when I would slowly castrate Mason with a rusty, dull, knife after making sure I had an alibi in another state—but even that heart-warming image was likely to make me lose my cool when we got to HCI.

*****

I noticed that the truck was no longer travelling at highway speed, and then it came to a halt and began to back up slowly with the usual "beep-beep-beep" wired into such vehicles when they drive in reverse. We must have arrived at the HCI loading dock. Showtime! Time for me to play eager Bimbo Cindy even as (I anticipated) my co-workers had their fun at my expense.

The back doors of the panel van opened, and a huge Black guy climbed on and slid my cage forward onto the dock. I recognized Bill Madison, the ex-football player, and was relieved—he was a good, responsible guy, not given to inflicting unnecessary cruelty. If Bill in-processed me, I might survive the next few humiliating hours. Even if he decided to "sample" me, he was a handsome, clean man—since slaves have no choice, I would far rather have HIM use me than some of the other perverts here.

The electronic beep of a scanner told me that Bill had just imaged my bill of lading, so I was now officially part of the HCI inventory—property, not a person. He opened the cage door and told me, calmly and firmly,

"Crawl forward to the yellow line in front of you. When you reach that line, stop, and don't move until told to do so." How many times had I given the same instructions to fresh-caught slave meat? I was determined not to screw up, so I vigorously nodded acknowledgment of his order and inched forward as quickly as I could (crawling on my knees with my hands still restrained behind me) until I reached that yellow line, and then immediately froze in place, trying not to even breathe hard. This was the point where, if a new slave even twitched, the slave handler usually zapped him or her with a shock baton to emphasize absolute obedience. I did NOT want to get shocked. Next, Bill's deep voice repeated the familiar words of warning, the slave market version of a Miranda Rights Warning—but for slaves, this was a Lack-of-Rights Warning:

"You are at the Houston, Texas, location of HCI Incorporated. You are here for processing and sale as a pleasure slave. I am required by law to tell you that the collar you are wearing can deliver a powerful and extremely painful electric shock if you attempt to leave this building without permission. Additionally, all HCI employees are authorized to use any means deemed necessary to compel you to comply with all orders given to you, and those means include electrical shock and whipping. If you follow my instructions you will not be hurt. Do you understand?"

Again, I nodded vigorously and loudly attempted to say "Yes, Master," even though I knew that the canvas gag would make me unintelligible. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bill's size 14 work boots and the bottom of his blue jeans, as I expected. But I also saw something else—a pair of shiny women's 2-inch kitten heels with high quality dress pants above them. Oh, crap—who was this intruder? Was I about to be featured in some reporter's lurid account about "inside the slave market—sex-crazed sluts on sale?" Times like this I was almost thankful that my parents were no longer alive to see me.

Focus, Cindy! I had almost missed the next command, which was "Prone"—I fell forward onto the concrete, unable to break my fall except by twisting so that my left forearm and boob landed before the rest of me. Spreading my feet 18 inches apart, I again froze, waiting for my shock collar.

I had been vaguely aware of other sounds, presumably the ex-judge being welcomed to the market in the same manner as me. At that moment, however, I heard the unmistakable "Bzzzt" of a shock baton followed by a muffled scream—fortunately, it wasn't on MY ass, so I assumed that the ex-judge had twitched at the wrong moment.

"What part of DON'T MOVE didn't you understand, Asshole?" By the sound of the angry voice, that was Jim Matheson disciplining my fellow-traveller. At almost the same moment, I heard light tapping in that same direction—Mizz kitten heels and dress pants must have left me to watch the judge. Then I heard her speak, in an amused tone:

"You're on the money as usual, Jim. This douchebag has been torturing slaves for years, but he's not used to obeying instructions. The next time he twitches, do you mind if I shock him? Since he really IS an asshole, how 'bout I start with his anus?" Son of a gun—I know that voice! What was Beth Sullivan, my former partner who had preceded me in this horrible experience of indenture, doing here? I didn't want to get my hopes up, but the obvious answer was that, since she worked at the same bank that now owned my ass, Lily had sent her to watch over me. Relief flooded over me.

Meanwhile, I had lain absolutely still as Bill had replaced my shipping collar with the heavy, battery-packed shock collar, to which he clipped a leash. "Knees, slave. Heel!"

He led me over to a podium to begin my processing. By now, he and everyone else on the processing floor had a full view of my gagged face and naked body, so I tried to shuffle as quickly as possible and not draw attention to my identity. Per SOP, Bill clipped my leash to the podium above my head and installed padded cuffs on my wrists. Only then did he cut off the zip-tie that had been digging into my wrists for three hours, and finally remove the canvas gag. He smiled down at my kneeling body and said, very softly,

"Hey, Cindy. You know the drill, so I'm going to try to do this as painlessly as possible, OK?"

"Yes, Master," I replied, and my happy, obedient voice was not entirely an act. Maybe this was survivable—at least Bill wasn't jeering at me. Just then I heard tap-tap-tap behind me, evidently Beth catching up with us.

I felt a hand running through my hair, petting me like the naked dog I had become. "Hi, girlfriend," Beth said in a much friendlier voice than she had used a minute ago. "Lily sent me down here to keep an eye on you and the asshole ex-judge. How are you doing?"

I was overwhelmed to see her, not to mention being nude on my knees in front of two former co-workers, but I had to maintain my act. "I'm fine, Mistress. Thank you for coming," I announced, as enthusiastically as I could manage.

"Good girl." She commented, using the soothing tones that all slave handlers use to encourage obedient slaves. (If I haven't mentioned it, Beth used to be my partner in this very spot, before she, too, had been indentured for debt.) "Sweetie, you're doing a great job, so just keep it up. Maybe it sounds cruel of me to remind you, but you always did say, 'if you're going to be a slave anyway, throw yourself into the role to avoid suffering. It's easier in the long run.'"

I had said that, numerous times, including the day when our roles were reversed and I had to in-process Beth. "Yes, mistress," I replied, still trying to sound like happy bimbo Cindy. She and Bill already knew how humiliated I felt, anyway.

The details of slave processing are well known, so I'll skip most of them in this narrative. I already had a slave ID number tattooed inside my lower lip. I'd gotten that tattoo at the time of the slave grading that had "allowed" me to pledge my body like this. The number was 776-38-0002, and I eagerly parroted it back when Bill read it to me. DNA, fingerprints, a tracking chip injected in my sternum, the usual indignities.

At the veterinary station, Dr. Phil Holden, the "slave veterinarian," knew who I was, and was especially gentle and kind while examining me intimately and taking various blood and urine samples. He also took my measurements (34B-26-33, for those of you who care. As I said, I'm muscle, not center-fold material). The only slight surprise was the insertion of a time-released birth control implant. He said this would prevent me from ovulating for the next year, but at the end of that time I would have a massive period and then need further birth control. Oh, well, one less thing to worry about while my hands were tied.

Soon enough, it was my turn to join half a dozen other female slaves, as well as one disgruntled ex-judge, going through the motions of block positions, extremely-revealing poses accompanied by chanting suggestive come-ons, such as "Please buy me, Master; I long to suck your huge cock." I did my very best to play bimbo, slightly distracted by the slave handler repeatedly critiquing and shocking the judge, whom he pronounced to be the lowest possible grade, Canner, and therefore "not worth the slave kibble to keep him alive."

*****

Up until this point, Bill and Beth had been very protective and my other ex-colleagues, especially the females, gave me heartfelt looks of sympathy. Just as the block position drill came to a halt, with me suitably worked up and feeling about as horny as I could manage, my luck ran out—Mark Stafford appeared.

Mark Stafford was a marginally-competent wrangler with delusions that he was heaven's gift to all women, slave or free. He seemed to delight in tormenting female slaves, taking any excuse to "discipline" them by roughly filling their openings. He'd also hit on every female wrangler in the place, including poor Beth and even me. After trying very politely to tell him I wasn't interested, I finally had to make a public scene/rant to get him to leave me alone. Needless to say, he glowered at me every time he saw me after that, and now that I was helpless slave meat he saw his chance to get some petty revenge.

"Well, if it isn't little Miss Cindy, pure as the driven snow. You always went around claiming you had no interest in sex, but now that you don't have to pretend, you show us what a slutty little bitch you really are. You've always been a horny cunt who wanted me, haven't you? Ready to finally suck my sausage?"

I could think of numerous retorts (something about Vienna Sausage came to mind), but this was what I had mentally prepared myself for. Instead of showing anger or fear, I tried to suck it up, even if that might mean literally sucking it up. This was the kind of humiliation I had feared, having to submit to such an arrogant moron. Smiling brightly and panting to move my boobs, I replied, as enthusiastically as I could, "Oh, yes, Master. May I please taste your delicious sausage?"

Fortunately, he didn't get to cash the check I had just written. A firm, no-nonsense voice interjected itself: "Mr. Stafford, you apparently don't understand the situation. Let's discuss it privately. Mr. Madison, please restrain your slave and bring her with us. If you'd care to join us, Mizz Sullivan?"

The cavalry had arrived, I hoped. Ms. Hanna Steiner, the imperious manager of this menagerie, had half-promised me that she would protect me from abuse when I had to process as a slave, but I wasn't sure what she meant. Now, Bill cuffed me and, preceded by a reluctant Stafford and an eager Beth, guided me in the wake of Ms. Steiner, going around a corner to an empty cage. When we arrived, my ex-boss resumed speaking with her usual tone of absolute confidence.

"So, Mr. Stafford, what you said out there indicates that you think the former Mizz Jackson is a natural-born submissive who was only playing a part when she worked here?"

"Well, yeah—I mean, yes, Mizz Steiner. You saw how she responded to me—she's hot for her collar, a natural-born slut." He replied, trying to bluff it out.

Ms. Steiner continued, "Well, let's try an experiment, shall we? Take off your equipment belt." He reluctantly set his belt on an empty bunk. Even though I was still nude and bound on my knees, I was instantly much less intimidated by this clown.

The manager gave another crisp, I-will-be-obeyed order in the form of a polite request. "Mr. Madison, would you please remove the collar from 0002? She's obviously not going anywhere and has cooperated fully, so I think we can take the risk, don't you?" What a relief—I knew it was only temporary, but not having the constant threat of shock on my throat was marvelous. I was even more surprised by Ms. Steiner's next order, "Do us all a favor, Mr. Madison—just as an experiment, please install that collar on Mr. Stafford." Except in training, no one ever puts a collar on a wrangler, but Mark was too cowed by her to object.

As soon as the collar was installed, Ms. Steiner took the controller from Bill's belt and almost casually pushed the shock button! Moron Mark suddenly convulsed and collapsed, and I had to resist the urge to laugh out loud.

"That was only a 5, Mr. Stafford—shall we try a full 10-power shock, just to see how it feels?" He was gasping for breath, but frantically shook his head negatively. "Now I'll let you imagine the next step in this experiment, unless you think we need a full-scale test. Imagine that, instead of wearing boots and work clothes, you are slave naked down there on the floor, while the former Mizz Jackson," she gestured towards me with the controller, "is standing over you, fully clothed, holding this controller and wearing a strap-on device. Got the picture in your head? So now, tell me—if you were naked, collared, and cuffed while Mizz Jackson held the controller as well as a shock baton and a strap, would you agree with whatever she said? Wouldn't you be HAPPY to suck on her artificial penis?" Mark had recovered his breath and began to argue, but stopped when he saw his boss flourish the controller at him.



"My point, Mr. Stafford, is two-fold. First, if I put you or any sensible person under slave discipline here, even you would have sufficient brains to cooperate. Like 0002 a few moments ago, you would obey even if some moron belittled you and demanded that you provide oral services. I've known the former Mizz Jackson for five years, and I know she was an efficient and admirable employee, NOT someone with any desire to wear a collar, let alone service you sexually—she's a victim of circumstances, and practically anyone could be forced into the same situation if, for example, they had to pay for the hospitalization of a family member. Second, you still have a lot to learn about being a slave handler. By next Monday, I want you to re-read—assuming you ever read it the first time—the HCI textbook on the psychology of slaves. There will be a written essay test for you to take—and remember, your annual performance review is coming up. Meanwhile, I forbid you to go near this slave or encourage any of your immature friends to harass her in any way. Are we clear?"

Having seen this amazing act of poetic justice, I felt a lot better about wearing the collar that Bill restored on my neck. I tried very hard not to grin, staring into space rather than at Mark. Ms. Steiner stalked off in her usual manner, while Bill and Beth took me back to the main floor, leaving Mark still trying to pull himself together.

*****

Because I had arrived at HCI in late afternoon, the only remaining step for me was the usual slut wash, with my body stretched out helplessly in an X while a group of young men, most of them looking no older than the minimum age of 18, soaped, scrubbed, and washed me down. Naturally, they took great delight in fondling my breasts and finger-fucking both of my lower openings. Once again, I tried to smile and pretend I liked such intimate attention, remembering to say "Thank you, Master" after each invasion. After that, Bill gave me the usual slave-kibble-and-water supper, and he even freed my hands to eat rather than just shoving my face into a trough. He kindly allowed me to use the toilet (no dividers or other concealment, of course, but sitting down was still more comfortable than squatting over a slave grate)—and even gave me a disposable toothbrush to use before delivering me to a cage for the night.

As instructed, I knelt in the Expose position—thighs wide apart, fingers interlaced behind my neck, eyes fixed forward and downward. My keeper gave me the usual instructions about not using the one blanket on my cot to cover my boobs or pussy until lights out, when I could lie down and try to sleep. Lastly, Beth gave me a hug, whispering that she was proud of me and would see me tomorrow. Then Bill padlocked me into the cage and they both departed, their footsteps slowly becoming fainter as they walked away.

For the past several hours, the comforting presence of Bill and Beth, together with Ms. Steiner's timely intervention, had reassured me. Even though I was treated like any other new slut, I had felt far less embarrassed and vulnerable than I had anticipated, and no one except Mark had tried to humiliate me. Now, however, I was at the mercy of the night shift.

HCI never tolerated the kind of unauthorized rape and illegal enslavement that urban legend attributed to some slave markets. Nonetheless, having once worked on that shift, I knew that there was an unspoken tolerance for "sampling the inventory" sexually, especially if that inventory resisted in any way. All my reliance was on James Martin, the night shift manager and my recent boyfriend. I had not asked him to leave me inviolate—I had agreed that was unrealistic. Rather, I promised him that I would cooperate willingly if he would ask his people to take it easy on me. Indeed, I was almost looking forward to having sex, one more time, with James, who (at least when I was free) had been a considerate and generous lover.

So my heart was beating rapidly when, about an hour later (I had no way of keeping track), I heard the distinctive sound of multiple booted people coming towards the cage I was in. I immediately assumed the Expose position again, waiting nervously. James appeared, leading two other wranglers whom I recognized on sight, although I didn't really know them—Charlie and Karen. It still felt odd to be on my knees, looking up at people who had been my peers and knowing they had total power over me.

At first, James was all business, giving no sign that he recognized me. "0002, stand up! Back hands." He instructed in a calm voice. I dutifully complied, feeling my hands cuffed. Then Karen clipped a leash to my collar and ordered me to "Heel, slut."

I soon realized that we were headed for cage S-7, which I knew contained a special kneeling rack. That answered the first question—I was about to be used, probably by multiple handlers. The bigger question was, how rough would this use be?

When we reached the cage, Karen passed my leash to James, who led me forward and talked to me, almost whispering. "OK, sweetheart. You're even more gorgeous in a collar than I thought, so naturally everyone wants a piece of you, but I want to treat you fairly. You told me last week that you were willing to cooperate with my crew. That would be the best outcome for everyone—the whole crew would not only enjoy themselves but try to make sure you get SOME pleasure out of it. If you don't agree, I will limit them to oral service, but some of them might get pretty rough. Slaves don't usually get any choice, but this is the best deal I can offer you and still keep my crew satisfied." Something in his eyes didn't quite match his pose of caring about me, but I'd have to think about that later.

There it was. I did NOT and do not subscribe to that male chauvinist bull-pucky about "When rape is inevitable, lie back and enjoy it," but I'd known from the beginning that this would probably be the outcome, so I was prepared mentally. As James had remarked a week ago, this should be a relatively low-stress introduction to my new role as a slut. I chose consensual non-consent, if that makes any sense.

So, I nodded, and said "Yes, Master—I'll cooperate. May I ask a favor, please?" He nodded back. "Will you please be the first guy to use my butt? I'm not a virgin there, but all my previous experiences of anal sex have been very painful, so I'd much rather have you stretch me out before anyone else." He smiled, and mumbled something about being honored. Coming from a free citizen to a slave, it sounded odd, but it showed one more time that James still had a little empathy for my horrible position. Neither of us had really felt we were in love, but I thought at least he would cover my ass—literally.

Hoping for the best, I dutifully complied with his instructions, soon finding myself strapped horizontally, face down, in a sort of Slave-4s position, about three feet off the concrete. I was acutely aware that all three of my holes were now in a convenient position for penetration, and that I could do nothing to defend myself. There was an adjustable-height chair directly in front of my head, and Karen sat down on it, petting my hair gently.

"OK, James," she said, and I felt a gloved hand packing large amounts of lube, first between my labia and then even more in and around my asshole. A few times I grunted when he stretched me back there, but I knew that it was all in my best interest. I heard the "snap" of a latex glove being discarded, and a moment later I groaned in pleasure at the familiar sensation of James' rigid prick sliding into my vaginal sheath. Damn, he felt good.

Karen waited, still stroking me gently, until I had adjusted to that first invasion and James built up to a rapid pace. I knew he wouldn't last long, and I expected him to shift to my other opening soon.

Karen was a pretty, blond, tall woman, somewhat heavier than me but by no means fat. She finally spoke, trying to get my attention. "OK, Cindy—let me talk to you now, while you can still think. How much pussy-licking have you done?"

"None, Mistress," I replied, in between strokes, "but I know that has to change for me now."

"A Les-birgin!" She remarked, trying to make a gentle joke. "I'm not much for rug munching myself, but I only enjoy using a strap-on when I can take a guy down a peg, if you know what I mean." I did, and we shared a smile that reflected both of us having pegged rebellious male slaves more to dominate and discipline them than for physical pleasure. "So, if you don't mind, let me be the first to test-drive your tongue."

"I live to serve you, Mistress," I replied, repeating a standard slave mantra. Without hesitation, she stood up, skinned her jeans and thong panties down to her knees, then sat back down and adjusted the seat until her hairless labia were less than two inches away from my head. I noticed that she was somewhat moist—whatever she claimed, this was clearly not the first time she'd had a female tongue her. I set to work, trying to do what would feel good to me while she gave me a few suggestions.

My tongue and nose were deep into this new experience when I suddenly felt an emptiness between my labia. I told myself to relax and stay calm, but James still had to try several times to push past my sphincter. Belatedly, I remembered that I should pretend to push out fecal matter (to be as delicate as I can) when I actually wanted to help a guy enter in the opposite direction. He slipped in with only a little pain, but I groaned at the novel experience of being filled back there. (My old boyfriend had cornholed me, but he didn't have the same equipment as James.) It felt weird but not unpleasant, as if I were connected to this guy whom I liked. James, bless his horny heart, stayed absolutely still for several minutes to let me adjust to the invasion. I felt him lean down and press against my back while he reached around and cupped my breasts, gently rolling my nipples between his fingers.

At almost the same instant, Karen came to a peak and used my hair to pull my face farther into her snatch, demanding my entire attention for the next minute or so. By the time I could breathe again, I realized that James was slowly pistoning in and out of my butt and it felt OK, maybe even good. A few minutes later, I began to push backwards each time he pressed forward. It felt so good I had to force myself to focus on satisfying Karen—apparently I succeeded, because she climaxed again, making my face wet just as James collapsed on me while still frantically trying to ram his cock deeper into my helpless body.

After that, Charlie took Karen's place and fed me his penis, which fortunately for me was only about 5 inches long so that I could shallow-throat him and still breathe. I was even more happy about his limited size ten minutes later when, having humped my primary entrance frantically, he shoved a rubber-wrapped and well-lubricated mini-shaft into my butt. I would have asked him "is it in?" but by that time I was fellating yet another wrangler, Ben. Because Charlie's unobtrusive anal efforts didn't distract me, I was able to focus on Ben's prodigious proboscis to the point where he shot straight down my throat. The taste was bad, but his unexpected ejaculation meant one less guy stuffing my back door, at least for the next hour.

And my full-contact introduction to pleasure slavery went on for longer than that hour. James stayed in the cage as much as he could, while using the excuse of other responsibilities to spread his team out so that I got a few breaks when no or only one of his wranglers was using me. James finally announced that it would be lights out in 45 minutes, and told the last two guys to finish up in my mouth and cunt, respectively, then get back to work. A new form of coitus interruptus.

James unstrapped me and helped me sit up, then held a water bottle steady while I slowly emptied it and overcame a slight dizziness. What he did next was completely against the rules, but I really appreciated it—he helped me walk, without cuffs, to the staff men's showers and stood guard while I had a much nicer shower than the slut wash I'd gone through four hours earlier. He also let me use a toothbrush and mouthwash to clean out my mouth, then walked me back to a cage where other pleasure slaves were waiting for lights out. Once the buzzer sounded, he practically tucked me in for the night. I was so worn out that I fell asleep in moments.

*****

The next thing I knew was the buzzer and lights going on, telling me it was 6:00 a.m. I took a moment to think—1 day of slavery down, 2,556 to go. Then I snapped out of it, folded the blanket neatly at the foot of my cot, and again assumed the Expose position. Harry, with whom I had worked for the past three years, showed no sign of recognition when he appeared to restrain and coffle us (yeah, I had adjusted to being one of a group of slaves), marching us to the toilets for a blissful moment of relief. Back in coffle to the cage, where he gave each of us a baggie of slave kibble and water bottle for breakfast. Forty-five minutes later, Bill appeared to walk me through the preparation for my slave auction.

I didn't need new photographs for the National Slave Registry, since my original ones—when I applied for the mortgage that got me into this mess—was less than three years old. That just meant more time on the practice platform, going through every block position imaginable while loudly and enthusiastically announcing various mantras designed to entice buyers and indoctrinate us as sluts:

"I live to serve you, Master;" "Please buy me and use me for your pleasure;" "All my holes belong to you;" "I long to feel your monster cock fucking me, Master;" "Slavery is my destiny;" "Please stretch my ass with your magnificent prick," and so on.

It was hard to concentrate and make myself horny, which is what I really needed to get the top price on the block. Instead, I couldn't help thinking about how extreme the auctioning process had become in the past few years, and that process was about to bite me in the ass—perhaps literally in the ass.

If I had to blame one person for this change, it would be Professor Sarah Hollister of Haaavaaad University. That condescending blond bitch (I'd seen her lectures on U-tube) had developed a marketing plan for the Big D Slave Market in Dallas. Her plan was intended to unbalance every slave psychologically, dehumanizing the slave and reducing him or (usually) her to a frantically-horny animal. She had nothing but contempt for the foolish bimbos who allowed themselves to be enslaved, arguing that most of them were better suited to servicing customers sexually rather than trying to think for themselves. Sarah used the facilities of the Big D from when it was a cattle market—cattle chutes, block and tackles to string up the animals for washing, sand around the auction block—to convey to both slaves and customers that the slaves were nothing but desirable livestock. She had even introduced ear tags, identical to those that marked cattle but now intended to cater to customer prejudices and fetishes so that they would buy the appropriately-labelled merchandise: a megaphone for a cute cheerleader-type, a blue outline of California to suggest a snooty liberal bitch, a pair of handcuffs to identify a slaver reduced to slavery (thank heavens I wasn't going through the Big D today!) Then, the slaves waiting for the auction were encouraged to openly, frantically masturbate, hoping they would actually climax when they reached the auction block. With Professor Hollister advising the market, the Big D had developed name recognition, claiming it sold the finest pleasure sluts known as "Sandy Foot Girls."

I'd heard a rumor that Sarah had deliberately gone undercover as a slave at the Big D, allowing herself to be processed through her own nefarious system. As if—she was much too arrogant, too convinced that she was mentally superior to the unfortunates who became slaves. Why should she ever lower herself to their level, allowing herself to be dehumanized and sold as what she crassly termed "profit per pussy?"

Still, it was a nice daydream—I wished I were still a slave wrangler who got to collar, cuff, and expose that woman to the demeaning system she had invented. After all, she was responsible for part of what was going to happen to me today.

To be fair, Sarah wasn't the ONLY cause of the hyper-sexualization of slaves. State governments had discovered that they could make money by televising the punishment of criminal slaves, including branding, whipping, and victim atonement, when the victims got to use and (within limits) abuse the convicts who had caused them pain and anguish. Then one of the cable TV channels, Sports Center, had developed a new sport, called "crop-gasm," in which skilled bailiffs competed to see who could extract the maximum number of orgasms from female slaves being punished.

I shivered just thinking about such advanced sadism and subjugation. Thank heavens I wasn't either a criminal slave or a Sandy Foot Girl. Still, HCI had been forced to make some changes in order to compete in this new, over-sexualized market. That's why Bill and the other handlers urged me on, just as I had urged slaves only a few days ago, encouraging us to masturbate, daydream, and have as many orgasms as we could manage. It also meant that the auctioneer would do his best to subjugate me, reducing me to nothing but a horny cow begging to be purchased and fucked.

All too soon, it was my turn to be strung up on public display. For me, this was not about grading, although the professional slave merchants might decide to raise or lower my existing slave-grade of Choice. Still, since I would be in the coffle for sale today, the merchants (and everyone else) deserved a chance to see and touch the merchandise (me) before the auction.

In preparation for this, Bill inflicted the customary final indignities. First, he sprayed Devox down my throat, depriving me of a voice. Then he marched me out to the display area, my hands cuffed behind me while he guided me with his hand cupping my ass, fingers inside my crack. Finally, Bill secured my wrists to one end of a display table and my wrists to the other end, then turned the cranks that forced my legs apart. I had always felt sorry for women treated like this, but now it was all too real to me—I was butt naked except for a collar, spread-eagled flat on my back so that anyone could touch me, even walk between my outstretched legs and ram fingers into my openings! And if I wanted a high price at auction, I had to pretend I enjoyed it. Bill did what he could for me, gently tweaking my nipples and clitoris. His hand came away wet from my labia.

I tried to convince myself that this was an enjoyable sex fantasy, continuing to pant gently so that my breasts kept moving slightly. As I expected, the first group of spectators were gawkers, mostly 18- and 19-year olds who paid a dollar each to fondle naked young women. They had fun with me and the other poor creatures spread before them, and we could do or say nothing to deter them.

Then the situation went from uncomfortable to horrendous in one swoop, when my ex-boyfriend, Mason, suddenly appeared between my legs, grinning.

"Hi, babe—this brings back great memories of being between your thighs! You look fantastic like that. Just perfect—Cindy on her back, ready to fuck, collared and unable to talk." What the hell was he doing here?

As if he could read minds, he answered my thoughts: "I suppose you're wondering why I'm here, right? I went by the house yesterday, and the real estate person told me that you had been repossessed and would probably be sold soon. So, I called around and found out you'd be here this morning. Isn't that great?"

I should get an academy award for the performance I put on. Internally, I couldn't decide whether I wanted to throw up or wrench myself off this table and strangle him where he stood. But I managed to smile, pant, and give him a come-hither look, begging for his touch. He obliged by finger-fucking both of my openings, then bent over to whisper something that added to my misery.



"Don't worry, Babe, I'm going to buy you! Two weeks ago, I married a girl who is loaded with money, but for some reason she doesn't like anal or oral. So, she told me I could buy a slave maid to service me when she's not in the mood. Won't that be great? We'll all be together, and you can take me in your mouth and ass every day."

I had never imagined that I would be HAPPY to be Devoxed, but I was at that moment. Somehow, as I convulsed on the table trying to get at him, Mason thought I was overjoyed at the thought of being his sex slave, and wanted to jump into his arms. Why did I never realize that he was not living in the same world as me? After he fondled me a few more times, he departed, promising to see me later.

I guess there's a fine line between anger and arousal. I was still breathing heavily, squirming, and actually lubricating even more when, a few minutes later, the slave merchants, including my friend Beth, showed up. At the time, she had no idea what had just happened, and thought I was stressed out by my helpless display rather than by the asshole who had put me there, an asshole so deluded that he thought I would ENJOY being his ass- and mouth-whore! She did remind me to stay focused on bringing a high price, and helped me by gently fondling all the right places just before several other merchants appeared to evaluate my value as livestock.

By the time Bill came to release me, I had decided that Beth was right. If my moronic ex-boyfriend wanted to buy me, I would at least make him pay a lot more money than he intended to. There would be plenty of time to plan his castration-murder and my suicide after I was in his home . . .

(To be continued)


Going Around to Cum Around Pt. 03

Going Around to Cum Around, Pt. 03

(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory.)

(The HCI slave market appears by kind permission of Gentleman Mariner.)

(Cindy Jackson's viewpoint)

I had thought that yesterday was the worst day of my life, when I had voluntarily indentured myself for seven years and undergone slave processing at the same slave market and by the same people with whom I had worked for eight years. This morning was even worse. There I was, flat on my back, slave naked, bound spread-eagled with my voice temporarily disabled, being mauled, fondled, and finger-fucked by the general public as part of my evaluation before sale at auction. And then, amidst the teen-agers getting their jollies at the expense of helpless women, the asshole who had put me here, my ex-boyfriend who had maneuvered me into buying a house for both of us but with only my butt on the mortgage, yeah, THAT asshole, showed up, smiling. As Asshole Mason the Moron roughly shoved his fingers into both of my lower openings, he told me news that, in his warped mind, he thought I would welcome: he had married a rich woman who would let him BUY me so he could use my mouth and ass whenever she didn't want to put out for him. Good thing I couldn't talk, or I would have told him I agreed with his wife, because he was the last guy on earth I ever wanted to have sex with.

But, I still had to sell for at least $105,000 (including HCI's fee) at auction to pay off that mortgage. So, I needed to appear as hot and sexy as possible on the auction block. I HOPED that I would be purchased by my old friend Beth Sullivan, who had been down the same sordid road to repay her college loans. (You KNOW you're in trouble when your preferred outcome is to be bought at auction so you can be the slave whore who sweeten business deals with all her holes.) The alternative, being bought by Asshole Mason the Moron, didn't bear thinking of. Still, if that's what might happen, I wanted to make him pay as much as possible, knowing that in the near future his death by castration would precede my suicide by minutes. For some reason, the state of Texas frowns on slaves who castrate their masters, regardless of the provocation, so no sense waiting around for my trial.

Bill Madison, my former colleague who had been trying to ease me through this difficult transition from handler to slave, told me that he had heard good things from the slave merchants, praise for my sex appeal as a slave. Then he took me to the holding room where he administered the antidote to restore my voice, gave me a bottle of water, and reminded me to keep masturbating (he was more genteel in his choice of words) to maintain my body at a low boil. Like all slave sluts, I needed to stay "hot and ready," like pizza, before I came up for auction. I was in a room with a dozen other naked, collared young women. Their faces reflected fear, anxiety, resignation, but above all horniness. All of us understood that the greater our arousal, the higher the price for which we would sell and therefore (we hoped) the more valuable we would be to our new owners. (The very concept of one human "owning" another, with the slave having no rights or privacy, is horrific, but we had to deal with that reality. It was a cruel irony of the system that we had to render ourselves as horny as possible, maximizing the sellers' profits in hopes of better treatment as slaves.)

After we had drunk our water and squatted over nearby grates to urinate, the wranglers put us through another round of block poses (aka slave yoga), all accompanied by us loudly repeating the slave mantras designed to entice buyers and brainwash ourselves into eager submission. Once that drill was over, we returned to our masturbation while the wranglers walked among us, encouraging and praising us for our efforts while occasionally fondling us to help.

Somehow, I had to channel all my fear, loathing, and anger at this situation into a convincing facsimile of sexual arousal. Trying to psych myself up, I willingly begged my former friends—now temporary masters dedicated to selling my body—to use me any way they wanted, while literally licking their boots clean as a symbol of submission. I blush to think of it even now, but I found myself humping Bill's leg with my wet pussy, frantically trying to get off as I moved closer to the head of the line of cunts being sold. It was if I were having an out of body experience, observing Slut Cindy abasing herself in a manner that would ordinarily torment me with humiliation. I'd worry about that later, I thought—right now, I was determined to get myself as close to orgasm as possible, turning myself into the very model of a sex-crazed bimbo to fetch a high price.

Then I was the next one in the coffle, waiting for my big moment as a piece of HCI slave meat for sale. Concerned by my abject, mindless horniness, Bill gave me a low-power shock to my collar—he was doing me a favor because I needed to focus. My ex-colleague reminded me, calmly, that when he told me to "go" I should run as fast as possible to the slave block, do a cart-wheel to the center, and then assume the Present position (fingers interlocked behind neck, legs slightly more than shoulder width apart, staring towards the bidders in full frontal nudity) and loudly announce, "Slavery is my destiny." After that, I should focus on Bill's voice, executing the block positions he ordered while ensuring I gave the bidders a sexy display of body and voice. Keep panting and squirming so that my B-cups and tight little buttocks were constantly in motion.

*****

I don't remember much about my actual auction. It seemed to take forever, and afterwards Bill told me that the bidding went on for 4 minutes, almost twice the usual elapsed time on the block for each slave. With the bright lights, I could see few details of the audience, but at one point I identified Mason staring at me while talking rapidly on his mobile phone. The sight terrified me so much that I froze. Steve the auctioneer, whom I had mentored when he first came to work at HCI four years earlier, didn't hesitate—he swung his whip upwards between my spread thighs from behind so that the tip cracked perfectly on my clitoris; as he withdrew the lash, the edge rubbed lightly across my moist labia and taint. Steve was no sadist—if he had intended to he could easily have torn my tender flesh instead of just nipping at me, so as not to damage the merchandise. The whip startled more than really hurt me, but the audience laughed uproariously as I hopped and bobbed and howled all over the platform. I wanted desperately to rub myself where he had struck me, but I knew that doing so would obscure the bidders' view of my dripping cunt, so I had to content myself with brief, one-finger touches that kept me juicy but did not permit either orgasm or pain relief. The incomprehensible patter of the auctioneer continued, apparently getting higher and higher bids but with greater pauses each time.

Finally, like the voice of doom, I heard Steve announce, "Sold, to number 52, for the sum of one hundred and twenty thousand dollars!!" I was now officially the property of another human—but I had no idea who had bought me! Another quick flick of Steve's whip caught me, almost gently, on my right buttock, reminding me to move off the slave block to my left. I climbed down off the platform, after which Bill re-cuffed me and walked me away. Behind me, I could already hear the next slave girl, a cute little redhead if I recall correctly, yelling "Please buy me and fill all my holes, Masters," as she hit the block.

Bill made me pause momentarily so that the recording clerk could double-check the Slave ID numbers on my collar and inside my lower lip for the record of sale. Then my ex-colleague gently but firmly pressed me through another door, to the relative quiet of a corridor of cages.

"Please, Master," I begged Bill in a terrified voice, "please tell me who bought me."

"You know I'm not allowed to do that, Cindy," he replied in his deep, quiet voice. I took incredible solace in the fact that, contrary to the rules, he addressed me by my citizen name rather than the impersonal "0002" or simply "cunt" or "slut." At least he had some inkling of the trauma that had reduced me from an experienced slaver to a petrified, horny slave in little more than 24 hours.

Thank heavens, he relented. "What I CAN tell you is that you caused a real bidding war, and that asshole of an ex-boyfriend, Mason, dropped out of the bidding at about $90,000."

What a relief. "Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you, Master," I babbled, almost collapsing into his arms with my hands around his neck. Thinking back, I recall that he was a real gentleman—even though a naked, horny woman was clinging to him, he somehow resisted the temptation to feel me up or take me aside for a fast fuck, both of which were well within his authority. I was asking for it.

When I recovered my balance, he walked me to an empty cage, released my wrists, and handed me another bottle of water. As he turned to leave, I realized that I would probably never see him again.

I dropped to my knees, and asked "Before you go, Master, may I please suck your cock?"

He looked at me, obviously uncomfortable. "You know I would never do that to you, Cindy," he began, "I thought we were friends; just because you're a slave now doesn't mean you have to service me."

"Thank you for that, Master," I replied, with a little smile. "But, the only way a slave girl can show her gratitude is by voluntarily pleasing a master. I owe you so much, please let me do this for you?"

"Jeeze." He mumbled. "I've admired you for six years, and would have loved to date you, but I never imagined this. OK, if you're sure, girl, I'm not crazy enough to turn THAT offer down twice."

Smiling up at his massive bulk, I felt my way with both hands to open the fly of his jeans and pull his boxers out of position so that I could extract his cock and balls. I don't subscribe to stereotypes about the size of African-American males, but in this case the 6-foot 6-inch ex-football player had an impressive endowment. He must have been 7 inches long and 2 inches around as he rapidly swelled to full rigidity. When I glanced down, surprised by the size of what I felt, my hands looked tiny toying with this massive sausage. No way could I get ALL that into my mouth, although at times there might have been 5 inches inside me. Otherwise, I licked, kissed, fondled, and sucked as much as I could while my hands worked on his stones and the base of his prick.

Still a gentleman, Bill warned me that he was about to shoot, but that just put me into overdrive, ramming his massive shaft faster and further into my mouth, sucking even harder and determined to get him off. Because I couldn't swallow all of him, most of his spunk still ended up on my tongue. Perhaps it was my emotional state of mind, but he tasted a lot better than any other guy I remember sucking the previous day. Smiling broadly, I did what is expected of a slave in such circumstances, sticking out my tongue to display the evidence until he hastily gave permission to swallow. I was just licking his shaft clean when I heard Beth say, "You go, girlfriend!"

Refusing to be embarrassed because I had pleased my protector, I gently restored his tool to its place and straightened his clothing, all the while giving him the required, worshipping stare of a slave on her knees. He deserved that much and more. "Thank you, Master," I finished quietly, sitting back on my haunches with a smile.

"Thank YOU, Cindy, and good luck." Bill replied, handing me a sample bottle of mouthwash and then hurrying out with an embarrassed and sad look on his face.

*****

As I rinsed my mouth and spat into the nearby bucket, I looked up at Beth, still uncertain whether she had been able to buy me as she intended. She put me out of my misery.

"Don't worry, Sweetie, I own you—or rather, the firm of Russell and Sullivan (that's Lily and me) does. Sorry I took so long to come find you, but I had to stay around and buy the douchebag-formerly-known-as Judge Roy Bean. He was graded as Cutter [the next to lowest grade] and nobody realized the value he represented, so I bought HIS ass for about $1,000. You, on the other hand—I mean, Damn, Cindy, I always knew you were an attractive woman, but today you were smoking hot, especially on the block. Every guy in the place (and some of the women, too) was turned on just looking at you, and they started a bidding war for your ass. No offense, but I somehow thought you would hate being a slave—you sure didn't look like it half an hour ago."

I sighed. "I do hate being a slave, Mistress—that was all an act this morning. I was terrified that my ex-boyfriend was going to buy me, because he told me he had just married some rich woman and wanted to use my mouth and ass when she wasn't in the mood."

Beth grinned. "I think I know the clown you're talking about. He was on the phone, trying to get some woman to agree to go higher on your price, but judging by her tone of voice—which was loud enough to reach me over the auctioneer—she was getting jealous about his trying to buy a slut (no offense). And you say they JUST got married? I don't see that marriage lasting very long, not if he's already trying to buy an old girlfriend as his sex slave because his new wife is not interested!"

Now I was smiling. "Great. Sorry if you had to spend too much money on me, but I wanted to avoid him or at least make him pay through the nose—sounds like it worked."

Beth nodded. "Yeah. Your sale more than reimbursed the bank for your mortgage, but that also means you have to work more to pay off your indenture before the maximum seven years—don't worry, I'll explain how you do that once you finish your training. In case you don't know, you were so hot for the collar this morning that the slave merchants raised your grade to Prime Minus, which was a good thing because I had to use your body as collateral to borrow the money to buy you, and just Choice wouldn't have been worth such a large loan. Sorry to be so crude, sweetheart, but that's how the system works: We borrow from the bank to buy you, that purchase price reimburses the bank for your mortgage, and we—Russell and Sullivan, Slave Merchants—then rent you back to the bank to pay off the loan I took out, plus interest. I know it sounds crazy, but at least you're not in the hands of your ex-boyfriend or the brothels."

I was trying to follow her logic without being shocked by the casual way in which my friend was using my naked body for her business. I always knew that slaves were property, but now I was that property and it seemed much more real. Anyway, I had to agree with her that almost anything was better than getting a daily face-fuck and cornholing from Asshole Mason the Moron.

"Umm, Mistress?" I began, tentatively. "How do you make any money on a deal like that?"

Beth giggled. "We don't—well, we have to show SOME profit to satisfy the IRS, OK? If we're lucky we might make a hundred dollars a year on each deal like this, but it saves you from worse fates while providing a service to the bank for which we both work. We're just the middle-women so that our boss, Pamela Williams, isn't openly renting her own slaves to her bank as contractors. Now, buying the ex-judge SHOULD make us a bundle, besides being a nice revenge for the dozens of times he shafted Lily and me."

I was puzzled, but remembered my place. "Mistress? We both know that an old codger like that isn't much good as a laborer; I'm surprised he even got graded as high as Cutter. And I can't see you letting him use his cock." [got that right! She snickered] "So—how are you going to make money on him?"

Beth smiled wider than I'd ever seen her. "We're planning to put his cock into a chastity belt, then rent him out first, to his victims, for some private victim atonement for his crimes. If we can afford it, I think Lily and I want to use strap-ons and shock batons on him ourselves." I didn't know my sweet, shy friend could produce such an evil chuckle. "And then we'll really clean up by offering his use to people who feel that they got a raw deal from the court system. We're hiring full-time handlers to control him and make sure the customers don't go TOO far, but at, say, $500 for a three-hour session, two or three times a day, we'll turn a profit in less than a week. If that market dries up, we know a woman who runs a glory hole, but she prefers to have only MALES sucking dick. What better use could there be for that judge cocksucker?" We both giggled at the image.

My new owner continued. "Don't misunderstand—we're not monsters. In fact, we'll provide lube and limit how much people can abuse him—no permanent injuries, it's bad for business. He'll get tested every week for diseases and checked over by a slave veterinarian every few months. In other words, we'll still be treating him better than he did to us. But making HIM pay should make it pay for us, as well."

"I know that sounds crass, Cindy, and believe me we don't regard YOU like that. You're a precious human being, our sister in bondage. Yes, we'll make you do things you won't like, but you know we've been through the same experience and we will take care of you as best we can. Roy Bean is just an asshole who's going to be 'done unto, as he has done to others' for years."

I nodded, understanding the harsh logic of it all, then asked, "So, what happens to me next, Mistress?"

She made a little grimace and petted my blonde hair as if I were an animal. "Now comes something you won't like, but it's necessary. We're shipping you to the Pearson Pussy Ranch. I'm sure you've heard of it?" I nodded, already dreading the experience. Beth continued, "It's not one of those places that tries to make slaves blindly obedient, but rather a school to teach you how to please both genders with all parts of your body. Please promise me you'll do your best—whatever you did mentally to turn yourself on this morning, do it again at the ranch. From my own experience, the more you cooperate, the faster you can get out of there."

"I'll do my best, Mistress, but you know I'm not wired to be submissive."

She nodded, sadly. "Yeah, I know. That's why this may be tougher for you than it was for me."

*****

Beth left soon thereafter to see about the ex-judge. After a considerable wait, a slave handler appeared to dispose of me. He must have been a part-timer, as I didn't recognize him, and it was obvious he didn't recognize me as even human. Finding me dutifully on my knees, fingers interlaced behind my head, he simply ordered "mouth," and unzipped himself. In seconds his (not particularly clean) prick was shoved into my mouth. I think he would have enjoyed making me choke, but he lacked the caliber to do that. The contrast between this casual exploitation and my loving service to Bill was obvious, but I just tried to get this clown off as quickly as possible. Furious inside, I schooled my face to show helpless adoration, smiling around his little rod and looking up, worshipfully, into his eyes. He used both hands to shove my head back and forth, while I tried to tongue and suck him as much as possible. We both succeeded—he got off, and I got him finished in less than two minutes. Since his sub-caliber dick didn't reach very far into my mouth, I had to hold his loathsome ejaculate on my tongue, sticking it out for his inspection. He nodded for me to swallow.



Casually zipping himself up, this poor excuse for a wrangler ordered me to stand, reverse, and back hands. I felt a zip-tie restraining my wrists, a sure sign that I was about to leave the HCI Slave Market—with any luck, for the last time. He used a leash rather than his hand on my butt to guide me. At first, I was thankful because I didn't want this creep to touch me unnecessarily, but the first time he changed direction suddenly and I didn't follow instantly, he whacked my butt with a rubber strap, something I would never have done to a docile slave when I was still a wrangler. Punishment and rewards need to be used to encourage eager obedience, not make the new slave catatonic with confused fear.

Once we reached the shipping department, he put me in "Expose" position, checked my Slave Identification Number with the shipping clerk, and left hastily, probably off to exploit another helpless cunt. The shipping clerk, Sam, DID know me, but I don't think he connected the defenseless naked girl kneeling in front of him with the confident, happy wrangler with whom he had worked for several years. I hope so, anyway, because he treated me no better than the other clown had. You guessed it—he decided to probe my mouth with his prick, which again wasn't the cleanest I've tasted. A straight transaction—in order for him do the job HE WAS PAID FOR and ship me out, I had to suck him off. Sigh. This was going to be a long seven years if every guy I met insisted on sampling my merchandise. I guess I should be happy that the shipping department was so busy—otherwise he probably would have bent me over a cage and fucked me in both openings.

By the time he twisted my face into a "slave smile" with a canvas gag, I honestly couldn't tell if that gag had the usual coating of dead sperm, because I'd already swallowed two loads since Bill gave me that bottle of mouthwash half an hour before.

Time for another uncomfortable episode of Poodle Transport. At Sam's direction, I squirmed backward into the cage, which he closed and locked, then affixed a shipping invoice and scanned it with a final "beep," confirming my departure from HCI Slave Market. I was no longer part of the inventory. The change couldn't happen soon enough for me, even if I had to pee my cage before I got to the next stop.

In a matter of minutes, Sam used a handcart to move my cage onto a small truck. I wasn't alone on the journey—two other newly-enslaved bodies were kneeling in the same truck with me. We had no way to communicate other than a silent exchange of sympathetic glances as the rear door on the small van rolled down, plunging us into darkness. At least, unlike many slaves in shipment, I knew where I was headed.

The more I thought about my experience at the HCI market, the more irritated I became. I knew I was a slave without rights, and I had anticipated harassment by the more obnoxious of my former colleagues, so I wasn't inclined to describe the experience as "unfair." In fact, Bill, Beth, and Ms. Steiner had protected me within their capabilities. Still, my treatment was inappropriate simply in terms of protecting my value as merchandise. I didn't regret blowing Bill, who had been a real gentleman and friend, treating me as a comrade who had fallen on hard times. Unfortunately, he was the exception to the AMAB—All Men Are Bastards—rule. If this was how all the male wranglers treated female slaves when no one was looking, Ms. Steiner had an even larger problem than she thought. Hell, James, my ex-fuck buddy who was the night shift manager, could and SHOULD have insisted on company policy that limited his crew to oral services except for cases of extreme indiscipline. Instead, he had manipulated my fears into making me agree to a gang-bang, and I'm sure my acquiescence was taped by the monitor cameras if he ever had to justify himself. I'd been so grateful for the crumbs of consideration he offered me that I had actually ASKED him, almost begged him, to butt-fuck me! I'd been so afraid of violent rape that I convinced myself that his relatively-gentle invasion felt good. Yeah, fuck him and the horse he rode in on—he was no better than the two clowns who had demanded blow jobs today, and he didn't even have the excuse of not recognizing me.

Worse still, I had succumbed to the psychological system designed to make new slaves into docile, submissive, horny bimbos. I had expected some of that, and had deliberately psyched myself out to maximize my sale price, but I could already feel my independent identity ebbing from my body. Now I would have to do more of the same to get through the Pearson Pussy Ranch. I wasn't even sure how far I could trust Beth and Lily, since their business success depended upon my willing acceptance of subjugation. "Sucks to be me" had never had so much meaning before.

Despite my discomfort, I managed to doze a little—there wasn't anything else to do.

*****

The loading dock area at the Pearson Ranch was smaller than at HCI, but the procedures were much the same: two men unloaded our cages, a firm voice ordered us to crawl out and stop on a line, and a new shock collar went around my neck. I heard the usual lack-of-rights warning, similar to that I had recited to a thousand slaves at HCI, except that this one included the sentence "You are at the Pearson Pussy Ranch to be trained as a pleasure slut." These wranglers must have been familiar with the needs of slaves after long poodle rides, as they promptly led us to a slave restroom where I collapsed, with my wrists still bound behind my back, onto a toilet and unleashed a strong stream downward. Soon, one of the wranglers released my hands so I could eat some kind of vegetable mash, the first real food I'd had since Lily handed me a candy bar just before I indentured myself, 35 hours earlier. (Slave kibble doesn't count.) My handler let me wash up and (thank heavens) gave me a toothbrush to use. Then he left me, unfettered, in a larger cage, with even a cot and blanket for the night. My fellow travellers were in nearby cages, but we were too exhausted to talk.

The next morning began, after allowing me to use the toilet, with installing locking bands onto my wrists and ankles. The handler then linked my hands behind me and attached a rope to pull them upwards, forcing me to bend, chest parallel to the floor and boobs handing down, to reduce the strain on my shoulders. He nudged my ankles apart and thrust a lubricated tube up my rectum. Gallons of warm soapy water flooded my intestines, and I tried to hold it in, knowing I would be punished for any mess. After a long 5 minutes, he slowly released me and allowed me to discharge into the toilet. He repeated the process, telling me that tomorrow he would show me how to give an enema to myself, and I was required to do so twice each morning.

The curriculum at the ranch was largely hands on; except when performing fellatio, that meant THEIR hands on ME. There were daily exercise sessions involving not only slave block positions but specific exercises to tighten gluts, throat, pelvic floor, and so on. The objective was clear—anywhere a man could insert a penis, we were expected to clamp down on that penis, rhythmically massaging it. We were also the passive recipients of men compressing our buttocks and breasts to provide friction around their pricks. Much of the practice was done with dildos and strap-ons worn by female wranglers, if only because no male could perform for as long or as often as necessary to train all those sluts.

Every morning after the first one, we were required to lubricate each other's lower openings and then, on our knees, back up onto fixed nozzles to clean ourselves out. "Water fountains" were similarly mounted close to the floor and designed to look like pricks, so we had to suck really hard to get a flow of water.

I disliked it all, but always obeyed orders and tried to perform as instructed. The wranglers themselves—of both genders—were generally healthy, good looking young people for whom it was almost a pleasure to perform. Still, there were field trips that exposed us to much more sordid realities. Imagine being chained by the neck facing a glory hole, expected to suck off all cumers (pun intended), some of whom were seriously lacking in personal hygiene—the first time I did it, I almost puked over a smelly, tiny, limp dick that I somehow had to bring to climax if I ever wanted a breather. Worse still, as far as I was concerned, were the more specialized establishments where we would be chained with our legs and buttocks protruding through holes in the wall, so that (for a fee) the punters could ram their cocks into whichever hole their chose without any consideration for the faceless slut on her knees. By contrast, servicing a woman orally was a vacation, although again, some of the practical exercises required us to pleasure poorly-cleaned, overweight pussies. Yeech.

I don't want to give the impression that it was all misery. I was a healthy young woman in the prime of child-bearing years, so all this sex gave me more than a few orgasms. Even when I didn't cum, some of the trainers were considerate of me (perhaps they were playing good cop, bad cop). The operant conditioning reinforced me to want to provide pleasure. On those occasions where I could perform without too much coercion or bad odors and flavors, giving head to either sex or even being fucked hard was enjoyable. As long as I could breathe, it was often pleasant to be screwed or to have a guy get off with his rod squeezed between my tits or rubbing inside the cleft of my butt. I tried to take such enjoyment where I could, hoping that I could satisfy their demands while still keeping at least part of my own identity. Still, it was a challenge to balance the two objectives while pretending to be Bimbo Cindy.

*****

Gradually, the trainers/handlers modified their treatment of us. When I first arrived, I was treated as either a dog or a prisoner. Most of the time, I was expected to move—quickly—from place to place on all fours, and for several hours each day I sported a large, penis-shaped butt plug that trailed a 6-inch tail—with hair color that matched that on my head. The handlers used a leash to lead me, and often restrained me in the position they wanted. When we first went to the glory hole, for example, I was not only chained with my head close to the hole, but also shackled hand and foot—one pair of cuffs held my elbows together behind my back, while another joined my ankles, with about a 2-foot chain connecting the two cuffs, so that I was in a loose hogtie.

The first time that the trainers made me "air-tight" was far more challenging. I was required to mount a woman wearing a strap-on, who in turn was lying on her back atop a padded rack. After that, they cuffed my hands behind me and then pulled those cuffs upwards, connecting them by a rope to the D-ring on the back of my collar (this naturally meant that the front edge of that collar rose upwards against my chin, which was quite unCUMfortable.) While this was happening, another handler lubricated my anus and slowly (thank heavens) worked his rubber-wrapped cock into my colon. Only then did a third "trainer" straddle the woman's head and push himself into my mouth—apparently he didn't want to risk my suddenly clamping down on him when I was first sodomized! The three of them worked together to slowly fuck me, but all I had to do (that time) was lie there and take it. Once I learned how to breathe with their rhythm, it was actually enjoyable, and I did my best to smile and moan around the dick in my mouth. I do remember the woman complaining that it was somebody else's turn to be on the bottom of this pose.

Gradually, however, we were allowed more freedom of movement, yet encouraged to act as if we were servicing people willingly. This was almost my downfall. Somehow, it had been easier for me to submit passively than to pretend I wanted this, begging for use like the most despicable of sluts.

For example, one of these experiences involved the intense humiliation of lying on my back, pulling my legs up until my feet were in contact with my butt, and then grasping my ankles and spreading myself wide for whatever wrangler dick or strap-on I had to accommodate, all while begging that wrangler to "please fuck this worthless piece of horny slave meat." I will never forget the self-satisfied smirk of the twenty-something "trainer" who had achieved the "amazing feat" of making a defenseless slave prostrate herself and beg him to penetrate her. I had no doubt that he was but the first of many arrogant pricks who would enjoy dominating me over the next six years and eleven months. Yup, AMAB.

Most but not all of the female handlers were more considerate when they were driving strap-ons, if only because they had some idea what it felt like to be on the receiving end of such oversized invaders. At the risk of being politically incorrect, however, I can only conclude that two of these women were bull dyke sadists. They clearly got the same kind of power trip as did a man by ramming into my orifices, without even the excuse that they experienced physical pleasure when they forced me to beg for the "honor" of having counterfeit cocks shoved up my cunt and cornhole. The only honor involved was that they were honorary male bastards.

There was an even more humiliating variation of eager surrender to penetration. While again lying on my back, I had to use my hands to pull my bent knees up to my boobs, which naturally pulled my buttocks off the floor. On order, I had to spread my legs wide apart, exposing both of my openings while pleading and moaning for the trainer to choose whichever hole he/she wanted "because I'm slave-hot and all I can think about is you ramming me in all my holes."

And those were the simple, straight-forward, almost missionary situations. The next time I got filled in all three openings simultaneously, I was expected to first work myself into an erotic lather, then rub myself all over my three "trainers" like a bitch in heat, kissing their feet and entreating them to fuck the crap out of me while breeding me to produce another slave whore! Performances like this earned me rewards, including rare pieces of meat and sweets added to the bland, vegetable-based diet.

One member of my "class" of 11 girls rebelled, refusing to cooperate, which I thought was foolish even before I witnessed the consequences. Three "trainers" tacked her up as a pony girl: arms pulled tightly together in a leather brace behind her back, a stiff posture collar to hold her chin up, a headdress with bit and blinkers, a tight corset-style waist nipper, and thigh-high boots with horseshoes on the high-heeled soles. To complete the image of a pony, the sides of her head were shaved and the long hairs in back tied into a mane, while a frightening-large butt plug gave her a suitably long tail. Each of her nipples had a clamp on it and her bridle ran from the bit, down through rings on these clamps, and under her arms back to the driver. For hours in the Texas sun, this unfortunate woman had to pull a little cart, carrying the heaviest slave handlers, around a track while they whacked her exposed butt to encourage speed. Eventually, the handlers tied her bent over a railing with ankles pulled apart. They removed her nipple clamps and butt-tail, but only so that every handler in turn could ream both of her openings with dick or strap-on. They would reach around to diddle her nipples and clitoris, but always stopped just short of allowing her to orgasm. At night, she was tied in a narrow stall so she couldn't lie down to sleep. In less than three days, she was so desperate for rest and orgasm that, when they periodically removed the bit to feed her, she babbled promises to obey. Thereafter, she threw herself into anything she was told to do, willingly debasing herself like the caricature of a mindless bimbo cunt.

I shuddered at her fate, quietly thanking my good judgement for never resisting what I knew was a well-calibrated system of operant conditioning. After five weeks of this hypersexualized existence, I thought I had adjusted well. Without hesitation, I would slobber over any dick, prick, or pussy that needed a lick, and beg to be used in any of my obscenely-offered openings. In retrospect, I blush to think about the demeaning things I did and said. I never refused or even hesitated to do what was expected, but despite my best efforts, I apparently wasn't fully convincing as a sex-crazed slave whore who couldn't go 15 minutes without getting screwed silly.

Mistress Sophie, a tall, cool blond who might have passed for my sister before my fall from grace, was my "advisor," if you will, the slave handler/trainer who spent more time with me than did any other member of the staff. She was sufficiently professional that she wanted me to succeed at the ranch, but that was not the same as caring for me as a person. If I did something well, she praised me by name as if I were a show dog and gave me a sweet; if I screwed up, I was "Cindy, you ignorant slut" or "0002, you stupid cunt," often accompanied by multiple whacks from a rubber strap.

One day, however, she ordered me to heel and led me to a private room where she sat primly on a chair. At a gesture from her, I dropped into "Expose," my fingers interlocked behind my head with my thighs widespread and my eyes downcast. At the moment, I did not have that #$%&@ butt plug tail stretching my sphincter, so I was no more uncomfortable than usual. I'd long ceased to feel any shame about my nudity or submissive posture.

Her next words surprised me: "0002, look at me." I hesitantly looked into her face, which displayed a vague sense of frustration. "You're not fooling me, you know."

"Mistress?" I inquired, trying to play dumb bimbo as usual.

"You can drop the act, girl." She said—not angry, just skeptical, almost amused. "I can tell you're just sleep-walking through this place, pretending to be an eager little slut whereas in fact you have no interest in what we've taught you. Oh, you do everything we tell you to do, and often do it well, but that's not you, is it? No matter what you say or do, you're just pretending. You don't have a single submissive bone in your body, do you?"

Sigh. No sense pretending, but this conversation wouldn't have a good ending. "No, Mistress. I don't. I have done my best to learn, but . . . My apologies if I have disappointed you."

Sophie continued, almost as if she hadn't heard me. "I talked to one of your owners about you." That did surprise me. "Mistress Beth actually went through this school some years ago, and she told me that she knew you before you were enslaved. She was not surprised at all when I told her I thought you were faking it." Her tone shifted. "How does she know you, by the way?"

I again tried to give her a half-answer. "We worked together about six years ago, Mistress."

"Doing what?" she asked.

"We both worked at the HCI Market, Mistress."

"You were a slave handler." She made it a statement rather than a question. "I think that proves my point—you really AREN'T submissive in any way."

"No, Mistress. I know I'm not that anymore, that I'm a slave now. I'm not stupid enough to think that I'm better than I am, but I just . . . can't enjoy it."

"Well, you'd better learn," she replied, flatly. "You haven't flunked, yet, but in order to graduate you're going to have to adjust. Your first chance comes up this Saturday night. It's time for one of our periodic open houses, where we throw a party for our customers, both current and future. You're not ready for the big time, the finished sluts who mingle with our guests, but you are sufficiently ready to be one of the waitresses who are still available for service if anyone finds them attractive. Time for you to prove you're hot enough, horny enough, enthusiastic enough to EVENTUALLY graduate from the Pearson Pussy Ranch. If you do, you'll continue your training. If you DON'T, well . . . at some point we may have to concede failure. We don't like to do that, naturally, but when we do, the owner usually takes our advice and sells the slut off at a loss. You're a Prime Minus, so one of the better brothels might buy you, but if you don't like THIS place, I can guarantee you'll HATE working in a brothel. Understand?"



"Yes, Mistress." Now what do I do?

(To be continued)
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(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory in any sexual relations.)

(Cindy Jackson's viewpoint)

How the FRACK did I get here? Thanks to my irresponsible boyfriend Mason, I had faced up to 15 years' enslavement for failing to pay off a home mortgage. I had mitigated that by a deal with the XYZ Bank, which held my note, in which I self-indentured myself—virtually identical to slavery—for the shorter period of five to seven years. To avoid becoming Mason the Moron's ass-slut slave, I had to PRETEND to be a horny bimbo who was graded Prime Minus and sold at auction for $120,000, more than his new wife would agree to spend—which just increased the amount I had to work off with my body before being freed. My former work partner Beth Sullivan, who had once been in the same situation because of unpaid college loans, had paid that exorbitant price, but she intended to have me serve, as she had, as a slave whore to entertain the bank's customers and government officials. Beth was honest enough to explain that my body was the security she used to borrow the $120,000 from the bank, after which she would pay it off by renting my body back to the same bank, one "piece" at a time. I felt as if there was no one I could trust, and certainly no man—when I had processed through the same slave market where I had worked for eight years, only ONE of my male co-workers had tried to protect me without exploiting me.

Beth had explained that she and her partner, Lily Russell, were both employees (and former sex slaves) of bank president Pamela Williams, who used their partnership as a cut-out in which the two bought and trained slaves, with Ms. Williams' backing, to serve as "contractor-furnished equipment" doing whatever the bank needed. Shudder. In preparation for this, Beth had shipped me to the Pearson Pussy Ranch. For six weeks, I had performed every imaginable sex act, for males or females, using all three of my openings not to mention friction between my boobs, buttocks, thighs, ankles—you name it. I never hesitated or refused an order, trying my best to be Bimbo Cindy the horny, mindless slut and just get out of this place. Unfortunately, the "trainer" responsible for my evaluation, Mistress Sophie, had seen through my act. She told me that I had to demonstrate not only skill but slave hotness, genuine mindless lust, if I wanted to avoid being declared untrainable and likely sold to a slave brothel.

My rational mind told me that she was just trying to frighten me, that Lily and Beth couldn't afford to take a big loss on the $120,000 they spent to buy me, not to mention thousands more for training at the Pearson Ranch. On the other hand, Beth had bragged about all the money they expected to make by renting out the ex-judge Roy Bean V for revenge taken by women he had exploited sexually, so I couldn't be sure. Maybe they COULD afford to take a loss on me. Meanwhile, I threw myself into my training, trying to prove how eager I could be.

*****

My first opportunity to "make good as a bimbo" was a weekend open house. The Pussy Ranch regularly invited its customers and other high rollers to an elaborate party-cum-orgy, with an emphasis on "cum." The most advanced "students" were the primary merchandise on display, dressed in revealing evening gowns with elaborate makeup and hairdos, fully expecting to be plowed in every opening and position conceivable. More junior inmates like me, already partly "trained" as sex objects, were the waitresses, wearing simple makeup and plastic aprons that did not conceal a single inch of our bodies and left us available for sexual use. After six weeks of frequent exercise and controlled diet, those bodies were optimized to look pretty darn good. In any random group of women, my blond hair, blue eyes, B cups, and taut body would have made me appear fairly attractive, but here I was just average in appearance. All I could do, and all I did do, was to psych myself out the same way I had done before my auction, telling myself that I was far hornier, far more sensuous than was really the case. Every clothed person I encountered at the party was the focus of my worshipful, breathless, submissive stare and eagerness. I knew I couldn't hump the customers without permission, but the other waitresses and I acted like lesbian sex robots with each other. Meanwhile, the guests kept fondling my body as I passed, apparently trying to upset me so that I spilled something. At least that groping contributed to my horny act.

My pretending worked, but only because I got some unexpected help. I had just finished delivering my second tray of hors d'oeuvres when Lily Russell hove into view, announcing that she wanted to try out my tongue. She ordered me to heel and led me off to one of the bedrooms.

I immediately prepared to service her orally, dropping to my widespread knees while putting on my best bimbo face, when she stopped me. "Never mind that, Cindy," she said, kindly. "After six weeks at Pearson, I'm sure you're perfect at pussy-licking. I just wanted to give us a chance to talk, and then fix up your makeup on the excuse that it got smeared servicing me!"

Thank heavens. As Ms. Williams' first recruit, she had been in my exact position almost a decade ago, so now she let me babble out my worries and frustrations. Although I already had makeup on, being a tomboy I'd never really mastered that aspect of womanhood. Fortunately, the beautiful Lily HAD studied cosmetology somewhere. Before she came to the party, she had considered my coloration (which was very different from her own), and brought an arsenal of makeup in her purse. While I talked, she tarted up my face, all while making sympathetic noises. Finally, she used ice cubes from her drink to bring my nipples up to high beam and sent me back into the party with a gentle pat on the ass and an assurance that I would do fine. Just the idea that Lily (and presumably Beth) really DID care—even if only to the extent of wanting to make me a successful sex slave—made a great difference for my mental well-being. My happiness apparently translated into healthy sex appeal, and even Mistress Sophie commented on it later that evening. Measured by the number of customers who sampled my body after Lily, I was apparently a success.

One evening's good performance didn't eliminate Sophie's suspicions, of course, but it earned me a breather. I still had to psych myself up, recalling how I felt that evening, in order to get through future tests.

Six weeks later, it was MY turn to be a slut star at another Pearson Pussy Party. By this time, my original chin-length hair was approaching shoulder length, and a slave beautician trimmed and curled it in preparation for the big evening. She did my makeup in a manner similar to what Lily had shown me. I also got to wear a dress, the first real clothes I had known in the three months since I had stripped to don a collar, although I knew I would probably lose those clothes in the course of the evening.

Soon after the party started, I was accosted by a real power couple. She was a tall, well-endowed, and self-confident blonde "of a certain age" (as the French would say) but still very attractive, in a dress that looked as expensive as his suit. She was clearly accustomed to get whatever she wanted, and I pretended to be flattered that she wanted ME. Her boyfriend (I think—neither was wearing anything like a wedding ring), referred to as "Jack," was handsome and even taller than she, but while by no means a wallflower he seemed content to let her call the shots. They took me off to one of the bedrooms and "sampled my wares." I knew this was another key test, and I tried to perform accordingly. He was actually rather gentle and considerate with me, seeming to care about my pleasure as well as his own. After I licked and sucked his cock up to full salute, I had to service the (as yet unnamed) lady with my mouth as he first fucked me masterfully and then, with great gentleness and skill, reamed my ass. I actually ENJOYED this man using me, something I hadn't felt in the entire three months I had spent at Pearson. There was no question that I was a sex slave, of course, but I came several times from the sense of SHARING sex with the two of them rather than just being a toy for their amusement. Hard to explain, but it gave me a temporary high.

I should have realized whose pussy I was licking, especially when the woman called me Cindy as she climaxed. Afterwards, she congratulated me on having mastered my skills, and finally announced that she was my ultimate owner, the president and CEO of XYZ Bank in Dallas!

I had to pretend surprise the next morning when Mistress Sophie announced that I had passed my final exam. I was still bleary-eyed when she told me this. After the luxury of an unfettered shower and five minutes alone on a slave toilet, I was soon kneeling, bound, and gagged in a dog cage, headed (I presumed) to somewhere in Dallas. Slaves have to be thankful for small favors, and in this instance, my final experiences at the Pearson Pussy Ranch included two such gestures: not only did the shipping clerk NOT fuck my face while he had me bound on my knees, but the canvas gag he installed in my mouth was new, and not (as so often in other slaving establishments) soaked in semen. I felt as if I had been upgraded to business class seats for slaves—again being thankful for small favors.

*****

It was a long trip with my cage the only one in a panel van. After perhaps three hours at highway speeds, the driver pulled in at a rest area. He released me from the cage and let me squat, shielded from other travellers by the side of the van, and pee in the gutter. After two months at the Pearson I had lost all modesty about performing bodily functions in front of a master. As I finished peeing, I half expected that I would have to pay for emptying my bladder by giving him the usual blowjob, but then I remembered that, just as when Lily had shipped me to the HCI Market, the Pearson Ranch had put a shipping seal on my gag! This prevented him from using my mouth without detection, and I guess that fucking me would have put him behind schedule. It was nice to think that my new owners were looking out for me, even if only to protect their investment . . .

The next time he opened the van doors and released me from the cage, we were parked in front of a palatial home with broad, green lawns. I had no idea where I was, but presumed it was in some upscale suburb of Dallas or Fort Worth. The driver led me on a leash, hands still zip-tied behind me and gag firmly in place, up the front steps of this magnificent house. For a moment after he rang the doorbell, there seemed to be no response, and I worried about being left in some warehouse until called for. Then, I was overjoyed when a smiling Beth Sullivan opened the door and signed for me.

I had knelt on the steps while she did this, but as soon as she got me inside she released my hands and mouth and aimed me at the nearest restroom. Much relieved, I returned and knelt in front of the chair in which she sat. She explained that this palace was Ms. Williams' newest acquisition, and for now I would live there along with Lily and Beth. I would still kneel the first time during the day I met any of my three hosts/owners, but otherwise the rules of slave behavior would be relaxed somewhat. Much to my relief, she also gave me five sets of transparent B-cup bras in my size, telling me to wear them at home or at the bank where we all worked, to provide support without actually concealing my girls. I would have to go "bare front" whenever I was meeting customers or business associates, however.

Long story short, Beth explained that I had three basic jobs: At home, I was a maid/server, although Ms. Williams had finally hired a Latina lady, Mistress Juana, to cook for daily dinners and business-related entertainment. At the bank, I would do routine IT service functions, such as answering trouble calls or resolving lock-outs. And, of course, Beth, Lily, and occasionally Ms. Williams would use me in my primary function as resident slave slut, rewarding government officials who gave priority to bank business or entertaining major investors and members of the board.

Beth took a deep breath, then launched into an unavoidably crass discussion. "When you're working at the bank, Russell and Sullivan, Slave Merchants, will bill the company as if you were an entry-level IT person working 25 hours per week. One-half of that pay goes towards redeeming your debt to us while the other half covers our overhead in taking care of you, such as weekly STD tests, periodic veterinary exams, legal fees, interest on your loan, and so on. The REAL way you work off your debt and get free is by providing sexual services. I'm going to be blunt—every week we'll total up the value of your services and bill the bank for them. Because you're a Pearson Pussy Ranch graduate, we have to include the cost of your training as part of your debt, BUT that training lets us bill the bank at a higher rate for your services. Every act of oral sex is $40, every vaginal fuck is $75, and every anal penetration is $150. Other services, such as getting spanked or rented out for an evening, cost more. If Lily or I don't witness a sex act, please let us know at the end of that day so we can bill the bank and give you credit for it. I know that what I just said makes you sound like a prostitute, but Ms. Williams followed the same accounting rules with us, and you'll be surprised at how quickly you begin paying back your costs. Believe me, the MOMENT you pay off what we've disbursed—which is about $150,000 including the Pearson training—the moment you pay it off, as I said, we will free you and help you arrange future employment—either with the bank or elsewhere, your choice."

"Furthermore," she continued, "Lily and I don't make more than a nominal profit on your body—we'd be too appalled to do that. Whatever the bank pays us for your services, other than one-half your pay as an IT worker, is credited directly towards the debt. Speaking of the bank, you need to know that Ms. Williams has recently introduced a mandatory code of ethics that includes fair treatment for everyone, even slaves. As you move about the headquarters the free personnel of the bank may fondle you and address you as a slut—that, I'm afraid, is inherent in your condition. Executives may require that you service them orally after you fix their computers—but be sure to tell us about each instance of that, which is still billable. However, no one is permitted to humiliate you, cause you pain, or (without permission from Ms. Williams or H.R.) to penetrate your lower openings. Nor can an employee keep you from doing your job—which means that no one is allowed to tie you up or order you to stay in his or her office. If any abuse like that happens, don't resist—just suffer through it and then tell Lily or me, OK?"

Lily came home soon thereafter, and greeting me affectionately; Ms. Williams had a business dinner somewhere that night. Beth introduced me to Mistress Juana, who was very pleasant so long as I obeyed her. I served a low-fat, vegetable-heavy meal to them and got to eat my own share of it. OK, I was on my knees in the breakfast nook, but I still felt far more human than I had since I self-indentured. I gathered from dinner conversation that I was only one of the ASSets of Russell and Sullivan. Apart from the loathsome ex-judge, who was apparently a very popular rental item, there were several other Pearson-trained sluts, all of whom worked for the XYZ Bank in various offices or were still undergoing training. I would meet them when Ms. Williams called us together to serve (and service) a large business-related dinner or cocktail party.

After supper, Beth allowed me an unheard-of luxury—a long, relaxing bath in private with no one telling me what to do. Afterwards, she went over the usual schedule at home, such as changing bed linens, doing laundry, scrubbing toilets, and mopping floors on the weekends. She also explained that her partner or she would put me through slave block positions, treadmill practice, and light weight training several times each week, starting the next evening. Finally, every week I would douche and every morning give myself an enema, then lubricate those openings so I was open for business if called upon that day.

Later that evening, she showed me the large, padded pet bed on which I would usually sleep, located in her bedroom, although there was also a cage and a bondage rack if someone decided to restrain me. Finally, my owners told me, in a friendly manner, that I had to get up about 6:00 a.m. the next day to accompany them to the main office of the bank.

*****

Six a.m. came as early as it always had when I was free. As we bustled around, getting coffee and eating toast, it almost felt like a normal workday, except that I was nearly naked. I say nearly, because Beth had told me to wear one of my new bras, a semi-transparent rain poncho, and a pair of flip-flops. When we arrived at the bank offices, Beth drove to the rear of the building where Lily led me inside while Beth parked. I felt honored and yet off-balance because my owners didn't cuff or leash me, although they warned me to expect those formalities when we went out in public.

I had almost forgotten that Lily had first introduced herself to me as the deputy head of Human Resources for XYZ Bank. Now, I was literally a resource that she had to get in-processed. A new photo-ID badge was soon clipped to my collar, identifying me as "Contractor-Furnished Equipment" (the photo showed not only my head but my bare chest, as if my boobs would help identify me!) Lily left me with the Information Technology people, first to get a password and computer logon (Conslave0002@XYZBank.com), and then to assess how much I knew about routine computer systems. Like a lot of people in my generation, I was reasonably proficient at such things, which was obviously a relief to the experienced IT folks. Within two days, they were sending me around the building to handle routine trouble calls, which allowed them to focus on more interesting things. After two months of being treated as an animal, just being trusted to perform routine mental tasks was a thrill.

Having worked around slaves for years, I understood that the reality of slavery was far more mundane than the lurid images in film and fiction. Yeah, female slaves like me were often used as sex objects, but except for full-time slave prostitutes, lap-dancers, and the like, even pleasure slaves often spent much of their time doing routine work so that free people didn't have to. This was a great relief for me: after three months of thinking and practicing sex morning, noon, and night, I had some semblance of "normal" work, even if I was virtually naked (wearing just the bra indoors) and all my "co-workers" were clothed people whom I had to address as Master or Mistress. Few of them insisted on much formality about that. Yeah, the younger guys liked to stare at my boobs and butt, but they never even touched me without asking permission, and often had normal, work-related conversations with me. The head of IT even told me to sit on the chair at my desk, since the usual kneeling stance of a slave made it difficult for me to operate my computer. Amazing how such minimal consideration made me blossom, almost getting back to the upbeat Cindy I used to be B.C. (Before Collar.)



Of course, the executives still had the perks of fondling, finger-fucking, and fellatio at my expense, but most of them treated me like a human being and even thanked ME when I sucked them off after solving their computer issues. (If I haven't mentioned it, slaves were expected to thank masters and mistresses for the honor of being fucked, punished, fed, or almost anything else.) Most of these executives were older guys who genuinely appreciated help with technology, although two assistant vice-presidents, Masters Bart and Chuck, got such a taste for my use that their computers mysteriously required work orders every Friday afternoon. The other IT folks shook their heads and rolled their eyes sympathetically when they sent me off on these wild-goose chases, knowing that I would probably get goosed and more in the process. Both of the assistant VPs were in their forties and wore wedding rings, which didn't say much for the state of their marriages if they needed blow-jobs just before every weekend. Still, Bart and Chuck were personally clean and polite and didn't try to choke me with their rods, so it wasn't all that bad. Lily assured me that I was providing a service not only to the IT department but also to the executive assistants of these guys, who in bygone days before slavery might have suffered sexual harassment. And every mouthful of jism was $40 off my debt to Russell and Sullivan, billed to the bank as "employee morale support." Remember, though, that they were employees while I was simply contractor-furnished equipment.

As Beth has told me, that was my job about 25 to 30 hours a week, plus doing laundry and other minor housework in their home. The downside was the rest of the time when I was one of the bank's resident whores.

My first introduction to this part of my existence was, on the surface of it, "just another blow-job," but it carried a psychological cost to me that seemed greater than the $40 in "government relations"—that's how Russell & Sullivan billed the bank—that I earned from it. If you've read the stories of my predecessors in bondage, you can guess what I mean, but if not, well . . . Because so many education, business, and mortgage loans used the borrowers' bodies as collateral, the bank had considerable dealings with the Texas Agriculture Department, which kept the records of all slaves and indentured persons. Every time a judge rubber-stamped a foreclosure, every time someone like me self-indentured to forestall full-time slavery, and every time (more rarely) that a slave worked off his/her debt and was manumitted, that change of status had to be recorded at the Agriculture Department. Which meant that, almost weekly, Lily or occasionally Beth had to go see Mr. Shively or some similar official in Agriculture. In this instance, my owners were acting not as slave merchants but as employees of the bank. Lily oversaw slave "resources" as deputy head of Human Resources, while Beth was Ms. Williams' executive assistant, acting for her boss if Lily were unavailable or if the matter were urgent. The two women tried to take care of all such transactions for the week in one trip on a Thursday or Friday morning, so that (for accounting purposes) a bad debt did not carry over the weekend.

In turn, that meant that the Agriculture official, having obliged the bank by processing its debt transactions as a top priority, expected a "tip," usually the tip of his cock in a slut's mouth. On rare occasions, the appropriate official might be female, but (if only to maintain their own sense of self-importance) such women often insisted on pussy-licking or used a strap-on even though they got no physical pleasure from it. From my viewpoint (on my knees, looking up while pretending that I loved being a sex object), the only differences were that the woman was more likely to be clean and to use me in private, rather than letting the whole office see her half-naked with a slave's head between her thighs. A VERY few women even recognized that this whole tipping practice was an extension of male chauvinism, and refused to exact my oral submission. Thus, even in this moment of humiliation for me as a slave, the female of the species treated me with more consideration than the male. I say again, All Men Are Bastards, AMAB.

When a debtor made a deal with the bank for self-indenture, said debtor, like me on my first day of slavery, came in person to swear herself/himself into a collar, after which Shively or whomever would introduce the brand-new slut to oral servicing. (Even strongly-heterosexual men seemed to have no problem using a male slave's mouth or anus—because slaves have no free will, citizens CLAIMED that such sexual services were not subject to conventions such as heterosexual, homosexual, or even incest-ual. Any slave's warm orifice was fair game for any free person to enjoy. Thank heavens I had no close relatives.)

In addition to such do-it-yourself sucking by fresh-caught slaves, other geographic divisions of the XYZ Bank had their own resident sluts who sometimes did the (dis)honors of "tipping" the appropriate officials. Still, Lily told me once that I personally helped her process about 60 percent of all bank transactions with the Agriculture Department.

I didn't really mind the oral service itself—in fact, I was secretly proud of how quickly my mouth and hands could reduce a supposedly-superior "free" human being of either gender to a quivering, sometimes-moaning recipient of my attentions. And that servicing did chip away at my huge debt. What bothered me was that, on a weekly basis, I had to re-live the walk of shame I had experienced the day that I had self-indentured. Only this time I had to traipse naked, cuffed, and leashed through the department offices in BOTH directions, coming and going, rather than just on the way out as I had experienced on my first day. And everyone in those offices was fully aware of why I was there. Eventually, I learned to put myself on auto-pilot and day-dream my way through the humiliation, but it was never fun. I ALMOST wished that the officials in question would demand more than oral sex, so at least I earned more money, but that rarely happened. As my ex-boss at HCI, Ms. Steiner, had observed, oral service by slaves was an accepted practice, but going beyond that might appear improper. Strange logic, but that's how things were in the male-chauvinist slave state of Texas.

Sometimes other government officials, especially a judge and/or his executive assistant, also wanted a reward just for doing their fracking jobs, such as approving a bank petition to declare a debtor enslaved. Again, I was the default oral rewarder when they declared the borrower in default. Lily and Beth both told me tales of being ravaged in all three openings by judges, so I guess I had it easy by comparison. Given the recent scandal and enslavement of Roy Bean for such behavior, very few judges dared to use my cunt or ass, at least not in their offices.

(For those of you in the North and far West, where slavery is still rare: Standard loan instruments, including my mortgage, required the borrower to waive any right to a court hearing if he or she became delinquent. Often, the first notice the borrower received that he or she was in default would be the appearance of a slave catcher who tased, stripped, and bound her or him. This cruel denial of warning made it easier not only for the lenders but also for the slave catchers by reducing the opportunities for borrowers to flee.)

As time passed during my long indenture, some officials began to relax and demand more from me. Moreover, such people were often on the guest list for Ms. Wright's "cocktail" parties, where they could demand tail like mine to please their cocks.

*****

Such entertainment, either at Ms. Williams' home or at an upscale hotel, was the principal "opportunity" for me to display the full scope of what I had learned at the Pearson Pussy Ranch. These events often began as a conventional dinner or reception, to which Ms Williams invited many people with whom she did business. Not all of these guests were interested in sex, either. After dinner, or after perhaps an hour of polite chit-chat at a cocktail party, the guests who were NOT looking for love in all my wrong places would depart, leaving the more adventuresome behind for the main event. This involved not only me, but most of Russell & Sullivan's kennel of pleasure animals. When I first arrived, these included Clarice, Nikki, Maria, and Charlotte. Clarice was a strikingly-beautiful young Black woman who, I eventually learned, had been framed into a drug charge; as a price for giving her a reduced term of indenture working at the bank, Judge Bean had roughly plundered all her holes in his office and then insisted on a circle-star criminal brand on her butt anyway. Nikki was the all-American cornfed center-fold girl, although I noticed she had incredible grace and muscle tone. Maria and Charlotte, both collared for debt, were equally attractive women of different physical types; the first time I met these four, I seriously questioned how I could compete with such goddesses. Each slut began the party wearing a frilly apron that barely covered her nipples and cunt in front but left the back view—including her butt—obstructed only by a bow tied at the waist. Fairly soon, we lost even the aprons and ended up with the guests exploring us in the various bedrooms, not to mention various orifices.

When the bank was entertaining REALLY high rollers, including its board of directors, the free graduates of Ms. Williams' harem/kennel would also join us. Lily's red hair was set off perfectly by an emerald green version of the classic naughty French maid costume, and brunette Beth looked equally alluring in a scarlet version. When they appeared like this, the two women were usually in the greatest demand; as Lily explained to me afterwards, precisely because slave pussy was so plentiful, hyper-competitive guys who thought with their dicks were even more determined to dominate and "conquer" free women, even if those free women were ex-pleasure slaves who had put themselves on the menu. Of the women at these parties, only our boss, Ms. Williams, truly had a choice about participating, although I have a vivid memory of her enthusiastically taking a judge in her mouth and an oil baron between her thighs at one party.

After the thorough training at the Pearson Ranch, my pussy—not to mention my mouth, throat, colon, and anus—responded almost automatically when a guest wanted me to perform. As I've remarked before, I had learned to be proud of that performance, and even (to myself) feel a little bit of power when I succeeded in making one of these free people moan, squirm, or climax. Because I did my best to psych myself into being a horny bimbo, I frequently (but not always) orgasmed once or twice in the course of an evening. I welcomed such convulsions because they made the people using me believe that I really was hot for the collar and/or they were better fuckers than they were.

Despite that pleasure, I was depressed after each such performance. I had no agency, no will or control over all of this. When (as often happened) I ended up on a bed or bent over a sofa with multiple people using me, I didn't even get to obey orders—I was simply a sex toy or doll that was positioned and used by them, completely helpless. Viewed from the outside, I might as well have been a cute-but-not-beautiful android, passively entertaining the "real" people. I knew I had no right to expect anything else as a sex slave, but it was still profoundly depressing and alienating. (It could have been worse, of course—one time I encountered another slave, Danielle, who was really a male but his female owner had locked up his dick and feminized him. Instead of too much sex, like me, he got too little, and seemed to spend most of his time alone.)

There was no point in complaining about my lot, of course, so I said nothing even when Lily or Beth hugged me afterwards and tended to any sore spots or bruises I acquired. Thanks to the Pearson Ranch, I had learned to be a good actor, so if they occasionally noticed that I was down, I quickly went into my happy Cindy act. (I didn't pretend to be a bimbo, just satisfied with my fate, an act that was even harder than playing slave hot.) I didn't fool them completely, of course. Beth in particular, who had worked with me for months at HCI Slave Market, knew that this was not my normal personality. I treasured the fact that the two of them were usually friendly and caring at home, but it still didn't bridge the gap between my powerlessness and their relative freedom. In a bizarre way, even the fact that they prostituted themselves at the parties as a favor to their boss made them far freer than I had ever been because they had a choice.

For about a month after I started at the bank, Nikki, the beautiful all-American honey blonde in a collar, lived in the same house and worked in the same office as did I, giving me a genuine peer. We couldn't talk too much, but just seeing her every day, exchanging smiles and knowing that she faced the same problems made my heart a little lighter. Unfortunately, Lily warned me that Nikki was only there temporarily, and on top of that the poor girl was almost raped in the office by a thug she had known in college. (Don't tell me that slaves can't be raped, whatever the courts claim. Need I repeat, AMAB?) Lily stopped him with a taser, and he was soon enslaved himself for embezzlement, but that episode virtually ended my acquaintance with Nikki, leaving me again the lone woman at the bottom of the totem pole—or maybe with the pole rammed into her bottom. I didn't see Nikki again until four years later, by which time I was really struggling mentally.

*****

As far as I was concerned, the only positive benefit of serving at Ms. Williams' parties was the dent those parties put in my debt to Russell & Sullivan—usually $750 for an evening, but sometimes more if the guests kept me overtime or caused me great discomfort.

Servicing major investors and other non-government clients was almost equally lucrative. Uninhibited by even a pretense at government ethics, such clients often wanted more than oral sex. Following Ms. Williams or Lily into the executive suites of high-rise office buildings, I often found myself bent over the back of furniture or face down on an executive desk while some oil baron with more money than brains rammed me fore and aft. Once they got to know me, some of these rich men asked for me specifically, either by name or (more commonly) as "you know, that blonde with the high boobs and tight little ass." Sometimes, if the customer praised my performance or was particularly disgusting (either as a person or in what he did to me, such as ass to mouth), Ms. Williams would add an extra bonus to the ledger, although she didn't pass those costs on to the bank. Every week, Lily showed me the effects of my slave prostitution. Gradually, the debt began to go downward, to $145,000, then $140,000, then $130,000. That was encouraging, one of the few bright spots in my wretched life.

One evening, Lily broke slave protocol sufficiently to tell me to sit on the couch beside me—she wanted to explain an opportunity to me. It seems there was another form of slut service that would speed up my payments. Sooner or later, I would have to do this, but for the moment, Lily offered me some say on whether and when I wanted to begin doing so. Of course, I was all ears (which is better than being all cock receptacles).

Two years earlier, Ms. Williams had started a contest, in which the employee-of-the-month for XYZ Bank (in the division she then headed) would get to use one of the resident sluts for a three-day weekend. Beth had been the original prize, but currently the winning employee had the choice of Clarice, Maria, or Charlotte. The winner could even specify how he/she wanted his choice gift wrapped: As a French maid, a lady in a little black dress, or (the most popular option) a slave slut, delivered to the winner's home as I had arrived from the Pearson Pussy Ranch. Thus, the chosen sex toy often began a weekend with vibrators strapped into her cunt and ass, kneeling naked, gagged, and bound in a dog cage. Oh, joy.

Having a trained, choice- or prime-rated pleasure slut for the weekend had done marvels for employee performance by every measure. Now, Lily asked, did I want to be added to the menu? There was no guarantee I would be chosen, but every time I DID win the lottery, they would deduct $1200 from my debt, invoiced to the bank as Employee Incentives. At first, I could not believe that many employees would choose me over my gorgeous counter-parts, but apparently I appealed to some deep-seated sexual stereotype (tomboy, perhaps?), as I found myself chosen quite frequently. Eventually, Ms. Williams upped the ante to offer TWO of us to the top two performers every month, and then I got a workout much more frequently.

The boss had put limits on what the employee-of-the-month could do with the chosen girl. She didn't want one of her harem gang-banged by dozens of guys or exposed to STDs, so the lucky winner had to list all third parties in advance of the weekend party. Despite such precautions, there was a certain degree of risk involved, being at the mercy of some guy (it was usually a guy) for 2 ½ days, but it seemed like the fastest way to freedom, so I willingly signed up. I sometimes came "home" with my buttocks and pelvis bruised not by beatings but by overly-vigorous hip-thrusts from horny men in their 20's or 30's. They left me so worn out afterwards that Lily usually gave me a day off to recover. As an added bonus, being gone for a three-day weekend meant that I wouldn't be available to give Bart and Chuck their Friday blow-jobs, I mean, computer services. In fact, only the IT department suffered—slightly—from my absence for two work-days each time I was chosen.

Most of the employees-of-the-month were rather unimaginative—they would screw my mouth, my pussy, and my butt, usually in that order, and almost always using condoms, if not for my sake than for their own protection. The guy and I would collapse into sleep, only to repeat the cycle a few hours later. Some chose to vary the pattern, which at least avoided boredom. One guy dutifully listed five of his friends as having access to me, and then began a marathon poker session. For the first few hands, he had me crawl around under the table, sucking off each guy in turn—sometimes, the suckee was so distracted that he made a dumb mistake, usually to the benefit of our host. Then the host began to bet my cunt and/or ass in the pot, after which the winner of that hand exercised his right to screw me in the host's spare bedroom. After a while, they had to call a halt while I washed and changed the sheets on that bed, then resumed the game. Eventually, three of the players had to go home to their wives, while the other three rendered me airtight, rotating which opening they used. That was sometimes disgusting for me, but when they fell asleep I was able to sneak off to the bathroom and flush all my openings.

Once, one of the nerds in IT actually won the contest in December, when cold weather enabled him to pull an interesting trick. As soon as he was notified that he had won, he asked to borrow me and privately inquired what sized clothes I wore. He picked me up from work, took me to his home, and without laying a hand on me, sent me into a bathroom to dress in a set of jeans, turtle-neck sweater, modest underwear, and tennis shoes. The turtle-neck covered my collar and therefore my slavery. Then, this very kind nerd took me out for a normal girlfriend-boyfriend evening: dinner, movie, the entire bit. When we got home, he kissed me at the door as if we had been on a date. More amazingly, he told me to take the bedroom while he slept on his couch! Such gallantry deserved a reward, so I invited him into "my" bed for an evening of gentle sex and cuddling. I don't know whether he was a virgin, but he certainly learned a lot about sex that weekend! He treated me in the same, respectful way for three days. At the end, when he drove me back to Ms. Williams' home before I reluctantly disrobed, I gave him the best blowjob I could manage while parked outside. For a month, I actually had a friend at work, but that was too good to last. And friend was all he could be—the rules prevented any personal contact at work, and I was not free to date. He was so smart that he soon went back to school full-time, and I didn't see him again for years. At last, I had found a SECOND exception to the AMAB rule.



On those occasions when a female won employee-of-the-month, my experience was much more varied. One woman was a closeted lesbian who spent the weekend using my mouth on her pussy and vibrators on my other openings. Several others enacted what Mason the Moron had threatened me with—letting their husbands or boyfriends fuck my face and ream my ass repeatedly, so the women didn't have to suffer those indignities themselves. The most creative woman, however, allowed me to give her husband just one blowjob—and then took him away for a romantic weekend, leaving me with a supply of food and a long list of things to clean! I worked straight through the list and then relaxed for the rest of the time. Both she and I enjoyed that weekend thoroughly, and the bank still paid $750 for my services. Most expensive cock-sucking I ever did.

After almost three years, I had become comfortable with my "day job" in IT and resigned to my various stints as slave whore for government officials, wealthy investors, and over-achieving employees. In the process, I had some moments of pleasure and even orgasms. Yet, I was desperately unhappy, knowing that, if I ever regained my free will, I would have zero interest in any form of sex. Every time that my owners led me on a leash, naked and cuffed, into the Agriculture Department to blow Shively or some other official, it reinforced the negative association between men, sex, and oppression. Still, I consoled myself that, at the current rate, I might actually work off my debt BEFORE the maximum servitude of seven years.

And then, the bank's board of directors got a new, very wealthy member, who became obsessed with me . . .

(To be continued)

 




Going Around to Cum Around Pt. 05

(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory in any sexual relations.)

For eight years, I had worked as a wrangler in the HCI Slave Market in Houston, processing newly-enslaved, naked and terrified human beings into bondage. At the end of that time, my no-good ex-boyfriend Mason the Moron stiffed me with the mortgage on the house we had bought, leaving me no choice but to self-indenture myself—in effect enslavement—for five to seven years to pay off the loan. My new owners, Beth Sullivan and Lily Russell, were kind women who had once been enslaved themselves, but that background didn't change the fact that they were pimping me out to the XYZ Bank as a slave whore—that was their way of repaying the loan, secured by my body, which had allowed them to purchase me at auction. They argued, with some justification, that this life was preferable to some of the more extreme fates suffered by slaves, but that didn't make it easy or just. Sucking off government officials who prioritized bank business, offering my openings to judges and investors, and rewarding superior bank employees with wild sex were all in a week's work for me. Worse still, for me, was the total humiliation and lack of freedom, being naked, on a leash and cuffed in public so that everyone who saw me knew that I was reduced to sub-human status with no rights, for the sole purpose of satisfying (mostly male) selfish lusts. I had learned how to PRETEND to be a horny, mindless bimbo, but I hated the whole situation and, by extension, loathed most of the men who used me as well as all forms of sexual intimacy. Sex is all about dominance and submission, not physical or emotional pleasure. If and when I ever regained my freedom, I intended to spend the rest of my life alone without sexual release.

Why did I loath men? Let me count the ways (joke.) Seriously, though. It was not that they used my body casually, humiliating me and taking their pleasure without any concern for mine so that I ended up frustrated. I mean, they did that, but as a slave I expected nothing more; in fact, lots of guys treat FREE women that way, right? No, it was the deliberate little indignities they added. Take their cum, for example—PLEASE take it. (I don't buy all that bullpucky about semen being nutritious—as a slave, I had to swallow gallons of the stuff over the years, and all it did was upset my stomach.) If I deep-throated them, the slimy goo went down my esophagus without any effort or even much foul taste for me. Most of these "macho men," however, had such micro-dicks that their jism ended up on my tongue rather than in my throat, and then the "protocol" was that the slave had to stick out her tongue to display this fine trophy, swallowing only when the guy directed. Demeaning, but I could live with that, too, although I'd rather not. And I didn't mind TOO much having to lick their dicks clean of their own discharge. But then there were the guys who enjoyed "painting" my face (aka a facial) and breasts with their magic elixir or, worse still, using my hair to wipe it off. Since I was usually visiting them in their offices when this occurred, they were condemning me to wear this smelly mark for hours. Why? Just to feel powerful because they could "mark their property" like the juvenile dogs they were? How much of an achievement was it, really, for them to get a slave to suck them off? A lot easier than getting a free woman to do that willingly, I'll guarantee you.

Sorry for the rant—I forgot to re-introduce myself in case you haven't read the previous increments of my sad tale. My name is (or was; officially slaves are referred to by the last four digits of their ID number, which in my case were 0002) Cindy Jackson. Five foot ten inches, 135 pounds (eating slave food and cum while exercising regularly kept me taut and muscular), blonde hair and blue eyes. I had an associate's degree in business and was reasonably conversant with current IT systems, not that anyone ever valued a pleasure slut for her mind. On the day I was sold almost three years earlier, I had been classified as Prime Minus, two steps down from the ideal highest classification. I would never get any higher grade if only because I was not really "slave hot" as all pleasure slaves are supposed to be—as I said, I had learned to pretend and even have occasional orgasms, but I hated the entire business. I was just suffering in silence, hoping to survive my indenture and then move far, far away from any slavery. At this time, however, I faced as much as four years of additional servitude because Lily and Beth still owed about $80,000 on my purchase loan, which translated into an ungodly number of blow-jobs, butt-fucks, titty-rubs, ass-frottage, and other demeaning sexual acts.

Then came Donald Trevelyan, who joined the board of the XYZ Bank by the simple (if you're rich) act of buying 12 percent of the bank's stock, which at the time worked out to $2.8 billion and made him the second-biggest investor on the board. I'm not entirely sure where he got the money—someone in the bank's IT section (where I worked between fucks) told me that Master Donald had made his initial stake in a technology start-up two decades earlier.

He came across as a wannabee, one of those guys who thought that having exactly two days' beard growth on his cheeks made him look masculine. Objectively, I suppose that he wasn't BAD looking—maybe three inches taller than me, dark brown hair, dark eyes and a body that, for his age and occupation, wasn't too paunchy. Bank President and CEO Pamela Williams (who was my real owner even though she used Russell & Sullivan, Slave Merchants, as a cut-out) said that he seemed sensible and even innovative in board meetings. I wouldn't know; the only innovations I ever saw him exhibit were in advanced bondage and humiliation for pleasure slaves.

*****

Although the bank's board of directors met at least quarterly, its annual retreat was a much more elaborate proceeding, usually lasted for two or three days at a five-star hotel or resort. Part of the proceedings were one of Ms. Williams' famous dinner parties, extended affairs featuring the best available food, liquor, and pussy. By this time, the slave kennels of Russell & Sullivan offered a variety of sluts—not only me, but also Clarice, Maria, Charlotte, and Helen. (Because Maria—lucky girl—was approaching the end of her four-year indenture, Lily had recruited two more women as pleasure slaves—Helen, a brown-haired, voluptuous young woman, and Elena, who was still at the Pearson Pussy Farm for training. Like me, they had indentured themselves to avoid far longer slavery sentences for debt, I think family medical expenses.) Given the importance of the annual retreat, even Lily and Beth "made themselves available" for the party, wearing French maid dresses and bending over just as they had when they, too, had worn collars for Ms. Williams. This wasn't an absolute requirement of their jobs, but they voluntarily helped the boss keep the herd entertained. I know that, at least in Beth's case, Ms. Williams had taken a financial loss by freeing her before her debt was completely redeemed, so I guess Beth felt she owed her. Being at some level horny submissives themselves, Beth and Lily seemed quite happy to perform for the VIPs several times a year. At least, their example made it harder for the real slaves to complain.

After dinner, the sharks began circling us—not literally, of course, but they certainly checked out the merchandise. A few members of the board, including the two female members, weren't interested (or at least didn't want to be seen indulging), while others liked the exotic opportunity to share a woman with another member of the board. As I've remarked before, many of the directors focused on Beth and Lily because there was some weird male drive that found it more titillating to bed a free woman rather than a slave. Yet, within five minutes of our serving dessert, Donald Trevelyan decided that he wanted ME for dessert. Humoring his obvious intentions, Ms. Williams smiled and waived for me to follow the newest board member to his hotel room.

The advent of slavery had drastically reduced the prevalence of prostitution by free citizens in the southern states (legally, nothing a slave did was prostitution, because a slave had no free will to refuse sex.) That said, I can empathize with free women who sold their bodies for money, not only because I, too, had to accept intimacy with loathsome men but also because I felt extremely vulnerable whenever an unknown "Master" first used me. Society has usually been unconcerned about violence against sex workers, but violence against a slave was subject only to the rarely-invoked statute of animal abuse. While Ms. Williams was very protective of her "service girls," a board member could get away with anything short of murdering me (which in the case of a slave was equivalent to involuntary manslaughter anyway).

Being bent over some self-important guy's desk so that his admin assistant could hear him rutting into me had always doubled the humiliation I felt when I arrived to perform as a public whore; it was even worse when the clown insisted that I loudly beg to be used and then praise his performance (as a general rule, the smaller the cock, the more likely he was to demand such "proof" of his "prowess.") Some of these dickheads even left the door open to be sure everyone could hear—but at least that meant that the secretary and/or one of my mistresses could hear and intervene if he became too violent. Now, however, I was going to a soundproofed hotel room where no one would know my fate until the housekeepers cleaned the room the next morning. To say I was uptight would be an understatement.

Fortunately for me, Master Donald was not Jack the Ripper, but he gave me an unexpected workout. The Pearson Ranch had introduced all its slave pussies to various forms of bondage including Shibari. This guy may not have been a licensed artist with rope, but he certainly knew what he was doing. He began by popping open his suitcase and withdrawing a large pile of pre-cut ropes—at least they weren't rough surfaced! After he ordered me to "back hands," he tied first my wrists, then my elbows, and finally my upper arms behind me—not so tight that he cut off circulation or dislocated my joints, but certainly enough to be quite uncomfortable for me while thrusting my boobs forward so that he could tie more rope around THEM. Next, he had me lie on my back, while he used further ropes to bind my ankles to my thighs, leaving me spread like a frog with my groin exposed. After playing with my clit and anus for a minute, he told me to roll onto my stomach. That at least took the pressure off my bound arms, but he proceeded to connect the ropes around my ankles and thighs to the tie at my wrists, placing me in a tight hogtie that nonetheless left all my openings available to him. Despite the tension of this position, I noticed that his knots avoided my wrists and other pressure points, so my bonds were immobilizing but not excruciating.

He had maneuvered things so that my body was bowed butt side up with my face near the edge of the bed. This position left my mouth conveniently available for his cock, which must have been six or seven inches long and rather fat. Without the use of my hands, bringing him off was challenging to say the least, but I worked even harder than usual, hoping that he would shoot off and release the tension on my body. No such luck—I brought him to full erection in only a few minutes, but then he walked around to the other side. At least, thank heavens, he separated my wrists from my ankles, but only so that I could bring my widespread knees underneath my pelvis and thereby accord him full access to my cunt. At first, he pounded away at me with little consideration for how well I could accommodate the invasion, but I have to give him credit for reaching around to toy gently with my clit and nipples. I hated the way in which he had reduced me to helpless, mindless slave meat, begging to be fucked harder, but my body appreciate his gesture, and convulsed after only a few dozen thrusts.

I fully expected Master Donald to ram into me until he climaxed himself, but he apparently wanted more. He suddenly pulled out, leaving my hips pumping against thin air. Thank heavens he untied my frog legs, but only to pull me to my feet. My cramped legs could barely support me as he marched me behind a padded chair, flipped me over the chair, and invaded my butt in one rapid motion. By now, I was very experienced at taking it "up the Khyber Pass" and had used enemas and lube to prepare myself before the party. Still, the sudden intrusion of a fairly-large cock into my colon was excruciating for the next few minutes. Involuntarily, I hissed in pain when he shoved it in, but he chuckled and made some comment about how a Prime pleasure slut should be able to take it up the ass without flinching. He did pause for 45 seconds or so, by which time the burn was fading. Then he resumed pumping. I don't know whether I enjoyed it or was just trying to hurry him up, but I began to meet his thrusts with my butt while moaning quietly. He must have appreciated my participation, because he again reached underneath to play with my clit while increasing the rate of pumping. Within a minute he was reaming me as hard as both of us could manage. I think I had another minor orgasm as he collapsed over me, still striving desperately to push the tip of his cock up to my throat from the inside.

When he recovered his breath, he climbed off, leaving me still bound and bent over as he wandered off to the bathroom. I was surprised and pleased when he returned with a warm, moist cloth which he used to wipe my two lower openings thoroughly. Finally, he let me up and untied my cramped arms. Once I had shaken out the kinks, used the toilet, and swallowed some water, he re-tied my wrists, much more loosely, in front of me. Then he acted almost as if I were his girlfriend, taking me into his arms as he sat on the bed, back propped against the headboard. He gently stroked me and praised my performance. I fell asleep, hands still bound, as he watched a movie on the TV.

Early the next morning, he released me to use the facilities, then demanded a more complete blowjob, this time with my wrists tied to my ankles in an x. At least he didn't "mark" me, although I did have to lick him clean. Only after that did he push me out the door with a gentle slap on my butt, promising to "use that ass" again the next time he had the chance. It took me a minute to figure out where I was in the hotel, then make my way to Lily's room, shivering naked in the early morning, air-conditioned corridors. My owner answered my prolonged knocking, obviously almost as well-used as I, and told me to take the other bed in the room. We collapsed again, and didn't awake until almost 11 a.m.

On the whole, it had been one of the easier assignments I received as a slave, and the guy treated me better than average. Still, his fascination with immobilizing me boded ill for any future tryst, where I might lose whatever tiny freedom and flexibility I had. That turned out to be an understatement.

*****

I should have known I was in trouble when, prior to Ms. Williams' next party for the board, Donald Trevelyan not only "reserved" me, but said he would send a special costume for me. I'd worn all manner of slutty, revealing outfits to satisfy VIPs, so I didn't think much of it until an hour before the party began, when Lily summoned me to her bedroom in the boss's mansion and showed me what I had to wear. It was a costume, all right—a CAT costume! First came a kind of furry sweater with holes to allow my boobs to breathe. The ears (on a hairband) and even the butt-plug tail were OK, but then I realized that Trevelyan had bought special "legs"—triangular-shaped fabric sleeves that zipped up, holding my ankles against my butt and my hands close to my face while I had to "walk" on knees and elbows. Once Lily put the costume on me, I was absolutely helpless with my limbs already cramping up. OK, when one of the board members lifted my front up so that I could suck his dick, my hands were still available to fondle his balls, but that was about the only function for my hands. I couldn't get out of the sleeves, but was condemned to hobble around the room like an inebriated shorthair, eating food or lapping water from a bowl like a kitten.

And yes, when I went through the Pearson Pussy Ranch, for several weeks we had been forced to walk on hands and knees like dogs—but we still had the use of our hands, and could always stand up if there were a fire or something. Moreover, on the ranch I had been one of eleven women reduced to four legs—here I was the only animal, literally at the feet of everyone in the party, including the other slaves. I was "looking up" at everyone from the level of their boots and high-heels, which gave me a crick in the neck. Once, one of the guests at the party didn't see me and tripped, causing a painful fall for both of us.

I tried to focus on why I was here—to entertain the VIPs. My natural instinct was to sulk about my loss of human status, but that would only increase my misery while reflecting poorly on my owners and the bank. The only alternative was to play along, to act as if I were enjoying the "joke" of being an animal. So, I decided that I would not only be a cat, but a cat in heat, yowling and rubbing against people's legs, eagerly performing any sex act required and licking shoes at every chance. It wasn't much, but I preferred to think that people were laughing with me rather than at me.

My act seemed to please Master Donald. He clearly enjoyed walking me around on a leash, having me crawl under tables to suck dick or lick pussy, or just kneeling beside his chair while he played with my butt, cunt, and clit, all the while calling me a pretty kitty. Needless to say, all he wanted to hear from me was "Meow," "Purr," and "slurp, slurp." Eventually, he walked me into a bedroom, locked the door, and lifted me onto the bed so he could (literally) fuck his pussy's pussy. By this time, my act of being a horny bimbo—in this case, a horny feline bimbo—had succeeded in arousing and lubricating my body. Feeling this guy plunge his good-sized cock into me, holding my bare hips while he slammed repeatedly against my butt, imagining I was a cat on the prowl, actually gave me a slave-gasm. It helped when he leaned over me and reached underneath to fondle all the right parts—I purred in response and wagged my stuffed butt against his groin. Even more surprising, I got at least some enjoyment out of him removing the tail to fuck my ass in the same way—not perhaps a full-scale orgasm, but at least a pleasant buzz that enabled me to forget for a moment my abject subjugation and powerlessness.

When he was done, he again showed some concern for me as his partner, mopping me off, giving me a drink through a straw, and praising me as he petted his "pussy" (on both my head and my cunt.) Unfortunately, he was so in love with the image of me as his subservient animal that he couldn't bear to ruin the image by setting me free. Instead, he tied my leash to a closet doorknob, well out of the reach of my teeth and hobbled hands, took several photos on his cell phone, and then simply left me there! Fortunately, as soon as the party dwindled down, Beth and Lily searched the house until they found me and removed the $%&@# cloth legs of my costume.



Ms. Williams felt so bad about my humiliation that she credited $1000 towards my debt, but it was not an experience I wanted to repeat. Fortunately or unfortunately for me, Master Donald was so innovative that he rarely repeated himself, even in how he tormented slave girls. I shuddered to think what he would come up with next.

*****

I didn't have long to wait. About a month later, Lily summoned me to the president's office, where the boss told Lily and Beth to sit down. Being a slave, I knelt in a corner where I could watch all three women with my fingers interlocked behind my neck. These private conferences had become common over the past three years, and were usually conducted in a friendly manner—except for my stance, I felt almost equal with my affectionate owners. This time, however, all three of these women looked serious, and I hastily searched my memory for any sins or errors I might have made.

Ms. Williams could apparently read minds, because her first words were to reassure me. "Don't worry, Cindy, you haven't done anything wrong. In fact, you've done such a good job of entertaining Don Trevelyan that he wants to rent you for two weeks. Yeah," she continued, "Your expression tells me that worries you, and I don't blame you at all."

"Here's the deal," Lily spoke up. "He knows that your time is valuable to us, so he made us an offer. The good news is that he will pay $12,000 PER WEEK to borrow you. That's chicken-feed to a guy like him, but it would materially advance your freedom, right? The bad news is, he'll ship you by dog cage to a pony girl ranch. The ranch will train you for a week before he comes out to play with you, including racing, during the second week."

Oh, crap. The only time I'd actually seen pony girl activity was when the Pearson Pussy Ranch used it to break a recalcitrant "student." Everyone had HEARD about pony girl ranches, though—slavery had made them much more common, because rich people no longer had to entice, trick, or coerce free women to be ponies. Now, the rich could legally buy slaves to use as draft animals without fear of repercussions or punishment so long as the slaves were released at the end of their enslavement —not that there was any guarantee even of that! It was spring rather than summer in Texas, but even in springtime, two weeks of pony girl "play," strapped into a harness and bit while I tried to pull a cart, sounded excruciating. In reality, of course, I had no choice—even if Master Don hadn't offered such a pile of money, Ms. Williams was unlikely to say no to anything that Trevelyan proposed, short of using me in a snuff film. Sigh.

"The thought of this makes me VERY nervous, Mistress, but of course I'm at your service. May I ask that you take whatever steps you can to ensure Master Donald returns me on time?"

They tried to reassure me on that point, and for the next several days excused me from most of my duties, computer or sexual, so that I could work out, especially on the treadmill. I knew that I was in no shape to suddenly become a running draft animal, but I tried to prepare. Mistress Juana, the boss' cook, tried to fatten me up with a lot of sweets that were normally not allowed for slaves.

Even my shipment wasn't as straight-forward as I had thought. The following Sunday, after Beth and Lily had placed a soft pad at the bottom of the shipping cage and then cuffed and gagged me in the usual manner, they had one more step that Donald had insisted upon: Pulling a fleecy black bag over my head and then tightening the drawstring on the bag! (Notice that they didn't bother to tell me this added refinement until after I was gagged—protesting would have done no good, anyway, but I couldn't help wondering how THEY would have liked the bag.) Since I was zip-tied, I couldn't remove it. The sight of the bag filled me with dread because it reminded me of hooding condemned criminals before execution. Once the damn thing was on, it only added to the considerable discomfort of poodle express.

There I was, kneeling, bound, collared, gagged, and now blinded, even more helpless than the usual fate of slaves in transit. The bag also restricted my hearing, so that I felt more disoriented as I heard one of my owners close and lock the cage and (faintly) wish me good luck. Next I felt/heard a hand truck turn the cage onto a 45-degree angle to move it into the unseen truck. Fortunately for me, the truck must have been air conditioned, or I would have been truly miserable in that bag. I had no way of measuring time, but it seemed as if I spent several hours in the dark before the gyrations of the cage told me that I was being unloaded.

*****

Arriving by poodle transport is usually a stressful situation for a slave—she/he knows that whoever receives the caged bitch is going to be especially alert quick to punish any perceived hesitation or rebellion. One wrong move could get the poor slut shocked or whipped unnecessarily. Thus, when I heard a muffled voice telling me to crawl forward, I did not hesitate, shuffling as quickly as I could even though I was blind. The same voice seemed to say "Stop," so I froze into inactivity.

The sudden removal of that black bag left me blinking in the light, even though I realized in a moment that I must be in the shade of some building. Then I caught a glimpse of the person standing in front of me, who still held the bag in her hands, and my heart sank. I had known that training to be a pony girl would be miserable, but now I felt as if I had been transported onto the set of an old B-movie where the vicious Nazis, including beautiful Aryan women, torture their prisoners. She looked to be in her late 30s and was objectively gorgeous—tall with blond hair and blue eyes like me, although her tightly-clad breasts looked much larger than my B cups. And, it wasn't surprising that someone working at a pony ranch would be wearing knee-high leather boots and riding breeches while carrying a riding crop. It was the look on her face that gave me a heart attack—not only did she look like a sadist, but my gaydar alarms went off that this was a full-blown bull dike. (I have no objection to anyone's sexual preferences; what happens between consenting adults is none of my business as long as they don't shock the children or frighten the horses. But this woman clearly enjoyed dominating and torturing women, and I was a slave kneeling helpless at her feet. Come to think of it, in her eyes I was a horse, and I was certainly frightened!)

This was not a professional slave wrangler, as Beth and I had once been, moving slaves quickly through processing while seeking to minimize the stress involved. Nor was she like the assholes I had encountered when I myself had been enslaved, who used pain and fear to coerce the slaves into sex at every opportunity. Unless I was mistaken, this woman would relish both inflicting pain and extorting sex, probably from both genders of human pony. Spoiler alert: I was NOT mistaken. I hate it when I'm right.

I saw or surmised all this in one glance, and immediately dropped my eyes and tried to look as cooperative as possible while she gave me the by-now-standard no-rights-for-slaves warning to new arrivals. This included the name of the ranch—Pony Mädchen, which was bad German for Pony Girl. Just what she needed to complete the image of the Nazi torture movie —a German name for the prison camp, I mean ranch! (From somewhere in my high school German class, a dozen years in the past, I recalled that the word for girl, Mädchen, was actually neuter rather than feminine in German, so I guess it could include Pony boys—more about that later.) She identified herself as the owner of the ranch, Mistress Angela (predictably, she pronounced it with a hard "g," as in the ex-chancellor Angela Merkel), but said that, since I was a pony, I should never speak anyway, just neigh or whinny. I was to toss my head and stomp my leg once for yes and twice for no—did I understand? Since I was kneeling with my hands bound behind me, I immediately nodded my head and hit the ground once with my knee, trying to appease her. It must have worked, for she smiled slightly, then ordered me to stand and follow her. Still bound, with my legs like rubber after kneeling for hours, I somehow staggered to my feet without assistance.

Inside a barn full of leather parts, two hulking ranch hands assisted her to tack me up; there was no chance to resist even during the brief period when my hands were freed. They began by strapping me into a strange leather corset—while it pinched my waist tightly, it had two metal ovals where the bra should have been, and my boobs were soon pulled through the metal, making them look more like D-cups than Bs. Angela impatiently allowed me 30 seconds to shake out the kinks in my arms, then installed two locking leather wristlets, each (like the corset) equipped with D-rings to anchor me in various positions. I was soon bound with my arms folded behind me, one wrist to the opposite elbow.

Next, an overhead crane was connected to the D-rings on the shoulders of my corset, lifting me off the ground; each henchman (they were NOT cute little minions!) tied a rope around an ankle, and with that leverage pulled me horizontally, along an I-beam, to a tiled section with hoses lying around. I'd already given myself two enemas before climbing in the cage that morning, but my new masters were taking no chances—the water pressure in the hose gave me cramps immediately. When I felt as inflated as a water balloon, they paused for two minutes, then used the ropes to pull my legs wide apart and jerked the hose nozzle out of my butt. They were obviously experienced at this, since my discharge fell straight into a tiled slit trench that could be flushed. They repeated the process even though the water was almost clean the first time, then rinsed my groin before towing me back to the tack section.

There, Angela had the men install and carefully tighten the laces on knee-high leather boots with horseshoes on the soles. They lowered me back to the ground and allowed a little slack so I could try to adjust my balance on these odd appendages. While the boots seemed clumsy at first, the leather gave a lot of support through the ankles.

Not surprisingly, the next item was a complex leather headdress that locked around my head, cheeks, and chin with a high collar to force my head up. Mistress Angela presented me with a curb bit—a hard metal, U-shaped rod that went into my mouth but was connected (at the ends) to two vertical shanks leading downward. This meant that, when someone pulled on the bridle, even slightly, it would exert a powerful downward pull on my mouth. Of course, I didn't understand this at the time, just knew that I could no longer talk or eat with the thing in my mouth.

You may have noticed that nothing I've described had any connection to the groin, where I was wide open. The last thing Angela installed (playing with me thoroughly as she did so) was a sort of leather thong that held a large dildo inside my cunt and a smaller one in my butt. The latter, of course, was connected to a long "tail" of blonde hair. To increase the discomfort, there was a hard seam running from the front middle of the thong to the base of the front dildo, a seam that rubbed against my clit every time I lifted my legs.

Once I was fitted out in this bizarre outfit, one of the hands led me over to a modified treadmill. I say modified, because a chain now ran from the front D-ring on my collar to the framework of the mill, while my two reins were led behind me, to devices I couldn't see. Thus equipped, falling on the treadmill would be extremely painful, to say the least. Angela immediately turned on the treadmill at a very slow rate, but after only two minutes upped the speed to about four miles an hour. This would have been easy to handle if I were wearing sneakers, but with the heavy hoof-boots on my feet and the corset restricting my breathing, I was soon straining to keep up. Intermittently, some device would pull back on my reins and bit, forcing me to slow up. That was OK, but I soon discovered that the two dildos inside me were electrified—as long as I kept up the pace, the main dildo vibrated in a manner that was pleasant, yet insufficient to allow orgasm. If I slowed for any reason, even when the bit forced me to do so, I got a shock in my ass—the longer I was below speed, the stronger the shock became. And Angela took advantage of the situation to randomly whack my butt and boobs with her crop. I'm sure she enjoyed that, but all it did was to confuse me and slow down my learning.

I was panting and quivering by the time she called a halt, what seemed like hours later but was probably 40 minutes. Someone stuck a straw into my mouth so that I could at least slack my thirst, but overall I was whipped, both literally and figuratively. In disgust, the Mistress told the wranglers to give me a break before putting me back on the treadmill.

"Break" was a relative term, of course. As soon as I caught my breath, they bent me over a railing inside the building where I had been working. You guessed it—my bit (but not the headdress and bridle) came off so I could suck one guy's dick, while the other one removed the vibrators to plunder both of my lower openings. I was exhausted, but so aroused by the vibrators that I almost climaxed. I say almost, because of course they kept switching positions. At least they used condoms when fucking my ass and removed them when they switched, so I didn't literally have ass-to-mouth contact, but it was pretty close. Only after they had both used all three openings, and come twice apiece (the piece being me) did they restore the bit and vibrators, give me another short drink, and set me back onto the treadmill. Without Mistress Angela's gratuitous whippings, I was able to make some progress to the point where I could handle various paces. At that point, the handlers began to teach me to respond to bridle commands. When stationary, one slow pull meant walk, two meant trot, and so on. I still found it difficult to move fast enough for a canter, let alone a flat-out gallop, but I did my best, and the handlers, although still horny, seemed more concerned with training than torturing me.

They eventually allowed me to sit down on the straw and rest for 20 minutes, but that just permitted my legs to tighten up so that the men had to "help" me back up to continue my training. These guys enjoyed feeling me up as they spread sunblock all over my body. By this time it was late afternoon, so when they took me outside the temperature and humidity were tolerable. Now, however, the two hands connected me to a machine that walked me in a circle. Moreover, they insisted that I learn to step high, lifting each leg so that my thigh was parallel to the ground, pause a split second, and then put it down. Each such step rubbed the thong against my clit. How the hell any horse or human could make progress like this was beyond me, but the combination of vibrators, shocks, and switchings encouraged me to try.

"Dinner" was a bowl of vegetable stew and a bowl of water, with me on my knees, arms still bound behind me, so I had to stuff my face into the stew and then hope that the water washed me off. After another round on the circle-walking machine, which I learned was a "lunger," Mistress Angela finally took me off by herself, making me kneel between her thighs as she sat on a chair in a barn. She used her crop liberally to encourage me as I brought her off, finally allowing that, even though I was a failure as a pony girl, I might have a future as her pussy licker. Next, she hooked me up to the winch again, lifting me off my feet and allowing me (thank heavens) a few blissful moments with my arms free while she removed my hoof-boots. She lowered me to the floor, clipped my wrists to D-rings on the sides of my corset, and removed my dildos long enough for me to relieve myself over an open trench. She showed me how to trigger a foot button that acted as a bidet, leaving me wet but clean when she allowed me to collapse into the hay. The last words I heard were a warning that the morning buzzer would ring at 5:30, and I would have five minutes to relieve myself and be kneeling at the entrance to my stall.

*****

The days began to run together as one continuous stream of pony practice with constant whippings, interrupted only by "rest periods" where the hands used all my holes or Mistress Angela used my tongue and whipped me repeatedly. For variety, she would periodically use clamps to mount bells on my nipples and then, when my boobs felt numb an hour later, redouble the agony by removing the clamps. Another time, after the two guys had worn themselves out on my body, they removed the dildo from my cunt, hoisted my body up by the D-rings, and lowered me onto a vibrator stuck into the floor at a slight angle. Every time I lifted my leg for a high step, the darn thing shifted around inside me—it felt good, but was very distracting when trying to practice exact form.

Wednesday, I "graduated" to being strapped into a tandem buggy rig beside a pony boy, a muscular fellow about my age. I only caught a glance of him when we were first yoked up, but something about him looked VERY familiar. I had learned to pay close attention to signals from Angela, so for a while I was focused on avoiding her crop, but eventually, when we were straining to pull her at a gallop around a quarter-mile track, I suddenly realized where I had seen that body before, including the distinctive "Sweetheart" tattoo on his left shoulder. The only thing I didn't recognize was the cursive combination of a P and and M burned deep into his left asscheek—a brand that matched the logo of the ranch. When Angela caught me staring at this painful mark, she threatened to brand me the same way—good thing I was only boarding there.

But the real shock was that I was pulling tandem with Asshole Mason the Moron! This was my ex-boyfriend, who had maneuvered things so that only MY body was in hock for the mortgage on the house we lived in for two years. (At the time he claimed to have bad credit, which is why he shouldn't be on the application.) After he dumped me (with a text, for Frack's sake!), I had been unable to keep up the payments myself, causing me to fall into slavery. Then, this moron showed up when I was about to be sold at my own slave market, telling me he had married some rich woman who had agreed that he could buy me as his ass- and mouth-whore because she didn't feel like servicing him that way! He was so stupid he seemed to think I would like that. I'd avoided THAT ignominy only by throwing myself into the sale, pretending to be so hot for the collar that my price had gone beyond what wifey was willing to pay. Which in turn meant that, again thanks to this dickhead, my body had even MORE of a debt to work off before I could earn my freedom!

[I wasn't really surprised to find him enslaved, since he was a spendthrift even when we lived together and had missed more than one month's share of the mortgage payment. Once I finally escaped the Pony Mädchen Ranch, I asked Lily to check up on him. As a licensed slave merchant, it was easy for her to track down the details—his loving wife (who being smarter than me had insisted on a pre-nup) had divorced him less than a year after their marriage, leaving him in the same position he had left me, owing way too much on a sports car and other extravagances. Since he didn't have a savior like Lily looking out for him, he went bankrupt and ended up enslaved for a ten-year period. In the long run, that was satisfying to me, especially when, that evening, I overheard Mistress Angela pegging him in another stall while demanding that he tell her, in between howls, how much he enjoyed being butt-fucked. (I have to admit that I enjoyed listening to that. From somewhere in my memory, another word of high school German appeared—Schadenfreude, which roughly translates as taking enjoyment by contemplating the suffering of others.) But while we were yoked together, I got whipped every time HE made a mistake. Screwed again. I'm not sure whether he recognized me on Wednesday, but when we were harnessed together again the next morning, he was obviously red-faced and averted his eyes. With bits in our mouths and Angela harassing us constantly, no communication was possible anyway.



Friday, Angela moved on to training me as a single pony girl pulling a sulky, which presumably was what Master Donald intended. (There was no way that I could learn to be a real pony girl in just one week, which was the only excuse for the way she had pushed me.) The good news about being a single pony was that I got away from Mason the Moron. The bad news was that I got the exclusive attention of Mistress Angela. She ran me into the ground while whipping my butt constantly, pausing only to dismount and whack my boobs between heats on the track. At the end of the day, she finally had me hosed down, but then told the hands to tie me over a low "mounting" frame in the barn. They got their jollies off in all three of my openings, but they weren't particularly violent or mean, so it was almost a pleasure to serve them compared to what I knew would follow—I think I even orgasmed once. Only one of the hands found it necessary to mark my face, and even then they hosed me off afterwards so I didn't have to smell it all night.

When the men went off to supper, however, Angela the sadist took over. First, she used a strap-on in both my cunt and ass, demanding that I moan and praise her prowess just as she had demanded of Mason. Then, she moved a chair in front of my bound face and put me to work licking her to multiple orgasms. She used a longer whip so that she could reach over my back to my butt, even snapping it between my widespread butt cheeks to slice across my anus, labia, and clit. Lord, that stung! She seemed to enjoy the sensation of me screaming into her cunt as I frantically tried to please her—she certainly got off many times that evening. Saturday was a repeat of the same, although she did less whipping, perhaps wanting to avoid marks that might earn questions from Donald Trevelyan when he arrived on Sunday to see the results of my training.

*****

I don't know whether all this was intentional, but after seven days of torment like this I was overjoyed to see Master Donald, and did my best to perform for him. He enjoyed having me drag him around and race against a few other ponies, but although he was a heavier load he treated me far more humanely as far as rest periods, water to drink, and hosing me down. In the heat of the afternoon, he took me to his cabin, released me from much of the harness, wiped the sweat off me, and screwed my brains out in air conditioned comfort. I was still his slave, but his considerate treatment was so kind, by comparison, that I had to remind myself that this decency was not reason to fall in love with him!

On the first two nights Donald was there, he sent me back to the barn, where Angela was waiting to take HER pleasure from me. Monday night, however, she got a little carried away with the whip, and the next morning he noticed the fresh marks running across my cunt and on the sensitive skin of my butt crack. It was really painful for me to walk and run like that, and he was considerate enough that he removed the thong, the tail, and both vibrators for the day, not to mention keeping me in his bed all night for the rest of his stay. Of course, I still had my wrists cuffed in front of me and used my other two openings to please him, but it was far more pleasant than the first nine nights.

The rest of Week 2 was therefore strenuous but much more enjoyable than the previous week. To top it off, after I won an informal race against an equally-inexperienced girl on the second Saturday, he decided to transport me back to Dallas in his car. I think he realized that, the moment he drove out the front gate, Angela would against subject his favorite fuck-toy to whipping, dicking, and face-sitting, some of which might interfere with HIS future pleasure. I didn't care WHY he did it—I was out of harness, out of that ranch, and out of Angela's clutches! I spent the trip kneeling in the back of his chauffeur-driven car, with him alternating between petting my head, feeling my boobs, and bending me over his knees to toy with me. That was so much more pleasant that poodle transport that I did something I had only done twice before in my slavery—I ASKED him to let me suck him off as an act of slave gratitude, which I did to the best of my ability in the evening light. I was sensible enough to realize that I was just a toy to him; In the back of my mind, I still worried that he might slave-nap me or buy me away from my owners. Instead, he announced that he had business to attend to in Europe, and returned me, almost unscathed, to Ms. Williams' front door on his way to the airport.

(To be continued)


Going Around to Cum Around Pt. 06

(These events occur in a world where legalized, non-hereditary slavery is common-place for serious crime, unredeemed debt, or voluntary self-indenture. Eighteen years of age is the minimum for anyone in this world to be enslaved or be involved in slave business operations. This is strictly a FANTASY—in reality, informed consent is ALWAYS mandatory in any sexual relations.)

(Spoiler Alert—if you have read the previous episodes of this tale, you know that the protagonist, unlike some of my other characters, is NOT submissive and loathes every aspect of her servitude. Yes, she will regain her freedom, but beyond that, may not emerge unscathed.)

Hi, It's Cindy Jackson again. To summarize my long tale of woe: For eight years after high school, I worked as a slave handler in a slave market, only to fall into debt bondage myself thanks to my scumbag ex-boyfriend. Three women saved me from an even worse fate by persuading me to self-indenture for five to seven years, long enough to work off my debt (including their investment in "training" me) rather than slavery lasting at least twice as long. Lily Russell and Beth Sullivan (Russell & Sullivan, Inc., Slave Merchants), owned me according to the National Slave Registry, where I was slut 776-38-0002, working on my fifth year of civil indenture. But Russell & Sullivan was just a front organization—both of them worked for the XYZ Bank and for its President and CEO, Pamela Williams. Ms. Williams had originally owned both of THEM as pleasure slaves, having them do what I and four other girls did now—provide sexual services to government officials, large investors, and other people whose cooperation the bank valued.

How did it work? Capitalism at its finest! Once I self-indentured, I was just property without rights, and the contract on my body could be bought and sold as a commodity, making me work up to seven years for whatever amount the current owner had paid. Russell and Sullivan bought me at auction, borrowing the money from the bank and using me as collateral. The auction money (minus the fee paid to the slave market) then reimbursed the bank for its loss on my mortgage. In turn, I was rented back to the bank for two purposes: to provide naked IT services in the main office for about 25 hours a week and to let various VIPs use my body the rest of the time. Then, Russell and Sullivan billed the bank for my sexual services by the piece (of ass) at set rates, thinly disguised as "customer relations" or "employee morale support." My fellow pleasure sluts did the same thing in various regional offices of the bank, and we all came together occasionally to entertain major bigwigs like the bank's board of directors. Because slave sex was not considered prostitution (a slave had no rights, including the right to refuse sex), Russell and Sullivan were legal pimps who also—as a favor to Ms. Williams—sometimes "put out" themselves at the big parties. Sleazy? Yes. Bizarre? Yup. But legal? Absolutely—just ask the half dozen judges and district attorneys who had used all three of my openings in return for expediting the bank's foreclosure on other poor debtors.

By this time, I was 32 years old with shoulder-length blond hair, blue eyes, and B-cups, weighing 135 pounds with almost no fat (you try frequent exercise, both horizontal and vertical, over a 5-year period while living mostly on vegetable mash and revolting cum shots.) At that age, like most women, my body was ripe to reproduce, and I sometimes had fun while servicing all these dicks (of both genders—women were among the most arrogant and sadistic). Which doesn't mean that I LIKED what I did. I recognized that it was better than some of the alternative fates for slaves, but I had come to regard all forms of sex as exploitation, in which even men whom I had thought were friends did everything they could to screw me, figuratively as well as literally. All Men Are Bastards—and so are many women.

My personal pussy promissory note had begun around $150,000, including my mortgage, the fees paid to the slave market (which together made up my auction price), and the cost of training me as a pleasure slut at the Pearson Pussy Ranch. After almost five years, that debt (including interest) was down to about $45,000, due in large part to the largesse of one rich member of the XYZ Bank Board of Directors, Donald Trevelyan. As described in Part 5 of this saga, Master Donald took great pleasure not only in plundering my body but in placing that body in various ignominious and helpless positions, including dressed as a cat (complete with a butt-plug tail and fake legs that limited me to walking on knees and elbows) and as a pony girl who underwent two weeks of whipping and racing with a curb bit in my mouth and a shock-plug up my wazoo. Master Donald was not in love with me by any means, just liked how I looked (and felt) in his bonds, so he treated me better than the other bastards. After the most recent board meeting (some two weeks before the events discussed below), Donald had taken me on a leash to his hotel room, tied my wrists to the top of the bed as I lay face up, and then tied my ankles to the same two bed posts, leaving me doubled-over with both pussy and anus available for his viewing and screwing pleasure. Much as I disliked the indignity of the whole situation, I came several times—the man had a rather large cock, and unlike many of my temporary masters he took the trouble to fondle me while he fucked me, ensuring I got some pleasure out of the encounter.

*****

Having been in my exact position (naked, collared, on my knees or bent over, and with a mouthful/twatful/buttfull of someone's genitalia), Lily and Beth were well aware of my internal discontent. After I returned from the pony girl episode, I was particularly upset, so my two official owners decided to summon a consultant who also understood what I was experiencing.

Told to go to the president's conference room at the bank, I at first did not recognize the incredibly-cute blonde in a pantsuit. As when meeting any new master or mistress, I immediately sank into the position of Expose: kneeling, thighs wide apart, fingers interlocked behind my head, staring ahead and down. I murmured "Mistress," but she wasn't having any of it—she jumped out of her chair and pulled me into her arms.

"Come on, Cindy—don't tell me you've forgotten your fellow-slut, Nikki?" She asked, playfully.

"Of course not, Mistress, but I'm still a slut and you're not." I replied, paraphrasing both Chevy Chase and Dan Aykroyd in the same breath.

She smiled sympathetically. "When we worked here together, I was almost finished with my indenture—I only had to serve six months to qualify as a slave psychiatrist. And that's why I'm back here—I just finished shrink school, and Lily told me you were having some difficulties."

I blushed—I thought I had done a better job of hiding my unhappiness. Now, I tried to deny it to her, making some comment about nobody wants to be a slave, but again Nikki wasn't having any of it. She asked me to sit in a chair to talk with her, but there was no way I could break the rules in the executive suite, so she ended up kneeling on the carpet beside me as we talked.

I'll spare you most of the conversation—five years of frustration and repressed anger poured out of me in the next hour. I don't know how well she did psychoanalyzing other kinds of slaves, but Nikki knew exactly what was bugging me. After all, she had the same kind of experiences as me, right down to being the resident slut-whore who got led around on a leash on her way to servicing officials and investors. Nor did she try to give me pat solutions to my problem—just let me babble on until I stopped, embarrassed, and said that I really needed to get back to work.

"Don't worry about that, Sweetie," she assured me. "Lily went to Ms. Williams to clear the afternoon for you."

Eventually, I told her that my biggest concern now was what to do when I finally regained my freedom. I could not imagine ever being a slave wrangler again, forcing human beings into servitude. Ms. Williams had hinted that she might give me a job at the bank, but I didn't want that either. For the first time, I said it out loud—I was afraid that any post-slavery bank job would carry the implied responsibility of joining Lily and Beth to service bigwigs—and I never wanted to have sex like that again. I wasn't judging them, just couldn't stand the idea of sucking even one more dick once I got rid of this collar.

We continued talking for another twenty minutes, when, in an off-handed way, Nikki asked me, "How are you with numbers, by the way? Did you ever try accounting?"

My long-past academic experience was one of the few sources of pride I still harbored beneath my slave exterior. I told her that I had gotten A's in the two introductory accounting classes that were offered at my community college. When I asked her why she wanted to know, she turned the topic aside deftly.

A week later, however, the head of IT was very abrupt with me one afternoon, whereas before he had treated me with more respect than a naked slave usually receives (of course, ANY respect would meet that description!)

"Have I done something wrong, Master?" I asked, kneeling down and feeling worried.

"No, no, Cindy—it's not your fault. It's just that H.R. told me you were being reassigned to Accounting, and I'll miss having you around to handle the trouble calls. They're supposed to send me a new slave next week, but who knows whether she knows anything about our business—you've been a godsend for the past several years."

Sure enough, the following Monday Lily walked me through H.R. and then introduced me to the head of Accounting, who put me to work checking credit scores and answering phone calls from people who had fallen behind in their payments to the bank. Lily even cleared me to wear work-appropriate skirts, pants, and turtleneck sweaters (to conceal my collar), because occasionally I had to meet the debtors when they came to see my boss. At first, I worried that I was becoming part of the faceless machine that had enslaved so many people like me. I quickly realized, however, that the assistant vice president for debt solutions really tried to get people to repay their loans, even if it meant rescheduling them to lower payments. When I finally asked him about this, he replied that he thought it was better to get the bank's money back than to go through the legal hassles of repossessing cars, houses, and sometimes people, none of which would ensure repayment of the loans and interest. I'm not sure whether he realized that those "legal hassles" included slaves providing oral sex to government officials, but I liked his attitude!

I still had to strip down and put out whenever Beth or Lily needed me to "service" officials and clients. Moreover, I was still subject to being the reward for an Employee of the Month, which at least earned a hefty contribution to the liberate-Cindy-from-bondage fund. [It was really embarrassing when Hank, one of my co-workers in Accounting, won, but it turns out that he had a crush on me, and treated me to a real girlfriend weekend.] Still, I was finally using my brain and wearing real clothes, and my new boss never once asked me to crawl under his desk and relieve his stress with my mouth.

*****

I'll come back to the debt counselling business, but for now, let me tell you about the unlikely final months of my bondage. These events involved three other actors who have appeared in previous installments of my story:

-Judge Roy Bean V had gone beyond even the cynical "standards" I have described above for exploiting Texas women, both slave and free. He was finally caught in a sting operation, ravaging a female detective who pretended to cooperate with his lewd demands so as to avoid being enslaved for minor offenses. The judge, in turn, was himself enslaved for various felonies, including abuse of office, illegal enslavement, and rape (because that woman was free—slaves didn't count in Texas law). Russell and Sullivan, both of whom had personally suffered "under" this judge, bought him at auction and rented him out to women who wanted to exact retribution—usually involving stap-ons and shock batons—while they kept his famous dick locked up except for periodic medical and hygienic servicing.

-Asshole Mason the Moron, as I'll always think of him, was the boyfriend who had persuaded me to put down only my name (and ass) on the mortgage for the house in which we both lived. Then he stiffed me and married some rich bitch who, being smarter than me, insisted on a pre-nup and soon dumped him. Truth being stranger than fiction, Mason ended up as a pony boy yoked beside me when I went for training—the only difference was that he belonged to the ranch, and had a large brand on his ass to prove it, not to mention that he was pegged regularly by the third person in this rogue's gallery.

-That would be Mistress Angela (pronounced with a hard "g" in the German manner), the voluptuous Nordic bitch-goddess who ran the Pony Mädchen Ranch, where Mason and I had suffered together. I have nothing against different sexual preferences between CONSENTING adults. However, Angela was a full-blown bull-dike sadist who wasn't happy unless she was whipping slaves while simultaneously extorting sexual services from them. She had made my life hell for nine days while training me to serve Donald Trevelyan, not to mention servicing her pussy while she whipped me. Fortunately for me, Master Donald figured her out when he arrived to test out his pony girl. Not only did he rescue me from her clutches, but he put out the word to his rich friends, including those on the board of another bank which held the mortgage on the ranch. Donald must have had incredible pull, because the state Agriculture Department did something that almost never happens—it assembled a criminal case of livestock abuse against her, reportedly including charges that she had gelded two pony boys. (By law, involuntary sexual modification was only permitted when the victim was sentenced to life enslavement for aggravated violent felonies.) The animal abuse indictment was unsealed just as her bank foreclosed on the ranch and therefore on her body. She accepted civil enslavement for ten years to avoid the criminal case, but Trevelyan bought her through an intermediary, and had her butt branded with the same PM logo she had inflicted on others! Just like the ex-judge and my ex-boyfriend, the ex-pony torturer was now a collared slut herself. This came too late to save me, but at least she couldn't hurt anyone else.

Lily and Beth had told me pieces of this story, because they knew I had suffered, but one day Elena (my replacement slut in IT) and I were summoned to one of Ms. Williams' periodic conferences with Lily and Beth. In deference to the status of my owners, I hastily pulled off the turtleneck I was wearing, exposing my collar and boobs, and then knelt next to Elena in the boss's office. I was also surprised to see Clarice, my beautiful Black counterpart from the Fort Worth division of the bank, and wondered why she was there. I soon found out.

The subject was a final project to make money from the ex-judge, who by now was approaching age 60 (although I discovered that with the right makeup he still looked much younger and more energetic, as we'll see.) After five years, the market of women who wanted to exact retribution on the male chauvinist douchebag was drying up, so lately he'd been rented out to suck cock in a glory hole. Beth, who had personally suffered much from this clown, came up with a new idea.

"All jokes aside, guys," she began, "I'm sure that Cindy and Ms. Williams both know that I was a total nerd before the boss took me in. One of my few friends from high school—OK, another nerd—Ginny Harlow—made it through a good private college and then somehow got work in Hollywood writing screenplays. Mostly Hallmark Channel stuff, but sometimes she got to be assistant writer for real movies. About six months ago, Ginny came home to visit and we re-connected. I had one too many drinks one night with her, and finally admitted that I'd been indentured. When I told her that Judge Bean had used me repeatedly, and that Lily and I actually OWNED his sorry ass, Ginny got really excited—she'd been playing around with writing a screenplay based on his crimes, and here was one of her friends who was an eyewitness."

"Anyway, I gave her background information such as how the judge acted, what he said to me, even what his favorite sex acts were. Gawd." Beth paused, red-faced, and then continued her story. "Using that and some other research, Ginny generated a screenplay based VERY loosely on real events. I mean, the former judge has a REALLY big cock, but by now he's kind of long in the tooth, so Ginny's screenplay includes a much younger, more muscular guy as the judge's fictional admin assistant and pimp. In reality, the judge's real admin assistant was a little old lady who blew the whistle on him after she retired, but sometimes the truth is boring, right?"

I'll spare you the long conversation. The bottom line was that Ginny and Beth between them had convinced Ms. Williams to be the shadow backer of their operation. Equally important, they had pitched the idea to Bob McAdoo to direct it. If you've been living under a rock for the past decade, let me explain that McAdoo had an odd reputation. He'd won several awards at the Sundance Film Festival and directed a few films for the big studios, but he didn't like to follow the conventional, PG-only rules for main line films. He was intrigued with the idea of making a "Mock-umentary" about the judge that would both be a depiction of judicial abuse AND a form of gritty, reality drama with all the sex out in the open. It might not sell in mainline cinemas, but the pay-per-view and download market was incredibly large while the director could still insist it was art rather than porno. So, Mr. McAdoo had agreed in principle to direct the film for a minimum fee up front plus a large percentage of the gross.

As Beth outlined the plan, I quietly panicked—it was bad enough to be a slave whore in private, but now my owners apparently intended to have me fucked and capture all of it ON FILM??? Worse still, she mentioned using my ex-boyfriend, Mason the Moron, to play the judge's assistant. The idea of ever having sex again with that bastard made me nauseous, yet as a slave I couldn't say no. Lily saw my growing panic, and broke in:

"Don't worry, Cindy—we want you in the film, but NOT as a victim for the douchebag judge OR your ex-boyfriend. Same for Clarice."

"Whew!" I sighed in relief. "But, I don't understand, Mistresses—of course, if you want me to be in the film, I'm in the film, but if I'm not getting screwed, what will I be doing?"

Beth, the only one who had really known me when I was free, grinned a mile wide. "We want YOU and Clarice to do the screwing, Girlfriend—to peg the judge and your ex-boyfriend!"

"WTF?—I mean, What, Mistress?" I sputtered; Clarice was similarly shocked and elated.

Lily took over. "To make this movie both accurate and commercially viable, we have to show Mason and the judge ravaging women at the beginning. I'm sorry, Elena, but that means Mason will get to screw you. We'll keep him under tight control, with a shock baton just outside camera range in case he goes too far, OK? As for the judge, we intend to re-create both the douchebag AND his imaginary assistant being caught spit-roasting the female detective who went undercover to expose them—only in this case, the part of the detective will be played by Angela, the woman who tormented both Mason and Cindy at that pony ranch." (ALL RIGHT! I almost shouted, before Lily continued.) "Then, for the rest of the movie, Cindy, Clarice and maybe Elena will be equipped with strap-ons and shock batons to re-enact the victims extracting "atonement" from the convicted criminals."



Ms. Williams resumed control. "The idea, girls, is that we make a movie that bears some vague resemblance to what really happened, so that reviewers can't dismissed it as just pornography—even though at some level that's what it will be. And for the same reason, the bank can't be associated officially with such a film, right? In reality, however, the bank will use Russell & Sullivan, Inc., as the contractors and "casting agents" for the movie. That includes renting the former pony mistress and Cindy's ex-boyfriend from their owner, Donald Trevelyan. Donald is no fool—he's asking for $20,000 to borrow each of them, which we'll have to put up front along with paying for the crew and McAdoo's expenses. So, it's only fair that you girls get some compensation as well. We CAN NOT guarantee how much we'll credit to each of you, but assuming that the film is a success, it should go a long way towards redeeming the debts for Elena and Cindy. Unfortunately, Clarice is stuck with a fixed sentence thanks to the douchebag judge, but that should be sufficient motivation for her to ream him thoroughly on camera, right? We'll still give her a fair settlement when her sentence is up, so she gets some compensation."

We all agreed; Clarice couldn't wait to extract revenge from her tormentor, of course, and I had stars in my eyes at the thought of finally sodomizing Mason in the same way he had used me when we had lived together. After almost five years of playing a submissive under Texas' slavery laws, I wouldn't mind topping a male authority figure like the judge, either.

Ms. Williams paused, then sighed. "The downside, of course, is that you'll all be immortalized as porn stars, but that can't be helped. That's a particular issue for Clarice, of course—we don't want your Dad to have a heart attack. If you want, we'll give you all fake screen names for the film. I've already talked to the director, Bob McAdoo, and the only time he intends to focus on faces is when Angela, Mason, and Roy Bean each gets shafted. There will have to be fleeting facial glimpses of the rest of you, but he intends to focus on other parts of your bodies, if you know what I mean. They also have some kind of special makeup that conceals brands, tattoos, and distinguishing marks, except when we want to show the judge's circle star brand after he gets convicted. With any luck, therefore, you should go unrecognized in the film. That's the best deal I can do for you."

*****

That's roughly what happened. Of course, plot is rarely a strong point in X-rated movies, and in any event I only witnessed certain scenes, because Clarice, Elena, and I had to provide our usual services for the bank in between our budding "acting careers." Let me just describe a few of the highlights that I witnessed and/or appeared in.

First, as I said, was the scene in which Angela the ex-pony mistress, whose only interest in males had been to torture and peg them, played an undercover cop, posing as a soccer mom who had several shoplifting convictions which the judge used to threaten her with enslavement. (Lily told Angela that, if she failed to cooperate in this one long scene, she would be turned over to a chain-gang of male convicts who had been wearing chastity cages for the past three years. There's a new form of motivation for method actors!) The ex-dominatrix made a convincing and terrified actress who, at the judge's demand, dutifully did a strip-tease and then swallowed his dick. Her distaste was unfeigned, of course, because she had no use for heterosexual sex. The judge, whose pecker hadn't been permitted to function normally in years, blew his load in less than two minutes, all of which was caught in a close-up of her-face-to-his-groin action, including when he pulled out to paint her face. In the blink of an eye, the supposed-detective, now butt naked, had her wrists and ankles secured to the same spreader bar, holding her face into the carpet of the "judge's office" with her butt high in the air while first the "admin assistant," played by my ex-boyfriend, fucked her silly, and then his boss, the judge, reamed her well-padded and shapely rear, all while her genuine cries of outrage escaped around a bit gag (how appropriate—she finally got gagged the same way as her ponies.)

As the director had promised, there were loving scenes of her face (contorted by pain, humiliation, and rage) as well as prolonged sequences of the judge's and Mason's cocks plundering her nether regions, all while the two men spanked her butt scarlet. I absolutely loved Angela's cum-uppance (pun intended), and the opportunity to screw the woman who had tormented and pegged him brought a smile of genuine pleasure to Mason's face. The judge also seemed overjoyed to exercise his long-neglected prick. I felt no sympathy for Angela. Still, the sight of Bean, clad only in judicial robes, ramming that prodigious probe into her butt made me understand why Lily, Beth, and Clarice couldn't wait to have the judge on the receiving end of the largest strap-ons they could find!

The next scene was my personal favorite, as Elena and I got to torment a chained Mason, supposedly exercising our right to "victim atonement"—that is, taking retribution on him for tormenting us. Elena, who had already acted as his victim for the film, couldn't resist discharging a shock baton onto his cock! I enjoyed even more making him first suck my strap-on (his face was beet red) and then accept that shaft, which was considerably larger than his actual endowment, up his butt. (In the film, we always used lots of lube and moved slowly when first penetrating someone's crinkled portal, unlike what our victims had done when THEY were in charge.)

Here was the guy who had regularly insisted that I suck him off and allow him to ass-fuck me when we lived together, then fucked me figuratively by leaving me in the lurch about the mortgage. If that weren't bad enough, he had tried to purchase me at auction so he could use the same two orifices with me as his fulltime slut! Sorry, I didn't feel any remorse about reaming him over and over.

I got some nice friction from the back of the strap-on rubbing my clit, but the main sensation was psychological rather than physical. For the first time I understood why men were so fixated on fucking cunts and assholes—the sensation of penetrating, occupying, and dominating another human being, especially when that human was helpless and exposed, was an INCREDIBLE power trip. I even made a minor error so that the perfectionist director, Bob McAdoo, would have us re-do the entire scene! Once we were finished, I got Lily to make me a copy of all the out-takes from that scene; it was my most treasured possession for a few months, until I realized that Mason was still dominating my life and mind indirectly, so I stopped watching those scenes over and over and over. Just once a month will suffice.

Of course, the signature scene of the entire film was the victim atonement by the douchebag judge. I willingly yielded the starring role to Clarice, whom the judge had actually raped in his chambers while she was still technically a free woman, in return for giving her a limited sentence that still included being branded with the circle star of a criminal slave. Again, scenes of his suffering and enraged face and even of his involuntary ejaculation as the dildo milked his prostrate figured prominently in the film.

In another scene, I wore the slave wrangler uniform that Lily had me save all those years ago. She finally told me that she had imagined having me appear in a Russell & Sullivan commercial to rent the judge out. Now, however, the camera recorded me in living color while I treated the judge AND Mason far more roughly than I had ever acted towards a real slave.

If I haven't been clear—acting in that film helped restore a little balance in my mind; after almost five years of being the fuckee I could finally be the fucker. Beth told me that Dr. Nikki had said I needed an opportunity to be the sexual aggressor, although even she couldn't have foreseen the starring role I had just enacted. No, it didn't suddenly change my attitudes about sex and men; in my book, it was still all about humans exploiting other humans in the most shameful of ways. Pegging those two against their will made me just as much of a bastard as all the men who had plowed me. At least, though, I was no longer solely the victim in those exchanges.

Lily and Beth were also determined to get their pound of flesh—or should I say, pounding the flesh? After Clarice and I had filmed the main sequence with the judge (me with a strap-on in his mouth and her at his back door), Lily and Beth each got the chance to peg him. Even Ms. Williams, who had apparently serviced the judge herself as a young bank official, strapped one on over her jeans and was filmed (without showing her face) plundering the asshole judge's asshole. My three owners were obviously Caucasian rather than Black, and (except for the boss) their hair wasn't blonde like mine, so there was no way to pretend they were part of the same scene. So, Bob McAdoo simply added these and similar scenes of retribution as background for the credits at the end of the film. By some accounts, very few women wanted to leave the theater during those credits!

Many of you have probably viewed these scenes—Here Cums the Judge has become a classic that sold not only thousands of tickets in art theaters but also innumerable views on cable and internet. Now you know who the unknown "extras" were in the film, and why they acted with such "authenticity."

You still may wonder why the director agreed to allow these scenes. The truth is that Beth began spending so much time on the set, even taking time off from work, that it was obvious to all of us that she had a crush on Bob McAdoo. He asked her out, and they found they had a lot in common such as politics, recreation interests, and so on. Equally important was the fact that Bob saw nothing wrong with Beth's lifestyle. He was naturally dominant, so he enjoyed her submission in the bedroom to the point where they were returning late from the "lunch break" several times each week. Moreover, unlike most guys, Bob was not disturbed by the idea that his lover might occasionally engage in sex, not just with a third party, but sometimes in groups bordering on orgies. Of course, he was concerned about her safety as well as about disease control, but as a veteran of Hollywood parties and director of X-rated scenes he could hardly object to such activities. Like a lot of guys, he actually enjoyed the idea of Beth and Lily playing together, and eventually they let him watch.

*****

I'm getting ahead of myself, though. Once we finished filming this sex epic, all of us went back to our previous booty duties. I hadn't forgotten about the film, but I accepted the explanation that such things took time for post-production and marketing before finally going public.

For me, my previous duties meant debt counselling at the bank punctuated by periodic oral sex for officials and frantic weekends being used by rich investors and high-performing employees. On the whole, I preferred the employees, most of whom didn't have the sense of entitlement that the rich and powerful often assume. Some of my co-workers, as I've said before, were rather sweet to me, so that sex was more pleasure than duty. I still hated periodically serving as the naked slave walking on the end of a leash to satisfy judicial and agricultural officials, especially when I knew that I was helping to expedite the bank's slavery dealings. I had long since learned to shut off my brain and just do it, pretending an enthusiasm solely to get them to cum more quickly.

One Thursday morning, soon after I have finished my fifth year of servitude, things took a surprising (to me—you've probably guessed by now) turn. Having used me to suck off Mr. Shively for what seemed like the five hundredth time, Lily led me back to elevator but then, when we reached the first floor, walked me into a ladies' room instead of out the front door. She removed my cuffs, handed me a bag full of my bank clothing, and then—astonishingly—also removed my collar, something that happened only rarely for medical examinations.

"Get dressed, Mizz Jackson—we have a lunch meeting with the boss." That distracted me for a moment from the collar issue, because, as I've mentioned before, I usually had to strip off my clothes before meeting Ms. Williams, not dress up. I used a ladies' stall to scramble into my clothes, after which Lily handed me a comb and a bottle of mouthwash, the latter a welcome chance to wash out the taste of Shively's semen.

"In case you haven't figured it out, Sweetie, that's the last time you have to blow Shively, or anyone else." Right there in the restroom, she handed me the certificate of manumission!

"Umm, Mistress," I began, still unwilling to believe it.

"Not mistress, Lily—don't you get it?" She replied.

"Well, yeah," I replied. "But, the last time I looked, I still owed you about $37,000 on my debt. I mean, I know you guys freed Beth a little ahead of schedule, but how can you afford to take that much of a loss?"

"We didn't," She smirked. "Yesterday, we sold the initial distribution rights to Here Cums the Judge for seven figures. Given your starring role, we decided that it was only fair to give you $50,000 out of that initial payment, and you MIGHT—no guarantee, of course, depends on residuals—get a little more in the future. So, instead of you owing us $37,000, we owe YOU $13,000. Here's a printout of your bank statement." I had almost forgotten that, five years earlier, I had authorized her to take care of the checking account with $390, all the money I still possessed when I surrendered myself for indenture. Now, Lily showed me a piece of paper that said I had a balance of $13,437.65. She'd also written down the username and password she'd used, which she urged me to change that day so she would no longer have access to my funds.

Driving to the Ms. Williams' club for lunch, she filled me in on a few details. As the shadow backer of the whole deal, the bank president got a nice share of the profits, but she also ensured that Russell & Sullivan were suddenly very wealthy (In fact, they figured out how to spread their share of the proceeds over several years to reduce the tax implications). Elena's portion of the proceeds meant that she would be released at the earliest date permitted in her indenture, some seven months hence. As promised, Clarice would get $50,000 held in escrow for her until her slavery expired in another two years. To keep Donald Trevelyan happy, Ms. Williams had also doubled the rent he had originally charged for "lending" Mason and Angela to the film, just to keep him happy. I can't say I thought that either of them, or the judge, deserved much more than a nice meal of slave kibble, but I guess I'm still a little vindictive. (Ya think?)

Seeing I was overwhelmed by my change in circumstances, Lily told me that I didn't have to make any major decisions that day—for the foreseeable future, I could still live with them and continue my work in debt counselling at the bank, only this time get paid the modest salary ($10,000 more than a slave wrangler made) such a job ordinarily carried.

At her club, Ms. Williams praised my loyal service—now there's an interesting double-entendre—and repeated Lily's promise that I could keep my job with pay and room in her home. "I also understand," she said very quietly, "that you have no interest in entertaining at my parties or elsewhere. I would never insist you do that, so don't worry. If you change your mind, let Beth now, because I don't know how much longer she'll be willing to remain my assistant now that's she's a rich woman." I think they all knew that hell would freeze before I would serve as either a sex hostess or a slave merchant.

After lunch, Lily took me back to the bank just long enough to sign a new contract and get a different ID photo (one that did NOT show my boobs, nor identify me as "contractor-furnished equipment.") Then, Beth took off from work early to help me renew my driver's license and find a used car. I spent about $6,000 buying it, plus another $2,000 to fix tires and other issues, going back the next day to pick it up. Monday, I returned to work as an independent human being, although I was always respectful and friendly when I met poor Elena in the hall. I noticed that she started under-studying with Beth to work in the front office.

To nobody's surprise but Beth's, Bob proposed marriage to her a month later. Being very careful people, each of them signed a pre-nup agreement exempting the other's property and future earnings—then Beth also signed a five-year personal services contract to make herself his Free-In-Name-Only slave one day a week, so that she didn't accidentally enslave herself for real by calling him Master when she pretended to be his slave girl. Not going to catch ME doing either thing, but at least they were being cautious and having fun.

At the wedding, since Beth was an orphan, Ms. Williams walked her down the aisle. Lily was the maid of honor (who seemed very taken with Bob's best man and agent, Harry), and Ginny Harlow and I were bridesmaids. It was the first time I'd dressed up in almost a decade, and the reception was fun, especially when Beth threw the bouquet right into Lily's arms.

Donald Trevelyan came to the wedding; I had to introduce myself since he didn't recognize me wearing clothes. He told me that he still owned Mason and Angela, and he enjoyed taking the ex-pony mistress out to pull his sulky around his country home, encouraging her with taps of the whip on her firm butt. Whenever she misbehaved, Donald let Mason give her a three-way while she was bound over a mating frame in her stall.

As for the judge? His cock is back in permanent lock-down. Beth, as usual, found one more way to make money on him. When Here Cums the Judge premiered at the Magnolia Theatre in Dallas, Russell & Sullivan rented him to the theater as an usher, wearing nothing but his collar, chastity belt, and unzipped black robe. I understand he was very popular for selfies the first few nights that the film was shown, but then he had to sweep the popcorn and candy-wrappers out of the aisles.

*****

All of that was 15 months ago. I've been taking night courses to finish a degree and become a CPA, so that I can help debtors more effectively. Last month, I finally moved out of Ms. Williams' home, although Lily (who keeps dating Harry) and the newly-freed Elena still live there. I took a tiny efficiency apartment that I can afford with my new salary, working for a non-profit on debt counselling. After I turned in my notice at the bank, my colleague Hank, who had been so sweet when he won a weekend with me, asked me out to lunch. I had to tell him that I still wasn't ready to have any relationships with men, however kind they might be.

This weekend is Beth's shower for the twins she's expecting. It'll be fun to see the entire gang, including Nikki, whom I need to thank again. Other than that, though, I can't yet face the idea of dating again, let alone any kind of sex partner other than my vibrator. And I only need that about once a month to relieve stress—the rest of the time, I feel as if I've had enough sex to last ten lifetimes.

Right now, I've got to stop writing—I'm late to make a pitch to new clients for debt counselling. My story of what happens when you fall into debt servitude and get sold at auction usually has them shredding their credit cards in five minutes flat . . . except that there are always two or three women in the crowd who get starry-eyed about becoming slave sluts. I REALLY worry about those girls—along with the incurable spenders, they'll keep the HCI Market and XYZ Bank in business forever, damn it.



(The end)

