
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jen 4

by Blard Hans

“Quit complaining.  I’ll untie you when we get back inside,” Jen said.  She was holding a leather leash connected to the front loop on Frank’s collar.  Even she had to admit he was getting better at walking around while wearing the chains between his arms and legs.  She could hear the light clanking as he walked.  ‘Adorable,’ she thought. 

Frank muffled another grumble.  “Sorry.  I think I’m still too hot from sitting in the hot tub.”

Jen stopped in front of the door leading to their room.  She opened it and led Frank inside.  Once the door closed, she unclipped the leash and pressed her thumb onto the turquoise tab on his collar.  The chains fell off as soon as she said, “Open.”

“Thank you,” Frank said as he stretched his arms and shoulders.

Jen plopped on the couch.  She felt drained from the hot tub too.  “We have about four hours before we’re supposed to meet with Mistress Beatrice.”

Frank looked down then said, “Don’t remind me.”

“Don’t get down.  We’re going to figure a way out of this.  Remember, we arrive at the capitol tomorrow.  Just one more night to get through.”

Frank tried to put on a brave face.  “I noticed that there are doors by the connecting areas between each car.  I know we found them locked as we walked through but I’m wondering if they unlock once the train is stopped.  Could be our way off of here once we arrive.”

Jen was nodding as he spoke.  “That should be our first option but we need a backup in case that doesn’t work.”

“I know what you’re going to suggest but I don’t want to go through life as a mindless slave.”

Jen shook her head.  “I don’t want that for you either.  I already feel bad enough that I got you into this...”

“It’s not like that.  I agreed to come and I knew the risks.  If it wasn’t for you I’d be trapped in that town for the rest of my life with no way out and no hope.”

“We’re in this together,” Jen said.  She paused before continuing, “If we can’t get out through the doors then we’re going to have to talk about plan B.  I can try and dose you so that it’s enough to register but not to where you lose control.”

Frank sat down next to her.  “We should see if there is any change in my level now.  If it’s dropped from earlier then we can make a guess on how quickly it gets metabolized.”

“I put the box in the top drawer of the nightstand.  Go and get it then we can check your levels.”

“You go get it.  You’re the one who put it there.”  Frank hadn’t meant to have it sound that way but this was all becoming too much.

Jen smiled at him.  “You just told me no.”

A smile spread across Frank’s face.  “Tell me to do something else.”

A mischievous glint appeared in Jen’s eyes.  She leaned over and whispered, “Tell me that I am the most beautiful girl you have ever seen and I am much prettier than Mistress Beatrice.”

“You are way prettier than Mistress Beatrice,” Frank said.  He put his hand on her leg as he spoke.

Jen’s cheeks started turning red.  “You’re supposed to not do what I said.”

“That was my choice.  Now, command me to go and do something.”

“Ok.  Walk into the bedroom and chain yourself to the wall.”

Frank sat there and didn’t move.

“I think we’re on to something,” Jen said, “I’ll go get the box and then we can check your levels.”

“Here, I’ll get it.”  Frank walked into the bedroom and retrieved the small black box Paige had given to Jen yesterday.  ‘God, was it only yesterday?’ Frank thought.

He handed the box back to Jen then sat down and presented his neck to her.

Jen lifted the box and pressed the small button on top.  When the box chimed, she pulled it back quickly and stared at the display.  A red bar was just barely visible at the base of the display.  “It shows some of the drug is still in your system, but it looks like it’s just barely registering.”

Frank took the box from her and looked for himself.  “Ok, this could work.  So I can have some of that crap in my body and still tell you no.  We also know that a small amount won’t cause me to die or go into a coma if I stop cold turkey.”  He handed the box back to Jen.  “There’s no use in waiting.  Go ahead and inject me when you’re ready.”  He waited, trying not to betray how violated this process made him feel.

“We should talk about that first.  If I inject you then you won’t be able to refuse me anything.  If we’re going to pull this off then I may need to treat you as my slave.  I can’t do that if I think I’m taking advantage of you.”

Frank took her hand in his.  “Jen, we could both be exposed in just a few hours.  That would mean we both get into trouble and for me that may mean that I end up as a slave for real.  Do whatever you have to do to get us through this.  I already know that Mistress Beatrice will want to use me sexually.  You may be forced to play along.  I want you to know that it’s ok with me.  Do what you have to do.  Besides, I would rather be yours than belong to some unknown woman.  At least you would help me get clean from that crap.  Just don’t leave me as a mindless slave, ok?”

“You know I would never do that.  Now, if I’m forced to play along you need to tell me what is off limits.”

Frank thought about this for a long time.  “Nothing that would ruin a relationship and nothing permanent.  Other than that, I’m going to have to be ok with it.  Besides, if we’re discovered then I won’t have any control over what happens to me anyway.”

They shook hands and said, “Deal.”

Jen began to play with the controls.  She twisted one of the small dials on top of the box then checked the display.  After a few minutes she said, “I think I have this figured out.  I’m not sure what units they’re using to measure this stuff but I’m assuming the lower the number the better.”  She held the box near Frank’s neck then stopped.  “Did you see how she injected you?”

Frank let out a slow exhale then said, “Not really.  It happened super fast.  Paige almost hit me in the neck with it, then everything got fuzzy.”  He was going to add something else when Jen’s arm flashed upward and she brought the bottom end of the box hard against his neck.  Frank’s flesh stung when the box made contact with him.  He let out a cry of surprise then noticed that the stinging changed into a now familiar buzzing sensation.  “I think that did...”

Jen was staring at him.  Concern was etched all across her face.  She set the box down and rested her hand on his shoulder.

Waves of dizziness swept through him. He tried to talk but the words were having a hard time forming.

“Your eyes,” Jen said softly.  She had raised her free hand up to cover her mouth.

“What do you mean?” Frank managed to get out after a few attempts.

“They look kinda blank.  How do you feel?”

Frank had to fight through the molasses in his mind before he could fully realize what she was asking.  The truth was: he felt great.  “Good.”

Jen sat quietly next to Frank for a long time.  She was successful in fighting back tears but it was a close call.  “Do you think you could refuse me if you wanted to?”

Frank sat quietly and didn’t answer.

“Go to the bedroom and chain yourself to the wall,” Jen said.

Frank got up and walked into the bedroom.

Jen could hear the clattering of heavy chains then silence.  Whatever willpower she had abandoned her.  Tear ran quietly down her cheeks.  When she got herself together, she stood up and walked into the bedroom.

Frank was sitting on the side of the bed.  The silver chain locked to the eye bolt next to her bed was now padlocked to the front of his collar.

Jen stood in front of him and held the black box next to his neck.  She checked the display as soon as it chimed.  The red bar was now three quarters of the way up towards the green bar.  She twisted the small dial on the box counterclockwise and let out a small sigh.  “Look up,” she said.  She waited until Frank was looking up towards the ceiling before she slammed the base of the black box against his neck again.  Frank winced but said nothing.

Tears began to trickle down Jen’s face as she took his reading again and looked at the display.  The red bar was now just barely over the green line.  “I’m so sorry.  They are bound to check you when we get to Mistress Beatrice.  If I hadn’t dosed you enough then they surely would have.”

Frank remained quiet.

Jen put the little box back into the top drawer of the nightstand.  She closed the drawer and sat next to Frank. “Can you feel it?”

Frank turned towards her and said, “No.  My head is starting to clear a little.”

Jen looked relieved and hugged him.  “I was worried.” 

Frank said nothing.

“Let’s try and see if you can refuse me now.  Tell me I’m the most beautiful girl you have ever seen.”

Frank looked at her for a second and said, “You are the most beautiful girl I have ever seen.”

Jen momentarily looked pleased then a darkness crept across her face.  “Did you mean it earlier when you said I was gorgeous?”

Frank nodded.  “I can’t believe how pretty you are.”

Jen smiled at him.  “Well, they will expect that I use you any way I want so we should practice a little before we go.”  She stood up and slipped the black dress off along with her bra and panties.  “Spread your legs,” she said.

Frank obediently moved his legs.

Jen stepped into him.  Her breasts were at the same level as his face.  “Kiss me here,” she said, pointing at her breasts.

Frank leaned in and began to gently kiss her tits.

Jen exhaled slowly and began to caress his face. 

Frank found one of her nipples and began to trace his tongue around it.  He alternated between kissing and sucking on her.

Jen started breathing harder and reached down towards his lap.  She wasn’t too surprised when she found his penis was already erect.  She began to play with it.  She wrapped her hand around it and began to slowly stroke up and down.  After a few minutes, she noticed that the top of his dick was getting slick.  “You can touch me while I play with you,” she said.  She took one of his hands and guided it between her legs.

Frank began to trace the outline of her labia.  She was already getting wet.  Frank slowly worked his way inside of her.  He moved his finger slowly in and out.  When he found the small engorged spot at the top of her vagina, he began to gently rub it.

Jen began to moan.  She grabbed the back of his head and pulled it in farther into her.  She noticed he was beginning to sweat, and she felt herself begin to perspire.  The first time she came it was more like a small wave of pleasure radiating out from her groin.  The second one came a few seconds later and she let out a cry of pleasure.

Frank was still sucking on her nipples, alternating between them every few seconds.  His free hand was tracing the outline of her butt.  It felt good but weird to have someone playing with her there. “Lay on your back,” Jen commanded.

Frank stopped and laid down on his back.

Jen knelt in front of him and began to touch his scrotum.  The skin was incredibly soft.  She pulled down on his balls with one hand and began to stroke his cock with the other.  It was already coated with something clear and slippery.  She began to stroke harder as Frank began to moan.

Jen was breathing hard.  There was a bright red flush on her chest when she stopped running her hands over his junk.  She stood up then got on top of him, her legs straddling him. 

She looked down at the face of her oldest friend.  His eyes looked blank but his body was acting like he was completely turned on.  “Kiss me,” she said.

Frank’s lips met hers and they began to kiss passionately.

Jen could feel his erect penis pressing up against her.  The rigid state of his cock combined with the softness of his skin and she pressed downward just a little.  She could feel the tip of him pressing against the soaking wet lips of her labia.  She pressed downward a little further and let out a groan of pleasure.  Frank was just barely inside of her.  She was struggling with herself not to just grind down on him.  Every molecule of her being was screaming for her to slam him inside and just ride him until they both came but the blank look in his eyes stopped her.  She rolled off him and tried to recover herself.

Frank was breathing hard and his hips were gyrating but he didn’t say or do anything.

“I know you said to do whatever I had to do but I don’t want our first time to be like this.  Is that ok with you?”

“I’m here for your pleasure.  You can use me in any way you want,” Frank said.

Jen traced her hand down his chest.  “Will it hurt you if I don’t let you cum?”

“Yes.  The pain is terrible.”

A shy grin spread across her face.  “I can help you with that.”  Jen’s hand moved down lower until she found his manhood.  It was slippery but hard.  She began to stroke him again.  As his body started to respond to her, she started fantasizing about hopping on top of him.  She continued to pull on him until she could tell he was getting close.  She sat up and looked over at his blank eyes then inhaled sharply and moved her head down towards his junk.

Frank began to convulse.  Jen dove down quickly to get him inside her mouth.  The first squirt of shiny white cum flew out of his dick and splattered across her cheek.  She had him inside of her a moment later and felt two more gigantic squirts of cum fill her mouth.  It was warm and salty.  The first time she had tasted him, it kinda freaked her out and she spit it out as soon as she was able.  The subsequent fantasies she had about letting him cum in her mouth were thoughts she had kept to herself.  Now she wanted it.  She wanted to taste him again.  Even in his current state, feeling him explode inside of her made her feel incredibly close to him.

When he was done, she wiped the spooge off her cheek and swallowed the cum in her mouth.  To be honest, it tasted kind of good.  The image of her friend Kim flickered across her face as she recalled a conversation from a few years ago.  Kim was much more sexually adventurous than she was. Her friend had told her that when guys eat fruit like pineapple, it makes his semen taste incredible.  Jen made a mental note to order more pineapple the next chance she got.

She looked over at Frank and couldn’t tell if he had already passed out or if it was the drugs affecting him.  She took the gold necklace off and used the key to unlock him from the wall.  He sat up when she was done.

“Take a shower,” Jen said.

While she waited, she started fantasizing about him again.  Her hand reached down and she started to gently touch herself while playing with her breasts with the other hand.  She stopped when the shower became quiet.

Frank walked out, toweling himself off as he moved back towards the bed.

“Order us some dinner while I get cleaned up,” Jen said.  She couldn’t take her eyes off his ass as he walked into the other room.  ‘This could work,’ she thought then mentally chastised herself for thinking that way.  Frank was her friend and while she may have to use him to get through the next day, that was going to be it once they were done.  She hoped he would be ok with what she had to do.

Frank waited patiently by the door.  The knocking sound came just a few minutes after he had pulled the cord.  Agnis was standing there behind a rolling cart already loaded up with plates and drinks.

“The kitchen has already prepared dinner for you.  Since this is the last night of your trip, we prepared something special,” Agnis said.  She pushed the cart past him and began to set food on the table.  When she was finished, she looked over at Frank.  There was an expression on her face that Frank had never seen before.  “Get on your knees,” she said.

Frank immediately dropped to his knees and looked up at her.

Agnis walked over to him and pointed her finger at his face.  “Suck on it.”

Frank opened his mouth just wide enough for her finger then leaned in and gently kissed it.  He slowly leaned forward until the tip of her finger penetrated his mouth then he began to move his head back and forth, allowing the finger to slip deeper inside.

“Stand up,” Agnis said.  As soon as Frank was standing, she grabbed the cart and left the room without saying anything else.

Frank stood there by himself, feeling confused and slightly turned on.

When Jen came out, they sat and began to devour their dinner.  The food was unusual but the taste was incredible.  “How did you know to order this?” Jen asked.  “I don’t even know what half this stuff is.”

“Agnis said that since this was our last night, the kitchen prepared something special for us.  I didn’t even have to ask,” Frank said.  As he heard himself talk, he wondered why it was difficult for him to tell Jen about what Agnis had done to him.

“Oh no,” Jen said.  She was looking at the ornate clock on the wall.  “We have to leave in a couple of minutes.  Go and get your chains.  I can tie you up then we can be on our way.”

Frank brought the chains over and waited as she attached them.  His hands were again chained behind his back.  He wanted to ask why she chained him this way rather than having his hands in front but the words weren’t coming.

Jen clipped the leather leash onto his collar and they headed off towards the Rec Center.  When they arrived, Paige was at the front counter.  She was still wearing the white dress shirt and black skirt from the other day.

“Oh good.  I’ll tell Mistress Beatrice that you’re here,” Paige said.  She took the leash from Jen and set it behind the counter.  Before she left, she looked at Jen and said, “I understand that your training is going well.  Keep it up.”  She said the last part like she was giving Jen a legitimate compliment. 

Jen sat down once Paige left.  She patted the chair next to her and Frank sat as well.

They didn’t have to wait long for Paige to come back.  She gave a disapproving look to Jen when she saw Frank sitting on the chair but didn’t say anything about it.  “Follow me to room six.”  Paige led them down a hallway then pushed open the padded door with a number six on it.

The room had a dark shiny floor and black walls.  It was well lit if somewhat ominous looking.  The center of the room was dominated by a large medical chair.  Frank remembered being tied to a similar chair the last time Mistress Beatrice “exercised” him.

The tall athletic frame of Mistress Beatrice emerged from one corner of the room.  She had a stern look on her face as she greeted them.

“Bring him over here and we’ll get him on the chair.”

Jen brought Frank by the hand and led him to the chair.  Mistress Beatrice had Jen help her strap him to the leather padded seat.  After securing a dozen or so broad nylon belts across his body, Frank was completely unable to move.

“Did you want to help us tonight Paige?” Mistress Beatrice asked.

“No, I won’t be able to tonight.  End of trip summary reports to write.  I’ll be out front of you need anything.”  Paige left without saying anything else.

Mistress Beatrice glanced at Frank’s helpless body then back to Jen.  “Help me bring over two chairs please.”

Jen brought over a heavy wood stool and set it next to the one Mistress Beatrice was sitting on.

The tall woman looked over at the door then back at Jen.  “I was wrong about you.  I wanted to say that I am sorry.”

“What do you mean?” Jen asked.

Mistress Beatrice seemed to gather her thoughts before she spoke.  “We get all kinds through here.  Sometimes we get owners that genuinely care about their slaves.  Other times we have people that think owning someone else gives them a license to be cruel.  When we realized that his Amptileen levels were almost non-existent, we thought that you were intentionally trying to break him.”  She paused to let her words sink in.  “That combined with the obvious lack of exercise seemed to confirm our suspicion.”

“I would never...”

The tall woman held up one hand.  “I know now that I was wrong.  When you took him to the spa and treated him like, like an equal, I knew that something else was going on.” She pulled out a small black box and held it next to Frank’s neck.  When it chimed, she pulled it back and looked at the display.  A slightly confused look appeared momentarily then her face returned to the stern look she had earlier.

“Is he ok,” Jen asked tentatively.

“His level is at the baseline.  While that isn’t as high as we normally expect, it will do for now.”

Jen visibly relaxed.

Mistress Beatrice continued to watch Jen as she reached over and began to fondle Frank’s cock.

“Oh, I just exercised him so he may not be ready for a while,” Jen offered.

Mistress Beatrice laughed.  She began to stroke Frank’s helpless cock as it became erect.  “With all the shit Agnis has been putting in your food, you two should be fucking like rabbits by now.”

“What the...what do you mean?”

“Agnis worked for the Slave Cruelty Board for years.  She only started working on the train after she retired.  When you first came on board, she immediately noticed that you two weren’t acting right.  She figured that since this was your first slave, you might be having some reservations about using him.  Adding some mood enhancing medications to your food is a way of helping you get past that.”

Jen inhaled loudly but didn’t say anything more.

“Do you want to tell me what’s really going on?”  The stern look on her face was starting to drift off.

The image of Mistress Beatrice’s face when she talked about Frank telling her she was beautiful flashed across Jen’s mind.  “I um...I have wanted him for a long time but I want him to want me too.  Not just because he was my slave but...I wanted something real.”

Beatrice’s face morphed into something resembling kindness.  She stopped stroking Frank and turned her body towards Jen.  “I understand.”  She glanced around the room then continued.  “This is one of the only training rooms that isn’t being recorded.  They had a problem with the camera system and it won’t be repaired until we arrive at the capitol.”

Jen tried to hide the surprise she was feeling.

“I rigged it so we had to use this room tonight.  Now I’m really glad I did.  I can’t believe how completely wrong about you I was.”

Jen started to say something but Mistress Beatrice cut her off.  “I feel the same way.  I look at these slaves and I wonder whether we’re doing the right thing.  To take their will like that...it’s just wrong.”  She said the last part almost under her breath.

Jen decided to take a risk.  “Can you help us?”

Beatrice leaned in closer.  “You want my help so you can keep him as your slave but without the drugs?”

Jen nodded.

“I can tell you’re serious.  For heaven’s sake, he’s not even purple yet and that’s after we chastised you about getting his levels up.”

The confused look on Jen’s face betrayed her.

Beatrice held out the black box and showed the display to her.  The red bar was just barely above the green line.  Beatrice scrolled up the display by swiping her finger up several times.  A purple bar was displayed on the device.

Adrenaline poured into Jen’s system as she realized that the green bar wasn’t showing that he was dosed correctly, it was the minimum amount needed to get a good read.  The purple bar was where they expected him to be.  Based on how far Mistress Beatrice needed to scroll up, Jen figured Frank would need at least ten times as much in his system to be acceptable.  “Any advice on how to treat him well without getting him to purple?”  She hoped the quivering in her voice would be taken as her just wanting to be good to Frank.

Beatrice nodded.  “I’ve been thinking about this for a long time.  We can still train him without the drugs but we’ll have to do it the old fashioned way.”

“What is that?” Jen asked.

“Beat him,” Mistress Beatrice said calmly.

Jen glanced at Frank then back to the other woman.  “I’m worried that when we get off the train, they will check his levels and force me to give him more of the drug.”

“They will.  It’s standard procedure once an inquiry has begun.”

“An inquiry?”

“Agnis.  She has already filed a Notice of Intent to Train with the Board.  She gave a supplemental report today indicating that you appear to be taking corrective steps.  I think that if we can get you off the train just before we disembark then you will be able to skip the screening.  With Agnis’ second report and no follow up, they are likely to just drop the matter.”

Jen let out a real sigh of relief.

Beatrice set her hand on Jen’s leg.  “Don’t worry.  I fell in love with my first slave.  It broke my heart to have to sell him.”

Jen sat back and tried to process what Beatrice just said.  After gathering herself, she said, “You think we’ll be able to get off the train before they test him then?”

“Of course.  Al has been through this all before.  There is a small group of us that feel the way you do.  It’s not wise to advertise that, so discretion is a must.”

Jen nodded.

“Al can open the door to the supply carriage just before we stop.  You’ll have at least five minutes to clear the area before the security forces come aboard to do their sweep.  In the confusion, you’ll be able to slip out.  Just don’t stop before you get out of the station.”

“Thank you for helping us,” Jen said quietly.

“You can thank me by not getting caught.  And for God’s sake, keep him exercised.  All we need is for someone to notice that he isn’t getting fucked and file another complaint with the Board.”

“Well, can you show me how to train him without the drugs then?” Jen said eventually.

Beatrice smiled.  She stood up and retrieved two large black leather floggers from the wall and handed one to Jen.  “I keep these things here so that Paige believes I’m a hard ass.  People haven’t had to use these regularly for years.  Just remember: a well beaten slave is a happy slave.  Now let’s get started.”
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