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Chapter One

 

When the two policemen finally succeed in stripping a struggling Annabel naked (so that they could photograph her full figure for their arrest record as was routine practice in the United Kingdom) they discovered that she was wearing a slim chastity belt with her name, date of birth and her father’s contact details on it.  Angrily they pinned her against the height chart that hung on the wall of the Interrogation Suite of the Shackleswell East police station while they examined the belt and her more closely.

Annabel had shoulder-length straight blonde hair framing a fresh, bright, heart-shaped face.  She had pale blue eyes set deep under arched dark bold brows and a high smooth forehead.  Her nose was neat and slightly tip-tilted.  Her full red top lip curled upwards slightly, exposing her white front teeth with their slight overbite.  She had a trim 34D-22-32 figure with high prominent breasts capped by large pale red-brown nipples.  Her thighs were shapely and her buttocks well rounded.  Beneath the protective cup of her chastity belt her deep-cleft softy pouting pubic mound was capped by a close-trimmed triangle of fluffy golden curls.
‘So, your name is Annabel Silversmith and you are nineteen and unmarried, is that correct?’ Constable Cooper said, reading the inscription punched into the slim metal band locked about her tight waist.
In a calculated gesture of defiance after her arrest Annabel had been refusing to give her name or any other details or undress when they had told her.  This had led them to use their electric shock batons on her, which meant her hair was dishevelled and her bare bottom and thighs now stung and tingled and her eyes were wet with tears.   Now there was no point in denying her identity she snivelled and said in a small voice: ‘Yes it is.’
‘Why didn’t you tell us earlier when you knew we’d find out anyway, you silly girl?’ Constable Dibble wondered.
Annabel turned her gaze aside, unwilling to meet their eyes. ‘I’ve got my reasons,’ she said simply.
Copper ran his fingers under the belt where it pressed into the smooth skin of Annabel’s lower stomach, making her shiver.  But the belt was close fitting and of good quality. A hinged metal band that ran down from the front of the belt was connected to a heart-shaped plate, slotted down the middle to allow her to pee through, which cupped about and covered her vulva.  The lower end of the plate tapered as it passed back between her legs to a ring which overlapped a second ring on the end of the curved metal strap that ran down from the back of the waist band between her pale buttock cheeks.  The two rings were secured by a lock-plug buried deep in her rectum, which also prevented the straps being twisted aside to expose her vulva. 
She of course did not have the key to this lock.
‘As you are under twenty one and not married your father is still responsible for your actions.  We’ll have to call him in before we can continue with the interrogation,’ said Cooper.
Annabel felt a fresh stab of consternation quite apart from her stomach churning fear. ‘Do you have to?’
‘It’s the law,’ Constable Dibble said.  ‘We’ll have to have him here anyway to get that belt off you.  Meanwhile you’ll wait in here…’
‘In silence’, said Cooper, pushing a police issue expanding rubber plug into her mouth stifling any further protest.
They put her in a small phone-box sized cell adjacent to the Interrogation Suite.  It had padded walls and a tiled floor with a drain in the middle and an array of straps and snap hook chains dangling from heavy recessed rings in the walls.  They cuffed her hands behind her back and clipped a police issue collar and leash about her neck, the end of which they hung from a hook high up on the wall over her head.  Straps bound about her upper thighs and waist held her upright while more chains and cuffs set low down in the corners of the cubicle pulled her feet wide, immobilising her.
Perhaps in payback for the trouble they had caused her, or perhaps because they were irresistible targets, both policemen gave Annabel’s nipples (which had been roused into tremulous erection by her intimate handling) a sharp pinch and tweak, making her eyes water afresh, before they closed the barred cell door, leaving her alone with her thoughts.
While she waited other policeman passed along the corridor outside going about their duty, glancing in at her almost nude exposed body.  Of course by law her rights to personal privacy had been forfeited the moment she committed her crime.  She felt sick and dizzy at the thought of what she had done and what was to come.  She had been worried that it had not been serious enough and so she had resisted arrest to compound her offence.   Would that do it?  Or was it too much?
A fresh wave of fear overwhelmed her and Annabel began to sob helplessly.  Her bladder which had been tight with nervous tension suddenly cut loose and a shameful stream of pee spurted through the narrow slot in her chastity belt and splattered onto the floor.  Automatic sensors built into the walls of the cell activated water jets which flushed the waste away down the drain hole.  This was so degrading…  
But then a special face filled her mind.  It would all be worthwhile if she could still have him, she told herself.  She had done what she had to.  Now justice would take its course and the law would do her work for her…

***

Annabel’s eyes were still wet and red half an hour later when Cooper and Dibble returned.  Keeping her collared, gagged and cuffed they unfastened her from the wall and took her back to the Interrogation Suite and a small interview room fitted out with a sturdy table supporting a recorder and display unit, about which were arrayed half a dozen chairs.  Her parents were sitting stiffly upright on one side of the table.

Annabel felt a stab of dismay at the sight of them and the look in their eyes seeing her humiliated like this as she was pushed down into a chair on the other side of the table.   The handle of her trailing leash was fastened to a hook on its back, holding her in place.  The constables seated themselves on either side of her.  They pulled the gag out of her mouth.  Annabel hung her head, staring down at the table in front of her.
Her father said in a brittle voice: ‘Exactly what is my daughter accused of?’
Constable Cooper said: ‘At 09:13 this morning she took a dress from Brooches the outfitters on Fuller Street, hid it under her coat and left without paying.  She was apprehended a member of staff with the item still in her possession on the street.  She tried to deny it was stolen but she had no receipt and her theft was recorded on the shop’s security system.   She refused to give her name and became abusive.  We were called and cautioned her.  She still refused to give her name and resisted arrest and processing.  It was only when we were finally able to strip her that we found her belt with her name and contact details on it.  We suspended processing her while we called you.’
Her mother spoke up: ‘There must be some mistake.  Annabel is a good girl.  She wouldn’t do such a thing.  And she has a fair allowance.  She has no reason to steal…’
‘I’m afraid the evidence proves otherwise,’ Constable Dibble said.  ‘We have a copy of the shop CCTV record if you wish to see it, and of course there is her obstructive behaviour while being processed.’
Her mother looked at her.  ‘Did you do this, Annabel?’
Dumbly Annabel nodded.
‘But why?’
She said nothing.
‘This is all about that young man, isn’t it?’ her father demanded sternly.
Annabel shivered and bit her lip and remained silent.  
Constable Cooper reached across and pinched her nipple until she yelped. ‘Answer your father!’ he warned her.
Miserably Annabel nodded.
‘I thought so!’ her father said in disgust.
‘Would you mind explaining, Sir?’  Dibble asked.
‘I’m afraid my daughter has formed a relationship I do not approve of with a young man called Daniel Reamerson.   That is why I required her to wear a chastity belt when she went out.  I was saving her virginity for another and far more suitable gentleman I was planning to introduce her to very shortly.  He is a little older than her but I had hopes that the Annabel might learn to appreciate his many fine qualities in time.  Now however…’ he shrugged helplessly. 
Both the constables were nodding in understanding. ‘We’ve had dealings before with young Reamerson, Sir,’ Cooper said.  ‘Between ourselves he has had several warnings for uncivil behaviour and has only escaped a formal charge on a couple of occasions by the skin of his teeth.’
Annabel looked up in surprise.  What were they saying about Daniel?  No, that couldn’t be true…
‘Well then you can understand my doubts about him,’ her father said.  ‘And I suspect this current escapade is her way of defying me and perhaps rendering herself unsuitable for a match with any respectable man.’
‘He won’t want you now,’ her mother said miserably.  ‘Not if you’ve got a criminal record…’
Annabel gulped.  They had not yet realized what she was really doing.  She had not been thinking about this as-yet nameless man they had been preparing her to meet.  Not daring to give the truth away by her expression she lowered her eyes again.
The constables were exchanging thoughtful glances.
‘Well, perhaps in the circumstances Sir,’ Cooper said sympathetically, ‘as your daughter has previously been of good character, we might stretch a point.  If she makes full restitution and an apology to the shop and gives her pledge to us that she will behave in future, she might just be let off with a bottom paddling in our back yard – not a public one – and a caution, then she’d have no criminal record…’
Annabel looked up in dismay.  No, not that…
‘No,’ her father said firmly. ‘You must do what the law requires.  Theft is theft.  She has passed the first age of maturity and must accept the consequences of her actions, however foolish they might have been.’
Annabel felt a surge of relief but her mother looked at him in horror.  ‘No, Henry, please can’t we accept their kind offer?’
‘No, Edith,’ her father said sternly. ‘She must pay the price for what she has done – as you must also suffer for being so indulgent about her relationship with Reamerson.  I said all along that he was no good but you were sure he would mature.  Well see what he has driven her to!’  He looked back at the policeman. ‘I won’t defend my daughter’s actions, officers.  You must do what the law requires with her.  Please bend her over so I can remove her belt…’
They freed Annabel from the chair and then bent her forward across the side of the table so that her breasts flattened against the wood and she looked up in horror into her mother’s eyes.  Father took a set of keys from his pocket as he moved around to stand behind her.  He reached between her thighs and inserted a long thin key in the anal plug lock.  She felt it click and felt the groin straps been folded apart.  Then she gasped as the plug was pulled out of her bottom, coming free from her clenching anus with a little pop.  With a second key her father opened the slimmer lock set in the rear of the belt waistband and pulled it off her.
Now she was totally naked and defenceless.
Her father looked down at her bare bottom regretfully for a moment and then said: ‘Can you spare the time for me to give her a strapping, officers, as perhaps I should have done earlier, so that she begins to see the error of her ways…’
‘Of course,’ the constables said.  ‘We’ll hold her down for you.’
Before her mother’s horrified eyes they moved round to press down on Annabel’s shoulders, squashing her breasts hard against the table top.  Meanwhile her father undid his belt and slipped it free of his trousers.  Then he carefully folded its middle into a loop.
Annabel began to sob and cry: ‘No… Please Father… don’t… not here… I’m sorry… umpff!’
Cooper had pushed the expanding gag ball back into her mouth.  ‘You take your beating like a good girl,’ he advised her.
Her father positioned himself behind her and raised his arm.  ‘You are a good girl at heart, Annabel…’ he slashed downwards and the belt cut across the twin moons of her buttocks with a sharp crack so that her soft flesh distended and rippled under the force of the blow while Annabel’s eyes bulged, flowing with fresh tears as she bit on the gag ball filling her mouth ‘…but you still have much to learn about people…’ swish, crack! ‘…you can be wilful and also easily lead…’ swish, crack! ‘…which is a dangerous combination…’ swish crack ‘… now you must believe that I know best…’ swish crack! ‘… and you will accept this punishment…’
He stepped back leaving Annabel sobbing and her bottom glowing scarlet where it was now crossed by half a dozen broad flaming stripes of hot flesh.  He moved round the table and took hold of Annabel’s hair and lifted her head so he could see the woebegone expression on her tear-streaked face. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, ‘but you had that coming to you…’ Still holding the looped belt in one hand he looked at her mother.  ‘Now it’s your turn, Edith.  Annabel must witness the consequences of your indulgence.  Perhaps it will help her to see reason.  Bend over the table and present yourself…’
‘Henry!’ she gasped, looking at the two policemen.  ‘Not here…’
‘Yes.  Now obey me, wife!’
Her mother’s cheeks were now the burning with shame, but she was a good, obedient Shackleswell wife.  Biting her lip she bent over the table, lifted her skirt and dragged down her panties, exposing her bare buttocks which were still almost as trim and firm as Annabel’s.
In disbelief Annabel watched her father move around stand behind her mother and then cracked the folded belt down across her buttocks half a dozen times as he had her own.  She saw her mother’s face screw up in pain as she tried to stifle her yelps and moans while the policeman watched on in silent approval as her buttocks jumped and shivered and went from pink to crimson.
Through her own simmering pain Annabel felt an agonising stab of guilt and sorrow driving through her heart.  She had never meant her mother to be hurt and shamed like this.  But then of course that was why her father was punishing her in front of Annabel’s eyes.  But it was too late now.  She couldn’t take back what she had done.  It was the only way for her to be happy.  They would understand eventually… she hoped.
When her father had finally finished her mother got up stiffly and made herself decent again, wincing as she pulled her pants back up over her simmering buttocks.  She did not look at Annabel but instead hung her head meekly, almost like a young girl.  
Cooper was holding a form out to her father.
‘That confirms you give your permission for your daughter to be charged and processed for her crime as a free adult,’ he said.
Her father signed.
Then he took her mother’s hand, glanced at Annabel briefly and then said to the policeman: ‘Thank you.  I’ve done all I can.  Now you must do with her whatever is necessary…’
And her parents left the room.	
Dibble and Cooper considered Annabel as she lay across the table in utter mystery with her simmering bottom on show.  She felt utterly miserable and very afraid.  The policeman stroked her sore buttocks and ran their fingers through the furrow of her vulva.  She tried to squeeze her thighs together but they pulled them apart and carefully probed the mouth of her vagina only to find their fingers barred by her maidenhead.
‘Yep, she’s a virgin all right,’ Dibble said.
‘What we’d normally do now is give stupid young girls like you spanking and a quick hard screw just to remind them of their place and to begin to teach them the error of their ways,’ Cooper said.
‘But your father’s already given you a good tanning and as a virgin you’re worth more keeping intact for the moment,’ Dibble said.
‘Of course you’ve had that plug lock up your bottom,’ Cooper said thoughtfully.  How long have you been wearing that then?’
When Annabel didn’t answer at once he smacked her sore bottom, making her yelp and gasp out: ‘F…five weeks!’
Dibble slid his finger into her anus which had been greased to help the plug lock slide in.  ‘Yes, I think you’ve been stretched well enough,’ he said, unzipping his flies…
They took turns holding her down while the other one rammed his cock up her tight bottom, punishing her sore buttocks as they ground their hips against them.
Annabel shrieked and sobbed and kicked about and squirmed as she was violated, feeling sick as she felt the hard shafts of male flesh pumping inside her.  The metal rod of the plug lock had been strange at first and then oddly comforting in its hard and unyielding presence within her, but these things were alive and far longer and thicker!  When she had planned this she had imagined her virginity would protect her from usual police practices, never thinking of this obvious alternative.  But of course female rectums had always been put to many uses in Shackleswell.  
Although it was not being used directly she felt her pussy cleft swelling from internal stimulation and growing hot and dribbling shamefully over the corner of the table.  The policeman laughed and scooped up some of its discharge and rubbed it onto their cock shafts before plunging them back into her tight sphincter.
It was painful, humiliating and awful… but part of her knew that she deserved it.   That thought gave her a strange twisted thrill.  It was right that she should feel bad because she was a criminal.  But did that mean bad was good?  She had been acting for the best of reasons – not that she could reveal them. 
Then Cooper spurted his sperm inside her and in response she felt a small spasm of her own in her pussy.  Had she just had an orgasm with a policeman’s penis up her bottom?  She sobbed, aching inside.  How utterly shameful!  But then they said a policeman’s penis was like a rod of authority.  That was the power men had.
Of course she deserved to suffer.  She deserved everything that was coming to her… 









Chapter Two

 

Ferrum quod viscus iunctus: Iron and flesh joined.  It was the motto of Shackleswell and perhaps unofficially the United Kingdom as a whole. 

It was William Samuel Rowland (1819 – 1884) the Victorian radical freethinker and inventor who first pioneered the merging of the bodies of female workers with machines in his factories to increase their productivity, controlling them by careful application of pain and pleasure. He called these combinations of flesh and metal gynaetomatons or gynatons for short.  
Rowland was a traditional patriarch, believing in the inherent superiority of men over women, but he also recognised the reality of female sexual arousal and the female orgasm developed a system of punishments and rewards using its power.  He proved that suitable women could be conditioned to accept intimately merging with machines once their guilt about their responses was removed.   He also believed that a carefully monitored and controlled supply of publically available women for sexual use reduced tension and sex crimes in a community.  Prisons should not be filled with unproductive labour, he said, only the truly dangerous.  Female criminals could easily be controlled with proper devices and put to better use both in the community for their own rehabilitation and the good of society. 
Rowland’s ideas about sex, discipline and the merging of female flesh with well-designed machinery were resisted at first by the wider society on misplace moral grounds.  But with Shackleswell as a shining example of both their social value and improved commercial productivity their use gradually spread until they were accepted across the land.  After all had not the ancient Romans kept slaves, and look what they had achieved.  Now the practice was being guided by science and technology and so surely it was humane and rational.  
After some initial resistance, free women accepted this new order because they could also own female slaves and of course they never expected to be enslaved themselves.  But privately they began to take better care of their physical appearance just in case.
By the 21st century the Kingdom was a clean and efficient country.  Nobody went hungry and work could always be found for those who could not follow the rules or find a useful purpose in society for themselves.  Roads, railways, canals and river and sea defences could always be improved by the efforts of male labour gangs, enforced if necessary, and there were plenty of female-powered street cleaning machines and taxis to be driven, domestic positions to be filled, assembly lines operated and state-licensed and carefully controlled sex parlours to be staffed.  
A few other countries in Europe had followed the British example and made similar changes to their societies permitting scientifically structured female subservience and exploitation, thereby solving the problem of destitution for the lower orders while also improving public health. Nobody wanted to see unhealthy or ugly bodies on display or use them for their pleasure, and weak slaves made poor workers.  Self interest did the rest.  It also set a good moral example to see law breakers punished and humiliated in public while simultaneously serving a useful purpose.   
America had remained stubbornly true to their constitution supposedly guaranteeing liberty for all, irrespective of gender, race or creed.  But that did not stop many of its citizens visiting Britain to enjoy its public slave parlours, ride on its famous underground trains drawn by living flesh engines and wager on ponygirl races.  Questions were raised in Parliament about this so-called “sex tourism.”  But it was so beneficial to the balance of payments that it was never curtailed.  The Kingdom relied on the smooth functioning of its many tens of thousands of female flesh-part substitutes: living naked cogs, bolts and screws, each serving, willingly or otherwise, their carefully chosen and productive purpose.  
And now Annabel would become one of them… 

***

It was a tradition that justice was swift and efficient in Shackleswell.  It was said that if you committed a crime in the morning you would be judged by lunchtime and paying penance before the sun set.  That had been true in Victorian times and it was doubly so in the 21st-century with all the time saving that modern technology permitted.  In fact Annabel had counted upon it.  Her arresting officers had submitted their report online to the court service and her trial had been scheduled for two fifteen.  

As the facts of her case were not in dispute and now she had admitted her guilt there was no need for a jury and so it was not expected to be a lengthy hearing.  However the law was the law and certain well-established procedures and practices had to be honoured.
Dibble and Cooper took Annabel into a small video studio room adjacent to the Interrogation Suite. It had a large television screen and camera at one end and an upright X-shaped metal cross at the other.  The cross was constructed of tubular metal padded with black vinyl and hung with many straps and electric cables.  The police pushed Annabel back against it and spread her arms and legs wide, strapping her firmly against its padding.  Her ball plug gag was replaced by a thin rubber bar held in place by an elastic cord, which they pushed over her tongue and between her teeth so she could bite on it and yet also speak around it.  Then Cooper moved behind the rack and operated a control and Annabel felt a long metal rod slide up into her sore rectum.  The rod was banded with metal contacts and it trailed a heavy coiled electric cable from its base.
‘Normally we’d put another shock rod up your pussy hole, but as we’re saving that we’ll have to do the best we can with these,’ Dibble said.  He was holding up a pair of heavy crocodile clips each trailing a double coiled electric flex.  Annabel’s eyes bulged in horror at the sight of them and she felt her stomach knotting even more in fear.
He clipped them to the outer lips of her labia, making her wince and snuffle in pain.  Again she felt the blood filling her pussy and it beginning to seep.  Was that normal?  Of course she understood the biology of sexual responses: that was taught in secondary school.  But she never expected to feel it so intensely at such a moment of shame and fear.  Dibble scooped some of her discharge up and sniffed it and then wiped it on her cheeks with a grin, adding to her shame.
Meanwhile Cooper had taken another pair of slightly smaller clips and attached them to the crowns of her nipples.  To her confusion shame she felt them swelling and hardening as the metal teeth bit into their tender flesh.  As her prominent areolas spread and darkened and she blushed the policeman grinned.
‘You might still be a virgin, girl, but you’ve already got the instincts of a born slave,’ Cooper observed.
Could that be true?  No, it was just fear.  And it didn’t matter if she could be with Daniel.
They checked their watches and then the camera focused on the rack and Annabel’s naked spread-eagled body, then they straightened their uniforms and stood ready on either side of her.
Annabel felt her heart thudding as she watched the clock behind the wall screen ticking away the seconds.  She did not expect any mercy.  If you upset the efficient working of the city by breaking its laws then you were already a criminal quite apart from your actual crime.  Any threat to the rational order which had functioned so well for a century and a half; first for Shackleswell and then for the whole Kingdom, could not be tolerated and had to be punished.  She knew this and expected no less.  In fact she was counting on it…
At two fifteen exactly the camera light came on and the big screen came to life.  It displayed a stern faced greying man in his late fifties dressed in judge’s robes and a wig.  He was seated at a desk looking out of the screen apparently straight at Annabel.  To one side of his desk was a computer screen angled to face him while a keyboard rested under his hand.  Just the sight of him made Annabel shudder.
‘You are Annabel Silversmith,’ he asked tersely.
Annabel nodded and said meekly about her gag bit: ‘I am Sir…’
‘I am Judge Sebastian Weaver and I’ve been assigned to hear your case.’ He looked from side to side.  ‘And you are officers Dibble and Cooper?’
‘Yes, Your Honour,’ they replied.
‘Is she properly connected up?’
‘She is, Your Honour.’
‘Testing…’ He pressed a button on the keyboard before him.
Annabel screamed and bit on her gag bar as hot needles of electricity stabbed through her nipples between the teeth of the clips clamped about them and then through the thick sensitive lips of her sex.  Then the electrical rod driven up her rear stabbed her with sharp burning jolts from within.  For a few seconds she jerked and strained wildly on the cross, her body bouncing against its padding while her breasts jiggled on her chest, making the wires hanging from them bob and sway.  Then the torment stopped as abruptly as it had begun and she hung limp and trembling.  Perversely her nipples throbbed hard against the metal teeth biting into them.
‘That is what you will feel if you do not answer my questions fully, promptly and honestly, do you understand?’ Judge Weaver said.
‘Y… yes, Sir,’ Annabel stammered.
He consulted his screen.  ‘It appears to be a straightforward case.  The evidence is overwhelming and you have admitted your guilt.  You father has already said he will not contest my judgement.  Do you make any plea in mitigation, Miss Silversmith?  Were you coerced or forced into this act?  Did you need the item you took for some genuine reason?’
Annabel hung her head and shook it miserably, feeling desperately ashamed at what she had done.  But it was the only way… She felt a warning stab of pain through her throbbing nipples and looked up at Weaver’s face on the screen and said aloud: ‘No, Sir!’
‘So you did it out of sheer devilment or for some foolish display of defiance toward your father because of a dispute with him over the matter of an unsuitable boyfriend, is that correct?
She nodded.  ‘Yes, Sir!’
He looked at searching from out of the screen and for a moment she was frightened that he would divine her true motive.  ‘Are you sure?’
Annabel steeled herself.  ‘I’ve said all I’m going to say, Sir.’
‘Very well.  As you have up until now been of good character and this is your first offence and the item stolen was of a relatively low value, I’m inclined to a degree of leniency.  However, you resisted officers of the law in the execution their duty and wasted their time through your display of non-cooperation, which means that you must be made an example of.  You have cost our society unnecessary time and trouble and you must repay that debt.  Therefore I am sentencing you to be offered to the general public on a ninety day punishment and rehabilitation warrant permitting your use as a sex and labour slave.  The proceeds will be divided between the owner of the shop you stole from, your father for the loss of your labour in the home and to the public purse.  Your parents will be informed of this judgement.’
Three months!  That was longer than she had guessed.  But perhaps it would make the thing more certain in the end.  Although they did not know it she had just used all of them.  And all for love!  She had done it!
Carelessly she let her strange sense of light-headed elation show, smiling foolishly about her gag bit.
Judge Weaver frowned.  ‘So you think this is amusing, do you, Miss Silversmith?  I will not allow the law or those you have injured to be mocked!’ and he stabbed a finger down on his keyboard.
Annabel screamed as the electric shocks coursed through her again, stabbing through her nipples and pussy and up into her bottom.  It felt as if she was on fire!  Helplessly she sobbed and thrashed and jerked about as it went on and on.
Another spurt of pee was forced from her by her frantically clenching muscles.  Surely her nipples were going to burst.  Her pussy was pulsating and dripping.  What was happening?  It felt as if she was going to orgasm again.  She had masturbated herself many times before but it had not been like this.  Surely she could not climax through pain alone…
And then she felt an incredible explosion within her loins that overwhelmed the pain.  She shrieked for a moment and then went limp, slipping into a blissful world beyond care.









Chapter Three

 

A little over an hour after her sentence had been passed, a subdued Annabel was delivered by Cooper and Dibble to the underground preparation room of Shackleswell’s venerated Flesh Brokers Hall.

This was a large room with desks and cages arrayed about its walls.  At one end was a row of open toilets and shower stalls.  In the middle of the chamber was a kind of forest of three dozen floor to ceiling columns formed by vertical metal girders enclosed by safety mesh, up through which small lifts ran that carried slaves to selling floor above, and then later when their services had been traded, brought them down again.  It was a jostle of collared, chained and naked female bodies of many builds and colours, all being tended by a company of uniformed handlers all with shock batons hanging from their belts.  They checked them in, examined them, secured them in the next available lift and sent them up for display.  The air was filled with the sound of the slapping of bare feet on its rubber tile floor and the scent of female arousal.  Annabel goggled at the array of bare breasts, bottoms and pouting shaven sex mouths all about her.  Female slaves had simply been part of the background to her life until now, but suddenly she was seeing them as real people: as one of them.
Naked, cuffed, collared and gagged and with her bottom still simmering from her father’s beating, Annabel was taken to the desk of a stout middle-aged man.  Behind it was a sack of drawers and a rack of hooks from which hung collars, cuffs and leashes. 
‘Another naughty girl for you, Mr Puller,’ Cooper commented as he clipped the end of her leash to a hook on the front of his desk while Dibble handed over her file. 
‘They never learn, do they?’ Puller said amiably.
As she stood trembling before him Puller checked her forms over, signed for her and the constables departed, giving Annabel a slap on her simmering bottom as they did so. 
Fearfully Annabel raised her eyes to Puller’s face but saw only businesslike efficiency as he entered her details on his computer.  He must deal with a hundred girls like her every day.  He turned to the hooks behind his desk and selected from them a rubber lined metal slave collar.  Engraved in its side was the name and number: BUTTON 218. 
He tugged on her leash bending her over the desk and removed her ball gag. He showed the collar to her, looking her square in the face:  ‘For the next three months Annabel Silversmith is just a name on our records.  You are Button 218.  You will answer to that name and no other, do you understand?’
‘Yes, Sir,’ she said meekly.
He unfastened her utility restraint collar and replaced it with the new one.  Then he took up a handheld inkjet printer pad, tapped characters onto its control screen and then pressed it to her forehead.  She felt a brief coldness.  When he took it away the characters BUTTON 218 had been marked neatly in quick drying indelible black ink across her forehead.  He repeated the process on her lower belly just above the line of her pubic hair and then on her back just above the cleft of her buttocks.  Now her flesh also displayed her new part number.  Even without her collar there was no doubt what she was.
“Button” was a good traditional part name, showing the bearer was performing a useful function in society.  There were four categories of slaves.  There were full time (natural) pleasure/sex slaves, voluntary/career machine maids, labour (state employment scheme) slaves who were sometimes called slaves of necessity, and criminals undergoing corrective punishment.  The last one was her.   However little distinction was made between the classes in their treatment in public.  It was a kind of anonymity…
Puller took another item from one of the drawers.  It was chain with a brass plate hung on its middle which read boldly: VIRGIN.  He secured this about her waist so that the plate hung below her navel just above her pubic mound.  
He turned her round and examined her sore bottom.  ‘It would be nice if these were unblemished but it’s a nice fresh strap blush.  Not a problem,’ he declared.   He twisted her back again and flicked her delta of pubic curls. ‘But these will have to go…’  
He unfastened her leash and drew her after him as he strode across the chamber to wall of showers and toilets. 
Next to them was a small raised bench.  He laid her on her back across it and slapped her thighs and she parted her legs.  Then he used an electric shaver to remove her pubic curls.  She had never had a man treat her so intimately.  Then he rubbed in some cream that stung but left her sex lips feeling incredibly smooth.   The bite marks of the electric crocodile clips had faded and they looked so innocent.  Rowland had declared a century and a half before that women should not have any excess hair that might catch in machinery and a clean shaven vulva had been the mark of a machine maid ever since.  
Puller took her off the bench and moved her along to one of the toilets and made to sit on it, wincing as her sore bottom pressed against the plastic seat, and prodded her breasts with his baton, delivering little stinging sparks and crackles until she emptied herself out.  
‘Girls can get very nervous when they’re on show and being handled,’ he explained. ‘You don’t want to have an accident, do you, Button?’
With her cheeks burning in shame Annabel choked and shook her head.
He pressed a button and ring of powerful water jets under the toilet bowl rim washed her groin clean. 
Next he moved her along to one of the shower stalls.  It had a tray holding soap, shampoos, brushes and combs.  He freed her wrists and unclipped her leash so she could wash herself and shampoo her hair while he watched.  She felt sick with embarrassment performing such an intimate task before him and a whole room full of people.  Not that any of them were looking at her particularly.  She was just another piece of slave flesh.  She had better get used to that feeling.  
When she was done blasts of hot air from nozzles set in four vertical posts set in the corners of the shower stall blew her dry.
Puller leashed and cuffed her again and then he pushed a small hard rubber bit into her mouth.  It had clips set at right angles on its ends which rested in the corners of her mouth and pinched about her cheeks.  It held her teeth apart and kept her mouth invitingly parted while covering as little of her face as necessary and still allowing her to speak.
Puller twirled her round examining her closely.  ‘Now you’re ready to be put on show,’ he declared.
With her heart thudding he led her over to the nearest unused lift and stood her inside it.
Its floor was a disk the width of her outstretched arms which had a metal post set on its rim the top of which curved forward over her head towards the middle of the disk.  From its very end dangled a hook and chain that fastened to the back of her collar to keep her upright, while from behind that hung what looked like a large metal wishbone about the size of a coat hanger.  This pressed against her back so that it’s forward facing padded ends curved up underneath her arms, further supporting her.  
Puller spread Annabel’s feet and cuffed her ankles to the bases of two further shoulder high tubular metal posts set a little in front and to each side of her.  They had slots in their sides running from top to bottom and into which the sliding mounts of the short ankle cuff chains were fitted.  Within the slots could be seen long screw-threaded shafts that ran their full length.
Puller closed the safety gate at the base of the shaft and pressed a button.  With barely a sound the strange lift cage carried Annabel upwards.  She passed through the ceiling and emerged into a cylindrical cage set in a large room lit by tall narrow windows.  The disk on which she stood locked into place level with the floor outside and became the base of the new cage.  Fearfully she looked though its bars about her.  
There were rows of cages like hers that enclosed the tops of the lift shafts.  Inside the cages naked woman restrained and displayed like her were being examined by a crowd of people.  Above each cage was a display panel showing the occupant’s identification name and number and the price for which she could be bought or hired.  The bars of the cages were wide enough so that potential buyers could reach between them and touch the occupants and observe them from all angles and hear them speak.
The display panel came to life over her cage, showing her slave name and number, physical details and the price of her three month slave warrant.  But from within her cage she could not see what it was.  Was it high?  Was it more because she was a virgin?  She was acutely aware of the brass plate hanging over her shaven pussy announcing she was still intact.  How many people here would pay extra for the privilege of deflowering her?  
Yet even as her stomach churned with fear and her cheeks burned in shame at the thought of it she felt her nipples swelling and spreading and standing up.  She recalled her wonderful but inexplicable orgasm under Judge Weaver’s electronic punishment.  That was still troubling her.  There must be something wrong with her to react like that.  You heard stories about natural slaves doing that kind of thing but not well brought up women…
But she had no time to dwell on it further.  Her appearance had been noticed by people close by and they were looking at her with interest.  Most were men but there were several women.  She shivered as their gaze fell upon her, for a moment wishing the lift would carry her back down underground again.  Then she told herself that she had to be brave and see this through. 
She began looking for one special face amongst them.  Had she been arrested and processed sooner than he had expected?  It would all go terribly wrong if Daniel wasn’t here now as they planned.  
People began to gather around her cage peering in at her.  She felt somebody pinch her sore bottom and she whimpered.  More hands reached in and cupped and squeezed her breasts and approvingly tugged at her swollen nipples.  They were making intimate comments about her: ‘good breasts… expressive nipples… pretty face… deep slot…’  A man lifted the brass plate signalling that she was a virgin, observing that you did not see many of them in here, and tickled her shaven cleft, making her flinch even as she felt a surge of hot slickness seeping out between her lips.  Bound as she was with her legs wide and held upright by her collar and the brace under her arms she could not escape them.
What if one of them bought her?  Where was Daniel?  
She was so busy trying to peer around people to catch first sight of him that she hardly noticed the latest man to inspect her.  He put down the attaché case he had been carrying and pressed a control on the cage display screen.  The screw rods in the side posts turned, winding her ankle chains upward. They lifted her feet off the ground, bending her hips and knees, lifting her pelvis and spreading her legs until it stopped with her feet now as high as her shoulders and thighs parted wide.  She burned with shame as her groin, bare pubic cleft and even the tight aching pucker of her anus was displayed before him and half the hall. 
He squeezed her calves and thighs to test their strength and then he slid a rolled umbrella through the bars and tapped the brass disc advertising her virgin status.
‘Are you really a virgin, Button?’ he asked. 
Now she was forced to look at him she saw he was a lean man, perhaps in his mid forties, wearing an immaculate pinstripe suit and bowler hat.  He was greying at the temples and had deep thoughtful eyes, a high forehead, a long upper lip and a pursed, slightly quizzical mouth.  He had a smooth, cultured voice that matched his appearance.
When she didn’t answer quickly enough he gave his umbrella a little twist and jerk, pressing her clitoris down painfully hard and making her yelp and choke out miserably: ‘M… m maidenhead is s… still intact, Sir… b… but my bottom was used once… well, twice… for the first time today.’  She hated revealing such intimate things to stranger, but she had no choice.
‘I see.  Did you enjoy it?’
‘I… I don’t know, Sir.  It felt… strange.’
‘Did you orgasm?’
‘Well… yes, Sir.  A bit…’
‘Not your first orgasm?’
‘No, Sir.’
‘Were all the others by your own hand?’
Several times Daniel had tried to get round her chastity belt to pleasure her but it had never worked out properly.  Later back home she had always resorted to her own fingers.  ‘Yes Sir.’
‘Were any of them unusual?’
Now she thought of the electric-driven orgasm Judge Weaver’s had initiated and blushed.  ‘One of them, Sir.’
He looked at her intently. ‘Did it involve pain?’
How could he tell? ‘Yes, Sir,’ she admitted miserably.
‘I see…’  He dipped the tip of his umbrella into her by now engorged and freely dripping cleft and brought droplets of her juices back with it out of the cage so he could rub them between his fingers and sniff them delicately.
Annabel burned in shame at the sight of her most intimate outpourings being scrutinized like that.  Why was he taking such an interest in her?  Where was Daniel?
‘Would you describe yourself as well-behaved, Button?  Before you came to this position, I mean.’
‘Most of the time, Sir… only things have gone w… wrong recently.’
‘So I assume, otherwise you would not be here.’  He looked at her very thoughtfully and then said: ‘I think you may be worth trying out, Button…’  And he began to enter his details on the display screen, paying the asking price for her warrant.
He was buying her! 
And then she saw Daniel pushing his way through the milling crowd calling out:  ‘Excuse me… sorry… pardon…’ He reached the cage and gaped in wonder and approval at her naked body exposed and spread before him, and she felt a surge of desire in return.  Then she realized his handsome face was flushed and his hair was disarrayed.  ‘I… I got delayed…’ he panted ‘…not my fault… had a sort of accident in the car on the way here…’ 
Her joy at his appearance was cut through by concern.  ‘There was nobody hurt?  Are you all right?’
‘Yes I’m fine but… I had to sort things out… now let me see you…’ He began fumbling for his wallet.
‘Excuse me, young man,’ the older gentleman said, stepping between Daniel and Annabel.  They made an oddly contrasting pair: Daniel brimming with youth in his light loose casual jacket and open neck shirt and the older man in his conservative pinstripes.  ‘I have already entered my offer.  Pending conformation Button 218 is now mine.’
Daniel looked horrified.  ‘What?  No, look I should have been here sooner.  I have to have this girl, you see…’
‘Then you will have to wait for three months for her warrant to expire.  Meanwhile she belongs to me.’
‘No, please give us a chance…’ Annabel begged.  ‘I love him!  It was all my idea.  My parents didn’t approve of Daniel.  I had to wear a chastity belt whenever I went out so he couldn’t take my virginity!  They were saving it for some other man they wanted me to meet.  But I thought if I was arrested for a little crime Daniel could buy my warrant and I’d be his slave and after that they couldn’t object to us marrying because I’d be spoiled and be an ex-slave and criminal and no man they approved of would want me…’
She had said it aloud!  Her mad simple daring plan that she had been so frightened somebody would guess earlier.  And now she had admitted it all to the man who had just ruined it!
‘Oh I see,’ the gentleman said with a faint smile.  ‘How very brave and romantic.  You must love him very much.’
‘I do!’  Annabel said, gazing adoringly at Daniel.
‘Then your love will carry you through the next three months while you belong to me,’ he said simply.  
‘No… please,’ Annabel begged, ‘Daniel will pay you extra for me…’
Daniel looked dismayed.  ‘Well… if he’s already made his offer… I’m not sure I can,’ he said helplessly.
The display sign above the cage flashed up: SOLD.  ‘My offer has been accepted,’ the gentleman said.  ‘I will now go downstairs and complete the formalities...’
The floor of the cage began to descend, carrying Annabel back down into the depths while Daniel looked down the shaft helplessly after her.  
‘I love you…’ he called out.  Then he was gone.
Annabel felt as if her heart had been ripped out.  
It had all gone wrong!  A strange man would have her virginity not Daniel.  Of course she would still want him, but that would make her unsuitable in his parents’ eyes, and as he worked for his father’s company and might one day manage it he had his public image to consider.  Marrying a pure slave for love who only he had had was one thing, but marrying a used one was another.  Despite the freedom with which one could use slaves for pleasure in the modern kingdom, the Victorian values of Rowland’s day still heavily influenced matters of marriage and respectable family life.
Puller opened the cage door at the bottom of the shaft to find Annabel was sobbing helplessly.
‘What is the matter with you girl?’ he demanded.  But she was beyond words.
By the time Puller had freed her from her bonds her buyer had descended in the lift from the upper floor and had joined them.  He frowned in disapproval at her red eyes and dripping cheeks as he handed over his bank card and personal details to Puller. 
‘Please prepare the sales forms,’ he requested, while taking hold of Annabel by the hair.  Even though she was no longer restrained she didn’t have the strength to resist him.  What was the point?  ‘Meanwhile I think it is important that I assert myself over this girl.  It is not how I intended it to be done but I cannot abide such a display of hysteria.  She must accept that I am her master now and learn to behave properly before I take her out in public.  Have you a room I could use?’
His card and details seemed to impress Puller, who said: ‘Of course, Sir.  A firm hand from the start, eh?  Very wise for an innocent like this one.  Just over here… we have a closed preparation room for special cases.  Take your time.  I’ll have everything ready for you when you’re done…’
He opened the door to a small side room fitted with shelves and racks about the walls carrying a variety of fitments and devices suitable for restraining slaves.  In the middle of the room was a large X-shaped adjustable examination couch.
Her gentleman dragged Annabel over to it by her hair and pulled her across its padded top so that she lay on her back on the black vinyl.   He pulled her arms and legs out wide and drew broad straps across her wrists and ankles and thighs and stomach so that in seconds she was spread out wide with her trembling breasts facing the ceiling and her bottom hanging over the cleft of the couch where its leg rests spread wide.  
He put his attaché case down and took off his bowler.  Then he removed his jacket and folded it carefully over the back of the chair and rolled up his shirtsleeves.  Then he twisted the shaft of his umbrella.  Its handle came free, drawing a shaft out of its hollow sheath.  It had a rubber core with metal contacts banded about it.  Even through her tears Annabel gulped in dismay.  It was an electric cane.
He dragged it down over her body so that she shivered in fear even as her nipples popped up swelling and spreading behind it.
‘First I’m going to give you something tangible to cry about so that you will remember not give in to such a disgraceful display of self pity in my presence again,’ he told her. ‘Then you will beg me to take your virginity.   When it is gone perhaps you will stop worrying about your purity and learn to value more important things.’
He raised the cane and slashed it down on her breasts right across her nipples.  
The force of the rubber cane indented her flesh, driving her hard nipples deep into her pliant mounds and delivered a painful physical smack.  Then the electric contacts banded about it flashed and crackled, stabbing pain into her body far deeper than any normal cane could reach.  Annabel screamed as the double waves of pain tore through her.
The cane slashed down again but this time slicing sideways into the soft undersides of her breasts, making them bounce and shiver like barely tethered balloons caught in a gust of wind.  Then he smacked it down over her smooth belly, causing it to scrunch up.  He stepped round between her splayed legs and struck at her thighs, left and right, beating their soft insides.  Then, with his eyes fixed on hers, he drew the cane slowly up through the trembling and dribbling cleft of her sex, wetting its shaft as she sensed the terrible power it carried.
A spasm of indescribable terror and extreme arousal seemed to fill her loins, leaving her dizzy and confused.  Her clitoris was throbbing fit to burst while her sex lips were hot and swollen with blood.  She had never been more aware of her hot vulva and the untried passage behind it in all her life.  It was crying out to be used as nature intended.  It should have been Daniel but it was not to be and now she could not bear the burden a second longer.   
‘Please Sir… don’t beat me there!’ she sobbed through her tears.
‘Give me one good reason why I should not!’ he asked.
She felt the terrible comforting embrace of total surrender enfold her.  Get it done, get it over with: end her misery!  ‘Because… because you will get more pleasure s… screwing my pussy that beating it Sir.  I… I want you… I beg you… to have me… to take my virginity… my maidenhood… it belongs to you… please rupture it!’
She felt horrified and thrilled at hearing her own words.
He gave a slight smile.  ‘Now that is spoken like a true part slave.  You want to serve your purpose.  That is how it should be…’  
He laid the electric cane across her simmering breasts.  He pulled open his flies and freed a surprisingly large and virile erection.  He took hold of her simmering thighs and positioned the head of his member against the trembling wet gash of her sex.  Then he thrust it into her hot depths.
Annabel gasped as her delicate membrane stretched and then was ripped apart as his manhood slid up deep into her body, a living rod of flesh and blood surging inside her, forcing the tight passageway of her vagina open before it. 
And then Annabel was no longer a virgin.
 









Chapter Four

 

Her deflowerer’s name, Annabel found out fifteen minutes later when he was signing the warrant purchase documents that Mr Puller had prepared while he had been attending to her, was Howard Chandler.  

Except now of course now she must think of him as her master.  For the next ninety days she was his property to do with more or less as he wanted.  That was the law of the land and she had not imagined it could be otherwise.  That was natural and proper and helped keep society functioning smoothly.  
And yet as she stood meekly beside him with her pussy still dripping a mix of blood and juices and stinging like an open wound where she had been ruptured the thought made her stomach knot up even as her faithless beaten nipples tingled.  Of course she might have felt differently if it had been Daniel standing there.  Then it would have been joyous…
Even so it had been intense and somehow through the pain she had felt the thrill of another orgasm, but she knew with Daniel it would have been so much better. She hung her head and fought to stem her tears.  She did not want another beating from her new master’s terrible electric cane, now once more masquerading innocently as his furled umbrella. 
When the paperwork was completed Chandler took her to one side of the preparation room and opened up his black attaché case.  Then she realized it was one of The Girlcase and Baggage Company’s creations.  
TGBC made all kinds of luggage designed to incorporate and restrain the bodies of female slaves within them, both for practical and pleasurable functions.  Chandler’s case expanded from front to back and opened up to reveal it had scallops in its top and bottom halves large enough to take her neck and waist, with back pockets to contain actual documents.  He withdrew several items from it.  
The first was a strap and cuffs that he hooked the back of her collar to pull her arms up behind her back and secure them folded together just beneath her shoulder blades.  The next was a black scrunchy that he used to tie up her hair, which had been loose until now, into a ponytail so that it hung neatly down her back.  The third item was a pair of black shoes with practical square toes but high heels.  They had small padlocks on their ankle straps which were linked by a short chain.  
Chandler buckled them onto Annabel’s feet and then had her walk up and down so he could adjust the links of the chain that permitted a moderate length stride but prevented her from running.  The chain had a sprung middle section which took up the slack so that it did not drag on the ground but still jingled and clinked slightly as she moved.
He did something to one face of the case and two saucer-sized holes opened up side by side and adjusted its handle which expanded upwards and sideways.  Then he closed the two halves of the case about her upper body, shutting in her folded arms and covering her from neck to waist, except for her breasts which pushed out through the paired holes which she found were lined with soft rubber.  They squeezed about the roots of her breasts making them jut pneumatically out before her.  The handle of the case he pushed between her teeth.  She felt springs within it pulling it down and she had to bite to counteract them.  She could feel the tension lifting the case about upper body and pressing on the undersides of her breasts.  It must have looked as if she was carrying herself.
‘You will keep this in your mouth until I tell you otherwise,’ he told her.
He pulled out two sprung cords with spring clip tips from the ends of the handle, with now projected from the sides of her mouth, and stretched them down to her nipples which were swollen again.  He clipped them to her teat tips and the tension dragged them upwards, making her acutely aware of their state of arousal and the total exposure of her breasts.
He reached between her legs and pulled out a recessed strap from the bottom rear of the case and dragged it up through her groin.  It resembled a chastity belt strap with a chain core and a leather leash handle dangling from its end.  He clipped the tongue of a seat belt like latch into a spring lock set in the front underside of the case to hold it in place.  
The chastity cup now clamped over her shaven pussy was formed out of shiny wire mesh, guarding it but also open enough to revealing at the same time.  Then he pulled on the belts integral leash handle which hung from an eyelet set into the front of the strap just below its buckle.  Annabel shuddered as a leash chain extended out the strap after it, running from some sprung spool in the back of the case through her groin and rasping between her naked sex lips as it did so.  It locked tight when he had pulled a yard of it out of the case and he looped the handle over his hand.  She was acutely aware that a tug on it would cut the chain painfully up into her pussy, which was shamefully wet and slippery.
She had become his walking attaché case.
‘You will be a good piece of baggage, won’t you, Button?’ he said.  ‘I wouldn’t want to have to discipline you in public for not keeping to heel.’
Annabel shook her head as well as the handle clenched between her teeth allowed.
Chandler picked up his umbrella and hat and led her out of the chamber.  They passed along a corridor and through an outside door that opened onto the narrow street that ran down one side of the Exchange Building.
Annabel blinked and looked about her, realising that it was early evening.  She had lost track of time.  Then she cringed as she suddenly became aware of her public exposure.  But a jerk on her groin chain leash compelled her to follow her master as he led along to the main road.
The city was bustling as people were leaving work.  This morning she had been clothed and free and by evening she was a naked criminal slave serving her sentence as a strange man’s walking baggage.  A sudden fear overcame her that she would see somebody she knew and with her cheeks burning she lowered her eyes, focusing on Chandler’s heels as he strode along the front of her, concentrating on keeping close behind him so that her leash chain remained slack.
Of course her feelings of fear and shame were part of her punishment.  That was the idea of warrant slave service.  Her only comfort was that she was not alone in her exposure.  There were plenty of other naked female slaves in sight.  Outside London, Shackleswell had the greatest concentration of them serving in every position in society.  She supposed that they were her equals now.
Amongst the normal traffic she glimpsed girl powered car cars and bikes, with naked figures visible within their containing frames with sweating bare breasts bobbing and glossy buttocks rolling and thighs straining as they propelled their owners along in silent efficiency.  Others were being led along the pavement on leashes like herself, some bowed down with shopping.  At least there was nothing outwardly to show anybody that Annabel was a criminal.  She might have been a career slave or even a natural submissive who craved bondage and service.
Was that better or worse than what she was now?

***

A little over half an hour’s brisk walk brought them to Needlemaker’s Avenue; a tree-lined and most respectable road set in the oldest part of the city.  Once it had been part of the hive of the industry that had helped to build Shackleswell and now it was a quiet residential district.

Chandler slowed as they passed the entrance to Number 116 and for a moment Annabel thought they were going to turn into it.  It was a comfortable detached three story house with sash windows set back from the road behind an oval gravel drive.  To one side it had a garage and on the other a small single-storey annex connected to the house and built in the same style, except that there were only small high narrow windows visible in its outer walls.  A tall hedge ran down one side of the driveway right up to the far corner of this annex.  They rounded the end of this hedge and Annabel saw a high solid green wooden gate abutted it and faced the pavement.  Chandler took out a key and unlocked the gate. It opened onto a path that lay between the hedge and the tall boundary fence of the house grounds.  The path led to a small porch set in the side of the annex facing away from the main house.
As Chandler led Annabel down this pathway she realized she was completely sheltered from view both from the road, the main house or the adjacent property.  When they reach the porch Chandler took out another key and opened up a heavy door set beneath it and led her inside.
‘The original owners of this house had at this slave annex purpose-built some time past,’ he explained, hanging up his umbrella and hat on a rack of hooks set just inside the door.  ‘The idea was that slaves could be kept separate from the main house and be brought in out and used as required without interfering with its routine.  Recently I had it stocked up in anticipation of obtaining a girlpet at sometime.  I did not realize it would be today, but now I can put it to its proper use.  This is where you will be kept while you are in my possession…’
Within was a single large room with a second door set in its back wall that presumably opened onto the rear garden and a third in its side wall which must have connected to the corridor connecting it to the main house.  Set low down on this door was a wide shallow slot covered by a rubber flap.  There were more of the narrow windows around its walls but most of the illumination came from skylights set in its low pitched roof, which shone down between the exposed beams of its supporting framework.
It was all very clean, neat and purposeful.  Its walls were painted white and it had a grey rubber tiled floor. In one corner there was a wash basin and mirror, a combined toilet and bidet and a small shower stall with hot air drying posts such as they had in the preparation room of the Flesh Brokers Hall.  Next to it was a girl sized dog kennel with a barred grill door and a mat in front of it.  Set against another wall was a large store cupboard and several more TGBC cases were stacked in a corner.  Beside them was a rack of chains, straps, rods, cuffs, spanking paddles, lashes and assorted phallic stimulators.  There were also several other more complex devices of rods, beams and springs folded up against its walls.  Tethering rings were bolted to any free wall space and to the undersides of the beams across the room.  Perhaps the most innocent and least threatening of all these items was a wall-mounted television.
Chandler saw her shiver at the sight of the punishment devices and said: ‘how often I have to use them on you will depend upon your behaviour, as will the privilege of using the television in your free time.  This is where I will train you and you will serve me when I require.  I wish to keep my business and pleasure separate.  Only if and when you are properly trained and have learned to deport yourself as fits your status and position will I introduce you to my household proper.  Meanwhile everything is here for you to keep yourself clean and tidy and ready for use.’ 
She felt a brief ridiculous flicker of resentment.  It almost seemed if he was ashamed of her. Wasn’t she good enough to be seen by his household? 
He took the case off her, hanging it and her accessories on the pegs by the door, including her scrunchy so that her hair hung free, stripping her down to just her collar and wrist strap and keeping her arms bound up behind her back.  Then he drew a stool out into the middle of the room so it was positioned just in front of a round red spongy kneeling matt on the floor and sat down.  
‘If I am to own a slave pet then I want her to be clean and fresh at all times,’ he said.  ‘The basin, toilet and shower were designed to be used by a slave even if she could not operate the controls with her hands.  I want to see you use them now…’
The hand basin had articulated arms over it which held an electric toothbrush with an automatic toothpaste applicator and another arm which held a vibracomb which untangled hair with its vibrating tines.  These could be positioned by pressing the leavers rising above the sides of the basin with her elbows.  As well as ordinary taps it had a drinking fountain operated by a foot pedal. 
In its mirror she saw her part number stamped on her forehead and tried not to groan.  She took a drink of water and then used the toothbrush fitting to clean her teeth.  
Then, biting her lip, Annabel moved sideways and sat on the toilet seat.  There were more elbow operated control paddles set on either side of the low-level cistern.  Bold symbols etched on them explained their functions. Burning with shame and pretending Chandler was not watching her, she closed her eyes and emptied her bowels and bladder, and then worked the controls.  Jets of water from under the rim washed her bottom clean.  An enema tube extended up into her anus and flushed it out and then greased it automatically.  Then a douche tube emerged from the front rim of the bowl and slid up into her sore vagina, making her wince as it flushed the remains of her maidenhead, blood, juices and her master’s sperm out of her.  The cool spray of water it finished with was at least soothing.
Still under Chandler’s watchful eyes she moved to the shower and let its liquid soap sprays wash her down and then cleaned herself with the aid of its sprung arms holding sponges and brushes.  After she had been blown dry she returned to the hand basin and used its vibracomb to tidy her hair.
Then she turned to Chandler doubtfully.  To her relief he was smiling in approval.
‘You are much prettier when you are clean and fresh and your eyes are not red,’ he said.  ‘I think I may make something of you yet.’ He pointed to the red matt.  ‘Now kneel and stay.  I shall just be a few minutes…’  
She obeyed quickly.  
‘Knees wide,’ he reminded her and she shuffled her thighs further apart so she displayed her bare cleft with proper slavish brazenness.  A slave had nothing to hide from her master, she reminded herself.  He got up and left the annex by the side door, locking it behind him.
As she waited Annabel looked around at the strange devices fastened the walls, trying to make out what they were for.  She was sure she would find out soon enough.  She felt a tumble of emotions passing through her: despair, loss, fear and anticipation.  A terrible ache remained inside her far worse than her torn maidenhead.  She had lost her chance to be with Daniel.  Could they ever recover from this blow to their plans?  He still loved her.  Those were his last words.  Then she thought about her parents.  Would anybody tell them that her warrant had been purchased?  What happened if they met in town with her like this on Chandler’s leash?  Families did not usually acknowledge disgraced girls during their punishment.  Perhaps they would simply pretend they had not seen her.  Perhaps for the next three months her parents would be pretending they did not have a daughter at all...  
Chandler returned in less than five minutes. ‘I have been arranging for food to be supplied to you by my staff,’ he explained.  ‘Your first meal will be delivered shortly.  I want to see you eat it in the proper manner.’
She wondered what he meant.  She did not have to wait long to find out.  In a couple of minutes there was movement outside the communicating door to the main house and a tray was slid through the narrow slot set in its base.  On it were two metal dog bowls filled with steaming slave food.  These were bite-sized balls of compressed dried food, containing all the necessary vitamins and minerals to ensure good health, which could simply be heated and rehydrated with the addition of hot water.
‘Pull it over in front of me and eat,’ Chandler commanded.
Still on her knees she shuffled over to the tray where it lay by the door.  It had handles on every side which were large enough for her to take in her mouth.   She bent down and took hold of one side of the tray and then dragged it awkwardly back across the floor to set down in front of Chandler.  Then she knelt on the red mat again and bent over the tray and began to eat.  She had to spread knees wide and push her bottom out to remain balanced as she lent forward with her breasts hanging free and her nipples brushing the floor.  The first bowl contained something savoury and the second something sweet.  The flavours were not quite like a normal meal but not unpleasant.  The individual bite sizes were easy enough to pick up by nipping them between her teeth or using her lips.
As she ate Chandler walked round her, looking at her from all angles.  She felt like a new dog being assessed by its master. Was that the idea of eating like this?  She realized he could see right up into her exposed groin and shivered.  But she had no secrets from him now.
‘Meals will be delivered to you by this means three times a day,’ he told her.  ‘It will be your responsibility to return the tray to the delivery slot so that the dirty bowls can be removed after you have eaten.  The portions have been chosen appropriate to your weight and expected level of physical activity.  I may also allow you treats from time to time if you are good…’
You would plan the diet of a pet dog with the same concern, Annabel thought, bitterly.  But then that was what she was now.
When she had finished she dragged the tray back across to the door and pushed it through the slot where could be collected.  As she did so Chandler went to one of the devices folded against a wall and pulled it down to reveal a single width bed and mattress covered by white fitted cotton sheets and a duvet folded down and held in place by elastic cords, with an integral wedge pillow at its head end.  
‘Kneel on it with your bottom-up and head down,’ he commanded.
Trembling she clambered onto the bed and bent down, spreading her knees, lifting her bottom and laying her head on the mattress.  He pulled a strap out from under the bed bound it across her body, pulling it under her bound arms and over her back.  Two other straps looped about her ankles pulling them out wide.
Unhurriedly Chandler undressed, hanging his clothes on a hanger beside the bed.  He had a lean body with greying chest hair.  He seemed quite fit for his age.
When he was naked he stroked her up-raised haunches and fingered the soft cleft of her sex and stroked her still flushed buttock cheeks.  She tensed in anticipation, watching out of the corners of her eyes as his penis swelled and stiffened, even she felt her pussy beginning to respond to his touch by growing hot and wet.  It was so degrading and yet for what she was now perfectly normal.  Rowland had commented upon part girls’ ability to “self lubricate as if oiling their own sockets” over a century and a half ago.  She was proof that this still happened.  It was as if she wanted to be penetrated.  He scooped some of this up and rubbed it about the rim of her anus, which was already hot and slick with the internal grease the toilet-bidet had inserted.
‘I have taken your vaginal virginity and now would like to test your rear passage,’ he said.  ‘I’m aware that it has already been used but I hope it will still be pleasingly tight and inexperienced.  Will it be?’
She knew what she had to say.  ‘Yes Master. Very tight.  It was all done very quickly.  I hardly had time to be stretched much.’  Something compelled her to be honest and add: ‘the chastity belt my father made me wear had an anal plug, but it had a very narrow neck and didn’t stretch me much either.’
‘Would you like me to stretch you further?’
She gulped.  ‘Yes, Master.  I’d like you to stretch me further, Master… just as much as you want, Master.’
He knelt on the bed behind her and took up position.  She felt the head of his penis sawing back and forth through her bottom cleft to rouse it still further, and then he forced it into her tight sphincter.  For a moment it resisted and then it gave way and he slid up inside her and she whimpered once more as a living shaft of flesh filled her rear passage.  Of course it had long been established that part slave rectums could serve many useful purposes when they were linked to machines, impaled upon rods, working levers or hung on hooks making them truly part of the mechanisms.  After such exercise giving pleasure to men came quite naturally, at least to experience slaves.  She was still learning this truth.
Unhurriedly he began to pump into her, setting her rocking back and forth with each thrust while he clasped and stroked her haunches.  All she had to do was endure, she told herself.  If she closed her eyes perhaps she could imagine it was Daniel having her.  In a way she was doing this for him.  It is only blind cruel fate that had got in the way.  And he would wait for her and somehow together they would sort it out and then it really would be him inside her like Chandler was pumping away… filling her with his lust until… ahhhh!
After he pulled out of her, leaving her with a bottom up oozing with his sperm, Chandler used her toilet-bidet to clean himself up.  Then he dressed again.  Finally he freed her from the bed.
‘I will return at eight o’clock tomorrow morning,’ he told her, pointing to a clock on the wall, ‘be ready for me…’
He turned off the main room lights leaving only the soft glow of a nightlight in a wall socket for reassurance.
Slowly Annabel got off the bed, wincing slightly as she stretched her freshly violated bottom, and went to the toilet and let it flush her rectum clean.  Then she returned to the bed and used her teeth to pull the duvet up over her.  It was quite comfortable as long as she lay on her front, but she wished she could move her arms.  When would he permit her to do that again, she wondered?
Then she began to cry, not for any one particular reason but to let out all the pent-up emotion and confused thoughts in her mind.  This time she did not have to try to hide it from anybody.  So she cried until exhaustion took her and then she slept. 
And so ended Annabel’s first day as a part slave.









Chapter Five

 

A breakfast tray was slid through the slot in the door at seven fifteen, waking Annabel.  She was sore, aching, dazed and confused.  But then she remembered that her master would be calling at eight and forced herself to get out of bed.

She ate the slave food which reminded her vaguely of scrambled eggs and bacon and porridge and then cleaned herself up in anticipation.  She was just ready kneeling on the red mat when precisely at eight o’clock the door to the main house was opened and Chandler strode in, immaculately dressed in suit and hat and carrying his umbrella as he had the previous day.
She blushed as she recalled the feel of his hard penis up her bottom, but he looked her over without any sign of embarrassment and even with approval.  ‘Good.  You appear rested.  Today I want to take you out for a walk…’
He freed her wrists from the strap binding her wrists up behind her back which allowed her to bend her shoulders forward once more and lift her arms, causing her both relief and exquisite pain as she stretched and flexed her muscles. But her freedom did not last long.
He selected a glossy black TGBC attaché case from the range in the corner and opened it up and took out several items of black rubber and laid them out on the bed.  Annabel gulped she recognised their function.  But of course she had no choice.  It would simply be one more humiliation…
He pulled a pair of long black rubber gloves onto her arms.  They reached halfway up her upper arm and had no fingers or thumbs only padded balls in which her hands rested protected by hard rubber external pads with tread grips.  Once in place she could not pull them off by herself.  Then he had her bend her legs so that her heels almost touched her buttocks and pulled over them a pair of black rubber sheathes which reached halfway up her thighs and shins.  They also had padded ends in which her knees rested with tread grips.
It was impossible to straighten her legs wearing these sheathes, which had elastic tops, and she was forced down onto her hands and knees resting on their protective pads.  Her hands were completely concealed and her fingers rendered useless, while her bare feet now stuck up in the air with their soles exposed looking oddly vulnerable.  She certainly could no longer use them for walking on.  That of course was the idea…
He tied her hair back into a ponytail once more and fastened a strap bridle over her head.  It had a broad strap that passed over her mouth with a protruding rubber plug on its inside which went between her teeth.  The side straps that ran up over her crown had hollow rubber ears fitted to them which hooked over the tops of her own ears.  He pushed a matching glossy black tail set on the end of a large U-shaped sprung hook capped by a round rubber tip up into her bottom.  She felt it pinch tight inside her.  The base of the tail had a ring attached to it.
Then he fastened the empty attaché case to the hollow of her back, pulling out an expanding strap from its side that went under her body and hooked back to the other side of the case, holding it in place like a saddle.   A shorter sprung strap and hook extended from the handle of the case and fastened to the back of her bridle, pulling her head back.  Another strap extended from the bottom of the case and hooked to the ring in her new tail.  Between them the tension kept her head up and back straight.
Chandler stood back to examine her with apparent approval.
Annabel had become one variation of a rubber dog girl, reinforcing her status as his slave pet.  It was quite popular to dress natural pleasure slaves like this, who might enjoy being reduced to the level of a pseudo-animal.  In this case she was also one who served a useful purpose.  That was very much in the old Shackleswell tradition   To Annabel it only promised another level of shame and humiliation.
Chandler took a slab of grey metal that she thought must be lead from the store cupboard, wrapped it in a blanket for padding and put it in the case strapped to her back and locked it shut.  Annabel felt the weight of it pressing down on her spine. 
‘If you are to be a useful pet I want to know how much you can carry,’ he told her.  
He clipped a leash to her collar and practised walking her around the room.
She found she could move with her legs doubled back in that strange posture because of the protection and bounce the pads over her knees gave her.  The ball pads and treads inside which her hands were confined by her new gloves also helped, as did the bracing the gloves gave her elbows.  Between them it was possible to shuffle around at a reasonable speed.  There was also padding on the underside of the case strapped her back which helped spread its weight.
But she was well aware of the degrading spectacle she made.  As she rolled her hips her rubber dog tail bounced and wagged back and forth, sucking its pliant sprung plug tip in her anus.  It made it impossible to forget her aching rectum and the use to which it was last put and shamefully she began to feel a tingle in her loins and a hot slickness between her naked pussy lips.
When he was satisfied she could follow him Chandler led her out of the porch door and along the sheltered pathway to the street gate.  She felt her sense of shame returning as he opened it up and led her out into the public gaze once more.  It was a mild fine day and there were people strolling along the avenue.  Of course they had all seen girls costumed like she was, but it had never been her before.  She kept her head down, focused on Chandler’s feet as he strode along and she shuffled after him, acutely aware of the wagging of her rubber tail and the bob and sway of her freely hanging breasts.  Her big nipples had spread and swollen into erection, adding to her misery.
The fear of passing somebody she knew returned and she tried to hide her face behind the straps of her bridle.  With her mouth strapped and false dog ears surely they would not recognise her.  Nevertheless her cheeks burned in shame.
What was even worse was that despite her shame what with the bobbing of the tail and her acute exposure she continued to feel darkly aroused.   Her pussy was now dripping and its juices were running down her inner thighs.  She never felt anything quite like this before.  How could she shame herself like this?  She imagined herself leaving a trail of intimate drips from the house all the way along the pavement.  If that was not enough with every strange four-limbed stride she felt the weight of the case on her back seemingly growing greater.  Soon she was sweating and her stride had lost its initial bounce.  She was not used to carrying anything like this in such an awkward manner.
Fortunately it was only a ten minute walk along relatively quiet residential streets before they reached a small park.  Annabel felt some relief as they entered a world of trees and bushes and neat flowerbeds.   She felt less exposed here.  She saw a woman walking another dog pet, harnessed slightly differently from her in a bright red leather harness, going long on all fours on padded hands and feet with her bare bottom raised, from which a tail with a pom-pom tip protruded.  At least she had company in her humiliation.  
Chandler stopped at a bench overlooking a stretch of open grass and sat down while Annabel rested on all fours in front of him panting and glossy with sweat.  To her relief he unfastened the heavy case and took it off her back.  He also undid the strap across her mouth and pulled out its gag plug, freeing her jaws.  Gratefully she bowed her back and stretched to try to ease the ache along her spine and shoulders and hips.  Chandler watched her thoughtfully for a moment and then he opened the case and took out a rubber bone.
He unclipped her leash and then threw the bone across the grass.  ‘Fetch!’ he commanded.
Annabel shuffled as rapidly she could manage across the grass after it, feeling lighter without the weight of the case on her back but finding it hard to actually run like a dog would.  She was even more aware of her bare sweaty breasts bouncing wildly.  She reached the bone, dipped her head down to pick it up in her teeth and then hurried back to the bench.  Chandler took it from her mouth and then threw it again.  ‘Fetch!’ he commanded.
After half an hour of this game Annabel was exhausted and sweating and panting very much like a dog.  It was a perverted kind of fun, she supposed, and a natural submissive slave would have loved it, but to her it was deeply humiliating.  But then that was part of her punishment to be seen to be shamed in public.  She was an example of what might happen if you broke the law.
Chandler took the bone from her once again and asked: ‘Would you like a drink of water?’
Annabel nodded eagerly.  ‘Yes please, Master.’
He clipped her leash back on and led her along a winding path until they came to a girl dog drinking fountain in the shade of a tree.  Slave girls might be treated as dogs but they were not permitted to urinate on the grass in a public park.  On one side of the fountain was a drinking bowl set at the right height for a girl on all fours to use while on the other side lower down was a larger pan with a raised rim being regularly flushed out with water at the right height to squat over.
Annabel drank gratefully from the fountain and then Chandler said: ‘Now relieve yourself like a good dog…’
With her cheeks burning Annabel shook her head, saying: ‘But I don’t need to go, Master.’
He frowned.  ‘I gave you a command and I expect to be obeyed…’ he said sternly.
Annabel shrank in fear and quickly shuffled round to the other pan and squatted over it, spreading her bound and doubled up legs as wide she could.  She was acutely aware of her exposure once more.  Anybody could see her pee.  Of course slave girls did it all the time, but she was so new to all this.
‘I’m waiting, Button,’ Chandler said.
She could do it, she just couldn’t!  She was locked up inside
His umbrella tip smacked down across her bottom and with a yelp she emptied her bladder, her stream of hot pee hissing and splashing into the pan.  When she was empty fearfully she looked up at him and saw his clouded face.  She had displeased him.
‘We’ll go back home now,’ he told her stiffly.
With the case weighing her down once more she shuffled miserably along at his heels back along the streets the way they come.  She had a feeling he was cutting their planned morning walk short because she had not come up to his expectations. He had expected her to be fitter and to obey his commands without question.  But she had refused his order in public.  That was not how a good slave pet should behave.  What would he do to her?

***

Back in her slave annex Chandler removed her dog harness and stowed it back in its case again.  He took a pair of cuffs from the wall rack and secured her arms behind her back.  Then he snapped his fingers and pointed at the red mat.  ‘Stay there,’ he commanded. Fearfully she obeyed, kneeling down and trembling in anticipation.

He pulled out from the wall one of the folded pieces of equipment.  It extended into a waist high post with a padded top fitted with several sets of straps.  A strut hinged at the base of the post flipped outwards like the branch of a tree.  This had a padded hoop on its end fitted with straps.  The castors on which its solid square base moved could be retracted so that it settled down on hard rubber studs
‘Bend over the post with your legs pressed against its sides and rest your chin on the brace,’ he commanded.
Shivering Annabel obeyed so that the padded top pressed into her stomach and her chin rested on the padded hoop which held her body level.  Chandler bound straps around her ankles then more about her knees and thighs, squeezing them together and pulling them tight against the post. A final strap went over the small of her back.  Then he took up the straps hanging from the hoop in which her chin rested.  One went across the top of her head, holding her firmly in place.  The other went between her teeth, pulling her lips back.  
Now she was totally immobilised with her bottom presented invitingly, her neck bent back so that her head faced forward and her upper body braced level with the ground.
From the rack of punishment devices, Chandler selected a heavy rubber bladed spanking paddle.  He showed it to Annabel.  ‘You know why I am going to punish you?’ he asked.
She nodded miserably.
‘Because you did not try hard enough, because you are weak, and worse because you questioned my command in public so that I had to repeat it.  A girl in your position does not have the right to question me, as I assume you already realized.  I cannot abide ill discipline.  I hope this will teach you that lesson…’
He took up position behind her and raised his arm and brought the paddle down across her buttocks.
There was a terrific crack and smack and ripple of distorted flesh.  Annabel shrieked and bit on her gag strap, dribble running from the corners of her mouth.  The flat rubber blade did not cut her skin but its impact was so sharp and crisp that each below shook her so hard her dangling breasts jiggled, while it felt as if it was setting her bottom on fire.
Swish crack!  Again and again the paddle beat on her tender hemispheres, turning them from pink to searing scarlet.  Annabel shrieked and sobbed and writhed, straining at her straps to try to escape the terrible beating.  But the post held her perfectly immobilised.  Several times the lip of the paddle skimmed the pouting cleft of her sex, giving it crisp quick smacks as if in warning, which only added to her dismay.	
Only when she hung limp and near to fainting and dripping with tears, did Chandler cease her punishment.  He examined her blazing bottom thoughtfully and then slapped her dangling breasts to gain her attention.  ‘Have you learned your lesson?’ he asked her.
Dizzily she whimpered and nodded as well as the straps allowed.  Yes, she would never forget this lesson.  She would never question him again in public and she would try her very hardest please him.  
Apparently satisfied he put the paddle down, undid his flies and thrust his hard penis deep into her slippery cleft.  Her still tight and little used passage hurt as it was stretched but not as much as it had the first time (had that only been twenty-four hours ago?) and nothing like the pain of her beating.  Then Annabel gasped as his hips ground against her sore bottom cheeks.  It seemed that pain was impossible to escape.
But then to her amazement, as he began steadily pumped into her, the sensation of his hard shaft moving within her vagina eased the blaze in her bottom slightly.  She had not realized it worked like that.  Even though squeezing back on him painfully stretched her blazing buttocks she did so.  It was so much nicer…
‘You make a pretty dog girl, Button,’ he told her in gentler tones, ‘but you need more exercise to improve your strength and stamina and you certainly need to rid yourself of your inhibitions…’  He bent forward, resting his weight on her back and reached beneath her to clasp and squeezed her hot heavy breasts.  She gave a whimper as he pinched and tugged on her throbbing nipples.  But it was still infinitely better than another beating.  
Soon she felt his sperm blossom inside her and to her surprise felt a shudder of her own orgasm accompanying it despite her simmering bottom.
After a minute savouring the juicy warmth of her sheath and letting his passion fully drain, he pulled out of her and walked round to her head, took the gag strap out of her mouth and thrust his soiled cock between her lips.  Automatically she began to suck and lick him clean, even though she could taste her own juices on it.  Daniel had once tried to convince her that if he couldn’t have her vagina and then at least they could have oral sex, but although she knew it was a common sexual practice she had always thought privately that it was rather dirty.  After all men’s penises got into so many different places.  Now she was doing it almost without thinking.  Well it was better than being beaten again…
‘That’s right,’ Chandler said in approval, ruffling hair almost affectionately.
So hopelessly pleased she was to hear those words that she redoubled efforts and felt his shaft begin to stiffen once more.
‘You seem to respond to a firm hand,’ he said.  ‘Well that’s quite natural for the girls with sheltered upbringings.’
Gradually he thrust further into her mouth until his cockhead was sliding down her throat and she had to swallow to keep from choking.  She realized he had breached her throat in almost the same way as he had taken her maidenhead.  It was her last virginity.  The intense manly scent of him was filling her nostrils.  Then he came again.  The taste of his fresh sperm in her mouth was strange and she struggled not to choke, knowing she was expected to swallow it down.  Finally she managed it and felt an odd sense of pride in having done her duty.
Chandler lingered inside her mouth until his penis softened and then pulled it out and wiped it dry on her hair.  Then he looked at her strapped and bound body thoughtfully.  ‘What can I do to begin getting get you fitter?’ he wondered.
Leaving her bound over the whipping post he went to the store cupboard and brought out a long chain that he hooked to one of the rings set in the middle ceiling beam.  Next he laid out a circle of small rubber training mats on the floor beneath it.  Then he brought out a grapefruit sized lead ball weight with a length of chain running through a staple on its top.  He unstrapped her from whipping post and she stood up slowly and stiffly, wincing as her bottom flesh was creased.
He hung the ball and chain around her waist to that the ball hung against her groin.  She winced as the weight cut the chain into the flesh over her hips.  Then he clipped the end of the ceiling chain to the back of her collar and set her walking round the circle of mats.  The chain ground into her flesh and the ball weight bobbed and rubbed her cleft, constantly reminding her of its presence.
‘You will do this for an hour each day until I decide on a better means of exercise,’ he told her.
Annabel bit her lip but said nothing.  The weight was feeling heavier with each circuit.  And yet its rough face was rubbing against her bare cleft and beginning to tease her clitoris into erection once more.  How could she react like this?  Perhaps this was normal for a slave girl.
As he watched her walking round and round he asked: ‘have you ever had a proper job, Button?
‘No, Master,’ she said as she struggled round her little course even as she felt her pussy cleft slobbering against the belly of the bobbing, grinding ball. ‘I think my parents hoped I would marry as soon as I left school.’
‘That is traditional of course.  But you should learn about the discipline of work.  I’ve worked hard all my life.  That’s how I can afford this house and a luxury like you. You should know what that feels like.  Some job that will improve your strength and stamina while also being productive.’
‘Yes Master,’ she said with a helpless shudder.
After she made two more painful circuits Chandler suddenly said: ‘I have it! I know somebody who works in the Waste and Recycling department.  I’ll speak to him.  I’m sure something can be arranged in a day or two.  They are always looking for part-time slaves to work on their collection service.’
Annabel’s eyes widened in disbelief.  She was going to be a bin girl?









Chapter Six

 

Two weeks later what had at first seemed appalling to Annabel was rapidly becoming routine.  

She got up at five thirty, ate and washed and then put on her freshly charged chastity belt.  It was a programmable model with slim batteries built into its waistband and an electronic timer.  Not only did it have a plug which went up her rectum to ensure it could not be slid aside, but it had a metal tongue which tucked up into her vagina.  Once locked in place only a keyholder could remove it again.  Locking the belt also triggered the preset timer so the belt would punish her pussy with an increasing series of electric shocks if it was not deactivated by a keyholder within two hours.
Annabel slipped on a pair of plastic sandals and then a transparent plastic cloak and hood which gave her some protection against the elements without of course hiding anything of her naked body.  Finally she put on her mesh muzzle, very much like a dog muzzle covering her nose and mouth, which was held in place by straps that divided about her ears and locked at the back of her neck.  It also could not be removed without the proper key once it was in place.
She clipped the small medallion-like day pass disk, which had come on her breakfast tray, onto her collar ring.  The pass was stamped with today’s date and showed that she had her owners’ blessing to be out on her own.  Next to it she hung her rail travel token.
Annabel left by the back door that opened onto the private path sheltered by the tall hedge from the driveway of the main house.  This door and the gate now had sensors fitted to electronic locks that were triggered by her belt to allow her pass through them.  She took a deep breath and went out of the gate onto Needlemaker’s Avenue.
Even though she was unaccompanied she was of course still under her master’s total control and only doing so with his permission, as her pass showed.  Her collar and belt and her part number stamped on her flesh proclaimed she was slave out on her own only because her master permitted it.  Yet despite all her restraints there was no real danger of her running away.  Where would she run to?  Even if she lost her head and went back to her parents’ house they would only return her to the authorities who would take her back to Chandler.  Even in her deepest despair Annabel never contemplated doing that.  It would only compound her shame.  This was a kingdom largely built on labour of slaves who knew their position and their duty.
Nevertheless, as she walked along the road in the grey pre-dawn light of morning, she did think that it was a little strange that after taking such trouble to install her in her own fully equipped slave room and taking such a personal interest in training, Chandler was now sending out to work for hours on end.  There must have been other less public ways to exercise her if he wanted her to get fitter.  But a slave girl did not question her master’s wishes.
And so she continued on towards Needlemaker’s Halt station.
She walked with her head down not meeting the eyes of those few others she passed this early, trying to hide her face behind her hood and her muzzle.  Her groin was the only other covered part of her.  Indeed it was her most substantial piece of clothing.  Its little grille of metal just covered her naked pubic lips and gave her a fig leaf of modesty.  And to think a few weeks ago she had felt so resentful going about wearing her old belt when it been being covered by clothing and almost undetectable!  
Annabel reached the street entrance to the Needlemaker’s Halt and descended the flights of stairs to its small subterranean platform that looked out over the sets of narrow gauge rails that disappeared into low tunnels on either side.  A handful of people were waiting for the next train.  There was a tired looking ticket collector on duty who took a moments pleasure in squeezing her bare breasts as he made a point of checking her travel pass, although by now he recognised her from previous journeys.
In almost total silence, except for a slight rattle of wheels, a train appeared out of the right-hand tunnel and pulled up by the platform.  
The train was silent because it was powered by two naked women strapped down on their stomachs with their feet clamped to sets of heavy bicycle like pedals connected to an elaborate gearing system.  They were controlled by the train driver who sat just behind and above them and regulated their efforts with rods plugged into their anuses carrying spikes that could be pressed into their bare bottoms.  Sweat dripped off their dangling breasts.
And yet Annabel had seen pride on their flushed faces as the train pulled up.  It had always been a true slave girls’ dream to be a living engine on the Shackleswell Underground: the oldest slave powered railway system in the country.  Her eyes passed over their firmly rounded buttocks, strong calves and sturdy thighs.  Presumably her master would approve of their physique.
At this time of day most of the seats in the train’s half dozen small open cars were empty, with goods and mail sacks being stacked up in the rear one.  Annabel took her place on the car reserved for slaves travelling alone.  There were already five girls in it, virtually naked like she was.  A couple wore chastity belts.  Some of them she had seen before nodded to her.  She returned their nods but did not speak. Of course they were only being friendly but it was another disturbing reminder that she was already being accepted as one of them: a slave.
A whistle blew and the legs of their living engine strained to get them rolling again, steadily building up speed until they plunged into the low tunnel.

***

Twenty minutes later Annabel climbed up the steps from Pottery Street station and walked the short distance to the Mill Hill waste depot.  There was a row of rubbish trucks lined up and ready to set out on their day’s mission to keep the city clean and tidy and efficiently dispose of or recycle its waste.

She checked in at the office and hung up her cape and collected her work clothes.  These comprised a pair of thick socks and heavy work boots, gloves, safety hats and goggles.  The first time she had put then on Annabel had thought they only emphasise her nudity.  All her extremities were covered while leaving her most intimate parts exposed.  Mr Rabbet the assistant depot manager then removed her chastity belt.  He was the person her master had known when he thought of this work and had had supplied him with a duplicate key to her belt.
Always aware of the timer ticking away inside it, Annabel felt a shudder of relief as it was removed, even though it meant being handled intimately by another stranger.  She supposed that was something else she would have to get used to.  If her master willed it then she had no choice.  Presumably he trusted him not to misuse her.  Of perhaps it did not matter now her innocent had been taken.  
Rabbet fitted her with a department issue control belt of the type of all bin girls wore.  It was a tight fitting waist belt with two adjustable hooks that extended down her front and rear.  The rear larger one slid up into her anus while the front one hooked into the mouth of her vagina but did not fill it.  Its purpose was not to prevent her penetration but to hold a clip projecting from the underside of its shaft which pinched about her clitoris.
When it was secure Rabbet pressed the test button and Annabel squirmed and shuddered appropriately.
She went back outside to find Truck Fifteen and lined up next to Pin 398, Screw 925 and Rivet 431 who comprise the rest of its naked bin crew.  They were clad exactly like her with their nipples standing up hard in the cool morning air.
The burly form of their regular driver Harry Brace appeared grinning at the parade of bare flesh that awaited him.  He looked them over and then said in a mock parade ground voice: ‘A…bout face! Pre…sent bums!’
Obediently they turned around and bent over and offered their bottoms to him.  He went along the line of them giving each cheek a token slap and asking its owner: ‘Are you going to work hard today?  And she replied: ‘Yes Sir, I will work hard.’
Then he went back down the line slapping plastic stickers on their bottom cheeks which displayed the interlocking arrows of recycling symbols.  Then he said:  ‘Stand straight… A…bout face…Pre…sent tits!’
They turned and faced him once more with their bare breasts thrust out and he applied another set of stickers to the upper slopes, bearing phrases such as: Don’t throw it away, use it another the day, and Waste not, Want not.
Annabel knew that Rowland would have approved their sentiments and also their means of display.
When they were ready Harry called out: ‘Mount…up!’ and he clambered into the cab.
The girls paired off and went round to the sides of the lorry and clambered up into their niches.  These were little half cage compartments just large enough to stand upright in with grab handles for them to hold to brace themselves.  They shuffled their feet out to the bottom corners of the cages and tucked them in behind bracing brackets.  Rubber sheathed rods expanded automatically from the rear of the cages and slid up into their bottoms, locking them in place.  
The big engine started up and the truck pulled out of the depot gate with the bare bodies of its bin girls prominently on display on each side promoting the civic virtues of tidiness and recycling.

***

The work was simple enough.  

They arrived at a street and the impaling plugs pulled out of their rears so they could clamber down from the lorry, which then made its way along in a series of stops and starts while they spread out on each side and gathered up the wheelie bins already set out for collection.  They wheeled them over to the lorry, slotted them into the lift at the back, slapped a button and it carried them up and over and dumped their contents into the hopper for compressing. Then it lowered the empty bins back down for them to return to their respective owners.
At first Annabel had been acutely conscious of her very public exposure often on busy streets as she ran the bins back and forth, especially with her buttocks and bouncing breasts adorned with advice stickers which made her doubly conscious of their exposure and inevitably caused her nipples to stand up.  And did everybody who saw her know how the control hooks dug into her cleft and buttocks worked?  She imagined so. If she encountered anybody who knew her she hoped her goggles and hat would hide her identity.  If they didn’t… well, they would just have to stare at her.  
But the pace of the work soon left no time for such concerns.  It was relentless and physical which Annabel soon realized was fulfilling Chandler’s wishes that she be toughened up while serving a useful purpose.  She was on her feet for seven hours straight with one short rest break, hauling sometimes heavy bins back and forth, often running to keep up with the truck as it moved on.
If any of them slacked they got a sharp warning prick in their bottoms or clitorises from Harry who had the radio control unit for their belts with him in the cab.  If they were doing well he rewarded them with a gentler encouraging buzzing tingle in their vulvas.
When they reached the end it was back on the truck and their impaling cages to move onto the next street.

***

During their rest break Harry tried to find a lay-by or a park with a grassy spot where they could lie down.  Water and liquidised slave food could be taken through straws which could pass through the mesh of her muzzle.  If they needed to relieve themselves during their break there was a flip down slave pee pan built into the side of the truck next a tiny flip washbasin.  As first Annabel was too embarrassed use it but then she saw the other girls do so without any show of embarrassment.  And she remembered her lesson in the park with Chandler and told herself to choose comfort over pride.  People passing glanced at them peeing in public, but it was something slave girls were permitted to do, she reminded herself.  They had no choice like slave pet dog girls.  It was only natural.

*      *      *

At the end of the day Annabel changed back into her cape and regular chastity belt and retraced her journey back to Needlemaker’s Avenue and her slave room.  
Here Chandler asked her about her day with apparent genuine interest as he watched her flush herself clean inside and then wash the external dirt and dust of her labours off in the shower.  When she was shampooed and combed and soap-scented and dry he examined her carefully, testing for any improvement in the tone of her muscles.  Then he secured her to her bed face up or face down and penetrated her by whatever orifice he chose.  And after a day’s stimulation from her clit control belt without relief she found herself responding to him with helpless passion.  
However sometimes she was so exhausted that she fell asleep while he was still inside her.  After the money he had spent on buying a pleasure slave she thought he would punish her for such lapses, but he was unusually forgiving.
‘You’ve done a worthwhile day’s work and improved your mind and body so now you have earned your rest,’ he told her. ‘I can still enjoy you asleep or awake…’
And he did.
On her first Sunday off he took for a walk in the park in her dog costume.  And she peed in the fountain pan without hesitation and ran after her rubber bone with fresh energy.  This was nothing compared to hauling wheelie bins all day long.

***

And then came the day when her routine was interrupted in the most unexpected manner.

They had stopped for their mid-daybreak and were sprawled on a grassy verge.  Annabel was lying on her back in the sun with her legs wide not caring that she was showing her groin off but just pleased to be easing her spine and aching legs. Then she became aware of a man wearing a hat pulled well done over his face slyly approaching the cab in which Harry sat reading his newspaper.  There was a brief exchange between them and a few gestures in the direction of the bin girls laid out on the grass.  Then she felt her clit clamp stinging her and looked up to see Harry crooking a finger at her.  She sprang up and obediently trotted over to the cab.  Only then did she see the face of the man standing beside it.
It was Daniel!
As her head spun dizzily she heard Harry say, as he tucked a fold of twenty pound notes into his pocket: ‘You’ve got twenty five minutes with her. Don’t leave any marks that show…’
Daniel took her by the arm and led her away along the road until they reached a white van bearing his family company logo parked by the curb.  He opened up the back and thrust her inside and followed after her, closing the doors behind him.  There was an old mattress on the floor and tethering rings and straps fitted to its walls.
With a sob Annabel fell into his arms rubbing against him frantically, wishing she was not muzzled so she could kiss him properly, and he hugged her in return.  Then he pushed her backwards onto the mattress and yanked her legs apart and began tying her ankles to the tethers dangling from the sides of the van.  
She did not resist but gaped at him in confusion.  ‘D… Daniel… what are you’re doing?’
‘Getting ready to screw you of course!’ he said with barely contained lust.  ‘Like I would have done weeks ago if our plan had worked and you’d become my slave not his…’ He flicked the head of the hook of her clitoral controller tugging on the mouth of her vagina.  ‘I don’t think this is going to stop me…’  
She groaned and felt her nipples stand up hard and her pussy beginning to wet.
He finished on her ankles and straddled her chest, stretching her arms out so he could tie her wrists to the van sides as well.
She was overwhelmed to see him and felt her heart thudding fiercely, but for some reason practical questions were bubbling up in her mind.  ‘What about your car?’
‘What?  Oh… still being repaired,’ he grunted, ‘anyway we couldn’t do this in the back seat of that…’
Now he had her secured spread-eagled.  He looked down at her in delight and squeezed her breasts.  ‘I never knew your nips could get that big.  You smell terrible but you look amazing,’ he declared.  Then he hunched over and began pulling his trousers down.
‘B…but how did you find me?’  Annabel asked.
‘Somebody said they thought they’d seen you working as a bin girl.  I checked up and found what route you were on.  I told your driver I always thought bin girls were sexy dressed in those hard hats and big boots and gloves and how much would it cost to screw one… I thought if he could have given them why can’t I?’
His trousers were down around his ankles and his hard young cockshaft was standing up like a flag pole.
Daniel threw himself on top of her, grasping and squeezing and twisting her breasts until she yelped.  His hard shaft rammed up into her dripping vagina as he filled her to the hilt, stretching her sheath even further than Chandler’s penis had done.  For a frantic minute he rode her hard, pounding her down into the mattress.  And then with a feral gasp he spent inside her and she felt his hot sperm filling her frantically clenching passageway.  Then he slumped down on top of her panting in satisfaction, squashing her breasts and driving the breath from her.
But beneath him Annabel squirmed and moaned in frustration.  After all this time and her nights spent longing for him, he had been too quick for her.
Daniel stirred and lifted himself up on his elbows and grinned foolishly at her.
‘Please… finish me off!’ she begged.
‘All right… give me a minute to get it up again…’
She was jerking her hips and squeezing on him trying to push herself over the brink.
He laughed at her efforts and slapped her hot breasts as they jiggled and rolled desperately.  She rolled her eyes up and moaned in delight.  Looking surprised he did it again, pinching and twisting on her hard nipples for good measure.
That cruel thrill of pain did the job.  She gasped and bucked her hips under him and then sagged back limply.  Oh… that had been so good…
When she could focus her eyes again she saw Daniel was looking down at her in wonder.  ‘Now I know what I’ve been missing because of that bloody car crash!’ he exclaimed. ‘I never imagined you could be such a hot pain slut.’
The crudity of his words stung her, even though she knew there was some truth in them.  She was far less inhibited now.  But then she had been given no choice.  ‘I think it’s because of how he’s been treating me… the things he’s used on me…’  She waited for a moment expectantly but Daniel was still looking at her in wonder.  She prompted: ‘You haven’t asked me how I’ve been.  Serving as a slave I mean.’
‘What, with that old man?’
‘He’s not that old,’ she said in fairness.
‘So… is he treating you okay?’
‘Well… his is a bit strict, but he’s not bad.’  
‘What would he think seeing you in here with me now, eh?’
For a moment Annabel felt a pang of concern.  What would her master say when she got back to Needlemakers and he asked how her day had gone?  She could not tell him about this.  But could she lie to his face?
Daniel’s penis was stiffening again and he grinned in fresh anticipation.  ‘I think I can manage another go.  And now I know the way you like it…’
There were some spare straps and a toolbox lying beside the mattress.  He bound the straps tight about the roots of her breasts, making them stand up like pink balloons. She whimpered but did not protest.  Then he found a pair of small G-clamps in the tool box and screwed them about her throbbing nipples until she gasped in pain.  Surely this was wrong.  There was no need for this with Daniel.  And yet even as she did so she felt a fresh surge of lubrication seeping from her sex lips.
Daniel slapped her taut breasts, making them bounce and setting the G-clamps slithering back and forth across them, twisting and yanking agonisingly on her nipples.
She shrieked and sobbed, her cries ringing back from the walls of the van, and yet she felt a terrible desire for more growing inside her.  Was it wrong feel like this?  It didn’t matter.  This was Daniel and all she wanted to do was please him.  She could not deny him the pleasure she had already given Chandler.
He began to ride her again, ramming his shaft hard up into her with bruising force, grinding his chest over clamped nipples, digging the hard metal clamps into her fleshy globes so that she wailed and sobbed and dripped with tears.  Yet her hips rose against him even harder to meet his thrusts.
She strained for the perfect climax, jerking on the straps that bound her to the walls of the van.  Surely this meeting and their frantic lust was just an expression of their love: the proof that it would endure through her slave service.  And then afterwards… afterwards…
But all thoughts of the future were wiped away as Annabel’s loins seemed to burst and a startling bolt of pure joy surged up through her and exploded in her mind and she fainted dead away.
 









Chapter Seven

 

By the time Annabel returned to Needlemaker’s Avenue that evening distinct bruises were showing on both her nipples from where Daniel had pinched them with the G-clamps. Realizing Chandler would be bound to notice them she had prepared an excuse.

‘I was clumsy and I let a bin lid drop down on them, Master,’ she said as she stood naked before him on the red mat in the slave annex with her hands clasped behind her neck as he examined her purple and tender teats.
She tried to look and sound innocent, but it was hard to lie when he was clasping both her breasts in his hands while looking at her intently in the face.  She was shamefully conscious of how engorged her nipples had become while responding to is touch, pressing hard into his palms.  Their bruising only made her even more acutely aware of their swollen, pulsating state.  After a moment her eyes shied away from his penetrating gaze.
‘You can have no secrets from me, Button,’ he told her.  ‘While I hold your warrant I’m responsible for your well-being.  If there have been any problems at the work I arranged for you then I must know about them.  I will not punish you for telling me the truth, only for telling lies…’ 
‘T… that is the truth, M… Master,’ Annabel stammered.
Chandler looked sternly and then squeezed her breasts harder and pinched and twisted her aching nipples until she yelped in pain.  But it was that confusing kind of pain that was at the same time also almost pleasurable, bringing back the image of Daniel screwing the G-clamps onto her nipples with a shudder.
Observing the mingled moan and whimper she gave and the rolling of her eyes, Chandler commented:  ‘Your accident seems to have made your teats even more sensitive and responsive.  They really are quite magnificent when they are full; being so richly coloured and sharply defined.  Perhaps I’ve been neglecting them.  If so I will put that right shortly.  But at this moment I think they are being more honest than your lips.  These bruises are centred on the sides of your nipples.  If you had dropped a bin lid down on them then I would have expected them to be most heavily damaged at the top and bottom.’
Daniel had screwed the G-clamps onto her nipples so that they pressed into their sides, so that the screw tails of the clamps had hung down over the outer sides of her breasts, stretching them sideways as they did so.  Chandler was too clever to be fooled by her story, but she dared not tell him the truth.  So she clamped her lip shut and shook her head, trying to hold back her tears.
‘Then you leave me no choice,’ Chandler said with disappointment.  ‘If you will not volunteer the truth then I must extract it from you by other means…’
He went to one of the pieces of equipment folded up against a wall and rolled it out into the middle of the room.  It was a compact assembly of square section tubular metal struts that expanded out and up to form an open vertical frame a little larger than a door frame, mounted on a low sturdy base with bracing pads that could be screwed down to steady it.  There was a vertical expanding rod rising up from its base capped by a rubber dildo, and the inside of the frame was fitted with tethering rings, cuffs and dangling elastic cords with hooks and spring clips on their ends.  Annabel snivelled at the sight of it.
Chandler snapped his fingers and pointed and miserably Annabel stepped up into the frame and spread her arms and legs out to its corners.  He buckled the restraining cuffs about her wrists and ankles.  Then he expanded the vertical rod that now rose up between her splayed legs, forcing rubber dildo up into her rectum until she was securely impaled upon it.  He gathered her hair together in a twisted bunch on top of her head and pinched the hank between the jaws of two of the spring clips that dangled from the top of the frame, the tension pulling her head upright.  From the frame side posts he pulled across a pair of large rubber hooks and dug them into the corners of her mouth between her back teeth, opening her jaws wide and stretching her lips back.
He stooped and pulled a pair of spring clamps across from the side posts and fastened them to the lips of her labia, stretching her pussy cleft wide to expose it pink wet interior.  Despite her fear and the pain of the metal teeth biting into her most sensitive flesh, Annabel felt her loins tingle and her vulva pulsing and growing hot and slippery.
Finally he attended to her nipples which were aching and throbbing in fearful anticipation.  He pulled over more elastic cords from the side posts at breast height and fastened small clips to the highly sensitive outer rims her big aureoles, pulling them outwards.  Then he drew cords across from above and below her breasts, stretching them across her chest to pinch about the inner rims of her nipples from the other direction, pulling them back the other away.  Soon a web of cords crisscrossed her chest above and below her breasts, all centred on her nipples. 
Annabel whimpered and moaned and dribbled from the corners of her hooked mouth as the little teeth bit into her sensitive disks of red brown flesh, tugging and stretching them wider than nature intended until their nipple crowns stood up in little throbbing towers from the middle of taut halos of flesh as tight as drum skins.
Chandler stood back to admire his handiwork.  Then he went to the wall rack and selected an electric spanking paddle.  It black rubber blade was studded with shiny electric contacts.  He stroked it across her trembling buttocks and then her palpitating stomach.  He drew its edge up through the gaping gash of her sex mouth and then rubbed its now wet blade over her painfully displayed nipples.  Annabel shuddered and squirmed in shame and misery and stomach-churning fear, even as a filament of lustful passion seemed to be flowing up from her loins through her body and into her throbbing nipples.
‘This is your last chance, Button,’ Chandler warned her, circling around behind her again.
But Annabel was consumed by a dread that if she admitted what had happened Chandler would think she had betrayed him and be truly angry and somehow he would make Daniel suffer.  She could not let that happen.  She had to stay silent…
The electric paddle blade swished through the air and smacked against her buttocks.  The impact was crisp and stinging reinforced by a dozen electric needles of pain that drove into her in its wake.  Annabel screamed through her stretched lips, biting down on the hooks wedged between her teeth.  Her buttocks clenched in response, jerking their hips forward and grinding the dildo within her rectum.  This reflex convulsion tugged on the elastic cords pinched to her labia and nipples, stretching them wider and multiplying her pain.  There came a second swishing crackle and smack behind her as Chandler beat her bottom again and again she screamed and sobbed and quivered in her web of bonds.
After half a dozen blows that had turned her buttocks a glowing crimson even as they burned and tingled and throbbed, Chandler came round to stand in front of her once more.   By now Annabel’s face was flushed, her eyes were red and wild, and her cheeks were streaked by tears which had fallen off her chin along with the spittle from her distended mouth onto the trembling upper slopes of her clip-stretched breasts.
‘You look very lovely when you suffer,’ he told her, as if both in regret and approval,’ but I wish it was for a better reason than this…’ He swiped the electric paddle up between her legs fall into the peeled back and exposed mouth of her vulva: once, twice, thrice…  
The wet smacking it made and then the electric stabbing spikes of pain that it sent coursing through her made her scream and buck and twist against her bonds; adding to her pain.  Each blow made her anal ring clench about the dildo that penetrated it, as if sucking on it for comfort.   This only added to the terrible pressure of fear inside her.  Something had to give!  And it did… 
Her bladder cut loose and a shameful stream of glistening hot pee spurted cleanly out of the tight mouth of her urethra unhindered this time by her clipped and gaping stinging flesh lips and splattered across the rubber floor.
Chandler stepped aside and let her disgrace herself before him.  Then when the flow ceased he stepped forward and stroked the by now sopping wet paddle blade across her nipples.
Annabel shuddered and squirmed in a paroxysm of horror as she read his intent in his eyes.  If she didn’t speak he would beat her nipples.  But she couldn’t speak.  She thought she was going to be sick with anguish.  And yet also within her she felt a growing secret burning curiosity as to what it would feel like.  Her nipples had never been treated like this.  It was even worse than what Daniel had done to them.  They seemed so incredibly big and hot.  She was acutely aware of every teardrop and globule of saliva that had fallen from her eyes and mouth as they trickled down over the upper slopes of her breasts and rolled across them.  If that was what teardrops felt like, then what would a beating by an electric paddle?  The very thought sent a fresh surge of hot juices through her stinging, throbbing pussy.  She could not actually want this… could she?
Somehow Chandler seemed to read her inner fear and confusion at her responses.   He rubbed the wet paddle blade across her lips so that she could smell her own juices smeared across it.
‘You are conflicted, aren’t you?  You feel an urge to explore the darkest depths of these sensations.  That is not surprising.  It’s not just social pressure to conform and accept that pain and restraint are natural to you that you are experiencing.  Since Rowland’s time there have been six generations of Shackleswell women who have included more of those selectively chosen for their beauty and submissive instincts.  Those same urges are becoming more common in women across the Kingdom.  They are beginning to crave iron in their lives and all the certainty that brings.   But that certainty comes at a price…’
And he drew back his arm and swiped the paddle across the helpless targets of her pinched and stretched nipples.
The pain was exquisite!  Annabel felt the hard domes of her nipples being beaten down into the soft resilient mounds of her breasts, which flattened in heavy liquid ripples under the impact.  Then the electric needles stabbed through them like tiny road drills and her back arched and she screamed.
Twice more the terrible paddle smacked across her breasts until they throbbed so hotly filled with electric fire and red heat that she thought they would burst.  It was too much to take in!  It was overwhelming and appalling and everything that she wanted.  It was simply… orgasmic!
With a sob Annabel felt the dam of lust which had been gathering and simmering in her loins burst.  Its seething wave tore through her body and filled her brain with the joy of it even as its physical manifestation erupted from her depths and sprayed out unchecked from the mouth of her vagina between her wide-stretched labia.  And then she fainted.

***

The next thing she knew Chandler was slapping her cheeks to bring her round.  She felt dizzy and detached, slightly drunk on the afterglow of her orgasm.  Her nipples ached…

‘How did your nipples really come to be bruised like that?’ he demanded.
It was her master’s voice: the man who had just demonstrated his absolute power over her.  Any slight will to resist him had been washed away with the tide of her orgasm.  All she could do now was to speak the truth…
‘Daniel… Daniel Reamerson… my boyfriend.  He bribed the bin lorry driver for half an hour with me in the back of his van,’ Annabel choked out. ‘He tied me up and used clamps on my nipples… he said that was what he would have done to me if he bought by warrant.  He said I should expect that kind of thing now… that I liked being handled roughly… and… I did…’
‘Did you climax?’
She bit her lip.  ‘Y…yes, Master,’ she admitted fearfully, trying to shrink back from him in her web of chains and elastic cords.
But instead of punishing her he asked simply: ‘And why would you think I would find that wrong or be angry with you?’
‘I… I don’t know, Master,’ she admitted, now feeling horribly confused.
‘It’s perfectly natural for a young healthy slave girl to respond to a man using her with masterful purpose and intimate stimulation.  Especially one she feels affection for.’
‘Yes, Master.’  
‘And what did the driver do after Daniel had his fun with you?’
‘He w…washed me out and told me to say nothing about it to his boss.  The b… bruises weren’t showing on my nipples then… the driver had said not to leave any marks on me…’
‘And why did you not tell me any of this when I asked you?’
Annabel blinked at him.  ‘I… I thought you might make trouble for Daniel or you might p… punish me for going with him.’
‘Why?’  Chandler asked simply.
‘B… because I b… belong to you, Master.  You have the r… right to use me… Daniel doesn’t.’
‘Correct.   You do belong to me and I have the right to use you as I see fit.  Of course the driver should not have taken that bribe to hire out the use of your body without my permission, but it is my responsibility to sort that out.  In the same way it is my responsibility to decide what action to take with regard to young Reamerson.  You were in no position to resist him, were you?’
‘No, Master.’
‘Had I given you any instructions to refuse him if you met him?’
‘No, Master.’
‘Then you did nothing wrong.  Your only duty was to tell me about it afterwards when I asked you.  That is when you failed me.  First you lied and then you refused to tell the truth.  And that is the only reason I punished you.’
Annabel felt a fresh wave of guilt closing in about her.  Chandler had been strict but perfectly fair with her.  Why had she not told him the truth?  Was it simply the fact that Daniel had used her without permission… or that she had responded to him with such embarrassing passion?  Had that seemed like disloyalty to Chandler, who for better or worse was her legal master?
‘I’m sorry, Master,’ she choked out.  Then she asked fearfully: ‘Please, Master will Daniel get into trouble?’
‘I will not complain about him using you without my permission this time, if that’s what you mean.  Of course I can’t answer for any trouble his own foolish actions bring upon him in the future.’
‘Thank you, Master,’ she gasped.
He stroked her hot cheek.  ‘And in future you will tell me the absolute truth, you understand?  You must be a trustworthy possession and accept that I know what is best for you.’
And for a moment that seemed such an obvious and sensible way to live that she replied happily: ‘Yes, Master.’
‘To ensure you do not forget this lesson, you will stay like this all night.  I will feed you myself when your meal this delivered.  The anal plug will ensure you do not empty your bowels and as to your liquid wastes… I’m sure something could be arranged.’ 
She gulped in dismay, but said only: ‘Yes Master.’
He ran his hands down the rest of her beaten, splayed, impaled and stretched body.  ‘But before then, since you look extremely desirable like this, I’m going to exercise my right as your legal master…’
He undressed and then embraced her and kissed her stretched lips and clipped nipples and drove his hard shaft up into her gaping pussy.  With her rectum plugged it felt twice as big as before.  And she found herself responding to him with gratitude and helpless passion until a second orgasm tore through her stretched body and she writhed so fiercely that the restraining frame shook.

***

It was night and dark in the slave annex, except for the gentle radiance of the safety light.  Illuminated by its glow Annabel stood within her frame splayed wide, impaled and helpless.  Not long ago she might have imagined it was impossible sleep like this, but after her day on the bins and her punishment ordeal, followed by two intense orgasms, she found that it was possible to snatch brief catnaps before waking again with a start as the pinching and stretching of her intimate hooks and clamps roused her.

Strictly speaking she was still being punished of course. 
A small plastic bucket hung beneath her legs so that its rim pressed up against her gaping vulva.  It was suspended by two lengths of chain with spring clips on each end.  One connected her right nipple to her right inner labia and the other connected her left nipple and labia.  The slack of the chain passed under the handle of the bucket.  
When she could hold her urine in no longer (and Chandler had made sure she had taken a good long a drink before leaving her earlier) it gushed out of her into the bucket and she moaned as the extra weight tugged down on her tender flesh.  The flesh petals of her inner labia were dragged downwards right angles to the stretching of her outer labia by the cords connecting them to the side posts of her restraining frame, while the clips fastened to her nipple crowns dragged them downwards against the stretching of the rims of her areolas, which were pulling them out sideways. 
If she was very still then the pain of all those small metal teeth biting onto her tender flesh slowly dulled and faded.  But if she gave an involuntary flinch or even took a sudden deep breath it rekindled it again.  
As the hours dragged by in this uncomfortable manner she found herself doing a lot of thinking.
Gradually she came to the inescapable conclusion that she deserved to suffer.  She had let her master down.  No matter that he was just the man who happened to buy warrant, no matter even that he was not Daniel.  At least she could serve out her punishment honestly and be a good slave to him.  Of course she had no choice but to obey him, but at least she could do so with, well, pride.  
Was “pride” the right word?  Not pride in having committed a criminal act or in being a slave, but pride in pleasing her master. 
Yes, she realized that she did want to please him.
He was not Daniel, in fact he was almost the total opposite of Daniel, but he had an air of steadiness and reliability that right now was very reassuring.  And he was quite good looking in an old fashioned way.  And he had a nice smile...
And she admitted in a secret corner of her mind, quite a nice hard manhood.  
What a thing to think of!  But she was a sex slave now and that was the kind of thing they must think of, wasn’t it? Admittedly she did not have a wide rage of experience with men’s penises but she knew they were meant to be hard but with soft heads and long enough to go in all the way and thick enough to stretch a bit, and after having his up inside every orifice she possessed she knew it was all of those things.
He would always be the first man to have done that to her.   
Did the memory of him inside her account for the fact that in the near darkness despite the pain in her clamped nipples they remained hard and swollen and her grotesquely stretched and gaping pussy seeped with juices quite apart from the discharge of her urine, adding a few drops to her burden?  Was that her reward in the traditional Irontown way: the merging of opposites in a strange harmony?  Pain and pleasure… iron and flesh… her and Howard Chandler?








Chapter Eight

 

A week later Annabel finished her service as a bin girl.

Instead of going to work that morning she stood on the red matt in the slave annex while Chandler examined her carefully; prodding her stomach and pinching and squeezing her thighs, calves and biceps.  She found herself shivering at its touch, not because it was unfamiliar to her by now, but because she found herself desperately wanting to please him.
When he was done he declared: ‘the tone of your major muscles has certainly improved and your stomach has tightened.  Your posture has also changed.  You are holding yourself better.  You’re looking proud and more self-confident.  That’s all as it should be for a girl who has done some honest work serving a useful purpose…’
She tingled with pride at his approval.  She also felt relief because she had served her time as a bin girl without anybody she knew recognising her while on the streets.  That had boosted her hopes. I can do this, she thought.  I can survive my punishment and then I’ll try to make it up to my parents again and then I’ll find some way of being with Daniel.  I just have to be a humble slave and please my master for two months more…
But her brief glow of hope and optimism was swiftly punctured by her master’s next words.
‘Now I want you to learn more of the discipline of bondage and baggage,’ he told her.  ‘Therefore I have arranged for you to serve as a demonstration model in the TGABC store in the Stonemill Centre.’
He wanted her to be a demonstration model in a baggage girl shop?  But that was where people she knew might see her!  Her safety goggles and muzzle had helped her get through her bin girl service without being recognised on the street, but up close in a shop was another thing, quite apart from the humiliation it would bring.  Why couldn’t he keep her here? Annabel’s mouth opened to protest.  Then she saw Chandler raise an eyebrow.  Instead she lowered her head meekly and asked: ‘For how long, Master?’
‘A week… perhaps longer.  We’ll see…’
She bit her lip.  ‘As you wish, Master…’

***

By nine thirty Annabel and Chandler were standing in front of the TGABC store display window in Shackleswell’s sprawling Stonemill Shopping Centre.  

On display were holdalls, trunks, briefcases, handbags, suitcases, and camping backpacks.  Some had curious openings in their sides, extra straps, unfolding wheels and expanding handles while others included powered extras such as miniature cameras and electric control devices.  There were utility models and luxury models, but all were designed in some way to be harnessed to, be worn by or to enclose a slave girl.
There were three naked demo models in the window at the moment, two of them walking up and down and the other on a slowly rotating stand.  One of them wore an expanding attaché case very much like the one in which Annabel herself was contained.  The window also displayed two of the company’s best-known slogans: Let the baggage bring your baggage and: Perfect baggage carries itself
Annabel gazed at all this with deepening misery before Chandler led her inside the shop.
Within half a minute of Chandler speaking to an assistant they were ushered into the office of the store manager himself, a Mr Crane, who clearly knew Chandler personally.  ‘It’s a pleasure to see you again, Sir,’ he said effusively.
The room was decorated with pictures of girls of all sorts in bondage cases of every type.   Wherever she looked Annabel seemed to see naked limbs, breasts and bottoms protruding from leather, plastic and metal and groins cut through by chastity straps and naked sex lips imprisoned behind little grilles.  There were also samples of its merchandise set out on display tables.  She gave a shudder even as her own divided and cupped pussy began to weep in sympathy.
Chandler took Annabel out of her case and stripped everything off her until she was wearing only her collar.  Chandler snapped his fingers and obediently she went into her splayed pose with her legs spread and her hands clasped behind her neck.  Crane examined with a practised eye and gave his approval.  ‘Yes, she has a distinct quality and individuality, doesn’t she?  Innocence with an impression of character and breeding.  And her nipples are certainly notable and expressive.  You have a fine eye for girl flesh, Mr Chandler.  I’m sure she’ll make an ideal demonstration model.’
‘She is still learning a proper degree of obedience and may need guidance,’ Chandler explained.  ‘Don’t hesitate to discipline her in any way you see fit.’
Annabel shivered.
‘Do you want her to be kept in the window just for show or could she serve as a test model as well?’ Crane asked.
‘Use her in anyway that seems best,’ Chandler replied.  ‘Treat her as you would another model.’  He handed over a package he had taken out of her case when he had removed her from it: ‘Here is her travel cape, underground token, day pass and chastity belt with key.  I’ll expect her back by seven…’
Then he left Annabel alone with her new boss in her new workplace.
Crane walked around her thoughtfully for a minute, and then he said: ‘Well, Button, the usual procedure is for me to give a new demo girl an introduction to our merchandise with a light paddling and then…’ She saw the bulge of an erection already showing in his trousers.  He hesitated.  ‘I know Mr Chandler said I was to treat you like any other girl, however, as you are obviously a favourite of his…’
For a brief moment the idea of being Chandler’s favourite excited her.  She also wondered once again what influence Chandler had to make Crane so deferential.   He must be a very special customer: so special that Crane was ready to give her preferential treatment.  Then she realized what she had to say.
‘You must treat exactly like any other girl, Sir, just like Mr Chandler asked you.’
To do anything else would be deceitful and she would not lie to Chandler again.  If he asked her tonight about her day, she would have to admit Crane went easy on her.  But there was also another reason.  Fearful at being recognized when she was put on display, the only disguise she could hope for was by being totally unexceptional and losing herself amongst the shop’s other model slaves.  
‘Very well then,’ Crane said with a smile.  ‘Bring that black case over here…’ Crane said, pointing to a black suitcase with metal reinforced corners and riveted straps set on a stand in one corner of the room.   
Obediently, Annabel took up the case and brought it back to him.
‘Now with the side with the rubber pads in its corners facing away from you, twist and press the left side catch…’ he told her.
Annabel did so and four legs extended and unfolded from the side of the case and locked shut.  They looked quite sturdy and each had two sets of straps bolted to their sides.
‘Set it down…’ She did so.  The case had become a small table.  ‘Now bend over it and place your wrists and ankles against the straps,’ he commanded.  She obeyed.  Her head, shoulders and breasts overhung one side of the case while her bottom overhung the other.  She pressed her limbs against the case legs.
Crane bound the straps about her wrists and ankles and upper arms and knees, pulling them tight against the case legs and holding her firmly in position.  Once she was secured he ran a hand over her jutting bottom and patted it with approval.  Now she was the captive of a total stranger… but at least he was a man her master seemed to trust.  A shiver coursed through her and she felt her naked pussy beginning to grow hot and slippery and fill with anticipation.
Crane pulled at the side of the case and a drawer slid out fitted with neat padded recesses in which sat an assortment of punishment and restraint devices.  ‘Our portable chastisement table,’ he said, selecting a spanking paddle.  He stroked it across her trembling buttock cheeks.  ‘These really are most spankable,’ he commented.  Then he drew his arm back and swiped it hard across them with a crisp smack, making her soft flesh shiver.  She yelped as she felt a familiar burning pain filling her bottom.  Instinctively she tugged at the straps binding of the table, but they held fast.
‘The Girlcase and Baggage Company produces the finest bondage and slave utility luggage in the country,’ Crane said, smacking her again.  ‘What does it do?’
‘It… it produces the f…finest bondage and slave utility luggage in the c… country…’ Annabel sobbed.
Swish, crack!  Her bottom was blazing and her eyes were filling with tears.  
‘You should feel honoured to display its merchandise,’ Crane said over another swish and crack, ‘what should you feel?’
‘H… honoured display its merchandise!’  Annabel choked.
Swish crack!   That blow went up between her trembling buttocks and smacked into the naked lips of her sex mouth, making her scream.  
‘You will please every customer who wishes to try our products out on you, what will you do?’
‘I… I will please every customer who wishes to try our products out on me…’ She shrieked.
Swish, crack!  ‘And don’t you forget it!’
Annabel lay sobbing over the little table feeling bottom must be on fire.  Yet by a strange contrast her swollen pussy was dripping freely just below it.  What she would not give for little of that fluid to be sprinkled on her burning cheeks to put the fire out!  
Crane put the spanking paddle down and then massaged her blazing cheeks, making her shudder afresh.  Then she felt the head of his penis sliding between them.  He rammed his shaft up her sodden dripping pussy cleft deep inside her.  Then he began to thrust steadily, making the folding legs of the chastisement case creak slightly.  Every rasp of his trousers against her blazing buttocks hurt.  Desperately she squeezed tight about his pumping shaft and that seemed to take her mind off her hurt.  And the tighter she squeezed the better she felt.
‘You’re a Girlcase girl now…’ Crane grunted.
‘I’m a Girlcase girl now…’ she gasped back.
The heat from her spanking seemed to have gathered in her loins and she felt them seething and bubbling and filling with need.  For a moment it seemed disloyal to Chandler to take pleasure from having another man inside her.  Then she reminded herself that this was what he wanted.  His will was all that mattered…
Then she felt her loins burst even as Crane’s hot seed filled her frantically squeezing vagina.  He grunted in triumph and then slumped across her back and blazing buttocks.
As Annabel panted under his weight she thought: now she had known five cocks inside her.  She would have been happy to leave it at four.  Daniel’s had been the last and should have been the only one.  But she would have tried her best to please Chandler’s if he had kept for the next two months in the slave annex, she really would.  But she was a slave on warrant there to be punished and it seemed he wanted her to be out in the city as a Girlcase Company demonstration model, and who was she to argue with her master’s wishes?

***

That afternoon, after careful instruction, Annabel went on display in the store window.

‘We’ll start you off with something easy,’ Crane told her.
It was easy in a way.  All she had to do was to sit tight, which in fact was the only option she had.
She was inside a transparent version of a regular case design, specially made to display its properties, lit up by several small bright white LED bulbs which illuminated her body.  The case was just large enough to contain her sitting with her bent and legs pulled up, her back bowed and her head leaning forward with her nose almost touching her knees.  Her arms were pulled forward so that her elbows were bent just beneath her knees and pressed in against them, while her hands were pulled up into the top corner of the case and secured by padded cuffs to its sides.  More cuffs secured her ankles to the lower corner of the case.  A padded rod passed through the middle of the case from one side to the other, passing under her bent knees and over her crooked elbows, keeping both in place. 
A hard rubber dildo helped keep her bottom still, rising up through the padding on which her buttocks rested and impaling her rectum.  Her naked sex lips were contained within a tightly fitting contoured plastic cup from which a waste tube ran to a plastic waste sachet fitted to the bottom of the case just behind her ankles.  A plug gag filled her mouth held in place by straps bound over her cheeks, under her chin and behind her head.  A flexible clear plastic tube pierced the front of the plug which was connected to a sachet of water fitted to the top of the case.  
An expanding handle and recessed wheels completed the cases equipment. The handle also had cuffs and an attachment to fit a dildo plug to it.  Of course you would not want to wheel a slave about inside a case unnecessarily.  You would get another slave to do it for you...
The sign on the slowly rotating plinth beside the case read: Standard model slave transport case.  Rated at 48 hours unattended containment.  That meant you could keep a slave girl inside the case safely ventilated, watered and drained for two days.  
Of course she had know such things had existed in the past but she found it was different when you inside one.  Its transparent sides emphasised her exposure and helplessness and she feared every minute that somebody would look in the shop window and recognise her.  Part of her wished that she was inside the regular model, shut away in its dark interior.  But how long would she have stood that?  Perhaps to a natural submissive that would have been her idea of heaven: waiting tightly bound for her master or mistress to open the lid and free her.
She shuddered at the thought.
Every fifteen minutes she took a drink from the water reservoir through the hose plugged into her mouth, and then shortly afterwards peed it out into the waist pouch.  Her cheeks burned in embarrassment as she felt the watching eyes upon her as she performed this intimate act.
The water had a harmless food colouring blue dye it so that it emphasise what she was doing.  The colour came out in her pee, shining in its tube in the cage lights as it flowed out of her to highlight how neatly the case took care of her wastes.  A small sign noted that protein drinks could be substituted for water to sustain a slave through a longer period of confinement.
At first she was frightened that at every turn of the stand she would look out through the shop window and see somebody she knew pressing their face against the glass staring in at her and pointing in contempt or amusement.  Unlike emptying rubbish bins when she was constantly on the move making recognition harder, here they could watch her as long as they liked.
But after a couple of hours this fear faded slightly who replaced by a growing awareness of her helpless exposure before so many eyes without any direct physical stimulation.  Working as a bin girl she had receive regular stimulation from her control belt, and besides the physical work had been a distraction.  But now she was shut away unable to touch herself to bring relief.  This caused her nipples to swell and stand-up and she began to clench her anus about her impaling dildo, aware that her swollen pussy was also dribbling into her waste cup.  The closed case contained the scent of her arousal, making her even more aware of it and stirring her even further.  It was just like another helpful notice on the display stand with her that read: Also useful for discipline and training purposes.  After two days inside this case, you will find any slave girl desperately eager to please…

***

By the time the store shut at six o’clock to Annabel’s acute embarrassment she was in a desperate state.  She would even have been grateful for Crane to make use of her again.  But instead he simply smiled as he put her chastity belt on her, preventing her from using her own fingers to bring relief.

‘I’m sure Mr Chandler will appreciate your condition when you get back home,’ he said. ‘Be sure to tell him it was the show version of the 48 hour Full Body Restraint case…’
Instead of allowing her ardour to cool, the belt only seemed to accentuate her awareness of how excited she was.  Annabel almost ran along the city streets to the nearest underground station, not caring how much it made her hot breasts bounce, drawing interested looks from passers-by.  If only there was somewhere private she could stop she might be able to bring herself off by masturbating her breasts alone.  But she had to get home on time.  The cool air soothed her inflamed nipples a little.  She fretted on the platform waiting for the train, squirmed on the train rubbing her thighs together, and then sprinted up the steps of Needlemaker’s Halt and tore along the avenue to number 116. 
Inside the slave annex she hung up her cape and knelt on the mat trembling with her knees spread wide waiting for Chandler.  She could feel herself dripping through the mesh of her chastity cup while her nipples stood up hard.
When he entered the room through the connecting door to the house he said: ‘So, Button, what was your first day as a demonstration girl like?’
She groaned, never imagining she would be driven to such a state of desperation.  ‘Please Master, take my belt off and have me!’
Chandler appeared mildly surprised, looking at her flushed cheeks and engorged nipples.  ‘Are you asking to be used?’
‘I’m begging, Master!  Mr Crane said I was to tell you that I was in the show model of the 48-hour full body restraint case…’
‘Oh, I see.  And it concentrated your mind…’
‘On my pussy, Master,’ she said, not caring how desperate it made her sound. ‘Please!  Open me up so I can serve you!’ 
‘It sounds like you’re the one who will be served.’
‘You’ll enjoy doing it, Master,’ she pleaded.  ‘I’m so wet and juicy and hot…’ She jerked her hips forward.  ‘Please see for yourself!’
He looked thoughtful.  He was enjoying her desperation and his power over her.  She had never imagined withholding sex from a slave could be such a terrible thing.  He could keep her waiting in this state of agony for hours if he wanted to.  No, he wasn’t that cruel, she told herself, but he was teaching her how to be a proper slave, and her needs always came second to his.
‘Will you beg for a paddling first?’
‘Oh yes… please, Master.  Whatever you want, Master…’
‘On your bed then: head down and bottom-up…’
She scrambled for her bed and knelt on it with her bottom high in the air.  He took a paddle from the rack and stroked its splayed across her bottom.  She felt a new surge of lust in her loins while her pussy began to drip through the grill of her chastity cup onto the bed.  He rubbed the paddle blade into this outflow until it was soaked and then slapped its flat across her buttocks, delivering a crisp smack and making them clench and shiver, while her anus squeezed tight about the belt plug inside it, wishing it was living flesh.  
Half a dozen more brisk smacks brought her bottom to a rosy glow.  Annabel yelped in pain but felt each blow only add to the intensity of her need.  A few more and she would come from pain alone.  But she did not want it that way.  The passage inside her needed to be filled…
‘P… please… have me, Master!’ she wailed pitifully.  ‘I want you inside me!’
Chandler knelt on the bed, unlocked her belt and entered her vigorously from behind.
It took half a dozen thrusts for her dam of desire to burst and her pussy erupted over his pumping shaft and she nearly fainted with delight.
For a few seconds she drifted in a state of perfect uncaring bliss.  She felt a swell of absurd gratitude towards Chandler and his penis still thrusting inside her as he approached his own climax.  He was so kind to her…  
Then as her high faded she thought: but if he cared about me so much, why was he humiliating her in public by sending her to a Girlcase shop?

***

The next day Annabel feared she would be put back in the full body case again, but instead she was given the job of modelling a much more compact metal sided “Seatcase”.  According to the signs it was: Ideal for outdoor excursions and watching sporting events.

She was led up and down a little path laid out inside the window by Tack 593, another naked model temporarily posing as her owner, who held the end of a leash which extended from the front of the seatcase.  The case was slim and clamped about Annabel’s chest while her arms were bent up behind her and cuffed to its back.  When the chair was required Annabel was made to kneel and Tack flipped the front of the case downward to form a padded seat with armrests, exposing Annabel’s bare breasts within the case.  A headrest was pulled out of the top of the case and extended up in front of Annabel’s face, forcing her to tilt her head back.  Two telescopic metal legs slid downwards out of the vertical sides of the case while a third dropped downwards then angled backwards through the furrow of her cleft and down between her legs to form a tripod.
Tack then sat on the seat to demonstrate how sturdy it was, leaning back against Annabel’s bare breasts as if they were cushions.  Annabel didn’t mind so much when she was seated with the headrest up because it concealed her face from people looking in the window.  She could squeeze her thighs about the rear leg of the tripod as it passed through her groin and even rub her pussy against it for a little thrill of pleasure.
After a couple minutes Tack packed Annabel and the case up again and they resumed their imaginary excursion.

***

On her third day Annabel had to model big cabin trunk.  It had green panelled sides reinforced by metal angles and corners.  A matching green strap was bound across her mouth serving as a gag while a second strap went over the crown of her head and under her chin supporting a set of blinkers.  

She wore it almost like a large, stiff flat-sided overcoat with her head sticking out of the top and her feet at the bottom, facing along the joint between its two halves.  After walking up and down and mounting a low stepped plinth to show she could climb stairs while carrying it, she set it down by pulling her legs up inside.  Then the front of the trunk split open, its halves swivelling on recessed castors, to reveal her sweaty naked body sitting within it inside a small tight-fitting rectangular cage reaching from shoulder to hip.  The cage was crossed by several sets of straps which acted as harness hooking onto the inner frame of the trunk to take its weight.
She unhooked this inner cage from the trunk frame and got out of it, leaving its inner drawers and hanging space accessible.  A chain on a sprung reel that was padlocked to her cage unrolled from the trunk allowing her a few steps of freedom.  She knelt down and hunched over, revealing that the back of the cage in which she was enclosed was a padded board.  Four short legs slid down from the corners of her cage and locked in place and she had become a convenient seat for resting on whilst packing or unpacking the trunk.

***

On the fourth day, now Crane was satisfied Annabel knew how to behave as a proper Girlcase baggage model, she was taken out of the window to provide individual demonstrations for customers wanting hands-on experience of how the more complicated and expensive pieces of luggage worked.  If they wanted an unlimited trial, they could pay a small fee, redeemable against their purchase, to have them modelled in a demonstration suite at the back of the shop.

In here she was strapped up, gagged, impaled, led about on foot and on wheels, bent, folded and unfolded, shut away and opened up, for hour after hour.   For an additional fee a customer could try her out sexually to see what positions were possible while she was serving as an item of luggage.  The reverse of this was also demonstrated when a case’s chastity protection features were tested for their security.   Then she had to endure fingers digging and tugging at the straps or bands passing through her groin and shielding her orifices from entry.  To her dismay this was also arousing. 
Some of the cases were designed purely to present a slave for punishment or coupling.  As she demonstrated them she took more hard penises inside her until she lost count, while a soft demonstration lash stung her breasts and bottom as it infused them with a faint pink flush.  It did no more than make her eyes water while it emphasised her helpless humiliation and, as she was beginning to expect, added to her arousal.  Fortunately the shop assistants were quick to put this down to the excellence of their products, rather than her perverse responses.
But at least she was out of the window, Annabel reminded herself.  Fewer people would see her in here.  Her master seemed to think that service in the shop was teaching her to be more disciplined and accepting of restraints and of course she told Chandler every detail of her experiences when he questioned her each evening after she returned home.  Privately she knew that she would never look at the most innocent piece of luggage again in the same way…  

***

‘Now you’ve had time to try a variety out, what you think of the quality of the company’s products?’ Chandler asked her at the end of her first week.

He was sitting watching Annabel eating her slave meal out of her bowl while kneeling down on all fours on her red mat.  She had been disconcerted to realize that she was getting very good at eating like a dog and wondered how long it would take to master the use cutlery again after he sentence was completed.  
The question took her a little by surprise.  What did it matter what she thought of them?  Nevertheless she knew she had to answer honestly.
‘Well, I suppose they are very well made, Master.  And they’re very ingenious in the way they’re put together.  All those hidden mechanisms and things inside the cases, I mean.’
‘But do they make you feel safe?’
“Safe” was not a word that immediately sprang to mind when thinking about her time in the shop. ‘Um… they make me feel very well confined, Master.’
‘Don’t you think in the way they enclose a slave’s body that they might represent a master caring about her and wanting her to feel secure and protected?’
She considered for a moment. ‘I suppose they might in a way, Master.  I’d never thought of it like that.  I think it’s more that they make a slave feel she somebody’s property.’
‘But isn’t there a sense of security in knowing you are the property of somebody who cares about your well-being?’ he persisted.
For a moment she wondered if he was talking about himself in an oblique fashion.  But if he cared so much about her, why put her in the shop?  Aloud she said:  ‘I suppose there is, Master.  How much longer do you want me to serve in the shop, Master?’  
‘At least another week, I think,’ he said.
‘Yes, Master.’  
She supposed she could endure another week.  She would have to take a few more strange men’s penises up inside her, but now she had she lost count what did that matter?  She was there to be punished and, after all, it could have been worse.
It got worse when, two days later, Rebecca Shearer walked into the shop.

***

Rebecca Shearer was a year older than Annabel.  Her family did business with Daniel’s father and she had met her through him.  Rebecca was slender and dark and slightly olive skinned and was always perfectly dressed and poised and, Annabel knew, she was very wealthy.  Annabel had felt a little intimidated by her at first and suspected she and Daniel might have a relationship.  But then he chose her and as they became closer she stopped worrying about Rebecca as a rival.

Annabel saw Rebecca through the grille that separated the small pen where demonstrations slaves waited to be summoned from the main floor of the shop and she felt her stomach twist in sick despair.  Why did she have to visit shop today?  What if she wanted some piece of luggage demonstrated?  If she did then please let them call one of the other girls…
She could hear Rebecca saying to an assistant: ‘I have this token for any piece of slave luggage at half-price, including unlimited free modelling and demonstrations.  I wanted to see what you have…’
‘Of course, Madam,’ said the assistant.  ‘What were you interested in?’
Rebecca looked about her at the array of devices on offer for containing, controlling and utilising female bodies, reading the notices beside them listing their functions.  ‘What about that?’ she said, pointing to an attaché case sized item.
‘Of course, Madam,’ the assistant said, picking up the case.  ‘If you’d like to come this way…’ He led her through to the demonstration room.  As he passed the mouth of the slave pen he reached in and took the loop handle of Annabel’s leash off its hook and led her in after him.
Annabel followed with her head hung low, biting on her gag bit and feeling sick and wishing the earth would swallow her up.
Rebecca didn’t realize who she was at first.  She was taking in the demonstration room with its couches and chairs around the walls, mirrors and rubber matted floor open in the middle.  The assistant was holding up the item she had chosen, extolled its virtues.  
‘This is one of our patient portable restraint frame designs.  Apart from its obvious use for punishment and discipline, it comes with a selection of nipple and vaginal hooks so the slave can be used as a living signpost for displays and shows…’
Then Rebecca turned and caught sight of Annabel’s burning face and her eyes widened.  For a moment she looked astonished, and then she assumed an expression of delighted anticipation.
‘Yes, yes,’ Rebecca said impatiently to the assistant, ‘I know all that.  Just put it on her and then you can leave me to try her out… I mean it out…’
Obediently the assistant strapped the case on to Annabel’s back.  
It was not much larger than an attaché case and it was secured with straps going over her shoulders and crossing between her breasts, a snap hook which secured it to the rear ring of her collar, and a larger extendable hook that slid down between her buttocks with its tip facing forward and plugged up into her anus.  He pulled out horizontal telescopic struts from the upper corners of the case and spread Annabel’s arms and fastened her wrists to their ends, as if she was a scarecrow been hung up in a field.  He pulled down two more struts from the sides of the case which angled outwards.  Then he extended a third strut from the back of the case which angled backwards to form a tripod.  He pulled her legs wide and strapped them to the forward struts and then leant her backwards so that she was braced at a slight tilt by the rear strut.
Then the assistant left the room.
Rebecca walked around Annabel’s spread-eagled naked body, looking her up and down with disturbing interest and triumphal amusement.
‘I’d heard a rumour that you’d got into trouble with the police,’ Rebecca said, idly tweaking and pinching Annabel’s nipples to make her whimper.  ‘There was talk of shoplifting.  Then somebody said you been sentenced to three months on a slave warrant.  I didn’t believe that somebody like you would have the nerve, but you did drop out of sight so suddenly.  So this is where you ended up.   A baggage shop demo girl!  Quite a come down!  But then I always thought you were rather foolish, although Daniel seemed to like you.  Well, Daniel won’t want you now, will he, not after this,’ she sneered.  ‘Nobody decent will want you now…’
Apparently she didn’t know that Daniel still loved her and the shoplifting had been part of her plan.  But of course Annabel couldn’t tell that even if she hadn’t been gagged.  Then a horrific thought struck her. Would Rebecca spread it around that she was here?  Would everybody come to gawp at her?
Rebecca slapped Annabel’s breasts a few times to observe the way they moved then reached between her splayed thighs and pinched and twisted her pussy lips.  Annabel sobbed and bit on her gag bar; her eyes filling with tears.  Rebecca grinned.  ‘That’s right, you have a good cry.  After all you’ve got a lot to cry about haven’t you?  You’ve lost Daniel and your reputation.  And now I’m going to give you something else cry about…’
From her handbag she took out a compact telescopic electric cane and opened it up.  ‘I use this on my maid when she’s been slow or careless, so I know exactly what it can do…’
Annabel goggled at the sinister metal shaft and moaned and shook her head.  But it was no use expecting any mercy.
Rebecca swiped the slender whippy cane of tubular metal across Annabel’s breasts, making them jump and shiver.  It flashed and sparked as struck, stabbing her with electric needles of pain.  Yet even as her breasts jiggled and danced about, she felt her nipples swelling under the stinging, stabbing onslaught.
Rebecca saw her unwilling response and laughed. ‘Oh, I see you’re getting a taste for this.  Have you been a secret masochist all this time?  Well try this…’
And she swung her electric cane up between Annabel’s legs so that it cut through the soft cleft of her sex mouth.
Annabel shrieked in agony as the electric fire stabbed and hammered into her most sensitive orifice.  She strained at the straps binding her to the spreader frame, trying to tear herself free, but they held tight.  Rebecca swiped her thin cane across Annabel’s mound twice more, bringing forth more shrieks and frantic convulsions.  Then she paused to run her hand over Annabel’s hot cleft.  Her fingers came way wet and slippery.
‘You really are getting a taste for this aren’t you?  How long have you been a secret slut?  Well now I want to hear you beg to give me cunnilingus!’  And she pulled Annabel’s gag bit out.  ‘And do it properly!’ she warned her.  ‘I’m a free woman and you’re just a slave, remember that…’
To her total shame Annabel heard herself babbling pathetically: ‘p… please Madam… can I pleasure your… p… pussy with my tongue… I’d love to put my tongue up you… please let me please you…’
Rebecca chuckled maliciously and stroked Annabel’s hot wet cheeks.  ‘Well, since you ask so nicely…’
Rebecca collapsed the rear strut of the case rack so that it sank backwards to lay flat on the floor.  Then she hitched up her skirt and stripped off her panties, exposing perfect olive skinned buttocks and a deep and shapely cleft capped by a small tightly trimmed triangle of dark curls.
Standing astride Annabel’s head facing towards her feet she settled herself down, kneeling on her shoulders and grinding her perfumed buttocks and plump slippery pussy into Annabel’s face.  Then she began squeezing and pinching Annabel’s breasts with one hand while flicking Annabel’s crotch with the tip of her electric cane.
‘The sooner I cum the sooner this stops,’ she warned.
Desperately Annabel began to suck and lap at her cleft, not really knowing what she was doing but hopefully pleasing her in between snatching breaths of fresh air from beyond her cloying groin.  She sucked and nibbled and nuzzled the soft fragrant folds flesh, sliding her tongue into every crevice she could find, yelping in pain as she did so as her nipples were snapped and her throbbing pussy was flicked with the electric cane.  She penetrated Rebecca’s vagina as deeply the she could and then tickled the swelling nub of her clitoris.  In response it grew hotter and swelled and its spicy juices began to flow out over Annabel’s nose, mouth and cheeks.
Gradually Rebecca’s tormenting of her breasts and pussy diminished as she began to groan in pleasure, rocking her hips back and forward and grinding them with greater force down onto Annabel’s face.
Then with her gasp Rebecca climaxed, spraying her juices out over Annabel’s face.
For a minute she sat on Annabel’s face slumped forward, panting heavily.  Then she regained her composure and straightened up.  She lifted her bottom off Annabel and twisted round to stare down into her wet, flushed and fearful face.
‘You have a very good tongue in you, Annabel.  You wasted so much time talking with it, imagining anybody was interested in hearing what you had to say, when you could have been putting it to so much better use.  Wait until I tell everyone where they can find it…’

***

That evening Annabel dutifully told Chandler all about her meeting with Rebecca and what she had been forced to do.  By the end of her account she was ashamed to find she was in tears.  ‘… s… so I think she’s going to tell her friends where I am and they’ll all come and stare at me or pretend they want to buy something just to try me out.  That wouldn’t embarrass just me but my parents and probably Daniel.  Please, Master, I can’t go back there again.’

Chandler looked at her intently for a minute, and then asked gently: ‘Would you like to get away from Shackleswell for a while?’
‘Oh… yes, please, Master.’
‘As it happens I have some business to attend to in London which will require several face-to-face meetings.  It may take a week or so.  If you promise to be a good baggage girl then I could take you with me.’
‘I will be, Master.’
‘While we’re away will you do everything I tell you without question?’
‘Yes, Master I will,’ she promised.  Her heart had lifted and she gazed up at him in helpless gratitude.
‘Then we’ll go tomorrow.  And perhaps you can continue your training while we’re there…’
 








Chapter Nine

 

The next morning Annabel followed Chandler meekly into Shackleswell central station.  

She was fitted out like a true baggage girl.  She was enclosed from shoulders to waist in a small retraining case with holes for her breasts to show through and with a chastity belt strap extending on down through her groin.  Her arms just below her elbows hung down out of tight fitting holes cut in the bottom of the case so that she could carry a pair of regular suitcases.  She wore matching kneepads and shin guards, together with a gag strap and headband with blinkers.  She was grateful for this as it helped to conceal her features.  She feared any moment Rebecca or one of her friends would suddenly appear and point out her and mock her.
But she steeled herself to walk along at Chandler’s heels carrying herself proudly.  She was determined to serve her function smartly and give him no reason to regret bringing her along.  At least she had now plenty of practice at being living luggage now.
The cases were put in the baggage car by slave girl porters, and then Chandler led Annabel along to his compartment in the first-class carriage, where the seats had plenty of legroom.  He took his seat while she knelt before him on her padded knees with her bare bottom facing him.  As she hunched down, four small supporting struts extended out of the front edges of the case to support her upper body.  She had become a living footstool.  Chandler lifted his legs and rested them on the padded back panel of the case.
In this fashion the big mainline intercity electric train carried them to London.  

***

Carrying her master’s suitcases once more, Annabel was led through the busy concourse of St Pancras station to the taxi ranks.  She was acutely aware of her exposure before hundreds of pairs of eyes, but she consoled herself that they belonged to strangers.  To her she was simply an anonymous slave and she would not encounter anybody she knew here.  She began to feel something of her tension and fear leaving her, looking about at the great bustling capital city of the kingdom with interest.  She had last been here when she was still a child.

A short taxi journey took them from St Pancras to The Bellmaid hotel, secluded elegantly at the end of quiet Tupworth Mews in Soho.
‘It’s quite popular with foreign visitors from less enlightened lands,’ Chandler told Annabel as they approached its canopied main door.  ‘Especially Americans.  You’ll soon see why…’
At the reception desk the hotel manager, a Mr Pettigrew, came out to welcome Chandler in person.  Clearly he was a familiar and valued client.  He was checked in with little delay and then Pettigrew rang a standing bell set on the desk.  ‘Maid service,’ he called out. Promptly a figure emerged from a red door beside the desk.
It was a female slave in a strange uniform.  She wore a small red pillbox hat with gold trim piping, red and gold gloves and red and gold knee-length boots.  A red fabric band covered her metal slave collar.  She wore a brief red cupless basque which pinched in her waist.  It lifted but did not cover her bare breasts and reaching down to her hips, leaving her buttocks and shaven sex exposed.  The front of the basque had a double row of gold buttons running up it which led the eye up to the small gold bells clipped her nipples, which seemed to have been highlighted and enlarged by red make-up.  Her face was fresh and bright but her mouth was covered by a pair of large red rubber lips fixed in a welcoming smile, which must also have served as some kind of gag.
As she approached Chandler, Annabel saw her jaw working behind the false lips and a recorded voice issued from a speaker concealed within them: 
‘Welcome to the Bellmaid hotel…’ said a sensuous contralto.  Her jaw worked again. ‘I hope you will enjoy your stay with us… I am Dowel 847 your bellmaid…  I will carry your bags and take you to your room…’
She took up Chandler’s suitcases and led the way to the lift.  Her golden nipple bells tinkled as she moved.  As she did so the recorded voice said: ‘Please enjoy looking at my bottom as we go…’
Annabel had to admit that it was a very fine pale bottom that rolled attractively as she walked.
Chandler had booked a suite on the third floor.  Dowel set the suitcases down on the trestle at the foot of the bed, and then let her recorded voice explain its facilities.  When she was done she bent over the trestle, bracing her arms and spreading her legs and presented her open groin to Chandler.  ‘Please insert your tip here….  If you wish to book me for your further pleasure, please use the house phone…  Charges are listed beside it…’
Chandler took out a crown coin and pushed it up into her pussy.  Then he gave her bottom a light smack and sent her on her way.
He watched as Annabel, freed from her body case and restrained only by a sprung hobble chain, unpacked the suitcases and put his things away.  ‘I’ll be out at meetings for several days,’ he said as she worked.  ‘They are confidential so you cannot accompany me into them.  You’d only be waiting on the leash in lobbies for hours on end…’ 
Annabel felt a pang of disappointment.  She realized she had been looking forward to seeing more of the city in his company.
‘However,’ Chandler continued, ‘I don’t want you idling about on your own here.  So I’ve arranged with Mr Pettigrew for you to receive more experience in the art of slave service.  You will have your instruction after lunch.  I hope you noted how smartly Dowel presented herself.  I said you were a quick learner and would not disappoint.  They have high standards here… ‘
Annabel blinked at him in dismay.  Did he mean what she thought he meant?  Why did he keep doing this to her?  But she had promised to obey him without question.  Meekly she lowered her eyes.
‘As you wish, Master…’

***

They ate luncheon in the Bellmaid’s elegant dining room.  It was the first meal they had shared together, Annabel realized.  She had never imagined it quite like this.

They actually sat opposite each other across a table, almost like a normal couple: except that she was naked, wore a bridle with blinkers that focused her attention exclusively upon Chandler, the chair she sat on had a rubber plug rising out of its seat on which she was anally impaled, her wrists were cuffed behind her back and a chain linked the back of the chair to the back of her collar.  This chain had enough slack it so she that could bend forward over the table and eat slave food (admittedly of very high quality) out of a bowl set before her.  A glass of wine chosen to accompany the meal had a straw in it from which she could drink.
Chandler was not the only diner who had brought a pet slave with them.  Some were eating their meals off bowls on the floor beside their master’s chairs.  She supposed she was more fortunate than they were.  
‘We will eat like this every evening,’ Chandler told her. ‘You will not be serving guests at night.  That time you will spend with me.’
She felt a quick thrill of pleasure at that thought which almost made to forget she had an afternoon of maid service lessons to face.  

***

Dinner was the same as lunch except that the guests dressed more formally.  Annabel was tired after several hours of intensive training for her new duty and ate listlessly.

‘Are you looking forward to maid service, Button?’  Chandler said.
‘No, Master,’ she replied honestly.  ‘I’d rather be with you and stay in any number of waiting rooms while you had your meetings.  Or you could take me in with you blindfolded and with my ears plugged so I couldn’t see or hear anything you didn’t want me to.  I’d just sit there really quietly.  You’d hardly know I was there…’
‘Would you really do that?’  Chandler said.  ‘Make yourself blind and deaf just to be with me?’
She realized that the image of it had made her nipples prick up. ‘Yes, Master.’
‘But you will do this other thing for me as I have decided because it is my wish?’
She hung her head.  She had promised. ‘Yes Master.’
Then they retired for the night and Annabel suddenly found her nerves returning.
Chandler had used her for sex many times on her single fold-down bed in the slave annex back in Needlemaker’s Avenue, but this was the first time they had actually slept together afterwards.  In fact, she realized, it was the first time she had ever properly shared a bed with another adult.  She had never done this with Daniel.  Any private time together had been all the about trying to get past her chastity belt to have sex.  Their brief coupling on the mattress in the back of his van hardly counted as rest.
Chandler spread her out and secured her with fastenings built into the corners of the bed so he could mount her in the usual way and she responded with an unexpected passion to him after a day without relief.  After he was done he slackened the chains that connected her cuffs to the bedposts and unhooked the chain ends from her right wrist and ankle and rolled her onto her left side so that he could fasten them again to the left hand bedposts so that she could lay on her side almost naturally and he could cuddle up behind her and make a spoon.
It was not as bad as she had feared, sleeping in the arms of a middle aged man.  In fact now they had got the sex out of the way it was almost pleasant.  She was drifting off into a restful sleep when she remembered what tomorrow would bring.

***

The next morning Chandler went out on his business while Annabel, suitably and costumed, waited for the reception desk bell to ring.  He stood with several other bellmaids in the small waiting room adjacent to the lobby.  She could feel the warmth of their bodies and smell their anticipation and read the part names and numbers stamped on their flesh.  They exchanged friendly glances but with their mouths plugged they could not speak to each other.

The line moved forward until it was Annabel’s turn next.  She heard the bell ring.  Taking a deep breath she went through the door and presented herself as Dowel had done to Chandler the day before, except that she was facing a plump man with horn-rimmed glasses.  His eyes grew wide behind them at the sight of her.
She worked the tongue switch in the recess in the pug locked into her mouth behind her gagged lips to select the right pre-recorded sequence and then bit down to activate it.  The same sensuous voice that had spoken out of Dowel’s lips now issued from her own:  ‘Welcome to the Bellmaid Hotel.  I hope you enjoy your stay with us...  I am Button 218 your bellmaid…’
She took the man’s bags up to his room, hoping aloud that he enjoyed her bottom on the way.  She had the option of making the same comment about her breasts or pussy according to what part of her he seemed most interested in.  The voice through her rubber lips explained the facilities the room offered and then she bent over the end of the bed and offered her pussy for a tip.
Fumbling slightly he inserted some coins into her vagina and then cupped and squeezed her bare buttocks.  She felt the head of his cock bulging against the front of his trousers as they rubbed through her buttock cleft.  With a groan he went to the house phone and checked the list beside it and said: ‘Can I have half an hour with your maid Button 218 please…’
As soon as the transaction was confirmed he pointed to the bed.  ‘Get your face down onto that and lift your arse high!’ he commanded.
She obeyed, working her tongue switch again. ‘I hope you enjoy my pussy…’ her slave voice said.  ‘It’s nice and hot and wet…  For a little extra you can spank me…’ 
She realized she really was growing hot and wet.  It seemed she could not avoid responding to her pseudo-voice’s suggestions.
Tearing down his trousers he clambered onto the bed behind her, grabbed her hips and rammed his shaft deep into her until the head of his penis pushed the coins he inserted into her earlier right up into the head of her vagina.  This strange sensation seemed to excite him and he grunted and thrust harder.  She rocked back and forth on the mattresses as he bore down on her.   Another strange man was making use of her and she could not help responding but she’d rather none of it was happening.  She wished Chandler had kept her exclusively to himself for the rest of her warranty period.  She would have done her best to please him, she really would.  Why was he doing this to her?
With a gasp and a grunt the guest came, spouting his hot sperm up inside her.
For a minute he lay slumped happily across her, flattening her onto the bed under his weight.  Then he glanced at his watch.  
‘Yeah… I’ve got time…’ he muttered.
He pulled his still hard penis out of the pussy and rammed its now slippery shaft up into her anus, forcibly stretching her sphincter wide and making her gasp.
Apparently he was a man determined to get his full half hours worth out of her.

***

When her American gentleman was finished with her, Annabel went down to the reception again.  

Her cheeks were burning as she felt his sperm slithering out of her pussy and down her thighs.  Back inside the Bellmaid waiting room she passed the queue of uniformed girls waiting to serve and went through a second door into their refreshment room.  There was a small basin, a shower stall with hot air drying jets, and a toilet.   
She sat on the toilet and spread her thighs wide.  A tube automatically slid out and up into her pussy, the sensor in its nozzle detecting the metal within her.  It sucked the tip coins, now mingled with his sperm and her juices, out of her with a sensuous slurp that made her squirm.  They would be washed and then added to the hotel account against her name.  Then more automatic water jets went to work flushing her clean inside and re-greasing her bottom.  
When they were done Annabel checked her make-up in the mirror over the basin.  Beneath it was a small shelf bearing perfume, assorted sticks and tubs of makeup and the lipsticks they used to tint their nipples a uniform Bellmaid red to highlight their golden nipple bells.  She retouched a few smudges on her teats and then returned through the door to the anteroom and joined the back of the queue of maids and waited to welcome her next guest.

***

That evening Annabel was returned to Chandler’s room washed and fresh and stripped of her uniform before he got back from business.

‘And how was your day, Button?’ he asked.
She told him exactly what she had been required to do for each guest.  He listened intently.  And when she was done he asked:  ‘Was Mr Pettigrew pleased with your work?’
‘I think so, Master.’  And then she added: ‘And how was your day?’
‘Very promising, I think,’ Chandler said.

***

For the next three days that was the routine.  They breakfasted together then Chandler went out on business while she became a hotel bellmaid.  He returned in the evening, they dined together and then went to bed.

In her idle moments, while waiting nervously for the next ring of the reception desk bell, Annabel wondered if Chandler liked her, which he seemed to do, why did he inflicted this duty upon her?  He had already established to his complete domination over her and she was ready to obey him in any way he wished.  He could have kept her for himself in the hotel room or as his pet or baggage girl as he went about his business.  She would have happily worn his attaché case and carried his papers.  
Perhaps that was it.  That would have been the easier kinder option for her.  Maybe he thought she should still be punished for her crime.

***

Just before three on the afternoon of her fourth day of bellmaid service, Annabel was waiting in the queue of bellmaids when she heard the receptionist call:  ‘Button 218,’ and ring the bell.  Somebody wanted her by name.  She hoped it was not that big American again. 

She went out, her fake rubber lips fixed in their perpetual smile, saying: ‘My name is Button 218.  How can I be of service…?’
The voice continued but she didn’t hear it.  
Standing in front of her and grinning hugely was Daniel.

***

As soon as they were inside his room Daniel hugged Annabel to him, grinding her nipple bells painfully into her breasts, and squeezed her bare buttocks.  He tried to kiss her but her rubber lips got in the way.

He looked frustrated.  ‘Can’t you take them out?’ he asked.
Annabel shook her head, still dizzy with the surprise of meeting him and feeling his arms about her.
‘Damn!  Why don’t they give guests the keys to them?  Anyway you don’t have to say anything.  Bet you’re surprised to see me, right?  When you stopped doing the bin lorry run I told my friends to keep a lookout for a slave with your part name.  I didn’t say it was you of course.  I thought you’d stay in Shackleswell but somebody got a report from a slave spotter that a Button 218 had been seen here as a bellmaid.  I specially requested you at the desk.  So what happened?  Did that old man get tired of you and sell your warrant on to the hotel?  Why did he give you to the bin service anyway?  I never worked that out.  I wouldn’t have done that.  I’d have kept you all to myself... just like we planned.’
For a moment she pictured Daniel in Chandler’s place and she kneeling at his feet and it was wonderful.  Of course for all he knew Chandler might have sold her warrant on to the hotel.  But with her gag lips in place she couldn’t correct him.  Had he heard from Rebecca about her serving in the baggage shop?  But she could not ask that either.  She was limited to the pre-recorded phrases her lips would deliver.  Could she write on something?  The fingers of her red and gold gloves buckled and locked to her wrists looked separate but were in fact fused together so they were more like mittens.  They were fine for carrying cases but not for anything more delicate.  The hotel did not imagine anybody would want her to write something.  She was there to serve quite another purpose.  Her gloves had tethering rings hanging from insides of their wrists to complement those dangling from the inside ankles of her boots.  She was here to give pleasure… 
She looked Daniel in the face and shrugged helplessly.
He moved one hand from her buttocks round between her legs and rammed his stiff fingers up into her naked cleft.  She shuddered and felt a surge of slippery juices coat his fingers.  It was too much… She worked her tongue gag switch.  ‘If you wish to book me for you further pleasure, please use the house phone…  Charges are listed beside it…’
Daniel grinned and went to the phone.  ‘I want to book Button 218 for the next three hours,’ he told them.
She thought they would tell her him she wasn’t available for that long because she was reserved for Chandler after five o’clock each day.  Of course they would only say it was for another guest but Daniel would understand her situation was complicated.  But apparently his request was accepted.
He put the phone down and grinned at her.   ‘I knew what you liked so I already booked some extras,’ he told her, pointing at the bed.

***

Annabel dangled from the canopy frame over the bed.

The integral rings in her gloves and boots were hooked to the ends of a spreader bar that rotated from its central swivel joint.  This pulled her legs up and wide, stretching her groin open to its fullest extent.  Daniel lay naked underneath her with his erect penis lodged in her sopping, clenching, squeezing pussy.
She was still dizzy from her second to orgasm, feeling his sperm dribbling out of her tight plugged passageway.  The whole body ached from her painful posture, but clearly Daniel was not about to let her down and she had no say in the manner of her usage.   Like any other guest she was still his to do with as he wanted for another hour and twenty minutes.  
While he recovered Daniel spun her around as if his penis was an axle for her to rotate about.  He slapped her breasts and pinched her nipples.  He had unclipped her little bells and in their place had fitted a chain with clips on each end.  He used it to tug her about, fascinated by how far he could stretch her dark throbbing swollen nipples.
‘I could have had a lot more fun with these instead of trying to get inside your chastity belt if I’d known how much they turn you on when they’re roughed up,’ he observed.
Annabel could only moan and blink through her red rimmed eyes.
She had not known herself really, she thought.  They had begun to respond from the day of her sentence and now she couldn’t stop them.  It was if they were offering themselves up for punishment.  Did that mean she had been subconsciously punishing herself, or had some mental inhibition had been broken down?  She was no longer sure what was true anymore.  
Daniel’s expression became more serious.  ‘When you’ve served your time we’ll have to be careful how we handle things.  Father heard about your shoplifting and said he always knew you were not good enough for me.’ 
Annabel made desperate throaty grunting noises in protest.
‘I couldn’t say I knew about it ahead of time, or is all part of the scheme, could I?’ he protested.  ‘Not after it had gone wrong like that.  It would have made me look bad and that wouldn’t have done any good.’
Annabel moaned in frustration at not being able to speak.  Couldn’t he tell the truth?  Then at least the father would know she wasn’t a real criminal or that she hadn’t been making some desperate bid for attention?  All that had gone wrong was that Daniel had a car crash at the wrong moment.  Of course the more she thought about it the crazier her scheme seemed.  Why had she ever done such a thing?  Because she had been infatuated, besotted, head over heels in love, of course!  Didn’t Daniel realize it had all been for him? 
Daniel continued: ‘Don’t worry I’m working on him but it might take a little time.  After you get back we may have to, you know, cool things between us for while...’
She snivelled and blinked at him in dismay. 
‘Don’t look at me like that,’ he complained. ‘I’m doing the best I can.  At least we’re together here and now…let’s enjoy it while we can.  And remember there won’t be any point your father putting you in a chastity belt after you get back so we can do it properly like this all we want.  Only we’ll have to be careful because nobody else can know we’re still together, you understand?’
Did she understand?  Didn’t he understand that she didn’t want a few secret stolen moments with him, she wanted him for life!
But gagged and helpless she could do nothing.  Right now she was as much his plaything as any other guests.
He pulled his penis out of her vagina pushed up into her greased rectum.  
‘You’re so hot and tight up there,’ he said appreciatively.
Then he took out a spanking paddle from the bedside drawer and began to beat the undersides of her breasts and her concerns melted away as she felt another surge of lust growing within her.

***

It was just before dinner time when Annabel was returned to Chandler’s suite.  She knelt submissively on the mat in front of him.  By then the marks Daniel had left on her breasts and nipples were showing starkly and her buttocks were rosy red.

She was worried that he might be angry, but he simply said:  ‘They told me a guest had booked you for three hours.  Apparently the assistant on the desk forgot that you were reserved for me after five o’clock.’
‘It was Daniel Reamerson, Master,’ she said.  And she told him everything about her encounter.
When she was done Chandler said: ‘Thank you for being honest with me, Button.  I take it that you enjoyed your time with him?’
Annabel said slowly: ‘Well… I climaxed several times, Master…’
‘That’s not quite what I meant.  I suspect that you felt passion but also some awkwardness or perhaps embarrassment in his presence?’
It was a relief to admit it: ‘Yes, Master.’
‘It’s quite understandable in the circumstances.  Things haven’t gone well for you, have they?  Would you rather not see him again until you have completed your sentence?’
‘Yes, Master.’  Of course she wanted to be with Daniel, but it felt wrong with her as a slave and him free.  Even if she was allowed to speak, could she really speak her mind? And what if his continued interest led other acquaintances from Shackleswell to find her?  What if Rebecca found her again?
‘As he is staying in the hotel perhaps we should dine in here tonight,’ Chandler suggested.
‘I’d like that, Master,’ she said with feeling.  
‘I think you have learned all you need to about bellmaid service,’ he continued. ‘I can conclude my business in town tomorrow while you stay secure in these rooms.  Then we shall leave quietly tomorrow evening.  I can arrange for Mr Pettigrew to tell Daniel, if he asks for you again, that you have been passed on to another hotel in the chain.’
Annabel felt a swell of gratitude towards Chandler.  Still on her knees she shuffled forward and hugged his legs, resting her cheek against his waist.  He patted her on the head affectionately.  Then she felt his penis responding to her presence.   She realized that although she had been well used all day, it had been eighteen hours since they had last coupled.   
Suddenly, feeling dizzy with her own daring, she took the initiative.  She unzipped his flies and carefully freed his swelling penis and then gently took it in her mouth.  She had been denied its proper use for so long today that it felt wonderful to have something living inside it that she could use her tongue on.
His shaft grew inside her mouth and she bobbed forward, pushing it down her own throat, swallowing as she did so.  It was really quite exciting to pleasure a man like this as long as you remembered to breathe, she realized.  As she did so she rolled her eyes upward to look into his face and then down again at the silky hard flesh shaft sliding between her lips.  He stroked her hair and she knew she approved.  If she pleased him and was honest he would take care of her.  It seemed so wonderfully uncomplicated and reassuring, and at that moment it was all that mattered. 
‘You do seem to have had bad luck encountering old acquaintances from home, don’t you, Button,’ he said as he let her fellate him.  ‘Apparently London is not far enough from them.  What about taking a holiday somewhere nobody from Shackleswell would find you?’
 








Chapter Ten

 

Annabel had imagined Chandler might be planning to take her abroad somewhere.  She had never suspected that he meant them both to go on a camping holiday walking the Cornish coastal path.  It turned out there was a simple if unexpected explanation.

‘When I was a young man I could not afford expensive holidays,’ Chandler confided.  ‘So some friends and I pooled our funds and hired three pack girls and we walked around Cornwall.  Lovely things, those girls were, with fine strong bronzed legs and the bounciest breasts.  Now I can go anywhere in the world, but nowhere has ever bettered those two weeks in Cornwall.  Well it’s summer now and the forecast is for fine weather for the next week or so and now I have my own pack girl, so why not?’
Annabel felt she been given a privileged insight into his past life by way of this reminiscence.  She would never have believed it of him, but seeing the expression on his face she knew it must have been a special time for him.  
‘I’d like to be your pack girl very much, Master,’ she said.  
He smiled almost boyishly and ruffled her hair. ‘Then it’s decided… Let’s go!’

***

Annabel was of course kitted out with the best slave backpack and tagalong carryall the Girlcase and Baggage Company could provide.

The backpack had a light alloy tubular frame with cuffs to which her arms could be secured.  Broad padded straps went across her shoulders and between her breasts and about her waist, spreading its weight comfortably.  There was no girth strap because her groin had to be free to take the tagalong plug-in handle.  The tagalong was a second baggage pack on a lightweight frame fitted with two large balloon tyres.  Its adjustable handle hooked onto the rear of her back pack waistband, but it also had a curved sprung extension brace that went between her legs. It carried a pair of soft rubber plug dildos which went up into her anus and vagina.  
The plugs meant that walking over rough ground set the tagalong rolling and bouncing and churning its dildos inside her with the inevitable result.  But then that was deliberate and intended to keep a pack girl alert and mindful of the path she was taking so that she was always chose the smoothest course.  The juices dribbling down her thighs and the erection of her nipples were merely secondary consequences, although they also meant that at the end of the journey she was very ready to serve her master in other ways.
A sprung rubber bit connected to the backpack frame was clamped between her teeth, spreading a little more of a weight of the pack while also serving as a gag.  A sun hat held in place by an elastic chinstrap and heavy hiking boots completed her ensemble.  Like her bin girl hat and boots she realized they accentuated the bareness of the rest of her body as did the very obvious and intimate plugs into her groin.  How many hours a day would she have to wear them inside her, she wondered?  She found the thought alone excited her.
Annabel knew she was being used like a beast of burden but found that she didn’t mind. That was how you expected pack girls to be kitted out.  It was natural and normal. What was a revelation to her was the sight of Chandler, always so properly dressed, wearing a soft loose shirt without a tie open at the neck, worn khaki shorts and hiking boots with a small backpack slung over his shoulders and carrying a hiking staff.  He looked like a completely different man and nothing like the neat businessman who had bought her slave warrant.  In his company who would recognise her?

***

Annabel and her master got off the train at Plymouth and crossed the estuary of the Tamar into Cornwall.

They followed the sweep Whitesand Bay and along the coast to Looe where for a small consideration to a farmer they camped in a corner of one of his fields.  By then Annabel’s legs were aching and she was grateful for the hardening of her muscles that her bin lorry service had given her.
Chandler showed he had not forgotten his youthful camping experience, although the tent was of a self erecting expanding make which made it easy to put up.  It was held in place by screw-in ground spikes.  One larger ground screw served as a slave tether.  He fastened to it a long lightweight plastic-sheathed wire cord leash which he locked to Annabel’s collar.  Once fastened to it she had enough freedom to move about a little way outside the tent, which is all she needed to unpack and prepare a meal.  Of course she did not need the tether because she had no intention of running away from him but she knew he had a duty to keep her under his control while she was a warrant slave.  She found she did not mind it.
She was not good at cooking over their little portable gas stove but Chandler seemed to find her clumsiness amusing, laughing as he gave her advice.  She found that frying pans on such stoves readily splattered hot fat painfully over bare breasts as they bobbed and swayed over them.
He gave her a trowel and she dug a small toilet pit for herself behind the tent.  In the same way as he had when she was in the slave annex sitting on the toilet he watched her relieve herself and then use a handheld pump flush and greasing tube to clean her rear passage for intimate use.  Was it amusement or entertainment out here watching a baggage girl relieve herself like an animal, she wondered, or was it that he was simply taking a deep interest in everything about her?  Perhaps it didn’t matter.
They shared a sleeping bag on an inflatable mattress that she had sweated to pump up with a foot pump, which was surprisingly comfortable.  After a day in the fresh air Chandler mounted her enthusiastically and her aching vagina squeezed tight about him with equal eagerness.  Then they both slept happily tired.

***

The next day they made their way along the coast, passing through the picturesque fishing village of Polperro, was its narrow winding streets and lime washed houses.  Annabel’s tagalong bumped and jiggled along the often steep and cobbled streets, teasing her mercilessly in front of holiday makers and locals alike.  Shop and tavern signs overhung the road.  Some incorporated the suspended bodies of naked slave girls to advertise their wares.  

They pressed on to Lostwithiel and the ruins of Restormel Castle.  Here they camped for the second night.  
The next day they headed back down the coast towards St Austell.  They spent the night in a small hotel where they could enjoy showers and a proper bed.  Then they pressed on along the long stretch of coastal path to Falmouth.  Annabel was exhausted by evening time when they reached the outskirts of the town but she also felt a strong sense of achievement.  
From Falmouth they headed south into the picturesque land of the Lizard Peninsula, with deep cleft coves, high rugged cliffs and rock pinnacles and old abandoned tin mines.  Stopping at a tiny sandy bay Chandler let Annabel swim in the sea on the end of a long leash.  They rounded the tip of the peninsula and headed north once more along the coast along the arc of Mounts Bay towards Penzance.
It was as she trotted obediently along behind Chandler on her short leash, intimately aware of the tagalong bumping and rolling behind her setting her pussy tingling, that Annabel realized despite the sweat dripping off her nipples and her aching muscles, how much she was enjoying herself.  She was away from home and all the cares associated with it.  The landscape didn’t care that she had committed a crime.  It accepted her for what she was.  It seemed perfectly natural that she should be out here naked and harnessed serving the man in whose footsteps she followed.  She was being used to serve a useful purpose that could be measured by distance travelled on the map each day.  It was achievement she could be proud of.  Then she realized that she hadn’t thought about Daniel for hours…

***

In Penzance they stayed at another hotel so that their camping gear was secure, allowing Chandler to take Annabel for walks around the town and nearby countryside unencumbered, just in her boots and hat with her wrists cuffed behind her back, plus one new addition.  He produced her rubber dog tail from the pack and pushed it up into her bottom.  As she walked upright after him it wagged mischievously with the role of her hips, gently slapping her buttocks.

‘I don’t want your anus to forget how to keep a firm hold of the tagalong plug,’ he explained.
She thought he put it in her to make her seem more like a pet.  She didn’t mind if that was what he wanted.  They were not going to meet anybody she knew here.  What did it matter if she wore a rubber tail?  Was did it matter if anybody who passed them saw her like that?  She might be his devoted pet slave for all they knew.
On their first day they walked from Penzance to Lands End and back, joining other tourists to stare out across the rolling blue vastness of the Atlantic Ocean.  They had lunch in a little cafe and he fed her scones with jam and Cornish clotted cream.
Their room in the hotel had a good solid wooden framed bed with heavy tethering rings so he could spread her out properly and ride her pale body hard with careless lust.  Of course she was not as pale as she had been weeks ago.  Several days spent out of doors from dawn till dusk had given her a golden tan except for the pale marks of the straps across her chest and her back which was sheltered by her pack.

***

There was a large salt water boating lake by the beach in Penzance with paddle boats for hire.  Some came with slave girls in them to provide propulsion.

‘I have my own girl engine,’ Chandler told the man in charge of hiring the boats cheerfully as he strapped Annabel into one
The boats had pairs of short padded bowsprits jutting out from their prows just above the water shaped like a “V” along which slaves lay a little like living figureheads, grasping hold of the ends of the spits to which their wrists were cuffed. Their chests rested on straps spanning between the shafts so that their breasts hung down over the top of them.  Their lower bodies rested inside the front of the boat with their hips lifted by a padded T-bar that pressed up into their lower stomachs.  A strap bound across the small of their backs from the ends of the bar held them in place.  Their feet were strapped to a pair of peddles set in a crank shaft which turned the paddle wheels on either side of the hull.  Their masters sat on the seat behind them controlling the boats tiller.  This gave them a fine view of the girls’ naked buttocks and groins as they pedalled away.
From Annabel’s viewpoint with her face only a foot above the water and splashes wetting her dangling breasts it felt as if she was flying over the lake. She saw herself reflected in the pool’s surface and realized she was grinning.
Chandler took great delight in steering Annabel around the pool, weaving in between the other boats within their naked figureheads jutting out before them with their pendant breasts bobbing merrily as they pedalled.   If he wanted her to go faster he could slap her buttocks with the short flail-tipped strap provided for that purpose chained to the boat seat.  Then he steered them close to the low wall that divided the pool from the sea so they could look out over the real ocean.
Annabel sweated happily away, acutely aware of his approving eyes on her glossy body especially her pumping thighs and straining buttocks and the deep cleavage between them.  There was the tight pucker of her anus holding onto the roots of her rubber dog tail which wagged and slapped her shiny cheeks, and beneath it the soft cleft pout of her naked pussy.  It was empty at the moment but growing slippery, almost as if it was hungry.  She imagined what he was going to do to it when they got back to their hotel…
And then Chandler’s phone rang.  It seemed very jarring out here on the water.
She had seen him check his phone for messages several times every day, but none of them had seemed very important and he had turned it off again with a look of satisfaction.  But this time it had run urgently.  
He listened to the caller and then said simply: ‘Right, we’ll be there…’ and rang off.  
He checked his watch and then turned the boat back towards the little jetty and slapped Annabel’s bottom to set her paddling hard.  ‘We’ll have to postpone the rest of our holiday, Button.  We’ve got to get to the station to catch a train.’
‘Are we going back home, Master?’ she panted regretfully.
‘No… to the Bellmaid Hotel.’








Chapter Eleven

 

Chandler kept Annabel gagged on the train journey from Penzance to London Paddington so she could not ask him why they had to make this sudden dash back to the Bellmaid.  They had left their hiking gear in their Penzance hotel to be collected later and had gone to the station as they were.  At least this time she was not his living footstool.  He bought a ticket for the seat next to him so she could curl up on it and lay with her head in his lap.  He stroked her hair while looking intensely thoughtful.  

Just before they reached London he said:  ‘What’s going to happen may seem strange and confusing, but I want you to do what I tell you without question.   Will you do that for me, Button?’  
He never asked her for her obedience in quite this way before.  It must be important.  She nodded.
It was a quarter to seven when the taxi deposited them at the front of the Bellmaid and Chandler led her inside, looking underdressed in his hiking gear.  Nevertheless Mr Pettigrew was waiting for him behind the reception desk.  Again Annabel realized that Chandler must be an important man to command such personal attention.
‘Is everything ready?’  Chandler asked.
‘Just as you specified, Mr Chandler,’ Pettigrew said.
‘How long have we got?’
‘A little under an hour, I’d say.’
‘Let’s get everything arranged…’  He turned to Annabel, unclipping her leash, removing her gag and un-cuffing her wrists.  Then he guided her towards the Bellmaid waiting room.  ‘Going in there and clean yourself up ready for service.’  Pettigrew handed Chandler a soft package which he passed on to Annabel.  ‘That’s a wig.  I want you to put it on.  Make up your eyebrows to match it.  I don’t want you to look like yourself, do you understand?  Then come back out here…’ He slapped her bottom.  ‘As quick as you can!’
She obeyed without question as she had promised.	
She spared the waiting bell girls in the anteroom a quick smile in passing while they looked at her curiously.  Inside the refreshment room she showered, emptied herself out and greased herself ready for service.  She applied lipstick to her nipples to turn them back into the approved Bellmaid shade.  She pinned her hair up with grips and then opened up the package.  The wig was thick and black.  She put it on.  Then she tinted her pale golden eyebrows to match it.  She chose a blue blush to apply to her lids to match.  When she was done she examined herself critically.  Between the wig, the new make-up and her freshly tanned face she was very different to the image of herself she had last seen in this mirror: except for her part identification stamp, of course.   She was still Button 218… She peered at herself more closely, looking beneath the skin.  But was Button still the same…?  
She went back outside into the lobby where Chandler and Pettigrew were still waiting.  Mr Pettigrew stepped forward and pushed a pair of Bellmaid rubber gag lips into her mouth and locked them in place.  Chandler led her to the lift and they ascended to the fourth floor and went along to a room that Pettigrew unlocked.   
It appeared to be unoccupied and was dominated by a specialized restraint bed. 
Mounted on a low shiny black plinth with a matching headboard, was a king-sized bed with a base made out of inflated transparent plastic on which rested an equally transparent deep mattress with transparent pillows.  Pettigrew went to the headboard and pressed a button on the control panel.  The interior of the bed suddenly lit up from within, illuminated by dozens of LED lights, reminding Annabel of the baggage shop’s restraint case.  Now it could be seen that there was a void within the bed the shape of a spread-eagled woman.  He pressed another button and with a barely audible purr of concealed motors, the bed hinged about its foot end; tilting its head upward until it stood vertical.  Pettigrew pressed another button and the mattress swung away like the cover of a book, hinged down the left side and opening wide to expose the void moulded into the base of the bed.
Annabel gulped as she stared at it, knowing it was her fate to occupy it.  The mould was lined with clear plastic straps.  There was also a slender metal dildo rising from the point where the leg sections of the mould divided.  There was a vertical slot in the mattress occupying the same position above it.
Chandler turned her round and made her step backwards up into the mould, spreading herself wide and sinking back into it.  The slender metal dildo slid up into her greased bottom.  Pettigrew and Chandler pulled the straps across her arms, legs and waist, holding her secure.  There were transparent wedges on either side of the space in which her head rested that pressed against her temples, keeping her looking straight ahead while she was upright.  Pettigrew hooked a wire to the side of Annabel’s gag lips.  She never had anything like that fastened to them before…
Then Pettigrew pulled an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to Chandler.
‘The stickers you requested, Mr Chandler.’
‘Thank you,’ Chandler said.
Inside the envelope were two rectangles of thin flesh-tinted plastic film with bold black characters printed upon them.  Annabel glimpsed what they read as he held them up: BUCKLE 210.  Carefully Chandler pressed one across her forehead, aligning it with her own part stamp, and the other over the characters stamped on her lower stomach.  The plastic film was so thin and pliant that it clung to her flesh, concealing characters beneath it.
‘Will they do?’  Chandler wondered.
‘They will with the mattress in place, Mr Chandler,’ Pettigrew assured him.
Chandler looked Annabel in the eye. ‘Now you must be patient, Button.  I don’t know how long this is going to take but when things start to happen, don’t give yourself away.  It may not be easy but just watch and listen…’
He closed the mattress across her body.  The pliant plastic pressed down on her breasts, flattening them slightly.  There was a small void left about her face.  As the mattress closed she felt fresh air begin to be pumped into it through some concealed ventilation system.  The plastic of the mattress was crystal clear and she could see Pettigrew and Chandler peering in at her with only slight distortion.  Then Pettigrew pressed the control button and the bed tipped the back flat again.  Then the lights illuminating her body went off.  The men left the room, the room lights went off and she was alone in total darkness.

***

Annabel did not know how long she lay there stretched out between the layers of inflated transparent plastic.  

In a way she didn’t mind about the time or even her helplessness.  What she hated was her ignorance.  Was this another test of her obedience; another lesson for her to learn about service?  She had thought she was finished with the Bellmaid.  Hadn’t Chandler said so?  Now it seemed as if he was going to offer her to somebody else.  But why these elaborate arrangements?
She didn’t want another man to use her.  Of course she would do it if she had to, but she was quite happy with Chandler.  She would have happily served him exclusively for the rest of her sentence.  Hadn’t they been having such fun on their holiday… 
Did she really mean “fun”, she wondered?  Yes, she did, she decided.  There was no other word for it.  At least until the telephone call had come.  Although clearly everything had been very well prepared ahead of time, it was as if her master had not known exactly when whatever triggered their sudden return to London was going to occur.  But what was it? 
Then the room door opened, the lights came on and people entered.  
With her limited peripheral vision Annabel could not see them but she heard a recorded bellmaid voice saying: ‘Your bed girl has already been installed…  I hope you enjoy her… The bed controls are here… Accessories are stored in this cabinet…’  There came the sound of bags been put down. ‘Your drinks cabinet is here… Your bathroom is through here…’ Then she saw a bellmaid come into her line of sight as she bent over end of the bed with her bare nipple-belled breasts swaying and her bottom sticking out ‘Please insert your tip here….  If you wish to book me for your further pleasure, please use the house phone…  Charges are listed beside it…’
‘We don’t need her as well, send her away!’ a woman’s voice said.
Annabel tensed.  No, she couldn’t be that unlucky!  Not again!
‘That’ll be all, thank you…’ a man said in equally familiar tones.  ‘Here is your tip…’ The girl shivered as a man bent over her, thrusting some coins up into her pussy.  Annabel goggled up through the plastic mattress into his face.  
It was Daniel!
For a moment his eyes flicked across her face without any reaction.  Then the maid left.  
Rebecca Shearer laughed, peering down through the mattress at Annabel also without any sign of recognition.  ‘So this is your special treat in town, is it?  A hotel full of sex tourists and a plastic bed with a girl toy in it?’
‘I know how you like to play with slave girls, Becky,’ Daniel said.  ‘I thought she might amuse you.  Look…’  
He went to the control panel by the head of the bed and pressed a button.  The metal dildo lodged in Annabel’s bottom pulsed with electricity, making her hips jerk sharply upwards.  Daniel adjusted the control until her hips were jerking like that every couple of seconds.  
‘You can plug things into her as well,’ he said bending down and taking something out of the bedside cabinet.  ‘What about this…’  
He bent over the bed and pushed a long red double-headed dildo through the slot in the mattress and forced it into Annabel’s vagina until she well plugged.  As her buttocks continue to twitch and her hips jerked, the projecting end of the dildo slid up and down out of the middle of the mattress.  
‘We can take her out later and see what other tricks she can do.’ 
Rebecca laughed at the sight of the pumping phallus head.  ‘And I suppose you want to have me on the end of that?’
‘I know your tastes, Becky.  It might be fun if I was occupying your other passageway…’
Annabel felt sick.  No, they couldn’t be… 
‘You seem very familiar with all this,’ Rebecca said with the hint of suspicion in her voice.  ‘How many times have you been here before?’
‘Just once.’  
Annabel tensed.
‘By yourself?’
‘Yes.’
‘Then why did the receptionist start to call me Miss Silversmith?’
‘Did he?  I thought was coughing.’
‘You’ve never been her with Annabel?
‘I haven’t seen her since before she had her run-in with the law.  Forget about her.  You’re all that matters…’
Annabel snivelled.  How could he say such a thing!  She realized she was biting hard on her gag lips but they were making no sound.
Daniel was kissing and pawing Rachel and she was kissing back.  Then he began to unzip the back of her dress.
‘What, right now?’ she said.  ‘We haven’t eaten.’
‘We can have something sent up later… I’m hungry for something else…’
He pulled off her dress and then her underwear, exposing her olive buttocks.  Then he pushed her down onto the bed beside the dildo Annabel was still helplessly thrusting out of it while he stripped his own clothes off.  She saw Rebecca’s dark brown nipples standing up hard from her smooth perfect breasts.
Now Daniel was naked.  He knelt on the bed and took hold of Rebecca and lifted her up and dropped her down onto Annabel’s dildo so that slid up into her bottom.  Rebecca yelped and then sighed with pleasure, lying back on top of Annabel, separated only by a few layers of plastic and a few inches of air.  Daniel pulled her legs wide and knelt between them.  His cock was hard.  He thrust it up into Rebecca’s olive-lipped pussy.  
The plastic mattress cushioned and spread their weight but though its flexing and the dildo now connecting all three of them Annabel could feel every thrust Daniel made up into Rebecca’s pussy and hear every gasp and grunt and sigh as they kissed passionately and squirmed above her.  Rebecca’s juices were flowing copiously, trickling down her buttocks and around the shaft of the pumping dildo, making it slide more easily through its slot and then dribbling down onto Annabel’s own cleft pussy mouth.  Unwillingly she was joining in their passion in the most intimate way possible.
Then with a triumphant grunt Daniel came inside Rebecca, and her hips jerked as she reciprocated.  And then to her misery Annabel felt her own pussy clench about the pumping dildo as she convulsed with empty, desperate passion.  
Three of them lay still for some moments, except for the helpless twitches of Annabel’s hips driven by the electric dildo still pumping into Rebecca’s bottom.
They Rebecca laughed.  ‘Annabel would never have done anything like this with you, would she?’  
‘No,’ Daniel chuckled.
‘Although maybe she’s learned a few new tricks by tricks now.  Did I say I saw her in the baggage company shop giving demos?  I was going to tell everybody but she’d gone the next day.’
‘What?  Oh, so that’s where she went...’
‘What do you mean?’ Rebecca asked suspiciously. ‘Have you been keeping track of her?
‘Not at all.  She’s nothing to me.’
‘I thought you really liked her?’
‘No, she was just a clingy type.  A bit immature really.  I was just being kind to her.  It meant nothing…’
Annabel thought her world was collapsing about her.  She could not believe what she was hearing.  He couldn’t mean it… denying everything they had meant each other…
‘Can you hear something?’  Rebecca said.
It was Annabel sobbing beneath them.
Then there was a flicker of light from across the room.
‘Hey… the television’s come on,’ Daniel exclaimed. ‘Who did that?
Then Annabel heard Chandler’s voice issuing from the television.  He was speaking just like a reporter in measured assured tones.  
‘You see on the screen copies of two documents filed by the Shackleswell police,’ he said.  ‘The first shows the date and time that Mr Daniel Reamerson was involved in a car accident on the Fulsham Road.  The other is a report of the arrest of Miss Annabel Silversmith.  You will notice that the accident occurred the evening before Miss Silversmith was arrested…’
Annabel felt a cold hand clench about her heart.  What?
‘What sort of game is this?’  Rebecca demanded.  ‘What does all that mean?’
‘I don’t know!’ said Daniel desperately, scrambling off the bed and grabbing the remote control for the television.  ‘I can’t turn it off!’
The electric dildo stopped pulsing in Annabel’s bottom.  Then the bed began to tilt upwards of its own accord.  With a squeal Rebecca slithered off it, her bottom pulling free of Annabel’s dildo.  The bed came to rest upright and then the mattress swung free all by itself, pulling the dildo out of Annabel’s aching vagina.  Before her she saw the television screen with the accusing documents still displayed upon it, while Daniel and Rebecca, both naked with their genitals still wet with each other’s discharges, goggled at her.  The wire attached to Annabel’s rubber gag lips jerked and they were pulled out of her mouth.
‘You were lying to me all the time!’  Annabel cried at Daniel
Daniel looked baffled for a moment and then he peered at her more closely.  ‘Annabel!’
‘We did it on top of her?’ Rebecca wailed. ‘Oh God!’
‘I got myself arrested so we could be together for ever!’ Annabel sobbed, turning her eyes to Rebecca.  ‘He was going to buy my slave warrant; that was the plan.  Then he’d have my virginity.  And nobody else would want me so we could be married.  But he didn’t get there in time… he made me think he’d just had a car crash so he arrived too late to buy me… not that it was the previous evening!’ She looked back at Daniel.  ‘Why didn’t you tell me then?’
Daniel was white with shock.  Rebecca looked from Annabel to him.  ‘Is this true?’
‘What… no… She’s crazy…’
‘It’s perfectly true,’ said Chandler’s voice from the television.  ‘After his accident and following a painful interview with his father, during which he told Reamerson he would deduct the cost of repairs and reparations to the innocent third party involved in the crash from his wages and savings, his friends confirm Reamerson was with them drinking in the Boilermakers Arms on Wheelwright Street until closing time.  When he recovered the following morning it was too late to warn Annabelle not to go through with their scheme, or to tell her that he no longer had the funds to buy her warrant.  Lacking the courage to admit his fault, he resorted to a cruel deception.  
‘That afternoon there was a witness who saw Reamerson pacing up and down in front of the Flesh Brokers Hall, occasionally looking inside in a furtive manner.  The witness did not know the significance of his behaviour at the time.  Only when Reamerson arrived “just too late” to buy Annabel’s warrant, were his suspicions aroused…’
He did not need to continue.  Rebecca was furiously picking up her clothes and pulling them on and then snatching up her bags.  She spared Annabel a brief shameful glance.  ‘Thanks for showing me he’s not worth it,’ she said and then strode out.
Daniel dithered, looking, Annabel now realized, quite pathetic.  ‘Sorry… I didn’t mean it to work out like this.  After the accident I had to go after Rebecca to keep father happy.  He’d approve if we got married and I get back onto his good side.  It’s just business you understand… I really did like you…’ 
Then he pulled on his clothes, gathered up his bags and left.
Annabel hung spread and strapped tight within the upright bed shivering and crying quietly.  How could she have been so blind, so stupid?  Her parents had been right about Daniel all the time.  She had ruined herself for nothing…
Chandler came into the room and looked at her with regret.  ‘I’m sorry I had to put you through that, but you had to hear it for yourself.’
Annabel snivelled.  ‘You… you were the witness who saw Daniel outside the Flesh Brokers Hall, Master…’
‘I was.  Of course I didn’t know who he was then, his behaviour just seemed to be odd.  It was only when he appeared a moment after I put my offer in for you and acted as if he’d just arrived in a breathless rush that I became suspicious.  After that I arranged to keep an eye on him and his acquaintances.  When I was able to obtain copies of the police reports I realized how he had deceived you, but also that you might not believe it unless you heard him condemn himself.  I was not sure about his relationship with Miss Shearer and how much she knew, so I arranged for her to “win” a token to the baggage shop when you would be there.  I was also responsible for a “friend” telling Reamerson that you were working on the bin lorry and later that you were supposedly employed here.’
‘So it wasn’t chance, any of it,’ Annabel groaned.  ‘W… what did you think would happen, Master?’  
‘I wasn’t sure.  But I had given him several chances to confess his guilty secret.  Instead he strung you along and said he was still in love with you when I knew from my sources that he was courting Miss Shearer.  That’s why a few days ago he was informed that his registration number from his previous booking here had been put into a draw which had won him a free suite for two for the night, entertainment included.  I wanted to see who he would bring and what would happen when they were confronted with the truth - and yourself- in a suitably dramatic fashion.  I wasn’t sure exactly what date he would take up the offer which was why we had to return here at short notice.  
‘Thanks to my good friend Mr Pettigrew, the receptionist deliberately mentioned your name to stimulate Miss Shearer’s thoughts and perhaps rouse her suspicions.  I think she was quite innocent of any complicity in his scheme, but she still must be feeling quite chastened at how she was taken in.  Hopefully after tonight neither of them will cause you any trouble in the future.’
Annabel gazed at him in wonder.  ‘You… you did all that for me, Master?’
‘Not you alone.  I was trying to make you a better person to satisfy my own tastes.  I soon realized after buying you that you have many admirable qualities and others that needed to be improved, sometimes by crude methods in the time I had my disposal.  But mostly I did it because I hate dishonesty and deception.  But it’s all over now.  I will give you to no more men while you belong to me.  You have my word…’
She gazed at him for a long moment and then said: ‘Hurt me, Master.’
For once Chandler looked nonplussed. ‘I beg your pardon?’
‘Hurt me, Master.  Punish me.  I deserve it for being so stupid about Daniel.’
‘I think you have been punished enough already…’
‘No please, I want this, Master! I want you to hurt me… so I can’t feel the other hurt!’
‘Ah… I understand,’ Chandler nodded.
He went to the bedside cabinet and opened it up, exposing its array of punishment and stimulation implements.  He took out an electric whip and turned it on.  Its rubber thongs were studded with metal contacts.  Spread eagled in her moulded bed Annabel presented the perfect target.  There was nowhere to escape what was to come.  But then it was only what she deserved.  She had to face up to her mistakes and their consequences…
The lash swished through the air and its thongs cut into her flesh.  She screamed and then sobbed: ‘Yes… yes… please… more!’
The whip thongs smeared the red lipstick on her nipples across her breasts as it made them leap and bounce wildly; searing scarlet stripes across them even as they drove electric spikes into their soft yielding interiors, setting her nipples throbbing fit to burst.  Then the lash smacked across the smooth plain of her stomach, make it clench in agony.  Chandler beat the lash across her straining thighs, turning them crimson.  Finally he swung it into the naked mound of her pussy, so that its thongs tore through her cleft, stabbing it with a hundred electric needles as they went.
Annabel screamed as a jet of hot pee spurted out of her across the floor.  But still he beat her, turning her lower belly scarlet, as if trying to wrench some truth out of her.
Then a huge spasm exploded in Annabel’s loins and seared up her spine and burst into her brain and she jerked in confusion, making the upright bed shake.   Once again pain had brought her orgasmic reward.
As Annabel hung limp in her closely moulded form, Chandler put down the lash.  Gently he lifted her drooping chin and wiped the tears from her eyes.  ‘Tomorrow we will go back to Cornwall and finish our holiday,’ he told her.
‘T… thank you, Master, I… I’d like that very much,’ she sobbed.
‘Now I seem to have become very excited lashing to you.  I think I need to relieve my need…’
‘Use me, Master,’ she begged.
He lowered the bed, leaving the mattress open, clambered onto her and took her roughly again and again.  She did not mind that his body grated across her sore simmering flesh. And as she felt his hard penis competing for the room inside her with the electric dildo in her rear on which she was still impaled, she squeezed herself tight about him and let his presence block everything else out of her mind.  Right now he was the only constant in her life and pleasing him was the only worthwhile thing she could do.
All her crazy scheme had achieved was ruining her reputation and ensuring that she would not marry the man of her parents’ choice.  But then no decent man would have her for his wife now.  That was nothing to be proud of.








Chapter Twelve

 

Inexorably, the days of her sentence were crossed off and the date of her freedom approached, but it was no longer the joyous event she had imagined.  Annabel was frightened of seeing her parents again, of having to admit they had been right she had been selfish and foolish, of having to face the real world… a world without love or Daniel.  All that distracted her and gave her any pleasure was her time with Chandler.

They finished their hiking holiday in Cornwall.  Back in Shackleswell he took her for discreet daily walks as his dog pet in her rubber ears and tail, while at nights she served him on her slave annex bed.  On business trips to other cities she was his baggage girl, meekly carrying his luggage to and from hotels.  While he was out she waited in his room chained, eager and ready to give him a warm welcome on his return.  Sometimes on these trips he took her to theatres where he hired a box for them.  She wore a sparkly domino mask with matching cuffs and a collar band and had glittering coloured rhinestones glued to her nipples and vulva, which was the accepted fashion for a slave to dress up for a special occasion.
At those times she forgot who she was and lived only for the moment as anonymous slave pet there to be shown off as a pretty accessory by her well-to-do master.  Oddly she didn’t feel degraded but something special.  She didn’t want it to end.  But all good things came to an end eventually…

***

It was the morning of the last day of Annabel’s sentence.

‘I have to return you to the police station by midday so they can register the completion of your warrant and confirm your sentence is served and that you can go free,’ Chandler told her she knelt tearfully before him.  ‘I should imagine your parents will be there to collect you...’
‘I don’t want to go home, Master… can’t you keep me a bit longer?’ she begged, knowing what was asking was impossible.
‘No.  The law must be obeyed.  I have enjoyed owning you, Button, but now you must be returned to where you came from.  Button 218 will be no more and Annabel Silversmith will return to Shackleswell society…’

***

Chandler delivered Annabel to Shackleswell East police station at half past eleven.  He signed the necessary papers and got a receipt for her, then gave her a brief kiss on the forehead and left her feeling empty and alone.

She was taken into a processing room and stripped of her gag, cuffs and collar.  It was strange to be without its weight.  It had left a pale band of flesh around her neck where it had rested.  The policeman applied the special solvent that dissolve the indelible ink of her part stamps to her forehead, pussy mound and the small of her back.  It stung but the ink dissolved in seconds.  Saw her face in a mirror.  There was just a pale shadow left of BUTTON 218. 
The policeman handed her a package of fresh clothing.  ‘Get dressed, Silversmith.  Your parents are waiting…’
She could hardly bear to meet their eyes when she was led into their presence.  She began to babble the words she had prepared: ‘I’m so very sorry… you were right about Daniel… I was stupid and selfish… can you ever forgive me…’ 
But for some reason they were embracing her and kissing her and smiling.  Even her father. 
‘Come on,’ said her mother, wiping happy tears from her eyes and frowning at the pale shadow of Annabel’s part stamps.  ‘We’ve got to get you back home and freshened up.  We’ve got to go out this afternoon.’
Annabel was amazed. ‘What?  Me as well?  This afternoon?  B… but I can’t go anywhere…’
‘Yes you can, Annabel,’ her father said firmly.  ‘Haven’t you just admitted that we knew best?  Trust us with this…’

***

At half past two, with Annabel freshly bathed and her hair washed and styled and wearing her best summer dress and with the ghost of her part number concealed by careful makeup, her father drove them out of their front gate.  

‘Where are we going?’ Annabel asked.
‘To see a good friend of ours,’ her mother said.
Annabel stared gloomily out of the side window as they wove their way through the city suburbs.  
Her dress felt strange. Its fabric was against her skin.  How long would it take her to get used to being clothed again? She’d imagined burying herself in her room for a week before daring to venture out again.  As it was she had not been free for three hours and she was already being dragged along for a social visit.   Then she reminded herself that she owed her parents an awful lot of repentance and probably penitence and atonement as well, and she determined to be polite and obedient.  She would be a better person from now on, she would…  
Then with a start she saw they were turning into Needlemaker’s Avenue.  Automatically she shrank down in her seat, fearing somebody would look in the window and recognize her from her coming and going from the slave annex, or being walked in her dog suit along these very pavements.
She realized the car was slowing.  Surely their friend didn’t live here!  That would be too much!  ‘No, please, we can’t stop here…’ she begged.
Then they turned into the driveway of number 116.
Dimly Annabel was aware of her father taking her out of the car and up to the front door, even as her eyes kept sliding sideways to the hedge that divided the drive from the slave annex.  It wasn’t a dream.  She was really here.  But she couldn’t be…  
The door was opened by a smart maid who invited them in and showed them into a handsome reception room.  A moment later Chandler appeared.
‘How do you do, Miss Annabel,’ he said with a perfectly straight face.  ‘Your parents have told me so much about you.  I’m so pleased to meet you at last…’ 
‘H… how do you do, Mr Chandler,’ she said in a tiny voice, feeling as if she might faint.
‘Of course we wanted to introduce you to Mr Chandler few months ago,’ her father explained, ‘but then you had your… little problem.  Fortunately he said he was still interested in meeting you.’
‘I’m sure we can make up for lost time,’ Chandler said, smiling at Annabel.
Then they sat down to tea and cakes and discussed totally inconsequential things while Annabel said as little as possible while staring at Chandler in wonder.  He had been the nameless man her parents had thought might want her as a wife! 
When the social pleasantries were satisfied, Chandler said: ‘I’m sure Annabel and I have many things to discuss.  Why don’t I bring her back home later, if that would be all right with you?’
Her mother and father exchanged delighted glances.  ‘Of course,’ her father said.
Once her parents had left, Chandler said casually: ‘Perhaps you’d like to have a walk in the garden, Annabel?’
‘Yes… please, M… Mr Chandler,’ she said, needing fresh air.
It was lovely big walled garden that stretched a long way back from the house.  Strolling amongst its flower beds and apple trees Chandler said: ‘I think in the circumstances you might call me Howard.’
‘I’m trying hard not to call you Master,’ Annabel admitted.
‘Now why would you do that?’  Chandler said mildly.  ‘I had a slave girl, a pretty thing, who called me master.  But she’s gone now.  You are the daughter of a respectable couple who I got to know by way of business a while ago who, knowing I was unmarried but considering taking a wife, hoped I would find you suitable, despite our age difference.  They knew I’d had trouble with women in the past and thought a fresh young girl might be the answer.  There was a delay however.  Perhaps you were ill, perhaps you went away to stay with relatives… ‘ 
‘They do know that it was you bought my warrant,’ Annabel said, struggling to understand.  ‘That I was your slave.’  
‘Of course they know, but they would rather pretend it never happened.  Your parents are perfect middle-class people terrified of scandal.  It was not chance that I visited the Flesh Brokers Hall when you were on display.  That morning your parents, deeply ashamed and distressed, told me what had happened to you because they thought it was only right that I should know the facts, assuming it would end my interest in you.  But instead I was curious about the girl who had caused so much trouble for what seemed to be inadequate reasons.  And I thought that if she was going to be offered as a slave why shouldn’t I buy her?  I had thought about practising relations with slaves first before trying to find a suitable free woman as a prospective bride.’ He smiled warmly. ‘And I found you quite appealing…’
Annabel felt a little flutter in her heart.
‘Then Reamerson appeared in such a suspicious manner and I realized there was more going on than met the eye.  But that only strengthened my resolve to understand more about you.  Then, soon after I got you back here, another thought occurred to me.  Why could I not train a wife as one might slave?  Or for that matter, train a slave to be a wife?  Would that not be an ideal opportunity to find out everything about her so there would be no doubt later?  Of course you came with these entanglements which had to be sorted out first.  But they were only half the reason why I limited the time I would be seen in your company in Shackleswell, and did not bring you into the house.  Partly it was to prevent Reamerson or Miss Shearer learning we were together, but mostly I kept you isolated from my household staff to make it easier to introduce you later as a prospective wife.  I wanted to spare you personal embarrassment.  They knew I had a slave in the annex, but what was that was that?  She would have no connection to Annabel Silversmith.  Those few people who do know that you are one and the same will not talk of it.’
His repeated use of the word "wife” had been impinging itself on Annabel’s mind.  The idea was absurd, wasn’t it?  But who else was there for her?  Who else did she know and trust and, yes love, as much as him?  She gathered herself enough to ask: ‘And…do you think… I would make a suitable wife?’
‘I think you make me an excellent wife,’ Chandler said. ‘You have no secrets from me, physical or emotional. Your weakness was your naive trust and affection for Reamerson.  In overcoming that you matured greatly and I admire you for it.  But beyond all that I realized that I am extraordinarily happy in your company.’
Annabel took a deep breath.  ‘But you still have one secret from me.  You can get copies of police reports and business managers seem ready to do you a lot of favours.  What is it you do?’  
Chandler chuckled. ‘Oh, I created and own the Girlcase and Baggage Company.’
Annabel gaped at him.  ‘That means you’re…’
‘…very rich indeed,’ Chandler confirmed. ‘I said I had trouble with women before.  Gold-diggers, you might call them.  I wanted one who would learn to like me for myself, not for my money: ideally one who also appreciated the worth of my creations.  As you proved by walking uncomplaining and cheerfully the length of the Cornwall coast with my patented slave tagalong plugged into your pleasingly tight anus and succulent vagina, with your breasts bouncing so merrily and lovely big nipples full and excited.’
Annabel goggled at him. ‘That… is probably the most sweetly intimate and obscene complement I’ve ever received.’
Chandler smiled.  ‘I hope you like it.  It is most sincerely meant.  Now, since we have no more secrets from each other, can we return to the matter of you becoming my wife…?’
‘Are you proposing?’
‘Yes.’
Annabel took a breath.  ‘Before I answer… can we go back inside again?’
‘Of course.’  He turned towards the house.
‘No, I mean into the slave annex.’
Chandler looked at her curiously.  ‘As you wish…’
He let her in through the back door: the door she had seen so many times from the inside.  And then she was back in the room she had left only that morning.  She had come full circle.
She looked around at all the devices folded up neatly around the walls, most of which she knew only too intimately in their ability to dispense pain and pleasure.  But not all…
‘You never used that one on me, did you?’ she said pointing.
‘I obtained a selection of devices before I knew who I would be using them on.  Once I realized your special circumstances I changed my plans.  After your problems were resolved, it seemed unnecessarily cruel…’
‘I want you to try it out on me now,’ Annabel said firmly.
‘Why?’  
‘I learned to enjoy serving you as a slave: to be totally intimate and helpless in your presence... to hurt so much I should have hated you and yet I didn’t.  Now I want to know what that feels like as a free woman.  Please… Howard…’
‘As you wish, Annabel…’
She began stripping off her dress while he pulled the device out into the middle of the room.
It comprised two head-high wooden posts mounted on a low wheeled base.  Slung on chains between the posts was a pair of two by four timbers joined together by springs and heavy bolts with butterfly nut caps at each end.  There were heavy buckle cuffs fastened to the tops and bottoms of the posts, together with a pair of leather gloves hung on chains from their middles.  Set on the base between the posts was a waist-high adjustable tubular rod with a rubber dildo on its tip pierced through a serrated rubber sickle blade.
As soon as she was naked, Annabel stood on the frame and spread her arms and legs against the cuffs of the posts.  Chandler buckled them tight about her wrists and ankles.
‘Do you want the dildo up your front or rear?’  Chandler asked.  
‘You choose…’ she said huskily.
He pushed the dildo up into her vagina.  Its main shaft plugged her while its sickle like blade curved up through the gash of her sex, its teeth grinding into her most intimate flesh.  In response she felt her clitoris harden and her loins tingle as a slippery surge of intimate exudation flowed out over the blade.
Then he fed her breasts through the gap between the two by fours. Their inside edges were serrated for extra grip. Then he screwed down their ends, flattening her soft globes between them until they ballooned out of the far side, making her nipples swell even wider.  He only stopped tightening the breast press when she whimpered in pain.
‘Is it too tight?’ he asked in concern.
‘That’s up to you…’ she said.
He gave the nuts another half turn, making her whimper.
Then he opened his trousers and rubbed his swelling penis through the furrow of her buttocks.
‘You’re freshly greased,’ he observed.
‘I did it at home… and I’m clean inside… it’s like a habit now…’ she sighed.  ‘Now please hurt me!’
He thrust his penis up into her bottom, forcing her sphincter to part before it and filling her to the hilt.  The force of his thrust ground her pussy across the grating sickle of impaling dildo lodged in her vagina.  She sobbed and groaned as she was doubly plugged, squeezing tight on him.  It felt right for him to be inside her again.  But that was a pleasure.  Could she endure the pain?
Chandler slipped on the gloves that dangling from the posts and then reached round and clamped them about her imprisoned breasts.  Annabel screamed as the fine spikes lining their insides stabbed into her taut flesh, raising pin pricks of blood across their tight pale domes and swollen and throbbing areolas. 
He thrust deep into her rectum again and squeezed harder on her breasts.  They were bleeding now, blood trickling down over their under-curves, stinging and burning fiercely.  Keeping his right hand across her breasts he lowered his left down to her groin and pressed the spiked tips his gloved fingers into the naked lips of her pussy as they bulged about the dildo plugging and cleaving them.  Pinpricks of blood sprang up from the smooth plump flesh petals.
Annabel shrieked and squeezed on his cock shaft as he slapped her breasts with his spiked palm.  His thrusts ground her against the terrible pussy dildo blade.  She felt her nipples pressing into his gloves offering themselves more pain.  He was thrusting harder and she was screaming.  Then she felt his sperm spurting up into her entrails and she convulsed as her loins exploded…
The next thing she knew he was standing before her without his gloves on as he patted her cheeks.  ‘Are you all right?’ he asked anxiously. 
‘Of course I’m all right, Howard,’ she choked, feeling as if she was in heaven.  ‘You of all people should know that… now please get back inside me!’
And he obeyed.
As he thrust into her rectum once again and gently cupped her stinging breasts in his spiked gloves, Annabel said wistfully between little moans of delight: ‘If we were married… would you want me to wear a chastity belt outside the house?’  
‘Of course not, I’d trust you implicitly…’ he began.
‘I’d like to wear one to remind me who I belonged to.’ 
‘Then you shall…the most secure model there is,’ he agreed immediately.
‘If we were married… would you test any new girlcase designs out on me first?’
‘Of course!’ he declared.  ‘Who could possibly be better than my lovely Cornish pack girl?’
Annabel took a deep breath.  ‘Howard… I will be proud to be your wife!’
Taking off a glove he twisted her head round to kiss him and she saw his face was split into a smile of delight that made him seem much younger.  There was a most uncharacteristic tremble in his voice as he replied:  ‘And I will be proud to be your husband, Annabel.’ 
Annabel added: ‘But in my heart you will always be my master.’
‘And in my heart you will always be my baggage girl,’ he promised her.

 

THE END
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