
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jen 2

By Blard Hans

“Slaves are to be shackled when dropped off or picked up,” said the stern woman behind the counter.  She looked to be in her late thirties with blonde hair and a thin build.  The white blouse she wore matched with her black skirt in the way an office worker from the 20th century might have appeared, except that she wore no jewelry other than a name tag that read “Paige.”

“Sorry, I’m kinda new to all this,” Jen said.

The expression on Paige’s face softened.  “I remember when I got started too.  No worries.  We have some spare sets here.”  She looked at Jen for a minute then said, “Why don’t you go enjoy yourself at the spa.  When you’re done, he’ll be here ready for you.”

Jen glanced over at Frank, who gave her the barest of nods.  “Thank you.  I’ll do that.  Do you just watch him while I’m gone?”

Paige smiled and said, “Of course.  Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of him while you’re out.  Do you have any special requirements or need him exercised?”

“He’d probably like a little exercise while I’m gone.”

Paige smiled.  “Of course.  Go and enjoy yourself.  We have a full-service Rec Center here, so he’ll be well taken care of.”

“What time do you need me back to pick him up?” Jen asked.

“By the time you’re done with the spa treatment, he’ll be ready for pickup.”

“Ok then.”  Jen turned and headed out.

“Did she just get you?” Paige asked once Jen had left.

“Yes,” Frank said.  It was true – sort of.

“I remember my first slave.  I didn’t want to be without him either.  You can always tell a new owner.  Don’t worry.  When I first got started, I wore a collar too.  I can tell you’re new too so just do as I say and everything will work out fine.”

Frank nodded even though he had no idea what was going to happen.

Paige produced a leather leash from behind the counter and clipped it onto the front of his collar.  As they walked through the door leading into the Rec Center, Paige began to explain the facilities.  “Whenever you are not tasked for training, you will be required to be chained to one of the holding areas.”  They walked into a small room.  The walls and floor were completely black.  A metal cage was the only piece of furniture.  Paige took a pile of chain from on top of the cage and handed it to Frank.

“There is an eye bolt on the wall.  If for any reason you find yourself alone then it is your responsibility to chain yourself to the wall.  This is important because if any of our staff find you unlocked, there are stiff penalties.”  She handed a large shiny lock to Frank and gestured to the wall.  “Go ahead and padlock the chain to the eye bolt.”

Frank tried to put on a brave face as he took the lock from her.  It was heavy and very sturdy.  The click it made when he closed it sounded like a prison sentence.  The chain, it turned out, was about twelve feet long.  He stretched it out as instructed then handed the free end to Paige.

“Most of the trainers here are pretty good.  Do watch out for Mistress Beatrice.  As long as you do what you’re told you shouldn’t have any problems but she can be a bit...demanding.”  Paige unclipped her leash from his collar then locked the end of the chain onto it.  The weight pulled down on his neck but was manageable.

“We obviously don’t allow our guests to wear any articles of clothing so please remove your garment and hand it to me.”

Frank undid the string and handed the apron to her.

“That’s better.  Don’t let any of the staff see you wearing clothing unless they specifically instruct you to put something on.”

Frank said, “Yes Ma’am.”

Paige’s face looked kindly as she said, “Don’t worry, your Mistress will be back soon.  In the meantime, I’ll arrange a personal trainer for you and we can get started with the workout.”  Paige started to turn to leave then stopped and said, “Oh my, I almost forgot.”  She pressed a button on the wall and said, “Grace, bring a set of shackles to room #4.”

Seconds later, a young woman with bright red hair walked in.  She was naked except for her collar and matching cuffs.  She also had two small bells attached to her nipples.  They made a soft ringing sound as she moved.  In her hands she held a small pile of chains.  Although she had a perfect body, the blank expression on her face detracted from her looks considerably.

As Grace turned to leave, Frank watched her tight ass as she moved.

“I’ll have to talk with your Mistress.  I know she’s new and everything, but slaves need care too.  Well, I’ll take care of that for you.”  There was a scolding, even angry, tone in her voice as she spoke.

Frank didn’t say anything, clearly confused as to whether he had done something wrong.

“Arms forward,” Paige said.

Frank wasn’t sure what was going on but held his arms out towards her anyway.  Paige stepped in so that his hands rested on her breasts. They were smaller than Jen’s but felt soft and inviting.

Paige attached part of the chain between his wrist cuffs.  There was a long part of the chain that dangled down by his knees.  There was a larger ring at the end that had more chain attached to it.  Paige knelt down in front of him and attached it to his ankle cuffs.  When the chain was stretched out, it resembled a capital letter I.

“That’s better.  Everything feel ok?”

Although the chain restricted his movements considerably, nothing hurt so he said, “Yes.”

Paige pulled a small plastic box from it’s holder on the wall and held it up to his collar.

Frank did his best to stand still.  He started sweating as she moved the box next to his throat.  If Jen had not programmed the ID tag correctly, their journey would end here and now.  Images of himself with a blank vacant stare and a lifetime of mindless obedience flashed across his mind.

The box let out a small chime and Paige pulled it back to look at the display.  “You poor thing.  You’re dangerously low on Amptileen.”  Paige shook her head in apparent disgust.

Frank glanced at the chain connecting him to the wall.  If he hadn’t been locked to it, he may well have tried to run right then.  Although he had no idea what Amptileen was, it didn’t sound good.

Paige flipped the black box around and rammed it into his neck, right above his collar.  There was a stinging sensation when the box hit his flesh.  The moment she pulled it away from him, the stinging stopped and a curious buzzing sensation started.  He could feel something wash over him like a wave in the ocean.  He inhaled deeply as a flash of dizziness swept through him.

Frank tried to talk.  He tried to say that any medications were something that Jen was supposed to give him but his ability to speak was gone.

“We’ll have to be very aggressive, but I think we can get your levels back up to normal by the time we reach the Capitol,” Paige said.  She gently caressed his face with her hand.  “I won’t have time to do a complete physical today but I’ll talk with your Mistress about leaving you here all day tomorrow so we can find out how the other levels are doing.”

Paige held the black box up to his collar again.  When it chimed again she looked at the display and an odd expression crept onto her face.  “There must have been some damage to your tag.  It doesn’t have any preference information.  Well, the older collars do sometimes have problems as the memory cards age.  I’ll order you a new one.”

Frank was having a hard time following the conversation.  At least the dizzy sensation was starting to ebb.

“I can reset the preference data for you.  First, your sexual preference.  Do you prefer males, females or both?”

Frank had to fight his way through the mental fog before he could answer.  “Female,” he said tentatively. 

Paige smiled at him.  She turned towards the door as a soft gong sound emanated from the other room.  “Don’t worry, we’ll continue the setup tomorrow when you come back.  In the meantime, I’ll send in a Mistress to exercise you.”  Paige turned and walked out.

Frank stood alone for a few minutes.  The fog in his mind was starting to clear a little.  He pulled on the chains but they were locked tight.  Eventually, he just sat down and waited for whatever was going to happen next.

A tall woman walked in.  She was wearing a black latex dress with a low-cut top.  Her girls were pressed up allowing a wonderful view of her cleavage.  The jet-black hair and athlete’s body combined in a way that was both sexy and classy.  Across her waist was a wide black belt; a leather leash coiled at one side.

Frank found himself looking up at her.  The way she moved was intoxicating.

“On your feet,” she said.

Frank stood without hesitation.

She walked over to him and placed a thumb on the lock connecting the chain to his collar.  “Open,” she said.  The lock popped open and the chain fell to the ground.  She pulled off the leash that had been looped on her belt and clipped it to the front of his collar.  Without saying anything else, she began to walk out of the room with Frank in tow.

They stepped into a hallway lined with pictures in ornate frames.  Doors appeared every few yards but all were closed. 

The tall woman stopped in front of one of the doors.  It opened at her barest touch.  She walked in with Frank a foot behind her.  This room was much better lit than the last one.  There were counters along the wall and a heavily padded medical chair dominated the middle.  The tall woman tied off the free end of her leash to a short metal statue of a man with one hand out.

She moved to the medical chair and began to adjust the back, causing it to change from upright to a reclined position.  When she felt it was correctly positioned, she motioned for Frank to come over.  After undoing the leash, she patted the seat.

Frank tried to stand still but his feet seemed to be moving of their own accord.  He hopped up on the padded seat facing the tall woman.  As he looked into her eyes, he noticed that they were so dark brown that it was hard to tell where iris ended and pupil began.  Her smooth dark skin seemed flawless.  She was talking but Frank was having a hard time following what she said.

“Repeat my name,” she said.  There was a very stern look on her otherwise beautiful face.

Frank swallowed hard.  “I’m sorry but I don’t know what your name is.”

A look of disbelief crept across the woman’s face.  “I just told you it was Mistress Beatrice, now repeat my name!”

“Mistress Beatrice,” Frank said calmly.

“If you are going to intentionally disrespect me then I will teach you obedience.”  She pursed her lips and scowled at him.

“It’s not that, Mistress Beatrice.  I was distracted by how beautiful you are.”

“Nice try,” she said as she pressed a hand onto his chest and pushed him back against the seat.  The scowl on her face had softened considerably.  She expertly attached wide nylon belts across his chest, arms and legs.  When she was done, Frank was completely immobilized.

Beatrice let her eyes roam over Frank’s helpless body.  Her eyebrows flicked upward for just a moment as her eyes met his.  “Close but we’re missing a few things.”  She walked over to one of the counters and came back with a black leather blindfold and matching panel gag.

Once they were secured, Frank was unable to see or speak.  Beatrice took a set of headphones and placed them over his ears.  She finished off the process by strapping a thick leather belt over his forehead and tightening it into place.

“Before I turn the music on, I want you to tell me if anything is pinching you.”  She reached over and pinched his side.

Frank tried to speak but only a mumbling sound came out.

Beatrice giggled.  She turned the headphone volume control up until she could just hear the music when she stood near him.  “Can you hear me?” she asked.

Frank did not respond.

Beatrice got up and left the room.

After what seemed like an eternity, Frank began to try and get out of his restraints.  No matter how hard he pulled or which way he twisted, the belts held him securely.  In the end he just tried to relax.  His exertions had left him exhausted and perspiring a little.

A soft hand began to massage his chest.  The sudden sensation made him jerk in surprise, but the belts made any real resistance useless.  His breathing quickened when the hand began to play with his nipples.  He could feel himself getting erect.

The hand made its way down his stomach and began to massage his thighs and hip flexors.  The music filling his ears made it impossible to tell whether anyone was talking.

Frank’s body tensed as a fist slammed into his left inner thigh.  He cried out but with the gag in place it must have sounded more like a grunt.  Frank felt his whole body relax.  Another punch into his right leg followed the first.  Again he tensed followed by completely relaxing.

The hand began to caress his balls.  He could feel two hands on his boys.  One was gently pulling them down away from his body while the other touched him gently, almost lovingly.  Frank tried to fight it when his hips began to thrust outward but failed.

Something stiff and cold was being wrapped around his testicles.  He was left to imagine what it might be.  A few seconds later, his balls were being pulled much harder.  It hurt a little at first but then started to feel really good.  He found that by flexing his stomach muscles, he could have a little control on how hard the pulling sensation was.  He also found that each time his hips thrust upward, the pulling was almost too intense to take.

Something soft and warm was tracing the line of his shaft from balls to tip.  Was it a finger?  He could feel the fingers rubbing the head of his penis.  It was a gentle sensation at first then he could feel it become slippery.  ‘Pre-cum,’ he thought.

The hand gripped his manhood firmly and pulled his dick down towards his feet until it was at attention and pointing straight up towards the ceiling then it began to stroke him.  Wave after wave of intense pleasure washed over him.  He felt another hand on his chest.  It was soon rubbing his nipple as the other hand stroked his cock.  He would have loved to see who this was but the blindfold was too effective for that to happen.  Somehow, he doubted that it was Mistress Beatrice.

He lost track of how long he had been strapped into the medical chair.  His breathing was coming in heaves and sweat began to pour out of him.  Still, the slow-motion stroking continued.

Frank began to feel the pressure building from somewhere behind his groin.  The pleasure began to get even stronger.  ‘Please don’t stop,’ Frank thought.

Frank felt his body convulse and his whole universe shrunk down to a single point of pure pleasure.  He could feel cum shooting out of him over and over.  When he was done, he gave a final shudder and his whole body seemed to give out.  He wasn’t sure if he was asleep and dreaming or if he was just on the edge of passing out.  Without being able to see, hear or move, it was difficult to tell.

He woke up as someone began to take the headphones off him.  How long had he laid there?

Next, the belt over his forehead was loosened then removed followed by the gag and lastly the blindfold.

He had to keep his eyes closed for several seconds before they adjusted to the light.  An image came into view of a tall athletic woman with a knockout figure and lovely face.  There seemed to be more color in her cheeks than he remembered from before and she had a light coating of perspiration on her face.  It almost looked like she was glowing.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Better,” Frank said with a small smile.

Mistress Beatrice grinned back at him.  “You should feel privileged.  I normally let one of the slave girls exercise our guests.”

“That was amazing,” Frank said.

A suddenly harsh look appeared on Mistress Beatrice’s face.  “You are here for my pleasure, not yours.”

“Yes Ma’am,” Frank said.

Mistress Beatrice unbuttoned the leather parachute holding his balls.  It was attached by a thin chain to a series of weights that dangled over the end of the medical chair.  The sudden release made Frank cough a couple of times.

Mistress Beatrice walked over to a call box on the wall and said, “Grace to exercise room three.”

A soft tinkling of bells preceded the entrance of the naked red headed girl with the blank stare.

Mistress Beatrice looked her up and down then said, “Release him then get him cleaned up and return him to his room.”  She turned and left without a backwards glance.

Grace walked over and began to unbuckle the belts holding Frank.  He started to get up but stopped as Grace gently but firmly pushed him backwards.  She disappeared for a minute then returned with warm damp cloths.  She gave him a thorough wash down but refused to say anything to him even after he tried to initiate conversation with her.

When they were done, she led him by a short chain to the room with the cage in it.  Once inside,  she unclipped the short chain from the front loop of his collar then turned and walked out.

Frank stood there, alone in the small room.  Remembering what Paige had warned him about, he locked the chain from the wall onto his collar and waited.  The floor was hard and the only piece of furniture was the metal cage.  As he looked closer at it, he realized there was some bedding material inside of it.  Reluctantly, he crawled inside.  He was asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow.

Voices woke Frank.  ‘Was that Jen?’ he wondered.  His head felt like it was full of molasses and his thoughts were having a hard time forming.  The voices got louder as the group got closer.

Paige entered first.  She marched as though going to war.  Her hands were clenched and her lips were pursed.  Jen entered next and looked like she was about to cry.  Mistress Beatrice entered last, looking haughty.

“Up against the wall.  Spread your legs and hold your hands up against the wall, as high as they will go,” Paige said.

Fear flashed through Frank.  ‘This is it.  They’ve found us out,’ he thought.  Despite the adrenaline pouring into his bloodstream, he stepped quickly to the wall and spread his arms and legs then waited.

Paige turned and faced Jen.  “His Amptileen levels were too low for the scanner to detect!  Do you have any idea of the damage he could suffer if they drop to zero?  Brain damage is almost guaranteed and that’s if he survives the coma.”  Her voice seemed to drop an octave as she continued to chastise Jen.  “When I called in a slave, he looked at her like he hasn’t had sex in days.  SLAVES NEED TO BE FUCKED.  If you don’t want to do it yourself then have a slave girl help or for God’s sake at least exercise him.”  Paige seemed to be winding down or at least taking a breath, it was hard to tell.

A realization crossed Frank’s mind, “They don’t know.”  Desperately wanting to see if Jen realized it too he tried to turn his head to peek but it wasn’t moving for some reason.

Mistress Beatrice stepped in a foot closer to Jen and placed a hand on the crying girl’s shoulder.   “You’ve done some good things with him too.  Did you know that he told me I had a beautiful face?  Can you imagine any other slave giving you a compliment like that without a command.  Almost seemed like he had his will intact.  Good job on training him that way.  I wish more owners would.”

Jen mumbled out a ‘thank you’ between sobs.

Frank noticed that there was something wrong with the way Jen sounded.  He had been with her on the day she broke her leg.  She was crying then but she sounded normal when he talked to her.  Today she sounded like a little girl.

“Honey, I know you’re new.  I remember what it was like when I got my first slave.  I was clingy too but that has got to stop.  It’s not good for either one of you.  You’ll grow tired of him and he’ll grow restless if he’s not allowed to graze.  I’ve seen it a dozen times,” Paige said.  She seemed to be calming down.

Jen kept her head down and nodded.

Mistress Beatrice pulled her hand back.  “Now the matter of the Amptileen.  You know the rules, you can torture your slave in any way you choose but it cannot lead to brain damage or death.  If you make him run out of Amptileen then you know the penalty.”

Jen looked up.  “Are you going to report me?” she asked in a scared tone.

Frank heard the real fear in Jen’s voice.  ‘She’s good.  If they report us then they’re bound to discover what’s going on.”

A kind smiled appeared on Mistress Beatrice’s face.  “No, not this time.  Complaints to the Slave Cruelty Board are always taken seriously and it would mean a long time in confinement while they sort it out.  Don’t make me regret this though.”

Jen shook her head.  “Thank you,” she said.

“I normally don’t train Mistresses but if you think you might need some help, I’m willing.  I enjoyed exercising your slave so it’s fine with me,” Mistress Beatrice said.

“Thank you again.  I’d like to take you up on that.”

“Come by around 8:00 tomorrow.  It’s usually quieting down around here by then so we’ll have a private room.”

Jen nodded.  “Thank you both.  I know you’re doing this because it’s the right thing to do.  I’ll get better, I promise.”

The two older women nodded solemnly then walked out.

Jen watched them as they left.  She listened until she couldn’t hear their footsteps anymore.  Once she was sure they were alone, she walked up to Frank.  He was still standing with his arms and legs out, facing the wall.

“They may have this room monitored, so let’s wait til we get back to our room before we talk,” Jen whispered.

Frank didn’t move.

“Turn around,” Jen said, obviously confused.

Frank turned around and lowered his arms.  His legs were still spread a little too wide.

“Oh, the chain.  Sorry.”  Jen pressed her thumb onto lock attached to Frank’s collar.  “Open,” she said.  The lock popped open.  The chain clattered to the ground.  “Ok, let’s go.”

Frank followed Jen but had to move more slowly because of the chain between his legs. 

Jen waited for him at the front counter.  Paige was standing and said, “We’ll see you back here at 8:00.  I told your slave that I might want him here all day tomorrow but after our conversation I think it will be ok for you to keep him.  Naturally, if you want to leave him with us that’s perfectly fine too.”

“You’ve given me a lot to think about.  I’m going to have to rethink how I handle him.  Tomorrow may be the first day of that.”

Paige smiled at her. She produced a small black box and handed it to Jen.  “In case the supplies in your room aren’t enough.”

“Thank you,” Jen said.

Paige handed Jen a leather leash.

Jen clipped it onto Frank’s collar and they headed off to their room.

Once inside, Jen unclipped the leash but left Frank chained in his shackles.

Frank wanted to complain about the chains but the words weren’t forming.

Jen sat down on the couch and stared at him.  “Come here,” she said finally.

Frank walked over then knelt between her legs.  He looked up at her and waited.  There were new highlights in her hair.  The color matched nicely with her regular hair.  The way that her eyes stared down at him was mesmerizing.

“My God, what did they do to you?” Jen asked.

Frank shook his head a little, like he was trying not to fall asleep.  “They put some drug into me.  I think it’s affecting me.”

“You think?”  Jen’s eyes rolled up towards the ceiling and a real tear rolled down her cheek.  She looked back down at him.  “I’m so sorry.  I had no idea.”  She was crying now and more tears cascaded down her face.

Frank put his hands on her knees.  “It’s not that bad.  Besides, it obviously doesn’t last in your system because they were concerned about the levels getting too low.”

Jen pulled herself together.  “You’re right.  We just need to let it run its course.”

“Maybe it will be gone by tomorrow,” Frank offered.

The color disappeared from Jen’s face.  “Tomorrow.  We’re supposed to see Mistress Beatrice at 8:00.”

Frank sat back.  “Crap.”

“You know she’ll be checking your levels to see if I kept my word.  What are we going to do?”

Frank thought for a moment, “What about the whole coma and brain damage thing?  I wonder how long you have to be on that stuff before you get addicted or something.”

Jen’s eyes grew wide.  The color was starting to come back to her face.  “And will anyone check you when we get off the train?”

They sat in silence for a few minutes.

“I know,” Frank said.

A hopeful look appeared on Jen’s face.  She held her hands up as if to say, “Spill it.”

“We should order something.”

The hopeful look fell off as a stern one took its place.

“I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and I feel like I could eat a horse.”

“Grrr.  Fine, we can order dinner.”

The chains on Frank’s body clanked as he stood up.  He walked over to the red cord Al had shown them and gave it a quick tug.

A few minutes later there was a knock at the door.  Frank opened it and saw Agnis standing there with a menu in her hand.  She gave Frank an approving nod and said, “I thought you two might be hungry, so I brought a menu.”

Frank accepted the menu from her and walked back to Jen.  He stood in front of her and held the menu out.

Jen took it from him and leafed through the pages.  “Two Filet Mignons with potatoes please.”  She handed the menu back to Frank.  As he walked back to Agnis, Jen found herself watching the curve of his ass and his strong legs.

“Anything else?” Agnis asked softly.

“Two hot fudge Sundaes too,” Frank mouthed.

She winked at him then turned and left.

Jen called over to him.  “Frank, come over here.  Let’s get you out of those chains.”  She pressed her thumb on one of the small squares at the end of the chains and said, “Open.”  The chains fell free instantly.  “Set them on the table,” Jen said once the chains were off.  She left the cuffs on though.

Frank walked back to her and sat on the couch when she patted it with her hand.

“What exactly did they do to you?”

“Paige told me that I had to be chained to the wall unless I was told otherwise.  She took a black box and it read information from my collar.  Apparently, the memory card is damaged so they can’t read the information.  She wants to order a replacement.  She said that my Amptileen level was too low for the machine to read then she injected me with something.  That’s when things get hazy.  I know that Mistress Beatrice tied me to a chair.  Then she...she got me off.”

Jen’s face was turning red.  “She what?”

“She stroked my cock until she made me cum.”  Frank couldn’t believe he was saying this.  He tried to stop himself.  He tried to make it sound nicer, but the words just poured out of him.

Jen was silent for a few minutes.  “So that’s what they mean when they say exercise.”

“Apparently,” Frank said.  He was hoping that she wasn’t mad but then it occurred to him that they had never dated or even made out.

Jen was starting to calm down again.  “That leaves us with a couple of problems.  First is what to do about the Amptileen thing.  The other is what to do about Mistress Beatrice.

The door opened and Agnis wheeled in a cart with several metal covered plates and two large glasses holding generous amounts of ice cream and hot fudge.  She left without saying a word.

As Jen and Frank began to devour their dinner, a thought occurred to Jen.  “What if the story about Amptileen isn’t true.  What if they tell everyone that so that the slaves don’t figure it out and stop taking the drug?”

Frank grunted.  “Great.  I guess we’ll find out tomorrow when it wears off.”

“What if it is true and you begin to get sick?  Do you want me to inject you?”

“I think it comes down to whether I want to live my life as a slave or would I rather suffer the side effects.  How about this:  If I begin to go into a coma or something then how about administering just a tiny amount.  Maybe we can wean me off this stuff even if it does have side effects.  Remember O’lanski?  That’s what they did when he got addicted to heroin.”

Jen was nodding.  “I’ll read up on the injector and find out how to set the amount.”

Frank went back to eating the potatoes.  “I think we’ll need to start looking for alternate ways to get off the train too.  If you’re right about them checking me before we leave, that would be the end of our trip.  Maybe we can slip out without anyone seeing once the train stops.  We’ll be gone before they’re any the wiser.”

“I know it’s a little early but do you feel like going to bed?” Jen asked.

“I’m not tired at all.  In fact, I haven’t felt this good in a long time.  I’d be glad to go to bed with you though.”  Frank looked like he could run a marathon.

“Ok,” Jen said.  Her face betrayed the surprise and curiosity playing out in her mind.
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