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Chapter One
 
Jane Frobisher awoke in the middle of the night filled with the terrible realization that she was not alone in her darkened bedroom. But by then it was already too late.
In the dim green glow of the display of the bedside clock radio, which showed 1:47, she saw the indistinct silhouettes of five shadowy figures bending over her and her mind filled with a surge of terror as she opened her mouth to cry out. But a strong leather-gloved palm clamped down about her face stifling her scream while other hands grasped her wrists and shoulders, spreading them wide and holding her upper body down. Her bedclothes were torn back and two more men grabbed her legs before she could kick out and pulled them flat and wide.
The hand clamped over her face relaxed but only to push something wedge-like and hard but with a soft rubber coating into her mouth between her teeth. She felt spring jaws clamp about her tongue. Then the hand was pulled away but her tongue was now clamped and her mouth plugged. Her teeth clenched about the rubber-coated clamp but that only increased the pressure on her tongue. All she could do was snivel and whimper and dribble out of the corner of her mouth.
 The man who had clamped her tongue now snapped what felt like a rubber-lined metal collar in two hinged sprung halves about her neck. Meanwhile the two figures holding her arms were fastening similar but smaller cuffs about her wrists. Elastic bungee cords dangling from them were pulled up and sideways and hooked about the headboard of her bed. Then the hands holding her upper body down released their grasp. Jane tried to jerk upright by reflex only to feel the elastic cords pulling her back down. She felt more cuffs being snapped about her ankles and more bungee cords stretched out from them to secure her legs to the lower posts of her bed. 
Then the men released their hold on her and Jane whimpered and bucked and twisted, but she was spread-eagled and totally helpless. A figure moved to the window, which was open onto the brief mild June night and pulled it shut and then drew the curtains across it. 
Her bedside light came on illuminating Jane and the men standing over her. They wore military style black trousers with multiple pockets and black jumpers with reinforced shoulder and elbow patches. They had back packs slung over their shoulders. Their heads were covered by black masks and hoods, with goggles over their masks concealing the slits in the fabric through which their eyes peered, and commercial dust masks over their mouths. 
She looked from one to the other, whimpering as her stomach knotted up in fear and wishing she felt braver, but they said nothing. Instead one of them took out a camera from a trouser pocket and began filming her while a second pulled out a pair of sharp black scissors and to Jane’s horror slipped them up between her legs and began to cut through the trailing hem of her nightdress which had rucked up to her mid-thighs. The sharp blades sheared through the thin white cotton from her crotch to her cleavage. Two more snips cut through its shoulder straps. Then the men dragged the remains of the nightdress out from under her, leaving her totally naked.
Filled with dread Jane sobbed and tried to close her thighs together and strained her arms against the cords holing her spread wide, but she could conceal nothing from the intense goggled gaze of the intruders or their camera.
Jane had a mature but still well-toned and slender figure. Her streaked tousled hair was the colour of old gold. Her creamy pale skin had a light dusting of freckles over the bridge of her nose and cheeks and the upper slopes of her shoulders. When not contorted by fear she had cool, sophisticated, good looks with a strong slender jaw line, keen deep, intelligent pale blue eyes, sardonic arched brows, a firm determined nose and red expressive lips. When standing her high, pale neat breasts had scooped upper slopes and distinct red-brown up-tilted nipples. Now spread-eagled on her back her breasts trembled like pale pink jellies on her chest whose ribs showed above her tightly nipped waist, making her hips seem fuller. Her buttocks, straining like her thighs and calves against the cords that held her legs wide, were pale and well rounded. Below her flat stomach and the dimple of her navel with its fleshy button centre was the swelling mound of her pubes capped by a small triangle of dark gold curls. 
The man who had cut her nightdress off now took out a device like a heavy rubber-sheathed hand torch, but instead of a clear lens at its head end for bulbs to shine through it had a cluster of crocodile clips. The man pulled three of them out of the device, trailing coiled plastic coated wires behind them. He flicked her nipples, which were already standing up in terror, and then fastened two of the clips to them, making Jane’s eyes water as the metal teeth bit into her sensitive flesh. Then he reached between her splayed thighs into the cleft of her vulva, squeezed the fleshy hood of her clitoris and closed the third clip about that.
Jane yelped about her clamped tongue and flinched in pain as her most sensitive and intimate organ was clamped. Oh God no, what were they doing to her?
Wordlessly the man held the torch up and pressed the button on its side.
Jane screamed about her tongue clamp and her body convulsed and her hips lifted clear of the bed as hammering electric needles of pain stabbed through her nipples and clitoris again and again. Her eyes bulged and filled with tears. She lost control of her bladder and a steam of hot pee spurted over the bedclothes.  The watching men chuckled behind their masks while the one with the camera swung it round to capture the shameful display.
The terrible shocks only lasted for ten seconds but to her it felt like an eternity. Then the man released the button on the pain torch and Jane sagged back limp and trembling, feeling her urine soaking through the sheets under her naked buttocks.
The one who held the pain torch bent over her and slapped her tear-streaked cheeks to get her full attention and then he said:  ‘That was a demonstration of what you will suffer if you do not obey me exactly, do you understand?’
Still twitching and trembling and too confused and shocked to think of defying him, Jane nodded. 
‘In a moment I will remove your tongue clamp so that you can answer certain questions that I will put you. You will not speak unless you are spoken to. You will not plead, beg, insult or threaten. You will answer every question I put to you promptly and truthfully, nothing more and nothing less. Do you understand?’
Jane nodded again while in the depths of her spinning mind she thought that this seemed more like an interrogation than the sexual assault she had feared.
‘And when you answer you will be properly humble and call me “Sir”, do you understand?’
Again she nodded. The man removed her tongue clamp. Fearfully she pinched her lips tight, saying nothing as she had been instructed.
‘You are Jane Frobisher, aged thirty-five, and you are an artist specialising in painting subjects associated with the industrial heritage of Great Britain, is that correct?’
Why did they want to her to confirm this? It was common knowledge. But nevertheless she answered meekly as instructed: ‘Yes, Sir.’
‘And you came to Shackleswell to paint scenes of its old mill machinery and the newly restored steam railway line, is that correct?’
‘Yes, Sir.’
‘And for that purpose you have rented this house, Number 14 Old Tannery Lane, is that correct?’
‘Yes, Sir.’
‘And when you arrived did Mayor Goldsmith welcome you to the town?’
It had been reported to the local paper. He had said he was an admirer of her work. ‘Yes, Sir.’
‘So you are an officially acknowledged resident of Shackleswell?’
She supposed she was at least a temporary one. ‘Yes, Sir.’ 
‘Are you fit, healthy and fertile?’
‘Yes, Sir.’
‘Are you married?’
‘No, Sir.’
‘Are you living with any male who takes responsibility for your actions?’
What kind of question was that? Nevertheless she said: ‘No, Sir.’ 
‘Are you in service or a registered slave?’
A what? But nevertheless she said meekly: ‘Of course not, Sir.’
The man pushed the tongue clamp back into her mouth and then turned to the man holding the camera and addressed it. ‘There it is: confirmation from her own lips that this woman is living here in clear contradiction of the founding rules and principles of Irontown society.’
Jane knew that “Irontown” was the nickname for Shackleswell that it had acquired during the heyday of its Victorian industrial past, but she had no idea what “rules” he meant and could only gape up at him in utter terror mingled with bewilderment
The man continued: ‘We in the IRES are taking a stand against such laxity and backsliding, starting with arranging a suitable punishment for this woman…’
He removed the clips from her nipples and clitoris and put the pain torch away. Then he un-slung his backpack and from it took out a rubber marking stamp and an ink pad, a spray can of shaving gel, razor and scissors, all of which as Jane looked on in horror, he carefully laid out on her stomach and between her breasts. 
Then, while two others clasped her thighs firmly so she could not move, he carefully clipped away her pubic hair leaving only stubble behind, collecting the curls in a plastic bag. Then he soaped and shaved her sex clean and smooth. Jane froze in horror as the blade scraped about her most tender orifice. Nobody had ever done anything like this to her before. Yet he did so with a steady hand and did not leave a nick on her skin, even as she felt her still tingling and aching clitoris perversely throbbing and swelling under his masterful touch.
‘That’s better,’ he said when he was done, stroking her now smooth sex lips, ‘now you just need to be properly marked…’
He took up the rubber stamp holder. Jane saw that it already had a string of large rubber characters in its frame a couple of centimetres high. He inked them and then, holding her cheeks to keep her head still, he pressed it against her forehead. Then he re-inked the stamp and pressed it against the soft flesh of her lower belly just above the mound of her freshly shaven pubes.
Two other men freed the cords holding her spread legs down and lifted her legs up and doubled her over until her knees were pressed against her shoulders and her buttocks were raised high. Carefully the man re-inked and then reversed the stamp block and pressed it against the upper slopes of her buttocks just above their cleft, then her legs were lowered once more.
The cameraman took fresh close-up pictures of her head and groin and then turned the camera round to display them on its screen to Jane. 
‘That is how a woman like you should look,’ the pain torch man told her. 
“NAIL 107” had been boldly stamped on her skin in black ink. And now she saw that the same characters were also inscribed on a large metal disk tag that hung from the front ring of her collar. What were they doing to her? What did any of this mean? But all she could do was whimper and whine pathetically.
‘Now we shall take her to a place where she can serve the people as nature intended…’ the pain torch man said to camera.
They unhooked the rest of the cords holding her down and pulled her arms round behind her and padlocked the rings of her wrist cuffs together in the small of her back and then did the same for her ankles. Feebly she tried to resist them but they were too strong for her.
The largest man threw her over his shoulders and carried her downstairs like a sack of potatoes, while the others followed, turning off her bedroom light as they went.
Cautiously they opened the front door to check all was clear. At this time of night half the street lights were off. It was just possible to make out the form of a second car – a hatchback of some kind – parked in the small front driveway next to hers with its rear facing them. Two men went ahead. One climbed into the driver’s seat while the second opened its boot. Accompanied by the pain torch man the man carrying her quickly carried her across to it and dumped her in it while the last man carefully closed the door behind them.
The others climbed into the car. Its engine started quietly and it drove off into the night.
***
The journey took less than ten minutes, although subjectively for Jane, huddled up naked in the boot and sick with terror, it felt far longer. 
Then the car came to a halt again. The boot was opened up and she was hauled out and thrown over a shoulder again. She felt cool and damp summer night air caressing her wet naked buttocks and she shivered not so much with cold but a renewed sense of shameful exposure. However there was nobody to see her. 
They were in an otherwise empty car park beside a set of high solid gates set in a very long high brick wall that stretched away in either direction into the darkness, picked out only here and there by the glow of streetlights.
Jane recognized the massive wall as the one surrounding Rowland Park which lay almost in the heart of the city. It was one of the odd things she had noted about Shackleswell, apart from the politeness of its inhabitants and its unusual neatness and lack of litter. The park was only open for the use of permanent residents. Apparently it was all due to some old civic tradition. 
The big gates were locked but the men seemed to have keys to them. They passed through them into a space between them and a second inner set of equally solid gates, offset from the outer, which they opened as well. Why did a park need such an elaborate set of double gates? Then they were through them and Jane saw trees and lawns and neat flowerbeds and many paths winding away into the night.
Turning on torches the men strode along the dark deserted paths with confidence until they came to a curious structure nestled amongst the trees. It was a small six sided open building with a domed roof, a little like the old yarn or butter markets sometimes to be found in the high streets of country towns. 
‘This is the park’s castigorium,’ the pain torch man explained softly. ‘People still use it when a slave… or a wayward wife or daughter… needs some public discipline…’
Jane was still struggling to comprehend what was going on. A “castigorium”… public discipline? What was this place?
They carried her into the castigorium. Within, ringed about its big central pillar and radiating out from it, were half a dozen small wedge-like compartments each with a double outer door. The partitions and doors were formed out of ironwork lattice grilles which stood just over head height and had clearances beneath them. They took her into the nearest one.
By the light of their torches she saw resting with its head end against the central hexagonal pillar was a sloping wooden lattice panel the size of a house door. It had heavy metal bolts fitted to its corners and some mechanisms beneath it and also at its head end and sides, all of which were connected by rods, gears and pulley wires to what looked like a large mechanical clock of antique design mounted on the pillar above it. The clock’s big brass face was marked out in 24 hours and it had extra dials and what seemed to be alarm hands fitted to it. On either side of it several large pendulum-like weights hung in long glass-fronted cases. On the left side grille hung a dispenser of wet wipes, paper towels and a waste basket. Hung on the right side were a chalkboard and a water bottle which fed into a coiled clear plastic tube ending in a rubber ball with a large blunt rubber spike protruding from it.
The men laid Jane onto the tilted grill and unlocked her cuffs. Overcoming her feeble struggles they spread her out to its four corners and hooked her cuff rings over the integral bolts which snapped shut about them. A broad leather belt was buckled across her stomach, holding her hips still. Two plate-sized flexible metal rings like large hose clips which were set on the ends of adjustable arms mounted at the head of the grill were swung down over her shoulders until they could be fitted over Jane’s breasts. Worm screws were turned in the string of notches cut into the outsides of the ring bands to tighten them about their roots until they fitted snugly.
Rubber straps mounted on gear-driven spindles were pulled across her body from the sides of the frame and passed over the insides of Jane’s splayed thighs and their ends were hooked to the grill beneath them. Hung on the straps were two large crescent shaped bulldog-type clips with rubber lined jaws which they pinched about the thick flesh lips of her naked outer labia.
The pain torch man wrote on the chalkboard: I’ve broken Irontown’s rules and need to be taught a lesson by cock and cane. Then he pulled out her tongue clamp and replaced it with the rubber ball gag attached to the water bottle hose. 
‘Suck on that if you need a drink,’ he told her. ‘We don’t want you to dry out. You’ve got to stay nice juicy for what’s to come…’
The rubber spike now jutted out of her mouth under her nose and she realized in fact it was a red rubber dildo. Meanwhile the others were turning a crank handle in the side of the big clock, winding up its spring. The hanging weights rose to top of their casing. They set its hands and dials and the mechanism began to tic ponderously.
‘Every hour on the hour it will give your tits and pussy one minute’s good hard thrashing,’ the pain torch man told her and then he chuckled, ‘unless of course you’re pleasuring somebody instead. Wag the phallus about to show you’re interested and maybe you’ll be spared a thrashing. If you’re not found earlier, at six o’clock this evening the bolts will be pulled back and you’ll be free, although a lot sorer inside and out I’ve no doubt. And then you’ll be Goldsmith’s problem…’ 
Then the men walked off into the night and vanished.
For a few minutes Jane lay shivering on the wooden grating, too dazed to make sense of any of it. She kept hoping it was a bad dream and that she would wake up any moment. But it was all too real and she was horribly aware of her exposed groin facing out of the open door of the strange compartment and the empty park beyond, distant sounds of owls hooting, occasional muted traffic sounds from beyond the park walls, her utter helplessness and the ticking of the clock above her head. Now everything was dark about her she noticed it had a luminous dial. It showed a quarter to three. 
Then all of the deepest terror that she had been suppressing throughout her ordeal seemed to well up within her and she began to cry softly. With nobody to see her it was the only luxury she had left.
She was still crying when the clock struck three. One of the pendulum weights began to drop and gears whirred. As it did so rods twisted and the worm screws set in the sides of the bands enclosing her breasts turned with them, tightening and closing about her flesh until her breasts were squeezed and bunched upwards like pale pink balloons. At the same moment the powered spindles attached to the rubber straps across her thighs were wound tight, pulling on the clamps about her outer labia and stretching her sex mouth painfully wide to expose its tender glossy pink interior.
Small wheels emerged from slots in the frame on which she was spread. There was a pair on either side of her chest level with her breasts and one angled up between her legs. Broad pliant rubber thongs trailed from the wheel rims. More gears whirred and the wheels began to spin, turning the thongs into flailing lashes. 
Jane screamed about her plugged mouth as they beat down on her bulging and uplifted breasts and the naked cleft of her pussy with its exposed and gaping interior at the head of which her clitoris throbbed. The multiple smack of rubber on flesh merged into a single rasping patter that echoed out into the night.
The pain was shocking, intense and intimate. Her shivering, wobbling breast globes burned and her nipples, filled with blood so they looked like cherries on top of the pink blancmanges, strained on top of them, being beaten down again and again. Between her legs her clitoris swelled as if not knowing what else to do under the onslaught of such intense stimulation. The rubber lash thongs began to splatter as she felt a surge of lubricating juices flowing out between her shivering lips.
How could she endure a minute of this?
Then at 55 seconds an orgasm tore through Jane with such force that it blotted everything out of her mind for what felt like a blissful eternity.
When she became aware of her surroundings again all was silent except for the relentless ticking of the clock. The wheels had stopped their terrible lashing and withdrawn, the bands about her breasts had loosened and the straps pulling her sex lips wide had relaxed. Her chest was rising and falling raggedly and her breasts and pussy were blazing scarlet hot and simmering. The tingling mound of her vulva and the insides of her thighs were splattered with the drying the juices of her orgasm. 
Jane was still wondering how she could possibly have responded like that to such cruelty when exhaustion finally claimed her and she slipped into brief exhausted sleep.
 



Chapter Two
 
Jane was woken at four o’clock with the sky growing lighter when the clock chimed and the gears whirred once more, and then at five when the sun had just risen and then at six when it was already burning the dew off the grass. And each time the ingenious but terrible device gave her another beating, bunching up her breasts and peeling open her sex lips before the whirling thongs did their terrible best. She did not orgasm again but each time she felt sticky wetness seeping from between her sore lips and her nipples stood up hard from the hot domes of her breasts. Pain, exposure and fear had filled her with a twisted and perverse arousal, which only added to her distress.
Perhaps that was also part of the punishment.
As the light grew brighter she saw there were words inscribed like a frieze around the inside of the castigorium just beneath its dome and visible above the top of her compartment walls. It read: FLESH MUST YIELD TO IRON. KNOW YOUR PLACE. OBEDIENCE IS A VIRTUE. 
And then at seven the park opened.
***
Jane heard the voices first. Then through her sore and crusted eyes she saw people moving about through the trees beyond the castigorium. First there were men in blue park keeper’s uniforms and then ordinary people. Any moment now one of them would come close enough to see her, she thought. Instinct and common sense still insisted that she prepare herself for her discovery and looks of astonishment at her humiliating predicament. But this never came. Instead she saw the bare flesh…
A respectably dressed couple were leading a naked woman behind them as if they might have dog on a leash and collar. A man was riding a bike, except that there was a naked woman somehow imprisoned within its frame and it was her bare pumping legs that were turning its wheels. A woman threw a ball and a naked girl on all fours bounded after it with the chains bound about her body jingling as she picked it up in her teeth and returned it to her mistress. A pair of naked women in cuffs and collars and dressed only in sun hats and flip-flops sauntered past arm in arm, innocently laughing about something. And all of them seemed to have letters and numbers stamped on their foreheads, stomachs and buttocks…
Gradually Jane’s mind adjusted to the impossible reality that everything she had experienced so far was trying to make her accept. That was why the masked men had treated her as they did and the castigorium existed and why the park was closed to non-residents. They kept women as slaves in Shackleswell and this was where they exercised and punished them…
A little after eight and then again at nine o’clock, naked collared and leashed slave girls were brought into the castigorium and placed in the spare compartments around the pillar from her. As far as Jane could tell they were secured exactly as she had been and the same terrible mechanism was set to punish and expose them. She wondered what they had done wrong. They were left alone and the clocks began to tic. Shortly afterward she heard the sound of gears and weights moving and gasps and groans from the girls as they were also beaten. People passing by paused to look in at them, nodding in approval.
A little later Jane received her first visitor.
He was a portly middle-aged man unfortunately dressed in a flowery shirt and shorts. He walked about the inside of the castigorium examining the girls on display and then entered Jane’s compartment with a big grin on his face, closing the doors behind him. It was still possible to see in through the lattice work panels but they gave a degree of privacy. All apparently that he required…
He glanced at the chalkboard with its lying message. ‘So you’ve broken the rules,’ he said. ‘Well we can’t have that, can we? Where would Irontown be if slaves forgot their place?’ 
He bent over Jane and slapped her cheeks hard and then pinched and twisted her swollen nipples. 
‘How did these escape being ringed? Or have they healed up?
She whimpered and gurgled at him about her gag, trying to say that it was all lies and that she was no slave, but of course it was no use.
He turned a control on the clock to interrupt its punishment mechanism, unscrewed the dildo from its mouth plug base, and then pulled open his flies and lay down on top of her. There was a foot rail across the bottom of the grille and he pressed against this for leverage to penetrate her. His big belly squashed against hers, his weight driving the breath from his body, and then his cock found her passage and thrust up into it horribly demanding.
He slapped cheek angrily. ‘Don’t lie there like a dead fish: squeeze, girl, squeeze! Weren’t you taught anything about pleasing men?’
And sobbing Jane squeezed on him as he pumped inside her and grunted and half crushed her until with a shudder he spurted his sperm up into her aching pussy. 
When he was done he cleaned himself up and then wiped her out carefully with the wipes and towels so thoughtfully provided and then put them all neatly in the wastepaper bin. He replaced her mouth dildo, turned the punishment mechanism back on and then left her with the doors of her compartment invitingly open once more, now revealing her aching red-lipped sex still seeping lubrication to anybody who cared to look.
***
The second man to make use of her helpless body came prepared with an expanding spanking paddle in his pocket. He turned off the punishment mechanism, opened his flies to free his straining erection and then beat her methodically and until her tears were flowing. By the time he was ready to mount her she was desperate to please him, nodding frantically and wagging the grotesque dildo jutting out from between her stretched lips and begging with her eyes, gazing longingly on his bobbing cock and hating herself even as she lifted her hips in invitation as far as the belt across her waist allowed.
Already she was learning how to trade pain for shame and sex.
When he was done with her he also meticulously cleaned her up and then reset the clock mechanism. While she was resting, Jane heard groans and smacks coming from the compartments of her unfortunate companions in humiliation, and knew she was not alone in her suffering. It gave her little comfort.
***
The third person to use her was outwardly a slim, respectable fortyish woman in a light summer dress. But evidently she was as used to handling slave girls as the men had been.
She hitched up her skirt to reveal she was wearing no knickers and reversed herself and straddled the tilted frame and sat down on Jane’s head and ground her naked sex into Jane’s face while the red dildo slid up into her vagina. While she rocked up and down on it she clasped Jane’s hoop-bound breasts in her hands and pinched and squeezed and twisted them until Jane sobbed and choked for breath as she bobbed her head frantically to pleasure her, with her nose buried in the scented cleft of her buttocks.
The woman reached down with one hand and rubbed her fingers through Jane’s sore wet, clamped, sex lips and across her hard clitoris. A woman had never touched her like that before and Jane felt a surge of revulsion. Yet as the woman climaxed and gasped as sprayed her juices over Jane’s face, Jane felt a brief illicit thrill as a reciprocal orgasmic surge flared in her loins. 
What was happening to her?
***
Jane’s fourth visitor was a much younger man.
He was a small, skinny pale youth, perhaps just eighteen, with floppy dark hair and large glasses, wearing faded jeans and a shabby anorak with badges pinned to its lapels and carrying a notebook. She first noticed him just before her clock struck eleven standing outside the castigorium staring intently at a naked slave girl being led along a nearby path by her master. She had small silver bells pierced through her nipples and naked labia. Jutting out from the cleft of her buttocks was a curving sprung arm like a tail from which hung another bell 
As she passed by the youth appeared to write something down his notebook. Then he came into the castigorium and walked around the compartments, which were unoccupied by visitors at that moment, peering in at the naked young women confined in them and making more notes. Jane twisted her head round to watch him through the intervening grilles. What was he doing? 
He came into her compartment and peered down at the name and number stamped on her forehead and above her naked sex and stamped on the tag dangling from her collar and jotted them down. 
And then Jane understood. It was absurd but totally logical in the circumstances: he was a slave spotter.
Her clock was about to strike the hour and she would get another thrashing… unless he had her. Oh God, what a choice! But then what pride did she have left? Wretchedly she bobbed her mouth phallus invitingly.
He came in and interrupted the clock mechanism just as it struck, making her sigh with relief. Then he stroked her trembling breasts and slid a finger up into her aching pussy slot, making her shiver. He grinned hugely with wide fascinated eyes, but he also seemed totally at ease with handling her helpless body, even though she was almost twice his age. Was this simply part of everyday life to him? 
‘I don’t see so many older women in here,’ he said. ‘Usually they’re too sensible to make mistakes. What happened to you?’
As he spoke she saw a bulge growing in front of his trousers. Oh God, she really was going to be screwed by this boy! But then why wouldn’t he take advantage of her when it seemed to be the normal thing to do in this perverse place. At least she had been spared a thrashing.
Then she saw him pause and frown, and then flip back through his notebook as if checking on some earlier entry. His frown deepened as he examined her tag and then looked at the characters stamped on her forehead and stomach more closely.
‘That’s not right…’ he said.
Quickly he closed the compartment doors. Then he took a wet wipe from the dispenser and rubbed the lettering vigorously. The wipe came away dark with ink.
‘That’s not regulation slave ink,’ he declared. Then he leaned closer and lowered his voice conspiratorially: ‘And you’re not NAIL 107 because I spotted her just last month and she had dark hair and was much younger.’
Jane shook her head, hope beginning to grow within her.
He unscrewed the dildo shaft from its socket in her mouth gag so he could examine her features without its distraction, peering into her eyes, reading her fear and confusion. ‘I know you. I’ve seen your picture somewhere recently. You’re not a slave. Who are you?’ 
She whimpered and moaned back at him.
Cautiously he pulled the phallic plug out of her mouth.
‘I’m Jane Frobisher the visiting artist,’ Jane sobbed in relief, the words tumbling out of her. ‘Last night I was taken from my house by masked men and brought here and I’ve been electrocuted and screwed and beaten… and please, please let me go… gluumphh!’
He had pushed the gag firmly back into her mouth, stifling her words.
‘I’m sorry, Jane, but I can’t do that,’ he said.
Jane felt her brief hopes melting away. How could he treat her like this?
Now he was staring at her intently; clearly excited but also deeply thoughtful. Then he looked about him to check no one was listening and said softly: ‘I suppose you find all this very strange, being an outsider…’
An “outsider”? Was that what she was here? And “strange” was a gross understatement of how she felt, but she nodded vigorously to both suggestions.
‘I’m Adam Sander,’ he said. ‘I’ve never talked to outsider woman before.’
Jane squirmed and made throaty noises, indicating she would like to talk back to him.
‘If I take your gag out you must be quiet and polite and not get emotional, do you understand? If any other people hear you and realize what you are it might start a panic.’
She did not understand why but she nodded again.
‘And call me “Sir”. That’s important. Do you understand?’
Just like the masked men had demanded. But she nodded anyway. Anything so she could speak again.
He took her gag out.
‘Thank you… Sir,’ she said meekly. It felt absurd to call a boy half her age “Sir” but she was no position to argue. So far he was the only person who had shown her any sympathy since this nightmare began.
‘Who were these people who brought you here?’ Adam asked.
‘I don’t know, Sir. They wore masks… but they said they were from the IRES, whatever that is. They marked me and put the collar and cuffs on me… and they said I’d be Mayor Goldsmith’s problem when I was found… ‘
That seemed to explain everything to Adam. ‘Ohh… them. I get it now. Yes, this is the kind of thing they’d do.’
‘Now please, Sir, can you let me go?’ Jane begged. ‘Or call the police… or something?’
‘No, I can’t,’ Adam said. ‘That’s what they want…’ He scowled and looked about him through the lattice screen and the open arches of the building out into the park. ‘We have to do this carefully. You’ll understand later but for now you just do what I tell you.’ He pushed her gag back in again. ‘I’ll be back as soon as I can…’ 
Adam opened the doors of her compartment and left the castigorium.
Jane squirmed helplessly in shame and fresh confusion. If he knew she was an outsider and didn’t belong here, why couldn’t he just let her go?
***
Jane had entertained two more men in her little castigorium compartment and endured another mechanical thrashing before Adam returned over an hour later. By that time she thought he’d forgotten about her and was feeling sick with fresh despair while her body throbbed and ached with pain and dark lurking arousal. Her exposure and helplessness terrified and revolted her and she felt soiled and sickened by the cocks of the men who had used her, but she could not deny the strange stimulation that it also kindled within her. 
The sight of Adam slipping in through the compartment doors and closing them quietly behind him brought her a strange surge of relief and hope. 
It was evident he had been busy in the intervening period. He was no longer wearing his anorak and was now dressed in a white shirt with rolled sleeves and black trousers, which made him look a little older. He carried a large reusable shopping bag.
He sat on the side of the frame and removed her gag and said quietly: ‘Now I’m going to take you out of here without attracting any attention. I’ve brought everything we need. I’m going to make it look like you’re my slave out for a walk with me in the park.’
‘B… but I’m not a slave!’ Jane sobbed.
To her shock and surprise he pinched and twisted her nipples until she whimpered. ‘What word did you forget?’ he said sternly.
‘Sir! I’m not a slave, Sir…’
‘No, you’re not an official slave, but you can pretend to be, can’t you?’
‘But why, Sir?’
‘Because the IRES people who did this to you want to cause panic. They’re probably hanging around the park waiting for something to happen when you’re found out.’ 
‘But who are they, Sir?’
‘The Irontown Rules Enforcement Society. They’re hard-line promoters of the principles on which Shackleswell as founded. They think all women should be either slaves or obedient wives, even outsiders who stay here too long. They do this kind of thing to publicise their views and embarrass the city council. Getting you away from here without any of that happening will annoy them and it’ll be a great story for me.’ 
‘A story, Sir?’
Adam looked slightly self conscious. ‘I’m hoping to become a reporter for the Shackleswell Observer. I’ve contributed some articles on slave spotting before but this could be my big break.’
‘This is so you can write a newspaper story about me suffering like this!’ Jane said aghast, and then yelped as he pinched her nipple again. ‘Sir!’ she added. 
‘I’m not doing this just for fun or for a story,’ Adam said sternly. ‘The IRES want to cause trouble and panic and I’m trying to stop them.  They probably expect somebody to take your gag out so you can lick them clean after they’ve used you and you’ll tell them who you are, or else when your time’s up you’ll go free and start asking strangers for help.’
‘Then why not call the police, Sir?’
‘If I call the police they’d turn up in uniforms and everybody would know something was wrong and you’d be at the centre of it. Do you want that? I know outsider women aren’t use to being naked in public with everybody staring at them. You’re not meant to be here, do you understand? In the town in public we can manage outsiders, but not in here. You’re a threat to the Irontown way of life because you might go back outside and talk. And I don’t want that. That’s why I’m not letting you just go free. The threat you pose has to be assessed. When I get you out of here I’ll take you straight to the Mayor’s office and he can decide what to do with you next.’
Appalled as that sounded, Jane felt a strange thrill as she listened to this young man telling her what he planned to do with her. 
‘Of course I can leave you to think it over for another few hours if you want,’ Adam said. ‘You’ll probably only get four or five more visitors during that time and a couple more clock thrashings…’
Jane gulped and said in a small meek voice: ‘I’d like to pretend to be your slave and get out of here right now, Sir, please.’
‘Do you promise to do exactly as I tell you?’
‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, feeling another tingle. 
Adam overrode the clock mechanism and shut it off and the bolts restraining her snapped back. With a groan Jane sat up, massaging her stiff limbs. But she was not free for long. Taking a padlock out of his bag Adam secured her wrists behind her back and then hooked an old leather leash to her collar. She bit her lip but allowed him to secure her. Then he put a straw sunhat on her head and a pair of cheap flip-flops on her feet.
He held up what looked like small red rubber ball but one cut in half and held together with a loop of elastic cord. ‘This is to make sure you don’t give yourself away by saying something stupid out loud so other people can hear you. Do you understand?’
She nodded and opened her mouth and let him gag her. The ball clamped about her tongue and filled her mouth. It was not as painful as the tongue clamp and she could close her lips over it.
‘Just follow where I lead and try to relax,’ Adam told her.
She stood up stiffly, realizing that she was slightly taller than he was. Taking up his bag in one hand and her leash in the other, Adam led Jane out of the castigorium and into the sunlight.
The park seemed to be full of people. Ordinary properly dressed people mingled with naked female figures in all tints of flesh. Most of them seemed to be doing the kind of things people usually did in parks. It was perfectly normal and at the same time totally outlandish and bizarre.
Jane became acutely aware her own helpless exposure and hung her head trying not to make eye contact with anybody while at the same time swivelling her eyes from side to side with helpless curiosity. There was a perfectly ordinary looking ice cream van parked beside one of the broader pathways with a queue of people waiting to be served. The two of them were totally naked slave girls standing there apparently unaccompanied and totally unselfconscious. What was going on here?
Then her gaze shifted from their bare buttocks to the colourful illustrations of the ice creams on sale and she suddenly realized how hungry she was. Adam noticed the direction of the gaze and said softly: ‘Would you like one?’
She nodded and whimpered.
He bought her a chocolate cornet and they found an unused bench nearby. He sat on it and motioned for her to kneel in front of him. He pulled out her gag ball and fed her the ice cream. She gulped it down hungrily, ignoring the cold it sent through her teeth and luxuriating in the comforting sweet sugar rush it delivered. Ice cream had never tasted better!
In between bites she whispered: ‘I don’t understand, Sir. Those girls buying ice creams ahead of us: were they slaves?’
‘Yes of course, but it’s probably their day off.’ 
‘Slaves with a day off, Sir?’
‘In Shackleswell slave girls also have rights and privileges. It’s all down to the ideas of W. S. Rowland: the Victorian engineer and free-thinker who built much of Shackleswell. He was famous all over England of course, but outsiders never knew about his most important work. I’ll show you…’
When she finished her ice cream he replaced Jane’s tongue gag and then led her along a pathway to a spot where half a dozen paths met at a circle of gravel that surrounded a monument not unlike the castigorium but with a small clock tower on its roof and drinking fountains mounted on the insides of its supporting pillars. The drinking fountains, she noticed, were fitted with what looked like phallic spouts. Below them were low wide bronze pans shaped a little like water-lily leaves with another fountain playing across them. 
Raised on a plinth under its roof was a bronze statue of a man in Victorian dress complete with a stovepipe hat and bushy side-whiskers. He was depicted seated on a device that resembled an old-fashioned penny-farthing bike except that it had two small rear wheels for stability making it a tricycle and the huge front wheel had been extended sideways to form an oblate cage in which a naked girl was running round hunched over like a hamster, clearly driving it along. 
As Jane goggled at it, Adam explained: ‘Rowland recognized that on a small scale and over relatively short distances, the human female body was a very effective, energy efficient and non-polluting power source when coupled with properly designed mechanical systems. He was worried about the excess female population after so many men had been killed in his time fighting wars, and thought his girl-powered machines were a solution. He also believed that prostitution could be safely regulated and used positively. Way ahead of his time he recognized the existence of the female orgasm and developed a system of punishments and rewards using its power, which could condition suitable women to accept intimately merging with machines. He had a saying: "Flesh must yield to iron and steel, at the same time giving it life and purpose.” In his memory all Irontown slaves are named and numbered after machine parts and treated according to his principles.’
So that was why she had NAIL 104 stencilled on her body. 
Adam continued: ‘By tradition their pussies are shaved so they can be kept clean and nothing catches in machinery. Slave women know their place, but they are not mindless and they also know that they are valued. The city is built upon their labour. Rowland Park is one of a few secure large open spaces closed to outsiders so that slaves can be exposed openly.’
Jane shuddered and made throaty, pleading noises until he pulled the gag ball out and she could whisper: ‘But Sir, where do they all come from?’ 
‘From all over the country. You know people are always talking about the problems of delinquency; well we have arrangements with outside social services and police to take selected female cases off their hands. Here they can be taught discipline and given a new purpose in life. And it works because it’s balanced and fair and has adapted to modern times. That’s why the IRES can’t be allowed to upset it.’ 
Jane realized she was squirming. It was the sound of running water in the ring of fountains all about her. It reminded her that she had not peed since she had wet her bed last night.
Adam correctly interpreted the look on her face and her squirming. ‘Do you need to relive yourself?’
She nodded.
‘Then we’re in the right place.’ He led across to the nearest low set pan and pointed. ‘That’s what they’re for so you can look at Rowland while you’re doing it. For slave girls it’s like making offering to his memory…’
Jane froze in horror and shook her head. She was just about dealing with nudity. He could expect her to pee in public as well!
Adam pinched her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed until her eyes watered. ‘Slaves who embarrass their masters in public by refusing orders are punished,’ he said in a low voice. ‘Now squat down, open your legs and pee…’
Whimpering Jane obeyed, feeling her cheeks burning as she opened her legs. She stared at the bronze statue of Rowland, trying not to think of what she was doing or where she was or Adam’s eyes on her bare cleft. She felt the urine hissing out of her and then the little fountain of water washing her groin clean.
When she was done Adam said: ‘That’s better. Don’t disobey me again…’
He led her away again across the park again. 
They approached one of the park gates. Now she understood why they were so elaborate, keeping any passing outsiders from glimpsing what went on inside while they were in use.
‘Before you go outside you’ve got to change,’ he said.
There was a copse of trees near the gate and Adam led her into its shelter. He pushed her back up against one of the trees and then bound her leash about her neck, holding her in place. Then he opened up his bag and took out a bundle of clothing and a pair of boots and then an odd device. It was a pair of black rubber dildos, one longer and other shorter and with a head shaped more like a mushroom. The surfaces of each were covered by metal studs and bands and they were connected at their bases by a clear plastic rod with electronic circuitry visible within it. Paired with it was a small clear plastic remote control pad.
‘I can’t lead you by a leash when we’re outside so you’re going to be wearing this,’ he told her. ‘It’s called a wireless chain. It goes up inside your vagina and rectum and locks in place and it will automatically give you a shock if you don’t stay close by me.’ 
He knelt before her and tried to part her knees so he could slide the dildos up into her pussy and bottom. But Jane stared at the thing in horror and shook her head. No, he couldn’t put something like that up inside her! It was cruel and inhuman. She felt panic growing inside her once more. She could not take anymore of this mad place! She squeezed her thighs together and shook her head and squirmed and whimpered.
Adam stood up with his face set. ‘I think it’s time you learned your place, Jane. I’ve made allowances for you being an outsider but right now you’ve got to obey our rules for your own good. I didn’t want to have to use this but there’s no other choice…’
He took out a short black coiled whip made of braided rubber. There seemed to be silver threads woven through it and its handle was chunky, like the pain torch, and it also had a control switch. As Jane’s eyes widened in horror Adam switched it on and then drew his arm back and lashed the whip across her stomach.
The braided rubber stung her flesh with a crack but the silver threads sparked and crackled as they delivered a jolt of electricity, doubling the pain of its impact. Jane shrieked and dribbled about her plugged mouth as the electric whip swished through the air again, cutting square across her right breast and then her left, indenting them deeply so that they sprang back up with heaves and jiggles, only to be splashed by the tears running off her cheeks. The fourth cut seared upwards through her thighs and into the naked cleft of her groin. She screeched afresh as the braided rubber ripped up through her flesh lips and across her throbbing clitoris, driving pulse after pulse of pain into her as it went. 
Through misty eyes she saw Adam staring at her, a bulge showing in the front of his trousers. Then he lowered the whip and clasped her to him, flattening her simmering freshly-whipped breasts against his shirt front, and kissed her lips hard, bruising them against her gag-filled mouth. Then he lowered his head and kissed her simmering nipples which were standing up hard. He reached down between her thighs which parted at his touch and ran his fingers through her sore, tingling, naked vulva and they came away wet. Then with a fumble his penis was free of his flies and he lunged against her, sliding his shaft up inside her and pumping violently into her aching vagina. Jane almost choked about her gag. His cock felt very large for somebody of such slim build.
A dozen hard thrusts, grinding her sweaty buttocks against the bark of the tree and then with a grunt she felt him spurt his hot young sperm up into her. And as he did so she felt the brief thrill of a sharp mini-orgasm course through her.
For a minute Adam remained inside her, resting against her with his head on her shoulder, savouring her warmth. Then he raised his eyes and she saw his flushed and excited face, looking a little surprised at his own surge of passion. 
‘You… are really… very hot…’ he said softly.
Then he collected his wits and composure and pulled out of her, leaving her feeling strangely empty. His penis still jutted semi-hard out of the front his trousers. He undid her leash from the tree, pulled the gag clamp ball off her tongue and commanded: ‘Down on your knees and lick me clean!’
Trembling Jane obeyed, taking his cock into her mouth and sucking and licking it clean, not caring that she was debasing herself with this humiliating act. She tasted his fresh young sperm and her juices. He stroked the coiled electric whip through her hair and across her back, making her tremble, but the power was turned off. As she worked she rolled her eyes up at him, desperate to see some sign of approval on his face. At that moment in her dizzy state that was all that mattered. The whipping followed so closely by his brief passionate coupling had shocked her even as it had driven home the terrible truth that he might only be a young man but he had total power over her and was perhaps the only friend she had in this mad city right now, so she had to win his favour once more.
When she was done and he was clean Adam deliberately wiped his cock dry on a fist-full of Jane’s hair as if that was the most natural thing in the world. She trembled with shame with her head bowed as he used her as a living towel and yet she had a strange wish that he found it satisfying. Then he tucked his cock away.
‘Stand!’ he commanded and she obeyed. ‘Open your mouth,’ and she obeyed. He clamped her ball gag back over her sticky tongue. ‘Spread your legs,’ he commanded and she obeyed.
He pushed the wireless chain device up into her vagina and rectum. The front dildo slid easily into her freshly lubricated channel even though she winced as it stretched her aching passage. Adam had to push harder to force the anal plug past her sphincter, but once inside she felt it expand to hold it in place. She felt it filling her and yet the bridge connecting the front and back shafts was slim enough so she could close her thighs about it and move unhampered.
Adam stood up holding the remote device. ‘Stay,’ he commanded as if training a dog, and then slowly walked away from her. After a few paces Jane felt the probes in her vagina and rectum began to tingle and then prick. When he was ten paces away from her they were stabbing into her painfully and she was whimpering and squirming and clenching her thighs together. But she did not move. He walked back to her and the pain melted away.
He unlocked her wrist cuffs. ‘No more misbehaviour, do you understand?’ Jane nodded. Yes, she would be so very good. ‘Now get dressed…’
She put on the clothes he had brought. There was a grey knee-length belted coat with sleeves long enough to cover her cuffs, soft grey ankle boots to hide her cuffed ankles, a matching scarf to tie over her collar and a headband to conceal the lettering stamped on her forehead. She realized over the last few weeks that she had seen several women dressed like this out and about in Shackleswell. Now she began to suspect that underneath their clothes they had been naked, stamped and cuffed like her.
When she was dressed Adam gave her the bag to carry.
‘Stay close behind me,’ he told her. Then he turned and headed towards the gate. And meekly Jane followed after him, just like any obedient slave girl would with her master.
 



Chapter Three
 
It was perhaps a twenty minute walk from Roland Park to City Hall. And in all that time Jane hardly took her eyes off Adam’s back. If he got too far ahead she felt the warning pricking tingling in her groin and she hurried to close the distance between them. As she walked she was acutely aware of his spent sperm seeping out past the dildo plugged in her vagina and running down the insides of her thighs.
She was also aware of strange eyes flitting across her as they went and realized that the residents of Shackleswell knew exactly what she was. And yet they did nothing to impede progress, even though there was no obvious connection between her and Adam, apart from the fact that she was following closely in his footsteps. And yet there was an invisible chain linking her pussy to the controlling device in his pocket. She felt her vagina squeezing hard about the dildo inside her at the perverse thought of it.
City Hall was an imposing Victorian building with a tall clock tower rising above its sharply pitched roof tops. Adam led Jane up the sweep of front steps that led to the main entrance and passed through a set of massive studded iron doors and then through a second set of modern sliding inner glass doors into the spacious reception area. A row of trim, efficient looking middle-aged women sat behind the long counter. As they stepped up to it one of them said brightly to Adam: ‘Can I help you, Sir?’
Adam took a deep breath and then said quietly and clearly: ‘I’m Adam Tamper and this is the artist Jane Frobisher, who’s an outsider. Last night she was kidnapped by the IRES and exposed in the castigorium in Rowland Park, cuffed and marked like a slave. I think I’ve got her out of there without anyone else knowing but I need to take her to Mayor Goldsmith so he can decide what to do next.’
The receptionist maintained her composure admirably, merely raising an eyebrow and casting a quick glance over Jane. Then she said: ‘Please take a seat, Mr Tamper, and I will contact the Mayor’s office immediately…’
Jane sat beside Adam in the waiting area, acutely aware of the wireless chain device plugs pressing up into her and feeling her juices staining the lining of her coat. She did not known how long she could sit with such a device inside without making a serious mess. Fortunately they were not kept waiting long. Barely five minutes passed before another trim, smart middle-aged woman appeared and said softly: ‘Mr Tamper, Ms Frobisher… please follow me…’
She led them to a lift which took them up to the third floor and a long corridor at the end of which was a large office with light oak panelled walls and high windows with frosted lower panes, looking out over the city. A compact, brisk intense man his late forties with keen sharp eyes and greying hair rose from behind a large desk and came round it offering his hand to Adam while casting a quick glance at Jane. She recognized him from their brief meeting a few weeks ago when he welcomed her to Shackleswell and posed together for a photograph illustrating a feature on her for the Shackleswell Observer, when he had told her that he was an admirer of her work. She could never have imagined that their second meeting would be under such very different circumstances.
‘How do you do, young man,’ Goldsmith said heartily to Adam. ‘From what I hear you’ve saved the city from considerable disruption today. You must tell me all about it.’
Adam seemed to swell with pride. ‘Thank you, Sir.’
Goldsmith turned to Jane and after a momentary hesitation extended his hand to her as well. ‘I’m so sorry for your suffering, Ms Frobisher. All this must be something of a shock to you.’
Jane made throaty complaining noises as she tried to respond to this gross understatement.
‘I had to put a tongue ball clamp on her, Sir,’ Adam explained. ‘If I may…’ He took the clamp off Jane’s tongue. 
Jane licked her stretched dry lips. She still felt a helpless kind of obedience towards Adam, but Goldsmith was just a politician and she felt her suppressed anger rising. ‘A shock!’ she spat. ‘I was kidnapped in the middle of the night by five masked men and put in a collar and cuffs and marked and taken to a public park and stripped and screwed and lashed by that perverted machine and… ahhwwooo!’ 
She hunched over, clutching her hands to her groin as the phalluses lodged within her stabbed their hot electric needles into her vagina and rectum.
‘I had to put a wireless chain on her, Sir,’ Adam explained, holding up the remote control unit. ‘She was beginning to panic after what she had been through and I thought she needed somebody to take a firm hand with her.’
‘Quite right and proper,’ Goldsmith said approvingly.
‘Don’t get angry Jane,’ Adam told her as she wiped away fresh tears. ‘You just show the Mayor what they did to you and I’ll explain the rest.’
Cowed once more Jane obeyed, undoing her coat and taking it off together with her headband, scarf and boots. 
‘Clasp your hands behind your neck and spread your legs so the Mayor can see you properly,’ Adam commanded and again Jane obeyed.
Goldsmith’s eyes widened as he saw her collar and cuffs and the false slave name stamped on her flesh, while Jane trembled at this further exposure before another stranger. She felt sick even as her nipples began to tingle and rise. But with Adam holding the control device she was too frightened to do anything else. 
Goldsmith walked around her, examining the false markings from every angle. He could not fail to notice the marks the castigorium machine and the men who had used her had put on her, but he made no comment.
‘The ink they use was not regulation, Sir,’ Adam pointed out. ‘That was one reason I knew she was not a proper slave. I’d also spotted the real NAIL 104 a few weeks ago.’
‘Ahh, so you’re a slave spotter,’ Goldsmith said reminiscently. ‘I used to spot myself when I was young.’
‘Did you, sir?’ Adam said brightly. ‘I’ve written some articles about it but I hope to become a full-time reporter for the Shackleswell Observer.’
‘Do you now,’ Goldsmith said approvingly. ‘Well you could start by giving me a verbal report about what you did when you found Ms Frobisher in the castigorium…’
And Goldsmith resumed his seat behind his desk and Adam took the visitor’s chair before it, leaving Jane standing showing herself off in that humiliating posture. Adam related what he had done in the park while she shuddered, telling herself that they had no right to ignore her like this and she could move if she wanted. But somehow she couldn’t. Moving would draw attention to her, whereas standing here naked and still like a statue was doing what she had been told. And if she did what she was told then she was safe... 
‘… but when I was preparing her for leaving the park she refused the wireless chain and I had to discipline her with an electric whip,’ Adam admitted.
‘That’s quite understandable,’ Goldsmith said.
‘Then I used her for my pleasure, Sir,’ Adam confessed. ‘I know she’s not a legal slave but… I just couldn’t help it at that moment.’
‘Also quite understandable,’ Goldsmith said easily. ‘She’s a very attractive woman who you had just reduced to tears. I’m sure it helped calm her down and discipline her, which was exactly what she needed at the time. It was just the right thing to do.’
And so Adam’s whipping her and screwing her up against a tree was dismissed as lightly as that, Jane thought dizzily. Inwardly she seethed with indignation but still she did not move, although she was miserably aware, despite all they had suffered, of her nipples standing up.
When Adam finished his account Goldsmith thought for a minute and then he picked up his phone and punched a number on speed dial. ‘Oliver… its Ben here. We might have a bit of a situation concerning an outsider female who’s been compromised that I’d like your advice on. The IRES are involved… yes, them again. Could you come round to my office straightaway and bring your usual kit…? You can? Thanks…’ He put the phone down and then turned to consider Jane, looking at her with a frank unabashed directness that made her shiver.
‘It’s always awkward having outsiders in residence outside the hotels, Ms Frobisher, but I thought we had found you a suitable house in a quiet street where you could do what you do best. I really was looking forward to seeing what you made of our heritage. Now I’m most sincerely sorry that the IRES chose to target you. I understand young Adam here as explained their motivation. Rest assured that we will do everything we can to track them down and of course we will compensate you for the… inconvenience you have suffered.’ 
Jane bit her lip and glanced at Adam, mutely asking his permission to speak. She did not want another jolt from the wireless chain device which still stretched the lips of her sex mouth... and which to her acute shame was feeling hot and slippery.
‘You can answer the Mayor, Jane,’ Adam told her, ‘but do remember to be polite this time…’
Jane struggled to keep her voice level as she attempted to hold a conversation while standing naked before a near stranger. ‘You can’t compensate for what those men did to me, Sir, and then what those other people did to me in the Park!’ 
‘Of course that must have been very strange and disturbing,’ Goldsmith agreed, ‘but you must not blame ordinary citizens for taking you for a slave being displayed for disciplining as you appeared to be. They were simply exercising their legal right to make use of you…’
‘“Legal right”, Sir!’ Jane exclaimed, struggling not to shout. ‘None of that was legal!’
‘It is perfectly legal in Shackleswell,’ Goldsmith gently corrected her. 
‘Well it shouldn’t be, Sir! This whole setup is… is obscene!’
Goldsmith looked concerned. ‘Yes, was afraid you would take it like this. Your unfortunate introduction to our society has prejudiced you against our customs.’
‘I don’t need to be prejudiced against sex slavery, Sir!’ Jane said. ‘It’s simply wrong!’
‘You saw those girls queuing for ice cream and enjoying their day off in the Park, Jane,’ Adam reminded her. ‘Didn’t they look happy?’
‘They were still naked slaves, Sir! And there were plenty of others who were leashed and being ridden about on those bike things, like your precious founder!’
Goldsmith sighed. ‘So I suppose if I was to ask you to promise not to reveal the true nature of Irontown society, Ms Frobisher, you would refuse?’
‘Of course I refuse! And you can’t buy me off, Sir. This must end.’
‘So the question is what we do with you next, Ms Frobisher. I understand that you are unmarried and at present unattached which helps, but you have relations and a significant public profile outside Shackleswell so you cannot simply disappear.’
Jane gulped, suddenly feeling terror seeping back into her in place of her righteous indignation: ‘Disappear?’
Goldsmith laughed. ‘I don’t mean you will be disposed of, Ms Frobisher. We don’t do that kind of thing. But you would have to be contained and monitored until we can convince you to change your mind. But we won’t waste your talents. Shackleswell does not waste anything, far less pretty and capable female flesh. I’ll think of something. But meanwhile we have to process you. Unfortunately you are older than the usual intake and so may not respond to our normal conditioning regimen. That’s why I have called in an expert on female education to give his opinion. Oliver Bradawl is the headmaster of Gryndstone School, which is Irontown’s specialist academy where wanton and disturbed young women are taught to be happy and obedient slaves. Meanwhile I suggest we move you to the confinement room and prepare you for his examination…’
That menacing word broke the spell she was under and Jane started towards the outer door, just wanting to escape the obscene fate that seemed to be closing about her. But Adam pressed his controller and she shrieked in pain, doubling over and dropping to her knees and clutching at her groin again. 
‘Just do as you’re told, Jane,’ he warned her.
Goldsmith rose and opened a side door that led into a smaller room. Miserably Jane got up and followed after him with Adam at her back. The room was lit by a single high window. Its floor was covered in black rubber tiles and its walls were covered with white painted cork tiles. All good sound absorbing materials, Jane thought in despair. They were hung with chains and racks of straps, canes and phallic devices
In the middle of the room was something that looked a little like a black vinyl covered dentist’s chair mounted on a pedestal with pedal controls on its sides, except that instead of a single column support it had a sturdy upward facing forked mount, the ends of which were pinned into the side frames of the chair seat. Oddly the seat itself had no centre. The headrest, arms and extended leg rests of the chair, which were split down the middle, were fitted with an array of straps and snap hooks.
‘Sit in the chair and I’ll secure you,’ Goldsmith said. ‘Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you, but you must be kept secure until we work out what to do with you.’
Jane whimpered at the sight of it but Adam said sternly: ‘Do what the Mayor tells you, Jane, or else I’ll turn this up to the next setting…’
A fresh sharp stabbing lanced through her groin and snivelling Jane quickly sat in the chair. It was well padded and not uncomfortable but it felt strange to do so naked and without any support beneath her buttocks and groin, as if she was seated on a lavatory.
Goldsmith worked a foot pedal and the chair rose up on its forked mount to present her at a convenient height. He then clipped the rings of her cuffs to the armrests and footrests of the chair and then pulled broad rubber straps across her shins, thighs, stomach and upper arms. 
Feeling herself inexorably confined Jane instinctively strained against them but they held her firmly pressed against the padding of the chair.
‘Don’t struggle,’ Goldsmith said, ‘just accept that you must be confined.’
From behind the headrest of the chair Goldsmith swung across over her head and then down beneath her chin a rubber-sheathed flat metal hoop on a sliding mount which he adjusted so that it pressed up under her chin, keeping her head up. Then he pulled slightly larger hoop of similar design over her forehead and pressed that firmly against her skin so that it held her head braced facing forward. Then he swung a third larger hoop over her head. This had a rubber ball plug set in its middle which he then adjusted so that it pushed up into her mouth forming a gag. A clear plastic tube ran down one side of this hoop and into the rubber ball. 
‘If you suck on it you can drink when you need to,’ he told her.
Such consideration even as he had confined her head in steel and rubber! She had never felt so totally immobilised even when she had been chained to the castigorium grating. Jane felt her nipples standing up as if showing that they at least were still free. But it got worse…
Goldsmith operated another pedal control and the seat frame and leg rests of the chair swung apart down the middle, opening up her thighs and groin. Then to her alarm he tipped the entire chair section over backwards, rotating it within the fork of its supporting mount, so that her gaping groin was facing upwards and her head was hanging down. Jane whimpered in surprise but the hooks and straps and metal bands held her firmly in place.
Goldsmith said to Adam: ‘Perhaps you would like to remove your wireless chain now she is secure.’
Adam used a key to contract the bulbous head of the anal plug and then pulled the device from Jane’s groin. It came free with an embarrassing sucking sound and she was horribly aware of the wet emptiness it left behind it, which the two men could clearly see the way it was display before their eyes. Were they intent on humiliating her in every possible way? But she found there was still another purpose to this.
From beneath the chair seat Goldsmith pulled up an adjustable arm with a moulded clear cup with an oval mouth on its end that he pressed up against her shaven sex mouth. Plastic tubes ran from the bottom of the cup down into the base of the chair. Then he flipped the chair back upright.
‘You can relieve yourself in this if you need to,’ Goldsmith told her. Then he turned to Adam. ‘Now, would you like a late lunch, young man? I could have something sent up. With your adventures in the park I suspect you didn’t have time to eat.’
‘Thank you very much, Sir,’ Adam said.
‘And then perhaps we can discuss what you think about these IRES people. I’d really value your opinion on them.’ 
Once again Adam swelled with pride. ‘Well of course if it would help, Sir…’
They went out together, closing the door behind them and leaving Jane alone and helpless in the soundproofed room.
***
The chair was not uncomfortable if she did not struggle against its restraints, and the room was neither too hot nor too cold. But Jane was increasingly horrified by her predicament and an acute sense of utter helplessness and she went through every stage of anger, hope and despair. She cried a few times and then told herself not to be so weak. Impossible as it seemed she had to face the reality of the situation. She was a captive in a slave town in the middle of 21st-century England! 
It was over an hour later when Adam and Goldsmith finally returned in the company of a heavily built, commanding man in his late forties with greying hair and sharp eyes. He was carrying what looked like a wooden tool box with him. As he entered he was saying to Adam: ‘… are you any relation to Gerald Tanner, the headmaster of Gryndstone between 1905 and 21?’
‘He was my great-grandfather, Sir.’ Adam said proudly.
‘I should have guessed. From the way you seem to have handled Ms Frobisher I can tell you’ve got his knack with managing problem females.’ And then his eyes turned to Jane strapped within the restraining chair. ‘Now let’s have a look at her… ‘
He examined Jane with total self-assurance and familiarity, spinning her round and flipping her over in the chair so that she exposed every part herself to him, pinching and prodding and pushing his thick strong fingers into her sex and rectum and noting her winces and whimpers and blushes of shame. Finally he lifted the gag bar out of her mouth. 
‘Answer me truthfully and politely, Ms Frobisher, and you will not be punished. What kind of slave would you make?’
‘A very bad one, Sir,’ Jane said defiantly.
‘I believe you,’ Bradawl said. ‘What do you think of slavery?’
‘I think its evil, Sir,’ Jane said.
‘Do believe that in every possible case without exception? Or can you conceive that for certain women it may be the happiest state they can wish for? That they need guidance and control and that they are fulfilled by serving others in a well ordered community? I’ve been told you were in Rowland Park for some hours. During that time didn’t you see a number of slaves there who appeared happy with their condition?’
Jane hesitated, trapped between her principles and honesty. Some of those unaccompanied slave girls in the park had seemed to be having fun. ‘Perhaps… a few, Sir.’
‘That’s all we can expect from you for now. Perhaps you will change your attitude further when you learn more about Irontown. You need to be re-educated but you are too old for Gryndstone.’ He looked at Goldsmith. ‘I think this is a case for one to one tutoring by a dedicated master who can keep her secure while introducing her to the truth about slave life in Irontown.’
‘What about young Adam here?’ Goldsmith suggested. ‘He’s proven how clear headed he is and I think he has already established a position of dominance over her.’
Bradawl studied Adam closely. ‘Do you think you’re up to it, young man? It will be a full-time job and will mean moving into the house she is renting to take charge of her. I think this would be best carried out in a domestic location. I know a couple of reliable ex-Gryndstone girls who are between placements at the moment who, if the Mayor approves, could look after the domestic arrangements and give Ms Frobisher a chance to get to know slaves personally.’
‘Of course you could write an article about your experience for the Observer at the same time,’ Goldsmith said. ‘That will reassure the public that we have the matter under control and we might also be able to use it to counter some of this IRES propaganda.’
‘I’ll do my best, Sir,’ Adam promised solemnly.
Jane had been listening to this exchange in growing horror. They were giving her to Adam as his personal sex slave! And he was going to write an article for local paper about it! She blurted out: ‘But I don’t want to be tutored or mastered, I just want to be freed!’
Adam acted immediately. He took a spanking paddle from the wall rack and swiped it crisply across her breasts, making them sting and bounce. ‘What word did you forget to use, Jane?’ he demanded.
‘Sir! I don’t want to be mastered, Sir!’ Jane choked out, even as she saw the approving looks on the faces of Goldsmith and Bradawl. 
‘And you know that is not possible at the moment unless you give me your solemn word that you will not reveal our secret to anybody outside Shackleswell, Ms Frobisher,’ Goldsmith said. ‘Will you do that?’
‘No, Sir,’ Jane admitted.
‘Then you’ll have to stay here as our guest until you know better. We’ll work out the details later, but for now Adam will take charge of you.’
‘But why do I have to be kept like a naked chained slave, Sir?’ Jane asked.
‘So as best to learn the truth about the thing you so despise,’ Bradawl pointed out. ‘And of course there is no better way to ensure you do not attempt to escape.’
Jane gulped and stared at Adam’s bright intense face. ‘And he’ll be my…’ the word stuck in her throat ‘… my master, Sir?’
‘Yes. He’s already proved he’s fully capable,’ Goldsmith said. 
‘But he’s just a young man, Sir!’
‘There’s no reason why a young man can’t have an older woman as his slave,’ Bradawl said. ‘You already know him and have served him. Unless you want us to find some older stranger to take care of you...?’
That was an even worse prospect. Miserably Jane shook her head.
‘Then that’s decided,’ Goldsmith said with satisfaction. ‘Now there’s just the matter of removing those fake stamps and giving you a legitimate identification name and number. Do the honours please, Oliver…’
Bradawl opened up the case he brought with him to reveal a selection of small shiny steel devices, some looking like pliers, an alarming array of needles of different shapes and sizes, ampoules, silver rings, cloths, an ink stamp pad set, blank collar tags, a small hammer and a set of punch stamps and a rack of small glass bottles filled with different fluids. 
He chose one of these bottles and applied some its contents to a cloth and then, flipping back Jane’s restraining headband, wiped at the stamp mark on her forehead. The ink came away cleanly. He flipped the chair around to present her belly and then haunches to him and cleaned those as well. Then he said to Goldsmith: ‘what shall we use for a new ID?’
‘Bearing in mind her the special circumstances and talents, I was thinking about a category we’ve never used before. How about BRUSH 01?’
‘Excellent,’ Bradawl said, turning to the stamp pad set and assembling the rubber letters and numbers in a holder to make up a new stamp. He carefully inked it and then pressed it to Jane’s forehead, her stomach just above her shaven pubic mound and across her buttocks above the cleft dividing them. As he worked he told Jane: ‘This ink is properly indelible and will last for months before it needs refreshing. It won’t rub off like the stuff the IRES used.’
Jane shivered as she imagined she could feel the ink seeping into her skin.
He used the hammer and punch stamp set to impress the same characters on a fresh tag and hung it on her collar in place of the false one. 
When he was done Bradawl stepped back to admire his work. ‘There, Adam. You’ll be the first master of a BRUSH slave in Irontown’s history.’
Adam looked thrilled. ‘Thank you, Sir,’ he said.
Goldsmith asked: ‘Do you think she should be ringed as well, Oliver?’
‘Yes, I see no reason to hold back. The IRES men already shaved and marked her so we should do it properly. Those are standard cuffs and collars which she can keep on, but she should know exactly what it feels like to be an Irontown slave, with the iron both inside her and without.’
“Ringed?” Jane wondered. ‘Please Sir, what do you mean by ringed?’ 
Bradawl pushed the gag back into her mouth before he replied. ‘You may have noticed some of the girls in the park had rings in their nipples and labia. It’s commonly done to help control new slaves and remind them of their new status.’ He tweaked Jane’s nipples which were still stubbornly erect. ‘These should take them very nicely and you have fine well-defined labia. There shall be no trouble…’
Jane’s eyes widened and she whimpered and tried to shake her head, but the straps bound about her held her totally immobile. She could only watch in horror as Bradawl took out disinfectant swabs from the box and clean her nipples and pubic lips with them. Then he clamped a pair of tong-like devices to her nipples which had aligned slots in their centre of their jaw tips.
He said: ‘Adam, while I’m ringing her I want you to steadily rub her clitoris. She should learn to respond your touch as soon as possible. It will give her something to distract her from the pain and it will also teach her that it is possible to experience both it and pleasure at the same time.
‘That’s very clever, Sir,’ Adam said eagerly.
Adam moved round out of Bradawl’s way and reached between Jane’s legs and began to massage her clitoris, which responded by throbbing and swelling. Jane whimpered and squirmed and then felt a surge of desperate pleasure flowing into her loins.
Bradawl showed Jane a slender padlock with a ringlike hoop. ‘I’ll fit standard labial and nipple locks to begin with,’ he told her. ‘They all work on a common key so they can be changed for other fittings when needed.’ 
He fitted a thick short needle to a handle with a guide flange that engaged with the jaws of the clamps, which by now had numbered her nipples slightly under their pressure. The needle was coated with a translucent film. 
‘In the past we had to wait weeks for piercings to heal with keepers in them before we fitted full rings. Now these bioplastic sheathes coated with local anaesthetic coagulant seal the sides of the fistulas as they are cut so you can be ringed and used right away, then they gradually dissolve as you heal…’ 
He bent over her right breast and Jane shrieked and bit on her gag as the cold steel drove through her nipple. Bradawl slid the open end of the padlock ring back through the tiny passage as the bodkin withdrew, leaving its protective sheath in place, and clicked it shut. Now the small padlock hung freely from her hard throbbing nipple. A small trickle of blood ran down the shivering undercurve of her breast which he mopped up. Then he repeated the process on her left nipple. As the padlock ring dangled from it tears from her cheeks splashed onto the upper slopes. Adam redoubled his massaging of her hard clitoris and her sobs became groans. 
Bradawl flipped the chair around so that Jane’s naked groin was facing upwards. Adam adjusted his position so could continue his intimate ministrations.
‘That’s good, just keep your finger out of the way,’ Bradawl told him.
‘She’s getting very wet Sir,’ Adam observed, holding up his finger to show it was shiny with her juices.
As Jane cringed inwardly, sick with pain and acute shame, Bradawl said: ‘Yes, even though they resist and cry they can’t help being aroused at the same time. It’s perfectly natural…’
Bradawl used a thicker needle to drive holes through her inner labia level with the mouth of her vaginal passage, and then a curved needle to penetrate the thick flesh of her outer labia, aligning it with them. Jane shrieked and sobbed as the needles stabbed through her most sensitive flesh while Adam rubbed her clitoris ever harder, which by now felt as if it was ready to burst. 
Bradawl slid a pair ring padlocks through her right pair of labia and then her left.
‘Of course they can be used to pull you open wide or linked closed so you can’t be penetrated unless the person who has the key allows it,’ he told her.
Jane heard them click shut and knew it was done. Now the iron truly was on her and in her…
And then it was all too much to take any more. What they had done to her was cruel and inhuman and she just wanted to escape… 
Ahhhhh! 
Jane shrieked and shuddered and strained against the imprisoning chair, making its clips rattle and straps creak as a monstrous orgasm tore through her and she sprayed her orgasmic juices over Adam’s masterful finger.
And then, burning with pain and shame, she did escape… into the warm embrace of post orgasmic unconsciousness.
 



Chapter Four
 
Adam chose to walk Jane back to the furnished house she been renting – the one the IRES men had snatched her from less than eighteen hours earlier – instead of accepting Goldsmith’s offer of the use of an official car. It took three quarters of an hour but he thought it would give Jane a chance to settle in to her new status. Goldsmith and Bradawl had agreed. Goldsmith had also ordered a spare house key to be sent over from the letting agents for Adam to use and initiated other arrangements to make his stay as her master/tutor comfortable and aid his programme of her re-education.
They might have been right about the walk, Jane conceded after a while. The anonymity of the afternoon streets was a relief. All she had to do was concentrate on following a few paces behind Adam on the end of the invisible radio chain coupled to her pussy.
She was clad once more in her grey coat and boots scarf and headband, while the split ball gag was discreetly clamped about her tongue. To a stranger she must have appeared perfectly ordinary, perhaps a little flushed about the cheeks and preoccupied with something. They could not have known how acutely aware as she was of the fresh characters stamped indelibly on her flesh, or how her new ringed nipples were throbbing hard beneath her coat or the new rings felt padlocked to her labia. The radio chain plug unit had little hooks on its base which fastened to them, holding it even more intimately up inside her. She felt her juices running about the dildo in her vagina and down the insides of her thighs.
Inside her mind her thoughts were a whirl of shame and confusion. How could she have cum like that with Adam’s finger on her clitoris and Bradawl snapping shut those rings about her pussy lips! And then fainted! It made her seem like some kind of pain slut. Was there something wrong with her? Perhaps it was simply that she was exhausted. After all she had hardly slept last night. Yes that must be it. She was so tired. If only she could sleep then perhaps it would all make sense tomorrow. Unfortunately her day was not over yet…
***
Number 14 Old Tannery Lane was a neat, modest three-bedroom detached house in a quiet tree-lined residential street which must have been built around the middle of the last century. Most importantly to Jane when she had chosen it was it’s large rear conservatory which she could use as a studio that looked out on a long narrow high-walled garden with flower borders, a small shed and a few mature fruit trees.
Adam opened up the front door and Jane followed him into the small hallway and then through to the sitting room and kitchen. She was relieved to see everything appeared as she had left it. The IRES men were not burglars and had only been interested in taking her away with them. Nevertheless the memory of their intrusion made her shiver.
However Adam did not give her a chance to dwell on it.
After looking round the ground floor and assessing what the house offered he seemed to come to a decision. ‘My first rule is that unless I give you permission you do not wear clothes inside this house,’ he told her.
Meekly Jane stripped off her clothes and stood shivering naked before him. She was acutely aware of her freshly ringed nipples and labia and the sharp crisp black lettering across her forehead, lower stomach and the slopes of her buttocks marking her as an Irontown slave.
Instinctively she glanced at the windows, worried that somebody might see her from outside, and then she realized that a detail about the house that she had hardly noticed before now made sense. All its lower window panes that were visible from the street side were either pebble glass or frosted, serving the same purpose as net curtains but more effectively. How many other slaves had lived in this house before her?
‘Open your mouth,’ he commanded and she obeyed. He pulled the ball clamp off her tongue. 
‘Turn around, bend over, spread your legs and pull your bottom cheeks open so I can take out the wireless chain,’ he commanded.
With a shudder Jane obeyed, exposing herself to him so that he could conveniently remove the device. 
He held up in front of her. ‘When the other equipment arrives you’ll find spare batteries, wipes and lubricating grease to take care of this. After every use you will wash it clean and leave it together with your outdoor clothes in the hallway ready for use. Do you understand?’
‘Yes, Sir,’ she said.
‘I’m officially your Master now,’ he reminded her.
‘Yes… Master,’ she said miserably.
Her master! A boy almost half her age. But he seemed so confident and self assured. Were all Irontown men like that? Did they grow up knowing how to dominate slave women?
He looked her over carefully and sniffed. ‘Would you like to have a shower and freshen yourself up?’ he asked.
The prospect of a shower suddenly seemed the most wonderful thing she could wish for. She could wash off all the dirt and grime, both real and imagined, that those people who had used her in the park had left on her. 
‘Yes, Master,’ she said with almost pathetic gratitude.
***
Of course she had not realized that she would wash with Adam watching everything she did. What must it look like? A sharp-eyed young man standing over a naked woman twice his age as she sat with her head bowed in shame on the toilet. Did he have some special page in his slave spotter’s book for observing women peeing? This would be twice now.
‘Open your legs wide,’ he commanded. ‘You must remember that you don’t hide anything from me. You will empty your bowels at least once a day. It is my responsibility that you stay healthy now, do you understand?’
‘Yes, Master.’
‘They’ll be a device coming which will allow you to keep your bottom flushed out clean. You will keep your rectum clean and greased at all times. The slave maids’ headmaster Bradawl is sending will show you how to do it properly.’
Jane felt sick. ‘My bottom, Master?’’
‘For when I want to use it for anal sex, of course.’
Jane shuddered. ‘Yes, Master.’
Then he watched her under the shower to be sure she shampooed and scrubbed herself properly.
‘They’ll be special fabric wipes coming which you can thread underneath your collar and cuffs so you can keep the skin there clean and dry,’ he explained.
Despite herself Jane could not help saying: ‘They think of everything, Master.’
‘We’ve had over a hundred and fifty years in Shackleswell to learn how to take care of slave girls,’ he said simply.
***
When she was clean and dry he clipped the old leather leash he had brought with him to her collar and then led her out into the back garden.
For a moment Jane hung back acutely conscious of her nudity and fearing that somebody would see her. But the high walls of the garden and the spacing between it and the houses on either side meant that all she could see about her were rooftops. Was this another detail of Irontown construction to allow slaves to go naked in their gardens?
Adam seemed to take great pleasure in walking her about the garden with her on the end of her leash trailing after him. And then she realized that he was continuing the process of training her to follow obediently in his footsteps.
‘Whatever else we do I’ll make sure you get plenty of fresh air and exercise every day,’ he assured her.
‘Thank you, Master,’ Jane said miserably.
Adam frowned at her dull response. ‘Or I could chain you up in a corner in the cellar and beat you and feed you scraps for a month.’
‘No, Master!’ Jane replied fearfully.
‘Then sound more grateful when I show proper concern for your health and well-being,’ Adam warned her.
‘Yes, Master,’ Jane said sincerely, then added meekly: ‘I haven’t had much practice at being a slave.’
‘And I haven’t had much practice to being a master,’ Adam replied. ‘But I’m determined to make good job of it.’
And Jane believed him.
***
A little later Jane was in the conservatory showing Adam, at his request, her art materials and the sketches and reference photograph she had taken of the subjects she had planned to paint around Shackleswell. It felt slightly surreal to do so while naked but it did give her something else to think about. 
Adam seemed genuinely appreciative. ‘You really are very good, Brush,’ he said, deliberately using her new slave name. ‘You don’t see many female artists who can capture the feel of industrial construction and machinery so nicely. I hope you’ll be able to finish these.’
‘Like this, Master?’ Jane said, indicating her naked body.
‘I’m sure we’ll be able to work something out,’ he told her. Just then the front doorbell rang. ‘Stay,’ Adam commanded Jane like a dog and went to answer it. A minute later he returned with two young women dressed in slave girl grey coats.
‘This is Cam 31 and Bolt 184,’ Adam said. ‘These are the girls Mr Bradawl recommended to take care of the house while I work on you.’
The two young women stripped off their clothes exposing their naked bodies beneath and slave markings that matched their names and went down on their knees before Adam.
Cam 31 had a pretty face with a firm nose, dark eyes and a wide sensuous mouth. Her tangle of dark curling hair and olive tinted skin suggested a trace of Latin blood. Her figure was well-toned with rounded breasts carried high on her chest capped by large brown nipples. She had sturdy thighs and deep cleft buttocks and a pouting prominent shaven cleft. Like Jane’s it was pierced but hung with a single slim but wide silver padlock. 
Bolt 184 had deep brown hair tied up in a ponytail. She was slightly darker skinned and more sturdily built than her companion with broader shoulders and looked as though she might have been part Caribbean. She had a pretty, heart-shaped face with a slightly snubbed up-tilted nose, arching dark eyebrows, deep brown eye and a full-lipped mouth. Her breasts were heavy and prominent, capped by large nipples with domelike areolas, from which big rings hung. Her buttocks were full and round, her hips wide and legs shapely but strong. Her naked pierced cleft was also closed with a padlock.
‘Headmaster Bradawl and Mayor Goldsmith have explained what you are doing, Master,’ Cam said.
‘And we will be pleased to serve you in any way we can,’ Bolt added.
‘Good.’ Adam said, smiling benevolently down at the two naked subservient women while a distinct bulge began to show in his trousers. ‘This is Jane Frobisher who outside Shackleswell is a well-known industrial heritage artist. You may have seen an article on her a few weeks ago in the Observer. Now she is BRUSH 01.’ 
‘Yes Master,’ Cam and Bolt said together, looking at Jane.
Did she imagine it or did they look at her suspiciously.
‘When I’m not here you will take care of her and be sure she remains in the house,’ Adam continued. ‘But at any time you will also answer any questions she has about your personal experience of slave life in Irontown fully and honestly. She believes you are all miss-treated victims cruelly held here against your will and wants to warn the rest of the country about us. It’s our job to convince her otherwise, you understand?’ 
‘Yes, Master,’ they said, giving Jane even more resentful glances.
Then the doorbell rang again.
‘Stay here,’ he told them. ‘That will be the replacement beds and the other accessories. I’ll call you when they need to be unpacked…’
They heard him talking to men at the front of the house and then came the sounds of items being carried in and out.
Left alone with Bolt and Cam, Jane felt a new kind of embarrassment. Naked collared slave girls should be pitied, she imagined, and not seem as bright-eyed as this pair did as they looked her over critically. Fortunately Bolt then saw her sketchpad lying open on the table and went over to it. ‘Oh, you did these. They’re very good. Do you just do buildings and landscapes and things or do you do people as well?’
‘Sometimes,’ Jane admitted.
Bolt suddenly grinned winningly. ‘Maybe you can paint us then, and we can be shown off in some gallery.’
Cam giggled along with her at the idea.
‘Like that?’ Jane said, staring at their naked collared and cuffed bodies.
‘Yeah, like this,’ Bolt said, suddenly sounding belligerent again. 
‘What’s wrong with the way we look?’ Cam asked.
‘Nothing,’ Jane said quickly.
‘You think we should be ashamed of being slaves, don’t you,’ Cam said.
‘Well… aren’t you?’ Jane asked.
‘You’ve got so much to learn about Irontown,’ Bolt said.
***
After twenty minutes the delivery men left and Adam called them back inside the house proper. 
‘The beds have been swapped over for restraining models and there are these to unpack and setup about the house,’ he told them, indicating several cartons in the middle of the sitting room.
While Jane watched in growing dismay, Bolt and Cam unpacked them almost like children at Christmas. They contained a sinister array of restraints, punishment and pleasure devices. There were chains and straps and dildos and canes and spanking paddles and unfolding yokes and the racks to store and display them. 
They came to box of accessories for the bathroom and Adam said: ‘Take Brush up there now and show how her to keep her rectum properly cleaned and greased,’ he commanded. ‘I’ll be inspecting her later…’
Collecting small suitcases they had brought with them from the hall, Bolt and Cam led Jane up the stairs between them to the bathroom. They set out a selection of their own toilet items beside hers for their own use, and then fitted a twin coiled hose to faucets tapping into the hot and cold feeder pipes situated behind the pedestal of the basin. This fed a new toilet seat with a wide rim which clipped over the regular bathroom seat. It came with several interchangeable nozzles, one of which plugged into a tub of liquid soap disinfectant and another a tub of lubricating jelly both of which were fitted with pressurising pumps, which they placed behind the toilet bowl. There was also a little pad connected to the toilet seat and fitted with control pedals which went on the ground beside it. A rod from this connected it to the flush handle of the toilet cistern.
‘That’s so you can use it even with your arms cuffed,’ Bolt explained.
Jane goggled at in horror. ‘Does that happen often?’ she asked faintly.
‘Sometimes,’ Cam said. ‘If your master wants to keep you restrained then you learn to do things without using your hands.’
‘But that’s cruel,’ Jane said.
‘It can be, but it also can be exciting,’ Bolt said.
They sat her on the toilet and showed how to operate the foot pedals. The nozzles slid up into her backside and flushed her out and then delivered a final dollop of grease.
As she squirmed about the seat feeling sick, Bolt said: ‘You’ve got to keep yourself fresh and ready for use any time.’
‘But what if I don’t want to be used,’ Jane sobbed.
Bolt looked shocked while Cam said simply: ‘An Irontown girl is always ready to serve!’
There were restraining hooks fitted to large suction pads that Cam and Bolt placed the tiles over the bath and shower.
‘You never know if your master might want to have a shower with you,’ Bolt said.
‘There’s nothing like being chained up and soaped and washed by a naked master,’ Cam said brightly.
Soon afterwards Adam came up and had Jane bend over and present her greased backside for him to inspect. Fortunately he was satisfied with its cleanliness and slippery warmth. ‘Good, keep it like that,’ he told her. He checked his watch and looked at Cam and Bolt. ‘And now it’s time you prepared supper. Make it a proper meal. Brush must be very hungry by now. She’s only had an ice cream to eat all day…’
***
Cam and Bolt turned out to be good plain cooks and produced a satisfying three course meal, even when hampered by the hobble chains Adam had fitted to them. They heard them working in the kitchen even before they appeared with the food because he had also hung small bells on their nipple rings. The girls did not seem to mind and their nipples stood up proudly as they served the food out. 
But Jane was hardly any position to appreciate the meal. She had never sat naked at a table before under such conditions.
A rubber mat had been placed on her chair with a moulded dildo rising vertically from it on it which was impaled up her greased backside. Just in front of the root of the dildo a fan of rubber prongs rose up and dug into Jane’s cleft, which was held parted by its new rings which were now attached to rubber garters bound about her thighs. Another hobble chain had been passed about the legs of the chair and clipped to her ankle cuffs. Lighter elastic cords were fastened to her wrist cuffs and were connected to rings in the sides of the rubber mat on which she sat, giving her hands just enough freedom to feed herself.
But every tug on her wrist cords worked some hidden air pump in the mat and caused the prongs dug into her vulva to flex up and down and so the rubber mat under her bottom was already getting hot and sticky. She sat very upright, trying not to move and stimulate herself, and yet hunger drove her to eat heartily. Adam smiled at her from the other side of the dining table as she bit her lip against her helpless excitement.
Finally, just when they reach the dessert, Jane sobbed: ‘Please Master, why are you doing this to me?’
‘So that you learn to accept sexual pleasure at any time while doing anything, like other Irontown girls,’ Adam told her. ‘And of course to get you ready for bed…’
***
In fact, after Cam and Bolt had carefully cleared away the dinner things, Adam put them to bed first, leading Jane with him on her leash to see how this kind of thing was done in Irontown.
The second bedroom now had a shiny new double brass-framed bed in it, which Cam and Bolt slipped into and lay still side by side while Adam chained their collars to a device mounted on its headboard which incorporated a large brass alarm clock. The ends of their collar chains were hooked up into the back of the mechanism.
‘It’s an alarm clock which will also free them in the morning so they can get our breakfast ready,’ he explained.
Jane looked down at the two naked women doubtfully. ‘Couldn’t you have got them single beds, Master?’
Adam laughed while the girls stifled giggles. ‘They don’t want single beds. They’re Irontown girls and like to cuddle up together. What do you imagine they’ll be doing soon as we leave them?’ He snapped his fingers. ‘Make love,’ he commanded.
Immediately Cam and Bolt kicked back their sheets and embraced each other, mashing their breasts together, and kissed passionately. Their hands slid behind them and down into the clefts of their buttocks. They rolled and squirmed about and then Bolt twisted herself round on top of Cam and pressed her head down between her thighs which parted to welcome her.
Jane felt her cheeks burning and turned away from the two passionate women. With a chuckle Adam led her out of the girl’s room and closed the door behind them and across the landing to the master bedroom.
An even bigger brass-framed bed now occupied this in place of the modest one Jane had been taken from the night before. A sinister selection of whips, canes and dildo devices hung on a new rack set up beside it. Jane felt her stomach knotting up. And now it was just her and Adam and the inevitability of what was to come. He saw her looking at her intently as if planning what he was going to do with her.
‘Will you be good?’ Adam asked simply.
‘I’ll be good Master,’ Jane said miserably. 
‘Then lie down with your arms out wide, your knees pulled up and feet raised,’ he commanded her.
She obeyed. He took a gag from the selection on the rack and pushed it into her unresisting mouth. Then he drew chains out of hidden recesses in the hollow corner posts of the bed head and clipped then to her wrist cuffs. Then he pulled her feet up over her head and spread them wide and then drew a second set of chains out of the post tops and secured her ankles to them. He reached under the bed and drew out more chains with rubber belts and hooks on their ends which he wrapped about her raised knees and pulled them tight, parting her thighs further. He pulled a vinyl covered dense foam rubber wedge out from a storage rack beneath the bed and pushed it under her haunches bracing her. Her bottom was now raised and her buttocks were taut, as if offering up the bare pouting cleft mound of her groin and the greased pucker of her anus beneath it. She could not be more exposed.
Beginning to breathe hard, Adam hastily stripped his clothes off, revealing a slim, pale but wiry body with a straining erection jutting up sharply beneath his belly. He was ready to mount a woman almost old enough to be his mother, and to her shame even as revulsion gnawed at her Jane felt her upraised pussy swimming in its own juices while her nipples stood up like hat pegs.
Adam selected a spanking paddle from the array and knelt on the bed just below her raised buttocks so that he could look Jane in the face through the splayed “V” of her legs. The swollen tip of his hard cock with this purple plum pushing through its foreskin bobbed up just above the cleft of her buttocks. He stroked the paddle blade over the tender lips of her sex mouth, making her shudder.
‘Mayor Goldsmith and Headmaster Bradawl showed a lot of trust when they gave you to me to look after and I don’t want to disappoint them,’ he told her earnestly. ‘So I’m going to turn you into a perfect Irontown slave. It’s up to you how much that will hurt, but remember this is what I’m prepared to do…’
And he swung the paddle sharply down between her thighs and it flattened her ringed pussy lips. Her lubrication splashed against the blade and across her belly and splayed thighs. 
Jane shrieked about her gag and jerked on her chains and tried to twist her hips aside but the thigh straps held her down. The smacks of rubber on flesh echoed about the bedroom as Adam beat her and her sex mouth turned from pink to scarlet and burned and throbbed.
Then he leaned forward and beat her shivering breasts with the wet blade, driving her hard nipples down into them again and again until they turned the same tint as her pussy lips.
Suddenly he reached forward and pulled the gag out of her mouth. ‘What are you?’ he demanded.
She did not even pause to think. ‘I’m your slave, Master!’ Jane shrieked.
‘What is your name?’
‘BRUSH 01, Master!’
‘Tell me what you want!
‘For you to screw me please, Master! Fuck me now please…’
Adam jammed the paddle handle crosswise between her teeth and fell upon her and she felt his hard eighteen-year-old shaft thrust up into her rectum, forcing her greased sphincter open wide to let it slide up into her hot, tight, clinging passageway.
And as Adam’s cock pounded into her and brutally violated her bottom, Jane sobbed and clenched on the spanking paddle handle between her teeth and let her first true slave orgasm overwhelm her…
 
 



Chapter Five
 
Jane awoke with her mind still dull and sluggish, momentarily disorientated. 
She was in a large, soft but strange bed and morning light was seeping in past the bedroom curtains. She was lying on her front with her arms pulled round behind her back. She tried to move only to find that her wrists were cuffed together. So were her ankles! A chain from a collar locked about her neck was fastened to the head of the bed. She was naked and her vagina and rectum ached and her bottom and sex lips were sore. Her mouth was plugged by a gag and there was hard metal piercing her nipples and sex lips and there was somebody in the big bed next to her…
It was Adam Tamper.
And then painful recollection filled Jane with a rush and she sobbed in despair. 
Adam: the young man who had saved her from public degradation only to lead her about like a naked pet, who had beaten her with an electric whip, who had screwed her up against a tree, who she had then sucked clean, who had wiped his cock dry in her hair and who was now her official master and who last night had spanked her again and violated her bottom. And she had responded to all this with a shockingly intense orgasm: more than one in fact. How could she have reacted like that to such treatment from a young man almost half her age? What did that make her?
A victim of a perverse society and an impossible situation, of course, she told herself firmly. She had simply done what was necessary to save herself from unnecessary pain. So what if she’d sacrificed a little pride? She had been given no choice then and she still had no choice now. She was confined in the trappings of a slave in a city that apparently had been keeping women as slaves for over a century and a half. What would today bring?
The bedroom door opened and Bolt and Cam came, looking fresh, bright-eyed and still totally un-self-consciously naked. Cam was carrying a morning paper and Bolt was carrying a large breakfast tray laden with what looked like a full English breakfast for two. They pulled the curtains open and Adam stirred and sat up in the bed blinking; revealing his skinny body which had somehow dominated Jane so totally last night.
For a moment Jane saw a flash of pure teenage delight on his face as he found himself waking up in a bed next to a naked chained woman who he had enjoyed intimately whilst being waited on by two more. Then his features assumed a more mature and controlled expression as befitted a man of authority and responsibility. 
‘Good morning, girls,’ he said. 
‘Good morning, Master,’ they said meekly, bobbing their heads to Adam and then unfolding the tray legs and positioning it over his knees and laying the paper beside it.
Adam looked down at Jane and grinned with the satisfied expression of a man whose cock still carried her dried juices. ‘And how are you this morning, Brush?’ Jane screwed up her eyes miserably and shook her head. He pulled the bedclothes off Jane and swatted her bottom with the rolled-up paper, making her yelp.
He pulled her gag out. ‘I’ll ask again: how are you this morning?’
‘Sore, Master,’ Jane said.
‘Good. That means you’ll remember what I did to you.’ He looked at Cam and Bolt with momentary calculation and then said: ‘Both of you kiss Brush’s bottom.’ 
They obeyed without hesitation: bending over, their bare breasts with their ringed nipples swinging freely, and kissing her bottom on both cheeks with disturbing passion.
‘In a month I’ll have you obeying me just like them,’ Adam told her.
Jane shuddered. ‘Yes, Master.’ 
‘Now feed her and then make sure she cleans herself up properly so that she’s fit to go out,’ he told the girls. ‘We’ll be going to see the Mayor again this morning.’
They turned Jane over and lifted her up until she was resting against the head of the bed. They tucked a napkin into her collar and fed her coffee and porridge and toast and fruit juice. She was a naked slave being fed by other naked slaves while her young master read a paper and chewed on a slice of toast. They looked to be only a few years older than Adam and so still well over ten years younger than she was. How demeaning could this get?
As she was fed she glanced at Adam eating his breakfast while apparently engrossed in his paper. It looked so old fashioned. Young men did not do that nowadays, and certainly not with three naked women around him. Or maybe they did in Shackleswell. Or perhaps he was just trying to impress her. She did not know. There was so much she did not know…
When she was fed Adam freed her from the bed and un-cuffed her wrists and ankles and Bolt and Cam took her through to the bathroom. They stood over her as she used the toilet and its new slave flushing lid, and then showered and cleaned her teeth and applied make-up. It was too uncomfortable to have them watching her in silence as she flushed Adam’s sperm out of her rectum, so she tried to strike up a conversation. It was not hard to find a subject…
‘Are you going to watch me sit on the toilet every morning?’ she asked with her cheeks burning. ‘It’s embarrassing.’
‘Only until you learn how to do it right,’ Bolt said.
Jane realized her nipples were standing up hard so that the rings locked through them hung free of her breasts. She put her hands across them, still getting used to the strange feeling. ‘Don’t they ever come down?’ she asked in despair.
‘Nope,’ Bolt said with a grin, glancing down at her own prominent ringed nipples which were standing out like brown thimbles.
‘I know it all feels strange at first but you’ll get used to it,’ Cam said. ‘We did.’
‘You’re not natives then?’ Jane asked. ‘I mean you didn’t grow up like this?’
‘No, we were brought here as part of the Irontown rehabilitation scheme.’
‘So you were…’
‘Bad girls,’ Bolt said with a disarming grin.
‘Well, pretty messed up girls,’ Cam qualified.
Despite her own worries there was a terrible fascination in talking to slave girls and there were so many questions she wanted to ask. ‘And were you and Bolt also… um… lovers before you came here? Oh… I can’t keep calling you “Cam” and “Bolt”. What are your real names?
‘These are our real names,’ Bolt said simply. ‘Good, useful Irontown part names. They mean that we serve a purpose here.’
‘It shows we’re valuable,’ Cam said, with a steely look in her pretty eyes that defied Jane to pursue the question further.
‘Of course,’ Jane said quickly. ‘So… were you lovers before you came here?’
‘No. We learned about all that at Gryndstone.’ Bolt said. ‘They teach you how to be proper slaves there.’
‘You mean they teach you to be lesbians?’
‘No, they teach you how to be happily bisexual,’ Cam said. ‘And properly submissive to men, of course.’
‘That’s horrible,’ Jane said. ‘How can you live like this?’
‘Pretty well,’ Bolt said.
‘Does that mean that your old lives were so bad that living like this is better?’
‘I suppose it does,’ Cam said simply.
‘I’m sorry for you…’
‘Don’t be,’ Bolt said with a grin. ‘We’re doing fine. You’re the one who looks miserable.’
Jane felt that was unfair. ‘Can you blame me? In the last day I’ve been stripped and given electric shocks and exposed in public and screwed and beaten and pierced and made into a slave!’
‘We were pierced and stamped and pussy shocked and screwed on our first day,’ Bolt retorted, ‘but we learned it was the only way to get our lives straight.’ 
‘Maybe that was true if you’d already had screwed up lives… sorry, but my life wasn’t. It isn’t! It’s good!’
‘Then who’s missing you right now?’ Bolt asked.
‘What?’
‘Who do you belong to who really cares about you?’ Cam asked. ‘Who are you desperate to see and talk to right now more than anybody?’
This response disconcerted Jane and she spluttered for a moment before saying: ‘Nobody… I mean I don’t belong to anybody. I belong to myself of course. I like what I do and I’m independent and successful. I’ve got friends but I do what I want when I want. Nobody tells me what to do.’ 
Bolt shook her head. ‘I thought that was the only way to live once. To be totally my own boss and taking orders from no one. Then I found it was nicer to belong to something, to be part of something bigger and more important than I was.’
‘You learn that Irontown is much bigger and more important than all of us,’ Cam said with breathy delight, her nipples pricking up in excitement as she spoke.
***
Half an hour later, with Jane dressed in her slave coat, her mouth plugged by her tongue ball and with the wireless chain plugged into her once more, Adam led her along Old Tannery Lane and then down another road until they came to an inconspicuous side path that led to a nondescript small square brick structure marked with a small sign that read: OLD TANNERY SGR and Permit Holders Only. 
‘That helps keep out strangers,’ Adam explained as he led her through the door into a landing at head of a series of flights of stairs that descended a square shaft for a good thirty feet. ‘Not that there are many in this part of town.’ 
At the bottom of the stairs was a short tunnel with an arched roof lined by white tiles and lit by strip light. 
Here Adam paused while he took the leather leash out of his pocket. ‘Open your coat and use the belt to tie it back,’ he commanded.
Jane obeyed, gathering the coat up behind her and tying the ends of the belt together so that her naked front was exposed from her collar to her boot tops, with her breasts framed by the parted collar of her coat. He unclipped her pussy rings from the base of the wireless chain unit only to hook the leash through them. Then he pushed up her sleeves and clipped her wrists behind her. He gave the leash a tug which stretched her labia and made her eyes water.
‘We’re going to be travelling with Irontown people who’ll have their own slaves with them, so you will be good, won’t you?’ he asked.
Jane hated him for treating her like this even as she felt a shameful hot tingle in her loins in which fear and arousal were mingled. She was tethered by her most sensitive flesh. She nodded meekly. Yes, she would be very good.
The tunnel opened out into what looked like a small underground station with a platform opening onto a loop of track offset from a straight mainline to allow through trains to pass stopping trains. 
There was a small ticket office next to several wire mesh bins and trolleys loaded with assorted packages. Next to them were a couple of low wooden hutch-like structures, like large dog kennels. A dozen other people were already waiting on the platform. A couple had naked slave girls on leashes. There was a sign on the wall that read: OLD TANNERY STATION. CENTRAL LINE
Despite her shameful exposure Jane looked about her with interest and surprise. She did not know Shackleswell had its own underground system. 
The rails were of a very narrow gauge and the mouths of tunnels at either end were hardly tall enough to stand upright in and certainly too small to take regular trains. But there were no electric power rails. What sort of trains could run along such lines? .
Then echoing out the right-hand tunnel there came the smooth clack wheels on the track, slowing as they got closer. A low-slung train emerged and pulled off the main line across a set of points onto the platform loop and came to a halt. 
It was pulling five small low, lightweight, open carriages. Four had solid sides and rows of comfortable double seats half full of people. An end carriage with railing sides was pilled with baggage and contained a guard with a peaked cap, flag and whistle, who sat on a small fold-down seat. He got out as the train came to a halt and snapped his fingers at the kennels facing the platform. 
A pair of near naked slave girls emerged from them like dogs. They wore small peaked caps and solid but highly polished black working shoes, which contrasted strangely with their nudity. They trailed long tensioned chains behind them that were fastened to rings protruding from between their buttocks. One girl took charge of a loaded trolley and rolled it across to the train while the other rolled across an empty trolley. Under the supervision of the guard one unloaded a selected pile of boxes from the train while the other put goods from her trolley on board. 
This slavish labour was bad enough to watch, but Jane’s attention was fixed in horror and disbelief on the train’s “engine”.
It was mostly an open cylindrical metal frame a little like the boiler of an old-fashioned steam engine. Within it a pair of sturdy young naked women lay side by side and face down strapped to padded trays beneath their chests and stomachs. They and the engine frame rested on four rail wheels with the front pair being smaller than the rear. The women’s arms were stretched out in front of them as if to brace themselves and their wrists were cuffed to the front of the engine frame that carried buffers, couplings and lamps. Their feet rested on bicycle-like pedals, to which their ankles were cuffed, and these were geared to the rear set of driving wheels. Behind them sat the driver in a traditional flat cap and coveralls in an open cab above the rear drive wheels. He had some simple controls in front of him that connected to the wheels, gears and his living engines. Some of these control rods passed between the legs and strong, sweaty, upturned buttocks of the two women, which Jane noticed were a bright scarlet… 
Adam gave Jane’s leash a jerk and they clambered onto the train and took their seats. 
The slave girl porters finished their work and withdrew from the train, their anal chains reeling back into their kennels as they did so. The guard blew a whistle and waved his flag and then clambered back on board. The driver worked his controls, driving rods into the groins of his living flesh engines. Their buttocks and thighs bunched and the pedals began to turn and the train pulled smoothly and silently off. It gathered speed slowly but steadily and in a few seconds it had plunged into the tunnel, which was lit by a string of electric lamps.
As they sped along Adam grinned at the expression on Jane’s face, which mirrored her confused thoughts of naked flesh and iron rails.
‘SGR stands for Slave Girl Railway,’ he explained. ‘It was all designed and built according to the principles Rowland laid down. Because underground trains can be kept small, lightweight and open with shallow gradients, a few girls properly geared to the driving wheels can pull a lot of weight.’
Jane look horrified and shook her head.
‘Of course it shocks you but it works,’ Adam insisted. ‘It’s efficient, clean and safe, just like the rest of Shackleswell. We’ve no need for CCTV cameras here. We’ve got the lowest levels of crime in the country.’
In her head Jane retorted: Apart from visiting artists being kidnapped and publically violated and humiliated of course.
***
However she had to admit that the girl powered train did carry them to their destination rapidly and efficiently. In less than ten minutes their train emerged into a large space under a series of interlocking domes supported by heavy columns. Daylight was reflected down through large bull’s-eye skylights set in the apex of each dome.
Signs read: SHACKLESWELL CENTRAL. 
Jane gaped at it in wonder.
A dozen railway lines emerged from tunnel mouths into the station and then merged, branched and crossed over each other via a maze of points and diamond crossings, all controlled by small semaphore arm signals. Several small arched footbridges crossed the tracks linking the platforms with signal boxes, sheds and workshops. There was a goods yard handling larger items of freight, some of which was being stacked in sheds and under awnings. She glimpsed naked slave girl flesh of all hues working about them. Opposite this was the passenger terminus where passengers alighted and boarded more of the girl-powered trains
Their train drew up at a platform and everybody climbed out. As they did so the baggage car was unloaded by more slave girl porters. In addition to their tiny porter hats, they had on thick gloves and heavy boots but were otherwise naked, shaven, ringed, collared, cuffed and stamped as she was. There must have been forty or fifty of them in all visible across the station.
For a moment it seemed to Jane that they were working perfectly freely and with minimal supervision, but as Adam led her across the platform she saw with a shudder that they were still confined. They did not use chains like the girl porters at old Tannery Station, but there were narrow recessed channels set into the platforms in the form of a series of straight tracks and loops which crossed over each other and branched, rather like the railway tracks. Each slave girl had a telescopic rod plugged into her bottom with a short chain linking it to her labial padlock. The base end of the rod was locked into the recessed channel so that it could slide freely along it but did not permit the girl to move more than a few feet to either side of the track laid down for her.
Adam saw her staring at these perverse mechanisms and said: ‘It’s ingenious, isn’t it? It means they can work without hobbles or chains getting in the way.’
Jane felt sick. It was ingenious, yes, but also cruel and perverse.
As they ascended flights of stairs back up to ground level, Adam unclipped her pussy leash and her wrists and she belted up her coat again. He switched his radio controller back on and once more she was joined to him by an invisible chain plugged into her pussy.
They emerged into the middle of Shackleswell only five minutes walk from the Town Hall.
***
Once again Jane was naked inside Mayor Goldsmith’s office. 
Adam had had her remove her clothes completely as soon as they had passed beyond the reception area of the building where access was controlled and outsiders could not go. Now she knelt meekly beside his chair with her knees spread as directed and her wrists cuffed behind her back while he held the end of her leash. Her gag ball had been removed but she was under strict instructions to speak only when spoken to.
She struggled to hold still, fighting down her sense of shame and humiliation, wishing that her nipples were not standing up so hard or her pussy feeling quite so hot and sticky, but these terrible padlock rings pierced through her flesh were a continual stimulation.
‘Firstly, can I assure you that we are searching for the IRES men who abducted you, Ms Frobisher,’ Mayor Goldsmith said. ‘Unfortunately according to your own account you could not identify them and they were careful not to leave any traces behind.’
Through gritted teeth Jane said: ‘But if you can’t find them, Sir, then how do you know they won’t attack me again? You can’t keep me here like this if I’m in danger.’
‘They will not do so in public while you are under Adam’s control, Ms Frobisher. That would be foolish, counterproductive and totally against our principles. As to the future I have a proposition to put to you which should not only to make you safe from any further interference by the IRES but also solve the problem of how we handle your presence here and convince you that our society is not the monstrous thing that you imagine it to be.’
‘I came here on your underground slave railway, Sir,’ Jane said, ‘that didn’t convince me of anything good about Irontown.’
‘But surely you admired the engineering efficiency of the system?’
‘Yes, Sir, it’s very clever, but you still can’t abuse women like that!’
‘But they were serving a useful and valuable purpose, couldn’t you see that?’
‘That doesn’t matter, Sir…’
‘Do you deny the value of their labour?’
‘What mattered was that it was degrading and inhumane, Sir.’
‘Did they look unhappy?’
‘Well… I hardly had a chance to ask them, Sir, but they must be.’
‘Must they? We’ll have to change your mind on that score. That is why I propose to give you a commission.’
Jane was momentarily taken aback. ‘A commission…?’
Adam pressed the button on his wireless chain controller and Jane yelped to she felt a stab of pain in her vagina. ‘Remember your manners, Brush,’ he said
‘A commission, Sir?’ Jane hastily corrected herself.
‘Follow me…’ Goldsmith said.
He led the way out of his office with Adam leading Jane on her leash after him.
They made their way along a corridor and down a flight of stairs to another large space Jane had not seen before. It had high windows at one end above a small raised platform and was partitioned by iron grille screens and had chairs arrayed about its sides, but otherwise it was quite empty.
‘This is an area used for corporate receptions and the special presentations,’ Goldsmith explained, leading the way to one of the sidewalls, which was about thirty feet long and ten high and hung with a few paintings of Shackleswell. ‘I’ve always thought that we could do something more with this wall. Therefore I’m offering you a commission to paint a mural celebrating Irontown life on it. And I do mean Irontown life, showing the lives of our slaves and how they interact with its machines and keep the city going.’
Jane was stunned. ‘What?’ She gasped and then yelped as another warning jolt lanced through her rectum and vagina. ‘What… Sir? You mean… like the women working on the railway?’
‘I mean all our slaves everywhere, both at work and play. A celebration of our heritage and traditions showing how flesh and iron are happily merged in Shackleswell.’
‘You really want me to paint that, Sir?’
‘Aren’t you up to the commission?’ Goldsmith asked. ‘The city will pay you a fair fee for your time. I know you’re an artist who appreciates the power of machinery. This should not be beyond you… unless you cannot paint the female human form?’
‘No, of course I can, Sir, but…’
‘I believe you painted a mural for the Rushwood House Museum in Derbyshire a few years ago?’
‘Yes I did… but as I can’t do this, Sir.’
‘You mean you won’t, not can’t.’
‘Yes, Sir.’
‘But if you did, how long would it take you to complete?’
Jane considered the expanse of wall with a professional eye. ‘Once I had a detailed design worked out, maybe a month of actual painting, Sir, if I had assistance with the laying out and blocking in. But I won’t do it…’
‘Even if at the end you can go free?’
Jane hesitated. ‘I beg your pardon, Sir?’
‘Complete the commission satisfactorily and you can go free to do as you wish. Those are my terms. While you’re working on it Adam can help with your research and also report your progress in the Shackleswell Observer, which will assure the IRES that you are, in their eyes, properly enslaved and gainfully employed.’
‘By “research”, Sir, you mean…?’
‘Personally investigating the lives of slaves about Irontown, of course, so you can really understand life here. Make sketches and take photographs for reference and that kind of thing. I’ll arrange for you and Adam to have free access to wherever you want to go. You will be our slave artist in residence painting life here from a slave’s viewpoint. The commission will also give you a valid reason for delaying your planned work and be something you can communicate to your friends and agents explaining why you may be staying here longer than originally planned. This evening you can, under Adam’s monitoring, send Internet and e-mail communications he approves of. That should keep them happy. Your closer family may need more attention, of course…’
‘I’m an only child and my parents are divorced, Sir,’ Jane said.
‘Ahh… how sad. We have very little divorce in Shackleswell. Perhaps that’s because of our some times derided Victorian values. But here women know their place and are happy in it, as do our slaves. It’s good place to belong.’
Jane shuddered. That was the word Cam and Bolt had used. ‘You’ll understand why I can’t agree with that statement, Sir,’ Jane said.
‘I don’t expect you to undergo a sudden conversion, Ms Frobisher. But what about my proposition? Do you accept the commission to paint a mural of Irontown life?’
‘I’d really be free to go at the end of it, Sir?’ she asked cautiously.
‘You heard me say so and Adam is my witness, and I don’t go back on my word,’ Goldsmith said. ‘It will also be publicly reported in the Observer by Adam. That should satisfy you.’
‘You mean Adam will…’ she felt a warning pricking in her pussy ‘… I mean my Master will write about me working on this project?’
‘Of course… every week with photographs.’
Jane gulped. ‘Showing me like this, Sir?
‘Naturally. It’s the best way to convince the IRES that you are now a proper Irontown slave under official supervision. Don’t worry, slaves feature regularly in Observer articles so the readers won’t be shocked by a show of bare flesh.’
But not her bare flesh, Jane thought as she cringed at the idea. But if he really meant it this was her best hope of getting out of Shackleswell. Nothing about it would change her opinion about Irontown, although clearly Goldsmith hoped it would. She might even get paid… before she told everybody about their perverse secret society and brought it crashing down about their ears of course! She took a deep breath. ‘All right, Sir, I accept your commission.’
‘Good,’ Goldsmith said. ‘Now let’s start with a picture to go with Adam’s first article. Do you think you can get it ready for the next edition?
‘If I start right away, Sir,’ Adam said.
And so the official Council photographer was called in and Jane was photographed kneeling naked and submissive between Adam and Goldsmith in front of the blank wall. She felt sick with shame and acute embarrassment. If anybody she knew ever saw this picture…
‘I’ll provide Adam with a list of useful places to take you to gather material,’ Goldsmith said. ‘You will begin your research tomorrow…’
Then Jane felt her stomach flip as the full scope of the project sunk home. A mural was a serious undertaking under ordinary circumstances and she’d have to do it naked and in chains painting slave women being dominated by machines and try to make all that look natural. What had she agreed to?
***
That afternoon back in Tannery Lane, free once more from her terrible radio pussy chain but weighed down by a hobble and slave chains to remind her of her place, Adam watched as Jane composed a kind of round robin letter to her friends and gallery contacts explaining that she had been given a surprise commission and that she’d be very busy on it for the next couple of months. When it was done even she had to admit it sounded plausible. She would be allowed to respond to individual replies and update her social network pages every few days. But otherwise communication with the outside world was strictly forbidden. With the front door and side gate locked and the keys in Adam’s possession, this house had become her prison.
Adam took charge of her laptop and phone again but he returned her camera. ‘While I make a start on my first article you’d better start gathering references. You don’t have to wait till tomorrow. Go out and get some pictures.’
‘Pictures of what, Master?’
‘Slave women at work of course. Why not start with Bolt and Cam? They’re out in the garden and I’m sure they’d love to be in your mural…’
***
Having cleaned the house and as it was a warm bright day, Bolt and Cam were now outside tidying the walled garden by hoeing and digging the flowerbeds. Jane shuffled outside to look at them.
They were wearing work boots, gardening gloves and sun hats, and their bodies shone with oil, but otherwise they were naked as normal. This strange contrast made it look like some set posed for a soft-core men’s magazine pictorial. Of course naturists might also indulge in nude gardening, Jane admitted, but not with slave collars and cuffs on, or the rings in their nipples and labia or their bizarre part names and numbers stamped indelibly on their skins. The strange thing was Bolt and Cam appeared so totally at ease and unconcerned, chatting and smiling even as they sweated, their bare buttocks straining and their breasts jiggling in the sun, as if it was perfectly natural. Perhaps it was now to them. How many years hade they been slaves, Jane wondered?
Whatever the truth of it, right now they were the nearest thing she had to equals and companions. Jane thought for a moment and then prepared a tray with a jug of iced fruit juice, glasses and a plate of biscuits, and took it out to them, reminding herself that thanks to the high garden walls nobody could see her like this. She had to shuffle carefully across the lawn in her hobble chain, realising it took practice to move in one as gracefully as Bolt and Cam did.
They accepted the drinks gratefully and they sat down together in the shade of an apple tree.
‘The mayor has given me a commission to paint a mural for the Town Hall,’ Jane explained. ‘I think he imagines it will change my opinion about Shackleswell, but anyway I’ve accepted. Now I’ve got to gather reference photographs so I can work up a design with multiple images in it. The Master… Adam… suggested I start with you gardening. Would that be all right?’
Bolt laughed. ‘You see, I said you’d be painting us yesterday! What’s a “mural”?’
‘A large picture painted on a wall. It’ll be a kind of collage of images from around the town.’
Cam said: ‘Of course we don’t mind. We’d love to be in a picture for the Town Hall.’
‘Even if it was obviously you in it looking like this?’
‘You mean collared and naked,’ Cam confirmed.
‘Yes.’
‘How long is it going to take you to get it straight in your head that we like living like this?’ Bolt said with amiable contempt.
‘Probably never,’ Jane admitted. ‘I can’t imagine what that would be like. But this is something I’ve agreed to do and I want to do it properly. So if you don’t mind when you get back to work I’ll take a few pictures of you from different angles.’
Cam and Bolt were eager to comply and they were soon digging and hoeing while Jane moved around them taking pictures. At first Bolt kept grinning foolishly at her and striking poses until Jane told her just to forget she was there and behave naturally. Once they did so it really looked as if they were enjoying their work. Jane had to admit they had lovely well-toned bodies. The light was clear and good and sheen of oil and sweat on their skin helped emphasise their muscular definition. It was dripping off their ringed nipples. In fact she could actually smell their sweat mingled with another perfume that was curiously musky and intimate… 
Jane saw the wetness about their shaven sex lips and turned away from them hastily, feeling acutely embarrassed. Oh God, her nipples were standing up so hard as well…
‘What’s wrong?’ Cam asked.
‘Nothing... it’s all right… I’ve got all the pictures I need now.’
Bolt said in her characteristically blunt way: ‘I think you could smell our pussies, that’s right isn’t it?’
‘Yes… I’m sorry.’
‘Why do you keep apologising for things when there’s nothing wrong?’ Bolt asked. ‘We were just getting hot thinking of you looking at us while we worked. That’s normal!’
‘If you’re going to try to paint real working-life in Irontown for slave women,’ Cam said, ‘then you’ve got to show how we can get turned on by it.’
‘And that’s even without us playing with our tools,’ Bolt said grinning. She turned her spade about and thrust its blade down between her legs and straddled it, rubbing her naked sex along its handle. ‘Go on; take a picture of me like this…’
Licking her lips, Jane took a picture.
Cam laughed and stood beside Bolt, hugging her while she straddled the shaft of her hoe. 
Jane took another picture.
Then they kissed passionately. 
Jane blushed. ‘I get embarrassed seeing women together,’ she admitted. ‘I had to… to pleasure one yesterday while I was in that terrible castigorium place in the Park. I mean with a dildo in my mouth… oh God that sounds gross… anyway I hated it.’
‘Well you’ll have to get used to girl on girl sex if you want to understand Irontown,’ Cam said. ‘We screw each other here all the time.’
‘Yeah, our lubrication is like the oil that keeps everything going,’ Bolt said. ‘Maybe that’s why we produce it so easily.’
‘But what about men?’ Jane asked.
‘Men are masters and we’re happy to serve and obey them because its right and we get pretty excited about it, but that’s different to the way we feel about each other,’ Cam said.
‘Well I’ll never feel that way,’ Jane said decisively.
‘Then we’ll have do something about that,’ Adam said from the shelter of the conservatory door where he had been listening to their conversation unobserved. ‘Come inside, all of you…’
***
Five minutes later Jane was sobbing and squirming and pleading with Adam: ‘Please, Master, don’t make me do this!’
‘You’ve got to learn what it feels like to be an Irontown slave, Brush, including lesbian sex. Even free women use their slaves for sex. It’s perfectly natural… ‘
She looked at Bolt and Cam. ‘Please don’t do this…’
‘They’re just obeying my orders, Brush,’ Adam said sternly. ‘Like good slave girls should. Don’t blame them. I’m your master and this is my decision. I’m going to break you of this silly outsider inhibition you’ve got…’
They were in the master bedroom. Jane was standing spread-eagled at the foot of the big bed facing towards its head end. Its side posts had been telescoped upwards and her up-stretched arms were hooked to its chains. Her legs were pulled wide and her ankles were similarly fastened to the lower ends of the posts. Cam was kneeling on the bed in front of her with her wrist cuffed behind her back, while Bolt stood by the foot of the bed with her hands also cuffed. Her labial padlock been removed and in its place were the side pins of a large rubber dildo, the double pronged base of which had been plugged into her vagina, jutting up from between her dark sex lips.
Adam stifled any further protests from Jane by pushed a bar gag between her lips and then he picked up his electric whip. She saw the look in his eye and the bulge in the front of his trousers. He was a young man with a naked older woman at his mercy and she knew then that nothing would stop him. This was the Irontown way. She felt her nipples throb and her pussy grow wetter.
‘You’ve also got to learn about pain and pleasure at the same time,’ he said. ‘Don’t touch her until I tell you,’ he told Cam and Bolt.
Jane’s eyes bulged as the whip hissed through the air and cracked across her buttocks. The electrified threads running through the braided rubber added a flash and crack to its impact. She shrieked as her flesh rippled and she jerked her hips forward, butting her thighs against the front rail of the bed.
He laid three more cuts across her backside and then moved round the side of the bed so he could attack the front of the body. The whip hissed through the air and coiled almost lovingly about the pale mounds her breasts. They distended inwards and then sprang back up again, her stiff burning nipples flicking the rings pierced through them.
Then he swung the lash across her stomach, approaching her pussy.
‘Well, Brush, do you want to have Bolt and Cam make love to you? They are very lovely young women. Why don’t you want to enjoy them?’
And suddenly Jane’s will to resist crumbled. What was she subjected herself to this pain for? She nodded frantically. Adam pulled the gag bar out from between her lips and she sobbed: ‘Yes… Please master… I want them to make love to me…’
‘Do want them to kiss you and your nipples and pussy and push a dildo up your backside?
‘Yes… yes Master… all that… my lips and pussy and bottom… all of it….’
Adam stepped back and told Cam and Bolt: ‘She’s all yours…’
Jane felt Bolt step up to her burning bottom for us. From moment her anus clenched as she feared the dildo would be thrust straight up into it, but Bolt knelt down and tenderly kissed her simmering cheeks. Then she stood and thrust of the dildo up into her. The same time Cam shuffled forward and kissed Jane on the lips passionately, sliding a tongue into her mouth. Their ringed nipples clinked together. Then Cam kissed her way down her throat and over chest and reached her hard nipples, taking them and their rings into her mouth one after another.
Bolt was pumping steadily up into her backside by now, making Jane’s buttocks swell as her rectum was filled. Cam worked her way down over Jane’s stomach to her naked sex, dipping her supple back and thrusting her buttocks out to keep her balance. Adam slapped and fondled her olive bottom cheeks and slid a finger between them. Cam sighed but she continued her assigned task. Adam smiled and stepped back…
Cam’s mobile lips reached Jane’s pussy and her tongue slid between her ringed labia. Jane gasped and shuddered and rolled up her eyes. Bolt’s pumping dildo up her bottom was pulled out of her for a moment against the suction of her clenching sphincter. Then it was driven back up inside her again even harder, driving her hips against Cam’s face.
And then Bolt joined Cam kneeling on the bed in front of Jane, helping to kiss her lips and breasts. But her rectum was still plugged!
Adam thrust his cock up inside her once again and reached about and clasped and squeezed her breasts until her nipples felt as if they would pop, only to be eagerly devoured by Bolt. Cam twisted round and lay on her back so that the Bolt straddled her while she could lift her head up and tongue and suck that Jane’s straining clitoris. Bolt raised her head from Jane’s throbbing nipples and kissed her full on the lips with hot passion. She was sandwiched between two women and one man, impaled upon them with cock and tongues. She had never felt anything like it before. 
And then her loins burst and sprayed her juices over Cam’s face. Her hips bucked and her body thrashed, rattling her chains, while she returned Bolt’s kiss with frantic passion while Adam’s cock spouted up her backside. And for a moment she knew what it was like to be part of something greater and more powerful than she was.
To be part of something… or to be totally dominated by it? 
Was this the Irontown way?
 



Chapter Six
 
The next morning Adam took Jane out a bright and early on her first proper reference hunting expedition.
‘The Mayor said you should get to know the true industrial heritage of Shackleswell and there’s only one place to start: The Rowland Museum of Flesh and Iron. That of course is its Irontown name.’ 
When they heard where Jane was going Cam and Bolt said: ‘you’ll enjoy the museum. We sometimes serve there as demo girls.’
‘Demonstrating what?’ Jane asked.
They giggled. ‘You’ll see…’ 
In fact Jane was glad to be out of the house. She still felt acute shame at her behaviour of the previous afternoon. She had never been adventurous sexually, having only one intimate male-friend at the time. This had been a shocking introduction to multiple partners of both sexes taken simultaneously. It had been her first threesome – or was it a foursome? Whatever the count she had humiliatingly been made to beg for it and then had actually come with Bolt and Cam’s tongues inside her mouth and pussy and Adam’s cock up her rear. The fact that she had been given no choice, or that Bolt and Cam themselves appeared perfectly content and entirely un-embarrassed did not help. 
‘Just learn to let go of your inhibitions and enjoy it as it happens,’ Cam said. 
More unhelpfully Bolt pointed out: ‘But you came in a big way so you must have liked it really…’
Yes she had, but that didn’t magically make it all right.
To them what had transpired might have been an everyday and even enjoyable occurrence, but she was older than they were with more deeply embedded habits and principles. She could not adjust them literally overnight. And she did not want to! Unlike them she had a good independent life to lose if she surrendered herself to the perverse morals of this slave town. She could not just let that go.
In a way Adam was more understanding, even though parts of his explanation, delivered during breakfast, sounded as if he was quoting them from a textbook.
‘You came because that’s how women are made to respond to pain and sexual stimulation. It’s your way of coping. I didn’t expect you to enjoy it straight away. What matters is that you pleased me and I’m your master and that is how it should be. Most outsider women resist at first but you get used to it because that’s what normal is here. Eventually you’ll stop worrying about it because obedience becomes habit and then a comfort. Then you might start to enjoy yourself…’
And so with that horrifying prospect in mind Jane followed Adam out of the front door of Number 14; once more outwardly respectable in her slave coat while her pussy clenched about the plug of the wireless chain inside her.
They descended to the Old Tannery slave railway station again where Adam had her strip completely, except for her boots, before cuffing her hands behind her. He removed the terrible wireless chain plug unit, making her cheeks burn as other passengers looked on, and then secured the clip of the leather pussy leash in its place. He put the leash unit and her clothes in a bag and stowed them in the left luggage rack by the station ticket office.
‘You won’t be going anywhere outsiders can see you until we get back here,’ he said.
And so Jane took the train almost totally naked and pussy leashed. This time they changed at an intermediate station onto the Circle Line which took them around the city until it brought them to a station called MUSEUM HALT, where they got out. 
The stairs leading back up above ground took them directly into a glass-panelled lobby in the heart of a lofty building with cast iron pillars and roof vault frames sheltering many aisles of exhibits, through which scattered groups of people could be seen wandering.
‘This is the part of the museum outsiders never see dedicated purely to a collection of Rowland’s girl operated machines,’ Adam explained enthusiastically as he led her out of the lobby. ‘He called the girls that powered them gynaetomatons or gynatons for short, meaning women who performed repetitive actions mechanically and precisely as required...’
Jane only half heard him. She was goggling about her in amazement at the multiplicity of strange devices that confronted her, along with a background hiss, rattle and whir of machinery. It could almost have been any industrial museum in the country, except none that she ever seen had naked women strapped, chained, bolted and impaled on, under and within its exhibits. She had imagined the slave railway had plumbed the depths of such mechanical perversion, but here flesh and iron were joined with even greater cruelty and fiendish inventiveness.
‘Slaves are often sent here to serve as demonstration models and to remind them of the history of Irontown,’ Adam explained.
And according to Bolt and Cam, sometimes they also came on their days off, Jane thought. How could they…
Along with the pulse of machinery were stifled sighs and moans, and mingled with the all-pervading smell of the grease and steam there was the intimate womanly scent of spilled juices. Gears turned and bodies were stretched and bent and pistons thrust up into helpless fleshy passageways. And there were men in sober dark uniforms acting as guides, explaining to interested onlookers how the devices worked and forced women’s bodies to serve their functions.
They came to a raised stand with a roped off square of carpet on it about the size of an average sitting room. In it a naked slave girl stood doubled over at the hips. Her upper body, angled downwards at about 45 degrees, was braced between the undersides of her breasts and the top of her hips by what looked like a riveted brass corset formed out of two halves held together by tight straps. Her outstretched arms, extending down on either side of her head, were linked and braced from midway down her upper arms to her wrists by a matching but slimmer brass sleeve, holding them rigid. A similar matching riveted brass band was bound across her mouth forming a gag.
Her wrists were cuffed to a pair of handles that she grasped tightly which were bolted to the top of what looked like the head of a large manual floor cleaner, also made a riveted brass, whose set of rotating brushes scraped across the carpet as she worked herself back and forward. A corrugated metal hose ran up from the cleaner head between her breasts, where it was supported by a light metal rod spanning between her nipples to which it was fastened by small spring clamps, and then under her stomach and between her thighs, where clips passed through her labial rings held it pressed tight up into her cleft. The end of the hose then curled over and passed into a cloth bag which was supported dangling between her thighs by a short rod and hook jutting out from her anus. As she moved back and forth the bag swayed and smacked against her thighs. Her spread feet were linked by an expanding rod, while a pair of long coil springs linked her ankles to the sides of the cleaner head, so that she could not stand upright.
As she worked her body back and forth her breasts, hanging semi-inverted, bobbed and swayed, tugging on the rod that connected their nipples, and her exposed anus clenched about the hook rod hanging from it
A museum guide standing by the roped area was explaining to a small crowd of onlookers: ‘…and this is one of the first gynaton-powered domestic cleaners. As you can see it incorporated Rowland’s principles of reward for work and effort. The cleaner wheels drive not only rotating brushes but a pump that drives the dust up the hose slung beneath her. As it passes between her legs it transmits the pump vibrations to her clitoris so she is encouraged to work hard and force more dust up through it into the bag. This hangs from a rectal plug and its increasing weight allows her to judge how well she is doing her job…’ He turned to a bucket of dry dust, sand and ash at his feet and he used a scoop to scatter a fresh splash of dirt across the carpet. Almost eagerly the girl shuffled across to it and began pumping away, cleaning it up again. Jane could see the flushed intent expression on her face as she was used as a domestic appliance…
Adam took up her camera which he had slung about his neck and began taking pictures of the girl. ‘You might want to put her into your mural,’ he said. 
Suddenly the thought of painting an image of this poor girl on top of the oppressive unreal atmosphere of the museum was too much to bear. She had to get out of here.
Jane tried to pull away from Adam back the way they had come. But he drew her up with a sharp jerk on her leash that stretched her pussy lips and brought her to her knees whimpering in pain.
While a cluster of visitors looked on with disapproving frowns Adam glowered angrily down at her. ‘An Irontown girl never defies her master in public!’ he said, not loudly but with terrible menace. ‘You need a serious lesson in obedience. And this is just the right place for it. This way…’
He dragged her hunched over after him along one aisle and down another until they reached a small display podium that contained a square of polished brass railing size and height of a small table that enclose a frame supporting at the same height as the railing a pair of slender horizontal mangle-like rollers sheathed in black ribbed rubber. Beneath them was an array of vertical wheels with limp long rubber lashes connected to them. A pair of crank handles extended from the sides of the device under the railings. The shorter one was connected to the rubber rollers and the other longer one, via cogs and chains, to the wheels beneath it. 
Standing beside the device with her wrists cuffed to this handle and her ankles to the podium was a naked blonde slave girl. A hinged telescopic strut rose up between her legs. Its end was forked with a rubber plug going up into her anus and the other branch supporting a vertical spur-like rubber wheel the size of a saucer which was gouged deep into her sex cleft. She had a kind of metal strap bridle locked over her face so that only her bright eyes showed between its bands. They fixed on Jane with interest.
Holding Jane by a fistful of her hair, Adam pushed her hips against the rails and bent her body forward so that her breasts dangled against the divide between the pair of rollers. With his free hand he turned the crank handle connected to them.
Jane screamed as the rollers both turned inwards, their clinging rubber ribs pinching her breasts between them and dragging them downwards until her chest was pressed hard against the tops of the rollers while her breasts bulged out beneath them like a pair of painfully taut pink water balloons. Adam locked the crank handle in place.
‘This is what it feels like to be in the power of a machine,’ he told her.
He unclipped the leash from her pussy rings and stood back. But she did not need the leash to hold her in place now. Squirming only twisted and tugged on her imprisoned breasts. She was trapped helplessly bending over the rail of the device with her bottom thrust out while staring down at the lash wheels set in its base, just beginning to appreciate their purpose.
Adam said to the slave girl: ‘Crank her until she wets herself in pain…’
The girl began to turn her larger crank handle. The wheels set in the base of the device beneath Jane began to spin, throwing the rubber thongs fastened to them upwards and outwards. They swiped across her bulging breasts, smacking into them from top to bottom and side to side, beating her nipple rings into her flesh and then seeming to try to rip them off her teats. Another wheel spun up between her thighs, driving them apart with its flailing lashes which then cracked into the naked mound of her vulva, tearing at her pussy rings, and curled up through her buttock cleft to smack across her out-thrust cheeks. She felt her flesh being smacked and pummelled and smarting with terrible growing heat. 
Jane screeched and wailed about her ball-clamped tongue and squirmed frantically, but she could not pull herself free from the terrible breast-clamping rollers. The relentless tearing pain ripped through her and hot tears welled up out of her eyes and fell onto the whirling lashes. Through her tears she was aware that her cries were attracting other visitors who crowded round to gawp at her and take pictures of their own. What a disgusting spectacle she must make!
Beside her the girl was groaning as she cranked the handle, but not in pain. As she worked herself back and forward the sprung rod between her thighs was churning the rubber spur wheel in her cleft which was sucking and dripping upon it even as her lips rippled as the rubber prongs tore through them. Jane could smell her arousal. How could she get pleasure from doing this in public?  And then Jane realized that her own ringed nipples were standing up hard and the thongs tearing through her labia were coming away wet…
She recalled the terrible mechanically powered lashes in the castigorium and Adam’s electric whipping and screwing in the park and how she had reacted to them. But that had been mild compared to this… 
Swish, rasp, slap, thrash! The girl at the crank was panting and close to orgasm while Jane’s tits and pussy and bottom felt as if they were on fire. There were dozens of eyes staring at her. It was all too much to bear…
A jet of hot pee spurted from her cleft and splattered over the museum floor.
Some of the onlookers laughed and cameras clicked.
The slave girl stopped cranking, sagging across the handle as she clenched her thighs together about the spur wheel which dripped with her juices.
Jane slumped half insensible over the device, breathing raggedly, her breasts still clamped tight, her cheeks blazing red from tears and burning shame.
Adam stepped forward and felt the heat of Jane’s buttocks and the simmering lips of her sex, wet both with unwilling lubrication and her shamefully passed water. Then he reached under her and cupped her burning globes and throbbing nipples. Then he bent over her and put his lips to her ear.
‘You will never ever embarrass me in public again, do you understand?’
Jane sobbed and nodded frantically.
‘I thought you were intelligent, but that was stupid. I know this is new to you, but by now you should have realized that the better you behave the less attention you draw to yourself. If you had more self control you would not have been punished and humiliated like this. Have you learned your lesson or shall I ask the girl to give you another cranking?
Jane shook her head wretchedly. 
‘Are you going to be my good and obedient slave from now on?’
She nodded frantically. At this moment she would agree to anything.
‘Now shall we continue gathering references for your painting?’
Jane nodded. Yes… That was all she wanted to do. Take lots of pictures of girls and machines. They belonged together…
Adam re-fastened the leash to her pussy rings and then cranked the roller handle reverse, squeezing her breasts back up and out through them. She whimpered in pain as her sore globes were mangled once again. 
Then Adam led her off and she followed with her head bowed shamefully, shuffling quickly forwards so that the leash would not be drawn tight and yank on the rings piercing her now simmering sex lips. Had he beaten and shamed her into subservience as easily as that? She was a free and independent woman! But this was Irontown and she was naked and he had a leash hooked to rings through her labia and right now she was terrified of him and would follow wherever he led…
‘Next you’re going to see how Irontown girls can be useful and productive while getting healthy exercise,’ he told her.
Behind her a hobbled slave girl shuffled into sight carrying a mop and bucket and began cleaning up the mess Jane had made on the floor. She had just wet herself naked and in public in a museum! Was it possible to do anything more shameful?
***
The slave mill was a cast iron frame treadmill with slender spokes over seven feet in diameter mounted on a horizontal axle supported from behind by a heavy iron post bolted to a low solid wooden base. Yard long wooden slats formed the rim of the treadmill like an open drum. Behind it, driven by gears connected to its axel, was a vertical bucket chain connecting a lower water tank to a higher one that stood like a miniature water tower above it, with pipes leading off it to another display area behind a tall iron lattice dividing panel that stood behind the wheel. Projecting in through the hollow hub of the wheel into its interior were three hollow iron rods the thickness of scaffolding poles. One jutted straight out and the others bent left and right through two right angles like embracing arms. 
It was a Victorian design but still in perfect working order and free for visitors to use, so Adam had put her inside it.
As Jane stood meekly on the inside of the ring of slats the central axle rod pressed against hollow of her back, held there by a broad belt buckled across her stomach. The first of the two angled rods curved round in front of her chest. It carried a pair of chains which were hooked to her nipple rings and a second set that hooked to her labial rings. Adam had adjusted them so they were taut. The second angled rod went behind Jane so that its end hung just behind her bottom. Fitted to it was a wooden board studded with the tips of metal tacks. From under the base of this board a thinner curved expanding metal rod extended forward between Jane’s legs. Half way along it was an anal plug which was embedded in her rectum. The tip of the rod then curved up into the cleft of her vulva where it branched into a rubber dildo which was buried in her vagina and a small metal clip which was pinched about her clitoris. Small sprung hooks on the sides of dildo base were hooked into her labial rings, keeping it in place. 
Beside the wheel was a pedestal with brass control levers on it. Adam stood in front of it.
‘The tether rods are controlled by governors behind the wheel,’ he explained. ‘Keep up a steady pace and your bottom won’t get pricked and your rings won’t get yanked and you’ll be rewarded for carrying water up into the top tank and where it can be used to power other machines. This is not a punishment but exercise combined with teaching you that being useful and productive can also be pleasurable. That’s the most important lesson an Irontown girl can learn…’ 
Adam worked the controls and the spiked pad behind Jane began to sink towards her bottom, guided by the rod in her rear. As it pricked her already tender bottom she yelped and lunged forward as if to escape it. Of course the central rod and belt held her in place but she still took a stride and then another as the wheel began to turn under her feet, setting the bucket chain in motion and starting to carry water up to the high reservoir tank. As it did so the rod in front of her also twisted, pulling on the chains attached to her nipple and labial rings, stretching her simmering scarlet flesh. She ran faster to ease the tension, speeding up the bucket chain, even though every stride stretched her sore bottom while her heaving, bouncing breasts burned and ached. The rod before her dipped again and the chains hung loose, jingling as she ran. And now the rod supporting the spiked pad also twisted, pulling it away from her flesh, expanding the anal rod shaft as it did so but still keeping the plug within her. 
Then she became aware that the tip of the curved shaft between her legs was vibrating, making the dildo plugged inside her vagina and the clip pinched about her clitoris shiver as well. And the faster she ran the more intense it became. She was being pleasured by Victorian vibrator which she was powering herself by running like a hamster inside an iron treadmill! 
Feeling a sudden blush of shame and acute embarrassment at what she was doing Jane slowed down only to feel the spiked pad begin to smack against her red rolling buttocks again. With a sob she speeded up and the spiked pad lifted away from her while the dildo and clitoral clip vibrated ever more strongly. Despite everything she had suffered that morning she could feel her lovemouth beginning to respond to the relentless stimulation. Her labia were engorged and growing hot and slippery with her juices. 
Adam was taking pictures of her running and sweating and getting more aroused, even as the sweat stung her sore nipples and buttocks and sex lips. There were people passing by stopping to look at her, watching her glossy bouncing breasts and hard nipples from which hung her glittering rings, like those which dangled from the lips of her dripping pussy mouth. She had never felt more aware of her own body and the hot liquid lust growing in her loins. 
No, this could not be happening to her!
But apparently it could in this place, drenched in a history of sex and flesh and iron and grease and implacable domination.
The treadmill spun underneath Jane’s flying feet as the terrible plugs impaled in her did their work. She was dribbling out of her pussy and drooling down her cheeks. She dare not stop… she could not stop. But she had to get away from all those eyes and the humiliation piling up on her shoulders. There was only one way…
With a sob she felt the orgasm tear up through her and burst in her brain. She would have fallen on her face if the rod strapped to her back had not been there. As it was she doubled over and jerked on her nipple chains while her bottom swung up and smacked painfully against the spiked board. 
And yet for a brief timeless moment she did not care. She had escaped not from her straps and cuffs but from herself…
***
When Adam brought Jane back to Tannery Lane that afternoon, Bolt and Cam could not understand why she had not enjoyed her trip to the Museum. While Adam return to his journalistic work, Jane put ice packs on her sore pussy, breasts and bottom, while she related to them how Adam had punished her. She had nobody else to talk to and at least it distracted them and her from thoughts of yesterday’s enforced lovemaking. However they were not very sympathetic.
‘That’s nothing. You should have seen the beatings I got before I learned to behave,’ Bolt said.
‘Don’t stop loving machines just because one’s been used to punish you,’ Cam said. ‘It’s not their fault, you know.’
‘But why did he have to be so cruel… and in public?’ Jane asked.
‘He has to make sure you’ll obey him,’ Cam said. ‘That’s part of his responsibility to the town as your master. We all have to know our place. Didn’t you feel better for it afterwards?’
Jane thought of her explosive orgasm on the treadmill. ‘Well, I felt different.’ she admitted.
***
That night as Adam led her into the master bedroom, he said cheerfully: ‘We got a lot of useful reference images at the museum today. I think we’ll go again tomorrow. There are more devices I want to try you out on. That’s the best way of getting to know what it really feels like to be an Irontown slave. Then you can put those feelings into your mural.’
Jane whimpered. ‘Please don’t make me, Master. I can’t go there again.’
‘But you have to understand our heritage.’ 
‘But it’s not my heritage, Master. I hate those machines! I hate that museum!’
‘That’s practically blasphemy in Irontown,’ he said with a wry grin. ‘But you’ll go if I say so.’
Jane hung her head meekly. ‘I know, Master.’
Adam considered for a moment. ‘Tell you what, if you’re very good tomorrow I’ll put you in just three more devices from the museum collection, then we’ll look for references elsewhere. But if you’re bad I’ll put you in the breast mangle again.’
Jane felt a pathetic rush of gratitude towards him, even though she knew it was only the lesser of two evils. ‘I’ll be good, Master, I promise.’
Oh God, she was a naked 35-year-old woman promising a youth of 18 that she would be obedient!
‘Then you can start right now…’ Adam said.
The master bed revealed more of its hidden mechanisms. 
The upper cross bar of its headboard frame extended outward on hinged expanding struts until it hung above the middle of the bed. Adam clipped Jane’s collar and wrist cuffs to it as if it was a yoke bar and made her sit astride him, straddling his hips while impaled upon his stiff young cock. He clipped short chains to her nipples and tugged on them to encourage her to twist and grind her hips over him and ream herself out until he spurted his hot seed deep up inside her.
The master bed rattled and shook as Jane gasped and clenched her sheath tight about Adam’s hard penis. She realized that she was the prisoner of yet another perverse machine. Well the bed was a creation of Irontown. Should she put an image of this in her mural as well?
 



Chapter Seven
 
The next day Jane was good: practically the perfect slave.
She trotted obediently after Adam to the station with the wireless chain dildos plugged inside her, and allowed him to strip and pussy leash her once they were underground and trailed after him meekly as he led back up into the terrible museum. She found that by focusing just on him she was not quite so aware of other people’s eyes upon her. She had learned a lesson from yesterday: the more slavishly obedient she was the less she drew attention to herself. She still felt sick at the thought of the breast mangle only being a few aisles away from her, but she managed not to let it overwhelm her. And nothing else could be as bad as that, she told herself.
‘Now, what shall I put you in first?’ Adam wondered.
***
It was a recreation of an old girl-powered grinding mill: one of the earliest and simplest devices in the museum, which was used when Shackleswell was still growing. Of course the same task had been performed with the use of wind or water power for centuries, but it seemed an Irontowner never missed a chance to use captive female muscle and sweat to operate a device, and, according to a plaque next to the machine, a small mill had worked by these means until late into the nineteenth century powered by prison labour.
Jane was harnessed along with three other demonstration slaves connected to a ring of wooden poles radiating out from a big millstone on its grinding table. 
Heavy straps were bound across her chest, crossing between her breasts and linked to a broad belt buckled tight about her waist, with rings set in its straps level with her shoulder blades that hooked onto the end of the millstone pole. The women walked around a well worn path in the heavy boards surrounding the millstone and grain was ground into flour.
In some places an overseer would have had to stand over them with a whip to ensure they kept on working, but being Irontown this process had been mechanised.
There was a large spinning Watt Governor geared to the millstone shaft which raised or lowered a second set of lighter polls that radiated out between the main poles to which they were tethered. These poles were connected to light chains fastened to their nipples. As long as the polls were kept level with their chests this was bearable, but if the rotation of the millstone slowed down then they fell and began tugging painfully on their nipples to encourage them to speed up.
In the methodical Irontown way there was a counter next to the governor device which kept track of the number of turns they made, clicking each time and turning the tumblers of a numbered dial over.
Jane tried to lose herself in the mechanical hypnotic process of stumping round and round in a circle, distracted only by the rolling buttocks of the slave fastened to the pole ahead of her. At least nobody was beating her and if she kept her head down then none of the onlookers could look her in the face and she would be spared a little humiliation. It was not as bad as the treadmill. She was just another demonstration slave re-enacting a piece of history…
She knew about the stick but was not aware of carrot until the counter reached a 100. There was a click and the grindstone locked in place. Then sprung rods popped up out of the boards on which she had been walking. Each had a dildo on its end. Eagerly the girls shuffled forward and mounted them, sighing as they began to pleasure themselves. It was the slavish version of a tea break…
Jane shook her head, pulling herself out of her strange reverie and looked round at Adam, who had been photographing the grindstone and her. 
He nodded his head. Swallowing she straddled the remaining unoccupied dildo and pumped herself up and down on it, screwing up her eyes as she did so. The dildo had a little finger of rubber curling up from it that slid through her cleft and efficiently massaged her clitoris. Soon it was wet with her juices. Was this a reward or punishment or both? She was no longer sure.
***
‘The designer was inspired by the 1926 classic silent science-fiction film Metropolis,’ the museum guide explained as he showed Adam the next device he had chosen to try Jane on. ‘He used it to train girls to respond to sequences of the visual and audible control signals and electric shocks so that their actions could be synchronised and precisely controlled when serving on assembly lines…’
It was a massive clock-like dial over head high, marked with a conventional array of numbers, but with an outer rim ringed by a dozen light bulbs. It had two heavy iron hands of equal length, at the moment pointing to the ten and the two. Jutting horizontally out of the middle of the hollow concentric shafts on which hands were mounted was a telescopic post with double dildos on its end angled upwards. Also jutting up from its shaft was a pair of stiffened wires rising in a “V” with electric cables coiled about them and spring clips on their ends. Set in the clock face just below the number 12 were a pair of bells with their own light bulbs over them.
‘I want my slave to experience as much of the history of Irontown as possible,’ Adam said. ‘She’s new to Shackleswell.
The guide noted the characters stamped on Jane’s forehead. ‘BRUSH 01? I’ve never seen one of them before. But I’ve seen her face somewhere recently…’
‘She is something special,’ Adam confided as Jane blushed, and then added with barely concealed pride: ‘You can read all about her in my feature coming out in the next edition of the Observer…’
‘Well, let’s give her a proper taste of Irontown then,’ the man said amiably.
Jane’s stomach had knotted up again at the sight of the sinister device, but she knew she had no choice. Meekly she allowed Adam and the guide to position her upon it. She straddled the projecting horizontal shaft and felt the dildos slide up inside her passageways. The fatter more mushroom-shaped rear dildo had electric context studs on it while the larger forward one which slid up her vagina was heavily ribbed. Small spring hooks were mounted on the sides of the shaft which fastened onto her labial rings and pulled her vulva open and ensured she could not possibly pull herself off the dildos
They freed her hands from behind her back and stretch them up and out in front of her so she could grasp the handles welded to the big clock hands. Spring clips snapped about her wrist rings, holding them in place. They pulled her legs apart and clipped chains bolted to the base of the device to her ankle cuffs. This left her facing the clock face with her body a couple of feet from it.
The guide moved to a control pedestal beside the device on which were mounted some old-fashioned Bakelite knobs and switches. ‘It’s very simple; she just has to move the dial hands to point to whatever bulbs light up. She’ll get a shock in her left nipple for the left arm and in her right for the right if she’s too slow to match them. When a left or right bell lights up and rings she is must count the chimes and then must move the appropriate clock hand to the number it indicates before she gets shocked again. Whenever the whole dial lights up she must pump the shaft in as hard as she can to make the bells ring twelve times. If she doesn’t pump hard enough she’ll get both nipples shocked and shocks up her rear which gets more intense each time she fails.’
Jane looked at the device she was so intimate fastened to in horror. That didn’t sound simple from her point of view.
‘Please start her off,’ Adam said, holding the camera ready.
The guide twisted a knob and threw a switch.
The light over number nine flashed. Jane twisted her arm round to swing the clock hand round to it. But she was slow getting it lined up and got a painful jolt through her left nipple. Then the bulb over number one lit up and she swung the left hand around to it. But holding the other hand in place made it awkward and she got a warning stab of pain in her right nipple. She gritted teeth and told herself to try harder…
Soon she was twisting herself about on the impaling central shaft left and right as she matched hand positions to flashing lights. Then bells began to ring and flash and she had to count the chimes and find the appropriate numbers. Then the lights and bells began to alternate. This frantic motion had its inevitable effect and soon her pussy was dripping and clenching desperately on the dildo which she was churning within herself. The lower numbers were the hardest to reach of course and she had to twist her body painfully round to get the hands down to the six.
As she worked the intervals between the lights flashing or a bell ringing and the warning jolts in her nipples grew shorter. By then she was being driven by fear of pain and was sweating as she counted chimes or scanned the dial for the next bulb to flash. She wasn’t thinking she was just responding. This was a terrible way to be conditioned but horribly effective, she realized. She imagined the light and bells fitted to some other machine and girls instinctively responding to them.
And then the whole ring of lights lit up and she felt a warning stab of pain lance through her rectum. Desperately she began to work her hips, driving the central shaft inwards against the resistance of some hidden spring, feeling the twin dildos stretching her vaginal sheath and anal sphincter. The big ribbed vaginal dildo grated past her sex lips. The first thrust produced no response and she got another stab up her backside while both her nipples were pricked with electric needles. She thrust harder and the bells rang once. Straining she thrust forward again and again... 
She could feel her juices, already stimulated by the churning her pussy had received, running down her thighs and feel the excitement boiling her loins. She knew it was all cruel and oppressive and frighteningly calculating and yet she could not help her response. Pain was being played against her natural sexual desire. It was her only distraction: her body’s way of finding some way of blotting out the terrible awareness of what she was doing.
She climaxed before she reached her eighth thrust.
As she sagged dizzy, drained and impaled upon the clock she heard the guide say to Adam: ‘They usually cum about then. Some girls come back again and try to make it to 12, but none of them do...’
***
The last device as had to try was very different. 
Adam took her out into a closed courtyard where there was a small race track laid out in concrete, weaving its way between small trees and bushes planted in raised beds, with a clearly deliberate pattern of humps and ribs cast into its surface. Beside the track were a couple of three wheeled bikes powered by naked slave girls.
They had bicycle-like handlebars with twist grip controls and bike-like saddles but these were mounted over light tubular metal frames containing the bodies of the girls which were stretched out beneath them and strapped firmly in place. The bikes had two wheels at the front and a single drive wheel at back with pedals connected directly to its axle to which the girl’s feet were strapped. The girls’ arms reached straight down from their shoulders and clasped the shaft connecting the front wheels which were steered by coupling rods linked to the handlebars by gears and twin steering rods that passed down on either side of the girls’ necks where their heads protruded between them. The girls’ breasts which dangled freely beneath them were bound about their roots by metal bands which were connected by gear cables to the bikes’ twist grip handles. Footrests for the riders extended down from the main frame. The bike like saddles rested just over the girls’ naked buttocks. Jane had assumed they would be for men to ride but to her surprise they had large dildos screwed to them which it jutted up vertically. 
‘These are used for slave bike races and to teach slave girls what it feels like to control other girls,’ Adam explained, leading her across to the bikes. ‘And of course there are slave owning women who enjoy the sensation of riding them while impaled…’
Jane gaze down at the pretty blonde woman contained so perfectly and yet helplessly within the frame of the bike before her. She saw there was a rod curving down from beneath the saddle which penetrated her anus and another rod rising up from the frame that she straddled bearing a dildo that passed up into her vagina. She was doubly impaled! She could not ride another woman like that! But she feared Adam’s anger even more.
Meekly she allowed him to un-cuff her wrists and then she clambered onto the bike and settled down, feeling the dildo slide up her by now aching vagina. She rested her feet on the foot rests. It was a little like being astride a motorbike, but there were snaphooks attached to both the handles and footrests which he fastened to the rings of her cuffs, securing her in place. Her freedom was very limited.
‘You steer as normal and the break handles work the front and rear wheels in the usual way,’ he told her. ‘The right-hand twist grip is the accelerator and the left works the gears as marked. Twisting the accelerator pinches her breasts — the bands cuffed about them are spiked in the insides — and she knows she’s got to pedal faster.’ He patted the bike girl’s head where it protruded from between the steering columns of the handlebar. ‘Don’t worry; she’s used to being used like this. It gives her a chance to show how strong she is.’
Jane had noted the girls’ muscular looking buttocks, thighs and calves but it did not make her feel any better. 
Adam moved to the other bike, unscrewed the dildo mounted on its saddle and sat astride it.
‘I’m going to follow you round to make sure you don’t slack. If you don’t go as fast as you can then it’s the breast mangle for you, do you understand?
Jane nodded fearfully. Gingerly she turned the accelerator handle and felt the girl begin to pedal beneath her. She steered the bike onto the track. Adam followed on behind her. He must have a nice view of her bare buttocks straddling the saddle and the equally bare and anally impaled buttocks of her living engine as they pumped away under her, she thought. She turned the accelerator further and the girl speeded up. And then they hit the first of the bumps.
The jolt was transmitted up through the bike frame into the dildo on which she was impaled, making her gasp. Then the bike passed over a grid of fine ribs cast into the concrete and the vibrations set the dildo almost buzzing within her. And then she realized that this would be as much an ordeal for her as for her living engine. It was impossible from a woman to ride a bike like this without getting aroused. That was the Irontown way…
‘You can go faster than that!’ Adam called out from behind.
With a sob Jane moved up a gear and twisted the accelerator hard over. Her living engine responded smoothly, her strong thighs pumping even faster. But with greater speed the impact of every bump and rib was magnified, setting the dildo trembling and pumping within her ever hotter and wetter cleft. Jane whimpered as she struggled to concentrate on her steering and keep the bike on the track.
‘Faster!’ Adam shouted.
Jane moved to the highest gear and wailed and bit on her gag ball as the bike seemed to come alive between her legs. But then it was a living thing, or at least a fusion between a living thing and a machine. And she was riding it: in charge of it… it’s master…
Round and round the track they went. She saw the faces of visitors looking out through the ring of enclosing windows at them. What a spectacle she must make: a naked woman riding another naked woman. She hoped they understood that she was only doing this only because Adam was making her.
Of course they probably didn’t care. Here this was normal. They liked watching naked women and machines working in harmony and right now she could hardly be any closer to the girl between her legs…
The orgasm caught Jane by surprise and she almost crashed into a tree as she swerved off the track and came to a skidding halt, doubled up in her saddle as she jerked and ground her hips in helpless desire and desperate release. Some of her ejected juices overflowed the saddle and dripped onto the naked sweaty haunches of her living engine, who beneath her was working her hips about on the double dildos that impaled her. Was that her reward for enduring such degradation?
Adam pulled his bike up beside hers and reached across and patted her sweaty bottom. ‘Now you’re getting the idea,’ he said.
She’d had a taste of using another girl’s muscle power for her pleasure and for a brief moment it had felt frighteningly exciting.
 



Chapter Eight
 
The next day at breakfast Adam opened up the latest edition of the Shackleswell Observer and showed Jane the double page spread which was dramatically headed: IRES Park Plot Foiled.
The article contained a fairly accurate description of her night time abduction and how Adam had found her in the castigorium and had taken to the mayor. It quoted Goldsmith assuring readers that Jane was now under Adam’s strict supervision and posed no threat to the security of Irontown. Details of her commission to paint the Town Hall mural were also given and the confident assertion was made that once she had experienced the benefits and advantages of Irontown life she would preserve its secret after she left. 
But Jane’s attention was inevitably riveted on the photograph taken in the Town Hall showing her kneeling naked between Goldsmith and Adam. Of course she had nothing against artistic depictions of female bodies, but not hers with a slave collar locked about her neck! She felt sick even as her cheeks burned at the thought of people all over the town looking at that picture right now. It was almost worse than the people who had seen her in the flesh. She’d even been named in print as slave girl BRUSH 01.
When Cam and Bolt saw the article, however, they read it through with admiration and excitement.
‘You’ve got yourself in the paper!’ Bolt said.
‘Your real celebrity now,’ Cam exclaimed. ‘We’ve never had a famous slave artist working here before!’ 
‘Next time can you get them to mention us?’ Bold said hopefully.
All right, Jane told herself, so everybody was reassured. Now she could go back to being an anonymous slave girl quietly doing her research for Goldsmith’s mural and then she would be out of here…
***
The next morning Adam showed her a letter addressed to her bearing a Shackleswell post mark. Soon after she had come to stay she had discovered that Shackleswell had a very efficient postal service. Now she suspected that had a lot to do with letters and packages distributed swiftly around the town via the underground slave railway. Perhaps it was because letters were more traditional but also because they were more secure and private than email and phone calls. 
This letter was from a Charles Vice of Vice and Sons, bespoke restraint manufacturers since 1873, according to the elegant headed notepaper. It invited her, accompanied by Adam of course, to visit their shop at her convenience and examine its extensive range of restraints, some of them based on traditional designs, which Mr Vice thought she might find of interest.
It was all very formal and polite but nevertheless Jane read the letter with growing horror. ‘This is all to do with that newspaper article isn’t it, Master? But how did it get here? It didn’t say where I was staying.’
‘You didn’t make any secret of where you were staying when you came here. Not many outsiders live in the residential areas of Shackleswell so you were easy to find. But don’t worry; I’ll make sure nobody calls on you without an appointment.’ 
‘I don’t want anybody calling on me with or without an appointment, Master! I can’t meet people like this, not now they know who I am!’
‘I’ll be the judge of that,’ Adam reminded her. ‘Meanwhile this looks interesting. A visit to their shop could be part of your researches. Vice and Sons are an old established company. Irontown would not be where it is today without proper restraints for its working girls…’
‘But why do they want me?’
‘They see an opportunity for publicity, I suppose. They can tell their customers that Brush 01, Irontown’s own slave artist, uses their products.’
Jane realized that meant restraints. She looked at her set of cuffs. ‘Did they make these, Master?’
‘No, those are a very common make: sound enough but not high-quality. The IRES people didn’t waste much money on you. But I’m sure Vice’s would like you to wear something with their name on when you’re next photographed with the Mayor, possibly in front of the finished mural. I’ll give Mr Vice a call and maybe we can go round there this afternoon.’
A horrifying surreal vision of Adam leading her round the shop naked by the rings passing through her sex lips while she tried to make polite conversation filled her mind.
‘But I can’t talk to people like this, Master! Not like it’s ordinary and normal. Well it might be to you but not to me. It was all I could to talk to Mayor Goldsmith. I can’t…’
‘Don’t worry; I’ll do most of the talking for you. I think they just want to get a mention of their shop in my next article for the Observer… and perhaps have your picture on the wall as a celebrity visitor…’
That was only slightly better. ‘At least can you fasten my leash to my collar and not my pussy rings, Master,’ she pleaded. 
Adam considered. ‘What about your nipple rings?’
‘No, please Master!’
Adam relented. ‘All right, but only if you promise to be obedient and polite.’
‘I will, Master,’ Jane promised meekly, realising that once again she had agreed to the lesser of two evils.
***
Externally Vice and Sons looked like an old fashioned high-quality ironmongers. 
Their rear salesroom, where only native Irontowner’s were admitted, was however a different matter. It was hung with every kind of the strap, chain, cuff, collar, chastity belt, breast cup, face muzzle, spreader rod and restraining yoke imaginable. The walls were stacked so high with shelves of storage boxes that reaching them would normally require a sliding ladder, except that this was Irontown…
There was a naked slave girl suspended face down from the high ceiling. Her torso was bound with a black leather harness of broad straps crossing between her breasts and about her waist with finer straps passing between her thighs, making her shaven sex mound bulge, and back up about the folds of her buttocks. At the back of her harness belt a heavy swivel mount was locked into a metal channel bolted to the ceiling which formed a close loop about the walls of the room. The girl could propel herself around by bending her knees and pushing her feet, which were bound with soft rubber strapping for grip against the ceiling and supported by bungee cords stretched from the back of her harness and hooked to her ankle rings. The swivel mount allowed her to twist about to reach the shelves and bend to hand them down or put them back. 
But the girl did not move unless she was controlled by a shop assistant.
A light rod dangled from a large ring hooked through her pierced labia with a handle on its end. The assistant took hold of it and twisted her about in the desired direction and guided her along the track to fetch whatever item was required from the shelves. Every tug and twist stretched her delicate sex lips, but even so a line of moisture was visible between them.  Jane imagined she could smell her excitement.
A light chain branching at its upper end was hooked to her nipple rings so that it also dangled beneath her. The assistant tugged on it when she had to bend to pick up or hand down some item, stretching her nipples and pale breasts in the process. Small whimpers sounded behind her gagged lips. Yet there was a bright alertness in her eyes and a desperate eagerness to respond to every tug and jerk immediately as she scrambled about the ceiling performing her strange task. 
Jane shuddered at the sight of her and the sinister contents of the shop, thankful that she was still dressed in a slave coat, although Adam’s leash was clipped to her collar and her wrists were cuffed behind her. Unfortunately she could feel her nipples stirring and hardening beneath its fabric. It was just not possible to keep them down in a place like this which only made her more conscious of the rings piercing them. But she had promised to be good…
Adam of course seemed to find it all fascinating and shook hands warmly with Mr Vice, a solid respectable looking man who looked more like a traditional bank manager than a purveyor of slave restraints.
Mr Vice looked Jane over with frank interest when Adam introduced her, making her cheeks burn, and said: ‘It’s a great pleasure to meet such a renowned industrial artist, Ms Frobisher, although I’m sure you would rather it was not under such circumstances. The actions of the IRES were of course completely reprehensible. A guest in our town should not be subjected to such treatment.’ 
Adam pulled her tongue ball clamp out so she could respond meekly: ‘Thank you, Sir.’
‘I hope your time with us will convince you that Irontown’s traditions are worthy of preservation.’
‘I’m certainly giving it a lot of thought, Sir,’ Jane said noncommittally, keeping her eyes lowered.
‘Will you be writing more articles for the paper about Miss Frobisher’s stay with us, Adam?’ Vice asked Adam.
‘Every week, Mr Vice,’ Adam said. ‘And of course I’ll be sure to mention your kind invitation for us to visit your splendid shop…’
Mr Vice smiled benignly. ‘That’s very kind of you. And in return I wonder if you would accept this gift on Ms Frobisher’s behalf?’
He produced a presentation case with the shop logo on its front which contained a new collar and cuff set. The metal gleamed brilliantly. 
‘Our finest set: fully lined and titanium reinforced,’ Vice explained, ‘which means they are lighter but twice as strong as standard collars and cuffs. The locks are individual and un-forcible.’
‘That’s very kind of you, Mr Vice,’ Adam said effusively. ‘Shall we put them on her right now and see how they fit?’
Jane felt a surge of sick despair. Oh no…
‘Of course.’ 
‘Strip off, Brush...’ Adam commanded, undoing her wrist cuffs.
In a few minutes Jane was staring at her naked reflection in a full-length mirror almost dazzled by the shop lights glinting off the new polished bands of metal that encircled her neck, wrists and ankles. They were horrible of course, and yet they did fit more comfortably and feel slightly lighter than the old set. Apparently quality did count, even with slave restraints. She saw Adam looking at her meaningfully and said humbly to Vice: ‘Thank you, Sir. They are… quite striking. I feel… totally helpless.’
Vice seemed to take that as a compliment. ‘A lovely figure deserves only the best restraints. Flesh and metal make the most perfect combination.’
Jane bit her lip and said nothing.
‘Why don’t you take a picture of Brush to put on your wall, Mr Vice?’ Adam suggested.
Vice hesitated, as if still slightly uncertain about Jane’s status as a quasi slave celebrity. ‘If that would be acceptable to Ms Frobisher?’ 
Jane saw the warning looking Adam’s eyes and said meekly: ‘I’d be… honoured to have my picture on your wall, Sir.’
‘Excellent. And perhaps you’d like a complimentary matching chain leash to go with her new collar?
‘I think that would make a perfect set,’ Adam said.
* * *
Back in Tannery Lane that evening, Bold and Cam admired Jane’s new collar and cuff set.
‘That’s lovely quality,’ Cam said, stroking the gleaming metal.
‘Make’s ours look really shabby,’ Bolt observed.
‘Believe me I’m not trying to show off,’ Jane assured them. ‘I’d happily swap them with yours, or better still none at all, any time.’
‘But the stronger your collar and cuffs are the more it means your Master values you,’ Cam told her
‘Well the Master got these for free in exchange for using my face and name on some shop advertising, so I don’t know what that says about how much he values me.’
‘Of course he does,’ Cam assured her. ‘He’s young and you’re his first slave. You’ll always be important to him.’
***
The next day Jane received another letter. This was from a Mark Plowright who wanted to commission her to paint a portrait of his wife.
‘People do know that I’m not really a portrait painter, Master,’ Jane asked Adam.
‘I made it clear exactly what you did in the article and I’m sure everybody has seen your work,’ Adam said. 
‘Anyway, Master, I can’t accept a commission until I’ve completed the town hall mural,’ Jane said. ‘And then…’ she stopped herself saying what she actually planned to do next and finished it instead with a guarded: ‘…I won’t be staying here a minute longer than I have to.’
Adam grinned. ‘We’ll see. Meanwhile I’m sure any commission Mr Plowright has in mind will have also have some connection with our heritage. Even if you don’t accept it will be useful research. I’ll arrange an appointment. It’ll give you a chance to see what domestic life is like in Irontown…’
***
Plowright’s address turned out to be a large Victorian mansion house standing in its own large walled gardens off a quiet wealthy-looking tree-lined avenue. Tall wrought-iron gates guarded a sweep of gravel drive which led up to an imposing front door sheltered under a large porch roof.
‘He’s obviously pretty rich so be on your best behaviour,’ Adam warned Jane as he led her up to the front door.
The bell was answered by a semi-naked slave maid who presented the ideal of flesh and metal combined. 
Her head was encased in bridle of polished metal straps with rods extended inward from its cheek rings to hold a silver gag ball in her mouth that kept her lips parted in a pouting inviting “O”. A small shiny box with pushbuttons and a speaker grille set into it was hung from her polished metal collar. She wore a French maid-style bib and tiny apron made out of shiny metal rings interlinked like very loose chainmail through which her red prominent ringed nipples poked and the flesh of her flat stomach and naked shaven and ringed groin showed clearly. Chains linked her wrist cuffs to side rings set in the metal belt of her apron, which was secured by a large shiny padlock in the small of her back. A short hobble chain joined her ankle cuffs. To prevent it dragging on the floor it was supported at its mid point by another chain that passed up between her legs and plugged into her anus. Her feet were fitted into polished metal high heeled shoes.
She made such a striking image that Jane felt for a guilty moment pleased that her own new set of cuffs and collar were equally well polished.
‘Adam Tamper and Brush 01 to see Mr Plowright by invitation,’ Adam said.
The maid bobbed her head and pressed a button on the box hanging from her collar. A synthesised female voice said: ‘Please come in, Master.’ 
She wasn’t even allowed to use her own voice, Jane thought in dismay.
The maid ushered them in and closed the door. Then she looked enquiringly at Jane and then Adam and then a row of coat hooks by the door.
‘Of course, I can’t take you to see Mr Plowright like this,’ Adam said. He had Jane strip off and he removed her wireless chain plug unit but left her tongue clamped. He cuffed her hands behind her back and then took out her shiny new chain leash and clipped to her collar.
The metal-clad slave maid led the way across a large lofty wooden panelled hall. Jane saw that her bare buttock cheeks that rolled before them were rosy as if from a recent spanking. She had the part name SCREW 361 stamped above them.
Screw opened the door onto a reception room and indicated Adam should be seated and pressed a button on her collar speaker again: ‘Please make yourself comfortable while I fetch the Master.’ Then she withdrew. 
But Jane’s eyes were riveted on the pictures hung on walls. They were almost all of naked women contained within machines that looked as if they might have come from Rowland’s Museum. Some looked like early model underground railway living engines or variations on girl powered bikes. Then there was a small crane next to a stretch of water with a canal boat being unloaded with naked slave girls fastened within the frame of the crane turning crank handles and swivelling it about on its mount. By the style and patina it was clearly quite old.
‘It looks like he’s a collector,’ Adam said, examining the pictures with her. ‘You could paint a picture like that for him, couldn’t you?’
She could, but she dearly hoped she would never have to.
Just then a vigorous, wiry, greying man dressed in a casual but expensive cream open necked shirt and matching linen trousers entered. He greeted Adam heartily. ‘I’m Mark Plowright. I read your article, young man. Well done. You kept your head in the park and stopped these IRES idiots from making a scene. Very commendable…’
Plowright looked Jane up and down through his keen sharp eyes with frank and unabashed male interest which made her cheeks burn. ‘And this is your famous kidnapped artist. Quite a looker, isn’t she? And Goldsmith gave her to you to look after? So virtue has been rewarded, eh? Lucky young man. Teaching her about life here?’
‘Yes, Sir,’ Adam said.


‘Well take my advice and don’t be too gentle with her. They appreciated a firm hand however much they squeal at the time.’
While Jane quailed Adam said sincerely: ‘I’ll bear that in mind, Sir.’
‘Now let me show you what I want her to paint…’ Plowright said.
He led them out across the Hall again and through another doorway into quite a different room. It was large and almost empty with a woodblock floor and French windows opening out onto a bright sunny well-tended garden.
But Jane’s eyes were transfixed by the device that stood in the middle of the room.
It was a wrought iron wheel which stood about six feet high suspended between two sturdy square section wooden posts at either side bolted to a low heavy wooden base. The lower rim of the wheel hung in a metal trough half filled with water.  The wheel had snaking decorative spokes radiating out from a hollow ring centre about eighteen inches across and it was hung about with several sets of leather straps. It was suspended between the posts by pairs of short crescent arms each fitted on the inside with a row of half a dozen small runner wheels set perpendicularly to the plane of the big wheel which were pinched together into circular grooves running around the front and back sides of its rim. 
One of the posts had a crank handle fitted to it that passed through the arc of runner wheels to a cog that engaged with a ring of teeth set in the face of the big iron wheel. This arrangement was clearly intended to allow the wheel to be rotated freely in its mounting while keeping it upright and steady. There were also crank handles set half way down the side posts where their thinner upper sections rose from the middle of thicker lower halves. The device looked old but clearly it had been well maintained. The woodwork base was polished and the groove in which the runner wheels ran was freshly greased.  Also looking frighteningly functional were the cane, whip and spanking paddle which hung from brass hooks screwed to the post sides. 
Standing expectantly on either side of this strange device was Screw 361 and a trim, blonde, attractive fortyish woman wearing a light summer dress. She smiled at them in a welcoming but slightly nervous way as they entered.
‘This is my wife Edwina,’ Plowright said. ‘This is young Adam Tamper who we read about, Dear, and this is the outsider artist woman who is now in his care.’
Edwina politely shook hands with Adam and smiled slightly uncertainly at Jane.
‘Good afternoon, I’m so pleased to meet you,’ she said in refined tones. ‘I hope you are enjoying your stay in our lovely town.’
‘Probably not, Dear, after what the IRES men did to her,’ Plowright said with mild impatience. ‘But hopefully she’s learning our ways now. Anyway let’s not waste time and show them what I want.’ He slapped the big iron wheel. ‘It’s quite a sight, isn’t it?’ he said to Adam. ‘There aren’t many left now. And I’d like a proper painting of it in action, like in the old days…’ 
Jane felt her stomach tightened. Oh no, what were they going to do to that poor slave maid?
But Plowright was snapping his fingers at his wife. ‘Go on, Dear. Don’t worry about young Adam. If he’s had this one to play with for the last few days he’s quite used to looking at older women…’
And to Jane’s amazement Edwina unbuttoned her dress and slipped it off to reveal she was naked underneath except for a delicate silvery metal chastity belt that enclosed her groin. She had a good body, trim and well-toned, with neat high breasts and clear pale skin. Fluffy blonde pubic hair showed through the scrollwork of the chastity belt where it covered her pubic mound. It was the first pubic hair on a woman Jane had seen in Irontown.
Daintily she stepped onto the platform supporting the wheel and then stood with her back to it and stepped up onto the inside rim of the wheel with her feet just inside the trough sides and spread her arms and legs out. Her head rested just beneath the upper rim of the wheel while she bent her arms slightly so that her hands could grasp the spokes on either side level with her shoulders. Plowright secured her into position, buckling the straps over her wrists and elbows and about her neck, and then across her chest between her breasts and then over her midriff, knees and ankles. Her bare bottom, divided only by the thin curving rear metal band of her chastity belt, was now framed by the inner open ring of the wheel. The final leather strap went across her mouth forming a gag.
Screw 361 took up position holding the crank handle connected to the rim of the wheel.
Plowright walked about the wheel looking at Edwina’s spread-eagled body from every angle. Then standing behind her he reached through its curving spokes and clasped and squeezed her breasts cheerfully, making her whimper. ‘This used to be used for dunking troublesome females and teaching them a lesson in discipline,’ he said. ‘It’s still good for reminding wives of their place, like this…’
He snapped his fingers at Screw and she turned the handle. The wheel rotated smoothly within the pinch of its side runners and Edwina was turned upside down until her head was dragged underneath the water in the trough. 
Plowright looked through the ‘V’ of his wife’s naked spread legs at Adam and Jane. ‘It teaches them to concentrate on holding their breath whatever you do to them…’
He took up the spanking paddle and slapped it lightly against the insides of his wife’s thighs, then a little harder against her bare buttocks encircled by the open inner ring of the wheel. Jane saw her flinching within her bonds and her head twisting under the water. How long was he going to leave her like that?
But unhurriedly Plowright walked round to the front of the wheel and stooped and smacked the paddle against his wife’s jutting inverted breasts, flattening them against her chest. Then almost playfully he pinched and tugged some of the blonde curls protruding through the open scrollwork of the chastity belt cup over her pubes. Jane thought she saw bubbles rising to the surface of the trough…
Then Plowright snapped his fingers again and Screw cranked the handle. The wheel turned and Edwina’s head was carried back up out of the trough until she stood up right again. Her blonde hair now hung limp over her shoulders and trickles of water were running down her body and she spluttered for breath behind her gag strap. Then she blinked the water from her eyes and looked with fear and hope at a husband. He patted her wet cheek and blushing breasts.
‘You looked splendid, dear,’ he assured her.
Plowright turned back to Adam and Jane and saw Jane’s attention fixed on Edwina’s wet body. Even though what had been done to her was horrifying and degrading, even more so because she was not a slave, Jane found that she could not look away. Now with a start she realized that her nipples were standing up stiffly while her labia were engorged and wet. She felt her cheeks burn as she hastily looked aside. But it was too late.
‘Judging by the state of her it looks like your Brush appreciates good old engineering,’ Plowright commented with a chuckle. ‘Or maybe she has taken a fancy to my wife?’
‘I’m sorry, Sir,’ Adam said. ‘She doesn’t know how to behave yet.’
‘Not at all. It’s only natural. What’s she like with other women?’
‘I’ve got a couple of slave housekeepers but I haven’t allowed her much contact with them yet, Sir, apart from an introductory session. Seeing as she is an outsider I was building her up to full relations. I thought she might need to be broken in gently. Mostly I’ve been using her myself.’
‘That sounds sensible. Train her to appreciate your cock first. But don’t delay putting her with other women if you want. It’s just another way of mastering her. There’s no threat to you and it helps keep them fresh and lively. Wives screw their slave maid’s everyday and husbands don’t worry about it if they know they’ve got the upper hand.’ He patted his wife’s wet head again and then playfully tweaked her hard nipples. ‘Do you want to try her out on Edwina?’
While Jane felt a sick wave of horror and disbelief surge through her, Adam struggled noticeably to keep his voice level. Clearly he had not been expecting this. ‘Well, that’s most extraordinarily kind of you, Sir. If you’re sure it isn’t any trouble…’
‘None at all. It’ll be something else to talk about when I’m showing off the finished painting. How the pretty artist I hired screwed Edwina on the old dunking wheel.’ He chuckled. ‘Maybe she wanted to sample my wife’s brush, eh!’
He and Screw bent down and turned the crank handles set in the side posts and their upper sections telescoped upwards, lifting the wheel clear of the trough. Then Plowright turned a tap on the side of the trough and the water gurgled away into some hidden tank within the wheel’s base, leaving it empty. Then Screw cranked the wheel again and once more Edwina was turned round so that she hung inverted. But this time her chastity belt encased groin was at head height, while her head hung at groin height.
Plowright took a key from his pocket and turned it in the slim lock of the chastity belt. The belt sprang open and he pulled it off, exposing Edwina’s naked groin and tight little pubic mound with its fluffy thatch of blonde curls cut by a narrow pink cleft. He patted it and then slid a finger into her cleft and twirled at about until Edwina moaned. Then he reached down and pulled the gag strap off her mouth. ‘Now you show this woman how we do things in Irontown.’
‘Yes, Mark,’ she promised meekly.
Adam pulled Jane’s tongue clamp out and then twisted her collar round so that her leash hung down behind her back and then guided her forward, making her step into the now empty trough. Her ringed naked pussy mouth pressed against Edwina’s face while Edwina’s exposed inverted groin seemed to hang it in front of her, its pink gash swelling and gaping wetly and ever more widely. This was a woman she had never met until fifteen minutes ago. Now she could smell her pussy juices.
Helpfully Plowright handed Adam the spanking paddle. ‘If she’s new to this she might need some encouragement,’ he said. He took up the cane and stroked it over his wife’s upturned buttocks framed within the hollow inner ring of the wheel. ‘Meanwhile I’ll make sure Edwina does her bit…’
Adam stood back and rested the paddle blade against James buttocks. ‘I want you to lick Mrs Plowright out until she comes in your face, you understand?’
Jane was too terrified to respond. Adam slapped the paddle sharply against her bottom. ‘I said do you understand?’
‘Yes, Master!’ Jane yelped.
Adam smacked her again. ‘Then get on with it!’
Taking a deep breath Jane thrust her face forward into Edwina Plowright’s expensively scented sex mouth. Its soft clinging wetness enveloped her.
There was a swishing crack from the other side of the wheel as Mark Plowright caned his wife’s bottom. Jane felt Edwina crane her neck and plunged her nose and mouth into her shaven cleft.
Now Edwina’s tongue was in her pussy and hers was in Edwina’s, while both of them jerked and whimpered as their respective master and husband beat them on to greater efforts. Helplessly their juices flowed out from their secret inner depths over each other’s faces.
And then it seemed to Jane that the world shrank until all it contained was her lips and pussy and Edwina’s lips and pussy mashed against hers and the smell and taste of her and the burning of her bottom and the terrible growing pressure inside her that could only be released in shame and despair. A convulsion surged through her and she sprayed her juices over Edwina’s face even as she felt the other woman inundate her.
For a timeless interval she sagged against Edwina’s inverted body with her head resting in her hot wet upended groin. Then she raised her sticky face and looked into Mark Plowright’s laughing eyes.
‘I wouldn’t worry about going gently with her, Adam, I think she’s doing fine,’ he declared.
***
Jane was silent on the way back to Tannery Lane and for most of that evening. 
What she had been made to do had been so shocking and yet everybody else, including Edwina, had acted as if it was perfectly ordinary. Yet she found after a while that it was not her own humiliation that most troubled her. Finally she got her thoughts together as Adam was preparing her for bed. As calmly and collectedly as she could she asked: ‘Master, how can Edwina Plowright possibly live with a husband who makes her wear a chastity belt and treats her like that?’
For a moment Adam looked genuinely puzzled. ‘What do you mean?’
‘Humiliating her like that, Master. It was disgusting! Maybe I don’t matter but he did it to her in front of you.’
‘He wasn’t humiliating her; he was showing her off along with the dunking wheel. He wants to spend a lot of money on her by putting her in a painting by a celebrity artist. That’s a compliment.’
‘By painting her naked and strapped on to that terrible machine, Master?’
Adam’s answer was simple but yet devastating. ‘Yes, because that’s a celebration of the principles which made this town great. That’s why Irontown women are used to serving their husbands in any way they wish. By submitting to them it shows respect and loyalty. It keeps us united. It’s tradition. That’s how it’s always been done.’ 
Was that the answer? Was everybody in Irontown, which was so subtly isolated from the rest of the country, a prisoner of its own iron tradition? And if nobody dared speak out and break that tradition, then nothing changed. She gritted her teeth. Well if it was up to her it would.
***
The next morning after breakfast Adam announced a change of routine to Jane, Cam and Bolt.
‘I’ve got to visit my parents so we’ll take a break from research.’ He looked at Cam and Bolt. ‘It’s a nice day. Why not take Jane to the park so she can enjoy it properly. The castigorium was not the best introduction to Irontown slave life. You two show her what fun you can have there on a slave day off.’
Cam and Bolt beamed happily.
Jane asked tentatively: ‘You mean I’ll be free to walk around the park as I like, Master?’
‘Well, not exactly free…’
***
Jane found out what he meant an hour later when he left the three of them just inside the gates of Rowland Park. After they had removed their slave coats and packed them away in the bags they carried, he gave Bolt and Cam some pocket money and then a pair of small medallions that they clipped to the fronts of their collars. They had the current date and a code number stamped on it. 
‘Those are day-pass fobs, which mean that they are out on their own with my approval,’ he explained to Jane. ‘That means they can go where they like and take you with them, but you can’t go anywhere on your own…’
To make sure of this Adam padlocked yard long chains between Jane’s collar and Bolt and Cam’s, with her between them. They could move about freely as long as it was in a threesome. There was no way that she could escape from their supervision.
‘I’ll pick you up here at five o’clock,’ Adam said. ‘Enjoy yourselves…’
Jane watched him go with mixed emotions. He had been with almost constantly for days now and suddenly he was gone. It felt strange. No, it was good, she reminded herself. He’d put her through hell! This might be a chance for her to escape… if only he’d not been so thorough with chaining her to her pretty minders.
But Bolt and Cam were looking about them with eager anticipation, beaming at the people strolling about, both clothed and naked, having fun in the warm sunshine. It was very much like the first day Jane had been here. There was even an ice cream van visible the distance. After living as a naked slave for some days she felt slightly less embarrassed by her exposure, but the place still made her shudder. 
‘Don’t look like that,’ Cam admonished gently. ‘We’re going to enjoy ourselves.’
‘I didn’t exactly have fun the first time I was here,’ Jane pointed out.
‘How much of the park did you see when you were here then?’ Bolt asked.
‘The castigorium and the monument to Rowland,’ Jane said.
‘Well there’s much more than that,’ Bolt said. ‘Come on…’
And dragging Jane between them they set off into the park.
***
Three hours later Jane had to admit to herself that it was impossible to ignore Bolt and Cam’s innocent and infectious enthusiasm, especially since they were chained together. Their linked collar chains had drawn a few interested glances but nobody had interfered with them in any way. They were, in a limited sense, free to do what they wanted. 
Bolt and Cam had shown her round the park, which was larger then she realized, and they had even taken swim in a small pool. Foam rubber floats were provided to clip onto their slave collars to keep them afloat. Swimming between two girls when you were chained together at the neck took practice, Jane discovered, but it was also very funny. Hugging a pair of slippery naked female bodies in spontaneous laughter was also disturbingly exciting. Then they bought ice creams and started looking round for a place to have the picnic that they had brought with them
Was it possible simply to enjoy pleasant surroundings and innocent fun even when she was naked and cuffed and collared like a slave, Jane wondered? Well plenty of other slave women seemed to be doing so. Of course it was bizarre and she knew it was wrong but she could not deny it was… not unpleasant. Whatever might happen tomorrow perhaps she could simply enjoy today for what it was. She had even begun to get used to being naked. On a day like this in a park it didn’t seem so unnatural…
And then she saw a familiar looking man and woman leading a slave and for a moment she thought it was the Plowrights with Screw 361. A second glance revealed that it was not them, but the spell had been broken. 
Cam saw her face suddenly fall and asked: ‘What’s wrong?’
Jane sighed. She hadn’t told them what had happened at the Plowrights. Now it felt like a memory she had to unburden. 
‘Look, I didn’t say before but yesterday, when I went to that man’s house, the one who wanted me to paint a picture for him, he had me make love to his wife! While she was strapped upside-down to this wheel thing and he was beating her bottom and the Master was beating mine. I mean it was full oral sex with his wife and a strange woman he’d invited round to paint her in this thing! And the way he treated her… it made me feel sick. And that couple over there reminded me of them…’
Bolt and Cam looked dismayed, but not for the reasons Jane might imagine. 
‘Ohhh… we’ve been hoping we’d be the first full on,’ Cam said in disappointment.
‘Yeah, we know you didn’t enjoy the dildo screwing and tonguing the Master had us give you, so we’ve wanted to do it properly with you for days,’ Bolt said. ‘Kind of show you how good it can be…’
Jane gaped at her. She still could not get her mind around Irontown slave thinking! ‘What?’ she said stupidly.
‘But if the master let you have another woman then there’s no reason we can’t now,’ Cam said brightly.
‘Yeah, let’s find somewhere quiet…’ Bolt said eagerly. ‘Come on.’
They began to drag her along with them heading for some trees.
‘No!’ Jane cried.
They looked at her in bemusement. ‘Why not? What does it matter now? Don’t you like us?’
How could she possibly answer that honestly? They had in their way been very kind to her, but this… 
As she stood there paralysed by indecision, Cam asked: ‘It’s very simple: did you cum with this other woman?’
‘Well… yes…’ Jane admitted, blushing with again the memory.
Bolt and Cam each took a firm hold of her. ‘Then you can come with us…’ they said.
There were little sheltered grassy glades amongst the trees. Bolt and Cam threw down the picnic blankets they had brought and then pushed Jane down onto them. She felt their hot eager bodies pressing against her as they both kissed her passionately and she realized that her own nipples were hard and her sex mouth was growing hot slippery.
‘Somebody will see us…’ she said feebly.
‘So what?’ Bolt said. We’re just three slave girls having a fuck together… they can watch if they like… but they won’t stop us…’
‘That’s freedom,’ Cam added.
Their warmth and determination and intimate scent overwhelmed her. She struggled to breathe as one set of passionate lips and then the other were pressed to her mouth and eager tongues twirled about her own. They were kissing and nibbling at her hard ringed nipples and then working their way down to her groin, pulling her legs wide, meeting hardly any resistance. Cam’s tongue slid up into her hot gash and teased her clitoris while Bolt’s spicy brown pussy was pressed into her face. And helplessly Jane slid her tongue into it…
This was freedom…
The three of them rolled over together, tangling themselves up in their chains.
It was incredible…
And then came a rush of footsteps across the grass and a dark hood was rammed over Jane’s head even as strong hands grabbed hold of her. She heard Cam and Bolt’s cries of alarm suddenly being stifled. 
Then somebody hissed in her ear: ‘So here we are back in the park again, Ms Frobisher.’
It was the voice of the IRES pain torch man.
 
 



Chapter Nine
 
Jane felt a thick elastic rope being bound about her head over the hood and hooked together behind her neck, digging it into her mouth and spreading her jaws, bunching up the fabric under it and stifling her cry of fear and anger. Her arms were twisted up behind her back and her cuffs were clipped together. She heard muffled gasps and whimpers from Bolt and Cam as they were also subdued. Then came two heavy sharp snicks and the chains linking her collar to theirs were severed. Her wildly kicking legs were contained and her feet were pulled together and her ankles were cuffed. Then a heavy elastic cord was hooked to the front of her collar. She was doubled up as it was dragged down between her breasts and across her stomach and through her groin and the gash of her sex lips, still wet with arousal, to hook onto her ankle cuffs. A second cord was hooked to the back of her collar and bound over her arms and folded thighs and about her shins and then back up to her collar again, its tension holding her doubled-up in a tight quivering ball. 
She felt herself lifted bodily off the ground and dumped into the bin of a deep metal wheelbarrow already half-filled with leaves and grass cuttings. A sack was thrown over her and more cuttings were tipped over it. Then she was quickly wheeled away, bumping across the rough grass between the trees. 
Dizzy with shock and sick with fear, Jane hardly had time to come to terms with what was happening before her strange ride ended. She was unceremoniously dumped out of the wheelbarrow onto the ground, picked up again and dropped into a crate barely big enough to contain her and from the feel of it lined with blankets. Its lid, also padded with blankets, was shut and latched and then there came the muffled slam of a vehicle door. The vehicle, whatever it was, started up. She had a sense of it passing slowly through a set of double park gates and then accelerating as it was moved out into the traffic of the town centre. 
She moaned and strained against the elastic cords holding her bundled up but they absorbed her efforts and left her just as helpless as before. The air began to grow close and stuffy about her and she lay still, her heart pounding. She could do nothing but wait…
After five minutes and taking several turns the vehicle she was in pulled up again. 
Still in her crate she was taken out of it and transferred to another vehicle which drove off again. They were taking no chances of being followed, she thought. But even after swapping cars the police could track her. As soon as they knew she was missing they would check CCTV recordings and follow her progress from the Park… Except that she recalled Adam saying that they did not need CCTV in Shackleswell because it was such a law-abiding place… 
After perhaps half an hour of slow zigzagging progress about the town the new vehicle slowed right down, made a careful turn and came to a halt. The engine was turned off and she heard what might have been a garage door being closed behind it.
Her crate was lifted out of the car and opened up. She took in a great shuddering breath through her hood about her gag-plugged lips as the air within it had been getting frighteningly hot and close. The elastic cords holding her tightly doubled up were unhooked and she was unbent and thrown over a man’s shoulder. She squirmed in fear only to receive a hard warning slap on her bare bottom. 
‘Hold still unless you want me to drop you!’ came the voice of the pain torch man.
Limp but shivering with fear, she was carried through a doorway, along the passage and through another door and then down a steep flight of stairs. Was she being taken into a cellar?
The pain torch man sat her down on what felt like a flat ring of cold iron about the size of a lavatory seat, so that her groin and lower buttocks and inner thighs hung over empty space. He pushed her back against a pair of vertical bars and clipped her cuffed wrist to them. She felt the trailing hem of her hood lifted at the back so that a short chain could be hooked of the rear ring of her collar, keeping her upright. 
Without warning sprung metal jaws closed about her ringed nipples. There was a spark and crackle and a horrifying jolt of pain coursed through her breasts making her shriek a bite on her gag.
‘You remember that, don’t you?’ The pain torch man said. ‘Well unless you want another jolt at twice the power, you’ll hold still while I secure you, understand?’
Terrified, mute and blind, Jane nodded.
He unclipped her ankles and splayed her legs wide, twisting them out at the hips until they were spread as far as they could go with her knees hanging over the edge of the iron ring on which she sat. She felt more vertical iron bars being slotted down into the ring on either side of her thighs, holding them in place. Then her dangling lower legs were bent up under her as far as they would go and chains dangling from the underside of the ring were clipped to her ankle cuffs.
She felt and heard more bars being slotted into the ring about her and then more clanks of metal from above transmitted through the ring on which she sat as metal was joined to metal. Three more chains were clipped to the rings of collar, so that she was secured front, back and sides. Without disturbing the electric jaws clamped about them, chains were hooked through her nipple rings so that they pulled her breasts forward and apart, stretching them painfully out from her chest. Then she felt fingers on her labia rings, clipping chains to them and stretching them apart to expose her inner lips and the cleft of her vagina. 
There was a whir of an electric motor above her and she felt herself together with the base ring and bars about her being lifted a short distance in to the air where she hung swaying slightly. There was a pause and she heard soft rustles of fabric. Then the cord bound about her head between her teeth came away and her hood was pulled off.
Jane blinked about her at a windowless space lined with what looked like sheets of black plastic. She suspended inside what was now a small cylindrical cage with a domed top just a little taller than she was, to the sides of which her collar, wrists and nipples were chained. Her breasts were stretched out before her into diverging shivering pink cones of flesh by chains attached to the cage bars in front of her. Looking below and between them she could see that her legs jutted out sideways between the cage bars and were secured under it so that her feet hung on either side of a low narrow bench with a padded top that passed beneath the cage. The naked mound of her sex gaped between her splayed thighs with her ringed labia stretched forward and outward between them by light chains linking them to the lower ends of the bars that formed the cage walls in front of her. She was utterly helpless and confined and yet also totally exposed from all sides and beneath.
Standing before her was the pain torch man dressed very different him from the last time she had seen. Now he was wearing a black leather execution style hood which draped across his shoulders and a pair of high black boots and between them nothing else, except for a broad leather belt from which hung a set of keys and a spanking paddle. He had wiry middle-aged body with greying chest and pubic hair, from under which rose a stiff penis. Helplessly Jane’s eyes fixed upon it and then shied away as she felt sick.
He held the pain torch control unit up for her to see with its cables still clipped to her nipples, which were throbbing in their bite. 
‘This room is soundproofed so you can scream all you like now, Brush 01,’ he told her. ‘In fact I invite you to...’ 
He pressed the button on the pain torch again and Jane screeched as another double shock hammered through her clamped and stretched nipples. She jerked and bounced within the cage, making her chains rattle as it swayed. 
‘Ah, yes… there is something most satisfying in hearing an attractive slave scream,’ he said with feeling. ‘But when you’re not screaming you will call me “Sir” or “Ironmaster”. That is my title as founder and chairman of the Irontown Rules Enforcement Society, which by now I assume you’ll have had explained to you. Do you understand?’
Trembling, blinking back her tears, Jane said meekly: ‘Yes, Sir.’
She wanted to shout and curse at him for what he had done to her now for a second time, but she knew that would be futile. She was absolutely helpless and he could do anything he wanted to her. Instead she struggled to keep her instincts in check and asked in the same meek tones: ‘What have you done with Cam and Bolt, the slaves I was chained to, Sir?’
‘Oh, we left them tied to a tree in the Park. They’ll have been found and freed by now. They don’t trouble us. They are proper Irontown slaves who know their place.’ She thought she saw his eyes flash through the slits in his hood. ‘But you do not!’ He reached through the bars and fingered her shiny collar, making her shiver afresh. ‘Still, at least they put you in a proper Vice collar and cuff set. No chance of you getting out of them.’ 
Again Jane asked meekly: ‘Why are you doing this Sir? You know I’m no threat to Shackleswell while I’m being kept here like a slave.’
Angrily he retorted: ‘Because the Mayor must have lost his mind making that bargain with you that they reported in the paper! Imagine risking the fate of our way of life on your goodwill and understanding. Is he such an admirer of your work? He actually expected you to be converted to our ways through pleading and a commission to paint a mural! You’re being indulged as an outsider celebrity, yet you are just an outsider female who’s contributing nothing to the town. He can’t even give you a proper part name. “Brush” is not a part but a tool, like a user family. But you can never be one of us…’ He reached through the bars and squeezed her stretched breasts. Then he ran his hand down to her open cleft and rubbed it and slid his finger inside her. She whimpered and tried to pull her legs together but the bars prevented it. He brought his hand away wet with her juices. ‘I watched you coupling with your sister slaves in the Park. Were you doing it of your own free will?’
When Jane hesitated he sent another surge of current through her nipples.
‘Awwww! Yes… yes… because I wanted to!’ she gasped, trying to make it sound defiant, although she was still far from sure exactly how to define what she had been doing with Bolt and Cam or why. 
‘That’s disgusting! A slave of barely two weeks standing should not be allowed such freedom. This Adam Tapper who has been caring for you is as indulgent and weak willed as Mayor Goldsmith. You should be still be on a treadmill for four hours a day to get toughened up, in between being taught how to scrub and polish properly and open your legs on command to please your master!’ 
Jane gritted her teeth, taking a risk by saying politely: ‘I think you are a chauvinist and misogynist, Sir.’
But instead of getting angry he suddenly laughed. ‘Not at all. I love women… in their proper places as decreed by tradition and scientifically established function as servants and pleasure givers to men. And they need to be taught this through firm handling and strict discipline. Unmarried and ill-discipline women must be treated as parts, not tools, and be reshaped as necessary: the equivalent of being forged, hammered, milled and drilled. Since Goldsmith seems to have forgotten this, we decided it was our duty to intervene once again. We will see to it that you learn your proper place as an obedient Irontown slave so that Goldsmith will not dare let you leave. In that way we will demonstrate that we are better guardians of Rowland’s legacy than he is.’
The prospect was so terrifying that Jane felt her fragile self-control crumbling.
‘No… please don’t, Sir. I promise I won’t tell anybody outside Shackleswell about how you live here.’ 
‘No, you won’t! Because we you will make sure of it. We are going to teach you total subservience to iron and discipline until you cannot survive without it. You’re going to be passed between the senior members of the society so that they can each have a day with you to break you in using devices designed to teach you to serve and give pleasure as nature intended. And it shall begin with my screwing cage…’
He hung the pain torch controller on the bars of the cage and then picked up a hand control unit wired to the bench beneath her, from which a cable snaked up the plastic-covered wall and across to the electric winch in the ceiling from which the cage hung. The wire rope was wound in and the cage rose higher until her groin hung at his eye level.
The Ironmaster unhitched his spanking panel and Jane now saw its black rubber blade had metal studs embedded in it. He swung the paddle up under the cage into her buttock cheeks and the naked ringed cleft of her sex lips as they bulged through the empty middle of the cage base ring. The studs bit into her soft flesh and sparked and crackled. They were electrified!
Jane shrieked and jerked up and down frantically in her cage, rattling her chains and making it bounce and sway about. But of course she was totally unable to escape the rain of blows that the Ironmaster delivered to her poor exposed bottom and pussy mouth. The short chains connected to her collar ring held her in the middle of the cage and lifting herself upwards as far as her twisted and straining thighs could manage only stretched her chained nipples and labia which tried to drag her back down. She could not sustain such a position for more than a few seconds and she collapsed again only to be paddled even harder.
‘Do you want me to stop?’ the Ironmaster asked her.
‘Yes… yes, Sir, please stop please…’ Jane begged pitifully, tears now running down her cheeks to fall onto her stretched breasts.
‘Will you beg me to dildo you instead?’
‘Yes… yes, Sir… please dildo me!’ she sobbed, ready to agree to anything.
He stopped his paddling, leaving her bottom smarting and burning, and lowered the cage until it rested on the bench beneath her.
Peering down through misty eyes Jane looked through the middle of the cage base ring and saw that there was a slot in the bench top and some mechanism beneath it. The ironmaster pressed a button on the controller and it began to hum and something emerged up out of it.
‘No… not that!’ Jane cried.
It was a dildo shaped like a huge gleaming screw as thick as a baseball bat which was rotating as it rose.
It drilled into the maw of her sore gaping chained pussy, forcing the mouth of her front passage wide and driving up into her vagina. For a moment she feared the thing was solid metal but then she felt it was silvered rubber. But that was still quite painful enough. It began to pump and twist and buzz and churn within her, setting her buttocks shivering and her lower belly bulging. It was as bad as anything she had encountered in the museum, and yet she could not help responding to it. To her utter shame she felt her clitoris standing out hard at the crest of the shiny pink open valley of her vulva. Helpless as she was it was all she could do. Despite herself she began to groan and squirm her hips about.
After a minute the Ironmaster raised the cage, pulling her off the terrible drill dildo, and examined her dripping, red lipped sex mouth: probing and pinching it and testing the fluidity of her discharge.
‘You are highly responsive and you oil yourself well,’ he observed, assessing her body as if it was a mechanism. ‘That’s necessary when a woman has a screw turning inside her. Like any machine you need to be well lubricated…’ He flicked the hard nub of her clitoris, making Jane groan and roll up her eyes in despairing delight. ‘Your dispenser button is very receptive to feedback. Good. It extends your working life and increases your efficiency. Let’s see how far… ‘ 
He lowered the cage and impaled her for the second time and instead of fighting it she wriggled her bottom about and clenched hold of the terrible but wonderful thing. This would be it, she knew. She was going to cum. Why not? It would be shameful in front of him but at least it would blot out all her cares for a few blissful seconds…
The Ironmaster raised the cage again, leaving her sheath clenching about nothing.
He let hang there before him cooling off and moaning feebly and coming down from that terrible yet wonderful promise of delight. Then he lowered her again and let the drill dildo could do its worst. Again she felt the passion rising and her loins bubbling… she was going to cum… yes… yes…
The Ironmaster lifted her off the dildo again.
No!
She had never imagined denial could be such a torment. The power he had over her was terrible. Hating herself she choked out: ‘No… please… Sir I beg you… let me cum!’ 
‘You will cum when I permit it and not before,’ he told her.
He lowered her onto the dildo again so that her pussy squeezed pitifully onto it. And then he lifted her off it again so that the revolving pulsating screw dildo was wrenched out of the dripping suction of her hot desperate sheath. Up and down and up and down she went until she was a trembling wreck, moaning and sobbing and hardly able to think straight. Then she sank down one last time… 
And found that the drill dildo had been retracted and the Ironmaster was lying on the bench with his cock jutting up in its place. The cage lowered her down onto his shaft and she squeezed onto him with pathetic gratitude. He reached up and caught hold of the cage bars as it hung over him and twisted it left and right, screwing her down onto him until she felt his seed spurt up into her. And only then, desperately and helplessly, did she cum and cum…
***
The next thing Jane knew the Ironmaster was no longer inside her but was standing in front of her while she sagged limply in the terrible cage, held upright only by her nipple and collar chains. He had reached in through the bars of her cage and was slapping her cheeks to revive her from her post-orgasmic faint.
Ohh… that had been incredible…
He took hold of her nipple chains and jerked on them hard so that the pain shocked her back into full wakefulness. She peered at him through tear-crusted eyes, feeling her shame rolling back to bury her. What had she done?
He laughed. ‘That’s your strength and your weakness, Brush 01. Like all women you think orgasms can be your escape from suffering because you can come more intensely and more often than men, but as Rowland discovered this also means that you can be mechanically conditioned to serve. When you are confined in devices like this we can deny that release to you until you are driven nearly mad by frustration and orgasms become the thing that you crave more than anything else. You come to associate them with the sight and sound and smell of machines and your part in their function. Even the sweat and the strain and the effort become essential to your pleasure, or if not that then the pain to simulate it. Soon nothing will be as satisfying to you as a hard, even painfully hard, mechanically-induced orgasm and you will beg to serve the machines and the men who are their masters, and our cocks and their pistons will become one within your body and mind. And that is how we are going to break you’re foolish sense of pride and self-respect and yearning for freedom. Give us a week and we shall send you back to Goldsmith a perfect Irontown slave!’
 



Chapter Ten
 
The IRES member calling himself “Anvil” also wore a full hood to conceal his features. He was bared to the waist but the rest of him was covered by leather trousers with a codpiece-like flap open over the crotch, exposing his genitals to Jane’s gaze. His penis was swelling as she stared at it
‘I’ve been very eager to get my hands on you, Brush 01,’ he told her. ‘It was very frustrating to have a lovely female like you naked on your bed a few weeks ago and not be able to use you as nature intended. But I’ll make up for that now…’
The day after her recapture by the society, and after the Ironmaster had brought her to her orgasmic brink again and again in his terrible cage, Jane had been crated up once more and transported to Anvil’s house. The journey taken about half an hour but she suspected this had little relationship to the actual distance between the two properties as she was sure the vehicle carrying her had taken a circuitous route with much double backing. They were taking no chances of her ever being able to identify where she had been kept. Finally she had been driven into what must have been a closed yard where she was taken out of her crate and carried through a door and down into another cellar. Here her blindfold was removed and she saw yet another black plastic-lined chamber... 
Anvil must have noticed her looking at it because he said: ‘as you can see we’ve all taken the same precautions before having you as our guest, Brush 01. We’re not going to risk you leaving any forensic traces behind which they can link to us later after we’ve returned you to the Mayor…’
They really were going to return her to Adam and Goldsmith when they had their fun with her, Jane reminded herself. It was a necessary part of their plan and practically the only thing sustaining her. But what state she would be in by then she hardly dared think. She could not get the Ironmaster’s promise to turn her into a machine slave out of her thoughts and the device in Anvil’s black plastic chamber only added to her fear of being conditioned. It was terrifying and sinister in its own special way, as it would be to any woman.
It was similar to an adjustable gynaecological examination couch, but one formed out of hinged sheets of iron with arrays of holes drilled through them. And to these had been bolted heavy leather buckled straps and chains with snap hook ends. The base of the couch divided into a pair of sheet iron stirrups on adjustable arms, which were also fitted with straps and chains. Beneath the couch were cogs and drive chains and electric motors and dangling cables…
The sight of it made her stomach knot in terror even as her nipples stood up and her sex lips began to pulse with blood and grow hot and slippery in anticipation. That perverted response to its sadomasochistic threat was the only resort left to her, but was that uniquely female means of defiance now being turned against her? But without it what was left but naked suffering?
Cuffed, hobbled and gagged, Jane could not resist being led across to the device by Anvil and placed upon it. She shivered as her bare skin pressed against the cold iron. Anvil chuckled behind his mask.
‘You’re in for a lot worse than a chill from good solid iron, Brush 01,’ he assured her. ‘But when I’m done with you, you’ll thank me for it…’
He pulled her arms up above her head with her wrists cuffed and crossed and hooked them to the head of the couch. He pulled heavy straps across her chest above and below her breasts and buckled them down firmly. Another strap went over her stomach. He removed the hobble chain from her ankle cuffs and slid her feet into the stirrups, holding them in place with straps bound across her shins and snaphooks clipped to her cuff rings. He pulled a final rubber cord up across her face, removing the ball gag she had travelled with and pushing it between her teeth in its place.
‘This’ll give you something to bite on,’ he told her. ‘But you’ll also be able to speak when I allow it.’
Then Anvil moved to one side of the couch reached beneath it and turned some crank handle. The hinged brackets supporting the stirrups began to swing outwards, spreading her legs with them. He parted them by sixty degrees… and then ninety degrees… and he kept on cranking. Jane began to moan and then sobbed in pain and fear as her legs were parted like a wishbone about to be snapped. The big tendons on the inner thighs were standing out as her legs were stretched wider and wider as if she were performing the splits. 
‘The machine is always stronger than you, Brush 01,’ Anvil said. ‘Remember that…’
It was going to dislocate her hips… she could not take anymore!
Anvil stopped cranking and Jane sobbed in relief. Her splayed legs seemed to be vibrating as if they were a stretched string. But her ordeal was only just beginning…
Anvil stroked the mound of her gaping pussy lips and the pucker of her anus and then from under the end of the couch he unfolded a hinged bracket supporting a thick rubber grommet in which was mounted a slender metal ball-tipped probe which he pushed up into her anus and deep into her rectum. From the base of the probe trailed a single red electric cable. Next he took out a fat rubber dildo banded with metal rings and studs with a pair of snaphooks on its base from which also trailed a single red plastic electric cable. This cable was threaded through an aperture in the side of a transparent plastic a funnel with a hose running out of its base and down beneath the couch. He slid the dildo up into her vagina and secured it to her labial rings and then pressed the curved rim of the funnel tight up against the mound of her sex.
‘You’re going to be disgracing yourself very shortly, which is a necessary part of your re-education, but I don’t want to have to mop up the mess,’ he explained.
Jane whimpered.
Then he moved round to the side of the couch and pulled out a pair of metal sprung-toothed clamps also trailing single electric cables from their handles. These he clipped to her nipples, letting them bite into her hard throbbing nubs of flesh.
And now she knew why the couch was made of iron: it was to complete the electric circuit between the clips and probes through her body. Snivelling miserably, she bit hard on the rubber cord between her teeth. How could he be so cruel to her? But she would not beg for mercy. Anyway, she knew that would be a waste of time…
Anvil stroked her trembling body.
‘I’m going to teach you how pleasure and pain are really the same thing for a slave girl,’ he told her. ‘I’ll break your will and make you humiliate yourself and then at the height of your agony you’ll climax because it’s all that is left for you to do. But after a few repetitions you begin to associate the pleasure with the pain of the shocks and soon they’ll be enough to bring you to orgasm. And so you will take another step on your path to a state of total obedience to the power of iron and electricity…’
There was some kind of control unit mounted behind the head of the couch that Jane could not see. Anvil worked it for a moment. Jane heard a humming sound beneath her and then…
Hot cold burning electric needles seemed to stab through her nipples and she screamed and jerked her chest against the restraining straps making her breasts heave and she bit on her gag cord as she screamed about it while her eyes filled with tears of pain. 
The probe in her anus came to life and it seemed to grow electric quills which lanced up into her bottom and she clenched her buttocks about it as they went into spasm and she bucked her hips upwards against her thigh and belly straps and screamed again…
And then the dildo in her vagina crackled into life and stabbed and burned and hammered away inside her and her thighs strained in a futile attempt to close about it and squeeze it out of her and she screamed and screamed…
Hot pee erupted from her tormented pussy into the cup of the funnel where it gurgled away down underneath the bench, along with a shameful surge of her lubricating juices.
For half a minute the terrible shocks seared through her, making her body twitch and thrash in wild convulsions and making the leather straps creak and the couch hinges squeak. Then it stopped abruptly. For a few seconds she lay on the metal couch twitching and jerking and shivering and feeling dizzy with helpless relief. 
And then it began all over again…
***
After a dozen cycles of electric pain and brief intervals of trembling, miserable rest, Jane lost track of them and almost everything else. Her world had shrunk to this plastic room and the unyielding iron couch under her, her aching thighs and buttocks and her burning, simmering nipples and pussy and the electric pain stabbing through her and Anvil’s masked face floating above her. Fleetingly she was aware of his stiff cock as it rubbed against her trembling breasts and spurted its hot seed across her chest as he masturbated over her pain wracked body. She was trapped in a nightmare moment unable to escape even into her own thoughts…
She emptied her bladder several times from the pain until only dribbles of urine dripped out of it into the funnel. It had been replaced as her primary discharge by her pre-orgasmic juices, which helplessly and perversely stimulated by the shocks had lathered themselves about the vaginal probe, flowing freely from her clenching pussy lips. Some of it escaped the rim of the funnel and trickled out of her distended labial valley into her buttock cleft and about the base of the rectal probe.
Jane no longer cared that it made it seem as if the terrible torture she was suffering actually pleased her. It was her only means of escape, of blotting out the pain. But the intensity and timing of electric shock cycles seemed to have been chosen to make this impossible so that she could never quite achieved orgasm. And this denial only added to her suffering. If she could not cum then she wanted to give up, to pass out, but that was denied to her as well.
Eventually frustration and cuming became all she could think of. It was the only promise of pleasure open to her and her only escape from the pain of the terrible couch. She had cum!
But if she did then it seemed only to prove that she could be made to love pain and humiliation and mastery as the Ironmaster had predicted. But what did that matter now? She had to do something for herself! She needed just a few seconds to ride the pain and to make it her own…
And so when the next cycle started she squeezed on the dildo stuffed inside her pussy even before it began to shock her and imagined it was a living thing pumping inside her and she need only drench it in her juices to achieve perfect pleasure. It was not an enemy but a friend… it was a pleasure giver… she could do this…
And then it seemed that her loins burst and their discharge was ignited by the electric fire in her pussy and it erupted from her and it sucked everything out of her and then there was only blackness beyond…
***
Anvil was slapping her cheeks, bringing her back to awareness.
Her whole body ached and tingled and trembled and her nipples were still clamped and the probe and dildo were still lodged in her rectum and vagina, but they were no longer stabbing her with electric needles. Her tingling naked pussy lips were sticky with her discharge orgasmic juices.
She’d done it…
‘Now I’m going to ask you a question, Brush,’ Anvil said urgently. ‘If I take the dildo and probe out of you, what should be inserted in their place?’
And of course there is only one answer to that. With her words slurring about the gag cord in her mouth, Jane said: ‘Your cock please, Sir… I want your cock up inside me… please… up my pussy or my bottom… whichever pleases you Sir… I want you to screw me… please…’
Anvil moved to stand between her painfully spread legs and pulled the dildo and probe out of her and rammed his hard cock up into her aching vagina. After the terrible dildo a living fleshy cock seemed almost gentle despite the pumping power within it. Instinctively she clenched her sheath tight about it…
He must have been highly aroused already because it only took him a minute to come. Then he sprawled across her strap-bound body using it as his fleshy pillow. And after the agony she had already endured this also seemed almost pleasant. She could endure being used like this for a long time…
When Anvil at last recovered his potency he pulled his soiled shaft out of her vagina and thrust it up into her tingling anus. For a moment it twitched and then clenched in a reflex spasm against his attempted penetration. 
He glared at her across her straps and sweaty body. ‘Do you want me to give your nipples another zapping, Brush?’
A shudder of dread coursed through her. ‘No Sir…’ she choked. 
Her anus relaxed submissively and he slid up into her.
His cock felt so much nicer than the probe, yet when it began to pump inside her rectum it reminded her of a piston in its shaft…
***
IRES member “Hammer’s” black-plastic lined torture chamber might have been situated in some outhouse rather than a cellar, as far as Jane could tell while being carried to it, but otherwise its purpose was identical to those Jane had endured already. In the same way his executioner style hood was similar to the others, although he seemed to prefer a black shirt and black jeans to nudity or leather to cover his slender body. But his chosen training device intended to help turn her into a perfect Irontown slave was the most bizarre she had encountered yet, and she actually gaped at it in surprise before fear and despair gripped her once more.
A rectangular tubular metal frame a little larger than a doorway stood in the middle of a low base made out of riveted metal sheet. It had hooks and chains bolted to its corners and also hanging from its cross bar, and there was a control panel mounted halfway down one side post. It was set between a pair of life-sized pressed sheet metal figures which were open at the back, making them look a little like huge jelly moulds. The figures stood upright and faced each other and were supported by rear brackets which ran through slots cut in the base of the device which passed through the open middle of the tubular metal frame. The figures were sculpted to look like muscular men with eyeholes cut in their impassive faces and slots in the groins through which large metal phalluses complete with heavy ball sacks jutted, which were sculpted to look like the real thing. The heads of the penises with their foreskins rolled back even had tiny slots in them.
‘I call them Ferrous and Ferric,’ Hammer said. ‘I wanted you to know what it was like to couple with real iron men.’
Jane whimpered as he led her to the frame and stood her in it and stretched her arms and legs out and cuffed them to its corners so that she was spread-eagled between the iron figures and standing astride the slots that connected them. A pair of chains hanging from the crossbar of the frame he clipped to the side rings of her collar, helping to hold her head up. Hanging between these chains was a rubber bar gag bit strung on an elastic cord that he pushed into her mouth. When she was secured he moved round to the control panel.
‘Now you’re going to have a proper Irontown screw,’ he promised her. ‘You’re going to know what real power and strength feels like. After this you won’t want to have anything to do with ordinary outsider men ever again...’
Motors hummed and gears turned within the base unit and Ferrous and Ferric began to roll along the slotted tracks towards her. At the same time their mechanical phalluses began to pump in an out and oscillate. Jane whimpered as the metal men approached her and their metal cock tips brushed her buttocks and the cleft of her naked vulva.
Hammer adjusted the controls and the figures shifted position on their supporting brackets so that the oscillating phallus heads lined up with her vagina and the pucker of her anus. Then they drove forward again and pumped and ground their way up into her, stretching her labia and anal sphincter with their girth. She gasped and twisted in her chains but she was helplessly impaled from front and rear.
Jane was looking straight into the masklike face of Ferrous as his sculpted metal body ground against hers, flattening her breasts against his cold muscular torso and making her nipple rings clink against him, while his brother did the same behind her. Their hard unyielding phalluses churned within her, stirring up her fleshy passageways. 
Hammer worked another control and the metal shells began to pulsate independently from their phalluses, massaging her body from front and rear even as they ground her between them. For a moment the breath was driven from her body and Jane feared she was going to be flattened between them. Then the pressure lessened slightly so that she could breathe. Then they pressed forward again, squashing her between them. Juices dribbled from her pussy as if squeezed out of her…
Buzz, pump, grind, suck squelch; the metal men skewered Jane fore and aft, their hard cocks filling her vagina and rectum and feeling was as if there were going to meet inside her at any moment. And she fluttered between them, a feeble form of soft flesh trapped between unyielding men of metal… men of Irontown. Terrified that they would crush her at any moment she squeezed on their cocks as if to please them, as if they could feel her responses.
And it almost seemed as if it was working. Their shafts’ pumping and oscillations speeded up and grew more intense. She sobbed as they pumped within her insides. And then she realized how aroused she had become. She was dripping with her juices which coated the shafts screwing in and out of her. Dizzily she thought: don’t fight it… let it happen… you knew it was inevitable… you can’t resist such power and force…
Oh God, that sounded as if she’d given in to this insane machine. Well hadn’t she? Her hard nipples were grinding against his metal chest which was now slippery with her sweat. It was true; she could not fight it…
She felt her loins burst spraying her juices out over Ferrous’s metal cock and briefly she felt the primal thrill of an orgasm coursing through her. And then she shrieked with surprise and fear as she felt hot slippery jets of fluid squirting out of his metal cock tip, joined by a similar jet issuing from Ferric’s shaft stuffed in her rear up. Her tightly stretched orifices overflowed with the quantity of their discharge and the slippery staff mingling with her own juices ran down the insides of her thighs and dripped onto the metal plate floor beneath her. 
‘Heated olive oil, just to make it more realistic,’ Hammer said. ‘Flesh sockets have got to be properly lubricated to work at maximum efficiency…’
The metal men rolled back along their slots, pulling their metal cocks out of Jane’s bruised but desperately clinging orifices which dribbled with oil. Hammer stepped forward to examine her limp, hot sweaty body.
‘Now you’re getting a proper taste for iron, Brush 01,’ he told her. ‘Let it inside you… let it take over… you know it’s going to win in the end…’
He went back to the control panel and set the two iron men in action again, relentlessly grinding and skewering her between them until she came again and again…
***
At some point through that endless day of screwing front and rear it seemed to Jane that the metal man before her really had come alive because she saw living eyes glittering at her from within the eye slots of Ferrous’s mask-like face.
Then she realized that they belonged to Hammer. He was now standing inside Ferrous’s hollow shell looking at her hungrily through his eyes slots with his hard cock jutting out in place of the mechanical phallus. The mechanism drove him against her and his shaft slid up into her by now well stretched and slippery vagina. Then the mechanism began to grind them together, so that the iron rod of Ferric stabbed into her from behind while Hammer’s flesh shaft penetrated her from the front. And she clenched tight about it and did what she had to do to please any man of Irontown…
***
The next device chosen to convert her to slavish subservience comprised an iron girder formed into a yoke which was slung on sliding mounts between two floor-to-ceiling polished steel poles. She stood between them so that it lay across Jane’s shoulders. Heavy chains bolted to the yoke passed over her shoulders and crossed between her breasts and went down to her waist where they were hooked to a chain belt and then up over her back once more. Her arms were outstretched and her wrist cuffs were clipped to snaphooks on the yoke’s ends. 
She stood on an iron plate set between the poles with her feet apart and her ankle cuffs clipped to its sides to part her legs enough to allow a vertical hinged sprung rod which was mounted on the middle of the plate to drive a rubber dildo up into her rear. The rod had a forward facing saw-toothed hard rubber tongue which curved up between her legs and dug deep into her pussy slot.
A set of pulleys hung from the ceiling above and in front Jane. A pair of wire ropes passed through them down to clip onto her nipple rings. The other end of the ropes ran down to a swivel ring set in the rim of a vertical wheel that faced her and which was turned by compact but powerful electric motor mounted on the plate in front of her. A second set of wire ropes ran from the same swivel ring down through more pulleys mounted on the plate in front of the wheel and up to Jane’s nipple rings from below. This arrangement meant that as the wheel turned it alternately dragged Jane’s nipples up and then down as the tension on the two sets of ropes changed as the swivel mount was carried up and down and about the rim of the wheel, tugging first on her left breast and then on her right as it rotated to add to her discomfort. And of course where her nipples went her breasts had to follow, alternately stretching upward in pink trembling cones and then down again.
And so sweating and trembling, Jane squatted as her nipples were dragged downwards and then stood up as they were pulled upwards, raising and lowering the heavy yoke as she did so and repeatedly impaling herself on the dildo, making her bottom bulge, and groaning and dribbling about her gag as its tongue sawed through her sex lips.
The IRES member known to her only as “Rasp”, who was naked except for a pair of heavy work boots and a hood, walked around her sweating, straining body, jabbing and flicking her with a cane. With each flick his stiff penis bobbed in front of him. ‘That’s right, Brush, learn what it’s like to be a proper Irontown slave. I bet you never worked so hard in your life, have you? But you like it don’t you…’ He rubbed the cane tip through the cleft of her sex as the dildo tongue sawed through it and it came away wet with her juices. ‘You see women can be taught to love hard labour as long as they are rewarded at the same time.’ He scraped the cane tip on metal plate between her legs where more of her juices had dripped. ‘It’s in your nature to serve like this…’ 
Could that be true? Jane was not sure of anything anymore, except that she wanted this torment to end.
He stroked the iron yoke as she strained to lift it up again. ‘But of course the iron does not appreciate your efforts as much as a man does. Would you like to serve me instead of it?’
Jane nodded and whimpered frantically.
He waited until she was stretched upwards by her nipple wires until she was almost standing on tiptoe and then he pointed a remote control unit at the motor and turned it off. Then he moved round behind her and locked the sliding mounts of the yoke bar to the vertical poles so that she no longer had to support its weight. She felt a pathetic surge of gratitude towards him for literally taking the burden off her shoulders. Next he unhooked her chain harness from the yoke, leaving it still padlocked about her and her only connection to the yoke her cuffed wrists. Then he pulled the dildo and pussy rasp from her groin and folded the hinged rod flat. He pulled a stool forward out of the corner of the plastic-lined chamber and set it down behind her and almost between her legs and seated himself on it so is his erect penis jutted up into her groin. 
He pressed the controller and the motor started again. As the wheel turned dragging Jane’s nipples down, she squatted in time with it, stretching her arms up as she did so, and impaled her vagina upon him. 
He reached around her and cupped and squeezed her breasts as they pumped up and down. Then he lowered his hands and took hold of her pussy rings and jerked them up and down in time with her squatting. As she stood again he pulled his cock out of her dripping pussy thrust it up into her aching rectum. Once more she impaled herself. But at least she did not have the terrible weight of the yoke bar to carry. All she had to do was squat down on her master’s penis. What did it matter if it was inside her front or rear passage? This was easy… almost nice… enjoyable… amazing… uhhhh!
And so she came over him. 
***
‘You are not meant to be comfortable, Brush 01,’ the masked IRES member called “Saw” told her, ‘you are meant to suffer and to learn your place until you beg to serve us totally and without question…’ 
Standing between her trembling legs he thrust his cock hard up into her once again.
Jane whimpered and tears escaped eyes which ran upward into her brows. She was certainly not comfortable. She was confined within a boxlike tubular iron frame that stood a little over waist high. It had a bar crossing it from side to side over which her back was bent as if she was performing a crab, with her back arched and belly up and hands and feet on the floor. Her wrists and ankles were cuffed to the side posts of the box frame, confining her to do this uncomfortable posture. Her hair brushed the floor and her breasts hung out from her chest inverted but not free. Chains stretched across her body from the side posts to which her wrists were cuffed. They had loops formed in them which were bound tightly about the roots of her breasts, making them bulge unnaturally outwards. 
But this was not all she suffered. Attached half way up the side posts of the frame were motor driven wheels angled inwards towards her body. They had rubber flails on their rims which swished and spun and lashed her chests, making her bound and bulging breasts jiggle and bounce and shiver even as they turned beetroot red under the relentless hail of blows. Her nipple rings were battered from side to side and up and down, jerking on her teats and adding to her pain.
Her splayed legs, arching down on the other side of the crossbar, were parted conveniently for her tormentor who could stand between them and enjoy her suffering while thrusting his cock up inside her vagina or rectum at his pleasure. Drips of his sperm and her juices on the floor beneath the frame told how long he had been doing this.
‘I can keep you here for a day or a week or until my job is done,’ Saw told her. ‘You are a threat to our society and so you must be neutralised and made an example of. You must be purged of any thoughts of disobedience. You will become a perfect Irontown slave loyal to us and our principles alone and horrified at the idea of ever leaving Shackleswell. You will learn to give pleasure through your obedience and productive suffering. You will surrender your body and mind to us…’ He gave her another hard thrust: ‘All you have to do is say so…’
By now Jane could hardly think straight. Her breasts were on fire and her loins were drained from orgasm after orgasm that he had forced out of her. Was it as simple as that? Why did she keep fighting her nature? They had proved that they and their machines were stronger than she was. Flesh must always yield to iron. 
With a sob she let the words tumble out of her between her yelps of pain: ‘Yes… yes, Master I’ll be good I promise… ahhh… I’ll be a perfect slave…ohhhh… I’ll do anything you say… awwww… let me show you how good I’ll be…’
It was such a relief to give up and not to struggle anymore, just to accept the inevitable…
‘And will you tell anybody outside Shackleswell about us?’ Saw asked.
‘No… eeeek… no… I’ll never tell….uhhh… I just want to stay here and serve you…’
He pressed a control button on the crossbar and the terrible the lash wheels slowed and stopped, leaving Jane simmering with pain and trembling with hope and fear. He came round to the front of the frame and knelt before her, looking at her inverted flushed and pleading face. Then he took hold of her cheeks and thrust his hard shiny cock between her lips. And she sucked on him gratefully, lapping up his sperm and her juices, feeling pathetic gratitude of being able to pleasure him with another orifice.
As he watched his shaft make her throat bulge he said with satisfaction: ‘I shall report to the Ironmaster that you are now ready to be presented to a meeting of the Society…’
 



Chapter Eleven
 
It was another shadowy anonymous plastic-lined room, but one much larger than any Jane had so far been confined in. There was a low podium at one end with a large portrait of Rowland hung over it and above that a banner with the motto Flesh must yield to Iron.  Facing this little stage were fifteen or twenty masked and black clad men with Saw, Rasp, Hammer and Anvil in the front row. All had wide, deep open fly-flaps in the fronts of their trousers which exposed their genitals. Their penises were all erect as if they were saluting the image of Rowland, or showing their readiness to perform like men…
The Ironmaster; hooded and with his genitals also exposed and penis erect, led Jane up on to the podium. She crawled after him on all fours with a heavy chain leash clipped to her collar clinking. He had spent the previous day teaching her to walk to heal and thrashing her bottom when she failed to keep in step. Now nothing on earth seemed more important to her to follow him like his dog. When he stopped she huddled down at his heel trembling and surreptitiously rubbing her cheek against the side of his shiny black boot. She so wanted to please him… she would do anything to please him…
‘This is the outsider woman formerly named Jane Frobisher and now part marked as Brush 01,’ the Ironmaster announced to the assembly. ‘She was permitted to stay as an outsider free woman in this town beyond the control and monitoring of the approved hotels for several weeks, thereby putting our way of life at risk. After we took action to call attention to her presence here and the risks she posed, she was made party to a ludicrous and dangerous bargain by Mayor Goldsmith and his minions, which once again put our society and noble traditions at risk. Therefore we have taken the necessary steps to educate her in true Irontown values. She now wishes to prove to all of you that she knows her proper place as a subordinate female…’
He nudged Jane with his toe and she Jane crawled forward to the front of the podium and said tremulously, her eyes flitting between the masked faces before her and the row of jutting cocks: ‘Please, Sirs, I no longer wish to live as a free woman in the outsider way. I want to live by Irontown rules. So I offer myself to you. I wish to submit to the tests to show I am a true daughter of the Iron…’
There was a round of applause from the men even as their cocks twitched in anticipation.
‘Bring on the lashing barrel…’ the Ironmaster commanded.
Two more black clad men appeared rolling something low but bulky forward out of the shadows and positioned it just in front of the podium. It was a cylindrical object the size of a water barrel lying on its side but made out of rings and rods of slender iron bars welded together to form an open mesh. Only one gap in the mesh was filled on the upper curve of the barrel by a metal plate with a rubber-lined socket in its middle. On the inside of this socket the head of a small metal T-bar protruded into the drum while on the outside the tail of the bar formed a small upward curving hook.
There was a large crank handle extending from the middle of one flat face of the barrel which connected to an axle that ran through its middle from end to end. From this hung a dozen broad leather straps currently hanging limp within it. Their flat square-cut ends had been slotted lengthwise so that they divided into even finer strips the size of fingers. All this was mounted on a low wheeled wooden base with hooks and chains at each corner attached to small brass windlasses.
The Ironmaster led Jane off the platform over to the drum where he snapped his fingers: ‘Mount the barrel, Brush…’
Trembling with terror and desperate desire to please him, Jane got to her feet and laid herself across the curve of the barrel so that her head and shoulders hung down over one side of the barrel while her toes still touched its base on the other. Her pussy rested against the socket plate so that the hook protruding from it curled up into the apex of her cleft and the hood of her clitoris.
The men who had brought out the barrel took hold of her wrist and ankle cuffs and clipped them to the hooks and chains set in the four corners of its base. Then they turned the windlass handles, pulling her tightly down over the barrel until she was stretched taut. Her breasts slid entirely through the gaps in the iron bar mesh and hung down inside the drum, while the flesh of her belly and thighs bulged partway through them. The hook in her cleft was driven hard up into it making it impossible for her to pull herself off it. All this could be seen between her spread legs which exposed the lower curve of her naked cleft, which was already wetting and swelling with nervous excitement, and greased pucker of her anus. 
Then one of the men took up position by the crank handle extending from its side, while the other stood by with a bucket and sponge and a large brass douching syringe.
‘What have you to say to us?’ the Ironmaster prompted Jane.
‘Please… Sirs… I beg you all to take pleasure from me as you wish while I suffer…’ Jane choked.
The audience applauded again while their cocks grew even stiffer.
‘Begin…’ the Ironmaster said.
The man standing beside the barrel began to crank the handle. The leather straps within it began to turn, swishing and slapping against the bars of the lower curves of the inside of the barrel. As they turned faster it seemed as if they began to howl and growl as they spun outward and upward and swiped across the upper curves of the barrel, through which Jane’s breasts hung.
She screamed as the fine leather straps smacked against her pendant breasts and exposed belly and the fronts of her thighs. But in doing so they also slapped the protruding end of the metal T-bar, setting it vibrating furiously in its rubber socket and transmitting this vibration through to the hook dug into the top of her cleft. It was if her clitoris was attached to a water barrel sized vibrator motor!
An arc of pain and pleasure seemed to connect her frantically stimulated clitoris with her burning bouncing breasts. Then the Ironmaster stood between her legs and lay forward across her body as bowed over the curve of the barrel and slid his hard shaft up into her vagina. As it filled her it was caressed by the vibrations from her shivering clitoris.
Already stimulated and excited by the vibrations coursing through her body, it only took the Ironmaster half a dozen thrusts to come inside her. He rested for a moment across her, listening to her sobs and moans with satisfaction, and then pulled out of her, trailing his sperm across her thighs. The man with the bucket, syringe and sponge came forward and began to flush her out and wiped her clean. Meanwhile the Ironmaster moved round the barrel to the side where Jane’s head hung low. He took hold of her by her hair and lifted her head and pushed his soiled cock into her mouth and she sucked and licked it clean and choked out a desperate: ‘Thank you… Master…’ between her whimpers of pain.
Even as she did so the next man took his place between her thighs and thrust his hard eager cock up into her meekly waiting rectum.
When the Ironmaster shaft was clean, he pulled it out of her mouth and dried it off on her hair.
It was while the third man was screwing her that Jane came, both from the feel of his penis inside her and the relentless stimulation of her clitoris even though her breasts were still being slapped relentlessly by the spinning straps and felt by now as if they were on fire. Or did that help? Pain and pleasure were meant to be the same thing, weren’t they? Of course they were if her master said they were…
As the orgasm overwhelmed her Jane thought her mind would explode along with her loins. Some of her expelled juices joined the sperm of the man who had ejaculated into her. Before the man with the sponge and bucket could clean it up this mingled mess dribbled over the rim of the pussy hook plate and down into the barrel and onto the spinning straps and added a sticky wetness to their sting, which they beat back into her breasts. The watching men cheered…
***
At some time later, Jane was not sure how long, the man ceased to crank the spanking straps and the barrel fell silent under her. She was unchained and taken off it. By now her breasts were an even rosy red and there was a grid-like pattern of tanned skin across her belly and thighs which burned and simmered. Her anus and vagina ached abominably and her mouth tasted of every flavour of sperm. Had every man in the room really had her, and then used her mouth and hair to clean and dry his cock afterwards? A long forgotten part of her, or so it seemed, insisted that it was awful and disgusting and insulting. But she felt guilty at the thought and told herself that it was perfectly right and proper for a slave girl to be used like this.
However by now she could hardly stand and needed to be held upright before the Ironmaster. He examined her trembling body and squeezed her burning breasts and pinched her aching sex lips and asked: ‘Do you want to face the next test, Brush 01?’
‘Yes Master…’ Jane croaked feebly.
‘Then lay out the track…’ he commanded.
***
The miniature rail track was set out on the floor in the shape of a figure of eight, and was clearly meant to represent Shackleswell’s underground girl railway, but with just one carriage large enough for a man to sit on and one living engine: Jane. But unlike the system of pedals and gears the living underground trains used to propel themselves and their carriages forward, Jane shuffled along with her hands and knees on the outside of the track.
She had a short hollow rod clenched in her mouth threaded through which was a long elastic cord which ran out of each side and down her chest to her nipple rings to which hooks tied into the elastic cord were fastened. From them the cord went down under her belly to her groin and a second set of hooks which were attached to her labial rings. The ends of the cord, emerging from between her thighs, were tied to a separate iron ring which was hooked to the front of the little carriage.
As she shuffled round the endless track, the elastic cords stretched under her, spreading the load she pulled between her mouth, and nipples and sex lips. Being elastic the cord was constantly flexing, stretching her nipples and breasts and pussy lips into impossible distended shapes. With almost every shuffle she whimpered and moaned with pain, and yet she kept on going because this was her only way of showing what a perfect slave she was.
It wasn’t easy of course, which was why she was so grateful that she had encouragement from every man who rode in her carriage. They each carried a rod with a spiked ball in its tip which they jabbed into her bottom as it rolled and strained invitingly before them when she slowed down to encourage her to try harder. When she started her buttocks were still quite unmarked because they had escaped the terrible beating of the lashing barrel. But after a few laps of the track they were sore and bleeding from numerous pricks and stab wounds. 
Trickles and drips of blood ran down her thighs and dripped onto the track to join the drips from her pussy which, despite everything it has already endured, was somehow still aroused by this new ordeal…
‘Eeeek!’ she screamed about the rod clenched between her teeth as her passenger had stabbed the spiked ball this time up into the wet cleft of her sex mouth. She had almost collapsed and orgasmed at the same moment. Pain and pleasure were one… Shaking her head she struggled on.
Round and round… Make a complete circuit and halt and a fresh man clambered into her carriage. How many had she given a ride to now? She had lost count. It didn’t matter. She would continue until she dropped. She had to prove that she was a proper Irontown slave. Actually it was getting hard to believe that she had ever been anything else. This was all there was to her life. She was a totally subservient piece of female flesh obeying the orders of her masters’. At last she knew her place…
From somewhere distant she heard a crashing sound and then the shrill blast of whistles. Her carriage tipped over as her passenger half fell out of it, painfully jerking on her coupling cable. She stopped, unsure what to do, blinking about her through tear- crusted eyes and only seeing blurred shapes. There were sudden cries of alarm from the IRES men in the chamber which were then drowned by the approaching rush of heavy booted feet and the bursting in of a door somewhere in the shadows. 
An authoritative voice called out loudly: ‘Police! Don’t try to escape. We have the building surrounded…’
There were struggles and scuffles and shouts which were quickly subdued. Then the IRES men were being led out of the chamber, leaving her terrified and confused. What was happening? Where was her master? 
Then somebody was unhooking the elastic cords from her nipples and labia and taking the rod from her mouth. A tissue was wiped across her misty eyes and she found herself looking into Adam Tamper’s face. He clipped his shiny Vice chain leash back onto her matching collar.
‘It’s all over now, Brush,’ Adam said. ‘You’re coming back with me now…’
And then the lie she had been living for the past week shattered and melted away and Jane burst into tears and collapsed into Adam’s arms.
***
A couple of hours later Jane lay cocooned in blissful comfort in a private room in Shackleswell Hospital. She had almost forgotten what it felt like not to be bent, twisted, screwed, or lashed by some cruel machine and its even crueller users.
The injuries she had sustained at the hands of the IRES had been professionally treated and she would be kept in overnight for observation and then discharged back into Adam’s care. But being an Irontown institution she lay on her sheets totally naked with her arms and legs slackly chained to the side rails of the bed which had a sign over it that read: Brush 01, property of A. Tamper. A cooling gel pack was clamped over her groin with the very Irontown additions of phallic tubes that extended into her vagina and rectum, soothing her internal bruising. But although her treatment had eased her physical symptoms it did not wipe out the memory of those dreadful machines or her gang bang… or what was even worse, that she had actually begged for it.
Adam and Mayor Goldsmith were with her, looking suitably concerned but also hardly able to conceal their satisfaction. This was going to be another journalistic scoop for Adam while Goldsmith had rid his town of a social problem.
‘There is a locator beacon concealed in your collar, Brush,’ Goldsmith explained. ‘One of Vice and Sons best pieces of work. We were constantly monitoring your movements but were waiting for as many of the society members as possible to gather before we staged our raid.’
Jane said with feeble anger: ‘So it was all a setup. You used me as bait, Sir. You knew they’d make another attempt on me. I bet you two worked all this out the first day Adam brought me to you while you were having lunch together.’
‘That’s more or less correct,’ Goldsmith admitted. ‘Cam and Bolt knew nothing about it and Adam was only doing his civic duty in assisting me, but yes, I used you just as you say. I’m sorry but it was necessary. The IRES had been causing too much unrest to be permitted to continue with their campaign. Really they brought about their own downfall. If they had left you alone in the first place none of this would have happened and you would have left Shackleswell none the wiser. But once you were involved and knew our secret I thought I would take advantage of the situation. Advertising our agreement by way of Adam’s newspaper articles made it likely that as soon as you were somewhere out of his direct control they would try something again. And they did…’
A wave of anger swelled within her together with an uncomfortable degree of self revulsion. ‘They brainwashed me! Then made me believe that I should be a slave and prove it to all of them… they all screwed to me… and made me think it was right… and I… I came even though they were doing all those filthy sadistic things to me… ‘
‘Don’t feel guilty,’ Goldsmith said. ‘You simply adapted to survive, which you have. Women are very good at that.’
‘When Irontown men give them no choice, Sir,’ Jane retorted with as much spirit she could muster.
‘Don’t judge the rest of us by the actions of the IRES. They believed such simplistic mechanistic theories that they imagined they could break-in and convert any woman into a perfect slave in a week with the help of a few machines. Complete nonsense of course and a gross distortion of Rowland’s original principles. You know for yourself how shallow your apparent conversion was. Any woman can be temporarily forced to behave like a slave but she must wish to be one deep down and respect her dominators to embrace it as a permanent way of life.’ 
His words stirred a dark fear within her which she concealed by asking quickly: ‘What were their real names, Sir: the so-called “Ironmaster” and his friends, I mean?’
‘Does it really matter? They were deluded, self-important men who hid behind masks and let their ambition exceed their ability. I’m sure you’ll be able to read all the details in Adam’s next article.’
‘What will happen to them, Sir?’ 
‘Oh, they’ll be charged with theft and misuse of course.’
‘“Theft and misuse”?’
‘They took you from Adam and used you without his permission.’ 
‘Oh, of course…’ That was all she was: property.
Goldsmith smiled. ‘And also with your original abduction as a free woman and plotting to disturb the public peace. I suspect they’ll be heavily fined and put on probation. But worst of all they won’t to be allowed to keep slaves again.’
‘That’s a punishment, Sir?’
‘In Irontown that’s a disgrace. This town was built upon the enlightened confinement, usage and labour of female slaves and we are thankful to them. But if somebody is denied the privilege of keeping them then they are no true Irontowner, but then I already suspected that. You said this “Ironmaster” thought your part name was not appropriate. He should have realized that it was entirely suitable. A “brush” is both a part: a contact in an electric motor, and a tool, but not simply for painting but also for scrubbing and sweeping. And I used you to clean them up!’ Jane groaned and hung her head again while Goldsmith rubbed his hands together as if washing them clean. ‘And now, with that annoyance out of the way, you can return to working on the Town Hall mural.’
Jane goggled at again. ‘You still want me to do that, Sir?’
‘Of course. It was a perfectly genuine commission, and as our agreement stated you won’t be freed until you’ve completed it.’
‘After what I’ve been through you think I’d paint a picture for you celebrating your… your sick society!’ Jane exclaimed aghast. ‘Not after what those IRES people did to me!’
‘Are you going to let that stop you? Irontown was not built upon weak women but strong ones. In the outside world this experience might have caused you debilitating emotional stress, but not here. You might say that is the spirit of Irontown.’
‘No… I can’t…’
‘You will do it, Brush,’ Adam said masterfully. ‘That’s an order!’
‘Yes, Master,’ Jane said automatically, lowering her eyes meekly in almost slavish compliance. There had been iron in his voice that was impossible to resist.
‘Well, now I must leave you to recover, Brush 01,’ Goldsmith said. ‘And thank you once again…’ 
And he left.
‘There are two people who want to see you…’ Adam told her. He went outside and came back a minute later leading Cam and Bolt in by their leashes. Their faces lit up in delight at the sight of her.
Adam fastened their leashes to the head of the bed. ‘They’ll stay with you tonight so you’ll have company. That’s the best medicine…’
He left the room and immediately Cam and Bolt clambered onto either side of the bed and snuggled down next to Jane, kissing and stroking her all over. Their passion was a delightful distraction. But then the questions began…
‘Oh… do they hurt?’ Cam asked, kissing her bruised nipples. ‘How did it happen?’ 
‘What happened after they snatched you in the Park?’ Bolt demanded, peeking curiously under her gel pack at her bruised sex lips. She added resentfully: ‘Just when we were having so much fun as well…’
In their way they were truly sympathetic and yet also clearly desperately eager to hear every gory detail. They were sorry for her suffering, but it was not shocking, at least not to other slave girls. But telling it again would stir up such terrible memories. On the other hand would it be even worse to keep it bottled up inside her for ever?
‘Do you really want to know?’ she asked.
‘Of course we do!’
So Jane took a deep breath and told them everything. 
 



Chapter Twelve
 
Ten days later, Jane stood in the town Hall exhibition space together with Cam and Bolt, staring at an intimidating expanse of primed white wall...
Apart from lingering stiffness and aches inside and out, physically she had more or less recovered from her ordeal at the hands of the IRES, but emotionally was something else. Confessing what she had endured to Cam and Bolt had helped, but by any normal standards she was in no fit state to work and should be receiving intensive counselling for the acute and prolonged sexual trauma she had undergone. However this was Irontown where a slave woman, which was what she still was in practice, was expected to recover from such things more rapidly and pragmatically. Nobody was pretending it hadn’t happen and Cam and Bolt had been most sympathetic and understanding, but once she was safe even they assumed that she would get over it in a few days. They accepted that it been a frightening experience and that she had been used roughly, but only as was her function as a part and a tool and in doing so she had performed a valuable service to the town, which should be sufficient compensation. The IRES threat had been neutralised and she was back with her master and them and safe again. They were very happy to give her any pleasure she wished to take her mind off what had gone before and continue their relations from where they had been broken off sp abruptly in the Park. What more did she expect? 
Jane still felt a simmering resentment at the way Adam and Goldsmith had treated her. She had been cynically used as bait for a bunch of male chauvinist sadists. But then she decided that perhaps throwing herself into her work was the best thing she could do to distract herself from what had happened. In fact she had no other choice. 
Adam had ordered her to produce a design and so she had done so. Perhaps it was a lingering after-effect of her attempted conditioning by Ironsmith and the rest, but disobedience was for the moment unthinkable. So she had studied her reference photographs and sorted through her own observations of Irontown life and had come up with something that was at least plausible. To her surprise the Mayor had approved it immediately and so the work was scheduled.
All the materials she had requested had been delivered to the exhibition space, and for the duration of the work Cam and Bolt who would act as her assistants.
The end of the room dividing it from the main corridor had been the caged off with panels of industrial mesh fencing, shutting them inside. A portaloo had also been installed in one corner of the room and meals would be delivered to them so they did not need to leave the chamber for any reason. Adam would collect them at the end of each day and deliver them the next morning for five days every week until the job was done.
Jane had never painted a picture naked before and far less under the gaze of dozens of passing strangers who were free to watch them through the dividing partition, although the mural wall itself was shielded from their gaze by another closer mesh screen so that they could not see any details of the picture before it was unveiled. And there were many more than seemed likely to be casual passers-by after Adam’s latest article had been published relating her part in the IRES’s downfall. Now she was a double celebrity and she felt their eyes upon her both curious and fascinated. Cam and Bolt were of course perfectly at ease working like this, and indeed they appeared excited at the prospect, but on the first day it took Jane a tremendous effort to ignore the onlookers and explain to the girls how they were going to assist her…
‘I did a bit of house painting once but that’s all,’ Bolt said apologetically. 
‘We’re not artists but we’ll do our best,’ Cam promised.
‘You don’t have to be great artists to help me in a job like this,’ Jane told them. ‘First I’m going to use a digital projector to project a line drawing of my design onto the wall so that it scales up exactly from the original and then you can help me by pencilling parts of it in. Then we’ll use best quality house paint to actually render it, which should last for decades on a well-prepared and sound wall like this. We’ll begin with filling it in with simple blocks of colour which I’ll mix according to the tones and hues I’ve worked out in my colour layout. Then I’ll show you where to paint it on, a bit like doing a painting-by-numbers picture. In fact a lot of great masters of the past used assistants like this to help with the under-painting and the preparation of large projects and then they finished them off by adding fine details and individual touches. That way they got jobs done in half the time it would have taken if they’d worked alone…’
And this way I’ll get this job done and be free in half the time as well, she thought to herself.
Cam and Bolt picked up the thick sepia-tinted artists pencils she had provided and stood ready to begin with huge smiles on their faces.
***
For a month they worked together on the mural. Cam and Bolt did everything Jane asked of them. They had no significant artistic talent but they were diligent and patient and very good at keeping within the lines. They even learned to blend graduations of colour within each block which Jane could then refine into the finished detailed forms. Work progressed happily and rapidly, which she had to admit brought its own satisfaction. 
Gradually the painful memories of her ordeal faded. Was painting naked a valid coping therapy, she wondered? Perhaps the weekends also helped when they lived like a strange family in Tannery Lane, or went to the park or even (dressed in slave clothes) to the cinema where they saw films on general release just like anybody else in the country, which however felt more and more as if they were from another world.
At night, naturally, Jane slept chained to the master bed after serving Adam in whatever way he desired, while Cam and Bolt slept chained together in their bed. Sometimes for Adam’s entertainment he made the women couple, recalling to Jane that intimate moment in the park between which had been so suddenly interrupted by the Ironmaster and his friends. At such times Jane did not hesitate to obey Adam’s commands even if it was to plunge her tongue into Cam or Bolt’s slippery pussy clefts for his amusement, thereby at least sparing herself an unnecessary spanking or paddling, and accepted whatever pleasure as it came. She was not a natural lesbian and never would be, but it was impossible not respond to Cam and Bolt’s totally guilt free, enthusiastic and sensual presence… and the orgasms when they came were undeniable.
Of course progress on the mural also brought the day when her contract would be fulfilled ever closer. Then she would be free… but free to do what? After the way Irontown had treated her could she simply walk away from it and pretend it had never happened? Her life would never be the same again. She felt an urge to take revenge on the whole town.
***
Finally that day came when Jane and Bolt and Cam stepped back from the wall and the girls looked at her expectantly and Jane nodded slowly and said: ‘I think it’s finished…’ 
And the girls laughed and hugged and kissed her and briefly she was carried away with a sense of relief and satisfaction. Then she remembered what was yet to come…
***
Three days later was the great unveiling.
A few hundred people seem to have gathered in the Town Hall exhibition room around the mural wall, which was draped in a long curtain.
Goldsmith was there, of course and Bradawl, temporarily holding Bolt and Cam’s leashes, and even Mark and Edwina Plowright and Charles Vice. Adam stood beside the Mayor holding Jane’s leash. She was wearing high heels and her hair was freshly styled, but she was naked, collared, ringed and gagged as normal for Irontown. Her cheeks burned as hundreds of eyes stared at her naked body, and yet when they asked about the work that went into creating the painting it was to Adam who replied confidently. He did explain it well but Jane still felt resentful. 
She had done all work, with Bolt and Cam’s help, but he seemed to be getting all the congratulations. Was that because he was still officially her master? Was she still just his tool? Not that she wanted to talk to anybody as she was even if she had not been gagged, and she probably would have blushed herself to death in the attempt, but it would have been nice to have her efforts acknowledged properly. But in this town she was still just a slave. 
Well not after tonight…
Finally came the moment when Goldsmith stood by the cords that would drop the curtain and said: ‘And now I present to you a celebration of Irontown life as interpreted by Jane Frobisher…’
Jane stomach flipped. He pulled the cords and the curtain dropped. There was a brief pause and then hearty applause and a salvo of camera flashes.
Across the top of the painting was the old industrial skyline of Shackleswell, with a field of machines before it linked by a red brick road winding from top left to bottom right growing closer as it did so. At one point the path was crossed by a railway line on which a girl train was running. On either side of it were machines and devices, some from the museum, where naked flesh and iron were united, pumping and grinding, including two small figures of Cam and Bolt gardening which had delighted them, down to an image of Jane herself painting naked but kneeling and facing away from the viewer in the bottom corner. She was not going to pretend that she had not been here and suffered with the rest! She had included many women’s faces contorted with effort and in some cases pain. It did in a way celebrate naked slave labour with the sweat and struggle that had gone into building the town, because to have painted anything else would have denied them their worth. Whether it was justified or not she would let its viewers decide as they chose. 
Judging by the applause it seemed that they approved.
Adam slapped her bottom and, blushing furiously, Jane bowed in acknowledgement. Then she saw Cam and Bolt beaming in delight and looking very proud of themselves and that almost made it all seem worthwhile.
***
Afterwards, when the crowd had finally dispersed, Goldsmith congratulated Jane personally. 
‘It is a fine piece of work which I’m sure will be admired for years to come and well worth your fee,’ he declared. ‘Oh, yes, I have it here already…’ He held up a cheque in a plastic envelope. She could not take it of course, so he folded it up and pushed it up between her naked sex lips into her vagina as if it was a purse, while she whimpered and bit on her gag ball. But how else did a slave expect to be paid? She was aware of her labia growing shamefully hot and slippery about the cheque.
Adam removed her gag so that she could respond. ‘T… thank you, Sir,’ she choked out, blushing once more.
‘Now that you’ve been paid, our agreement is concluded, at least on my part. If you go with Mr Bradawl and Mr Vice, they will remove your collar, cuffs and rings, erase your part number stamps and return your clothes,’ Goldsmith told her. 
‘And then, Sir?’ Jane asked doubtfully, still not quite able to believe it was over.
‘And then you can do whatever you wish according to your conscience, Ms Frobisher. Judge us fairly, both the good and the bad. Then you must make your choice and live with it. That is the burden of freedom…’
***
The next morning Jane awoke in the master bedroom of Number 14 Old Tannery Lane with a start, feeling as if something was terribly wrong. No, not wrong just different. 
She was sleeping on her own and no longer chained to the bed and cuffed and collared. Adam sperm was not drying on her sex lips because he had slept in his own home last night. She was no longer his slave. She was free! It felt very strange…
Jane turned over to reach for the glass of water on the bedside table and saw the rack with all its sinister straps, canes and phallic devices still resting beside the bed where Adam had left it. And the bed itself, of course, despite its luxurious comfort, still contained all its hidden restraints and other contraptions. She shuddered at the memory even she felt her nipples stirring and pussy wetting by reflex. When would they be taken away?
She got up and went through to the bathroom, feeling odd doing so unaccompanied, and used the toilet. The slave washing seat was still connected up. She examined her naked body in the mirror. There were pale ghosts on her forehead, belly and buttocks where the ink stamps had been but no other sign of them. There were also bands of lighter skin about her neck, wrists and ankles where she had worn her collar and cuffs. They would soon fade, she told herself. Pliant and unobtrusive pink plastic keepers now resided in the holes which had been pierced through her nipples and labia where her rings had hung. She realized that her nipples felt lighter, although they were also soft for the first time in weeks. In fact she felt lighter overall because she was not carrying the weight of a metal collar and cuffs, she reminded herself. The iron was no longer in her. Not in her body, at least. The memory of it in her mind was something else…
She had just returned to the bedroom when to her surprise the door opened and Cam and Bolt came in carrying a breakfast tray. They had been so quiet that she did not know they were still in the house.
‘I thought you’d gone with Adam,’ Jane said.
‘Adam isn’t our Master anymore, Mistress,’ Cam said setting the tray down. ‘That arrangement ended last night along with yours. We’re in between assignments now and we hoped we could stay here for a few days. We’ll work for our keep of course.’ 
‘If it’s agreeable to you, Mistress,’ Bolt said earnestly. ‘You are renting this house after all.’
‘Of course you can stay here… But I’m not your “Mistress”!’ 
‘You could be our mistress if you wanted to… Mistress,’ Bolt said with a grin. ‘We’d be sort of like a free trial offer. Try us on approval.’
Jane frowned. ‘Did the Mayor put you up to this?’
‘No, Mistress,’ Cam said. ‘We just like being with you.’
‘And we were helpful painting the mural, weren’t we Mistress?’ Bolt said. ‘If you wanted to employ us as your assistants and slaves we could help you again and keep house and…’ she ran her fingers suggestively through her smooth ringed sex mouth ‘…do anything else you wanted.’
Despite herself Jane had to ask: ‘Employ you as slaves? I thought slaves were just…well… kept.’
‘You’ve never learned how things really work here, have you Mistress?’ Bolt said with amiable contempt. ‘It’s not exactly like wages but people who keep slaves in Irontown have to pay a tax to own slaves to a central fund, like that National Insurance thing you have, so that they are supported when they retire.’
‘Did you think Shackleswell was so uncivilised that it abandoned its slaves when they got too old to serve, Mistress?’ Cam asked. 
Jane sat down on the bed and held her head in her hands. ‘I don’t know what I think anymore,’ she admitted.
‘After the unveiling last night they’ll be lots of offers from people wanting you to paint pictures for them,’ Cam pointed out helpfully. ‘You could find work here for years I should think.’
‘And we’d help you with it,’ Bolt said eagerly. ‘I mean we could keep house and be your models if you wanted… or anything.’
‘And if you had to work outside Shackleswell we could go with you as well,’ Cam said. ‘We don’t like wearing clothes that much but we can if we have to.’
She thought of the pictures of her standing naked, chained and collared next her mural that would be appearing in next week’s Shackleswell Observer. Was that any way to find new clients? Perhaps it was in Irontown. Well they said there was no such thing as bad publicity…
Suddenly Bolt and Cam both went down on their knees in front of Jane and rested their heads on her bare thighs like faithful dogs.
‘Please don’t tell anybody outside about what Shackleswell is really like, Mistress,’ Cam begged her.
‘I mean if all this ended what would we do?’ Bolt said. ‘We like being what we are… being like this…’
Gingerly Jane stroked their heads. ‘I can see you do… but it’s still wrong for people to treat women as their sex slaves.’
‘Have you tried it, Mistress?’ Cam asked.
‘Tried what?’
‘Being a proper mistress and using slaves,’ Bolt said. ‘Ordering us about… making us to please you… Go, give it a go…’
Jane bit her lip and looked their eager expectant faces and a felt a stirring within her which was the other face of the dark fear that had dogged her since her IRES ordeal. Dare she do it? What was she frightened of?
Bolt and Cam clambered onto the bed and put their heads down and lifted their bottoms up invitingly side by side so that she looked into their smooth in-rolling bottom clefts and the clean greased dimples of their anuses and the deep, wet, double-ringed slots of their pouting pussy mounds. All hers for the taking…
She felt a tingle in her loins and her nipples stood up hard.
‘Go on, Mistress, play with us…’ Cam said.
Feeling oddly detached, Jane turned to the rack by the bed and unhooked a double ended black rubber dildo, which Adam had made the girls use on her more than once. It was pierced by a sprung metal pin halfway along its length which projected on either side and was intended to lock into the labia of a slave girl. Feeling her heart pounding she spread her legs and slid one end up into her and then squeezed the sprung pains together and let them expand into her sex lips, forcing out the soft plastic keepers. Then she selected a spanking paddle and slapped it experimentally across her own palm. It stung.
She clambered onto the bed behind Cam and Bolt and wondrously stroked their soft trembling raised bottoms, feeling the hot heat radiating from their engorged and eager vulvas. Then she raised the spanking paddle and began to beat them soundly. It was amazing to watch the ripples in their flesh of their buttocks as force of her blows spread into their bodies. The girls yelped and whimpered but kept their bottoms high as perfect targets.
With a surge of delight she felt her own pussy clenching on the half the dildo inside and dripping about it. She dropped the paddle and took hold of Bolt’s hips and rammed the jutting shaft into her pussy, making her brown sex lips bulge. After a few thrusts she pulled it out, now wet with Bolt’s juices, and shifted sideways and did the same to Cam. Underneath her the two girls sighed and groaned in delight. She moved back and forth between them, thrusting the dildo into their clinging pussies and feeling its other half surged inside her, tugging on her pinned labia. She was practically riding their lovely, willing bodies. So this was what it felt like. Now she understood… 
And then her loins burst, driving all other concerns from her mind as perfect bliss enveloped her, and she collapsed on top of them, breathing heavily, with her fists clenched possessively in their hair.
After a long interval Jane said softly: ‘I’ve got to make a call to the Mayor… and Adam. Then I must find out about how to pay this slave tax thing…’
***
Adam began the interview by asking: ‘So, Jane, you’ve decided to stay in Shackleswell for a while.’
‘Yes Adam, I think I’ll be… uhhh… basing myself here for some time. I’ve got a lot of local commissions… ohhh… and I still got the work to finish around the district… ahhh… that I planned before I came here.’
‘So I can take it that you like living in Shackleswell?’
‘Very much… uhhh… it had its ups and downs at first… as you know… but now I want to make a proper home here… ahhh!’
‘And paint more slave scenes instead of industrial landscapes?’
‘I can promise they’ll be a lot of slave flesh in my pictures from now on… ahhh… Perhaps I can combine the two… umm… showing girls working with old machines…eeeh… maybe in the countryside as it once was… girl powered trains above ground where anybody can see them… ohhh…. the way it would be if the whole country was like Shackleswell… a sort of slave idyll… uhhhh…. please Adam… Master… can you finish me off now!’
Jane was bent naked over the end of the master bed with her legs spread and her ankles strapped to its front feet and her upper body stretched out across it by chains bound to her wrists pulling her arms towards the headboard. A strap about her throat hung from the extended headboard rack held her head up. Spiked balls were hung from her nipples which swung and danced about and deliciously pricked her hot heavy breasts. Her bottom was already red from a brisk pre-interview spanking.
Adam abandoned the recorder which was resting on her bare back and began pumping his stiff young cock even faster and further up her greased rectum, reaching under her and cupping and squeezing her breasts. He felt hard and masterful and perfect inside her. 
Here she could be a both a tool and a part. She would be her own woman, both a dominating mistress and a submissive slave. She had learned that you had to adapt to survive and that it was possible to enjoy both giving and receiving mastery without shame or guilt. 
The simple truth was, Jane realized, that once the iron had got deep inside you, it never really left.
 
THE END
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