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Prologue

Iris' short career as a criminal mastermind comes to an abrupt end as she is involved in a killing.  The police decide she is probably to blame and are on their way to arrest her for Felony Murder. Her parent's lawyer has a contact that warns him of the police intent. They contact an old friend, Tom Allen who spirits Iris to an enclave of female slavery.  Iris wakes to find she is being trained to be a pleasure slave.  Her plans to escape are thwarted and she succumbs to the joys of submission and falls into full, willing slavery. She is conditioned to orgasm instantly and is taken to heights of pleasure she never imagined.

She discovers a deeply hidden and completely unknown reservoir of shame when her parents visit and see her as the naked, collared and ringed slave of Tom Allen.

Unknown forces seek to penetrate the enclave and Iris becomes bait to learn who is probing them.


Chapter 1: Surprise

"You look excellent, Iris."

I had just finished a one month extreme training course under Peggy.  I hated it at first. She was very strict and I had to be perfect to avoid the whip. It was a sort of “Slave Girl 101” training course to hone me to perfection.  Now both of us were wearing standard slave girl attire at the Facility.  Steel collars, cuffs, anklets, and four inch heels.  Ankle chains and in this house at least, a chain from our collars to a track on the ceiling.  The chain was long enough for our heads to reach the floor, but we had to stay that close to the track. We wore gold rings in our noses, ears, nipples, labia lips, and clit.  We were branded with an “S” on our left thighs and the nose rings and collars were put on us before we started the basic slave girl course.  The rest were added once we finished the course , but before we were sold.

"Thank you, Master. I feel wonderful. Where's Peggy?  I would like to thank her."

"She's waiting for us in the living room.  She is entertaining some guests who are also waiting for you."

"Guests, Master?"

"Yes, let's go." He stood up and I followed him at the required spacing, The chain locked on my collar pulled its little trolley along the track above me, making its usual quiet rumble.

I followed him into the living room and stopped dead in my tracks. I saw Peggy and Suzy kneeling in front of a couch and its two occupants.  The people on the couch. A man and a woman, were not possible. This couldn't be. They can't be here. They can't see me like this. I turned to flee and found Master’s Butler, James blocking the way. I turned back around and followed my Master.  I kept my eyes on the floor and when Master sat in a chair, I knelt beside him and crossed my arms behind me..

Mother spoke, "Hello Iris, you've lost some weight.  You look nice."

Nice? I was naked, collared, and chained. Nice? I had rings in my nose, nipples, and labia. Nice? I was branded. Nice? I paused and looked at her.  She was my mother. I was a slave and liked it.  Did I care what she thought?  I was never going home again.

I smiled and said, "Hello, Mistress. It is good to see you again. You are looking well too. I am surprised to see you and father here. and I am even more surprised that you have not remarked on my condition.  You know, of course, that I am a slave, since you sent me here."

She said, "Of course I remember sending you here.  You were about to be arrested and your future at home is still bleak."

Master spoke up, "Iris, James and I will take Peggy with us and you may have a talk with your parents.  Mr. and Mrs. Page, it you want any refreshments just send Iris to get them. Lunch will be ready in an hour." They left the room.

I looked at my father, "Master, may I speak?"

He smiled and said, while we are in this room, you may speak freely,  Iris."

"Thank you, Master.  You know I must now address you as Master and Mistress, don't you?"

He said, "Of course we do."

"Master, how do you know?"

"Iris," he said, "you have all the clues.  I always tried to teach you to think logically. Tell me how we know."

I thought for a moment. and said, "You and mother brought my Master into your house. Mother gave me a drink and I passed out. When I woke I was here in this place.  They made me a sex slave.  A willing one, I might add, and I love Master and my sister slaves.   Now you are both here and you even know the customs.  You both must have been here before.  Most women here are slaves. and the all men are Masters.  Mother, you must have been a slave here and father was your master.  He bought you and took you to what I used to call home.  Am I right?"

Father said, "Excellent.  Yes. I met your mother officially just after I was first elected Judge.  She was a beautiful, amoral rascal and I already knew of this place.  As a matter of fact it was Tom Allen's father, Robert who helped me with your mother. I visited her often and after she was trained I attended the auction and bought her. 

I left her in Robert's house until our current home was ready for me to keep her there. The facility has some experts who did some unrecorded work on our house.  I don't believe you ever found the slave quarter's in the basement."

"No, I certainly didn't. Did you keep mother there?"

Just until she was ready to face people again.  She was convinced that anyone who saw her could tell she was my slave.. Anyway, you know how well she adapted.  You were there for all your childhood.  She cried and begged me not to take her from Robert, but she adapted quickly and was quite comfortable at home when you were born.. Tom Allen is a friend of mine.  By the way, your mother is still my slave. Anne, show Iris your mark."

Mother said, "Yes, Master." She slid her dress up until I could see her brand.

"Mother, how did you keep this hidden. I lived with you for twenty years."

"Iris," she said, "the mores at home made it easy to hide things from you.  I was expected never to appear naked in front of you or even partly disrobed.  I daresay you were never too interested in your mother's body anyway. I think you will be even more shocked to know I have the same rings in my flesh as you, except the nose ring of course, and I still have the grommet in my septum so Master can put a ring in whenever he wants."

I was shocked. Mother was a slave here before me.  She has rings in her nipples and labia and I never knew, never even suspected? God, what a clod I was.

She stood up and walked around the coffee table separating us.  I heard the familiar clink before I saw them.  Her ankles were chained like mine. Like all females here.  She said, "These are very familiar.  I got them as soon as we arrived."

"But, mother, you're a guest."

"No, Iris, every woman here is a slave first."

Father said, "I'm glad you reminded me, Anne. I will have you properly equipped, like Iris, tomorrow. Collar, cuffs, nose ring and a leash, I think, while we're here.  I always liked the way you looked in chains. I'm going to keep you quite helpless.  Do you remember having a leash on your nose ring?"

"Yes, Master. It makes me so deliciously submissive. I look forward to savoring my bondage in public."

"Anne," he said, "I've been looking forward to this visit for some time now.  Strip . Iris run her through her poses and make sure she does them well.  She practices at home, but without anyone to help her, I'm sure she's lost some of her former skill. Also, here she's a slave like you, so just call her Anne."

"Yes, Master," I said."

Mother said, "Yes, Master and stripped.  She was bare under her dress and naked in one swift motion.  I looked at her in awe.  She had the body of a twenty year old. She posed for me in standing display. 

"Anne, your body is amazing.  How do you stay so trim and fit?"

"Endless exercise, a healthy diet, yoga, and lots of sex.  You father is wild man.  Its a good thing he didn't want you the have a lot of brothers and sisters.  He let me stay on the pill."

I had her do all the poses and she was great.  I corrected her on a few minor things, but she was nearly perfect.

Father left me to refresh mother's skills. We worked until lunch was announced. 

As I was running her through poses we talked. I was fascinated by the ease I had calling her “Anne.” Just learning she was a slave made it automatic to use her name.

“Anne, I never suspected you were father's slave before this.  How did you hide it?"

"Iris, you were a self-absorbed little girl, then a teenager more interested in your friends, then boys.  You wouldn't have noticed a bagpiper in the house."

"Was I really that oblivious?"

"No, you were just busy exploring the ever expanding world. I was under orders to always dress to cover my rings and brand while you lived with us.  Now that you're on your own I was always naked and wore my restraints at home.  Master has been taking me to bondage clubs where we can meet people with our lifestyle.  You'd be surprised how many people in our neighborhood are into bondage."

"But Anne, You were never submissive to father. I would have notice that."

"I was always under orders, Iris. You remember I always addressed Master as 'Robert?' well I was ordered to do that.  He is a kind, loving, intelligent, and capable Master and father to you.  It was easy to agree with him.  I never had an opinion different than his.  Usually I completely agreed and the few times I didn't, I kept quiet because I'm a slave."

But Anne, one reason I'm a happy slave is I've learned that sex is so much better when I'm chained.  Bondage kicks my orgasms into orbit.  Did you give that up at home?"

"Of course not.  I had almost all my climaxes in bondage.  The whole house and especially our bedroom is soundproofed.  Plus Master always gagged me while you were home. Every night when you were home I got several climaxes in many positions, all while gagged. You didn't notice any of the bondage gear in our bedroom, did you?"

"Stunned, I thought back. "No Anne, nothing."

"So, there's a bench at the foot of the bed with hidden straps for my arms and legs, the foot board of the bed is a pillory in disguise, the posts of the bed have concealed rings to fasten me to, and there's an electric hoist in the ceiling with a bar that looks like a piece of molding in the ceiling when retracted. I learned to sleep in close chains when I was here and I love the feelings of submission when I wear his chains.  I sleep chained every night when I can."

"It must have been hard to act like a housewife during the day and a sex toy at night."

"Not really. I had to be very careful during the day not to show my true feelings and desires, even when I thought you were out.  Night was fine.  I was, and am, his slave, all the time. It was the fake freedom during the day that was hard. You know what I missed the most?"

"No, I can't guess."

"My nose ring.  It was what defined me as a slave all the time I was here.  It greeted me in the morning and it was what helped me sleep. Its tugs  as I moved kept me aroused.  I wanted to wear it at home. Some women do, you know. Master thought it would attract too much attention and harm his election.  I kept telling him how much I missed it that finally he found a substitute.  He measured my nose and grommet and got me a brass padlock.  I wear it at night all the time.  It doesn't look as nice as your ring, but its better than nothing."

"Well, father says you'll get one tomorrow."   

She helped us serve to the men and ate with us in a line on the floor as the men ate.  She had been a slave here. No wonder they had such a good home life while the parents of most of my friends were divorced and unhappy.

After lunch James took my parents to the workshop in the carriage to have mother properly equipped. When they came back she wore a collar, cuffs, and nose ring with leash as father had wanted.  He had bells put on her nipple rings. Her hands were locked behind her back and she looked like me.  Put a bag over our heads and we were identical.  She was amazing.

Master locked my hands behind me clipped a leash on my nose ring.  He led me and father led my mother out to the patio.  Suzy followed to see if the men wanted anything.

Master said, "Jason, if you don't mind I would like to put mother and daughter side by side and compare them."

Father said, "Good idea. Anne, obey Tom," and handed her leash to Master.

Master arranged mother and me side by side in the middle of the patio in standing display. He and father moved chairs to sit side by side facing us. Master said, “Girls, Both of you slowly rotate yourselves in a full circle to the left, where you are. We obeyed, taking tiny footsteps. As we rotated, Suzy brought the men tall glasses of tonic water.

Neither of my parents smoked or drank. He said they were so full of life they didn't need outside stimulants.  I understood. I had everything I needed too.  I remembered how I had behaved before I was brought here.  I was always a little high and almost always pissed at something or someone. Now I had no opportunity and no desire to do any of that stuff again.

Father said that they were staying for a month and he had rented a house only a half mile away. Master invited him to visit or live in his house while they were here.  "Lots of room and you can see Iris all the time.  Anne can learn dressage and perform if you want."

"Dressage," Father said, "like with horses?"

"Yes, almost the same, except we use pony girls. It was Iris' idea and we recorded her first show.  The owners liked it and we've arranged a series of competitions with entries from most of them.  I've had Suzy developing the routines and training all the girls.  Iris is a great performer.  You'll be proud of her.  I bet Anne, with her more mature grace, will be excellent too. Dressage is much like a kata in martial arts, a memorized routine done to music and we're just starting a competition.  The first show is in a week. Iris, Melody, Peggy, and Marie are performing.  You must come.  we can have Anne trained and performing before you leave."

"Sounds like fun. Maybe we'll stay with you some of the time we're here."

My parents left after dinner, father leading mother by her nose ring and both of them looked smug and satisfied.  God, I was oblivious to her slavery all my life.  They were much better at concealing things than I ever imagined.

Master took me, Peggy, and Marie into his office and closed the door. He sat at his desk and we all knelt in a line.  Peggy and I chose our spots very carefully based on the rules we had each learned.  Marie looked at us curiously. 

Master said, "Girls you've likely deduced that I am in charge of the training facility.  That's why your parents called me, Iris.  Its why I was able to put first Marie, then Iris and Peggy in charge of the girls.  The instructors and guards work for me and I can watch everything through the cameras. Today, here's what's going to happen. Iris and Peggy will job share the jobs of first girl here and headmistress at the school. You will alternate days. Peggy will go to the school tomorrow. When here, both of you will be responsible for putting Marie through the  intensive month course you've both finished. When all of you have had it, you will jointly plan how best to put every girl in the school through it before they graduate. Do you have any questions?"

Peggy and I replied, "No, Master."

Marie asked, "Master, may I know about this month course I am receiving?"

"Iris, Peggy, take Marie to the stable, explain the course and how it affected you and start her on it."

This time we all said, "Yes, Master," stood, I put a leash on Marie's nose ring.  She didn't look happy about that, which was just fine, and we went to the stable.

I said, "Marie, kneel." She obeyed.

Peggy, has Marie submitted to you"

"No, not yet."

Marie, submit to Peggy as you have to me."

She said, "Yes, Mistress.'

She had been trained for this. She raised up on her knees and turned toward Peggy, spread her knees wide and leaned forward until her forehead was touching the floor at her feet. Her ass stayed high in the air in punishment position.  She said. "Mistress, I am Marie, your slave.  I submit myself to you and hope you find me to your liking.  I will obey you and honor you. Please accept me as your slave girl."

I said, "I think Marie's posture needs improving." I handed a crop to Peggy.

Peggy  slowly walked around behind Marie and struck her hard on her right ass cheek. She snapped, "Lift your ass higher, arch your back, and spread your knees as wide as you can. Now."

Marie shifted her position as directed. Peggy walked in front of her so her feet were almost touching her head. "Submit again with emotion and convince me you want to be mine, slave."

Marie stretched her head forward and kissed both of Peggy's shoes. Then she said," Mistress, I beg you to take me as your slave.  I will love you and obey you perfectly.  I want only to be your slave girl.  Please accept me and command me."  She was sobbing and choked out the last few words.

"Better. All right. I accept you as my slave. Stand up."

Marie was mine today and would be Peggy's tomorrow.  I started fitting the bridle and bit on Marie as Peggy explained her new rules and what we hoped she would get from it.  Marie was a trained slave and I could see her skepticism in her face

"Marie, You heard Master's orders.  I will work with you today and Peggy tomorrow.  The program requires you will be controlled at the "Smallest level of detail."

"Yes, Mistress.  I understand the intent, but I am  already quite controlled."

"Marie, you know the high step.  That is all you will use for the next month.  Show me your high step. Walk to the end of the room, turn, and walk back at a normal walking pace. Go."

Peggy and I watched her walk. When she got back she went into standing display.

I walked up to within an inch of her face. I snarled, "That was the sloppiest, most disgraceful high step I've ever seen.  And always kneel when you come to me or Peggy. Kneel." The look of shock and fear on her face was what I wanted.  I needed to get her out of "Knowing" what I wanted. She had to learn from scratch.  Now I had her attention.

"Punishment position, slave." She obeyed.

I struck her ass hard. "Your hobble was slack half the time."

I hit her again. "You didn't start with your left foot."

I hit her again. "Your feet were not in line."

One more stroke. "You didn't smile.  Always smile. If you're awake, you'd better be smiling."

"Stand up, slave. You're going to do it again. one step at a time." I picked up the end of her leash.

"Always start walking with your left foot. Lift your left foot, straight up, until your hobble is taut."  She obeyed.

"Stay there. Balance."

She wobbled on her right foot a little then stabilized.

Now, when I tell you shove your left foot straight forward, placing it directly in front of your right foot.  Let your hobble guide your foot to the ground.  Go."  She obeyed.

"Good. Now, when I tell you lift your right foot straight up, keeping your chain taut. In a high step walk you must keep your hobble chain taut at all times after you start. OK, lift." She obeyed and performed well.

"Good. Hold it. When I tell you, place your right foot as far forward as possible and land in a straight line in front of your left foot.  Remember to keep the chain taut. Go."

She obeyed.  "Good. Now walk. Turn around at the wall and come back. Go."

She started walking. I followed her, holding the end of her leash. I made corrections as she practiced the high step. A soft swish of the crop followed by instructions.

"Smack. Keep your head high."

"Smack. Keep your hobble taut."

"Smack. Posture. Keep your back straight."

Marie, you're now a pony.  You may not use any human speech unless ordered. One whinny means Yes, two means No. Do you understand?"

She whinnied once.

"Good."

I put her on the walker and started it on "Walk."  I instructed Melody to watch her and correct her if her posture or high step were not perfect. I told Melody one hour on "Walk" then another hour on "Trot.

Peggy and I went back to the house. We agreed we would use the same training plan she had used on me since Marie's history was closer to mine. James took Peggy to the school

I found Suzy and we looked over her dressage scenarios.  I asked her to make one for my mother and she was startled to learn Anne was my mother.

I went back to the stables and Melody reported she only had to correct Peggy three times, once walking and twice trotting, all for letting her hobble get slack.

I turned off the walker and she stopped and stood still.  I swatted her ass and instructed her, "Standing display, slave. Always kneel to your master and mistress.  If you can't because you're fastened, go to standing display pose. Understand?"

She whinnied once.

"Good. Do you need to eliminate?"

One whinny.

I unfastened the walker chain from her collar, picked up her leash, called Melody to come with us, and took her outside the door back toward the house  The gardener had dug a narrow, deep pit for her beside the path and left the dirt piled beside it.

I took her to her new toilet and said, "Squat and do your business."

She stopped in front of the hole and looked at me, then Melody with wide eyes. She knew what it was for. The hole had been there for two months. First for Peggy, then me.  She had snickered several times when she passed me using it.  I felt pretty smug making her use it now.  What goes around, comes around, bitch. "Now, Marie." She positioned herself over the hole, squatted, and let her urine dribble out.

We watched her and I said to Melody.  "This is Marie's  toilet.  I want her to get used to being livestock.  When she defecates she needs to kick enough dirt in the hole to cover her waste. If she soils her hobble or misses the hole, correct her with vigor."

Marie stood up in display position.

"This is your last chance for the night. Do you need to crap? 

She whinnied twice.

"OK, back to the stables.  I had not let go of her leash so I just turned and walked back to the stables, watching to see she walked with a high step.  She did and was pretty good with it.

I put her in her stall with a long chain to her collar.  I  went to get her meal. I got her yogurt mix out of the refrigerator and put it in a large baby bottle with inner bag and nipple I took it to her stall and hung it in the wall rack.  It was positioned so Peggy could suck it out from a kneeling position.  I loosened her jaw strap so she could open her mouth enough to get the bottle's nipple past her bit. I knelt her in front of the bottle and reminded her that if she didn't maintain a proper posture she could be punished.

She whinnied once.

I left her and locked the stall gate behind me.  I looked in and watched her sucking on her bottle.

After dinner I got a few minutes with Suzy.  I told her what Master wanted for Marie and looked over her new dressage plans.  She had written several more routines and a couple of security men had agreed to be the "Master" in a couple of routines.  We agreed which routines she would train Peggy, Marie, and Melody to do. She told me Master wanted all of his girls to have a routine.  She showed me the ones she had designed for me and herself and Anne Then we went to the rec room for a dancing lesson with the men. Michael, one of the security men, chose me for the night. He was very energetic and made me come again and again. I slept well.

In the morning I took Marie out to use the hole and fed her more yogurt mixture.  I instructed Melody to train her to respond to the reins and to be very precise of her instructions. Whenever Marie wasn't working I wanted her kneeling in perfect pose.  When she learned the reins then she was to be trained as a team with Melody..

I was a good slave owner. I knew what a girl needed and what it was easy to overlook.  I just did for her what I did for myself.. As good as I had been with Peggy and she with me..  I made sure Marie's teeth were brushed twice a day and her anus and vagina were cleaned daily.  I released her arms every exercise period and made her do the arm exercises before I locked them back to her collar. Her shoes were taken off daily and her feet cleaned, too.

I was ready to go to work, and kissed Master goodbye. He had a far better idea. He turned me around, locked my hands to the back of my collar, put a leash on my nose ring, and took me up to his room. 

He opened the door and, still holding my leash, walked into the room.  I held back just long enough for my  leash to go taut.  I wanted to feel his iron grip on my nose pull me wherever he wanted.  I wanted to feel my absolute subjugation in its physical manifestation.  I reveled in being helplessly dragged by my nose to wherever my Master wanted.

I never could have guessed the attraction, the hold, that the combination of strict bondage and Master had on me.  It wasn't just the bondage.  Many men and women had restrained me since I came here.  When Master made me helpless my belly got hot, my love juices started flowing, and my mind could only think of him taking me to the stars. He didn't need the clicker. All he had to do was touch my nipples or my pussy or my mouth and I would climax. 

Other men could take me whenever they wanted and I would enjoy the sex and climax over and over.  The difference was that I wanted to be taken by Master. Everything I felt and did was focused on pleasing him. I had learned months ago I was a natural slave and loved my life. My Master was the only man I had found who saw past the needy slave girl to the woman underneath.  His touch excited the woman inside me and made the helpless slave's orgasms stronger, more meaningful. He owned me and every orgasm I gave was dedicated to him.

Without turning he said, "Enjoying your slavery, Iris?"

I answered "Yes, My Master.  Very much.  Force me to submit Master, I beg you."  The furious heat boiling in my belly could only be slaked by him.  I needed him in me so bad, I could hardly speak.

He threw me over his knees and roughly grasped my breast, sliding a finger through my nipple ring, holding me in place.  His finger rubbing over my hard nipple sent waves of passion rippling through me and in a rush  my climax sent waves of love juices cascading into my pussy.    I gasped as my climax overwhelmed me.

Then his hard hand smacked into my defenseless rump and I climaxed again, adding more juices to my love canal.  I couldn't think or speak, my brain overwhelmed with sensual pleasure and delicious submission to my Master.

My Master. What a wealth of meaning was in those words.

I think he spanked me some more, but I was so overwhelmed by the gyrations in my belly that I didn't feel anything until he rolled me onto my back on the bed.  I instinctively pulled my hobbled feet into my ass and flung my legs wide.  I felt my sopping pussy lips spread open for my Master.  In a moment I felt his stiff cock slide into me . It was so delicious I climaxed again at his mere touch on my sensitive nerves. 

His weight pressed me into the bed and I felt so safe and secure in his arms.  I was such a slave.

I climaxed again as he was thrusting into me.  I was so overheated I think I would climax if he just touched me anywhere.  He was magical.

I climaxed a final time when I felt his hot spend fill me up.  He stayed in me, and kissed me as he shrank.  It was a wonderful, intimate kiss.  I was so full of him, and love, and savored my subjugation.  I was his. He could do anything he wanted with me.  I wanted him to mark me as his.  I was branded a slave, but I wanted more. I wanted his name on me somehow so that the whole world could see he owned me.  I had a vision of my ass with "Property of Tom Allen" tattooed on it in big, bold black letters. It was true and I wanted the world to know I was his slave.  Not his wife or partner, not a friend with benefits.  I was completely owned by him.

Finally he got up and took me to the bath and into the shower.  My hands were still locked to the back of my collar so he had to do all the work.  Fine by me.  I almost came again as he cleaned my pussy.

James took me to school and Peggy stayed home. 


Chapter 2: Dressage

Dressage was unknown here until Suzy and I concocted the idea. We were spurred on by having to deal with bored slave girls. Dressage is basically a series of memorized moves between a horse and rider.  Here it would be between a Master and a pony.  Its like a kata in judo where each move is choreographed and practiced to learn skill and mindset.  The slave poses were our starting point.  Suzy really got into this and developed the routines.  She started with four basic ones that lasted ten minutes each and incorporated most of the slave poses in different ways and sequences and added more moves appropriate to a bitted and harnessed pony girl.

Marie had been demoted and I took her place as first girl last month.  I assigned Suzy to strenuously train Marie every day, instructing her to demand perfection.  Marie was now an excellent pony girl and had been trained in Dressage too.  Suzy had been trained in ballet before she got in trouble and was taken. Suzy had been busy for weeks designing and choreographing the dressage routines for the ponies to use in the competition. 

Once Master had shown the videos of his girls doing their dressage routines the other owners had quickly agreed to have their girls compete.  The girls were equally enthusiastic about competing.  Dressage was not only about the beauty and skill of the choreographer.  It was also a strenuous athletic and grace test for the performers.  The harder the routine, the more it required the girl's skills.  Although every girl here was submissive, they were also proud of their beauty and grace.  Master now had five girls involved in the dressage competition. Suzy was the designer.  Melody, Marie, Peggy and I were performers.  Four security men had volunteered to be the male in the routine.  Their parts were small but crucial since they represented the lordly masters commanding the girls to perform.

Suzy designed her routines around a slave girl's emotions, which we all knew so well. Her first, demonstration routines were designed to show fear, anger, despair, and love.  Now she was working on ones for the competition with the themes of lust, envy, obedience, and helplessness.

I was first girl in the house so I reviewed her ideas, found them promising and ordered her to go ahead and start teaching them to the girls. I asked her to plan on a demonstration to Master in two weeks.  The competition was five weeks away. Master had ordered me to perform too, so I dutifully let Suzy harness and bit me for the performance. She enjoyed making me helpless and I was always the last one she released when the practice was over.  We had to be released from the overhead track to practice so the off-duty security men came with us to make sure we didn't stray.  They also helped with the males parts of the routines.

Suzy worked us diligently and ruthlessly making sure each step was perfect and freely using her whip for emphasis.  It was a demanding schedule for all of us since the training was in addition to the housework  and gardening. 

Master often watched our practices but hadn't commented yet.  Often, after dinner, the men would take us into the rec room and discuss events and plans and sometimes they would let us chime in. After dinner one night, with only two weeks to go to the competition, I asked, "Master, you've been watching us practice.  What do you think?"

He replied, "Girls, I am very impressed by your performances.  Of course I'm biased and I have no idea what the other houses are doing.  You're better in every way than when you started. As long as you all keep up your level of performance, I'm sure you will do very well in the competition."

I had had them practice a different small performance several times today.  I gathered the girl's attention to me and when I opened my mouth they all followed suit, we faced Master  and said, in perfect harmony, "Thank you, Master."

The men all applauded and Master said, "Its early, why don't we go out and have a dress rehearsal?"

I laughed and clapped my hands in joy, "Oh yes, Master, it will be perfect."

Suzy grinned but didn't say anything.  All of us were looking forward to performing for our men.  We wanted to show off the results of our hard work. All of us were still on the overhead track so we hurried to the stables and helped each other with our tack. We put on the bridles and bits and slipped the ostrich plugs into place.  we helped each other with the supporting straps. Suzy was the only one who would have her hands free so she locked the rest of our hands to the backs of our collars.  When we were ready one of the security men came into the stable and took the track chains off our collars.  He replaced them with the long, light lunge chains we would wear in our performances.  Finally he locked Suzy's hands behind her, put a leash on her nose ring and led us all to the grass.  He handed our lunges to the male players and took Suzy to the sidelines.

The performers were in shiny show harnesses with white ostrich plumes flowing up behind them.  Each girl wore the ostrich plume in their bottom holes. The ends curved up into butt plugs  and straps around their bound arms held the plumes high above their heads.

The show was in the small grassed arena behind the house.  We put on one routine at a time.  I was third to perform.  I watched the first two but didn't pay too much attention. I had seen them many times and I was mentally reviewing my routine. The men stood close to the audience, facing the girl who was farthest from the audience.  She waited in kneeling display for her musical cue.  I performed my routine to Nail Young's "Helpless." It was soft piano music and set the tone for my theme perfectly.  My routine was intended to portray the helplessness a new slave girl feels when she is introduced to life in chains.  I knew it well.  From the day I woke to today I had no control over my environment.  I was allowed to decide nothing, change nothing.  Oh, as first girl I kept order among the other girls and ensured they did their work well, but I couldn't change the position of a piece of furniture or how the silverware was arranged. The chain to my collar symbolized my narrow limits and pulled me back from any new things. I went through all the standard poses and when I tried something new, the chain pulled me back. I flitted back and forth to the limits of my tether as the man slowly reeled me in like an angler with a fish, In the end I was wrapped in my chain and unable to move.  It lasted about five minutes.  The audience was appreciative  and applauded well for all of us. My handler took me back to Master who had me kneel with Marie and Peggy who had already done their routines.

All of the music was chosen by Suzy and James from music with both strong themes and a mix of tempos.  We were, in effect, dancing to the tunes as we moved around the arena high stepping from one pose to another.  We would freeze in a pose for as much as ten seconds before moving on. I was always shy in school and never performed on stage. I had stage fright.  Apparently being enslaved got rid of such minor hang ups because none of us had any qualms about performing for our masters in our skin and chains.   We preened and flirted with the audience.  We reveled performing for our audience and the almost continuous applause and cheers as we danced through our routine. As the last strains of the music died away the pony dropped into perfect kneeling display pose in front of their man. He gave them a sugar cube.  They swallowed their cubes and whinnied for the audience. When we had all finished, Master had us stand in line before the audience. Their applause was loud and sustained. 

Master was exuberant," Girls, you were all great.  You're going to make me proud."


Chapter 3:  Amanda

Roger DuBois was the team leader.  Allen Smithson was a sniper by training  and here he was our overwatch person. I'm Amanda Nivens. I'm the linguist. Tess Malloy is our computer hacker, and Ernie Shultz is our armorer and mechanic who keeps everything working smoothly.

Our mission was to infiltrate a private island that our employer thought was being used as a base for a very big criminal operation suspected of developing biological weapons.  This island was on no map and you couldn't find it on any of the common mapping applications.  They had powerful friends.  Our mission was to see what they were doing. Take pictures, find records, talk to people. 

Roger, Al, and I were in the zodiac heading for shore.  It was hours until sunrise and we were effectively invisible. The boat was black, the motor was black, we wore black clothing and ski masks.  We had smeared dark green and black grease paint on our faces and hands.  We all had FN SCAR assault rifles with the standard barrel. We all carried Ruger SR22s with suppressors. Tess and Ernie stayed in the yacht and would keep it ready to leave.

I stared at the dark shape of the island ahead. It was forbidding, ominous in it dark silence.  Why were people scared of the dark?

Roger stopped the motor when we were a hundred yards from the shore. The two men used paddles to approach quietly.  There was hardly any waves on this side of the island, anyway. We beached the zodiac close to a stand of trees and hauled it out of sight.  The two men scouted our surroundings and I marked the boat's location on my GPS unit. We donned our packs, put on our starlight headsets and picked up our weapons. We hoped never to use them.  Our mission would probably fail if we fired a shot. Tess had argued that we shouldn't even be armed since we were here to look and not be detected. She was ignored. No soldier would enter enemy territory unarmed. 

We were heading for the village to recon and choose a target.  The early morning forest was silent and we crept quietly along, choosing our footing carefully  The forest was surprisingly clear of underbrush, like we were in a park.

We had only gone a hundred yards and were moving through a broad gully when we surrounded by blinding light on all sides. The brilliant light overloaded our night vision scopes and we were blind.  An amplified voice screamed, "Freeze. Drop your weapons. You are surrounded. Drop them or we will open fire. Last chance." A burst of fire from Roger blew out one of the lights Answering fire erupted from all around them.  Amanda threw herself face down on the ground.  She heard Al spray bullets all around. A couple flew over her head. More gunfire and then a deathly quiet fell over the scene.  The amplified voice said, "Do not move or you will be shot."

I froze, laying on top of my rifle. Boots were all around me.  Rough hands cuffed my hands behind me and took my sidearm.  I was lifted and stood up.  My ski mask was torn off.

I was looking at the chest of a man six inches taller than me. I looked at his face. He was only a few years older than me and looked surprised. 

He yelled, "Gunny. This one is unharmed and female."

"Put her in the truck. Put a sack over her head and watch her."

"Aye, Aye, Gunny." 

A soldier held each arm and frog marched me a couple of hundred yards to a group of waiting vehicles.  I was lifted into the back of a truck and shoved onto a wooden bench.  Another pair of handcuffs was use to secure me to a ring on the truck wall. A black bag was pulled over my head and I heard the two soldiers sit down across from me. They didn't speak and time passed slowly.

I said, "Guys, what's going to happen to me.  Am I going to wind up making license plates for twenty years?"

One of them said, "We don't put women in prison here."

"I just get let go?"

"I doubt it.  Shut up or I’ll gag you."

Later I heard voices outside and then the truck started and it drove for twenty minutes.  I was taken out and marched inside a building.  They took me into a place with a cement floor and the bag was pulled off my head. Two soldiers held my arms and I saw an officer, by his uniform.  He asked, "What's your name?"

I made no response.

He said, reasonably, "Tell me your first name so we can have a  civilized conversation.  I'm Kirby."

He was making sense, so I said, "Amanda.  What's going to happen to me?"

He said, We won't kill you or cause any injury to you, but you're not going home anytime soon. Tell me why you came here."

I said, "No, I can't do that."

He said, "We know about your ship and our forces are almost there.  They won't hurt anyone unless they are fired upon, then its unlikely anyone on board will survive.  Is there anything you can tell me to help me keep them from suffering the fate of the two men with you?"

Shit.  "I'm afraid the man on board might try and fight.  He's got the same weapons we did.  The woman is not a fighter. She'll surrender."

"OK. Thank you."  He left the room and the two soldiers just held me.

The  officer, Kirby, returned in ten minutes.  His face was expressionless.  He said, "The man fought and was wounded.  He jumped overboard and the sharks got him before we could pull him out.  The woman is safe and both she and the boat are being brought here. Now I want your full name, the names of your companions and your story.  Why are you here?"

I shook my head, "No."

He said, "Strip her and put her in the pillory."

"Wait. What? You can't do that."

He said, "I need some answers. Talk."

"I can't.  I don't know anything. I was just hired to look around."

He nodded to the two soldiers. One of them held me by the shoulders and the other one got a large pair of scissors and methodically cut my clothes to bits. I struggled but he was far stronger than me.  I stopped in a minute, exhausted. Dammit. Why were women so much weaker than men.  I was trained in hand to hand combat, but every man I had ever known could mop the floor with me. 

In minutes I was naked except for my boots. They turned me around and I saw the pillory.  It had been behind me all the time.  It had the requisite three ovals for my neck and wrists. Each oval had its own locking bar.  They forced my head down into the center semicircle and locked the bar down.  They pulled my feet up in back of me, one at a time and removed my boots.  Then my ankles were tied far apart.  They unlocked my cuffs and each soldier forced a wrist into their cutout and closed the bar on them. The only motion I could make now was to swing my hips back and forth.  A particularly useless gesture, so I stood still.

I was angry and shamed.  They took me so easily.  I could have fought like Roger. I would be dead now and that might be better than being so helpless.  I was sure I was going to be raped.  My position was perfect for it. The officer walked up to my head and said, "Open your mouth."

I shook my head and clamped my jaw tight.  He reached out and pinched my left nipple between thumb and forefinger. He pinched hard and the sudden pain was excruciating. I screamed and he popped the thing in my mouth.  I tried to close my mouth, but the thing was already behind my teeth and despite my frantic shaking he strapped it tight.  I ran my tongue around it.  It felt like a steel ring wrapped in leather.  He put a padded leather blindfold on me and pulled the strap tight.  I couldn't see anything. He used it to pull my head back and fasten it to the bar holding my neck down, so I had to look straight ahead and couldn't close my mouth.

Shit.  I was going to be fucked at both ends.  I wasn't looking forward to it, but I liked sex and fucking me wasn't going to make me talk.  I could do this all day.

I heard the officer say, "Amanda, now that your crew is accounted for, there's no hurry to get your information.  As a matter of fact, my men are hoping you will be very stubborn so we can have ample time to interrogate you. I’ll check back in a while and see if you'd like to talk."

I heard some rustling then a semi-rigid cock thrust into my mouth and  pumped in and out.  He grew larger in me very quickly.  I couldn't do anything but swallow him and hope he'd pull out in time so I wouldn't choke.  I felt unwanted arousal at his ruthless plundering of my helpless body.  I felt my hot love juices wetting my pussy. His big cock swelled even larger in me as he pumped in and out. He'd only taken a few strokes when I felt another intruder at my pussy.  Nimble fingers stroked my labia lips and pulled them apart then a rigid penis slid into my already lubricated love canal. Strong hands closed around my dangling breasts.  He used them for love handles, pulling on them when he pushed into me and relaxing as he pulled out, over and over.  My breasts have always been sensitive and now the squeezing and pulling was driving my arousal ever higher.

The ruthless assault easily overcame my resistance and had me ready to climax when the man plowing my pussy came. He must have been young to come so quickly. His hot spend flooded into me, filling me with pleasure and shoving me over the edge to fall into my own wonderful climax. My belly spasmed in pure pleasure even while the officer's cock plugged my mouth. I squealed through my nose as I came. I was so tightly held I couldn't do anything else.  I felt the cock pull out of cunt.  It was sorry for that.  I felt so empty and cold as I recovered from my climax. I only had the cock still reaming my mouth.

The officer was well endowed and filled me completely.  I was as ready as I could be to have him fill my mouth with his cum. But he surprised me. He pulled out before he came and went around behind me. My pussy was ready for him.  I anticipated another wonderful climax and wriggled my ass to invite him in.

Another surprise.  I felt his fingers rubbing lube into and around my anus.  His rigid cock rammed up against my sphincter.  He said, "Relax and this will be more comfortable."

I knew he was right, but I had never had anyone in there before.  I didn't have good control of that muscle. 

His pressure increased and I tried to relax, Slowly his cock thrust into me and suddenly it popped in. It didn't arouse me by itself.  I felt him pumping in and out and it suddenly became very arousing.  I was helpless and he was using my body for his pleasure.  I realized I was a sex toy, not a woman. Then the arousal hit me like a freight train.  I was ready to come just from understanding my role here. I found being a sex toy very arousing.  Now I felt the rush as he forced himself on me and sent me hurtling toward my second climax. His hot juiced filled me as he grunted his pleasure.  The warm glow in my belly sent me over the edge and my climax was huge, bigger than I ever remember. He pulled out and I hung there wondering what was next.

I stood bent over in the pillory, blind and nearly mute and felt the remnants of our orgasms trickling down my legs.  I heard the men dressing.  The mouth of a water bottle was put in my mouth and water dribbled into me.  I couldn't close my lips so I drooled a lot of it out, but enough got in to wet my mouth. I managed to swallow some. I heard various noise. Doors opening and closing, boots moving about. Then another cock slid into my open mouth and his friend started on my pussy.

The parade of men using me seemed endless.  No one ever spoke to me.

I was sore and my belly ached by the fifth pair to use me.  I tried to beg them to stop. I was used up but the gag made me almost unintelligible. The men talked to me a little then. They just taunted me that this was how my life was going to go from now on.  I was their property and my only use was to give them pleasure.  I whined and pleaded and they used me again.  I'm sure they savored my begging and relished using their cocks to stop my voice. By my tenth use I was crying continuously.  I thought I would die in this damned pillory, unable to move.  I wondered if they would continue using my body after I died.

My body didn't care about how I felt, it just kept pumping out love juice and wracking me with orgasms.  Every muscle in my body was sore and aching from the endless spasms a climax caused.

At last, when I was sure the next one would kill me, Kirby, the officer took off my blindfold  and released my head. I looked down and my neck protested its long confinement.

"Amanda, are you ready to talk to me?"

I nodded my head.  I'd do anything to get out of this infernal device.  I was helpless and being fucked to death. Too much of a good thing indeed. His men released me from the pillory, cuffed my hands behind me and shackled my feet.  They needn't have bothered. I was in no shape to move, let alone fight. They sat me in a wooden chair and stood behind me.

Kirby took the ring gag out of my mouth and gave me a drink of water.

"Amanda, tell me your name and those of your crew."

"Amanda Nivens, Roger DuBois, and Allen Smithson, were with me here. Tess Malloy, and Ernie Schultz stayed on the yacht." I told the truth.  I didn't see any point in lying. He had Tess and the men were all gone.

"Why were you all chosen for this mission?"

"We were all mercenaries, former soldiers who like the excitement and wanted to earn real money.  Roger contacted us through one of the mercenary hiring groups."

"Why were you here?"

Here's where I had to lie. "We were looking for evidence of illegal arms sales - gun running.  We were just supposed to take pictures and report back."

"Who hired you?"

"We were all mercenaries. Roger was the team leader. He was the only one that communicated with our employer.  He or she wanted plausible deniability.  Even Roger didn't know our employer's identity." This was all true.  Roger told us his client was an Interpol agent who was trying to verify some nebulous information.

"How did Roger communicate with your employer?"

"They used an anonymous chat room.  Its called something like Crypt Chat. That's all I know."

"What intelligence did you have about this island?"

"We only knew its location and that something secret was happening here. Do you think we would have been trapped so easily if we knew anything useful?"

"You had supplies for three weeks or so in your boat.  How long were you planning on staying?"

Shit.  Our plans were to stay for two weeks and document everything we saw. We were even authorized to contact locals for more information if we thought we could get away before capture.  No one would worry about us for at least three weeks. "Three days, if we found something interesting a week.  Roger insisted we plan for longer. He was a pessimist."

"OK, Amanda. That's all for now.  We'll talk some more later."

The two soldiers pulled me to my feet and put another pair of cuffs on my upper arms.  Shit. Those were uncomfortable.  My arms are strained tight.   The soldiers held me upright and the officer locked a heavy steel collar around my neck.  It had a long chain fastened to it.  The two soldiers marched me out of the room and into a tiled room.  One held my leash and the other hosed me off.  I squawked at the icy blast, but I was glad to get the stink and dried semen off me. They put me in a cell and  locked the end of the chain to a wall ring then left without a word. There were two thin pads on the floor so I sat on one.  I couldn't reach the other one or I would have put one on top of mine.

In an hour Tess was brought in the cell and locked to the far wall. She was naked and cuffed just like me.  A soldier brought us food and water. We each got two steel bowls, one with stir fry rice and vegetables and one with water. We had to eat off the floor like animals. I was so tired, sore, and hungry I didn't object. He came back an hour later and took the bowls away. 

We knew there was probably a camera and microphone recording us.  It didn't matter, we had told them everything we knew.  They had the yacht and all our notes and plans.  I had not told the truth so I wasn't going to talk about the mission. Much safer to talk about our treatment. 

Tess hadn't moved or spoken since she was brought in. I asked, "Are you OK?"

She answered in a quiet voice, almost a whisper, "Yes. They didn't hurt me, just used me for hours.  My insides are sore."

"Mine too.  They have quite an effective system for interrogating women. They almost kill us with pleasure, I never realized too much pleasure can become so terrible. What did they do to you?"

Tess said, " They locked me in a pillory and used me, over and over with their whole army taking turns."

"Exactly the same with me. It started out horribly demeaning but also exciting.  Then it became nice and I enjoyed my orgasms for a long time.  Eventually my insides were exhausted from the muscle spasms and my holes got raw.  After a day of this, I was begging to tell the officer everything just to make it stop."

Tess said, "That's exactly what they did to me. They must have two identical interrogation rooms with pillories.  I wouldn't think they get that many women to interrogate."

"Too right.  I think we just experienced their recreational facilities.  I bet a lot of women have occupied those things for the men's fun rather than interrogation."

We were both exhausted and I soon drifted off to sleep.

.


Chapter 4: Questions

I was jarred awake by the clanging of the cell door.  Two soldiers entered and one went to me and one to Tess. Mine nudged me with his boot and said, "Up."

I struggled to my feet and he led me to a toilet. I looked at him and said, "Can I have a little privacy?"

He locked my chain to a ring on the wall and stepped through the door.  He even closed it for me.  I did my business and called, "OK."

He took me to another room where Kirby waited.

The soldier led to a spot in front of Kirby and said, "Kneel."

I stood there and ignored him.

The soldier stepped in front of me and slapped my breasts, hard, one hand hitting each breast and slapping them against each other.  I screamed and he said, again, "Kneel."

I dropped to my knees and he locked my leash to a ring in the floor, making it short enough I couldn't stand.

"Kirby," I said, "this is no way to treat a lady. Can I have some clothes and a drink?"

He smiled and replied, "Amanda, I reviewed your answers and compared them to Tess' answers.  There were discrepancies between your answers. You never mentioned Julian Arken, and she said you expected to be here for two or three weeks. I thought we were past such fibs."

"Kirby, you never asked about him . You only asked  about my  crew.  Julian was only an intermediary who got Roger in touch with the client.  He never had anything to do with the mission.  And the three weeks was only if we had problems.  A contingency. We aimed for three days. I told you everything you asked about. Check your recording. I was truthful."

"Funny," he said, "Tess didn't have any trouble understanding what I wanted. We'll come back to that. Tell me the purpose of your mission again?"

Shit. Tess must have told him.  But what if she didn't?

I smiled to hide my nervousness and said, "As I told you yesterday, we were supposed to find out if there was illegal arms trading here and collect proof.  Photos of contracts, invoices, weapons in crates, and like things."

He looked at me for a moment as I got more nervous.

"Amanda, you are lying to me. I had hoped we were beyond that. This is your last chance before we get serious again.  Would you like to correct your answer?" 

"Why do you think I am not telling you the truth, Kirby?" 

"Tess tells a different story than you, plus your face shows you're lying. Last chance."

There had been a lot of published work on reading the facial muscles to detect lies.  The muscles showed involuntary clues and there were courses to show how to read them.  Kirby must have this knowledge.  I had to tell he truth, but not all of it.  Roger had made it clear that divulging that our client had any information on biological activity could be calamitous. I said, "But I told you everything I know.  We were sent here to find out what you're doing. To look for criminal activity. That's all."

"You were looking to see if we were arms dealers, correct?"

Shit. "Yes." I hoped such a short answer wouldn't be enough for my body to betray me.

"OK. Still not the truth, Amanda. I'll come back in a while and see if there's any change." He said to the soldier. Get Castillo and put her on the horse."

Horse? I didn't know what he meant.  Was this a method of transport, like it sounded. Where?

The soldier left the room and returned in a minute with the other one. Both were carrying bulky wooden objects they assembled on the floor.  Two folding sawhorses with brackets on top. One of them unlocked my chain from the floor and stood me between the sawhorses.  I heard the whine of an electric motor and the one behind me hooked a line to my wrist cuffs. The whine again and my wrists were pulled up. just a little. They removed the shackles from my ankles and spread my feet wide. Ropes pulled my feet far apart and held them. A plank less than an inch thick was shoved between my spread legs. One end was secured in the bracket on top of the sawhorse in front of me.  The men lifted the other end until I was lifted off the floor and sitting astride the plank.  They secured it to the sawhorse behind me.  My weight pulling me down on the thin edge was uncomfortable. It would become increasingly painful if I had to sit on it for any time.  The winch was activated again and my arms were raised toward the ceiling.  My torso was forced forward and down until my pussy was laying on the edge of the plank. I yelled, "No. Stop. The pain is too great. Its killing me. Stop for Heavens sake."

They ignored me and left me alone. They turned off the light as they left  I screamed and begged the blackness for mercy.  There was no one to hear.  No one to ease my suffering.  I was dying from the pain. Soon I was reduced to a continual agonized moan. Every now and then the pain would get so bad I would scream again and beg for Kirby to come back.  I swore to tell him the whole truth.  Calamity or not, the only thing that mattered now was telling the truth and getting off this monster device.

I cried and sobbed uncontrollably in my black solitude. The pain seared through my abdomen, fiercer than a branding iron, my mind surrendering to the torment, unable to finish a single thought.  The tears dripped off my nose  If only I could move just a little, shift my point of contact. The steel on my arms held me tight.  The cords held my feet immovable.  I couldn't  make the slightest change in my position.  I was completely helpless and in more pain than I had thought possible. It owns me, dominates every thought prevents even the feeblest motions I am now capable of. Any movement I made increased my pain.  I was afraid to even shake the tears off my nose.

Sometimes when I was only moaning, I would hear a woman screaming wordlessly in the distance.  It was like an echo of my screams, but different.  I finally realized Tess must be on the horse too, or some other equally vicious device.

The pain was indescribable. It was constant yet throbbing, so intense I couldn't think clearly.  My loins were the center of a white hot ball of pain.  It was searing my soul and all I could think of was that only Kirby could make it stop.  My sex was being ruined.  I would never be able to walk again. I prayed for him to come back.

At last the door opened. I turned my head and saw Kirby walk in.  He turned on the light and I started crying again.  At last, someone who can make it stop. I begged him, "Please Kirby, let me off this and I'll tell you everything. Please."

He walked over to me and wrapped a hand around my left breast.  It was a strangely familiar and soothing gesture.  He said, "Amanda, you have been riding my horse for one hour. I will take you off and we'll talk. All right?"

""Yes, Yes, Please. I'll tell you everything."

"I really hope so Amanda.  I dislike causing you pain.  But if you are untruthful at all, you will spend hours more on this horse of penance."

I said nothing because I knew I was done.  He could have anything I knew.  I couldn't stand the thought of this horse any more.

He went to the door and called his men in.  They lowered my arms and took the plank away. They put the shackles on my ankles, I was knelt in the same place I had occupied earlier, and my leash locked to the same ring. I wondered why they had so many rings placed in the floor and walls.  No matter. They had them where they wanted them, just like they had me.

The pain got better when they took me down, but I don't think I'll ever be the same. I could barely walk and there was considerable pain, but now it was duller, less sharp.

Kirby said, "Girls are resilient. You'll have some pain for a day or two then you'll be good."

I told him everything. I babbled.  I gave him names, places, times, schedules, account numbers, phone numbers, everything I could remember.  He seemed satisfied and I was returned to my cell and locked to the wall again. 

***

"Tom, I've finished the preliminaries. The two women were not initially honest with me.  I put them both on the horse in different rooms. As usual, they gave up their information in short order.  The pain from that thing must be incredible for doing no lasting harm. Anyway, they were planning for a two or three week surveillance mission.  The people who sent them won't get worried for at least two weeks. Also, we have the name of the man that hired them.  They didn't know anything but his name - Julian Arken. They met him in Brussels. Everything we got from them, the men's bodies, and the boat are in this file. Its got their fingerprints, photos, and DNA, phone numbers, account numbers and everything written we found. Do you want me to do anything else?"

"Thanks, Kirby. Quick work as usual. I'll get our people working on tracing Mr. Arken. What's in the box?"

"Oh, yeah. That's everything they had on them. Including some tracking devices we found hidden in some of their clothing.  All short range stuff.  Looks like the three that came here were being tracked from the boat. One of the dead men had a sat phone on him.  According to Amanda, he was supposed to report in every day.  But if he missed they would assume an equipment malfunction.  They didn't want him being detected by his signal. They had a short list of one digit codes to use.  One for arrival. two for landfall, etc.  They sent the landfall signal."

"Good.  Keep the phone and keep telling them everything is good.  We need the time to track them down."

"OK. Do you want me to send the women to the training facility?"

"No, just hang onto them for an hour or so.  I'll send a crew from the school.  We have a little enrollment ritual that gets them in the right frame of mind for re-education."

"OK. I'll get back to work then. Good seeing you."

"Goodbye, Kirby. I'll have you for dinner next week if you're available?"

"Of course, Director. Anytime."

***

Tess was brought into the cell an hour or so later. She looked as exhausted as I felt.  I said, "Tess, I told him everything.  He could tell when I lied and they put me on the horse until I told the truth.  I'm sorry.  I couldn't take any more."

Tess said, "Don't feel bad. I did the same thing.  No one could hold out long when they have all the time they need and are ruthless.  What's going to happen to us now?"

I said, "Yesterday they said we wouldn't be killed, but we wouldn't be going home soon.  I guess its prison, but so far they don't follow any rules of civilization I know of. They have no qualms about torture, anyway."

"Amanda, I'm really scared.  These men treat us like animals.  We're naked and helpless.  And they act like this is normal.  What if this is the way they treat women here.  Could that be the secret they are working to keep?  This is what men did to women in biblical times.  They act like we're slaves.  Convenient pets they can take whenever they want? Only good for sex and babies?"

"Tess, I don't know.  Maybe.  But white slavery is rampant all over the world.  Its not like this is unusual nowadays.  Maybe more organized, but Men are a lot stronger than women.  Much of the world lets men do what they want with us so long as its reasonably quiet."

Two different soldiers entered our cell and they both went to Tess. They stood her up and put a black hood on her head.  It was laced up the back and her hair was pulled through into a ponytail.  When they were don, only her mouth and nose were visible and a leather collar was strapped around her neck, above the metal collar and locked, securing the laces under it. Then they both turned to me and put a matching hood on me. When they were finished they unlocked my chin from the wall and led me out of the building.  I didn't hear Tess anymore.

I fought the pull on my neck. but it was more of a hopeless reflex than a real struggle.  I was helpless and still very sore. I leaned back and shook my head  I said, "Hey, where are you taking me. I demand to see the American Consul."  A sharp pain in my ass propelled me forward.  I wouldn't go.  I dug my feet in and resisted.  I couldn't even slow them down.  Dammit, why were men have to be so much stronger.  Even if I was blind and chained, a man would just drag me anywhere he wanted.  They were ignoring my resistance.  My head was still encased in its hood or mask, so I was blind. I was pulled forward, my hobble clinking faintly, until I felt fine gravel underfoot.  I gave up, my resistance wasn't even hindering them.  I heard motion and creaking about me, then I heard a man say, "Walk," followed by the clacking of horse's hooves.

My tether tugged on my neck and I followed it.  I heard continuous crunching sounds and guessed I was tethered to a horse drawn cart or wagon.

I heard a man ask in a low voice, "Are you a good girl, Amanda?

I yelled, "Let me go.  You have no right to do this to me."

I heard a "Swish" and felt a searing pain as a whip landed on my ass. "I screamed in pain and repeated, "Stop. Don't hit me. Let me go."

Another "Swish" and the whip bit into the underside of my breasts. The pain was ferocious.  My breasts were aflame. "Please, no more.  Please. I beg you. Stop whipping me." I was sobbing now, uncontrollably.

The voice repeated, "Are you a good girl, Amanda?

"No," I screamed, "no. I'm a bad girl."

"I know," said the voice.  "Bad girls require punishment for two reasons.  First to pay for your sins and, second, to discourage future misbehavior."

"Swish." Pain erupted in my bottom . I screamed and sobbed .  The cart pulled me along and the  whip landed on my ass and my back as well as my breasts.  I was whipped all the way behind the cart. I demanded they stop.  I pleaded for them to stop.  I promised to be good if they would stop. I begged most piteously for them to stop. At last the whipping stopped.  I sobbed in misery for a few minutes more.  Finally I stopped crying, mainly because there was no response. My tears dried and the pain subsided. Was my punishment over? Where was I and who felt they should punish me for things I did earlier? My helplessness  underscored my need for information. I had to learn much before I would have any chance for escape. I had to escape and make sure my information, scanty as it was got back to my client. Maybe he could deal with them.

***

Master came to see me at the school.  I dropped to my knees as he came into the room, "Greetings, Master.  I didn't know you were coming."

"Hello Iris. I have two new girls coming here in a few minutes.  They are unusual because they came to us.  They are spies sent here to learn about this place.  They were captured and have told us everything they know, we believe.  The red head is Amanda Nivens and the brunette is Tess Malloy.  Mercenaries hired to infiltrate and learn about this place.  Amanda is a soldier and Tess is a computer geek.  They are on their way here now, walking behind a cart, and they will need a few days of humility training.  They are both proud of their abilities."

Well did I remember that jaunt. "I understand Master.  I'll brief Peggy tonight and we'll soften them up. Do you have any information about their medical condition?"

"Not yet. Our people are working on it and we should have a complete file in a day or two.  I can tell you our interrogation verified they are in good physical condition and have normal responses.  They both spent a half hour on the horse this morning and their loins are still tender."

"Thank you, Master.  With your permission, I will go arrange for their reception."

"Go."

***

I was led for a goodly distance after the whipping stopped. The air was hot and the sun beat down on my shoulders and back.  The tug on my leash stopped, so I stopped too.  More creaking and the crunch of my captor's soles on the gravel.  I was led onto more grass then brushed concrete, then out of the sun and onto a hard, smooth floor. The air was a comfortable temperature. More walking on the cold, hard floor then I was pushed down onto what felt like a board covered with a thick pad. My cuffs were removed and strong hands held my arms down and strapped them tight. Many straps were used to fasten me to the surface.  Each leg, my torso and my head were strapped down tightly.  My back and ass and breasts hurt as the straps pinned me down. A gag was shoved into my mouth.  I couldn't make the tiniest movement of any part of my body. I smelled disinfectant, like in a hospital.

I felt something small and soft enter my nostril, maybe a cotton swab? It coated the inside with a cold liquid that smelled of cinnamon.  It repeated on the other side.  I was left alone for a moment then more liquid coated my septum.  What were they doing? I felt the cold liquid painted on my left thigh, high up, near my hip.

I found out soon enough. Something cold was inserted into both my nostrils at the same time.  My nose was numb, but I could still feel it. I struggled to shake my head, to use my hands. Nothing happened. I was immobilized. It moved, compressing my septum followed by a loud click, then it was removed. Damn. I had been pierced.  I had researched the process earlier for a previous job.  I didn't do it because I found that costume jewelry sufficed. But they were going to do something I didn't want.  I imagined a ring in my nose to better control me.  I felt despair.  If they did it right, I would be truly helpless.   It, or something that felt similar was inserted again and I felt pressure, squeezing my septum.  Then it was removed too, but the squeezing sensation remained.

I felt fingers doing something else to my nose. I felt the ring brush my nostril on the way in and the other side on the way out. Shit, it was big.  This wasn't a dainty feminine ring.  I was getting a bull ring.  They were putting a huge ring in my nose.  Shit.  I bet it was one I couldn't take out. The touch was brief, fleeting, but I heard a tiny clink and felt a brief pull. More faint noises and whatever I was strapped to rotated so I was vertical, my head above my body. I felt a tiny pin prick on me thigh where they had painted some liquid.

Then back to my face. Something was being done to my nose again. I sensed more than felt something in front of my face.  My breath was being reflected back into my lips. There was a loud sizzling noise, like frying bacon. My face was being protected from whatever was being done.  After a brief pause it was replaced by a grinding noise. It lasted muck longer and I felt a vibration in my nose. I could only guess, but I thought a solid ring had been put in my piercing, welded shut then ground smooth.  They had put some sort of shield over my face to protect my nose and what little exposed skin I had from the forces they employed to make my ring permanent and smooth.

I felt something push on my thigh where the liquid was painted.  Again that frying bacon sound only quieter this time.  I didn't feel any pain, just the pressure.  It pressed into me for a few seconds then was removed.  I was afraid I knew what they had done. The smell was my flesh cooking from the heat of a branding iron.  I had been permanently marked. Black despair settled over me like a shroud. I was just an animal to them.  I was branded and had a controlling ring welded into my nose  I felt a prick in my shoulder and  things went black.


Chapter 5: Humility

I was laying on my back on something hard.   It was black.  My arms were asleep.  I was laying on them. I rolled to  my side but my arms wouldn't move.  My mouth felt fuzzy and dry.  My nose hurt.  I remember being pierced and ringed. There was something laying on my upper lip. I tried to open my eyes but there was something around my head.  I shook my head.  The covering didn't move but I felt whatever was laying on my lip hit me hard on each side of my nose.  I felt it swinging from my nose as I stopped shaking.  Shit. I was right. Someone had put a heavy ring in my nose.  Who the fuck did they think they were.  Why were they doing this to me?   

Suddenly I remembered girlhood dreams of being captured and ravished by powerful men.  I had fantasized about being chained and my dreams always ended with me being his lover. Was this just a vivid dream? I pinched a finger with my other hand That was about the limit of my ability. It hurt.  I was awake. Damn again.

I sat up.  I was naked.  I was on a hard surface.  It was cold and felt rough, like concrete.  I could move my hands, but only a little. Thankfully the cuffs holding my elbows together were gone.  My wrists wore snug metal bands that were joined by several links.  I felt them and found they were still handcuffs.  Cheap, convenient and pick able, but only if I had a tool.  I had nothing.  I fought them but nothing changed. They were far stronger than I.  I moved my feet in the dark. They were chained together too.  I could feel the same sort of cuffs around my ankles and the jingling of the chain as I moved. I noticed a pain in my leg as I moved.  Not sharp, but a dull pain.  I knew I had been branded. I was female and wanted to see what it looked like.  I tried to reach it but my fingers were just out of reach.

Panic threatened to engulf me as I realized how thoroughly I was imprisoned. I opened my mouth and called out, "Is anyone here?"  I felt a sharp pain in my nose when I opened my mouth.  Why had they put a ring in my nose. Handcuffs and the steel collar they had on my neck were more controlling.  Ringing my nose in addition seemed like they wanted to demonstrate my helplessness.  They had all the power, that was clear.  Was this just done to me or was it something they did to women here.  They were quick about it, like they had practiced.. I would feel humiliated when other people saw it.  Was that the point?  Did they do it to shame me, to show other people I was helpless? Well, it was working.  I was their play thing, their sex toy, I couldn't do anything and all of us knew it.  They could tattoo me with potty-mouth words, shave my pussy and head, degrade me in any way they wanted.  

It was something you did to shame a girl when you intended to keep her and show her off to all your friends. "Look, this is Amanda, my slave. Lovely isn't she. I added the ring to make her more obedient. Watch: Amanda, roll over, Beg.'"

Silence. My head was still wrapped in a tight covering.  I smelled leather.  It was tight on my head.   I felt a snug band around my neck like those on my wrists.    I waved my hands around and found a hanging chain.  I pulled on it and felt a pull on my neck. Shit.  I was still collared.  I pulled the other way and it jerked to a halt.  I was tethered to something solid.  

I struggled onto my knees and followed my tether to its other end.  It was seven or eight feet long and fastened to a ring set about waist high on a concrete wall. There was no lock. The chains. last link just surrounded the ring on the wall. This was no hastily thought out tether.  Other people or animals had been stored here before me. I leaned on the wall and sat down.  I considered my head.  My mouth and nose were not covered.  Everything else was wrapped in a tight mask or hood.  My eyes were pressed shut, probably a pad over them. I licked my lips.  My tongue and mouth were dry.  At least the gag was gone. Shit. I needed water.

Why  was I here? I had a bad feeling about this.  No matter, I had to escape. Clearly I wasn't going anywhere until someone unlocked a lot of things I wore. 

I felt fine now except for being naked, chained and blind.  OK I wasn't fine.  What the fuck was happening to me?  Why me?  I also didn't know where I was or how long I had been unconscious.  I wasn't starving, so not long.  I expected either to be shot or put in jail, with or without a trial.  This was different. This was worse than any prison I ever heard of.  And my rape when I woke up?  That wouldn't happen in prison. Would it?.  

What was happening to me. I undoubtedly pissed off the owners of this place.  Was I in a government jail or something else?   What was going to happen to me.  More rape was implicit in my condition.  

I stood up, cautiously and explored to the end of my tether.  I could only take small steps, a little more than a foot before my ankle was snubbed short.  Nothing.  I went back the other way. Nothing.  I stretched my feet out as far away from the ring as possible.  Nothing. I crept around in my personal darkness, afraid of falling.   Nothing.  I went back to the wall.  I tried to stretch my hearing and smell as far as I could.  Nothing.  All I had were my chains and hard concrete.  I waited.  There was nothing else to do.  I couldn't stop my mindless soul searching though.

A noise.  I heard something.  Far away.  It was footsteps. High heels. Someone was approaching. Thank God.    I heard the unmistakable clatter of chain on concrete.  Wait, were her ankles chained like mine? Was she here to help me?

A woman said, "Hello, Amanda. I'm Iris. You invaded our space and now you are a slave girl. Understand?"

"Yes, I understand you. But I'm not going to be a slave. I'm your captive now, but I'm going to escape."

"Brave words, Amanda."

I felt her fingers grasp my nose ring and pull my head forward.  I gasped and yelled, "That hurts. Stop."

I felt a fiery burning pain on my thigh.  I screamed and a hard ball was stuffed in my mouth.  I felt her hands buckle it tight in my mouth.

She said, "Amanda, you need to watch your tongue.  You were disrespectful and you failed to address me as Mistress.  Slave girls are whipped for breaking the rules."

I tried to tell her I was sorry, but the ball held my tongue down and I could only grunt.  I heard her footsteps walk away."  Oh No. Please don't go.  Come back.  I need water.  Please, I silently thought. But they went away.

I cried for my lost freedom, my lost water, my lost sight.  I pleaded with God to let me see and walk and drink again.

I lay down on the hard floor.  It was warm. I slept again.  I awoke to approaching footsteps.  No sounds of a chain.  It sounded like a man's shoes. I struggled up against the wall and waited.

Rough hands at my neck took the ball out of my mouth.

A man's voice said "Kneel, Amanda."

I didn't move. I worked my stiff jaw and said, "I can't. I'm chained up. Leave me alone." It was true. I didn't think I could get up with my wrists and ankles chained. I didn't try because it seemed safest to simply claim I couldn't. I was testing him.  I hoped he was not as ruthless as Kirby and his men.  I hoped that some men here would be easier to manipulate.  It was a behavior that every pretty girl learned early.  Men would go out of their way to help a pretty girl in need.  I didn't think about doing it now.  It was just what girls did when they needed help.  I needed to have my restraints removed.

He said, "Disobedient and disrespectful slaves are punished."

"I'm not a  slave." The whip stroke landed on both my  breasts.  I screamed and screamed.  The pain was sharp and quick and left a burning line on my breasts.  It was totally different from the continual terrible pain I felt on the horse.  The pain was incredible.  It felt like my breasts were on fire.  I lifted my knees to protect my breasts and the next pain I felt was low on my ass.  I thrashed and the whip landed all over my body.  I screamed and pleaded but it kept biting my body.  I pleaded for  him to stop.  Finally he did stop and said, "Kneel."

I struggled to my knees. My body was on fire and the tears were pooling around my eyes in the tight hood. Well, my test worked.  He was every bit as ruthless with a girl as Kirby and crew.  Iris was just as ruthless. Damn. Were all the people here like that? Ruthless to girls, or chained girls, anyway? I wouldn't test them anymore.  Anyway, I needed to be more obedient and get them to trust me or I'd never get a chance to escape. And what was with Iris? She seemed to be in charge of me, but her ankles were chained too, I think.

The aroma of after shave drifted into my nose.  I imagined the tendrils of scent wafting past the unwanted ring in my septum.  I knew what was going to happen and I both feared and lusted for it.  The flames of my skin had made me horny.  I was aroused by his strength.  He would not stand for resistance from me.  I was excited and ready to be taken.  I was ashamed for my easy submission and arousal, but I needed release now, more than pride. I had an image of me in my mind.  I was completely helpless and open, under the gaze of a strong man who would take no guff from me.  My submission was total, complete, and so exciting. Boy, was I under control. The excitement of being taken by his iron will made my belly tremble. 

Hands were placed on both sides of my head and gently tilted it to the side.  His lips touched mine and my heart jumped. His tongue brushed my lips and I opened them for him.  His tongue slowly entered my mouth and our tongues touched I let mine go limp and left his to explore me.  It roamed around my mouth, learning me.  Finally it caressed my tongue and I lifted it again.  Our tongues danced and mated in my mouth.  I was submissive, he was dominant. He tasted clean and fresh.   He was a breath of a joyful future and I savored him. The kiss was sensual, erotic, and so intimate.  As long as it lasted I felt I was part of the real world again. I wanted it to continue.

He broke the kiss and a hand moved to my neck. He grasped the chain there and pulled my neck forward, just a little.  His other hand took hold of my nose ring. I had never felt so helpless in my life.

He said, "Amanda, I like your ring.  Do you know why we ringed you?"

"No one told me anything.  No, I don't know." It wasn't a lie, I didn't know. But I suspected it was to show me they had taken all my power. It was supposed to make me humble. I wouldn't let it.

"But you suspect, don't you.  It is common to ring a slave. It makes her more controllable. A single finger on her ring and she becomes very obedient.  It is the ideal place for her leash when you want to move her. But those are mere conveniences.  The real effect is to remind her that she is property, owned by another and she has no rights. She has become a chattel of her master. It reminds her she must be pleasing and serve her master well or be punished."

God.  He was right. His mere touch on the ring drove his points home.  A finger on it and I would do anything I was told. I hated this feeling of subjugation. I would escape somehow.  But I couldn't give in too easy.  They wouldn't believe me. I said, "I'm not a slave.  I'm only your captive until I can escape."

They couldn't keep me like this forever. Someday they would want me to be useful.  Then they would take these chains off me.  I would wait and pretend to be their slave until I had their trust. 

"Spread your legs wide." His voice was commanding, confident, self assured.  He was confident I would obey.  I understood I would be obedient or suffer. I was being conditioned to instant obedience. I hated what was happening to me, but I couldn't stop or even slow it.  Every time I obeyed it would become easier. Soon I would obey without even thinking of disobedience.

I obeyed.

"Wider and arch your back.  Stick your breasts out."

God. I was no longer a woman, just a sex toy showing off my body. This was so demeaning. I obeyed, just not all the way. I didn't arch my back as far as possible or spread my legs as wide as I could.  A halfway response let me obey the letter of the command, but I used it to show my rejection of his authority. I had learned disobedience meant pain. I could imagine what I looked like now. A helpless woman, featureless save for the ring in her nose, obeying his every command. 

His whip hit my back and I screamed.  The pain was so bad.  I twisted and landed on the floor and his whip bit me again and again. I begged him to stop. "Please Master. I'll obey you, I will." His whip scalded my flesh ten times before he stopped.

He said, "Kneel and do it properly, slave."

I struggled to my knees and spread my knees as far as I could.  I arched my back until it hurt and stuck my breasts out as far as I could.  I sobbed into my hood for long minutes as I imagined him observing me, looking for any more rebellion or failures from me.

I had never imagined a man could be so ruthless to me, treat me so harshly for a tiny bit of rebellion.  I learned he would accept nothing but my full and complete obedience.  He did not tolerate nominal obedience.  I had to give it my all.

My belly was heaving and twisting, in an agony of arousal.  He was so strong and I was so helpless.  I wanted him to take me, now. My scalding love juices were dripping out of my nether lips. I was ashamed of my easy subjugation but alive with lust such as I had never felt before.  I was his and I wanted him to take me, ravage me with wild animal sex, and make me even more his slave. I heard a low moan escape from my lips.  I was in an agony of need.  I was so hot.

"Good. Scoot forward."

I rocked back and forth and slid my knees forward at each rock.

"Stop."

He stepped behind me, lifted my ankle chain up and locked it to my wrist chain. His hands took hold of my shoulders.  They were warm and strong. They pulled me back and lay me gently on my back.  His hands slid lightly, sensuously down my chest and onto my breasts, Now I felt his breath warm on my lips, my nose.  His fingers caressed my breasts and gripped my nipples.  He pulled on them, lifting my breasts toward my face.  His hands shifted and his mouth clamped around my left nipple and sucked.  It was unbearably erotic and sensual. His tongue caressed my nipple and I felt it growing rock hard in his mouth.  I wanted him to bite it. hard.  I knew the pain would send me into a frantic climax. 

I had never appreciated the eroticism of bondage before.  My inability to move drove me wild with desire.  My belly was spasming and waves of heat rippled through me.  I wanted to kiss him, to hold him in my arms he took me.  All I could do was wait for him and pray he would finish what he had started. I moaned, "Please." Please what I don't know. Stop or take me. My bondage was tripling my arousal. My weight lay on my hands and I threw my knees  wide apart, spreading my pussy lips wide open, exposing my secret place, inviting him to take me..

The hands left my shoulders and pushed down on my thighs and I knew I was going to be taken again. Pinned by my own weight I could neither close my gaping thighs nor roll over.

His hand stroked my belly then moved lower to the juncture of my spread thighs and I gasped as his searching fingers slid over my labia and into my spread sex, sliding over my sensitive flesh.

I shuddered uncontrollably as a spurt of unwelcome and unexpected arousal roared into my belly and through my body as his fingers roamed over sensitive nerves and probed deeper into me. My muscles strained against my implacable steel bonds as I struggled desperately to stop the shameful heat that rose in me.  My complete helplessness made me so hot I couldn't think. I was in  a cloud of lust and his fingers fed the unbearable fire in my belly as he forced me to respond to his touch. I had never known such heat before and it terrified me even as it sent scorching lust through my chained body. His hand brushed against my sensitive clit and I gasped at the flash of arousal it triggered.

I tried not to, tried as hard as I could, but, inexorably, his nimble fingers kindled an all-consuming desire in me until my body responded by lifting my pelvis toward him, trying to bury the intruders inside me.

He shifted his hand and his thumb stroked the hard nub  of my clit and my groan of helpless desire signaled my surrender.  I had lost the unequal battle to his remorseless fingers.

His other hand descended on my engorged nipples and squeezed first the left then the right.  The combined arousal shoved me over the edge in an instant and I screamed in overwhelming pleasure as I toppled into a powerful orgasm.

My belly contracted, then spasmed powerfully, forcing waves of love juices onto the questing fingers.

He said, "You're hot, Amanda.  Did the whip arouse you? Are you always this hot?"

I heard the smile as he spoke. I struggled to form a coherent sentence through my climax shrouded mind. Finally, I murmured, "Its you, Master. I'm your captive." I lied.  I was his slave and I hated my weakness.  Being helpless in his hands made me relive my dreams.  I never wanted an owner, but he had me in every way possible.

The spasms wracking my body slowly subsided.  His hands caressed my bound body, running from my chained feet up my calves, down my thighs, and all around my wet pussy.  They ran slowly up onto my belly, around my waist, and up to my breasts.  Fingers stroked my nipples and cupped my breasts.  His weight descended on me, pushing my arms into my back.  His weight rested on me as a hand lifted and played with my nose ring. The thought of being taken like this appalled me, but I couldn't deny the insatiable heat flowing through my body as I longed for my captor's next move.

I had never met such men before.  Their self assurance was breathtaking. They didn't care what I thought. They just subjugated me and took what they wanted.  I felt so weak, so powerless. And I realized, so feminine. At some deep, instinctual level, I wanted to be forced, to have no choice.  It wasn't modern or civilized.  It was basic animal instinct for me to obey a strong man. Men who simply  took what they wanted. My world had been torn asunder by the devastating effect of being bound and gagged and used by men to slake their animal desires. I had never before been reduced to such a basic feminine role.

My whole world had been destroyed. I had thought I was independent, able to control my world. Overnight my independence was taken from me and now I was totally controlled by unknown strangers. Where would it end. Was I destined to be a helpless sex toy from now on? Would that be so bad?  I was nothing but a sex toy. But the incredible arousal and pleasure I received was also a revelation. Sex before this was nice, and the men fun. Now a wall had been broken and I never wanted to go back. 

There was not the slightest doubt I would be taken again and again, whenever the men wanted me. I would be unable to prevent it from happening and, shameful though I was, I wanted the sex. I hated them for taking all control from me, but loved what they did to me. There was not the least possibility they would respect me afterwards.  They chained me so I was helpless and did what they wanted to me. No resistance was possible and I hated them for it. Yet, yet, I loved how they made me feel. I hated the process and loved the result.  I feared my resistance would end and I would slide into obedient slavery if they continued to ply me with such rapturous pleasure.

My overheated body quivered and my pelvis rose under him, unbidden, wanting more. He kissed the tip of my nose and his tongue ran over my taut lips.  I felt a shudder race through me. Then the tip of his stiff penis probed my wet nether lips.  I spread my knees wider, so he would have unrestricted access to my love canal.  I was well aware this was a one way trip.  I greeted his stiff erection into my body with a silent scream of ecstasy . As he lunged and thrust with his strong body I arched my back to meet him, helping in my ravaging and coming over and over as he took me.  My juices flooded my belly as I submitted completely.

He took me fully, sparing me nothing and when his hot spend flooded into me, I was gasping and sweating from my exertions.  In a moment he withdrew and said, "Thank you, Amanda. You were very good. Open."

There was no point in resisting.  I was powerless and any resistance would be painful and pointless.  His will would not be changed by me.  He had taken my free will for now and I had tasted the benefits of slavery. He owned me and we both knew it. I opened my mouth. He slipped the gag back in me and strapped it tight.

I lay there unmoving for quite a while wondering at my feelings.  I was still in the post-coital bliss and thinking that I wanted a drink.  No, not water, which I could get anytime.  I was content to lie there.  In fact I had nothing else to do.  No schedule, no chores, nothing but think and feel.  I was feeling good even though I was quite helpless. Was sex and food all I really needed to be happy?


Chapter 6: Tess

After dinner, Master took Peggy and I into his office. We knelt in our usual spots and he sat at his desk.  He said, "Girls, tell me about Amanda and Tess. Both of you may speak freely here."

I looked at Peggy and she motioned for me to start. "Master, Both girls have been in hoods in separate isolation rooms for four days.  Amanda has not yet lost her pride. I think Tess is ready to go to stage 2 now.

Peggy said, "Master, I agree. Amanda still resists obeying promptly and her posture is sloppy.  She isn't trying.  Its obvious she still views herself as playing at being a slave to avoid punishment. Tess quickly and fully complies. Her responses no longer have any delay.  She isn't thinking about what she can get away with. Tess' posture is excellent for a hooded girl."

He asked, "Do you both agree its time to remove Tess' hood and start her education?"

"Yes, Master."

Peggy also said, "Yes, Master."

"All right. I'll have James come over at eleven tomorrow to do the introduction.  He'll enjoy it.  Who's at the school tomorrow?"

"I am, Master."

OK, Iris, start getting Tess ready at ten, please."

"Yes, Master. Will Master James be her master or is it just for tomorrow?"

"Just tomorrow, unless he wants to bid on her. Let's go down to the rec room.  Everyone should be there by now."

***

I took Tess out of the isolation room and to a room designed for a girl's first meeting with her master. She was still hooded and cuffed. I had her kneel on a cushion and locked her chain to the floor.

What a difference from when I was in her place.  Now I had the keys to her chains.  I felt so powerful.  I could make her do anything.  I had a whip and she was helpless. There's something erotic about holding a whip in one hand and a naked, helpless girl in the other.  I wanted to whip her ass, to make her plead and jump to do my bidding.  I was her Dominatrix, even though I was a slave too. How easily is power taken from a girl. I decided to warm her up.

"Tess, what are you?"

"I am your slave, Mistress."

"Who is your Master?"

"I do not know, Mistress."

"Every man is your master, slave. But only one man will be your Master," I emphasized the word, " the one who owns you."  You have not been trained or sold yet.  A master is going to come and see you in a moment.  What are your rules?"

"Do not speak without permission, address him as master, no questions, obey his every command, always acknowledge a command and answer  questions truthfully. I think that's all I know, Mistress."

I hit her ass with my whip. "Always be respectful, slave."

God, it was hard not to hit her again.  The way she jumped and cringed and her gasp of disbelief were unbelievably erotic.

She said, "Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress."

I reached down and stroked her parted labia lips and she squirmed in arousal.  She was sensitive.  A good sign. Master James walked into the room.

"Greetings, Master," I said and knelt beside Tess.

He replied, Hello Iris. How is Tess reacting so far?"

"Well, Master.  She is aroused and obedient."

He asked her, "Tess, what are you?

"Master, I am your obedient slave."

"What is your duty?"

"To obey you and give you pleasure, Master."

"What do you want?"

"Master, I want to serve you."

"How do you feel about your hood?"

"Master, I would love to be able to see again if you think I have worn it long enough."

"Stand up, Tess."

She stood and went into standing display .  She did it well since she had only been able to practice it in her hood.

He walked to her and took hold of her chain.  He left it locked to the floor ring and led her back to his chair, sat down and pulled her into his lap. He turned her face toward him, pulled her close, and kissed her.  She melted into p him and kissed him back.  I wished I was kissing my Master now.  They looked intimate and were enjoying their kiss. Long moments passed before they broke.

Iris, turn out the lights and go somewhere else. Leave the door open. I'll be responsible for Tess and bring her to the office when I'm done."

"Yes, Master."  I stood up and went back to the office. 

"Tess, close your eyes, I'm going to take your hood off and you need to get used to the light slowly." He turned her head so the laces were in front of him. He unlocked the hood's collar and loosened the laces.  He slipped it off her hear and turned her face toward him. He studied her face and said, "Keep your eyes closed."

"Yes, Master."

He kissed her again.  She kissed him back and tears trickled down her cheeks.  When they broke she said, "Thank you, Master for removing the hood.  I would like to look at you. May I open my eyes yet?"

"All right, but open them slowly and stop if the light hurts your eyes."

Her eyelids slowly parted and she looked at him.

"Master, you're beautiful.  You are exactly as I imagined.  Are you going to buy me? I'd like that."

"I don't know, Tess.  We've just met. Are you good in bed?"

"Master, I'm excellent.  I'm a hot chick and as easy as you'll ever find.  Will you try me? Now? I'm afraid I'm all tied up in chains and things, so I won't be at my best, but I'm very eager."

He held her with one hand and stroked her breasts with the other.  She gasped at his touch and spread her legs apart.

"Master, I'm ready now, how would you like me?"

"Stand up, Tess."

She slid off his lap and stood facing him, breasts thrust out and knees far apart. He stood up too and took his penis out of his pants.  He was stiff as a board.  He put his hands on her waist and lifted her up. She was already well lubricated and ready.  He carefully lowered her onto his shaft and she slid around him easily.  She moaned as his rigid member thrust far into her.  She tried to wrap her legs around his waist but her shackles stopped her.

"Not that way, Tess. Lift your feet up behind you."

She did and he took an ankle in each hand and held her up.  She was able to tense her legs and contribute to the pumping action by raising and lowering her body. It was only moments before she orgasmed loudly and explosively.  He wasn't ready yet and kept her moving, up, down, up... He came with a grunt and his hot spend flooding into her body triggered her second orgasm, even stronger than the first. He held her on him until he had shrunk then lifted her off and released her ankles.

Tess sunk to her knees and licked his shoes with long, languid strokes.  He watched her give him obeisance without speaking.  When she was done, he said, "Thank you Tess.  You are a hot, loving girl."

"Master, I am glad you enjoyed me. I loved every moment and I hope you will let me please you often and soon.  I an honored to be your slave girl."

"Count on it. Now clean me."

Tess looked at him lovingly and rose up on her knees.  She licked and sucked his member until he was as clean as she could get him. 

"Thank you Master.  I love your taste."

"There was a good bit of you on me, girl."

"I know, Master. I like my taste too."

"Good. Stand up. I will take you back to Iris now."

Tess asked, "Master, I like you a lot. Are you going to buy me?"

"Tess, you'll be up for auction after you're trained.  I'm not a wealthy man.  I would like to buy you, but I'm afraid I won't be able to afford you. You are a very valuable property."

"But you'll try, Master? Please."

"Yes, Tess, I will certainly try."

James unlocked her chain from the floor ring and took her to the office.

I watched Master James lead Tess into my office. He locked her chain to a wall ring, dropped her hood on the desk, and said, "Iris, I'll be back for you at 4 pm. Tess, do what you're told. Goodbye."

I watched Tess as he left. She smiled at him but tears were running down her face. She said, Goodbye, Master."

"So, you like him Tess?"

"Oh, yes, Mistress.  He said he'd try to buy me."

"Don't get your hopes up.  You'll be sold at auction to the highest bidder and there are many wealthy men who will bid on you.  You are quite pretty and your circumstances will make you and Amanda rarities. But, who knows? Now its time to get your training started." I unlocked her chain from the wall ring and took her to the workshop to get her properly collared and chained.

I handed her chain to the lead smith, Jerry and told him, "Jerry, this is Tess. She needs the standard set."

I watched as he strapped her on the table and removed her cuffs.  I stood close by her and we talked as Jerry worked on her things..

"There's nothing to worry about Tess.  Jerry is skilled and will make everything comfortable."

She looked at me with soulful eyes and asked, Mistress, what is he doing to me?"

"You know you were captured sneaking into our home with weapons.  You are going to be a slave girl for that.  This is a training facility for slave girls.  We will make you a competent slave and you will be happy.  OK. I know it sounds crazy. I was kidnapped and enslaved several months ago.  Now I'm very happy and I have a wonderful Master.  You're just starting a new adventure that most women find exciting and quite fulfilling.  Better than "Freedom."  You won't have to worry about anything again. No clothes, fitness, competing with anyone. Almost all women here will be friends. You'll have a man who wants you and cares for you The best part is the sex.  You just had a great time with Master James, I know.  Well, your pleasure will increase beyond your dreams as you get more experienced.  I know. I climax several times a day and every one is ten times better than I ever had before.  Its the bondage and the state of mind combined with the stress-free life. You'll be aroused all the time and learn to orgasm at a touch from your Master."

When Jerry was done I put a leash on her nose ring, took her to her cell, and locked a chain to her collar.  I removed her leash and showed her how to use the water spigot, a large phallus mounted on the wall.  She had to take it deep in her mouth, close her lips around its base and suck hard to get water.  It strengthened her lips so she would be better at fellatio.  Most girls needed the help before they could really please a man.

She said, Mistress, my arms are hurting. Can you leave them a little lower tonight?" Here, the standard way a girl's hands were locked at night was to lock their wrist bands to the back ring of their collars in a reverse prayer position.  Most girls were used to fastening their bras and could reach that high.  Jerry hung a short chain on the back ring of the new girl's collars and their keepers would pull their hands as high as possible and lock the wrists to the chain. It was secure enough since they were always locked to a ring or being watched.

I explained, "Tess, your arms are being trained by pulling them as high as possible and leaving them there.  Your tendons will stretch and eventually you will be comfortable with your wrists locked to the back of your collar.  It will take a couple of weeks and then there won't be any discomfort.  Until then, you'll have to endure it.  Look at the other girls.  This position really enhances your appearance."

"Mistress, I don't think I'll be able to sleep this way."

"No whining, Tess.  Every girl here has learned to do this.  I went through it too and now its very comfortable. I sleep with my arms locked this way. "  I turned around, raised put my hands in reverse prayer position and held my wrists against the back ring of my collar to show her, then, leaving them there, turned to face her. "See. Easy and comfortable. You'll learn."

She said, "Yes, Mistress. It still hurts, but it does make a girl look good.  How long until it stops hurting?"

"It'll be much better tomorrow and gone in two weeks. Now try and rest. Tomorrow your training begins.  We put girls into training groups of four girls.  Your trainers are all men. They won't be gentle and you will learn a lot."

I left, locking her cell door behind her.  I well knew how isolated and helpless she felt.  I had gone through this not long ago.  I had watched  dozens of girls and learned it was necessary for girls to have this dismal feeling before they could let go of their former reality and let the new one seep in. The next week would be hard on her sense of worth, but then she would blossom with the incredible sex, camaraderie with her sister slaves and feel the joy of submission.

I went back to the office and reviewed the trainees performance reports.  No problems and the next auction would occur on schedule with twelve girls.  I looked at their pictures.  They were beautiful and glowed with happiness. I knew how they felt.  They were about to get their real Masters and have a home.  Most would stay in their master's homes in the village but some would be taken away to other places. I didn't know how this place worked, but most slave owners seemed to live around the village.  I knew that Tess and Amanda were caught trying to sneak in, but I didn't know if this was an island or simply a large estate somewhere.  I could ask one of them, but I'd probably be punished if Master found out. Curiosity was not encouraged in slave girls.  Masters told us what they wanted us to know.

I watched the recording of Master James and Tess.  I could see the bond forming between them.  He would be a caring master and she would be an obedient, loving girl for him.  I knew he couldn't possibly buy her at the auction.  I'd mention it to Master.

James took me home at four, as usual. Peggy greeted us at the door and waited while Master James put track chain on me. She was excited and said, "Come with me. You're going to like this."

"What?"

Just come."

She led me to the rec room. All the girls were gathered around a low table, kneeling and passing pictures around.  Master was talking to a man I had not seen before. Peggy went to join the girls while I hurried to Master and knelt, "Greetings, Master."

"Hello, Iris.  This is Bill. I'm going to experiment and let you all have some clothing. Bill is a tailor. He needs to measure you so stand up and obey him."

"Yes, Master." Clothing?  I thought it was forbidden for slaves.  Oh  well.  I stood and 'Bill' took my measurements.

"Go join the girls. Look at the drawings and pictures. I want you and Peggy to help me choose the clothes."

"Yes, Master." I hurried to the table and knelt between Melody and Suzy.  I looked at all the options.  There were many solid colors but no patterns. The harem pants were like puffs of smoke. They hid nothing and added a diaphanous film like a soap bubble. There were three styles of dresses in four choices of material. They had deep scoop bodices that surrounded the breasts but didn't cover them. They had long skirts with yards of material almost to the ground in four panels  so the girls loins and ass were readily available. There was a bustier that laced up the back and cupped the breasts. There were micro-skirts that almost covered a girl's privates. The tiny, frilly lace aprons hid nothing.

I wanted everything. There was nothing I would consider wearing in public. Every bit of clothing was designed to accentuate our female parts and hide nothing. Yet, they were better than our current nudity. I moved beside Peggy and said, "Why don't we sort the designs into the order we like and talk about colors and fabrics?"

She agreed and we collected all the photos and designs and sorted them into our agreed order. We mostly agreed. And were discussing color when Master called us over.  After talking with Master and Bill, he ordered a dozen aprons plus three designs, the long, low cut dress, a see through blouse and skirt, and some harem pants with a tiny bolero that was way too small to cover our breasts. Bill told Master he would get some items in a week and the rest spread out over the month.

Master and Bill leave the room, probably to arrange payment and delivery. 

All of the slaves are giddy with excitement.  Clothing, revealing to be sure, but clothing.  We tried to decide which colors will be best for each of us.  Master didn't get enough of any one design for all of us to wear the same thing at the same time.  Peggy and I were senior, so, Master permitting, we would get our choice.  We weren't sure if Master would care.  I thought he might direct what we wore and Peggy thought he wouldn't care.

Master invited my father for dinner that night.  He brought Anne along in full slave mode,  She looked radiant. I guess being able to live as she wanted, without deception made her extremely happy.


Chapter 7: Julian

In the morning, after breakfast, Master took Marie, Peggy, James, and I to his office.

He told us Marie and I were accompanying him on a trip and left James in charge.  Peggy was assigned to run the school under James' direction.

After we collected a few toiletries and our aprons, Master locked our hands behind us, removed out track chains, and locked a four foot chain to both our collars.  He took us out in the back yard just as a helicopter was landing. I was excited that I could see more of our home and maybe see if it was an island. A crewman lifted us aboard, strapped us in our seats, inserted ear plugs deep in our ears,  and dropped a black bag over our heads.  Damn. We weren't going to learn anything on the trip.

Fifteen minutes in the air and we landed.  We were taken off the helicopter and led to an airplane.  A private jet large enough to stand up in. We were again strapped into seats and left alone while the airplane taxied then rose into the sky.  Half an hour after takeoff, Master pulled the bags off our heads and removed the earplugs.  He said, "We'll be landing in four hours."

He unstrapped us and took the chain off our collars. "Stand up, Marie."

He unlocked her hands and gave her a water bottle. He released my hands and gave me a bottle too.  "There's more water in the galley refrigerator. Help yourselves. You're free to move around the cabin.  I'll secure you before we land."

Both of us said, "Yes, Master."

Master," I asked, "can you tell us where we are going?"

"Budapest. There's a man there who might be able to tell us who was behind Amanda and Tess' attempted invasion. You two are going to help me find him and ask him some questions. Why don't you two go entertain the men.  I have some work to do."

There were four security men in the cabin with us: Ralph, Lev, Sam, and Al. Master encouraged his staff to use us freely.  It kept both his girls and his men relaxed and loyal.

We went back to where the men we seated and flirted.  It was sort of like a relaxed orgy.  All the men had at least one climax and I had maybe six or seven.  A girl loses count when there's so much action.  I was spanked and kissed and stroked and fingered. Once I had two men in me, one in my mouth and one in my pussy.  I caught glimpses of Marie and she was as busy as me all the time.  Two men can give a girl continual loving.

The pilot announced we would be starting our descent in twenty minutes.  Marie and I excused ourselves, cleaned up in the restroom and went up to Master.  He looked us over and said, "Glad to see you kept the men happy." I think he was seeing the post-coital glow on both of us.

He stood up and turned me around. I put my hands behind me and he locked them together.  He did the same to Marie then joined our collars with the chain.  We sat down, he strapped us in and dropped the bags over our heads.

When the plan stopped he goy us on our feet and long, heavy coats were draped over our shoulders and buttoned. "Its winter here, these will protect you until you get in the car."

We were helped down the airplane stairs and across the tarmac. Icy wind curled around my ankles as I walked . It was only a few feet until we were put into a warm car.  I was belted into a seat and I smelled Master's scent after the door closed. The car drove for ten minutes before he pulled the bag off my head. So, I was now an international slave as well as a fugitive. 

It was dark outside the car.  Only distant, lonely lights shone infrequently through the windows. We passed through dark woods and farms.  It was a lonely scene.  Once we passed through a small village and saw groups of men and women, walking and talking, holding hands.  I wondered what they would think of Marie and I?  It didn't matter. I was content. My world had shrunk to a manageable size. It didn't matter what happened outside my house, my village, my view.  My opinions and preferences didn't matter anymore, not even to me.  I gave and received pleasure. I exercise only my body, never my choices.  I obey and my life is filled with joy.  As the free women pass in front of my eyes I know they would pity me as I pity them.  Most of them will never know the joys their bodies are capable of.  I know what freedom did to me.  It made me discontent, and greedy. I wanted money, recognition, and power. I got some of that but it was never enough.  When Master stole me away from my inevitable imprisonment he replaced it with perpetual slavery and joy. Who knew?

The car turned off the main road and passed through a large double steel gate surrounded by an impressive stone wall. It drove down a gravel road for another ten minutes before stopping in front of a well lit mansion or palace.  It was way more impressive than the fence.  The car stopped in front of broad steps leading up to massive double doors.  A uniformed butler opened the doors and six staff trooped out. A cook, a woman in a dress, two young men in uniforms and two young maids with aprons much bigger than mine.

One of the men opened the door. Master got out and helped us out. I was closest to the door so I was first.  I watched the man's face.  His eyes widened as my chained ankles preceded me out of the car. He seemed flustered I couldn't give him my hand so he could help me.  He stood back a trifle as my head and torso emerged.  His eyes widened again as he saw my nose ring and the chain locked to my collar, leading back to Marie. He said, "Welcome to Budapest, madam," in impeccable English. I watched his face as Marie repeated my exhibition of chained girl in motion.  His smile broadened and I'm sure he was disappointed that Suzy didn't follow Marie.

The butler was named Armand.  He introduced Master to the staff. I didn't hear their names, but they all looked at Marie and I inquisitively.  I guess slave girls weren't all that common around here. We followed Master inside. The entry hall was huge. He took the coats from us and handed them to a maid.  All the staff looked us over. Some showed amusement, some awe. Marie and I stood there, chained together by our necks, naked except for the chains on our ankles and wrists.  The men were staring at our ringed breasts, mine supporting large bells.  The women were mostly looking at our nose rings.  It was clear we exceeded their expectations for interesting guests.

Master introduced us to the staff. He said, Ladies and gentlemen this is Marie and Iris. They are my slaves.  They will sleep with me . They are not permitted to go outside unless one of my men or myself are with them.  No one said anything. Master took a leash from his pocket and clipped it onto My nose ring.  He asked, "Armand, will you show me to my room, please. "Of course sir." He led the Master upstairs. Marie and I followed like well behaved pets. I was acutely conscious of the noise my heels and ankle chains made as I followed him. I felt their eyes follow me up the stairs.

The room was really a suite with a sitting room, bath and bedroom.

"Have the alterations I requested been finished, Armand?"

"Yes sir.  All is as you specified, sir."

"Good, where...?"

"In the sitting room, sir and just under the edge of the bed, behind the covers."

"Good. Its been a long trip and I need to feed the girls. Would you ask the cook to heat some vegetables for the girls. About eight ounces for each of them in a bowl. And I would like a small steak with some vegetables too, please.  We'll eat in here."

"Very good, sir. About twenty minutes." Armand left and closed the door."

Master released our hands and sent us to use the bath and refresh ourselves. It was nice to get clean and we were used to being chained together so all we had to do was not let our arousal get us in trouble.  Every slave girl had been taught to give women as well as men awesome pleasure and we couldn't help teasing each other.  A well placed finger would send one of us to the heights of arousal and we had been taught to orgasm at a single touch, but we knew Master wouldn't approve.  So we just teased each other. It was so easy to get Marie off.  A single stroke of my finger and her breathing became uneven and gasping.  I had such power over her. And her me.  It took almost too much control to stop from sending her over the edge.  Especially when she thrust her body onto my finger. We stopped just short of orgasm.  Both of us had to stay in the bath a little longer to clean our dripping pussies.

We went back into the bedroom and knelt before our Master. He looked at us and asked, "Were you playing in the bathroom?"

Marie said, "Just a little girl on girl teasing, Master. Neither of us came."

"Girls, your cheeks and breasts are flushed.  Your breathing is faster than normal. You are both very close to orgasm."

"Yes, Master," we both said.  There was no point in denying it. He could easily test us.  One finger and I would explode.  Marie too.

"Well, its good our host has gotten ready for you, otherwise you'd both miss your beauty sleep. Follow me." He stood up and we followed suit. He led us into the sitting room.  It had been converted to Marie and my storage room by the simple installation of two cages. They were long, narrow and only three feet high., made of steel bars and placed on opposite sides of the room.  The bottom had a thick, foam pad and a blanket.

I looked at them in distaste. They were fine, sturdy, comfortable cages and I've been in much worse.  But I just wanted to stay with Master. Marie and I looked at each other.  Her face was blank and I imagine mine was too. After all, Master was watching.

He said, "Don't worry. These are for show and I'll only put you in them if you misbehave too badly or I want to make a point to one of our guests.  I brought you two along on this trip as bait. I am going to try and arrange for a man I don't know to want to come to dinner.  I'm using you for bait.  The staff here will spread the word that I have two beautiful, naked, slave girls here.  I am going to start entertaining society guests and you are going to make those evenings the talk of the town.  Besides gracing the company with your appearance and beauty, I want you to give dressage performances as the main entertainment.  I think its sure to make my target try to get an invitation. I had your tack and some bondage gear put in the ballroom. I want you to practice several routines. Make a list of the music you want and I'll get it. The first dinner party and you first performance is in two days.  Dinner should be here momentarily. After we're done eating I'll take you to the ballroom and you will start practicing."

"Yes, Master," we said in unison.

We had just knelt in front of the couch when there was a discrete knock on the door.  Master said, "Enter." One of he maids pushed a serving cart into the room.  She looked at us kneeling there, but continued pushing the cart over to Master. 

"Thank, you. I don't know your name, sorry."

She said, "Its Michelle, Sir."

A pretty name. Have you ever seen a slave girl eat?"
"No, Sir."

"They are not allowed to use furniture not to use their hands to eat.  Think of them as pets. Put a bowl in front of each of them, please and observe."

She set a bowl of mixed vegetables in front of me and one in front of Marie.  The vegetables were cut up into one inch pieces.  I was chagrined that my introduction to this pretty, young woman was eating off the floor as a pet.  There was nothing I could do about it, though, and I was hungry. I bent forward and stuck my face into the bowl.  The food was excellent and I ate daintily, forcing myself to take my time and chew every bite thoroughly.  I kept my arms tightly crossed behind me.  Form is always important for a slave girl under the watchful eyes of her Master.

When I finished I raised back up to kneeling and made sure my breasts were stuck out as far as possible.  I focused on Master who was still eating.  I could see the maid out of the corner of my eye.  When Marie finished and straightened up, he said, "A difficulty the girls have in eating this way is getting food on their nose rings. I see both of them have some sauce on their rings. They can't use their hands , so, Michelle, would you get a tissue from the table behind you and clean their nose rings, please. It will be a kindness to them."

Michelle blushed, but got a tissue. She came to me and tried to wipe the sauce from my ring, but she was afraid to touch it and just smeared it around.

Master said, "No, you have to take hold of her ring with one hand and wipe with the other. Don't worry,. they're used to it."

I tilted my head back to give her easier access. Michelle gripped my ring tightly, said, "I'm sorry," I smiled a wicked smile and looked into her eyes

Her fingers lingered on my ring, savoring the control she had over me and smiled back. A smile that said, "I want you." She slowly wiped my ring. Much longer than it really needed. She wiggled my ring in a circle and positively glowed as I followed her hand's command  I said, "Master, may I speak?"

He said, "OK."

I said, "Thank you, Mistress, for touching me and cleaning  me." My voice was husky and soft.  I wanted her to take me.  She was the first free woman I had seen in months and she had held my nose ring. I was sure she would start gentle and turn into a wild animal before I was done with her. I wanted to top her from below then have her turn into the dominatrix she could be. I wanted her to force me like a Master. Her face was crimson, her breathing was heavy, and her hand trembled before she released me. I was breathing heavy too.

She turned to Marie and cleaned her more quickly. I don't think they made the same connection we had.

After Michelle left, Master gave both of us two bites of steak he saved from his meal. I made a big production out of his simple act of holding a bite of meat out to me.  I said, "Thank you, Master," and kissed his hand before taking the bite off the fork very daintily and slowly chewed it. Marie followed suit and it made our meal more special.

He took us downstairs and into a large room with polished oak floors and a hundred chairs around the walls. The walls were lined with windows, all covered with heavy drapes.

He showed us where the tack was and left us to get ready.  Before we were finished he returned with one of his men, Lev. He said, "I have some arrangements to make.  Lev will watch you and take you to my room when you're ready." He kissed us both and left.  This was the first time he kissed me since last night.  I looked after him with joy and longing in my heart. I would dance well for him. 

Marie and I practiced our dressage.  We had to make some small adjustments for the room and its pillars, but that was easy. Lev watched us the first few times.  At first we just practiced our routines by ourselves.  In the end we added the lunge line to our collars and did a real rehearsal. During our performances one of us played the male role by simply holding the lunge line and reeling the dancer in, then letting her pull away, much like landing a fish.  Lev noticed this and volunteered to do that job for us. Then we could rest between practices. When we were exhausted and the light through the windows was fading, Lev stopped us and told us to put our tack away.  He locked our hands behind us then and led us to Master's room.

Master unlocked our hands and told us to shower and wash our hair, "Be sure its dry when you come out."

"Yes, Master."

"Thank you, Master."

We aroused each other shamelessly as we pampered ourselves.  Strangers would be examining and handling us tomorrow so we shaved our legs and underarms and , yes, our bushes.  We shaved each other and intentionally aroused our sister in bondage. It was very intimate.  I felt closer to Marie than anyone other than Master. We talked endlessly about our emotions and fears.  Tomorrow we would be scrutinized by men and women who had never seen a slave girl before.  We were the exhibits in a perverted zoo.  It was thrilling and horrifying at the same time. The men were not a problem.  We had been seen, whipped, and used by many men.  The women scared us the most.  We had only been slaves among other enslaved women.  We had only rarely been seen by free women.  Would they see us as threats? 

Master's guests were due any minute. Marie and I were stationed by the front door to greet them.  Our hands were locked to the back of our collars and a short chain connected us to the walls behind us.  We were both wearing the harem pajamas Master had bought for us.  Mine was pink and Marie’s was yellow.  They were almost completely transparent they were so sheer. We were facing each other across ten feet of entry hall.  We were in standing display position with our feet spread and our breasts thrust out.  Master had put bells on Marie's nipple rings just like mine.  Our instructions were simple.  We were to say, "Welcome to Master Allen's party, Master/Mistress. Master Allen will meet you in the parlor. I am Iris." If they ask us anything we were to answer truthfully.

I should have been nervous with complete strangers seeing me for the first time as a full slave girl, helpless and chained to a wall.  But I wasn't.  I was content, serene, about to help Master in a way that was more than pleasuring him.  Marie and I were bait to let him find a person with knowledge.  I was ordered not to be clever, but just to be a true slave. Not hard. That's what I knew I was.


Chapter 8: Party

I heard a car pull up outside and doors closing.  They were here.  The first outsiders to ever see me as a slave. I smiled at Marie and she smiled back. Armand walked past us and opened the front door.  He said, "Welcome Mrs. Van Arpel, Mr. Van Arpel. Please come in."

A man and a woman, ten years my senior and elegantly dressed in heavy coats entered They both stared at Marie and Armand handed their coats to a maid.

She said, "Armand, what's this?" staring at Marie.

Armand replied, in a dry voice, "This is Marie and across the hall is Iris. Both of them are Mr. Allen's property."

Mr. van Arpel was smiling and said, "What do you mean, property?"

Armand said, "That is their term sir. I was instructed to tell you the girls would answer any questions."

Mrs. van Arpel asked Marie, "Marie, are you really fastened to the wall?"

Marie replied, "Yes, Mistress. I cannot move from here until the chain is unlocked from my collar."

"Why are you locked here?"

"Iris and I are here for your enjoyment and to answer any questions."

"What are you supposed to be? Living art?"
"No, Mistress, Iris and I are slaves. We are owned by Mr. Allen. He will have us perform for you later."

I was glad the couple was talking to Marie.  My bravado had abandoned me when these two normal, nicely dressed people stepped into the room.  I was vaguely ashamed of my slavery.  Being naked and helpless before strangers was humiliating and exciting at the same time.  They were free and I was slave.  I must obey them as though they were my masters. There was nothing to do, but smile, tell them the truth, and obey.  Despite my humiliation, I still wanted to belong to Master.

They walked over to stand in front of me. Oh no.  I smiled and said, "Good evening, Mistress and Master. I am Iris and am instructed to tell you that Mr. Allen awaits you in the parlor."

He said, "Thank you, Iris. Are you always kept naked and chained?"

"My Master usually keeps his slaves naked and chained, Master, but he has ordered some clothing for special occasions."

Mrs. van Arpel said, "It will be a shame to cover you with clothing.  Both of you are spectacular."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She continued, "But, tell me, how does it feel to be chained and naked in front of strangers, really."

"Mistress, I am a little ashamed of my helplessness, proud that my Master has chosen me to own, and more excited than I imagined.  It is thrilling to know you can do whatever you want with me and I can't even object."

She chuckled and reached out a bejeweled hand and cupped my breast.  A thrill of arousal shot through me and I shivered.

He said, "She likes being touched, Margaret.  I wonder if Mr. Allen would let us have her alone for an hour?"

She said, "Ask him Steven.  I think we'd all enjoy that, wouldn't we, Iris?"

I was going to come if she didn't let go of my breast soon. I could feel my belly trembling and I was sure they saw it.  I stammered, "Y..Y..Yes, Mistress." I was no longer anything but horny.  I wanted to go  play with these two, but I couldn't move.  The frustrations of being a slave were endless.

He said, "I'll talk to Mr. Allen and we'll watch your performance with interest.  I'm sure we'll see you later."  He took his wife's arm and they walked away.

More couples arrived and it was pretty much a repeat of the van Arpels. All the couples talked to both Marie and I and all women fondled my breasts. Two of them also ribbed my pussy and tugged on my clit ring.  I had a mini-orgasm both times to the amusement of my audience. The men refrained from touching me, but the look in their eyes told me they would have done much more if their wives were absent.

After the guests arrived, Ralph came and unlocked us from the wall.  He took us to the kitchen, took the harem pajamas off, and put our aprons on us.  Al came in with serving trays designed for slave girls. I hadn't seen them before, but their purpose was evident.  The trays strapped around our waist over the apron.  Chains ascended from the sides and clipped onto our nipple rings. After being adjusted to be level, glasses of champagne were loaded on them and we were sent into the parlor to serve the guests.

I had to walk very carefully to avoid spilling the liquid.  It wasn't difficult, except for the wandering hands always touching, rubbing, and pinching my flesh.  Every touch was exciting and I was aroused all the time.  I circulated among the guests and they took drinks and returned empty glasses to my tray.  Several men gave me sips from their glasses. It was delicious and I felt the effects after only a few sips.  Out of practice.  That champagne was the first alcohol I had had since being collared.

Everyone talked to me.  Most wanted to know if I was a real slave girl or an actress playing a role.  I told them the truth, but no one seemed to believe me. The invitations had warned that no pictures or recordings were allowed.  The security men confiscated all the cell phones and cameras when the guests arrived. One of the women, young, beautiful, elfin face, expensive jewelry, designer gown, talked to me the most.  Most of the men admired my breasts from afar.  They seemed afraid to come close except to refill their glass.  The women mostly just looked aloof, superior.  Maybe afraid to get too friendly for fear whatever I had might be contagious.

The elf, that's how I thought of her was petite and seemed excited to see me.

"I've never seen anyone able to get their arms as high on their back as you two.  Do they hurt?"

"No, Mistress.  We've been trained to keep them here for long periods."

"Did they hurt at first, when you were learning?"

"Yes, Mistress.  They hurt for the first month because my trainers always pulled them as high as they could, to stretch the tendons.  Now they're comfortable."

"Why do you let him keep you locked up in chains and things.?"

'I have learned I am a slave.  I am happy like this.  I am happier being the property of a strong man than I ever was free."

But surely you can't go to the store or a movie or a restaurant like that.  Isn't it boring?"

"Mistress, I've never felt more excited or alive than now.  I never know what's going to happen to me or happening in the world.  I just live from moment to moment, knowing I will be given much pleasure every day  There are no more bad days."

"Tell me about your rings. Do they hurt?"

"Oh no, Mistress.  There's no pain and they sway with every movement I make and make me aroused, hot. I love them."

"They look heavy. Can you take them out?"

"No, Mistress. They're permanent."

"And you're happy?"

"Incredibly, Mistress, unbelievably so. I don't know how it happened.  I woke up in chains, was raped, and over a short period of time I got happy.  No drugs, no brainwashing, just hot men, unbelievable sex, blow your mind orgasms, bondage, submission, and no responsibilities. You can't understand how exciting it is to wake up each day, not knowing how or what will happen, but knowing you will be aroused all day and have several huge orgasms from someone and know you're helpless to change anything."

"Could I be a slave?"

"Mistress, you are already beautiful.  You would look incredible in rings, collar, and chains like mine.  Its a decision you can't take back. Do you think your husband or lover would be a good Master?"

"Oh, I'm not married. I am here as an escort to Mr. Olivos." I don't have anyone I think of as a Master."

"Mistress, slave girls without a Master are sold at auction.  Whoever bought you would be your Master until he or she sold you.  The good thing is that the bidders are wealthy and will treat you well to preserve their investment.  The bad thing is that you have no say in who buys you and won't know anything about their temperament. You may not like them as much as you'd like. Its also a good way to hide because no one will ever hear your name again.  You become property, not a person.  That's really how I got into this."

'How's that, Iris?"

"I was a criminal.  I was caught and about to go to prison for a long time.  My parents had my Master take me into slavery.  Turns out I was a natural and now I'm his willing pleasure slave."

"Wow. you parents sold you into slavery?"

"Mistress, they knew it was preferable to prison.  That how they met.  My father bought my mother years ago. I didn't know until I was already collared."

"Oops, I've got to go. Mr. Olivos is motioning to me. 'Bye."

"Goodbye, Mistress."

We served drinks for an hour or so when Master took Marie and I to one side and asked for everyone's attention. He said to us, "Stand." We both went into standing display, facing the guests.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, may I have your attention, please?" Everyone looked at us. "I hope everyone has had a chance to meet my slaves, Iris and Marie.  I know many of you find it difficult to believe slavery exists today, but they are very real.  These two beautiful women are my property and I take good care of them. They have been trained in the erotic arts and the rings they wear in their flesh testifies they are trained pleasure slaves. They are, of course, trained to give pleasure to men and women.  Their sensuality has been enhanced so they are always aroused to the point of orgasm.  I will demonstrate their arousal by giving each of them an orgasm with a single touch.  Would anyone care to come closer and verify they are not faking?"

Four women raised their hands.  Master motioned them forward. He positioned two women in front of me and two in front of Marie.

"Now watch closely." He raised his right hand and extended one finger.  He approached me and  smiled.  I smiled back. I knew what he could do with that finger and I wanted it. I didn't care about the audience.  I existed only to give pleasure to Master.

His finger stroked down my slit, then entered me and my love juices flowed into my pussy. I gasped as the heat flamed in my belly. My breath came quickly and light as I felt him in me. He lifted his hand, his thumb and forefinger grasped my clit, and I orgasmed with a scream of joy. I shuddered but I didn't move my feet.  I was well trained and could orgasm in any pose. I felt his finger leave me.  The women watching me announced my orgasm was real and powerful.  I was still struggling back to the real world when I heard Marie's scream of joy.

Master addressed the crowd again, "In fact these girls are sp well trained I can force them to have an orgasm  with a simple sound cue." He held up a clicker. and I felt my arousal shoot up again.  My body knew what to do and it was well trained, as Master said. I knew if he flexed his thumb and made the device click, my body would sing my ode to joy, no matter what I wanted. Of course I wanted to orgasm, but I'd prefer not to have an audience watch my submission. The whole point to this show was to make Marie and I notorious and Master's parties a "Must" for the elite of Budapest.

Dinner was announced. Ralph took the serving trays and aprons off Marie and I.  The staff ushered the guests into a dining room.  The room had a small raised dais or stage in the middle of a long wall.  There were six tables lined up in a semi-circle around the dais.  The guests were seated on the outer edge of the tables, looking toward the dais. Marie and I still had the leashes on our nose rings.  Master held us until all the guests were seated, then he led us in and up onto the dais. There was something new her.  It wasn't here when I last saw the room.  There were two low walls on either side of the stage, maybe two feet long, two feet high and six inches thick. There was a long, long dildo mounted on each wall, horizontal, pointing toward each other. He knelt us facing the guests.

"Ladies and gentlemen.  My slaves are not allowed to use furniture nor to eat with utensils. Sometimes they are fed by hand, but usually I just give them their food already cut up in a bowl. I watch their diet carefully.  Tonight they will eat a rice, vegetable, chicken stir fry prepared by the same chef that prepared your food. But before they eat, I thought it would be amusing if they had a small task to perform first."

He turned to us and said, "Crawl to the dildos, lick them and make them wet, then shove your bottom holes on them and fuck yourselves while you eat."

Marie and I crawled to our inanimate partners . I licked mine well.  I wanted it slick before I shoved myself on it.  I didn't look at the audience.  I was mildly chagrinned.  I had been used many times in my ass, and I had grown fond of being used there once I had been stretched enough so it didn't hurt. But I had never had an audience before.  A group of strangers of both sexes watching me masturbate on command.  It was Master's orders, not my choice.  It was certainly strong evidence I was a slave if there were any doubters left in the audience.

I backed up to the dildo until it touched my ass.  It didn't line up right so I reached between my legs with on hand and put its tip in my hole.  I kept my hand there and guided it as I backed further onto it.  It was very soft an=d flexible and it wanted to bend instead of going in until I had it all the way in.  I felt good.  Master hadn't used me there since we'd been here.  I was able to remove my hand after it was a few inches in me.  I backed onto it until I felt it bottom out in me.  I pulled off it a little and started my rhythmic thrusting.  This felt really good.  My arousal grew.  Now I looked at the audience from my hands and knees and grinned at them.

They were all watching Marie and I with rapt attention.  Several of the men were grinning too.  The expressions on the women varied from glee to envy to anger. Well I hope they all understood I didn't choose to do this and I had no choice.

He fastened our leashes to a ring in the floor in front of us and the maids started bringing the food to the guests.  After they had all received their food, a maid brought Marie and I a bowl of water and one of food.  We humped our dildos while waiting permission to eat. I humped slowly, wanting to finish my food before I came.

Master said, "Eat, slaves. "

We both said, "Thank you, Master, and lowered our faces to the bowls.

I was humiliated, but that was common for me nowadays.  I was also aroused and wanted an orgasm.  I don't know if it was the unusual display to a bunch of strangers, my nudity and bondage, or the humiliation of being forced to perform while eating as a domestic animal. None of those treatments were unexpected for a slave girl. Maybe it was just everything at once. I orgasmed as soon as I swallowed the last bite.  There was a bit of rice and carrot stuck to my nose ring.

Master came back on the stage and said, "Good girls."  He unfastened our leashes from the floor rings and had us crawl forward off the dildos. "Stand."  He cleaned the food off out nose rings and locked our hands to the backs of our collars. He led us off the stage and around the tables. "Ladies, my girls need to walk a bit after eating.  Would any of you like to take them on a walk in the garden? You can play with them if you'd like."

Every woman in the party came forward. Master handed my leash to a woman about my age and very pretty. She was elegantly dressed in a designer gown. He said, Iris, this is Mrs. Linden. She is your mistress for now. Obey her."

"Yes, Master."

"Mrs. Linden, please have Iris back in fifteen minutes."

"She said in a disappointed voice, "So short. I wanted to play with her for much longer."

"Fifteen minutes.  Hurry. The other ladies would like a turn too."

She led me out the patio doors into a fragrant evening She led me along a concrete path and stopped in a gazebo.

She asked, "Iris, I believe you are a real slave girl.  Have you been trained to service a woman?"
"Yes, Mistress.  I am told I am quite good at it."

"Good. You know what to do."

She pulled up her skirt and sat on the edge of a bench.  I saw she was not wearing panties.  She pulled down on my leash. I sank to my knees and put my mouth on her cunt.  I started licking and sucking.  She was already sopping wet and started moaning as soon as my tongue slipped between her nether lips. Her breathing grew ragged and she gasped as I licked.  She tasted good, musky and sweet and spicy all at once.  When I thought she was ready I sucked her clit into my mouth and nibbled gently on it.  The climaxed with a strong spasm. She curled up and her breasts touched the top of my head.  She still had a death grip on my leash and nose ring, holding my face tight against her pussy. I sucked up all of her love juices I could.  My, she had a lot.

After a minute she straightened up and relaxed her pull on my nose.  I knelt properly and looked at her face.  She had a sill grin on her face and her hair was in disarray. She said, "Yes, you are well trained.  That was excellent."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She stood up, a little shaky and said, Stand up, Iris."

I stood into display position. 

"You are beautiful.  I'd like to keep you. Do you think your Master would sell you to me?"

I felt pleased and concerned.  I loved Master. I hoped he wouldn't sell, but I realized I had no say in that.  He would do what he wanted. I said, "I don't know, Mistress.  He has never said. Maybe he knows of one that is available or perhaps you would like him to make you one"

She looked at me in surprise. "You mean I could order one, like from a catalog?"

"Mistress, I don't know how it works.  I do know they are continually training new girls as slaves.  Maybe you could order one.  We are all trained identically."

"I'll ask him, you are too delightful to lose without trying."


Chapter 9: Amanda's Attitude Adjustment

I don't know how long I wore the hood in my dungeon. The same woman came every day. She was always very formal in her speech.  She always called me Amanda and I had to address her as Mistress or I would be whipped. I learned to fear her whip.  Besides my hood and chains, I had a pail with a lid to put my wastes in.  Mistress came to feed me  at long, boring intervals.  I was always hungry.  I had a pail of water, too, so I drank when I needed to. Mistress changed my water and emptied my wastes when she fed me.  The first time she put bits of fruit and vegetable in my mouth. Later she just put a bowl of food on the floor in front of me.

I learned my rules slowly, painful error followed by instruction. I had to kneel before her.  Not just kneeling like I was used to.  This was a submissive, display my body kneel.  I had to spread my knees as far apart as I could , arch my back and thrust my breasts out proudly before ,me.  My head had to be held rigidly erect. I had to pull my shoulders back. cross my wrists as far as my cuffs would allow, and press my elbows firmly into my sides.

I couldn't say anything except, "Greetings, Mistress/ Master," or, "May I speak Mistress/ Master?" until I received permission or was asked a question.  I had to address everyone as Mistress/Master. 

I had to verbally acknowledge every order.

I could not ask questions, complain, or make demands.

Men came to me regularly and forced wonderful orgasms out of me before they took me.  I was bored beyond belief in my lonely dark dungeon.  I played with my chains and dreamed of my next orgasm.  It was the only thing memorable in the dark.  I wish I could see my self. I was curious about my brand and my nose ring.  I could no longer feel my brand, but my ring was my favorite distraction.  I would move my head just to feel it sway in my nose. 

My hands were locked behind me and I couldn't do any of the hygiene things I had done before.  Mistress took care of me.  I was shocked and embarrassed at first when she took care of my teeth.  After eating she said, "Open."

I did, expecting a gag, but was surprised when I felt her fingers enter my mouth.  She brushed my teeth and used dental floss to clean between the teeth.

After several days Mistress came to me.  I heard her ankle chain and high heels approaching.  I got into my required kneeling position and felt my arousal grow.  I guess it was the bondage and submissive posing that triggered me. She said, "Stand." I did and she clipped a leash onto my nose ring. She unlocked the tether from my collar and led me to a room with a tile floor.  She fastened a hanging chain to my collar and raised it until I was forced to stand upright.  She rinsed me with a spray of hot water.  God it was good.  She lathered me all over with a soapy cloth and whenever she touched a breast or my loins my arousal shot up.  I never came down, either.  I just got hotter and hotter as she ran the warm, soapy cloth over me.  In a minute I was ready to come and moaning in helpless anticipation.  Such sweet agony.  Her hands would just brush the bottom of breasts and I would think, "Now." But she would not hit my erogenous zone and disappointment would flood my mind.

I knew she was aware of my need.  She was toying with me. Teasing me, the smug bitch.  Then she would touch my clit in passing and hope would flash through me again. Over and over she teased me. I was moaning and my breathing was ragged.  I was so close.  I was twisting on my tether , my hands wringing, but useless. I had long since spread them as wide as my hobble allowed. My belly was  aflame with lust .  I needed release so bad.

Mistress said, "You're a hot bitch, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress. I'm a hot bitch. Please make me cum."

"Are you my hot bitch, Amanda?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I'm your hot bitch. Please force me to cum."

"What will you do for me if I make you cum, Amanda?"

"I'll pleasure you Mistress. I'll give you much pleasure."

"Will you submit to me as my slave, Amanda?"

"Yes, oh Yes, please Mistress. I will be your slave, forever."  It didn't matter what I said.  I was helpless and in the throes of need.  I knew I would have to obey her anyway and she held total power over me.  I was just being intelligent.  I would escape, I knew it. But I had to climax or I'd die.

Her fingers slid into my pussy and thrust into my love canal.  I spasmed into a huge orgasm as soon as she entered me.  My collar dug into my jaw as my legs slumped under me.  I quickly stood up straighter and relieved the pressure on my neck even as my belly sent its message of joy to all my nerves.  Mistress put her arms around my weak body and pulled me to her, supporting me as my muscles were no longer able. Her lips found mine and her tongue forced its way past my numb lips.  She spoke into my lips, "You're mine, Amanda."

"Yes, Mistress.  I'm yours."

She lengthened my tether and I sank to my knees, careful to make my pose meet the requirements.

She stepped inside my spread knees and I felt her slit press against my nose.  She pulled my leash up and said, "Service me, Amanda."

I said "Yes, Mistress," and started licking her labia lips.  I  discovered rings piercing her labia lips. Three on each lip.  I didn't know. I kept licking. She held my leash in her hand and pulled me into her with it.  She kept repeating, softly, "That's it girl.  Right there.  Faster, Harder, Deeper."

I stuck my tongue inside her innermost lips.  Sucking her love juices and licking her smooth, silky skin.  I heard her moans increase in speed and volume as I worked harder.  She put her other hand behind my head and pushed me into her more.  I sucked her clit into my mouth and sucked it directly.  Her orgasm broke over her like a tidal wave.  She sank to her knees in front of me, releasing my head and leash as she sank.  I didn't move.  I knew I  couldn't escape even if Mistress had dropped my leash and was incapable of stopping me. I was still held by the chain on my collar, my hands and feet were chained, and I was hooded.  I had no choice  but to kneel and wait for her to recover and do whatever she wanted with me.  I was her slave. For now. No one could keep up this level of paranoia forever.

In a few moments, she said, "Fine work, Amanda.  Don't move."

"Yes, Mistress." As if I could.

I heard running water.  I supposed she was cleaning herself. It stopped and She said, "Stand up." I stood and she raised my tether so I had to stand straight.  She ran warm water on my pussy and dried me with a damp towel. I felt her take hold of my leash and unlock the tether from my collar.

Before she started me moving, I said, "Mistress, may I speak?"

"Yes, go ahead."

Mistress, I enjoyed servicing you, I would like to do it again. I'm very lonely. Would you kiss me?"

"We will definitely do it again." She pulled on my leash and I stepped forward. She put an arm around my shoulders and pulled me close.  We kissed for a long time.  Our tongues danced the lover's gavotte and I loved the feeling of intimacy it gave me.  There was no doubt she owned me and I didn't mind.  She had given me a fine orgasm and I wanted more. At least until I could escape.

She led me back to my familiar wall and chained me to it. She took the leash off my nose ring and said,  "Kneel, Amanda."

I knelt and waited until I could no longer hear her footsteps or the clink of her hobble before I sat back against the wall and waited patiently for the next thing someone decided to do to me. I was alert for I had to kneel properly and greet any visitor I had.  I hoped to hear someone coming, anyone to fill my tiny world. I was like an automatic door.  My world grew larger and memorable only when a person came near.  The door could only open and I could only kneel.

It happened again.  Mistress approached and I knelt. :Greetings, Mistress.  May I service you, please?"

"No, Amanda. Stand up."

I obeyed.

She put the leash on my nose ring and removed the chain from my collar. I followed the tug on my nose.  I walked several hundred steps before she said, "Stop and kneel, Amanda."

I obeyed.

A man asked, "Is she ready, Peggy?"

Mistress was named Peggy. Mistress replied, Yes, Master, I believe so.  Her responses fit the profile.  She still harbors plans to escape when she gets an opportunity, but, other than that, she has accepted her slavery.  She shows no signs of resistance of guile and is instantly obedient."

I did not especially like being so obedient, but I didn't want to feel the sting of the whip again.  I was chagrinned to be so predictable.  Of course I harbored plans to escape, wouldn't any girl in my place?

He continued, "Has she submitted to you?"

"Yes, Master."

He asked, "Amanda, what did it mean when you submitted to Peggy?"

"Master, I'm not sure exactly what you are asking, but I meant I will obey her and love her."

"All right, "would you like to be clothed again?"

"Yes, Master.  I am embarrassed by my nudity."

"You have been collared and had cuffs on your limbs since you arrived here.  Would you like them removed?"

"Yes, Master."

"Why, Amanda.  What would you do if you were free?  Would you like to escape and return to your old life?"

I was glad he couldn't see my face.  Of course I wanted to escape.  I was kept chained in a dungeon. I thought for a moment and replied, "Master, I want to love and serve my Mistress and I can't, bound like this."

"Of course. Peggy, Amanda is not ready for the next step yet."

Mistress said, "Yes, Master. I'll return her."

Fear surged in my heart. More dark dungeon. I opened my mouth to protest but Peggy slipped a gag in before I could say a thing.  All that came out was a squeak. Its strap was tightened around my head and Mistress said, "Stand." I rose into standing display and followed my nose back to the dungeon.

All I could think of was that I had messed up somehow.  I had answered his questions truthfully and he decided I wasn't ready.  Ready for what? The thing I most wanted was to have my sight restored.  I guess I should have wished for my freedom, but that didn't seem likely.  We had broken some law or rule or maybe our invasion of their privacy was enough for imprisonment and rape. They weren't going to let me go until... what.  I served my time? How could they ever let me go?  I might tell the world they were keeping women as slaves. How could they take that chance?  Right now being a slave seemed like a good trade for getting this damned hood off.

He seemed disappointed, not mad.  He wanted me to say the right things.  I was certainly submissive enough.  And I was. I wouldn't say boo to a child.

He asked what it meant when I submitted to Mistress.  Assume it wasn't enough to say I was her slave and would obey her. I thought about it and decided I either need more information or he wanted me to acknowledge that a slave obeyed everyone.  I think I read that.  Next time my submission meant I was a slave. I had to obey everyone.  Maybe.

He asked if I wanted clothing and to get rid of my restraints and I answered yes.  He must have wanted me to say no.  But who would say that.? A slave of course.  I should have said something like, "Whatever my Mistress wants." That's got to be what a slave really thinks if they're not going to try and escape.  I thought about the slave mindset. They have to submit to a Master or Mistress. They have to accept that their own opinion isn't important and do whatever their Master says. Can I do that? I must. Heck, I'm already halfway there now.  I dote on Mistress words, presence. I'm not even ashamed anymore.

And his final question was whether I wanted to escape.  I lied and he knew it. He knew I was not a slave because a true slave would neither lie to a master or want to escape.  

I could not tell a good lie. Another major failing as a woman.  I had driven away several friends and lovers because I couldn't lie.  I couldn't be convincing unless I believed it. I needed to find a way to be a slave and then revert when I saw an opportunity.  If I became a true slave, would I want to see the opportunity?  I  had to actually be a slave, mentally, to get out of here. What if I liked it.  It had some alluring possibilities.  Better sex than I thought possible and no responsibilities.  I don't think depression was possible. Mistress said she liked it.  Maybe I will too.  Is it all the excitement I need simply not knowing what the next day will bring? Hell, it probably doesn't matter.  This place is so paranoid every woman is kept in chains.  They will never let me or any female have an opportunity.

Mistress continued to come and take care of my needs.  She stayed and talked most days, but only for a few minutes.  I learned a few things about this place.  When I was ready I would lose the hood and join an ongoing training program to make me a trained pleasure slave. She insisted all the girls enjoyed it. I hope so, because she made it clear I would not have a choice.

A man would come during the day and use me. Different men. I guess it might be called rape because they never asked me, but it wasn't really because I wanted it more than I could describe.  The men must have been trained as lovers because they were great.  They made sure I climaxed at least three times. They had magnificent, sensitive, foreplay.  Sometimes it was rough but only when I asked for it. 

The bondage must have increased my pleasure enormously. I was wanton and shameless. I begged them to spank me first because the heat in my bottom made me hot everywhere.  I think I would come just from the spanking if I wasn't in such a hurry.  I was always pleading with them to do it harder, "Please, Master, harder, faster.  Make me come.  I beg you master, hit me harder.  Please master don't just rub, pinch my nipples, make them obey you.  Slap them, please."  Sometimes when I needed more I would disobey them or be disrespectful so they would use their whips on my ass.  That was sharper, more intense than a spanking.  I would get near a climax just from a striped ass.  It was so good to have outstanding sex every day.

After the men left I would lay in my stygian darkness and dream of being the slave of the man.  I knew he would use me when he wanted and I would always be helpless.   I guess it was a daydream, but deep down, I knew that was where I was going.  I would be a man's slave.  One man whose ways and preferences I would learn. Not just a lover I could influence and manipulate with sex.  A strong man who would keep me on a short leash and punish me for any attempt to influence him. I wanted it.  Slowly it was dawning on me that pleasure slave was the ultimate female.  Anything less than complete slavery to a strong man made me less feminine.  Clothes and scents, and makeup didn't matter.  It was my state of mind that made me feminine, and I was almost there. The lure of being a complete woman was compelling.

Mistress would take me to the shower every third or fourth feeding and we exchanged climaxes in the same way as before.  She always had the power.  I was always hooded and chained. But that never kept us from girl on girl sex.  It was while I was being eaten out by Mistress that I realized how we were foiling nature.  Women were designed to get pleasure from being impaled by a male penis.  Our big brains had let us find ways to get pleasure from artificial penises, a human tongue, our fingers, a whipped ass, and probably by being bound. The aberration of perversion was exciting.  How versatile were women.  How easily controlled by sex.  We were all sluts at heart and I loved it. Vanilla sex was not enough, I realized.  I had been conditioned by my short time here to want more.  They were going to make me a pleasure slave who had sold her freedom, her will for sex. And, God help me, I wanted it now.


Chapter 10: Ready for Training

It was like a switch had been thrown in my head. I looked forward eagerly to Mistress' visits. I felt joy when I heard her footsteps. I had started kneeling in proper pose all the time.  I wanted to be a beautiful picture for Mistress whenever she saw me. After a few days of practice there was no soreness.  I had adapted.  I wanted to show everyone how I had embraced submission. I knew in my heart I was a slave and I wanted to be the best slave possible.

Mistress took me back to see Master James.  I knew I would do better now The last time I was unsure of my feelings. Now I was crystal clear.

"Greetings, Master."

"How do you feel, Amanda?"

"I feel good, Master."

"What are you?"

"Master, I am a woman."

"And?"

"Master, I am a slave."

"What does that mean to you?"

"Master, It means my Master or Mistress decides everything for me. It means I must obey my Master or Mistress. It means that I may feel the joys of submission."

"Would you like to have your limbs free?"

"Master, only if my Master or Mistress thinks they should be free."

"Would you like to have your hood removed?"

"Yes, Master."

"Peggy, remove Amanda's hood. Amanda close your eyes and open them a bit at a time to let them adjust slowly."
Mistress and I both said, "Yes, Master."

I felt her fingers at my throat.  She opened the buckle of the hood's strap and unwrapped it. Her fingers loosened the tight laces on the back of my head and pulled the hood up. One hand maneuvered my nose ring through the opening until it was free.  Then it was off me.  I kept my eyes closed and slowly let them relax.  The light was blinding at first.  I wanted to see again so badly,. I rushed it and my eyes ached. Finally, they were all the way open. I was looking down and the first thing I saw as I opened my eyes was my brand.  I had not seen or felt it before.  It was a stylized letter "S" sunk deep into my flesh.  I t was beautiful and erotic.  I was marked for life as chattel.  The next thing I saw was Master James, sitting in a chair a few feet away and Mistress kneeling beside his chair.  I saw my leash, descending in its catenary curve then rising to where she held it in her hand.

He reached down and took my leash from Mistress. He stood up and I felt arousal rise in me.  He was tall, broad shouldered, with a trim waist, and well muscled.  He could have been on a poster for a gymnasium.  "Stand up."

I stood and went into standing display pose. He cupped my breast in he free hand and said, "You have a delicious body, Amanda."

I felt a blush coloring my face.  I was suddenly embarrassed to be naked and helpless.  I said, "Thank you, Master, in a husky voice." I wanted him and I was free for the taking.  His hand rose to my chin and lifted it up.  His other hand took hold of my nose ring and tilted it up, out of the way and he kissed me.  It started out as a gentle brushing of lips and I leaned forward, pressing my self into him hard.

He put one arm around my neck and held my head in place while his other went around my waist. He grasped my cuffs and lifted my hands to the small of my back while he kissed me.  The steel of the cuffs dug into my back and I felt the pain ignite a flaming cauldron in my belly.  I climaxed in the middle of the kiss and screamed into his mouth. I hear the chain between my ankles jingle as I danced around his feet. He held my mouth against his until my spasms subsided.  He slowly relaxed his grip on me as I regained control.

"You kiss well, Amanda."

I answered, "Thank you, Master. You are an amazing kisser, Master."

He handed my leash back to Peggy and ordered, "Take her to the workshop and have her equipped."

Mistress said, "Yes, Master." She led me, clinking out of the room.

She led me to a room that smelled like my father's workshop.

She fastened my leash to a pillar.  I wasn't going anywhere.  She had me sit on a tall stool.

I saw several men in the room. One man was busy measuring my ankles. I asked, "Mistress, Is he going to put irons on my ankles like yours? Are all the women here shackled?"

She stuck a leg out and inspected her irons.  She said, "Yes, all the females here are ironed.  You'll get used to them.  They really don't stop you doing anything except running or kicking."

"Mistress, am I here to be punished?"

"Your actions warrant punishment, but you're mostly here to be trained."

"Mistress, I guess I broke a law by trying to sneak in here. In most places I'd have a trial and be put in prison for a while.  I don't think anyone will believe that slavery is an appropriate punishment. Do you think you may get in trouble for helping them?"

She replied calmly, without emotion, "First, look at the collar on my neck, the chains on my ankles. Do you think I have any say here? Give any orders?  No.  I'm a slave, too.  Just because I like it here doesn't mean I have any control.  Second, The outside world doesn't know about this place and no girl ever escapes.  The people in charge here are very powerful and their protections are first rate.  No, I don't think I will ever get in trouble unless I disobey an order.  Anyway, I like it here"

I knew her second reason had a flaw.  Someone sent me here to see what was happening.  Someone knew this place existed and wanted to know more.

"Why has no girl ever escaped?

Mistress said, "Don't consider escaping. The men do not trust us.  The slave girls are always well restrained.  We are either locked in a secure place like this, or we're fastened to something we can't move, or we're chained hand and foot and escorted by a man.  Accept this or you'll be unhappy. I've heard some girls are sent home after a while.  Most don't want to leave but they don't have a choice. Besides, I like it here better than before.  Life here is easy and full of pleasure."

"Mistress, are there any free women here?"

'Yes, there are a few.  I don't know why or how, but try not to fall under their power. I've heard they are unpleasant to slave girls.  I've met some girls they've sold.  They are ruined and miserable.  They have to be retrained."

I watched the smith work, turning a plain length of steel into a work of art any girl would be proud to wear. It was beautiful. A grand example of the blacksmith's art.

He returned and showed me the cuff he had finished.  Pretty, despite its intention.  He lifted my right leg  and placed my ankle in the opened circlet of steel. A large vise closed it. I felt its snug grip on my ankle stop short of discomfort. The smith's hammer sung its song and I prayed his aim would be true. When he finished the rivets held the anklet snug on my ankle. A padlock held a short chain to the anklet. He ordered me to stand and checked the fit. The smith judged it good and started on my other anklet.

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

It was really happening to me. Hobbled like an errant horse and clumsy in my shackles. I would have fallen several times if the smith had not caught me. There was not enough chain for a decent step, but plenty to snag a toe. These shackles were permanent. There was no key. Only a smith could free me. No man would ever want me free to run or kick. No woman would ever be able to free me. I would wear these shaming, limiting, clanking symbols of my slavery forever.

I felt tears trickling down my cheeks.  I was mourning my lost freedom. I had no idea where I was or how I came here.  It looked like they planned to keep me for a long time. At least my shackles were comfortable and not ugly.  If I must be a slave, at least these looked clean, almost elegant.

I didn't want to be anyone's slave, but when I glanced at my shackles a thrill of excitement ran through me.. If I was going to survive with my will intact, I was going to have to find a way to enjoy this until I could find a way out.  I thought, "Pretend its a game that will end sometime."  It was all I could think of.  I would play it with hope and good cheer, as if I was always hoping to find the joy of submission.  I'd smile and not complain.  Besides, I liked some of my introduction.  My belly was pulsing with need.  I hope someone would give me another orgasm.  It helped my attitude a lot. Unexpectedly, my loins were aflame with submissive heat and I could feel my juices running down my legs. I left a glistening trail behind me on the floor. I apologized to the smith, “I'm sorry I'm making such a mess.”

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

They handled me like a dumb animal. They spoke few words. Mistress stood close and talked to me. She told me that as soon as I was finished here, she'd take me to where I could clean up..  She was a comfort to me, even while I was being worked on. The men rearranged me as they needed to do their work. They removed the chain from my ankles and unlocked my hands, then strapped me face up on a strange 'X' shaped table. I had a huge red ball gag strapped in my mouth. They rolled large tools up to the table and used them to fit  gleaming bands around my wrists and neck.

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

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

Joy that it was pretty and regret that it was so strong.. There was no way I could remove the collar without a smith's help. I stared at my collar. It was just as shiny and beautiful as my others.  It looked heavy and obdurate. I would wear it as long as they wanted, possibly for the rest of my life. It would define me as slave far more than its mates on my wrists and ankles. To everyone who saw it, it was me. No matter what I did or said, what else I wore, how I looked, this shining mass of metal was alive with malice. Once it grasped my neck it would shout with glee 'I hold this slave for you to see. I will hold her forever. Command her.'

I didn't want to wear it, but that didn't matter anymore.  No one cared what I wanted. I would wear it, perhaps for the rest of my life.  Objectively, it was beautiful.  It looked like a fine piece of jewelry, a little big for my tastes, but impressive nonetheless.  It was a beautiful ornament such as a Queen might wear.  It would enhance the beauty of anyone who wore it.  I feared its cold embrace tight on my throat would change me. It was the hand of every man who had ever owned the body and soul of a woman. How could I not know I was a slave with it on my neck?

They clamped the collar into a large machine and I lay upon its cold surface. My neck was  inserted into it and the machine closed the collar. It was like a large, smooth hand  claiming me. When  closed, I could feel it  touching every inch of my neck in a snug grip. It was fastened somehow without rivets.  It didn't matter.  I couldn't remove it and I didn't think anyone who could, would remove it.  I had better get used to it..

I lay there for many minutes feeling the work that enslaved me and I didn't care. When the machine opened, I verified that my collar was heavy. I lifted my head and sat up. One of the smiths held up a mirror for me to see. Just like I thought. It was beautiful and it proclaimed I was a slave, as I expected.

My thoughts whirled, "I couldn't get these chains off.  I'd have to get them to remove them.  I had to find a way to be more useful free.  This was just an act.  I had to play along for now, but I had to be alert, be willing to chance escape at the first opportunity. Slavery was a mental state and I wasn't one, but I had to conceal that.  I would feign acceptance of my situation until I had the opportunity to act. I had no way out now, but I would find one.  I was not a slave.  I had to act like one to gain their trust, to relax their guard.  This act would not be hard.  I looked the part now and all I had to do was be docile and obedient, until it was time for me to not be."

But I knew that every new bit of metal I wore made it easier for them to keep me.  Judging from what I've heard so far, the collar and chains are never removed from us.  How convenient for the men who owned us.  Just keep us locked to a wall or post or rock or floor and we had no chance of escape.  Even if I did get away from my master, I had no idea where we were or how I could find transport that would take a collared, chained slave girl.  Likely whoever I found would just keep me for themselves.  No. I needed to find a way for my master to think it better for him if I were freed of these chains, but I had no idea how to do that.

Mistress had rings in her nipples.  I wondered if they would put them in me  I had thought of having more piercings.  I doubted they would choose any designs I liked.  Hers looked heavy.  I liked the smaller, more feminine look.  I'm sure they wouldn't ask me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I heard Mistress thank the smith and compliment him on his high quality. She removed my gag and unlocked my tether from the pillar. She clipped a light leash on my collar and led me across the room to a mirror. I looked at my reflection. I was beautiful. My arms were completely concealed behind me and totally useless.  I was trim, slim, and absolutely helpless. My nose ring shone in the light and said "Slave" as much as my collar. She ran her hands over my breasts and said, "You have lovely breasts, Amanda.  They'll be much improved when they're ringed."

I said in a soft voice, "You really think so, Mistress? Yours are lovely, but are my breasts too large? Will I get the same rings as you?  Do all the new girls get them?"

"Yes, all new girls get the same rings. You'll get rings in your nipples and loins, too."

And what do I call you?'

"You address every woman without a nose ring and your instructors as 'Mistress'  And every man as 'Master'"

"Do you like your rings, Mistress?"

"Amanda, you don't call me 'Mistress' now. I have a nose ring. Call me Peggy. I'm a slave, too. Yes, I think they look good.  You'll find they make you a little aroused as they move and tug at your flesh."

She led me out of the shop. She led me back into the corridor. My gait was uncertain. I had never had to walk with chained ankles before. I kept trying to take too long a step and had it jerked to a stop several inches shy of my natural stride. My ankle chain was the same length as Marie's.  Her stride matched mine and as soon as I learned to walk smoothly I easily kept up with her.

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

I walked very slow. My arms were hurting from their harsh traction.  I was getting excited, despite myself.  Through another barred gate and we entered a cell block.  A wide corridor with a wall of bars on either side.  Concrete walls separated the cells.  We passed several occupied with girls about my age.  They wore chains like mine and most of them came to the front of their cells to watch me.  None of them spoke.

The only sound was the clink of my chains as I walked.  She opened one of the doors with a key and led me in. The room was only a little wider than I was tall, maybe eight feet.  It was longer, say twelve feet deep. There were several stout rings set in the concrete walls.  A heavy chain hung from one ring into a neat pile on the floor on the back wall..

It was grim. Bare concrete floor with a drain hole in the corner.  A small, thin pad lay on the floor.  My seat and bed.  Hooray.  A pipe for water, but none was running now. A flexible dildo fastened to the wall about four feet above the drain. She took me to the dildo and said, "This will give you water to drink if you suck it properly.  Water will be turned on to flush your waste when you are at training."  She picked up the end  of the chain, locked it to my collar then she removed the leash. 

She said. "You will get a meal in about an hour.  Don't miss the drain or you'll have to clean it up. You're confused. You know you were taken because of your behavior, but you don't know why you're here.  Its easy, you are now a slave.  You've lost your freedom.  We will train you to be a good slave.  If you learn your lessons you will have a good life under a benevolent master.  If you resist and don't do well you will be a pony girl for the rest of your life and spend your days hauling people and things and your nights alone in a stable.?"  She left and locked the cell door. 

My cell had blank walls of concrete, no windows and a single light far overhead. A dismal, cold, hard place to stay. My prison. A slave's prison for sure.

I was thirsty so I tried the dildo. I put my mouth around its tip. Just rubbery stuff. I sucked. Nothing happened. I sucked hard. Still nothing. I put it all the way into my mouth, just as deep as it would go and sucked . Nothing. I tried squeezing my lips hard on it while I sucked. Water, glorious water. It worked. I sucked and sucked.

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

I heard a voice say, "Brand new, huh?"

I sat up and saw the blond in the cell across the corridor looking at me through the bars separating us.  She was chained just like me.  I said, "Yeah. I'm Amanda..."

"Remember there are microphones and cameras everywhere.  We're always watched."

"I was skeptical, "How do you know?  I don't see anything."

"None of us can, but somehow they know and punish the girls who break the rules even if they're all by themselves."

"OK. I'll be careful.  I'm Amanda. Do they keep us chained like this all the time?"

"I'm Annette. The leg irons never come off.  They release our hands when they want us to use them for something.  They're always pulled high and tight like this when we're in our cells and lots of other times."

"Do they unlock our hands for meals?"

She laughed grimly, "Hah.  No.  They give you your food in a bowl on the floor.  We eat like animals."

"I won't do that.  I'm a person, not an animal. Its demeaning."

"Yeah.  That's what they want.  Us to realize we're just livestock to them. If you don't eat everything in the bowl without hesitation, you'll get whipped."

"Do you know why you're here?"

"Yeah. I was an embarrassment to my folks so I got sent here."

How could they do this to you?"

"Mom's a legislator and Dad's a federal judge.  I got arrested once too many times, I think.  I was a royal pain to them and they found this cute little place to put me so I wouldn't embarrass them anymore."

"You're kidding.  Have they seen how you're treated?"

"Sure, they come here a couple of times a year to see me.  They tell me how good I look and how much better behaved I am. Whoever runs this place let's me have my hands free while they're here and drink some wine.  They give my dad a clicker to reward me with if I'm good.  I used to plead with them to let me go home. I stopped asking after the first couple of times.  Now I'm the perfect, attentive daughter that never argues with them and they use the clicker to give me an orgasm several times a day.  I'm such a slave. They tell me they have a much better life with me here. Then they leave. They've visited me eight times. Before they come I want to go home.  After they've left, I want to stay here.  They just remind me of all the shit I used to do to annoy them. I'm sorry for that, but I'm glad I'm not there any more."

How long have you been here? If you don't mind talking about it."

'I don't mind.  Almost two years. Usually girls are only here for training and then they're bought and their owners take them away.  Management bought me and three other girls.  We're public slaves.  we clean up the village and paths and we're the ones assigned to visitors for their stay.  Girls stay here until they're bought.  Management puts us public slaves in an auction after we've been here for two years.  I'll be sold at the next auction. I'm looking forward to that.  Life in a house has to be better than working on the streets."

My history was much different from Annette's. I had been a mercenary , a former soldier doing dangerous work with my skills.  I had come here with a small team to sneak onto the island and find out what the people here were doing.  I was the computer specialist. The two men with me were skilled professionals with the latest equipment.  We hadn't had a chance.  We were surrounded by afar superior force within a hundred yards of our landfall.  The men with us fought and died. Tess and I were captured. I was helplessly chained, collared, and being trained as a pleasure slave.  Probably Tess was too.  Ravished, whipped, aroused, and collared I lay naked and chained to the wall in a cell.  I didn't know what the future held.  I was terrified and helpless. I was at the mercy of strangers.

I took stock again.  I could see. My arms were pulled tight together, my hands high on my back and locked. My shoulders ached with the strain. Any movement brought pain and more aches. I felt the weight of my collar and its snug embrace.  My wrist and ankle bands were snug, but not so heavy.  The steel band around my waist was tight, like a corset.  It restricted how deeply I could inhale. My eyes returned to the "S" branded into my thigh.  It was more permanent than any of the metal on me. The pad under me helped, but the concrete under it was hard.  I was warm but couldn't feel or hear any air movement.  The room was lit dimly from the overhead fixture and silent as a tomb.  I couldn't think of a thing to do but wait. I needed a drink in the worst way.

I remembered Mistress's words. I didn't want to be here.    I knew I couldn't escape unless I found some way to get these chains off.   I was going to be trained to be a good slave.  I had to play along until I was trusted.  I knew about the Stockholm Syndrome. Maybe I could make my captors believe I was developing a psychological alliance with them.  I sure wasn't going to really succumb to it.  I was too tough for that.  I had to make them believe I was all in.  They needed to think these chains weren't needed.  I sure wasn't going to love my Master, but I really enjoyed the sex with him.

He was an excellent lover who made sure I orgasmed plenty.  I think I'd like him as my lover, maybe even a husband.  As he said, I had no choice.  He would decide how we would interact.  I was pretty sure I would have to be his sub and obey him in everything.  It really didn't matter what I wanted.  Everyone here said I was his slave and I didn't know how to get out of here. Ipso facto, I had better learn how to be a good slave. Did my parents really want me to be his slave? 

A nagging, unsettled feeling rumbled through my belly. My sex and nipples pulsed with continuous arousal from the constant weight and presence of my chains.   How I looked in the mirror flashed before my eyes. This collar wasn't jewelry. I couldn't take it or my chains off when I wanted.  They were permanent and I would never be free of them.  Anyone who held one was my master and had total control of me.  A flash of submissive lust kicked my arousal higher yet. I looked so erotic and helpless.  I could only think my Master wanted me this way.  Why wasn't he taking me now? I wondered if I could use a clicker to make myself orgasm? Well, one could hope. There was nothing I could do about it.  Shit.


Chapter 10: Training Amanda

Peggy and six men released us, unlocked our hands. Which meant they were still fasted to the back of our belts and we could only reach them about foot in front of us. They formed us up in four rows in the center of the room. Peggy stood in front of us and said, "Position training. New girls do what the others do. Memorize these positions and their names or numbers. Practice them in your cells. Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Peggy and watched the girls around me for confirmation. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. It was like the kneeling position Aaron had taught me except for the standing bit. I was surprised when I felt the sharp sting of an instructors whip on my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. After the room stilled, Peggy yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Peggy yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Peggy said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected ten more stripes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Peggy said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time this morning I had assumed this position.

Peggy yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Peggy yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

I expected a break, but no. Peggy went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room. Peggy was in great shape. We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour. The men had a much easier time trotting beside us, free of any restraints. They used their whips freely. After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Peggy sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was.

When we started flagging, Peggy slowed us back to a walk and we finished up that way. We cooled down and were allowed to shower, ten girls at a time. I was so glad to get the stink off me.

We were fed once a day after our exercises. After our shower our hands were locked high on our backs and we were lined up into four rows. I noticed one row was short two girls. When all the girls were lined up, Peggy barked, "Position three, Kneeling Display."

We all dropped to our knees and assumed the position.

The two missing girls came through a side door, both pushing a silver serving cart. They went down the rows and put a bowl of water and a bowl of food in front of each girl. When it was delivered they put the remaining bowls in front of their positions and knelt.

Peggy said, "Eat." All the girls bent forward and either lapped up some water or started eating. I heard clanks as their collar rings hit the edge of the metal bowls.

I looked at the bowl in astonishment. Women don't eat out of a bowl on the floor. We're not animals. I don't care if we are slaves, we are still people! I was angry and terrified. I wanted to rebel. Would they punish me if I didn't eat? Did I want to the  feel the whip again? Did I just want  reassurance of my status? Or did I just want to be aroused by the whip?

A man came up behind me and asked, "Do you need some help?"

I said in a soft voice, "Yes, Master."

A stinging blow landed on my shoulder. He said, “ Eat it all now!”

The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. My shoulders were on fire and my chains held me fast. I realized I had been foolish and resolved to be  obedient in the future. Slaves were not permitted dignity or allowed any independent action. “Yes, Master!” I exclaimed,  ashamed of both my submission and the sexual heat that had erupted in my belly. I felt like I would climax if he struck me one more time. I hoped he would touch me some other way.

The men watched while we ate. I ate everything in my bowl, a tasteless porridge with bits of meat and vegetable. There was no way to keep my nose ring out of the food, so I got some of the food on my nose ring and my cheeks. I licked the bowl clean when I finished. The same two girls took the bowls and wiped our faces with a damp cloth.

After eating we were allowed free time in the big room.  Talking and sex play with each other was the only entertainment.  I made it my plan to talk to every girl in the facility and learn their stories.  After an hour we were ordered to go back to our cells. We could lock ourselves to the chain or Peggy would do it when she made her rounds.  When she came in she locked the chain to my collar then she showed me the box of pink pills.  Take one a day unless you want a baby.  If you forget, tell me.  If you get pregnant there will be much punishment.  Your master might let you have the child.  If its a girl, she'll be a slave here.  If a boy, he'll go up for adoption. She left me with my hands locked in position two.

Usually Master, but sometimes Mistress, would come and take us out of our cells for punishment and our special training. We were told it was orgasm training, but I'd think they should call it whipped to orgasm.  They put us in coffle, locked our hands high on our backs, and marched us into a long room that had a long steel bar fastened to the floor. There were supports every ten feet.  They separated the coffle in the middle to make two fifteen-girl coffles. Half of us were bent over the bar and leashes held our nose rings to floor rings.  I was in the first group and the trainers made us bend over the bar at our waist. Then we were fastened in place.   The other fifteen girls had their hands released, were given  a whip. I was dismayed to hear them ordered to give us ten strokes. I had hoped the trainers would use us. After all we were in perfect fuck toy position.

The girl behind me was of course hampered in her swing by the chain on her wrist, It still hurt like the blazes when she hit me. The sharp bite of her whip told me it was a real whip and not a crop.  I yelped along with most of us bent over the rail. The second stroke landed just below the first and I felt like she had cut the skin.  The third stripe flamed below the second and my whole belly felt hot. 

I thought I felt arousal growing in me.  The fourth stroke made me certain I feeling arousal.  It must be my bondage I thought.  I was helpless and another slave was whipping me, all of us, and not for punishment. Every stroke after made my ass flame hotter and drove me closer to climax.  How can this be?  I was whining and moaning with every stroke but the arousal was overcoming the pain. I thought I would orgasm at the ninth and tenth strokes, but I couldn't.  The whipping wasn't enough.  I needed more.  I was in an agony of frustration.,  I was so close.  I needed release.  I stamped my feet and wriggled my ass as much as I could.  If they would only touch me.

Then I heard, "Now rub their pussy with the handle then shove it in her."

Thank God. Then I felt the handle on my pussy, gently rubbing.  I pleaded, "Harder, Mistress, please." She heard me. I heard a loud click as the leather covered handle slipped between my swollen sex lips and I climaxed with a squeal of delight.  There was a chorus of squeals all around me.  She left the handle in me and I felt my vagina muscles spasming around it, sucking it in all the way.  After a minute the trainers released my leash and moved my coffle out of the way.  The handle was still in me and in the girls I could see.  It looked like a thick, brown tampon string dangling between our legs.  We couldn't remove the whips until our hands were freed.

The girls who whipped us to orgasm took our places and we were marched behind them.  A man freed my hands and said, "Retrieve your whips girls. If they are too slippery, have the girl in front of you lick them clean."

I pulled on the whip and felt the handle move deep within me I found the soaked leather handle quite slippery so I stepped up so my damp pussy was pushing hard on her ass.  I wiggled a little and reached over he back and said, "Lick it clean, slave."

She wisely complied since I had the power now.  After it felt clean I shoved it all the way in her mouth and said, suck hard, slave."

She did an excellent job and I took it out and backed up. On the Master's command I whipped her ass, slowly as she had done mine.  I loved the way she jumped and squealed when I hit her.  I understood now why men and women love to whip girls.  They are so rewarding. When all the girls were ready the trainers spaced themselves evenly along the row of bound girls and held something out in their hands. When we were ordered to insert the whip handles in our prey, the men pressed their thumbs down on the toy clickers in their hands. The girls all orgasmed immediately after the clicks.

All the girls got an orgasm the same way I had.  I found it surprising that all of us were able to orgasm from a whipping.  If I had known, I would have found me a bad boy and had orgasms every night, maybe more.

On the third day of my training I was introduced to the coffle and pony girl training. After out free time a guard wheeled in a cart filled with chain and locks.  They lined us up in single file. The guard pushed the cart beside us. When they reached me two guards took a four foot length of chain and locked it to the front of my collar and the back of the girl in front of me. When they were done all thirty of us were linked in single file, neck to neck. Four guards watched us and Peggy was our trainer.   We did calisthenics until we were all sweating.  A brief rest then we pulled heavy sledges around the yard.

This was my first experience with the coffle.  It was much more demeaning than it sounds like.  I had read stories where it was described, but its impact on me was breathtaking.  Even with my hands free I was more confined than in the cell.  I could only move in unison with the rest of the coffle.  I couldn't kneel or stand or walk unless we all moved together.  There were thirty young, healthy women on the coffle.   We were easily controlled by four guards. Heck, one was enough.   All our education and fitness and desire were useless against the collar and chain.  We learned to coordinate our motions to move smoothly with our neighbors.  Failure meant jerks of all our necks and whips striping our asses for clumsiness.

The sledges were just wooden frames with concrete blocks stacked on them.  They had steel poles with cross handles for a girl to push on.  Each position had a two foot long chain dangling that was locked to our collars. The chain of girls was led around to each sledge.  Some girls had their collars chained to their vehicle and unlocked from the coffle. There were sledges sized for one, two, three, and four girls. We pushed those damned sledges around and around that courtyard until we collapsed.  We must have been fun to watch for the guards laughed continuously.  I was on a four girl sledge, ten feet behind the one in front.  The guards followed us around at a slow walk. They would flick our asses with their whips when they thought we weren't working hard enough.

The training wasn't bad, per se.  Humiliating, demeaning, but good exercise. And the sex was first rate.  The thing I disliked the most was our weekly coffle excursion into the village.

After our training day was over, but before being fed, my class was lined up and our collars were locked to a long chain. We were spaced four feet apart, hands locked at the small of our backs.  We were in a line of thirty girls and we were taken outside.  Trainers walked beside us with whips coiled in their hands. The front end of our coffle was hooked to the back of a cart drawn by four pony girls. 

We had to walk slow because of our hobbles.  Before we started one of the trainers said, "Girls, Always start with your left foot.  Watch the feet of the girl in front of you and match her stride.  All your hobbles are the same length, so always step as far as you can..  Keep your tethers slack or there will be jerking."

We were led through the streets of a well manicured village.  We passed a number of neat houses and a shopping area.  There were people all along our route.  Some watched us and others ignored us.  There were men and women outside tending gardens, driving pony girl drawn carriages, and doing everything one would expect in a small town on a sunny day.  No one seemed surprised or excited by our naked parade.  All the women wore collars, ankle chains, and were naked.  I decided the whole female population was enslaved. But I was wrong. 

In the main part of town I saw several free, clothed women alone and in groups of two or three.  I watched a pair of free women who walked close to our path so they could get a close look.  They pointed at as and evaluated our bodies as we passed them.  They said I had a nice rack and “If I buy you slave, I’ll whip those knockers when you’re bad.”

We were led around town for an hour before going back inside and fed. 

I have never felt so low as when those free women  snickered at us. When I was free I would have wiped the floor with both of them.  I was a fiercely proud of myself then.  Today, when they used me for a demonstration I was helpless and meek.  I knew they had every right to do whatever they wanted with me. My only concern was for minimizing pain.  I hadn't even thought about my pride. 

I was a slave.  Mostly it was good and exciting when I was with a master. But when I was being handled by strangers, by people who had no duty to care for me, I was afraid of what they might do. 

The coffle parade was repeated every week. I would watch my manners next time, no, always.

Since we were a source of free, unskilled labor, we were taken out to tend the farm when things needed doing.  In my second week of training, all of us were taken out to weed the long rows of vegetables and fruit.  Each row of plants was separated by two feet of grass and had a fence in the center of the plantings. The fence supported a drip irrigation system and the posts at the ends of the rows were sturdy concrete filled steel pipes.  All the ones in the middle were simple metal fence posts.  There was a sunshade at the start of each row.

We were given sun block and slathered it all over each other.  The trainers gave us wide-brimmed straw hats and sunglasses, locked our hands behind us, and put us in coffle.  They led us out to the farm and each girl stood in front of a row.  When it was my turn a trainer ran a steel cable between my legs, on top of my ankle chain and locked it to a heavy ring on the steel post, freed my hands, unlocked me from the coffle, and gave me a hoe and a wicker basket.  I was told to hoe up the weeds and put them in the basket.  When the basket was full, I was to call the gardener.  He would give me an empty basket and dump the weeds into a pony cart. When the cart was full the pony girl would take it to the compost pile and a slave girl chained to a concrete block there would empty it. We were watched all the time.  If we missed weeds, we were sent back with a lash on our asses to remind us to be thorough. The slowest girl was visited by the gardener or a trainer and encouraged to work faster.  I had never done this before so I was one of the first ones "Encouraged."  The gardener walked up behind me and snapped, "Punishment position."

I dropped the hoe, fell to my knees, and raised my ass high. He gave me six strokes from his whip and said, "Work faster, slave or next time you'll receive twenty lashes. Get to work. "

My bottom was on fire without a hint of arousal. I yelled, "Yes, Master," sprang up and grabbed my hoe. I worked as fast as I could and, fortunately, improved with practice.  I kept up after that.  The whip is a great incentive.

We got to take a break in the shade every half hour and they gave us water bottles.

It was hot, hard work, but I enjoyed being outside in the sunshine, doing something useful. I hope my master has a garden.


Chapter 11: Investigation

Master has a party every Wednesday, Friday and Saturday in the chateau.  At first I was chagrined by every free woman who examined me.  Initially they think I am a hired performer, an actress or bondage model playing a slave. Some of them seem convinced I really am a slave after watching me serve and perform for hours.  I suppose a good actress could play the part, but if it was me, my fees would be high.  They see Marie and me used as sex toys by our master, by strange men, by strange women, even themselves if they are bold. 

They whip me to orgasm, play my body like an instrument and force me to give them pleasure with every hole of my body.  I think what convinces them I'm really a slave is that no free woman would let people control her so totally.  More than once a night Master puts a leash on my nose ring and leads me around the room on my hands and knees, encouraging the guests to strike my ass with the whips he provides.  My crawl ends with me on the stage in a forced orgasm.   

Now, after only two parties, I don't feel any negative emotions.  I am just obeying my Master, hoping he will get pleasure from my actions.  I answer every question truthfully and I find none of them demeaning.  How can one demean a slave.  I look up at everyone. There's another party tonight.

Mid-morning, Marie and I have bathed , exercised, and are cleaning the parlor when Ralph enters the room.  We are fastened to floor rings with long chains so we can reach the corners of the room.  We kneel and face Master Ralph and wait for orders.  He said, "I need to take you to the ballroom. Stand up." We stand and cross our hands behind us.

He locked my hands behind me and clipped a leash on my nose ring.  He does the same to Marie. He unlocked us from our tethers and led us to the ballroom. Master is there with a woman, clothed and free I don't recognize.  Ralph leads us to Master and hands him our leashes.  We both kneel and say, "Greetings, Master."

This is Angelique. She is an artist and is going to decorate you for the party tonight.  Obey her."

"Yes, Master."

"Stand up." We stand. He leads us to a pillar and fastens our leashes to it. One on each side. Shortened so we can't kneel or sit.  We have to stand.   He unlocks my hands and pulls them in front then up and over my head, back down to the back of my neck and locks them to the back of my collar.  Same attachment point as usual, but my elbows are beside my head instead of folded flat against my back. He does the same to Marie. He puts blindfolds on both of us.

"They are all yours. You understand what I want?"

"Yes. I'll need two hours for each one."

She paints our bodies.  She doesn't talk much. Just  gives orders on how to move and stand.  The room is warm and the paint is cool at first then unnoticeable.  She does Marie first.  It is boring just standing there in the dark.  Eventually she comes to me and I feel the cool paint on my back and breasts. I feel the submissive heat as she moves my nipple rings around. Then she moves to my loins and I feel it coating my ass and my thighs. When she does my pussy I feel the slave heat ignite my belly. My cunt get wet as the brush strokes my nether lips. I feel drops running down the inside of my thighs as she moves my labia and clit rings around.

She said, "My, you're hot today."

"Yes, Mistress," I reply, "I have been trained to respond quickly to sexual stimulus."

"It must be wonderful."

"Yes, Mistress, and sometimes terrible."

"Terrible?"

"Yes, Mistress, when I'm forced into endless orgasms or aroused and then denied release."

"What's the most orgasms you've had in a row?"

"Mistress, I don't know.  I can't keep track when I'm in multiple orgasms.  I can hardly speak, much less keep track."

"Are you ready to orgasm now?"

"Almost, Mistress.  If you rub my sex lips a little more I'll be ready then if you touch my clit or nipple I will orgasm."

"Let's see." She stroked my sex lips some more, each stroke making me hotter and more aroused. A moan of pleasure escaped my lips and My belly started to tremble.  I gasped, "Now, Mistress, Now."

She thrust her fingers inside my love canal and squeezed my clit with her thumb. My orgasm was wonderful, powerful. I felt wonderfully submissive as this stranger took such control, of my body.

Master has had something made for Marie and I.  I don't think we'll like it.  It was delivered today and the workmen installed it in the middle of the ballroom. A round base was bolted to the floor then an oval frame was installed in its center that rotates around its vertical avis. Taller than it is wide, made of heavy steel, it has rings every two inches. It has two flat plates sticking out from the base of the oval, less than an inch above the base plate.  Marie and I examined it . The plates are placed so that our feet fit perfectly, with our hobble chains taut.  They are meant for us or other slaves to stand on  The rings around it must be to fasten us to.  Both of us are fitted with many rings also.  I was sure we'd find out tonight at the party.

Master seemed to like the audience's reaction to our ass fucking while eating routine. It has become standard.  Previously, after dinner, Marie and I had done our dressage routines. Tonight he used the new oval rack. He asked for a volunteer to help prepare me.  He chose a red haired woman with breasts nearly as large as mine.  Her first task was to bind my breasts. Master gave her two thin leather straps and told her to put one around the base of each of my breasts and tighten them snugly. She smiled at me the whole time. I watched and felt her wrap the strap around the base of my left breast and pull it very tight.  My breast looked like an inflated balloon stuck on my chest.  Soon I had two balloons on my chest The straps were tight but not painful. Master positioned m at the oval with my feet on their plates.  He had her clip my ankle cuffs to the rings beside them. Then he gave her two more straps and had her tighten then above my knees with the "D" rings on the outside.  He attached a chain to each strap, pulled my knees wide, and fastened them to the closest rings on the oval.

He walked around behind me, unlocked my hands, lifted them over my head and locked each cuff to a ring on the oval.  I was now stretched tight across the oval and securely fastened.  He wasn't done though. He said, "Open."

I was going to be gagged.  Damn. I obeyed and opened my mouth.  He stuck a large, long penis gag in my mouth and buckled it tight.  The only sounds I might make now would come through my nose. To my dismay he handed the woman a box filled with light chain.  He told her, "Use these chains and fasten each of her rings to a ring on the oval.  Stretch her open in all directions.  Make all the chains taut, please."

He turned to the audience and said, "Both of my slaves have been trained to orgasm to the whip.  It usually just takes a few strokes to get her ready, but she can't come unless she then is directly stimulated in an erogenous zone.  Iris is thoroughly trained to orgasm only when I want. A finger in her pussy, or on a nipple, for instance,  Their first drills involved being heated with a whip then having the handle shoved inside their cunt.  They really can't tell the difference anymore between pleasure and pain. When Iris is whipped, it drives her wild with passion. If she is whipped to a frenzy and left alone for some time, she will orgasm with a mere finger in her cunt. She will stay hot and aroused for hours, in desperate need of release until I choose to let her climax.  She is like a  balloon filled with wonderful, unbearable pressure until I  allow her to orgasm."

He was correct, of course.  What he didn't tell them was that too many orgasms too close together was painful and exhausting.  And being left to simmer and pray for release was pure torture.  He was going to wring me out like a wet dishrag for all these people to enjoy.  My emotions were all over the place.  I was excited to be aroused by strangers, scared of how far they might push me, anxious to make my Master proud, embarrassed to be so helpless and exposed, and sexually aroused beyond measure.

The volunteer was busy fastening all my rings to the oval as he spoke.  She cooed to me as she stretched me tight,, like a baby or a small animal she was soothing me through quiet baby talk, "There, there, that feels so good, doesn't it. I've never touched a woman like this before.  You're so beautiful. I could just eat you up." She fastened my nipple rings high and pulled them tight.  I raised on tiptoe to lessen the pain in my stretched nipples.  Then she tightened them some more so I couldn't relieve the tension. I whimpered as she strung me up high. When she finished I was opened for them to see my innermost secrets.  I was stretched tight like a dissected frog in high school.  I was forced to stand on tiptoe to lessen the strain on my pussy and breasts My nipple rings were pulled up and out, lifting my breasts painfully tight.  She had used two chains to fasten my nose ring.  One to each side and up so I had to lift my head and couldn't turn either direction.  My labia rings were each pulled far apart She had even clipped chains to my earrings and pulled my earlobes tight and straight out. I was utterly immobilized, every inch of my body displayed tautly with no way to lessen the strain. I had never been so helpless before.  My body was taut like a violin string.

Iris was delightfully presented to the audience.  Every inch of skin was visible and available for their pleasure. Thomas looked her over. It was almost a shame not to take her as she stood.  But, no. That pleasure would wait.  His purpose tonight was to use her as bait.  He had only had three parties and already the word was spreading.  His agents were getting feelers from every wealthy and infamous figure in the country.  Soon he might have Mr. Arken coming to him.  The slave girls were perfect bait for a sated mercenary.

Helplessly chained in the oval, Iris could not even turn her head and knew she would not know who whipped her, much less evade the slicing whip.  Slave heat burned in her belly as she waited for the stinging, burning strokes to fall. She knew her surrender was inevitable

How her former gang would laugh if they could see her now.  She had strutted her superior intellect and used their greed to make herself the leader.  Now her intellect was only a tool she seldom took out of its drawer.  She lived only to serve her master and savor the excitement of submission.  She knew she could never go back, for that would mean living without her Master. She had learned her purpose in life and would not leave it, even if her Master permitted. She was obedient, intelligent chattel expected to obey, denied clothing, kept chained at all times and used as a sex toy by her Master. And she loved it.  She glowed in her submission and every stinging whip mark was her gateway to heaven.

Master said, "Iris is ready for an orgasm. I will have Marie demonstrate." He unlocked Marie's hands and gave her the whip.  She stepped beside me.  Her first stroke seared a line of heat across my ass and the heat in my belly rose.  By her third stroke I was ready to come.  I was moaning . She walked back in front of me and all the party goers crowded around to watch. She raised an index finger and thrust it into my cunt. I exploded with my first orgasm.  My belly spasmed causing me to pull on all my rings and I cried out in pain and joy.

Master took the whip from her and asked, "Who would like to be next?"  All of you will get a chance to control her, to force her to orgasm at your touch." He handed the whip to the first woman to approach.

***

After the guests had left, Master took me off the oval.  I was exhausted and horny. I had been given so many orgasms I lost count.  More than twenty, and my belly was aflame with submissive lust.  I wanted him to take me to bed and fill my belly with his maleness.  It was somehow better, more real than these forced orgasms while my pussy was empty.  It was like artificial sweeteners. The taste was there, but no substance.

That night after he had used me and I was cuddled into his arms, he told me he had two men ask if their wives could be trained to be like Marie and I. I was not surprised. I had been made into every man's wet dream, an enthusiastic sex toy with no inhibitions.  Marie and I would do anything we were told and smile all the time.

"What did you tell them, Master?"

"What do you think?"

"I think you said it would take two months and cost half a million dollars."

"Very good. Two months and half a million."

"So much?"

"A fair price to turn an ordinary, useless wife into an obedient sex slave. They both agreed and are bringing the women back tomorrow for pick up. Of course the women think its another party."

"The people you invite to the parties are wealthy, I guess, but still, it seems like a lot of money for a slave girl, when they have to provide the girl."

"Iris, trained girls like you and Marie are priceless.  I wouldn't part with either of you for a million dollars.  Literally. A week ago I turned down an offer to sell you for a million dollars, U.S.

"Master. I would sell me for a million dollars.  If I do, can I keep the money?"

Iris, my love.  You don't own you. I do. So I get the money."

"Bastard. After all I've gone through for you, I don't even get to keep my proceeds?"

"Right."

"Then I'm not going to sell me.  You will have to keep feeding me."

"Yes, and keep you entertained, too.  I'm not sleepy anymore. On your back, slave girl."

I rolled over onto my bound arms. "Yes, Master. take me hard, please."


Chapter 12: Arken

"Mr. Arken, I'm glad to meet you.  Did you enjoy the show?"

"Very much. Are they really slaves?"

"Yes, I own them."

"You must be good to them.  They seem genuinely happy."

"They're good for me too.  I'm glad you came.  Would you be surprised that my little show here was intended to attract you?"

"Interesting. Me personally, or people like me?"

"You personally.  You have some information I would like to purchase from you?"

"Really.  I don't think we have had any dealings in the past, so it must be about my clients. You know I am trusted because I do not gossip.  Its bad for repeat business."

"I understand and would not ask you to divulge anything against your conscience.  But I had to ask to see if you would put a price on this information. That's why we're talking now."

"All right. What do you want to know?"

"You recently put together a five person team to do some infiltration and surveillance work on an island.  I want to know who hired you."

"Ah. I was wondering how that would turn out.  The people who hired me to set that mission up are liars.  I was well paid, but everything they told me was untrue. I will have no problem telling you about them for $100,000.  I'll tell you their true identities for $200,000."

"Your price is acceptable. What did they lie about?"

"First, Mr. Allen, I must explain how my business works.  I am a broker.  People with difficult needs come to me and I try and match them up with people with the necessary skills.  My business is legitimate and deals with reputable people and firms.  The illegitimate people have different channels.  I specialize in finding people with good, marketable, mostly military skills.  Many of my  customers are government agencies who need a rare skill for a short time."

"All right, Mr. Arken.  I understand your business is legitimate and your clients are above board, but secretive. Would you like me to deposit your payment now?"

"That's not necessary.  I liked your show.  I can see your girls trust you.  I am a good judge of character, and the amounts we are talking about are small. You can pay me later."

"In this case, the client asked me to find a small team to gather data so she could convince her superiors to open a case.  She said she was from Interpol and showed me credentials for Marta Czenich.  I checked my contacts and she was valid.  So I found a good team for her.  She said she didn't want to meet them because that might compromise any case they might bring.  She said she just wanted to verify some intelligence that put an illegal weapons network on the island. She provided a ship and weapons.  The team has been on the island now for nearly two weeks.  I expect a report in a few days."

"What was untrue?"

My Interpol contact called me back. He was interested and checked further.  Marta Czenich was an agent and was still in the database, but she died in an auto accident over a year ago.  Whatever my client is after, its not official. He is trying to find out why her name is still there."

"You said you know her real identity. How?"

"My business is not based on trust.  I record the faces and speech of everyone who talks business with me.  I use a hidden body camera for this.  Your security men took mine when I came in here, so you are safe. Facial recognition technology is quite advanced, you know."

"Yes, I am aware of its capabilities."

"I have many contacts in the intelligence community.   The person who hired me is really Angeline Richele.  Using her real name and the money trail, I located her and had her watched.  She is a private investigator with an office in Nice. My people have seen two other women entering that office over the past two weeks." He took a thin notebook from his suit pocket and flipped a few pages, "The address is 5 Rue Droite. It's above a bistro, Chez Palmyre..  I am afraid this woman is acting illegally and using my team to her own ends.  My price to you was low because she lied to me and possibly made me complicit in her actions. You have caught a team, yes?"

"Yes, and we want such missions to stop."

"Understandable.  Were there any casualties?"

'I'm afraid so.  They fought rather than surrender. They were brave, if foolhardy."

You should know I assembled two teams and they each had different islands to investigate.  There's another team out there and my clients will now know where you are not."

"Thank you, Julian.  How were the payments made?"

"Funds were made by wire transfer to our banks. My fee was paid when I had found a team.  The team members were each paid $10,000 up front and promised $100 an hour starting when the boat departed.  She will owe them each around a hundred thousand when they return.  They won't give her all the information until they are paid."

"Thank you, Julian.  I will have your payment ready when you leave.  I would like your visit here to be memorable. Would you consider staying the evening with one of my girls for company?  They are both well trained and insatiable.."

"Thomas, your girls are spectacular and wildly uninhibited. Of course. The dark haired one is irresistible."

"Marie has great talent she will delight your senses for hours. She knows ways to increase the stamina of any man. Be sure and spank her.  It is like lighting a firework. Let's go find her."

Marie was in the ballroom with the guests and Iris.  Marie was standing , talking to a group of men and women.  Several women had their hands on Marie, just feeling her and gently arousing her.  The men were watching attentively. She was leashed and her leash tied around a pillar, her hands locked to the back of her collar.  The two men walked to the group.

"Excuse me. Marie has to leave now. Iris will be starting her dressage routine shortly. Please find a comfortable seat near the stage.."

Thomas untied Marie's leash from the pillar and handed it to Julian. 

"Marie, Julian will be using you tonight.  Obey him well.  Julian, when you're ready to retire, ask any of the servants or guards to take you to the Blue room.  This is the key for Marie's lock.  Be sure to secure her before you retire.  There is a chain beside the bed and a lock.  This key fits both.  Leave it on the dresser and she can't reach it. When you're ready to leave you can leave Marie in the room or give her to one of the guards.  Breakfast is served from eight until ten. If you need anything just use the phone and dial '0'." She is yours for the night."  Thomas left them.

Julian said, "Marie, you are beautiful and I loved your dressage performance."

"Thank you, Master. I am your slave girl for tonight. May I service you now? I really like doing that first. Its a great way to show you I understand my place."

"I would like that, first, are there any specific commands I should use?  I have never had a slave girl before."

"Master, for now just order me to kneel and take out your member.  With my hands secured I need a little help to get started."

***

Thomas Allen logged onto his secure chat room and left a succinct message for Kirby, "A&T's client is Angeline Richele. P.I. Office at 5 Rue Droite, Nice, above bistro. More than one group & island. TA."

Kirby's reply came quickly.  He must have been watching the chat room. "OK. Team OTW.. K."

All traces of both messages were removed from the internet and servers as soon as they were received.

***

It was after midnight when Master closed the party and sent the guests home. There were six men and five women at this party. I saw Marie being taken upstairs by the sixth man.  I had Master all to myself after the guests left.  I love Marie, but it was special being Master's only girl.  After all the teasing and forced orgasms at the party, it was so good to have him in me.  I was serving as nature and my training had intended, and it was so much better to be with the man I loved.

Master was a great lover and his kisses drove me wild with passion.  When we were together I swear I can feel his love for me.  He gives me his full attention and seems to be able to read my needs, if not my mind.  He always touches just he right place to drive my arousal higher until I finally orgasm.  When strangers tease me and arouse me, its like lost and can't find their way.  Their fingers arouse me, then bring me down so I feel teased and in need.  Master's touches always move me to greater arousal.  He always knows what I need to go higher and my orgasms are always stronger with him.

When he was done he took me to the bath and cleaned us both. He said, "Iris, you and Marie have succeeded.  The man I was looking for came tonight.  He gave me the information I needed.  I gave Marie to him for the night and we'll be going home tomorrow."

"Master, thank you for telling me. I will be happy to give up these parties.  I don't like them much?"

"I know.  I'm sorry to have had to use you and Marie like this.  It was effective though, and I think you both have improved a little."

"Master, I say this with the utmost respect, bullshit."

He chuckled, "But Iris, both of you are more ardent lovers after the guests have left than usual." He smiled the whole time.  I think he was joking. I thought he had to be joking, but I played along.

"Master, it is wonderful to be in your arms rather than the ham-handed amateurs you invite.  They are so enthralled with the novelty of a real slave girl that they exaggerate every thing and make us hurt just so we'll jump to obey."

"My slave, I think you exaggerate, but I'm glad you enjoy my touch."  He kissed me. He was a great kisser.  I melted against him. Just enjoying the feel of is skin.  He took me back to bed.

"Master, did you find out who was investigating you?"

"No, we identified the agent and we'll look into that soon.  We need to find out who is in charge and what they want.  They spent a lot of money and three people died in the attempt. I doubt its just idle curiosity.


Chapter 13: The P.I.

We left early the next morning and were back home by lunch.  I wonder where home is.  I know now its an island and I know its warm. Marie and I entertained the security men just like we did on the way out. Master spent the whole trip on his computer . After we landed Ralph secured my hands and put my leash on.  Master led me off the plane and put me in the helicopter.  Lev brought Marie over and put her in the chopper.  The helicopter landed in Master's yard in a few minutes.  I was happy not to need the heavy coat.  They took us inside, locked the track chains on our collars, freed our hands and James put us to work cleaning the house. Life was back to normal.

It was a relief to have my hands free again.  The Budapest estate didn't have a secure track to put us on so we spent most of the time with our hands locked behind us. At home we were on the track while inside so our hands were free.  Simple things like using the toilet were so much easier this way. Being able to go outside was a simple pleasure that Marie and I enjoyed as much as we could.  The sunshine and fresh air were heavenly. All the girls here would spend our rest breaks in the back yard.  We were given some card  games that would have been impossible with our hands locked away.

After dinner Master took Marie and I into his office and talked about the trip.

"Girls, I wanted you to know the outcome of the trip.  It accomplished what I needed and wouldn't have been possible without you. Two weeks ago an armed party tried to infiltrate our island, were caught, and the two women in the party survived and are now in training: Tess and Amanda. We learned the team was assembled by a  Mr. Arken in Budapest. I took you there as bait to get him to come to me.  He did.  He told me he was hired by a woman under false pretenses and gave us her name and location.

We came home while our team staked out her office and copied everything there while it was closed.  We took the woman and left a note for her staff: 'The team that came here was successful and she was coming here, if the other team made contact to tell them that this team was successful, the job was done and pay them. She was going to be out of touch for a couple of weeks.' Our people are bringing her here now. We think she was hired by someone who knows we exist, but not where we are. Any questions?"

Marie asked, "Will she be enslaved, too, Master?"

"Of course.  She invaded our privacy."

I asked, "Master, what kind of woman is she to put together two teams of armed people to look for us?"

"We know she is a private investigator in Nice, France.  We will have to get the story from her when she gets here."

***

The unconscious girl was brought into the interrogation room on a gurney.  Two men cut her clothes off her still form and strapped her arms and legs to a padded steel frame shaped like a sawhorse and attached to a wall. A leather covered steel ring gag was put in her mouth and buckled behind her head. Video feeds were checked and cameras shifted to give show every part of her. Her every stimulus and response were of interest to those who would design the training program to make her a responsive and malleable pleasure slave. Kirby was notified when she stirred.

I woke in a strange position.  I was laying on my stomach. I never slept on my stomach. I was laying on a padded surface, not my mattress.  My hands were directly beneath me, as if they stuck through the surface I was laying on.  I tried to lift them, but they were stuck.  Then I felt the tight straps around my wrists. What was happening?  My confusion changed to terror as I discovered I was blindfolded and my lips and mouth were stretched into an "O" by a ring wedged behind my teeth.  I couldn't close my mouth. I was strapped down. I felt tight strictures around my waist and ankles. My legs were splayed wide apart, below me.  I couldn't move any part of me.  I felt air moving on my body. I was naked and displayed.  My Terror grew as I realized how helpless and vulnerable I was.. I was blind and speechless.  My sex and the puckered hole in my ass were horribly vulnerable and exposed.

My ass hung unsupported in the open air.  I struggled against my bonds with all my strength.  I heard my muffled squeals and grunts  and felt my horribly exposed buttocks clench and sway with my efforts, but accomplished nothing.  I tried and tried, but to no avail.  I struggled for long moments and felt the sweat beading on my upper lip.  Then I heard it.  A quiet laughter. My captor was amused at my futile efforts. I froze in horror.  I had not considered that someone might be observing me.  My shame was overwhelming. I mumbled through the ring in my mouth, "Whaao?"

A man said, "Hello Angeline. Welcome to our humble abode.  You sent people to find us.  Surely you understand we are anxious to know who that is.  Will you tell me the name of your client? Just nod your head."

I couldn't divulge that. It was confidential.  My terror increased.  It was the people she had been hired to find. Who were they? I had no idea. How had they found me? What happened to my team? What about the other team? Where was I? Why was I bound like this?

I shook my head, "No."

I heard footsteps and a man thrust his hard erection deep into my defenseless sex, piercing me to the center of my femininity.  I screamed until a second man grabbed my hair, pulled my head back and thrust his rigid cock through the ring in my mouth, gagging and choking off my scream. I sobbed helplessly as I was savaged by the two men pounding into my mouth and sex seeking their own pleasure.  They had no care for my wishes, my feelings, my pride. I had no choice.

I felt the man buried in my sex climax.  His hot spend filled my trembling belly as his hips pounded my ass. I wept helpless tears as his juices trickled out of my pussy and ran slowly down my thighs.

The second man came and his seed filled my oral cavity to overflowing.  I swallowed as rapidly as I could, terrified of choking on his salty fluid.  My shame was immense, but he didn't care.  He was satisfied.  He withdrew and used his fingers to smear his juices on my cheeks. Both men left me sobbing and used, sunk in despair, vilely ashamed, and still helplessly bound.

The man said, "Angeline, will you tell us your client's name?"

I shook my head.  I may be shamed, but I had an obligation to keep my client's information private.

He said, "All right."

I heard metallic noises behind me.  Something like a big penis slid into my lubricated pussy.  I felt it slide deep into me and rest there.  It was at least as big as the man was in me earlier. Then something hard slid up against my clit. There was a click and the penis started pumping in and out. Then the thing pushing on my clit started vibrating. I felt unwanted arousal grow in my belly. I cried, "No, No. Stop it."  I sounded almost normal, but I was ignored. the mechanical stimulators droned on pushing my senses toward an unwanted climax.  I was almost to my orgasm when I heard a "Swish" and pain exploded in my bottom.  I had been hit. The fiery strip on my ass merged into the heat in my belly and I was flung headlong into an orgasm.  I heard myself scream in pleasure followed by a long, low moan.  Tears leaked from my eyes.  I had been forced to orgasm in front of my captor. My despair knew no bounds.  I had enjoyed the orgasm but it was not my choice.  I had been doubly violated.  I had to get out of here.  The machines kept running, driving me to more unwanted orgasms.  Hours passed and I had been forced to have uncounted orgasms.  My belly and pussy were sore from all the forced spasms and contraction they had been made to do.  At last the mechanical stimulators were taken from me and I was left strapped in place.  A water bottle was shoved in my mouth and my head tilted back.  I managed to swallow a bit, but most ran out of my open mouth. I was allowed to rest for a few minutes before the man came again, "Hello Angeline. Would you like to talk to me now?"

I was not going to give up my client so easily.  I shook my head.

Kirby said, "OK, go ahead." Another man flipped a switch and the rack Angeline was strapped to rotated to put her head upright.  Two slave girls kneeling at the side of the room came over and knelt before the helpless girl.  They each gave their attention to one of her breasts..

I gasped as whatever I was strapped to rotated.  My head raised up and my body rotated slowly until my torso was vertical and my arms and legs stuck straight out in front of me. Gentle fingers fondled my breasts and rubbed my nipples. They were skilled fingers and my nipples became rock hard, aching pebbles of need. Just when I thought they couldn't get any tighter, two warm mouths took over from the fingers and the tongues and teeth licked and nibbled and sucked until I thought I would explode. The fingers caressed my body while the mouths aroused me.  I moaned.  I was in a delicious agony of need.

Then the questing fingers found my ticklish spots on my sides and my armpits. I gasped and betrayed my sensitivity. I had always been ticklish and now they were going to exploit it.  The mouths never relented their attentions to my nipples, but the fingers. The fingers change from caressing my body to ruthlessly stimulating it.  I surged against my bonds, I yelled and gasped, but the fingers tickle me unmercifully I was helpless in their grip.  I was laughing and hurting and pleading for them to stop. My water let go and I peed and peed.  The fingers didn't stop tickling me until I was limp and empty.

The fingers and mouths left me alone for a few minutes and I slowly recovered.  I never guessed how much agony mere tickling could inflict on a girl.

I heard faint sounds then a girl said, Hello Angeline. I'm Suzy. You should tell the men what they want then we can relax and learn each other." I felt her hands gently tilt my head back and her lips matched mine.  She must have forced her mouth wide open to match my ring-gagged lips.  Her tongue thrust trough the "O" and danced with mine Her warm body cuddled close to mine.  Our breasts rubbed around the padded bar I was strapped to. her arms went around me and she pressed close.  It was the most erotic thing I could imagine.  I was immobile, strapped to a frame or rack, gagged, and she was pressing her body to mine and the rack.  I was awash in submissive lust.  I wanted her sweet caress to take me away from here.  I had never loved a woman before, but I wanted her to love me.

She broke away from me, slowly and said, "I'm sorry, Angeline, but we have to continue until you give the men the information they want.  Please do it soon.  You know you will eventually.  Do it soon so we can be nice to you."

Nimble fingers found my nipples hanging below my body.  and my exposed clit.  They caressed me in all my erogenous zones and ruthlessly aroused me again.  This time they stopped before I could climax and left me in helpless need.  I needed release.  I was in high arousal and couldn't stand it.  I moaned in my need, hoping someone would take pity and help me orgasm.  I waited long minutes, struggling against my bonds. trying every way I could imagine to rub against something, anything. I was strapped too tight.  I moaned piteously but no one helped me. I hoped with time, my ardor would cool, but it didn't.

The frame rotated again and I was once more horizontal.  Then I felt the whip on my bottom again.  The blows fell like burning rain.  They drove my arousal to incredible heights.  I thought I would burst, but I couldn't climax.  I was like a balloon filling and filling, stretching incredibly tight.  I needed release.

Just when I thought I would die, the big phallus slipped back into my pussy and I came, like I never had before.  My love juices flowed into my pussy and gushed onto the floor with a splash.  I felt the drops fit my bound feet in a hot spray. I screamed for a long time, letting my anguish flow out of me. I think I must have fainted.

I heard his voice from far away. "Would you like to talk to me now Angeline, or would you like another orgasm?"

I nodded my head.  I couldn't take this any more. I just wanted to lay in Suzy's arms and sleep and I was afraid the next one would kill me.

He took the ring out of my mouth and stuck a water bottle in its place.  I sucked down the precious liquid as fast as I could.

He said, "Angeline, you sent people to find us and  watch us.  They were detected and fired at my men.  Some of the infiltrators are dead.  We know you were directly responsible for sending them.  We want to know why."

I asked. "Will you let me go if I tell you?"

"No. You broke our law and invaded our privacy.  There are consequences for your actions."

"Are you going to kill me?"

"No. You will live a long time."

"What will you do to me?"

"That depends on how quickly you tell us everything."

"If I tell you, my client will kill me."

"No, he won't.  We will protect you.  But we must know who is after us, in order to protect all of us. SO give me a name now, or you get more pleasure."

"No, don't do that. I'll tell you.  Dying at my client's hands is better than another orgasm. His name is Walther Rubins. He is wealthy, ruthless, and far above the law."

"Where can we find him?"

"I've never met him.  He called me and told me what he wanted. He paid very well.  He is known to have his office in Vienna."

Thank you Angeline. I'll let you rest now. George, Hal, take Angeline off the bench, secure her and put her in a cell.  Put Suzy and May with her. Angeline, if your phone and bank records do not confirm your client, you will go back on the bench. Understood."

"Yes," I said.  I had told the truth. Two men unstrapped my hands and cuffed my hands behind me.  They freed my ankles and shackled me.  Only then did they take the waist strap off me and pull me to my feet.  They frog-marched my a short way and stopped.  They took the blindfold off me, left the cell, and closed the door.  I looked around.  An eight by ten cell with a stainless steel toilet and washbasin, three concrete walls, a wall of bars with a barred door in the middle. No cot, just a mat on the floor. I was naked. and glad to be left alone. I lay down on the mat and waited.

I had just laid down when the men returned with two girls.  I was shocked at their appearance. They were naked like me, but the other stuff? Their necks were collared and their ankles were shackled.  But what I stared at were their faces.  They had big, thick rings in their noses.  They weren't feminine ornaments.  They were bull rings and looked like they were intended to be used.  They had pretty faces, but the rings spoke to me.  They said..SLAVE. The men put them in the cell with me and left. They knelt on the mat beside me. The blond said, "Hi, Angeline.  I'm Suzy and this is May. May was a brunette. Both girls were young and slender.  I saw they had steel bracelets but their hands were otherwise free. Suzy continued, "We hated being so mean to you but we had to. We were under orders and the men were watching."

I raised up and used my cuffed hands to prop me up. "I'm sorry, but you both look like you are slaves."

May said, wryly, "DUH. Yeah, that's practically all there are here."

"Will... will, they do that to me, too?"

Suzy said, "Afraid so.  You know too much to let go and you're too pretty for men not to want you."

"Will I be ringed like you?"

"Yep. You'll get you collar and ring first thing.  Then you'll be branded."

"Branded?"

"Yeah, look." She pointed to her thigh.  I saw the mark. It looked like a stylized letter "S" about two inches high.  I had stared at their nose rings and missed the brands.  Like livestock ,it was a mark they could never remove. I was weak and thought I might faint.

"That's terrible.  They branded you with a hot iron"

"Yeah, that part hurts the worst, but there's no pain when it heals. When you're ringed and marked they start your training. That part's fun."

"Training?"

"Yeah. You have to be meek and respectful and very obedient.  You've been a free woman all your life.  They will change your outlook on men and women, and you'll like it."

"Like it?"

"Yeah," May said, "You won't believe it now, but in two months you'll look back on your old life with regret for missing so much.  You'll be happy.  Don't worry about it.  You can't change anything."

"I don't want to be a slave."

"Suzy smiled and said, "I know.  I didn't either.  None of us did.  But no one cares what you want. In time, you won't either."

"I have to get out of here."

"We all thought that, but no one has ever escaped. See how we're fixed. This is the least restraints any girl here has.  Kind of difficult to run and hide with chained ankles, Oh and these collars have GPS locator devices in them. And all our bands are permanent, no locks to open. Sealed on us forever. We're never permitted to touch a tool or be alone and unsecured. We're watched all the time. We all like to think we're safe and secure. You'll see."

"What's so good about being chained up?"

May said, "The chains are a minor thing.  Yeah, its frustrating not to be able to do something you want. But that doesn't happen very often. Our Master's always give us enough freedom to do what's necessary."

"You call the men master?"

"Yeah. You'll be punished if you don't, after a while you realize its appropriate.  They are our masters.  They control us and everything we do.  They become the entire focus of your life.  You'll want to serve them and give them pleasure."

"You mean like the Stockholm Syndrome?"

"Yes," said Suzy, "they made us study that.  Its built into a woman's instincts to submit to a man who captures her.  Her alpha male. You'll see.  Now you hate the idea and think it won't happen to you.  I did, too. Now I like having a master.  Life is simple and sweet."

"So, what's sweet about being chained up and ordered around?"

May smiled and said, "Sex. Simply better sex than you've ever known.  Orgasms that blow your mind and leave you panting for more. Every day, many times. Constant arousal and mini orgasms when he touches you. You'll become addicted to sex and you'll watch him constantly, hoping for the chance to serve him, to wait on him, You'll feel the joy of submission, knowing he can take you whenever he wants and hoping its soon."

"I said, "It sounds great. In fact too good to be true.  I'm wondering why you would lie to me. Why did they put you with me?"

May said, "They didn't tell us anything.  Just to talk to you and keep you company for a while.  I think they're just keeping us handy in case you haven't told them he truth. If you've lied we will have to torment you some more."

That made sense.  They may have been told to convince me slavery was the best thing since sliced bread, but why. They could do whatever they wanted with me.  No convincing was needed.

Suzy asked, "Angeline,  usually girls are younger than you when they are taken. Why are you here?"

I might as well tell them. Their "Masters" already knew. "I am a private investigator.  A wealthy client wanted me to find a group of people he said were hiding a criminal enterprise on a private island in the tropics. I got a couple of teams of ex military people to go out and look for them on several groups of islands.  One group came here and was caught.  They traced the mission back to me.  I was kidnapped and brought here so they could find out who my client was.  Your torture helped break me down and I told them the name of my client.  Is there any chance they'll let me go if I promise to forget about them?"

May and Suzy looked at each other.  Suzy said, "We've met Amanda and Tess.  They're in slave training now.  You look a lot like Amanda, you know? I'm sorry we had to torment you, but I'm glad you told our masters the name of your client.  We like it here and don't want anything to change."

I said, "You really like slavery?"

May said, "Yes, this kind of slavery.  I wouldn't like to have been a slave in 1860 Georgia. You'll like it too when you have a master. Trust me on this.  I know."

I didn't believe them.  No woman could like the treatment they described.  This was an act. They must be actresses.  Slavery didn't exist in the modern world.  Every nation had outlawed it. But, I had read news stories, seen documentaries.  The most horrible condition inflicted on third world women.  But I was different. France was a leading nation.  But where were we? How could these people get away with this?

We talked some more until the men came back.  The leader, Kirby, said, "Your story checks out, Angeline.  The girls told you what happens to you now?"

"Yes, but I plan to escape and I'm not going to be a meek sex slave like them. Sorry girls," I apologized.

They opened the door and one of the men took Suzy and May away.  The other one locked a steel collar on my neck and put a hood on me.  My mouth and nose were not covered, but the rest of my head was enclosed in tight fitting leather. I was still cuffed and shackled so there was no point in fighting two large men. A chain was locked to my collar and they led me out of the cell.  One man kept a hand on my arm and steered me along.  Kirby said, "We like to have a little ceremony when a new girl is being enslaved. You'll be part of a procession to the training center.  Use all your senses.

.My head was still encased in its hood or mask, so I was blind. I was pulled forward, my hobble clinking faintly, until I felt fine gravel underfoot.  I didn't resist. I knew that was pointless until I could get these shackles off. I heard a man say, "Walk," followed by the clacking of horse's hooves.

My tether tugged on my neck and I followed it.  I heard continuous crunching sounds and guessed I was tethered to a horse drawn cart or wagon.

I heard a man ask in a low voice, "Are you a good girl, Angeline?

I yelled, "Let me go.  You have no right to do this to me."

I heard a "Swish" and felt a searing pain as a whip landed on my ass. "I screamed in pain and repeated, "Stop. Don't hit me. Let me go."

Another "Swish" and the whip bit into the underside of my breasts. The pain was ferocious.  My breasts were aflame. "Please, no more.  Please. I beg you. Stop whipping me." I was sobbing now, uncontrollably.

The voice repeated, "Are you a good girl, Angeline?

"No," I screamed, "no. I'm a bad girl."

"I know," said the voice.  "Bad girls require punishment for two reasons.  First to pay for your sins and, second, to discourage future misbehavior."

"Swish." Pain erupted in my bottom . I screamed and sobbed .  The cart pulled me along and the  whip landed on my ass and my back as well as my breasts.  I was whipped all the way behind the cart. I demanded they stop.  I pleaded for them to stop.  I promised to be good if they would stop. I begged most piteously for them to stop. At last the whipping stopped.  I sobbed in misery for a few minutes more. My tears dried and the pain subsided. Was my punishment over? My helplessness  underscored my need for information. I had to escape.

I was led for a goodly distance after the whipping stopped. The air was hot and the sun beat down on my shoulders and back.  The tug on my leash stopped, so I stopped too.  More creaking and the crunch of my captor's soles on the gravel.  I was led onto more grass then brushed concrete, then out of the sun and onto a hard, smooth floor. More walking on the cold, hard floor then I was pushed down onto what felt like a board covered with a thick pad. My cuffs were removed and strong hands held my arms down and strapped them tight. Many straps were used to fasten me to the surface.  Each leg, my torso and my head were strapped down tightly.  My back and ass and breasts hurt as the straps pinned me down. A gag was shoved into my mouth.  I couldn't make the tiniest movement of any part of my body. I smelled disinfectant, like in a hospital.

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

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

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

I felt the fingers come back to my nose.   I heard the locks click and felt the weight pull on my septum. and knew I was  ringed, collared, and chained as a slave where everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear.

I felt something push on my thigh where the liquid was painted.  I heard a frying bacon.  I didn't feel any pain, just the pressure.  It pressed into me for a few seconds then was removed.  I felt dissociated from my body, but I knew what they had done. The smell was my flesh cooking from the heat of a branding iron.  I had been permanently marked. Black despair settled over me like a shroud. I was just an animal to them.  I was branded and had a controlling ring welded into my nose  My arms and torso were unstrapped and I was pulled to a sitting position.  My arms were pulled behind me and I was cuffed. One leg was unstrapped and the shackled clamped on my ankles. The last strap was removed and I was pulled to my feet. The weight in my nose was weird.  I shook my head and the heavy ring hit the inside of both nostrils.  I guess I had better get used to the thing.  I hoped I looked as erotic as Suzy and May.  Right now I hated it.

A strong hand held my arm and marched me away.  After a while he stopped me and I felt and heard him unlock the chain from my collar.  He immediately replaced it with another.  The same one? Did he change his mind, or was it another.  He left me without a word and I heard the door clang shut.

I cautiously edged forward and bumped into a wall.  I turned around and felt it with my cuffed hands.  It felt like concrete and I found my chain hanging down. I reached up and found a thick ring. There was no lock. The last link in the chain surrounded the ring on the wall. It was not removable without cutting the metal.  It meant they kept people like me here often.  What prison hooded their inmates and chained them to a wall.  This was something from the ancient world.

Every movement I made was accompanied by the ring in my nose swaying. It was maddening that these people could so easily enslave me and apparently many other girls.

I got down on my knees and explored to the end of my tether.  I found nothing.  I lay down on the hard concrete floor.  At least it was not cold.  My mind raced through the events of the day. My stomach rumbled and I realized I hadn't had anything to eat since I went to sleep in my own bed. I was hungry, angry, scared, and shamed.  I was helpless and about to be a slave girl.  Not fair.  I was an accomplished, independent woman.  I was making a good deal of money, owned my apartment, had a nice car,  and was destined for success.  Up until yesterday and  these men. I wept for my life.

I thought about Amanda and Tess.  Arken had given me bios for five women and ten men for the missions.  I wanted two teams to speed the search. I remembered choosing Amanda over several other women just because she looked like me.  Vanity I guess, but she was qualified and I remember thinking if she looked like me she must be better than her competitors.  I wonder how she was caught?

Eventually I slept.


Chapter 14: Angeline

I woke laying on my side on something hard.   It was black. My arms wouldn't move.  My mouth felt fuzzy and dry.  My nose hurt.  Everything was fuzzy and unreal.  Was I dreaming? Suddenly it came back to me.  I had been kidnapped. I remember being pierced and ringed. There was something laying on my upper lip. I tried to open my eyes but the hood still covered my head.  I shook my head.  The hood didn't move but I felt whatever was laying on my lip hit me hard on each side of my nose.  I felt it swinging from my nose as I stopped shaking.  Shit. I had a ring in my nose.  Who the fuck did they think they were?   

I sat up.  I was naked.  I was on a hard surface.  It was cold and felt rough, like concrete.  I could move my hands, but only a little. My wrists wore snug metal bands that were joined by several links.  I felt them and found they were handcuffs.  Cheap, convenient and pick able, but only if I had a tool.  I had nothing.  I fought them but nothing changed. They were far stronger than I.  I moved my feet in the dark. They were chained together too.  I could feel the same sort of cuffs around my ankles and the jingling of the chain as I moved. I noticed a pain in my leg as I moved.  Not sharp, but a dull pain.  I remembered being branded. I was female and I wanted to see what it looked like.  I tried to reach it but my fingers were just out of reach.

I opened my mouth and called out, "Is anyone here?"  I felt a sharp pain in my nose when I opened my mouth.  Why had they put a ring in my nose. Handcuffs and the steel collar they had on my neck were more controlling.  Ringing my nose in addition seemed like they wanted to demonstrate my helplessness.  They had all the power, that was clear.  Was this just done to me or was it something they did to women here.  They were quick about it, like they had practiced.. I would feel humiliated when other people saw it.  Was that the point?  Did they do it to shame me, to show other people I was helpless? Well, it was working.  I was their play thing, their sex toy, I couldn't do anything and all of us knew it.  They could degrade me in any way they wanted.  

Silence. My head was still wrapped in a tight covering.  I smelled leather.  It was tight on my head.   I felt a snug band around my neck like those on my wrists.    I waved my hands around and found a hanging chain.  I pulled on it and felt a pull on my neck. Shit.  I was still collared.  I pulled the other way and it jerked to a halt.  I was tethered to something solid.  

I struggled onto my knees and followed my tether to its other end.  It was seven or eight feet long and fastened to a ring set about waist high on a concrete wall. There was no lock. The chains. last link just surrounded the ring on the wall. This was no hastily thought out tether.  Other people or animals had been stored here before me. I leaned on the wall and sat down.  I considered my head.  My mouth and nose were not covered.  Everything else was wrapped in a tight mask or hood.  My eyes were pressed shut, probably a pad over them. I licked my lips.  My tongue and mouth were dry.  At least the gag was gone. Shit. I needed water.

Why was I here? I had a bad feeling about this.  No matter, I had to escape. Clearly I wasn't going anywhere until someone unlocked a lot of things I wore. 

I felt fine now except for being naked, chained and blind.  OK I wasn't fine.  What the fuck was happening to me?   I expected either to be shot or put in jail, with or without a trial.  This was different. This was worse than any prison I ever heard of.  And my rape when I woke up?  That wouldn't happen in prison. Would it?.  

What was happening to me. I undoubtedly pissed off the owners of this place.  Was I in a government jail or something else?   What was going to happen to me.  More rape was implicit in my condition.  

I stood up, cautiously and explored to the end of my tether.  I could only take small steps, a little more than a foot before my ankle was snubbed short.  Nothing.  I went back the other way. Nothing.  I stretched my feet out as far away from the ring as possible.  Nothing. I crept around in my personal darkness, afraid of falling.   Nothing.  I went back to the wall.  I tried to stretch my hearing and smell as far as I could.  Nothing.  All I had were my chains and hard concrete.  I waited.  There was nothing else to do.  I couldn't stop my mindless soul searching though. I knew I shouldn't have taken this job.  I was an investigator. This had seemed exciting, a real growth opportunity. And it was very well paid.  I was a fool.  I had gotten in way over my head.  Look at me now.  A real testament to greed and overreaching.  This was spy stuff, not investigating. Would I ever see my home, my friends.  I guess my staff was gone now.  These people seemed god-like in their power.  Probably they had arranged for good job offers for my staff.  No one would suspect anything.

A noise.  I heard something.  Far away.  It was footsteps. High heels. Someone was approaching. Thank God.    I heard the unmistakable clatter of chain on concrete.  Wait, were her ankles chained like mine? Was she here to help me?

A woman said, "Hello, Angeline. I'm Iris. You invaded our space and now you are a slave girl. Understand?"

"Yes, I understand you. But I'm not going to be a slave. I'm your captive now, but I'm going to escape."

"Brave words, Angeline."

I felt her fingers grasp my nose ring and pull my head forward.  I gasped and yelled, "That hurts. Stop."

I felt a fiery burning pain on my thigh.  I screamed and a hard ball was stuffed in my mouth.  I felt her hands buckle it tight in my mouth.

She said, "Angeline, you need to watch your tongue.  You were disrespectful and you failed to address me as Mistress.  Slave girls are whipped for such things."

I tried to tell her I was sorry, but the ball held my tongue down and I could only grunt.  I heard her footsteps walk away."  Oh No. Please don't go.  Come back.  I need water.  Please, I silently thought. But they went away.

I cried for my lost freedom, my lost water, my lost sight.  I pleaded with God to let me see and walk and drink again.

I lay down on the hard floor.  It was warm. I slept again.  I awoke to approaching footsteps.  No sounds of a chain.  It sounded like a man's shoes. I struggled up against the wall and waited.

Rough hands at my neck took the ball out of my mouth.

A man's voice said "Kneel, Angeline."

I didn't move. I worked my stiff jaw and said, "I can't. I'm chained up. Leave me alone." It was true. I didn't think I could get up with my wrists and ankles chained. I didn't try because it seemed safest to simply claim I couldn't. I was testing him.  I hoped he was not as ruthless as Kirby and his men.  I hoped that some men here would be easier to manipulate.  It was a behavior that every pretty girl learned early.  Men would go out of their way to help a pretty girl in need.  I didn't think about doing it now.  It was just what girls did when they needed help.  I needed to have my restraints removed.

He said, "You've been free and given all the rights of a man.  That's over now.   You have no rights and must obey every command . You may be punished because you fail or because you're not respectful, or even because your master likes the way you squeal. Every new slave gets a lot of stripes until she learns this. Every new girl fears the whip.  Then she learns that pain and pleasure are very close to each other.  I'll whip you now to make you obey.  When your training is done, you will beg me to whip you It will be another gateway to pleasure. Disobedient and disrespectful slaves are always punished."

"I'm not a  slave." The whip stroke landed on both my  breasts.  I screamed and screamed.  The pain was sharp and quick and left a burning line on my breasts  The pain was incredible.  It felt like my breasts were on fire.  I lifted my knees to protect my breasts and the next pain I felt was low on my bottom.  I thrashed and the whip landed all over my body.  I screamed and pleaded but it kept biting my body.  I pleaded for  him to stop.  Finally he did stop and said, "Kneel."

I struggled to my knees. My body was on fire and the tears were pooling around my eyes in the tight hood. Well, my test worked.  He was every bit as ruthless with a girl as Kirby and crew.  Iris was just as ruthless. Damn. Were all the people here like that? Ruthless to girls, or chained girls, anyway? I wouldn't test them anymore.  Anyway, I needed to be more obedient and get them to trust me or I'd never get a chance to escape. And what was with Iris? She seemed to be in charge of me, but her ankles were chained too, I think.

I smelled his cologne.  I imagined the tendrils of scent drifting past the  ring in my nose.  I knew what was going to happen and I both feared and lusted for it.  The flames of my skin had made me horny.  I was aroused by his power.  He would take what he wanted from me whether I wanted it or not.  I was excited and ready to be taken.  I should be ashamed of my submission and arousal, but I  wasn't. I wanted release now. I had an image of me in my mind.  I was completely helpless and open, under the gaze of a strong man who would take no guff from me.  My submission was total, complete, and so exciting. Boy, was I under control. The excitement of being taken by his iron will made my belly tremble. 

Hands were placed on both sides of my head and gently tilted it to the side.  His lips touched mine and my heart jumped. His tongue brushed my lips and I opened them for him.  His tongue slowly entered my mouth and our tongues touched I let mine go limp and left his to explore me.  It roamed around my mouth, learning me.  Finally it caressed my tongue and I lifted it again.  Our tongues danced and mated in my mouth.  I was submissive, he was dominant. He tasted clean and fresh.   He was a breath of a joyful future and I savored him. The kiss was sensual, erotic, and so intimate.  As long as it lasted I felt I was part of the real world again. I wanted it to continue.

He broke the kiss and a hand moved to my neck. He grasped the chain there and pulled my neck forward, just a little.  His other hand took hold of my nose ring. I had never felt so helpless in my life.

He said, "Angeline,  do you know why we ringed you?"

"No, I don't know." It wasn't a lie, I didn't know. But I suspected it was to show me how helpless I was in their grip. It was supposed to make me humble. I had to keep some pride or they would never respect me..

"But you suspect, don't you.  It is common to ring a slave. It makes her more controllable. A single finger on her ring and she becomes very obedient.  Imagine you had a leash on it.  You would follow it without fighting. Think how you will feel when you wear a leash on it. When I lead you through free men and women to display your naked, helpless body to them. You are now just a pet, a sex slave to be used by your betters whenever and however they want.  The real effect is to remind you that you are property, owned by another and have no rights. You have become a chattel of your master. It reminds you to be pleasing and serve your master well or be punished."

God.  He was right. His mere touch on the ring drove his points home.  A finger on it and I would do anything I was told. I hated this feeling of subjugation. I would escape somehow.  But I couldn't give in too easy.  They wouldn't believe me. I said, "I'm not a slave.  I'm only your captive until I can escape."

They couldn't keep me like this forever. Someday they would want me to be useful.  Then they would take these chains off me.  I would wait and pretend to be their slave until I had their trust. 

"Spread your legs wide." His voice was commanding, confident, self assured.  He was confident I would obey.  I understood I would be obedient or suffer. I was being conditioned to instant obedience. I hated what was happening to me, but I couldn't stop or even slow it.  Every time I obeyed it would become easier. Soon I would obey without even thinking of disobedience.

I obeyed.

"Wider and arch your back.  Stick your breasts out."

God. I was no longer a person, just a sex toy showing off my body. This was so demeaning. I obeyed, just not all the way. I didn't arch my back as far as possible or spread my legs as wide as I could. I was taking a risk, testing him.  Would he let me do this much? A halfway response let me obey the letter of the command, but I used it to show my rejection of his authority

His whip hit my back and I screamed.  The pain was so bad.  I twisted and landed on the floor and his whip bit me again and again. I begged him to stop. "Please Master. I'll obey you, I will." His whip scalded my flesh ten times before he stopped.

He said, "Kneel and do it properly, slave."

I struggled to my knees and spread my knees as far as I could. I had learned he would only accept perfection from me.  I had to do my best or face his wrath.  I arched my back until it hurt and stuck my breasts out as far as I could.  I sobbed into my hood for long minutes as I imagined him observing me, looking for any more rebellion or failures from me. . I had learned disobedience meant pain. I could imagine what I looked like now. A helpless woman, featureless save for the ring in her nose, obeying his every command.  My vision was so erotic. A faceless, naked woman kneeling in chains before a man with a whip.

I had never imagined a man could be so ruthless to me, treat me so harshly for a tiny bit of rebellion.  I learned he would accept nothing but my full and complete obedience.  He did not tolerate nominal obedience.  I had to give it my all.

My belly was heaving and twisting, in an agony of arousal.  He was so strong and I was so helpless.  I wanted him to take me, now. My scalding love juices were dripping out of my nether lips. I was ashamed of my easy subjugation but alive with lust such as I had never felt before.  I was his and I wanted him to take me, ravage me with wild animal sex, and make me even more his slave. I heard a low moan escape from my lips.  I was in an agony of need.  I was so hot.

"Good. Scoot forward."

I rocked back and forth and slid my knees forward at each rock.

"Stop."

He stepped behind me, lifted my ankle chain up and locked it to my wrist chain. His hands took hold of my shoulders.  They were warm and strong. They pulled me back and lay me gently on my back.  His hands slid lightly, sensuously down my chest and onto my breasts, Now I felt his breath warm on my lips, my nose.  His fingers caressed my breasts and gripped my nipples.  He pulled on them, lifting my breasts toward my face.  His hands shifted and his mouth clamped around my left nipple and sucked.  It was unbearably erotic and sensual. His tongue caressed my nipple and I felt it growing rock hard in his mouth.  I wanted him to bite it. hard.  I knew the pain would send me into a frantic climax. 

I had never appreciated the eroticism of bondage before.  My inability to move drove me wild with desire.  My belly was spasming and waves of heat rippled through me.  I wanted to kiss him, to hold him in my arms he took me.  All I could do was wait for him and pray he would finish what he had started. I moaned, "Please." Please what I don't know. Stop or take me. My bondage was tripling my arousal. My weight lay on my hands and I threw my knees  wide apart, spreading my pussy lips wide open, exposing my secret place, inviting him to take me..

The hands left my shoulders and pushed down on my thighs and I knew I was going to be taken again. Pinned by my own weight I could neither close my gaping thighs nor roll over.

His hand stroked my belly then moved lower to the juncture of my spread thighs and I gasped as his searching fingers slid over my labia and into my spread sex, sliding over my sensitive flesh.

Devastating arousal roared through my body as his fingers roamed over sensitive nerves and probed deeper into me. My muscles strained against my implacable steel bonds to no avail.  My complete helplessness made me so hot I couldn't think. I was in  a cloud of lust and his fingers fed the unbearable fire in my belly as he forced me to respond to his touch. His hand brushed against my sensitive clit and I gasped at the flash of arousal it triggered.

I resisted, tried to relax, but, inexorably, his nimble fingers kindled an all-consuming desire in me until my body responded by lifting my pelvis toward him, trying to bury the intruders inside me.

He shifted his hand and his thumb stroked the hard nub  of my clit and my groan of helpless desire signaled my surrender.  I had lost the unequal battle to his remorseless fingers.

His other hand descended on my engorged nipples and squeezed first the left then the right.  The combined arousal shoved me over the edge in an instant and I screamed in overwhelming pleasure as I toppled into a powerful orgasm.

My belly contracted, then spasmed powerfully, forcing waves of love juices onto the questing fingers.

He said, "You're hot, Angeline.  Does your arousal surprise you? When you're trained you will feel this way at my slightest touch.  You will become the finest, most sensitive lover in the world. My slightest touch will send you the brink of orgasm.  Your world will become a sensual delight."

I heard the smile as he spoke. I struggled to form a coherent sentence through my climax shrouded mind. "No, you can't do that to me.  I'm an independent woman. I won't be your slave." My protest was hollow, merely my wish.  I knew I was already his slave and I hated my weakness.  Being helpless in his hands made me relive my dreams.  I never wanted an owner, but he had me in every way possible.

The spasms wracking my body slowly subsided.  His hands caressed my bound body, running from my chained feet up my calves, down my thighs, and all around my wet pussy.  They ran slowly up onto my belly, around my waist, and up to my breasts.  Fingers stroked my nipples and cupped my breasts.  His weight descended on me, pushing my arms into my back.  His weight rested on me as a hand lifted and played with my nose ring. The thought of being taken like this appalled me, but I couldn't deny the insatiable heat flowing through my body as I waited for my captor's next move.

I had never met such men before.  Their self assurance was breathtaking. They didn't care what I thought. They just subjugated me and took what they wanted.  I felt so weak, so powerless. And I realized, so feminine. At some deep, instinctual level, I wanted to be forced, to have no choice.  It wasn't modern or civilized.  It was basic animal instinct for me to obey a strong man. Men who simply  took what they wanted. My world had been torn asunder by the devastating effect of being bound and gagged and used by men to slake their animal desires. I had never before been reduced to such a basic feminine role.

My whole world had been destroyed. I had thought I was independent, able to control my world. Overnight my independence was taken from me and now I was totally controlled by unknown strangers. Where would it end. Was I destined to be a helpless sex toy from now on? Would that be so bad?  I was nothing but a sex toy. But the incredible arousal and pleasure I received was also a revelation. Sex before this was nice, and the men fun. Now a wall had been broken and I never wanted to go back. 

There was not the slightest doubt I would be taken again and again, whenever the men wanted me. I would be unable to prevent it from happening and, shameful though I was, I wanted the sex. I hated them for taking all control from me, but loved what they did to me. There was not the least possibility they would respect me afterwards.  They chained me so I was helpless and did what they wanted to me. No resistance was possible and I hated them for it. Yet, yet, I loved how they made me feel. I hated the process and loved the result.  I feared my resistance would end and I would slide into obedient slavery if they continued to ply me with such rapturous pleasure.

My overheated body quivered and my pelvis rose under him, unbidden, wanting more. He kissed the tip of my nose and his tongue ran over my taut lips.  I felt a shudder race through me. Then the tip of his stiff penis probed my wet nether lips.  I spread my knees wider, so he would have unrestricted access to my love canal.  I was well aware this was a one way trip.  I greeted his stiff erection into my body with a silent scream of ecstasy . As he lunged and thrust with his strong body I arched my back to meet him, helping in my ravaging and coming over and over as he took me.  My juices flooded my belly as I submitted completely.

He took me fully, sparing me nothing and when his hot spend flooded into me, I was gasping and sweating from my exertions.  In a moment he withdrew and said, "Thank you, Angeline. You were very good. Open."

There was no point in resisting.  I was powerless and any resistance would be painful and pointless.  His will would not be changed by me.  He had taken my free will for now and I had tasted the benefits of slavery. He owned me and we both knew it. I opened my mouth. He slipped the gag back in me and strapped it tight.

I lay there unmoving for quite a while wondering at my feelings.  I was still in the post-coital bliss and thinking that I wanted a drink.  No, not water, which I could get anytime.  I was content to lie there.  In fact I had nothing else to do.  No schedule, no chores, nothing but think and feel.  I was feeling good even though I was quite helpless. Was sex and food all I really needed to be happy?


Chapter 15: Angeline's Training

We had finished dinner and I was kneeling beside Master as he read something.  “Master,” I asked, “may I speak?”

He looked at me and said, “All right, Iris. What do you want?”

“Master, There are now three girls in training from the attack on the Facility. They are the only ones who ever took action against you and they are being treated just like all the others.”

”That’s true. Do you want to punish them more than enslavement?”

“Master, enslavement is not a punishment, as you and I both know. It seems these three girls should get something extra. You know, like having to clean the streets for a year after the training is done.”

“”You have a point there. Two of them are very similar in appearance aren’t they?”

“Master, they look like sisters. The third one is not like them.”

“OK. I know what we can do to make the slavery of the two special.  Talk to Peggy and have them trained as a team. Keep them together all the time.  I have a friend who has specific requirements for his girls.  Tell Peggy I want some videos of the two of them in pony girl training. I don’t have any ideas yet for the third one.”

“Yes, Master, may I go call Peggy?”

“OK, come right back.”

“Yes, Master.” I stood and went into the hall, my faithful track chain following me.

***

I spent the night alone, chained in a cell, wondering what was going to happen.  I slept fitfully, unable to find a way to be comfortable on the concrete floor in chains.  In the morning a man took me out of the cell, still chained and hosed me off in a washroom. 

He took me to a workshop and chained me to a wall ring.  In a minute a smith came over and measured me .  I was going to be ironed. I guess I was numb.  I didn't feel anything but resignation.  I just wanted this all to be over.  It took an hour but when they were finished I was wearing the latest in slave girl fashion.  They took me to a mirror so I could see.  The collar and large ring in my nose were daunting. No one would ever see me as anything but a slave with these.  A short chain dangled from the back of my collar. My ankles were joined by a chain. Short enough that my first steps were stopped short.  I would never run in these.  A steel belt or girdle gripped my waist, It was very tight.  It had several rings around it.  My hands were fastened together with a long chain that passed through the ring on the back of my girdle. I could reach both hands maybe a foot in front of me.  If my master wanted, he could pull my chain back through the ring and fasten it to the back of my collar.  Then my hands would be held against each other at the rear ring.  Alternatively, if he wanted me even more restrained, he could pull my wrists up and lock them to the chain dangling from my collar. The smith explained that they would pull my hands as high as they could and my tendons would stretch until my wrists could be comfortably locked behind my collar all the time.  Great, but nothing I could do about it.

I was allowed to use the toilet and then taken to my first training class, already in session. There were twenty three other girls and six trainers in the room. The woman running the class was also a slave, but her hands were free.  The man took me to her. "What's your name," she asked.

"Angeline."

"I am Peggy. You will address me as Mistress, or be punished. Do not speak unless asked a question.  Respond to every command as 'Yes, Mistress'." She looked at the man and said, "Would you unlock her hands please." He did.

She turned back to me. "Take *position beside the girl in the last row.  Watch what they do and copy them." I went back beside the last girl and recognized her.  It was Amanda.  I had seen her picture when Julian Arken had formed the teams.  And the girl beside her was Tess. I was shocked, but then I realized how they had found me.  They had found Arken through her and he had given me up. Shit. I should have been cleverer and not let him see me.  I had used a false name and credentials, but he must have found out. Shit.

Peggy stood in front of us and said, "Position training. New girls do what the others do. Memorize these positions and their names or numbers. Practice them in your cells. Position one, Standing Display." She spread her legs and threw her hands behind her.

I watched and followed Peggy and watched the girls around me for confirmation. The walls of the room were covered with mirrors to let us watch the others. Spread my feet as far as my hobble allowed. Wrists crossed behind me. Arch my back and thrust out my breasts. Hold my head high. Aim my eyes to look at the ground. I knew this one. I was surprised when I felt the sharp sting of an instructors whip on my ass. He said, "Your chain is touching the floor. Tighter."

I ratcheted my feet farther apart until my chain was tight.

I wasn't the only one to be corrected. After the room stilled, Peggy yelled, "I am a slave girl."

The girls around me yelled back, "I am a slave girl."  I get it.  This was their mantra, their affirmation of their duty.  I was sure if I didn't follow, I'd be whipped.

Peggy yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

Along with the others I yelled, "I exist to serve my Master."

The litany continued. "I am only a female." "I love my chains." "My duty is obedience."  "My master's pleasure is my goal." "I love being a girl." "I love being a slave."

It knew it was over when Peggy said, "Position two, Leash."

I watched the girls around me. I had to turn my head half left and tilt it back. Everything else stayed where it was. No stripe this time.

There were twenty four positions that took us onto our knees, front, back, and side as well as standing. I collected ten more stripes, not for doing the positions wrong. But for not gracefully changing positions. It seems we have to be poised and graceful despite our hardware. That's not fair, but nothing about this situation was fair. We had to learn what our masters wanted. It actually excited me to be so obedient.

Finally we finished the positions. Peggy said, "Position One, Standing Display."

I snapped into it easily It was maybe the tenth time this morning I had assumed this position.

Peggy yelled, "What are you?"

Without thinking I yelled back, in unison with the girls around me, "I am a slave girl."  I was proud to have known the answer and also dismayed.  I was already thinking like a slave.

Peggy yelled, "What is your duty?

"Obedience," I yelled.  The litany continued in reverse. We all knew the answers.

"What is your goal?"  "My Master's pleasure."

"Do you love your chains?" "I love my chains."

"Do you love being a slave girl?" "I love being a slave girl."

"Why do you exist?"  "To serve my Master."

We went right into an exercise program. We stretched then lay on the floor and did core strengthening.  Then abs, then we high stepped around the room.  We had to lift our knees as high as our waist as we walked. She kept us walking around the room, all clanking in our ankle chains for a quarter hour. The men had a much easier time trotting beside us, free of any restraints. They used their whips freely. After we had all steadied down and were doing well, Peggy sped up. Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was.

When we started flagging, Peggy slowed us back to a walk and we finished up that way. We cooled down and were allowed to shower, ten girls at a time. I was so glad to get the stink off me.

We were fed once a day after our exercises. After our shower our hands were locked high on our backs and we were lined up into four rows. I noticed one row was short two girls. When all the girls were lined up, Peggy barked, "Position three, Kneeling Display."

We all dropped to our knees and assumed the position.

The two missing girls came through a side door, both pushing a silver serving cart. They went down the rows and put a bowl of water and a bowl of food in front of each girl. When it was delivered they put the remaining bowls in front of their positions and knelt.

Peggy said, "Eat." All the girls bent forward and either lapped up some water or started eating. I heard clanks as their collar rings hit the edge of the metal bowls.

I looked at the bowl in astonishment. Women don't eat out of a bowl on the floor. We're not animals. I don't care if we are slaves, we are still people! I was angry and terrified. I wanted to rebel. Would they punish me if I didn't eat? Did I want to the  feel the whip again? Did I just want  reassurance of my status? Or did I just want to be aroused by the whip?

Amanda was next to me.  She hadn't started eating and a man came up behind her and asked, "Do you need some help?"

She said in a soft voice, "No, Master."

He said, “ Eat it all now!”

Amanda started eating. I realized I was disappointed.  I wanted to see how she reacted to the whip.  Simple curiosity I told myself, but secretly, I wanted to watch another girl whipped.  I remember how it had burned and excited at the same time. I relived it as I ate. The pain was terrible. My whole body quivered. My shoulders had been on fire and I struggled, but my chains held me fast.  Slaves were not permitted dignity or allowed any independent action. I remembered my climax to that whip and wanted to feel such pleasure again.

The men watched while we ate. I ate everything in my bowl, a tasteless porridge with bits of meat and vegetable. There was no way to keep my nose ring out of the food, so I got some of the food on my nose ring and my cheeks. I licked the bowl clean when I finished. The same two girls took the bowls and wiped our faces with a damp cloth.

After eating we were allowed free time in the big room.  Talking and sex play with each other was the only entertainment.  I wanted to talk to Amanda and Tess and hear what happened. I spotted Amanda and Tess standing in a corner talking.  I went up to them and said, "Hello, I'm Angeline and I just got here today."

They each said their names and Amanda said, "Tess and I have been here almost two weeks now. We were captured at the same time."

I knew this, but wasn't sure what I should do.  I decided to tell the truth. "I might as well tell you. I'm the one who chose you for that mission.  Believe me, I did not know something like this could happen."

They looked at me in surprise. Tess said, suspiciously, "We both were recruited by a man we had worked for before, not you"

The man was Julian Arken.  I hired him to find people for the mission.  I was hired by a wealthy client too.  Arken gave me bios for ten men and five women.  I chose six men and four women for two teams." I wriggled my chained arms. "Believe me, my client gave me no hint that this might happen. What happened."

Amanda said, Two men and I came ashore.  We were ambushed less than a hundred yards from the beach.  The two men were killed then the defenses took the boat with Tess and the third man aboard. He was killed too.  They tortured us until we gave up Arken's name. I guess they got to him and he gave them your name."

"Have you made a plan of escape?"

"Amanda replied, "Ha. Tess and I looked for any weakness we might exploit for our first week.  Our captivity seems unbreakable. The way we're chained requires we find an ally that can cut them off us.  There are no locks except for those letting them reposition our hands. They are never removed and we're either fastened to something immovable or were being watched by a man. We have no tools and the other women here won't help us. We can't do anything unless we can get these chains off.  So no, we don't have a plan."

At least Amanda and Tess didn't seem mad at me for my role in their slavery.  We talked some more. I asked about the routine here and they told me about the sex training. They liked that and accepted the rest.  They seemed resigned to slavery.  I couldn't blame them. This place seemed inescapable.  And unless we all obeyed we were whipped.  I guess whips an chains are all it takes to make a slave girl.

After an hour Peggy came in and ordered us to go back to our cells. She told us to lock ourselves to the chain or she would do it when she made her rounds. We headed for the door when she stopped Amanda and I.

When all the others were gone, only Amanda, Peggy, a guard and I remained. Peggy said, "You two are almost identical. Same complexion, height, hair color, weight, and body structure.  Are you related?"

We both said, "No, Mistress."

She said, "No matter. You to are going to be a matched set, so You'll be trained and used together." The guard locked a chain to our collars.  It almost dragged the floor when we stood side by side.  They took us to a cell and locked its chain to my collar.  We both could reach the facilities but had to cooperate.  Peggy said, "This is your first day here," and showed me the box of pink pills. She continued, "Take one a day unless you want a baby.  If you forget, tell me.  If you get pregnant there will be much punishment.  Your master might let you have the child.  If its a girl, she'll be a slave here.  If a boy, he'll go up for adoption." She left us with our hands locked behind our waists.

After that, Amanda and I were inseparable.  We were trained identically, mostly with the rest of the class, but sometimes alone. We learned to do everything in unison, in perfect coordination.

We just stood there in sock, looking at each other in our cell.  Naked, practically helpless, joined at the neck. We were both vulnerable to the other and accountable. We looked at each other for a long moment. She was beautiful and erotic. My heart beat faster as the possibilities flowed through my mind.  I spoke first, "Amanda, I'm so sorry I got you into this." It was true. If I hadn't chosen her for the mission, she wouldn't be her. I probably would, though.

She stepped close, her breasts touching mine. She said, "I forgive you. You couldn't have known we would wind up like this." Our lips met and we kissed a long time.  It was one of the most passionate kisses I have ever had, even though we couldn't embrace each other. She pushed forward and I yielded to her pressure and stepped backward until I felt the wall behind me.  Her breasts pushed hard against mine and she moved her body up and down, generating friction between our nipples. I felt the heat growing in my loins. She was arousing me with simple body motion. Soon we were both gasping with the strong contractions in our loins.  I was ready to climax when she backed up, spun around, and thrust her fingers into my pussy, rubbing and pinching my clit.  I came with a scream of pleasure.  My love juices flooded my pussy, coating her fingers and staining the floor. I kept repeating, "Yes, Yes, yes.."

Her fingers left me and I dimly heard her, "Turn around, love.  Angeline, turn around."

I understood what she wanted, finally.  I turned around to face the wall and felt her body close up and press me into the wall again. I searched with my fingers for her slit and found it. I stroked her labia lips as she pressed her body against my bottom.  I heard her moan as I rubbed.  I thrust my fingers between her lips and rubbed harder and faster.  When her moans turned to gasps of pleasure, I gripped the hard nub of her clit between thumb and finger and squeezed. I relaxed the pressure then increased it. Her breath came in time to my squeezing.  I felt such control over Amanda, I never wanted to lose that. I kept her there, almost in climax, but not quite, for long moments.  When she gasped, "Please, now." I squeezed harder an tugged on her clit. She screamed and exploded into a frantic orgasm.  Her body spasmed against mine as I purposely gripped her clit and held her against me. I wanted her kept in the helpless throes of her orgasm as long as possible.

She bucked and ground against me for a long time. When she finally wound down I released her clit and land let her back away. She collapsed on the floor and I turned around. I said, "And I wouldn't be here if you hadn't given Arken's name to them.  I forgive you, too.  You couldn't have known that would lead to me being here, either. Friends?"

"Friends and lovers."

"Of course."

Usually a Master, but sometimes Mistress, would come and take us out of our cells for punishment and our special training. We were told it was orgasm training, but I'd think they should call it whipped to orgasm.  They put us in coffle, locked our hands high on our backs, and marched us into a long room that had a long steel bar fastened to the floor. There were supports every ten feet.  They separated the coffle in the middle to make two long and one short coffles.  Amanda and I were a team for this too.  Half of us were bent over the bar and leashes held our nose rings to floor rings.  T trainers made us bend over the bar at our waist. Then we were fastened in place.   The other girls had their hands released, were given  a whip. I was dismayed to hear them ordered to give us ten strokes. I had hoped the trainers would use us. After all we were in perfect fuck toy position.

Amanda was of course hampered in her swing by the chain on her wrist, It still hurt like the blazes when she hit me. I yelped along with most of us bent over the rail. The second stroke landed just below the first and I felt like she had cut the skin.  The third stripe flamed below the second and my whole belly felt hot. 

I thought I felt arousal growing in me.  The fourth stroke made me certain I feeling arousal.  It must be my bondage I thought.  I was helpless and another slave was whipping me, all of us, and not for punishment. Every stroke after made my ass flame hotter and drove me closer to climax.  How can this be?  I was whining and moaning with every stroke but the arousal was overcoming the pain. I thought I would orgasm at the ninth and tenth strokes, but I couldn't.  The whipping wasn't enough.  I needed more.  I was in an agony of frustration.,  I was so close.  I needed release.  I stamped my feet and wriggled my ass as much as I could.  If she would only touch me.

Then I heard, "Now rub their pussy with the handle then shove it in her."

Thank God. Then I felt the handle on my pussy, gently rubbing.  I pleaded, "Harder, Mistress, please." She heard me. I heard a loud click as the leather covered handle slipped between my swollen sex lips and I climaxed with a squeal of delight.  There was a chorus of squeals all around me.  Amanda left the handle in me and I felt my vagina muscles spasming around it, sucking in all the way.  After a minute the trainers released my leash and I stood up.  The handle was still in me and in the girls I could see.  It looked like a thick, brown tampon string dangling between our legs.  We couldn't remove the whips until our hands were freed.

Amanda took my place and I stood behind her. She had a lovely ass and I wanted to caress her.  A man freed my hands and said, "Retrieve your whips girls. If they are too slippery, have the girl in front of you lick them clean."

I pulled on the whip and felt the handle move deep within me I found the soaked leather handle quite slippery so I stepped up so my damp pussy was pushing hard on her ass.  I wiggled a little and reached over he back and said, "Lick it clean, slave."

She wisely complied since I had the power now.  After it felt clean I shoved it all the way in her mouth and said, suck hard, slave."

She did an excellent job and I took it out and backed up. On the Master's command I whipped her ass, slowly as she had done mine.  I loved the way she jumped and squealed when I hit her.  I understood now why men and women love to whip girls.  They are so rewarding. When all the girls were ready the trainers spaced themselves evenly along the row of bound girls and held something out in their hands. When we were ordered to insert the whip handles in our prey, the men pressed their thumbs down on the toy clickers in their hands. The girls all orgasmed immediately after the clicks.

All the girls got an orgasm the same way I had.  I found it surprising that all of us were able to orgasm from a whipping.  If I had known, I would have found me a bad boy and had orgasms every night, maybe more.

On the third day of my training I was introduced to the coffle and pony girl training. After out free time a guard wheeled in a cart filled with chain and locks.  They lined us up in single file. The guard pushed the cart beside us. When they reached me two guards took a four foot length of chain and locked it to the front of my collar and the back of the girl in front of me. When they were done all of us were linked in single file, neck to neck. Four guards watched us and Peggy was our trainer.   We did calisthenics until we were all sweating.  

This was my first experience with the coffle.  Of course Amanda and I were neck chained, but having a girl on either side was much more restrictive. It was much more demeaning than it sounds like.  I had read stories where it was described, but its impact on me was breathtaking.  Even with my hands free I was more confined than in the cell.  I could only move in unison with the rest of the coffle.  I couldn't kneel or stand or walk unless we all moved together.  There were twenty four young, healthy women on the coffle.

We were easily controlled by four guards. Heck, one was enough.   All our education and fitness and capability were useless against the cold steel.  We learned to coordinate our motions to move smoothly with our neighbors.  Failure meant jerks of all our necks and whips striping our asses for clumsiness.

A brief rest then we pulled heavy sledges around the yard. The sledges were just wooden frames with concrete blocks stacked on them.  They had steel poles with cross handles for a girl to push on.  Each position had a two foot long chain dangling that was locked to our collars. The chain of girls was led around to each sledge.  Some girls had their collars chained to their vehicle and unlocked from the coffle. There were sledges sized for one, two, three, and four girls. We pushed those damned sledges around and around that courtyard until we collapsed.  We must have been fun to watch for the guards laughed continuously.  I was on a four girl sledge, ten feet behind the one in front.  The guards followed us around at a slow walk. They would flick our asses with their whips when they thought we weren't working hard enough

The training wasn't bad, per se.  Humiliating, demeaning, but good exercise. And the sex was first rate.  The thing I disliked the most was our weekly coffle excursion into the village

After our training day was over, but before being fed, my class was lined up and our collars were locked to a long chain. We were spaced four feet apart, hands locked at the small of our backs.  We were in a single file line of helpless girls and we were taken outside.  Trainers walked beside us with whips coiled in their hands. The front end of our coffle was hooked to the back of a cart drawn by four pony girls. 

We had to walk slow because of our hobbles.  Before we started one of the trainers said, "Always start with your left foot.  Watch the feet of the girl in front of you and match her stride.  All your hobbles are the same length, so always step as far as you can..  Keep your tethers slack or there will be jerking."

We were led through the streets of a well manicured village.  We passed a number of neat houses and a shopping area.  There were people all along our route.  Some watched us and others ignored us.  There were men and women outside tending gardens, driving pony girl drawn carriages, and doing everything one would expect in a small town on a sunny day.  No one seemed surprised or excited by our naked parade.  All the women wore collars, ankle chains, and were naked.  I decided the whole female population was enslaved. But I was wrong. 

In the main part of town I saw several free, clothed women alone and in groups of two or three. We approached three women who were clothed and completely free of hardware.  It was downtown and they were standing with several men, looking around, and talking. The driver of our cart stopped as he passed them. They walked down the coffle, followed by a couple of trainers. I was the tenth girl on the coffle and I put a neutral smile on my face to hide my embarrassment.  They stopped beside Amanda and one took hold of her nose ring. They discussed her face, breasts, legs, hips and pussy.  I just stood there, hoping they would leave me alone.  They seemed to be goading Amanda, hoping she would screw up and earn a whipping.  But she was good and didn't fall for the bait.   They discussed how obedient a nose ring made a girl.  The one holding her ring asserted it made her totally obedient. Her friend didn't think so.  The one holding her fumbled in her purse and came out with a metal clip used for holding papers together.  She showed it to Amanda and said, "Stick your tongue out. I want to put this on it."

I hesitated because I knew it would hurt. She pulled up on her nose ring and that must have hurt a lot.  Amanda quickly said, "Yes, Mistress," and stuck out her tongue. The free woman put the clamp on her tongue and slowly released it.  Amanda moaned a little.  I was sorry for her but powerless to help.

The free woman said, "Put your tongue back in your mouth and close it.  Don't take it off until bedtime."

Amanda nodded. While still holding Amanda's ring high she cupped her breast in her other hand.  "Nice rack on this one."

Without turning her head, she said, "See. It makes her very obedient.  Pain is a wonderful teacher." The two free women walked on. They didn't even glance at me.

We were led around town for an hour before going back inside and fed. 

Peggy took the clamp off Amanda's tongue at bedtime. She said, "Your body language shows a bit of defiance at times, Amanda.  I'm sure that's why she singled you out. Remember to not look a master in the eyes unless ordered.  If you look a master in eye, its a challenge.  You are saying "I am as good as you."  A male will often take you on the spot to demonstrate dominance.  A female will often do something to you to show dominance. Either may just whip you to teach you your place. That may happen anyway. Everyone likes to whip a girl. We react beautifully."

Amanda said, "Yes, Mistress."

I think she was probably right.  I know how Amanda felt.  It was just so damn embarrassing to be naked and helpless in front of a woman.  I wasn't as bold as Amanda, but I'd have to work on my attitude too if I wanted to avoid my own painful lesson in submission.

I have never felt so low as when those free women  handled and discussed Amanda. When I was free I would have spit in their faces for their effrontery.  I was proud of myself then.  Today, when they put Amanda in her place I was helpless and meek.  I knew they had every right to do whatever they wanted with us. My only concern was for avoiding pain.  I hadn't even thought about my pride. 

I was a slave.  Mostly it was good and exciting when I was with a master. But when I was being handled by strangers, by people who had no duty to care for me, I was afraid of what they might do. 

The coffle parade was repeated every week. I would watch my manners.

Since we were a source of free, unskilled labor, we were taken out to tend the farm when things needed doing.  In my second week of training, all of us were taken out to weed the long rows of vegetables and fruit.  Each row of plants was separated by two feet of grass and had a fence in the center of the plantings. The fence supported a drip irrigation system and the posts at the ends of the rows were sturdy concrete filled steel pipes.  All the ones in the middle were simple metal fence posts.  There was a sunshade at the start of each row.

We were given sun block and slathered it all over each other.  Amanda and I did each other since we were already paired up.  The trainers gave us wide-brimmed straw hats and sunglasses, locked our hands behind us, and put us in coffle.  They led us out to the farm and each girl stood in front of a row.  When it was my turn a trainer ran a steel cable between my legs, on top of my ankle chain and locked it to a heavy ring on the steel post, freed my hands, unlocked me from the coffle and Amanda, and gave me a hoe and a wicker basket.  I was told to hoe up the weeds and put them in the basket.  When the basket was full, I was to call the gardener.  He would give me an empty basket and dump the weeds into a pony cart. When the cart was full the pony girl would take it to the compost pile and a slave girl chained to a concrete block there would empty it. We were watched all the time.  If we missed weeds, we were sent back with a lash on our asses to remind us to be thorough. The slowest girl was visited by the gardener or a trainer and encouraged to work faster.  I had never done this before so I was one of the first ones "Encouraged."  The gardener walked up behind me and snapped, "Punishment position."

I dropped the hoe, fell to my knees, and raised my ass high. He gave me six strokes from his whip and said, "Work faster, slave or next time you'll receive twenty lashes. Get to work. "

My bottom was on fire without a hint of arousal. I yelled, "Yes, Master," sprang up and grabbed my hoe. I worked as fast as I could and, fortunately, improved with practice.  I kept up after that.  The whip is a great teacher.

We got to take a break in the shade every half hour and they gave us water bottles.

It was hot, hard work, but I enjoyed being outside in the sunshine, doing something useful.


Chapter 16: Graduation

I was bent over, my wrists locked together and pulled up toward the ceiling.  My ankles chained to the floor.  I don't know how long I had dangled here.  I could see my juices coating the floor below me.  I had orgasmed many times.  My ass still stung from the whipping.  I had orgasmed repeatedly to that.  My pussy was dripping with my love juices mixed with several men.  The now cool spend of more men oozed from my bottom hole.  I tasted the salty residue in my mouth.  I had orgasmed to every penetration, every whipping. 

If I lifted my head I could follow my neck chain's catenary curve down to the floor and back up to Amanda's head. We were hung identically, three feet from each other, our common chain just touching the floor between us.

Every orgasm was a surprise. Every one was stronger than the one before it.  They burst in my fettered body causing massive internal contractions in my belly and sending steaming love juice flooding into my pussy as I submitted to a pleasure slave's conditioning.

It took months of training to reverse society's suppression of my female instincts, but now my natural instincts and emotions were emerging. I was behaving as the sexual animal that was my birthright.  I was a real woman now. I knew I could never go back, never be anything but a pleasure slave. I was a true pleasure slave, stained with the juices of my sexual surrenders and wanting more.  Wildly responsive, trained to be graceful and erotic in every movement. I was trained to be suggestive of pleasure to men and women, every turn of my head, the bend of my body designed to stimulate and promise.  My power to arouse was exhilarating.  I flaunted my sexuality and helplessness.  I no longer cared about my nudity.  I welcomed it as an aid to enticing whoever saw me to use me.  My chains didn't interfere with sex, they just prevented me from denying anyone the use of my body.

My trainers said I was ready.  I was going to be auctioned in a few days. I had not believed Suzy and May when they described slavery to me. I was wrong.  It was everything they had told me and I was glad to be a slave.  All I needed now was an owner, a Master I could serve and pleasure.  I wanted to focus on my master's needs and please him. I hoped he would buy Amanda and I together.  Our twinned existence for two months had made her my sister in bondage.  We helped each other through the rough spots and shared each other's revelations and joy.  We had become closer than I would ever have imagined possible.  We had shared each other's bodies every night, sometimes more than once, and savored each other's taste and aroma.  I would like to taste her again when Masters were done with us.

I dangled there, used and waiting for whatever my masters wanted.  Slave girls had a lot of time to think and reflect.  It was useless to plan because we weren't allowed to do anything we thought of.  When I was first enslaved I fought my chains and wanted to be released.  My once free spirit has been hobbled like my feet.  I wanted to plan and do and be a force in the world. The whip had taught me obedience and humility, but my mind was always filled with escape and shame.  Weeks of their insidious training had changed me.  I was content to wait for my next chance to serve.  I had become an eager, responsive slave.  Amanda was of a like mind. We wanted our masters to enjoy us as much as we wanted to please them.  We ran to my assignments, inseparable, and gushed with unrestrained sexuality. Both of our bodies were instantly responsive to a man's caress.  I would juice at a single touch on my breasts, lips, pussy, almost anywhere. Amanda was just as eager. We were happy pleasure slaves and would have it no other way. 

We was rinsed off and dried.  A trainer released us and took us to the workshop.  The neck chain was taken off my collar and Amanda was knelt and secured to a wall ring. I was fastened down on my back, immobile, and my cuffs and collar removed. The smith said, "Its time to get you ready for your Master."

I asked, "Master, can I know what you are going to do to me?"

"Sure.  You're getting the rest of a pleasure slave's rings and your permanent chains. You'll like them.  They are much more refined and becoming than the temporary ones you've worn."

"Thank you, Master, will it hurt?"

"Just a little."

A strap was tightened around my waist. Then others pulled me tight against the surface. Above my breasts and below them. My legs were pulled as far apart as my hobble allowed. My knees were pulled wider and strapped tight. Now I was immobile, gagged, and blindfolded. Great. I guessed I was going to be ringed now. Not my choice but I couldn't even protest. I hope they didn't hurt.

The men  stroked my nipples and clit until they grew rigid.  I watched them caress my nipples.  I was just a spectator now.  I knew my body didn't follow my wishes any more, if, indeed it ever did.  When I was free I could protest against things I didn't want, but now I was slave and I couldn't protest, I couldn't complain, and I could no longer run.  I didn't not want them pierced and ringed, I just didn't want them to hurt. Independent of my will, my nipples swelled.  Standing rigid at attention above my heaving breasts. ready to be forever changed.  

They applied a cool liquid to my rock hard nipples and I felt the needle slide into my flesh. It was smooth and fast and felt more like a poke than the fabled prick.  I felt the ring push the needle back out. I could only gasp and moan. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged. Then each of my ears received their rings.  I felt the heavy rings pulling on my flesh. 

Submissive lust flowed through my veins.  I had been adorned as a pleasure slave.  These rings, like their mate in my nose, my brand, and especially my collar were the unmistakable sigil of available, compliant, responsive female flesh.  I would be expected to perform any sexual favor with grace, flair, and panache  and I would be punished if I failed to meet expectations. Truth be known, I was glad to be seen that way.  It was what I was.  I was a pleasure slave.  I could think of no higher calling for me or any woman. I got such joy from sex and the expectation of sex that I was always aroused.  I was like a firework with my fuse already lit.

Joy and lust colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  I moaned as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received similar rings.

I felt a tiny bit of sadness as the last ring locked in my flesh.  There was nothing else to learn, now I had to perform.  Of course I was helpless to do anything about it.  I knew I would be bought, sold, and taken by men.  I wish I had some say about who took me.  One of the men applied a lotion to each of my new rings and rotated them within my flesh. He did not say anything. Neither did I. They were handling me and I wanted their care. I was so helpless. I was filled with joy that I was going to get a Master and hope that he would be kind to me.  I knew he would be strict for I understood they were all trained in managing slave girls. That didn't matter for I wanted to be perfect too.

I was taken off the table and my new cuffs locked to the back of my collar.  He put a leash on my nose ring and took me to a mirror.  It was right beside Amanda.  She looked me up and down as I posed in standing display. She said, Angeline, you are gorgeous. You are the most erotic, alluring woman on the planet. You'll surely bring the highest price at auction."

I blushed and replied, "Thank you partner, but I'm sure you will at least equal me when you are ready.  Billionaires are going to have fistfights over us."

We switched places and I knelt in perfect pose until the man was out of sight. Then I looked down at my new rings.  The didn't hurt, but they were tender.  I was used to my nose ring and the effect it had on me when it moved in my nose.  But these new ones were placed in my most sensitive erogenous zones.  Just walking to the mirror had made me hugely aroused.  I almost orgasmed when I knelt. Would I get used to them? Some of the girls had told me that graduates were always aroused and trying to seduce any male in sight.  I thought it was horribly forward to try and seduce anyone but their masters.  The sluts. Now I know what they were feeling.  I would try to get every man in sight to take me, right here.

It seemed to take longer for Amanda than me, but who knows. We were never allowed to know the date, time, or month.  Barefoot and pregnant carried to the extreme.  We were expected to focus on our Masters and their pleasure.

I heard the jingle of Amanda's chain and the click of her heels before I saw her.  A man appeared first holding her leash, then she appeared and I was amazed at the transformation.  She was sex personified.  A love goddess in pink flesh and silver chains.  The rings in her nipples flashed in the light as she walked.  Her clit ring rotated around an imaginary center as her hips swayed and her feet descended one in front of the other. Her hands were locked to the rear of her collar, as usual for both of us.  Her makeup was freshened as mine had been and she was flawless, helpless femininity, ripe for the plucking. She was led to the mirror and allowed to view herself.  I saw the pride in her face as she saw the perfect slave girl.  He locked the neck chain back on us and led us out of the workshop and back to our cell. I wish I had my hands I wanted to play with our new rings.

All we had were our lips so we took turns laying down and letting our partner explore our new adornments with tongue and lip and teeth.  I came and a=came, and came as her tongue and lips aroused my nipples and clit and labia. I even came as she lay on me and kissed me while our new rings rubbed each other.

The next day we were started in pony girl training and dressage.  We practice high stepping side by side until we were perfect.  Amanda was better at first and I collected a network of fine stripes on my ass.  I learned quick enough and the stripes faded.  We were clad in gilded tack and tall, pale, ostrich plumes.  They had anal plugs on the end, curving up in a tight "U".  They were inserted while we bent over then a strap around our bound arms secured them in place.  Bridles and bits with blinders. Tall pony boots replaced our heels.

We were trained to pull a cart with us hitched side by side.  We learned to watch each other and move our feet in unison. Different men drove us around the track and on the bridal paths. We became quite good ponies.  They drove us through the village and let the people handle us and fondle our breasts and pussies.  It was horrible being a speechless, helpless, pony among free women.  Eventually it got better.  No one wanted us to try human speech with the bits in our mouths.  They were quite pleased to see such well trained pony girls in public.  We were never mistreated, though we were examined a lot.

Every day after our exercise we practiced our dressage routine.  It was just a series of slave positions and pony girl movements set to music we had to learn to do from memory.  I guess one could say it was choreographed. We worked at it every day for two weeks.  We were told we would give a performance at our auction.  Management, our current owners, expected a master interested in entering us in a dressage competition would bid high for a matched team for dressage.

Amanda and I talked about our feelings at night. We both were chagrined at our easy acceptance of slavery , even of becoming dumb animals for our masters.  I think I felt more embarrassed than she did.  She agreed and thought it was her stint in the military where she learned to follow orders without feeling submissive.  I had never had that experience and was embarrassed by my meek acceptance of taking the bit in my mouth and straining to follow the inarticulate orders of the reins.

Even this didn't last long. Soon both of us just dropped into subspace when the bit went in.  It was very peaceful to just follow the rein's directions and never think beyond matching my partner. When my master removed my bit it was like waking up from a peaceful slumber.  My mind kicked in and I was human again.

Soon the waiting and training was done.  It was time for the auction. Our auction.


Chapter 17: Auction

The next day all the girls who were up for sale were taken to a large bathroom and allowed to bathe and do our hair. We were loose in the bath but under the watchful eyes and whips of our trainers. No coffle chain and our hands were free. Our ankles stayed chained.  We were instructed to shave our legs and armpits and sex.  All body hair was to be removed. We were given tweezers to use on each other to shape our eyebrows. Many types of makeup were used to conceal any imperfections. We applied color to our eyes and lips and nipples. We were given nail polish and baubles to put on our rings. Squabbles arose over some of the trinkets. When we thought we were ready, we stood before the instructors for inspection.  If they approved we were allowed to kneel at the side of the room to wait for our sisters in bondage to finish.

Once we were clean and perfumed and made up, wonder of wonders, we were given clothing. It covered nothing. They gave us harem negligees of many colors, diaphanous as cloud. They were mere wisps of material and just dropped over our heads, so free arms weren't needed. But we were clothed, at last. Our nipples and breasts and pussies were clear as day with just a sheen of color across them. But we were clothed!

The auction plan was explained to us. Girls would be displayed on the floor.  The buyers could see, and touch, and even converse if they wanted. The girls were simply to stand and let the potential buyers handle them. They would be chained to pillars and other fixtures for security and to give the audience easy access. Sex was not permitted until they were sold. Then the girls would be removed from the floor. Several of the girls were skilled at ethnic dance and they would entertain the audience before the sale started. 

The sales would be from the auction block. Girls were encouraged to show as well as possible.  Since a higher price meant a more affluent owner and likely an easier life. The girls were all intelligent and educated so they understood this immediately. We were put in a holding cell adjacent to the sales room.  Our hands were all locked to the backs of our collars, as was common.  We were completely helpless this way. 

Then it was time. One at a time an instructor took us out to the display floor. Amanda and I were to be sold as a team.  When it was our turn he clipped a leash on my nose ring and led us to a pillar that had a short chain awaiting us.  He locked  it to my collar and removed my leash. He said, "Just relax, Angeline, Amanda.  Be respectful and stand proudly. You are both exquisite."

The sounds of the buyers entering brought back memories of shows and conventions I had attended as a free woman.  I remember inspecting the wares vendors had displayed for me.  Now I was a chattel on display, ready to be auctioned off. Loud voices, chairs and tables moving. Squeals sometimes from the girls. and the clinking of glasses. I said to Amanda, sotto voce, "God. I haven't had a drink in months. I would blow every man in the room for a drink."

Amanda said in a whisper, "Quiet girl, or they'll make us do it."

I watched the men enter the room.   One of them came directly to us. I felt instant arousal as he came up to me.  God. Would I feel like this every time I saw a man?  Good.

He was tall, broad shouldered, and looked me up and down.  I straightened up and thrust my breasts out.  I wanted to be perfect. I wanted him to touch me, love me.  I was a true pleasure slave and proud of it.  He looked Amanda over just as thoroughly.  He turned to me.

He asked, "What's your name?"

I had to look up to see his face. He must have been six inches taller than me. "Angeline, Master."

How old are you?"

"Thirty two, Master."

"Were you employed before becoming a slave?"

"Yes, Master. I was self employed as a private investigator."

"How did you come to be here?" He put a hand under my right breast and cupped and lifted it a little.  My arousal shot through the roof.  I was amazed at my instant response.  Just a little more and I would climax.

"I...I investigated the wrong people, Master." He rubbed my nipple with his thumb.  I gasped.

"Would you like to be free again?" He kept rubbing my nipple.  It was hard to think.

I moaned softly  and replied, "No, Master.  I have learned I am a slave at heart.  I never want to go back.  I never before knew such joy as I have now.  If you buy me Master, I beg you to never consider freeing me."

"You don't need to worry about that, Angeline. You are nicely responsive as well as being beautiful.  I would enjoy owning you. Tell me, does it embarrass you to be handled by free women?"

"I..I don't know, Master.  I have not seen many free woman since I was enslaved.  I think it would."

"Why?"

"I used to be free and now I'm ... less.  I obey and I await orders.  I'm no longer independent. No longer able to make decisions.  Not that I can't, but that I know I must not. And, really, I don't want to. And I guess because I'm helpless and would be in their power.  I know how nasty women can be to each other. Slaves are predictable, comfortable. Free women now are like wild animals to me. They have motivations and behaviors only they know. They are unpredictable and sometimes dangerous."

"That's very wise, Angelina."

He turned to Amanda. "What is your name?"

"Amanda, Master."

"And what were you before your enslavement?"

"I was a mercenary soldier, Master."

"Impressive, but I take it that didn't work out so well for you."

"No, Master."

He reached out his hand and ran a finger between her labia lips, from bottom to top and gripped the hard nub of her clit. She gasped, raised up on tiptoe, and arched her back.

"How does that feel, Amanda?"

"W...Wonderful, Master."

"You are also very hot, Amanda." I take it you are being sold as a team?"

"I said "Yes, Master." He still held Amanda's clit and her eyes were closed.  I don't think she could answer.

"Good. I may bid on you."

"I hope so, Master.  We would be excellent slave girls for you." He walked away and was immediately replaced by another.

He was a touch shorter, but still tall.  His skin was dusky and he spoke British English when he asked my name, "What is your name, girl?"

"Master, I am Angeline."

"You are older than most of the girls for sale today. Why is that?"

“Master, Most of the girls exhibited unlawful behavior while young and were taken. I was a successful self-employed woman and though my actions were legal, I annoyed some people."

"I see. Do you feel unfairly treated?"

"Master, most people would think it unfair to be kidnapped and enslaved, no matter what the reason, but no, I do not.  I am much happier as a slave than when free."

More than a dozen men and two women looked us over. We faced the most searching questions.  It was like we were being interviewed for a responsible government job, rather than a pair of slave girls. I wanted to say "Just look at us.  We hardly ever get to do anything." but I didn't. Too many people with whips around and we were helpless. Besides, who would buy a smart mouthed slave?

When the auctioneer was ready an attendant would bring one of the girls up to the block leading her by her nose leash. There was a dangling chain hanging above the block. The attendant would lock the chain to her collar and remove the leash. Then the auctioneer would describe the girl: age,  height, weight, education, experience, etc. Her hands would be unlocked and she would be put through some slave positions. The auctioneer would use a short whip to excite her. By the time he was ready to sell her, she had been whipped and rubbed to a state of high sexual arousal. He would continue to excite her as the bids came in. He was a master showman. His finale was to have her place her hands behind her head and keep them there while he brought her to climax. Then the final flurry of bids while she writhed on the block until his final 'SOLD,' rang out.

Amanda and I watched twenty girls sold this way.  None of them went for less than two hundred thousand dollars. I never knew we were worth so much. As I watched the spectacle. I remembered that all the girls wanted this. Their kidnapping may have been illegal. But now they wanted to be slaves. I knew the feeling. Both Amanda and I wanted a Master of our own. What a strange world we live in.

After a girl was sold, her leash went on and her hands were locked behind her.   She was taken to a clerk at the side of the block. The buyer would make their way there and pay for her. Papers were filled out, the buyer was given a key, and he would lead the girl away. Sometimes the buyer took the woman back into the audience if he wanted to bid on other girls. Suzy was handled this way. She was taken into the audience, a chair was removed and she knelt beside her new owner.

Then it was our turn

An instructor put nose leashes on us, unlocked us from our pillar, and led us onto the block. Another man joined us. One man handled each of us.  We faced the audience while the auctioneer described  us .  We obeyed as he ordered us into various positions.  We were already aroused by the excitement, obeying the commands, being closely observed by so many strange men, one of whom would shortly own us.  We were in a frenzy of excitement and anticipation.

Then, a surprise. He ordered me to eat out Amanda and bring her to orgasm with my mouth. Yes! I dropped to my knees in front of her and shoved my face in her pussy.  She was as hot as me because she orgasmed as soon as I penetrated her lips with my tongue.  God, she tasted good.  Ambrosia of the Gods. I was yanked to my feet and Amanda ordered to do me.  Yes, again! She dropped to her knees in front of me and I felt her tongue lick my lips.  I was so hot and she felt so good.  She nibbled on my labia rings and drove me wild. I twisted in my handler's grip and moaned. I orgasmed instantly when she penetrated me.

We were held up so the audience could see our partner's love juices on our faces. Our faces were wiped clean and the hanging chains locked to our coffle chain. They unlocked our hands and put us through our paces. We were ordered to put our hands behind our heads and the men brought us to orgasm again with just their hands.  We were hot sluts and everyone knew it.

The bidding was active and grew to unbelievable number. Finally we were sold for over a million dollars.  Our hands were locked to he backs of our collars and our leases reattached to our nose rings.  The hanging chain was removed from our coffle chain and we were led off the block to a thunderous applause.  We were taken to the cashier's table and our leashes were handed to the man who had first examined us.

I fell to my knees and felt Amanda land beside me, barely touching. I said, "Thank you , Master for buying us.  May we kiss your feet?"

He smiled at us and said, "Yes, my slave girls."

I kissed and languorously licked his shoes When I raised up, Amanda followed suit.

He said, "Stand up, girls and follow me."

He led us outside to an ornate carriage drawn by six gaudily plumed pony girls. He handed our leashes to a footman and climbed aboard.  We were tied to the back of the carriage, the footman climbed aboard and the carriage started.  We followed.  I was a long walk to his house.

His home was large and vaguely Victorian. The first thing he did was take us upstairs to his bed and lock a long chain to Amanda's collar.  He had us both several times that night.  He had great stamina and used us well. The next morning a servant took us to the stables, locked snug chastity belts on both of us and put us in a stall. I had never worn a CB before and I didn't like it.

Amanda, scared, asked, "Do you think he is going to keep us like this?


Chapter 18: New Environs

I knelt beside Master in his private box at the auction.  Amanda and Angeline were the last ones sold.  The bidding was fierce and  they finally went for more than a million dollars.  The winning bidder was Mr. Wernach a very wealthy industrialist who Master said only spent three months a year at his estate in the Facility.

I watched the two led outside.

“Master, may I speak?”

“Yes, Iris. Did you enjoy the show?”

”Yes, Master. I thought I would climax watching the two of them get it on. Can you tell me why their slavery will be ‘Special?’”

“Rolf likes his girls kept very needy.  He thinks it makes them more appreciative of his attention when he’s there.”

“Needy, Master?”

“Yes,  Angeline and Amanda will be wearing chastity belts before morning.  No more girl sex for them..”

“Wow, Master. They will hate that.”

“Indeed. Tomorrow we are leaving here for an extended stay in Europe.  I have some business that will require almost a year to finish. I’m taking you with me and I intend to make your slavery public.”

“Master. Public? You mean You will make me go out in public like I am now?”

“Not quite.  I’ll  let you wear some clothing, but your collar and hobble and cuffs will remain. I’ll start you out slow, but I want you fully in public view shortly.”

“But, Master, why?”

“I’m curious how you will handle it and I love to see you blush.”

“Master,...

The End


Kindle Titles by Alan Horn

Total Control:Total Control 1

Total Control 2

Total Control 3

Wage Slaves:Submissives

Wage Slaves 2

Gods of Olympus:Pony Girl Sentence

Consequences

Julie

Coffle:The Coffle

Coffled Future

Coffle Cure

Pony Girl Dreams

Ensnared

The Love Ring

The Natural Slave

Humiliation

IrisBad Iris

Good Iris

cover.jpeg





