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Prolog:

The Gods never wanted to be worshiped.  That was demeaning.  Even if they were responsible for lifting the earthlings up to sapience. In many ways the uplift was like a village planting a garden in town.  Community beautification. Also, they were a tad lonely.  They had been the only sapient beings around for so long, they wanted company that wasn't a cousin. And now there were pests in the garden.  They also never wanted to be pest exterminators.  They could walk away but were loathe to desert their almost children.   If they walked away the pests would likely destroy the earthlings.  

If they just continued defending the earthlings, they would never advance.  A great congress of all the peoples convened and solutions debated.  The solution finally agreed upon was partly scam and partly technology.  The scam part originated with Loki, of course.  He was the original out-of-the-box thinker.

Loki invented a new God to replace them.  A God of love and acceptance.  One who didn't actually show up on Earth and hurl lightning.  One who was never seen but demanded worship.  All that was needed were true believers to spread the word.  Jehovah was Loki's finest creation.  Athena, Coyote, and several others helped make the final model. Of course the committee had a tough sell before the Congress agreed to try it.

A heated debate resulted.  Everyone agreed that the tried and true, tough love approach just wasn't working. It was clear thunderbolts and earthquakes were just too memorable. But hardly anyone believed a God based on namby-pamby tolerance and love would fly.  No one else had a more reasonable approach, though, so a multi-year trial was approved.  It worked.  

Jehovah was a smashing success. Soon no one on Earth except historians ever mentioned all the old pantheons. Now the former Gods and Goddesses could go back to being Thal and focus on minding their own gardens. 

The Congress accepted the technology part with hardly any debate.  It was straight forward technology and didn't trample on anyone's beliefs. Vulcan's team  devised a way to limit dimensional travel from the Drak homeline to Earth.  Only one transport per per lunar cycle could occur.  

We call the Draks vampires.  Now so seldom seen we regard them as myth.  Shapeshifting, vicious, quick breeding, and dimensional travelers.  Drak have no grasp of technology and are tribal nomads. Their threat lies in their rapid breeding rate and their interdimensional shifting ability. The Thal blocked the main dimensional paths so only a few Draks reach Earth now and are easy to deal with.

Chapter 1:  Taken

Olympus

Kratos spoke, "There is increased Drak activity on Earth. Far more than they should have been able to do. Either our control system has a flaw or they are receiving aid from someone with power.  The penetrations could well have been the work of a single individual. I have dispatched an agent to Earth and another to the Drak homeline. They should report back tomorrow."

Attas asked, "Kratos, how did the humans respond to the intrusions?"

"Quite well. The Draks were identified as hostile intruders in less than twenty minutes. The Draks, as always, didn't bother with concealment but went on the attack instantly. They killed two humans before they were surrounded. The Draks were killed when they refused to surrender. They have been identified as mentally ill but that's all. Our agents managed to remove the bodies before they could be examined."

"In any case, our long term strategy remains unchanged, but our execution must improve. Our production rate of uplift vectors is not enough. The humans now number almost seven billion.  Staff thinks they will stabilize at about nine billion in another thirty years. Each vector can change a million or so individuals. We need to have about seven thousand vectors in place. We have three thousand in place and we are only putting them out at a little over two hundred per year. We must double our output in six months. Renthys, I'm putting you in charge of this project. Bring me a plan in three days."

"Gentlemen, we have only filled half of the open slots this month.  You need to speed up the intake process. Each of your men need to select one or two women.  And for future's sake, please spread them out.  Don't get them all from the same country again.  All right, get busy."

All the men stood up and vanished.  All except Attas. 

"So, Attas, do you think Renthys can do it?"

"If we keep the project's priority high, then everyone will cooperate.  We can't let urgent matters out prioritize important ones. I'm just as guilty as anyone, but we have to be more disciplined. As I've said in the past, we should consider expanding our numbers. Its hard for a few million of us to improve 7 billion of them.

"You know that would mean lowering our standards and training. I don't want to do that unless everything goes bad."

"One idea that's never had much approval is to reinstate a few women . We could give them a few powers back and give them some easy tasks. Of course we would watch them closely, but they would try hard to show they are worthy."

"No. Its far too soon for that. Besides who would you trust?"

"Good point. Forget it."

"Too right. So, have you found a woman to elevate?

"Yes sir.  Her name is Julie Henderson.  She's an attorney in New York.  Seems to be intelligent, hard working, and quite unhappy.  She has no social life.  Her mother is Alice Henderson, a widow.  You knew her as Alcyone."

""Ah, yes, Alcyone was beautiful and intelligent.  I remember our discussions well.  How is she?"

"She's doing well.  She is teaching at a local college and has an active social life.  She only had the one daughter and doesn't seem to want any permanent relationships."

"We've seen this pattern many times.  Do you think she would like to return?"

"I believe so.  But We would need her to tell us to be sure.  You know they've gone both ways before."

"True.  Well bring in the daughter and see how she does.  You can ask her about her mother later.  There's no rush."

New York City

I had just gotten out of the cab when  my cell phone rang.  It was Margie, my paralegal.  Again.

I answered it, "Hi, Margie."

"Ms. Henderson, Mr. Gautier called and asked if you were going to be late."

"I'm at the restaurant now.  I'll see him in 30 seconds.  Bye."

I was sorry I agreed to this meeting.  The pressure from the big boss was too much, though.  My life sucked.  OK, career wise, I was doing great.  Youngest partner at a prestigious Manhattan law firm.  More money than I could spend.  But, no home life, no man in my life.  I hadn't been laid in almost a year. I hadn't seen my mother in almost two years and she only lived two hours away.  No friends, just work acquaintances.

I had been seeing a therapist for 2 years. They told me when I started law school that the average working lifetime of an attorney in the US was only ten years.  I discounted that.  I knew I had more grit than that.  I had started looking for help in my seventh year.  I was unhappy with my life.  But it was all I knew.  Also, I was accustomed to having a lot of money. Of course I got the money by giving up any time to spend any of it. I was caught in a vicious circle of greed. Maybe some time off would help.

I mentally kicked myself one more time.  I was always trying to stuff too many meetings into the day. And just before my sabbatical, too.   I really shouldn't have scheduled this so late in the day.  I have to be at the airport by 7 and its already 4.  If he's ready I can make it. I'm packed already. Here it is, I hope he's left his name with the hostess. 

I hurried into the foyer of the fancy French restaurant and turned to the hostess.  "I'm meeting Mr. Gautier here, has he arrived yet?"

"Yes, madam, he is in a private dining room.  Ari will escort you to the room."

Ari was a big man.  He looked out of place in his tuxedo.   I was in lust.  He was gorgeous.  I wanted him in me so bad.  I felt my knees start to buckle.  I put a hand on the hostess stand.  She asked, "Are you all right madam?"  

He caught my eye and said, "Please follow me madam."  

Of course.  I wanted him so bad.  I felt my belly spasm. My pussy grew moist, no, wet. I hurried to follow him.  I wanted to reach out and touch him. I drew as close to him as I dared.  His scent was wonderful.  So masculine and feral.

The hostess watched Julie follow Ari. When Julie could not see her she reached under her stand and pressed a button.

He led the way through the restaurant and into a hallway.  I reached out toward him, but I couldn't do it.  I drew my hand back to my throat.  I fingered the top button on my blouse.  I wanted him in me. He opened a door and held it for me to enter.  I dropped my hand and ran it over his crotch as I passed him.  I was shocked at my behavior.  I was never so forward.  I saw him smile out of the corner of my eye.

It was a dark private dining room filled with a table.  A man was sitting facing the door.  He looked up as I entered.  He was dark and handsome and stood up.  My God.  He was even more attractive than Ari.  He said, "Thank you Ari. Thank you for coming Ms. Henderson." I heard the door close behind me.  He came around the table and pulled out a chair for me.  So close.

"Sit down, Ms. Henderson." I melted into the chair, my insides molten and needy. I heard my purse hit the floor with a plop.  

I expected him to push my chair in, but instead he said, "Close your eyes, Ms. Henderson.  I was startled by the intimate command.  I opened my mouth to give a sharp rebuke, but I realized I had closed my eyes.  I didn't do that.  They closed by themselves.  I tried to open them but nothing happened.   I tried to stand but again, my muscles didn't move.  Was this what lust did to  woman?  What was happening to me.

"Sleep." 

Everything went black.

Ari opened the door and looked at the man standing over Ms. Henderson.  "Ready," he asked?

"Yes."

Aristaeus stepped into the room, closed the door. He picked up Ms. Henderson's purse and laid it on the table.  He turned to Ms. Henderson and picked her up with one arm around her waist and said, "be right back." Then they were gone.  The man pushed Ms. Henderson's chair back in, picked up the purse, and left the room.

Olympus

Aristaeus appeared in a small room already occupied by a gorgeous woman with blond hair. Aristaeus lay Ms. Henderson's sleeping body on a steel table.  "Circe, this is Julie Henderson, 31 years old, attorney, New York, USA. American.  She's a type 3 so set her up for the arrogance program." He took a small jewelry box from his coat pocket and lay it on the table beside the limp form, "Here is her ring."

The woman he addressed was tall, naked, and a slave.  Her wrists and ankles bore silver bracelets. Her ankles bore light shackles joined by a chain.  She had a silver ring in her nose and a silver collar on her neck.  Her collar had a large silver disc hanging on its front ring. The tag said "'I am Circe, Property of Hephaestus.'

She said, "Yes sir. I will have her in the treatment room as soon as possible.  Less than an hour.  When will she wake up?"

"A couple of hours after that.  Have Cotys take care of her.  She is good with arrogant females."

"Yes sir."  

Aristaeus left the room.  Circe stripped Julie's sleeping form and rolled her onto her back.  She put her legs into the stirrups.  She measured Julie and selected shackles to fit her.  She took Julie's fingerprints, retina pattern, a DNA sample, and photos.  She drew a blood sample and put it in a machine.  Circe picked up a tablet with a wand attached to it by a thin cord. She looked at the tablet as she moved the wand over Julie's body.  She spread her vagina and anus with a speculum and examined her. The table opened a drawer containing three auto-injection ampoules. There was a small green light on each of them. Circe picked one up, held it to Julie's upper arm until the light turned red. She replaced it in the drawer and repeated the process with the next two. The drawer closed. 

Circe went to the other end of the table, put a support  under Julie's head, and strapped Julie's head down.  She painted antiseptic in Julie's nose. Then slipped the ends of a piercing gun in Julie's nostrils and pierced her septum.  She inserted a gold grommet in the hole and crimped it shut.  The jewelry box yielded two halves of an inch and a half diameter, quarter inch thick gold ring.  Circe shoved one half through the grommet in Julie's nose.  She held the other half close to it  and it flipped around and mated with its other half.  Circe looked  but could not see the join of the halves. She slipped a black hood on her head and laced it tight.  The edges were metal reinforced and it fit like a glove.  Only her nose and mouth showed through the hood.

Circe then fit Julie with her restraints. Their design was like the nose ring. As soon as the two halves were close, they joined themselves into continuous circlets. Her wrists, ankles, and neck each wore a seamless gold band, far stronger than mere metal.  Each adjusted its shape to exactly conform to the shape of the banded limb and neck. All the bands sported a staple on opposite sides suitable for attaching a lock or chain. All of the staples held a large gold ring identical to her nose ring. Circe took a twelve inch long chain and held one end against the gold ring on the inside of Julie's right anklet. The ring flowed around the last link and held it fast. The other end of the chain was similarly grasped by the ring on Julie's left anklet. Circe locked Julie's wrists together behind her.  She whispered, "You're in for a surprise, Julie Henderson." 

The table had a short chain attached to it near Julie's head. Circe held the end of the chain against the ring on the back of Julie's collar. Julie was then chained to the table. Circe opened a door and pushed the table into a bright corridor.  She pushed it for almost a half mile before stopping in front of a steel door.  She held her right hand in front of a lens and the door opened.  She pushed the table over to a wall.  The room was nearly devoid of furniture. There was a wooden bar held up by a metal frame. Several chains hung through holes in the ceiling. There was another door that led to the washing room.  A cabinet stood next to the washroom door.

Three of the walls were covered with blank display screens.  Circe pushed the table close to the blank wall and put her hand on the collar ring. The chain fell free and the ring sealed itself around Julie's collar staple.  She picked up a stout chain from the floor and held it against the same ring on Julie's collar. The ring accepted the link and closed around it.    The other end was attached to a heavy ring set in the middle of the blank wall. Then she released a catch under the table. She lifted one end of the table and slid Julie onto the floor. Circe left, taking the table with her and whistling  a happy tune.


Chapter 2: Humbled

I was laying on my back on something hard.   It was black.  My arms were asleep.  I was laying on them. I rolled to  my side but my arms wouldn't move.  My mouth felt fuzzy and dry.  My nose hurt.  Had something hit me?  I didn't remember anything like that. There was something laying on my upper lip. I tried to open my eyes but there was something around my head.  I shook my head.  The covering didn't move but I felt whatever was laying on my lip hit me hard on each side of my nose.  I stuck my tongue out and felt a hard round object. I could move it with my tongue. I felt as far as could reach. It felt like a thick ring. It was heavy. I shook my head. I felt it swinging from my nose.  Shit. I had huge ring in my nose. Some one had put a heavy ring in my nose.  Who the fuck did they think they were.  I'd sue them for this criminal act! I tried to move my right arm around in front to touch the ring. My arm wouldn't move. Was it caught on something? I held still and focused on my arms. They felt OK and free. The restriction was my wrists. There was something snug around each wrist. And they were being held close together. I felt around with my fingers. I couldn't touch the fastening. My wrists were fastened together, but I couldn't feel a lock.  Double shit.   I wondered if I would ever be able to sue anyone again.  Someone had great big cojones indeed to kidnap me and load me with chains.  Were they right? 

I came awake in a panic. I sat up.  I was naked.  I was on a hard surface.  It was cold and felt rough, like concrete.  I could move my hands, but only a little.  My wrists wore snug metal bands that were somehow joined.  I felt them but found no joint or lock.  I fought them but nothing changed. They were far stronger than I.  I moved my feet in the dark. They were chained together too.  I could feel snug bands around my ankles and the jingling of the chain as I moved.  

Panic threatened to engulf me as I realized how securely I was imprisoned. I opened my mouth and called out, "Is anyone here?"  I felt a sharp pain in my nose when I opened my mouth.  Why had they put  ring in my nose.  That smacked of punishment, humiliation.  It was something you did to shame a girl when you intended to keep her.  It wouldn't make anyone more likely to pay ransom.

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

I struggled onto my knees and followed my tether to its other end.  It was fastened to a ring set about waist high on a concrete wall.  I leaned on the wall and sat down.  I considered my head.  My mouth and nose were not covered.  Everything else was wrapped in a tight mask or hood.  My eyes were pressed shut, probably a pad over them. I licked my lips.  My tongue and mouth were dry.  Shit. I needed water.

I tried to recall what happened.  I was a partner at Gibbens and Crawford.  I was going to meet a new client at a restaurant.  He was referred by a senior partner at my firm, Mr. Crawford.  He wanted to have me start working on a patent infringement suit.  I remembered.  He was polite but somehow I had lost all control over my body.  It did whatever he ordered.  I must have been drugged.  But how.  Maybe it was a gas.  

I felt fine now except for being naked, chained and blind.  OK I wasn't fine.  What the fuck was happening to me?  Why me?  I also didn't know where I was or how long I had been unconscious.  I wasn't starving, so no more than a day or two.  Who would know I was gone?  The company expected me to be on vacation for three weeks.  Mr. Gautier would miss me, but at 4 pm on a Friday.  He might not call the office until Monday.  I was supposed to be on my annual sabbatical.  No one at work would miss me for months. The company took care of my apartment.  I had no roommate or non-work friends.  No relatives I contacted regularly. And, most annoying, no boyfriend or other male in my life.

What was happening to me.  Why had someone done this to me.  I didn't have any enemies.  I was a partner at a New York law firm.  I worked on intellectual property issues.  No patent problem was worth kidnapping and chaining me like an animal.  Was it?  Had I stepped on some crime lord's toes somehow?  No. It wasn't possible.  Who had taken me.  Why had they taken me?  How had he controlled my body at the restaurant?  What was going to happen to me.  Rape was implicit in my condition.  I was afraid and confused.

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

A noise.  I heard something.  Far away.  It was footsteps. Someone was approaching.  Thank God.  Wait, was the person here to help me?  I heard the heels clicking. It was a woman. She was walking, loudly, openly, her walk was measured and loud. She wasn't trying to be stealthy. She belonged here and she probably wasn't here to help me.

A woman said, "Hello, Miss Henderson.  Not too uncomfortable, I hope?"

"Yes, I'm uncomfortable.  I've been kidnapped.  I'm chained to a wall.  I'm naked.  I'm terrified.  Are you responsible for this?"

I felt a fiery burning pain on my thigh.  I screamed and a hard ball was stuffed in my mouth.  I felt her hands buckle it tight in my mouth.  I tried to tell her I was sorry, but the ball held my tongue down and I could only grunt.  I heard her footsteps walk away."  Oh No. "Please don't go.  Come back.  I need water.  Please," I silently thought. But they went away. No, she wasn't here to help me.

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

I slept again.  I awoke to approaching footsteps.  I struggled up against the wall and waited.

The woman, I think it was the same one, said, "I'm here to give you some water.  Do not speak."

I felt her  remove the gag.  I licked my dry lips and opened my mouth.  She held a water bottle to my lips and let water run in.  I bathed my tongue in it.  I let it trickle down my parched throat until it was all gone.  She said, "I'll bring some food later.  Then we can talk.  Open."

I didn't want to. It meant the gag was going back in. But I remembered the pain last time. I opened my mouth.  She put the gag back in and fastened it.  I heard her footsteps go away.  It was a lonely sound.  

My relentless soul searching started again.  Who was she.  Was she my captor?  An employee, another captive? Or something else.  There was so much I needed to know.  I tried to focus on my questions.  What was going to happen to me?  Where was I? Who was in charge? Why, oh why was I kidnapped? Why was I hooded and gagged? Would I be raped?  I would hold that one for last.  I was sure that was my fate, otherwise why keep me naked and helpless?

She was gone a long time.  She implied it wouldn't be a long time.  I was hungry.  Every time I thought about food, my hunger grew.  Now I was ravenous.  Finally, I heard her footsteps coming.

She said, "Miss Henderson.  I brought you some food.  I will feed you. You may not ask questions or complain."  She removed my gag and gave me another drink.

"Get on your knees and spread them wide.  Arch your back.  Hold your head up high.   Keep your ass on your heels.  Get in this position when I am here.  Is this clear?

"Yes. How should I address you?"

"You may call me mistress."

Mistress!  No way in hell.  I had friends.  I had power.  I was not a maid or a menial. I opened my mouth to give a stinging rebuke to this woman.  I paused, remembering what had happened to me last time I raised my voice.  I would play along until I could find out what was going on. "Yes, mistress.  I would be grateful if my sight could be restored and my hands and feet freed.  I know I am fastened to a wall, so I could not escape."

"No."  She put a piece of apple in my mouth.  It was by far the best food I had ever had.

I ate it and opened my mouth for more.  A piece of orange was put in.  I sucked that down quickly, Next I got a piece of carrot, followed by broccoli.

"Mistress. I need to go to the bathroom soon.  Could you take me?

"No.  I have brought you a pail.  I will put it next to the wall on your right.  If you make a mess, you'll clean it up with your tongue. Be careful."

I heard her put it down. I would never know if I were being watched.  To use the pail in front of unknown watchers was daunting.  I don't doubt I will use the pail when need becomes urgent.  The pail and hood and chains must be punishment.  The insidious punishment of the hood was clear.  I damned the hood and the pail and my captor.  I was helpless.  I wanted to cry, but the hood suppressed the tears.

I must have offended someone.  Who could it be?  I don't remember ever making anyone angry.  I just did my job and tried to be good at it. I was good and won most of my cases, but I was always professional.  I don't remember an opponent ever being angry with me. It could be a kidnapping for ransom.   I was well paid, but wasn't  worth much money, not compared to my clients.  My mother wasn't either.

"Mistress, this is frightening me. I don't know why I'm here or how long this will last."

"I would be frightened too, Miss Henderson."

"It would be less frightening if I could see.  I will pay money to get rid of the hood."

"I'm sure you would, Miss Henderson."

"Can you tell me how long I have to wear it?"

The pain was fearful as the whip scalded my breasts.  I screamed again and again.  I rolled over to my side.  I struggled hopelessly to touch my inflamed chest.  My chains clattered again and again as I fought the unyielding links.  I was more helpless than any chained animal ever was. Once again she pulled me upright.  I sobbed with hopeless anguish.  I was so damned helpless against this demonic woman.

"No questions Miss Henderson.  You will wear that hood until you are ready to have it removed.  Maybe you will wear it for life."

"Mistress,   I don't know how to get ready.  I think I'll go crazy first."

"Maybe not. The whip will teach you."

"I would like to speak to whoever sets the standards for me."

The whip scalded my thigh. I screamed and rolled on the ground.  My chains clattered and clanked as I tried to reach the fiery cut and sooth it.  My every motion was snubbed by the unyielding links.  No animal was ever as restrained as I.  I sobbed into my hood.

Strong hands lifted me to my knees.  She held another piece of apple to my lips. "That was a demand, Miss Henderson.

I ate an apple and an orange, some vegetable.  I was full. "Mistress can I know why I'm here?"

Another horribly painful blow on my back.  I screamed and the gag was stuffed back into me. 

"Because you are beautiful and someone wants you."  I heard her leave.

Because someone wants me?  Wants me?  I didn't know anyone wanted me?  I was indignant.  Some one took me and chained me naked in a concrete cell because they wanted me?  What gall! And why haven't they just stepped forward and made love to me?  Why the hood, and chains, and no questions?  What was going on?  

I fumed and cursed and threatened any number of fanciful punishments on whoever had taken me.  I spent hours in my rage.  Finally I tired of threatening fanciful reprisals far beyond my ability to achieve.  I resigned myself to learning only through osmosis.  I could not affect my environment.  I couldn't ask questions.  All I could do was breathe, eat,  sleep, use the pail, and mince to the limit of my tether.  I don't think any healthy young woman was ever so helpless.  I despaired.

For Julie Henderson there was no day or night.  Mistress came irregularly and fed and watered her.  Her pail was emptied every three or four feedings.  

Days passed.  I lost count.  I had no way to record or recollect anything.  I had watched movies and read books involving interrogation.  I had been cut off from most environmental clues.  It was possible that even likely my diurnal clock was intentionally being confused.  All they had to do was vary my feeding times.  I didn't have any other clues to time of day.  My God. I was being conditioned to .. what?  I didn't know.  I hadn't been asked anything.

The only visitor I knew of was Mistress.  I may have had visitors I didn't detect.  Cameras may have broadcast my boring plight to millions.  I learned to piss and crap adroitly in a pail.  Never missed.  Never wiped, either.  I was able to hold my ass cheeks wide apart with my chained hands as I squatted.  Worked OK, but I have acquired an unpleasant aroma.

One day my routine changed.  Mistress unlocked my chain from the wall and helped me stand.  She led me some ways.  I passed through several doors.  The floor changed from concrete to tile after a while.

My feet were pulled apart and fastened to the floor.  I felt my tether fastened above my head.  I had to stand tall to avoid choking.  

"Its time for a proper whipping Miss Henderson.  You may scream or if you wish I will gag you."

"Mistress, I know you will whip me, but I would like to know if I am being punished.  I would like to correct my behavior if so."

"Of course you are being punished.  You were to receive six.  Now you will receive seven because of the question."  She pulled my chained wrists high on my back and fastened them to my collar.

I do not want the gag, Mistress."

"All right.  I will give you an opportunity.  If you do not scream I will retract the seventh stroke.  It will be a chance for you to excel, Miss Henderson."

"Thank you, Mistress.  I will try."  I would try. Removing one stroke was a worthy goal.  If I could show obedience under the whip, perhaps she will be more lenient with me later.

Good.  Count the strokes and thank me after each one."

"Yes, Mistress."

The first scalding stroke lashed across my upper back.  The pain was bad, but not as bad as I feared.  I stifled my scream.  I could do this.  "One. Thank you, Mistress."

A long pause then the second stroke landed on my waist and curled around to caress my tummy.  Again, it was bad, but I could stand it.  I didn't scream.  A ladylike whimper escaped me, but that was all. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The third hit the top of my ass cheeks.  It was much harder than the first two.  I was sure I was bleeding.  I felt my flesh recoil under the force.  I strained against my bonds to no avail.  It was terrible to have to just stand still and take the pain.  My helplessness compounded the pain.  I longed to be able to rub my wound and soothe it. I clamped my mouth shut and whimpered softly.  I held my scream in and realized I  felt it more in silence.  I was proud of my fortitude. I opened my mouth . "Three.  Thank you, Mistress."

The next three all hit my ass as hard as the third one.  I kicked and squealed and stamped my feet.  I didn't scream. My poor, poor ass. It would hurt for a week.

"Well done, Miss Henderson.  Were you trying to obey or prove something to yourself?"

"Mistress, I think a little of both."

"Good answer. I'm going to shave you then wash you, Miss Henderson.  Don't move." 

"Thank you, mistress."

The lather felt warm and tingly as she spread it on my pussy. Her strokes with the razor were gentle and smooth.  I could feel my traitorous body responding to the stimulation.  I felt the warmth growing in my loins.  I heard a soft moan come floating out of me.  I shifted my loins involuntarily.  

"Keep still, Miss Henderson."

"Yes, mistress.  I didn't move on purpose."

"I know.  You're a hot bitch aren't you?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Maybe that's why you're here."

"But, mistress, I never flirted or played around.  I didn't even have a boyfriend."

"Don't know, Miss Henderson.  Your body is superb.  Maybe your new owner thinks you were too cold?"

"Owner, mistress?  Am I a slave now?"

A fiery cut  on my already bruised ass made me scream.

"No questions Miss Henderson."

"Yes, mistress.  Please call me Julie.  Miss Henderson is much too formal for a naked 'slave.'" 

Another fiery cut on my ass. "That's for being snarky."

"Yes, mistress, Sorry."

She lathered my body all over.  She seemed to pay special attention to my loins and ass.  She rinsed me off with a stream of warm water.  She rubbed her hands all over my body. It felt so good just to be touched again.  She massaged my breasts and squeezed and pinched my nipples until they were rock hard and ached in a good way.  She stroked my labia lips until I was panting.  Her fingers slipped into my well lubricated cunt, Then I felt her tongue thrust into my mouth.  Her head leaned to my left.  I felt my nose ring pushed to the side.  Then I felt her nose ring press into my lip beside mine.  It was strangely erotic to know our rings were pressed between our faces. I wished I could see and feel them.  They were large and smooth and felt the same.  She kissed me hard and long while her busy fingers warmed my belly.   I didn't know what to do.  The kiss was erotic and felt wonderful.    I reached my tongue out and felt the ring hanging down to her upper lip and it was thick.  I moaned when she left my mouth and even louder when she stuck her tongue into my pussy.  She sucked and licked all over my cunt.  I felt her ring sliding over my pussy.  It was as erotic as her tongue.  When she took my clit into her mouth I exploded into a fantastic orgasm.  I screamed my pleasure. My belly spasmed and my love juices gushed down my legs.  

"Guess I'll have to wash your legs again, won't I, Miss Henderson?"

"Yes, mistress," I gasped, still recovering "sorry, but thank you so much, mistress."

"Miss Henderson, you get to return the favor now." 

"Mistress, I would like that.  May I ask you a question?"

"No, Miss Henderson.  But I will tell you I wear a nose ring.  Mine is silver and yours is gold. All the women here are ringed. I will wear mine always.  You may be able to lose yours.

"Mistress, do you like it?"

"Miss Henderson, you are getting close to a whippable question so be careful.  Yes, I do like the way it looks and feels."

"Mistress, I hope this doesn't earn me a whipping, but I wonder if you ever take it out?"

"Silly girl.  I can't take it out.  My master put it in me and its permanent.  I still love it for the way it looks and for its symbolism.  No more questions now."

I felt helpless but I was also ashamed of my instant longing.  I was still helpless.  I felt her lips on mine.  I ran my tongue over her ring.  It was huge and solid.  I opened my mouth in sudden lust.  I kissed her back and our tongues danced in my mouth.  I felt my heat rising again.  I wanted to love her as she had loved me.  I felt a pang of guilt, but it was swiftly disposed of by my heat.

She rubbed her breasts against mine.  I discovered her breasts naked too.  I never suspected until now.  She had a master so she must be a slave.  Was she usually naked or did she just want to keep her clothes dry when she shaved and washed me?

I knelt in slow motion, kissing her flesh all the way down.  She was naked.  My hungry lips found her labia lips and I licked them, one at a time.  When I heard her moans of pleasure,  I slipped my tongue between them and licked her inner cunt lips.  Her love juice was sweet and musky.  I loved it.  Her breathing became rapid and gasping.  I felt her belly spasming inside.  I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth.  I sucked and licked it until she came.  Her love juices spurted warmly down my breasts.  She backed up, out of my reach and said, "Thank you Julie, you were wonderful. Now it looks like I have to wash us both again."

After we were both clean and dry, she freed my ankles and led me back to my cell or room, whatever.  I felt so much better, so clean, so alive after my orgasm.  For now, at least, I didn't care much about my condition.  I wish I knew what my keeper looked like.  She felt like a young woman, but she spoke so formally. 

My world now was darkness, chains and Mistress.  Mistress brought me pain at times.  Mistress and pain was better than no Mistress, I realized.  Without her, my world was empty and lonely.  I would play with my chains for want of any other distraction.  I would kneel near the wall then stretch my hands down as far as I could.  If I made my hobble chain tight, I could reach it with my hands.  I would rattle it and pull it up, forcing my feet closer together.  I would count the links and feel them for imperfections.  I came to know each of my inflexible links as old friends, companions in my plight.  

Sometimes they were familiar enemies, agents of my captor.  Forcing helplessness upon me.  Other times they were just my companions on an endless voyage.  It was a voyage of patient discovery for me.  I found obedience and subjugation.  They weren't as bad as I had feared.  I came to like them quite a lot, especially since they brought a friend: freedom from pain.  Mistress was correct.  The whip did teach me  to be respectful and to accept what was. My old life faded and I stopped thinking of freedom.  I learned patience.

I heard her familiar footsteps approaching.  I knelt with proper posture and said, "Greetings, mistress."

"Hello, Miss Henderson."

"Please, mistress, call me Julie.  I feel you are my only friend here."

"No, Miss Henderson.  I am your keeper.  It is more intimate than friendship.  Stand up."

I struggled up and waited as she unlocked me from the wall.

"Its time for your proper whipping Miss Henderson.  Don't make a fuss or it will be worse."

"I won't, mistress.  I will obey you if you need to unlock my hands or something.  You were right.  The whip has taught me obedience."

"Yes, Miss Henderson, you are progressing nicely." She took me only a short distance.  Just further into my room, I think. She locked my wrist chain to the end of my tether then I felt my arms rising behind me.  I was forced to bend over to relieve the strain on my shoulders.  She stopped lifting my wrists when my body was parallel to the floor.  I felt my breasts hanging down, swaying gently. "Miss Henderson, ask me to whip you."

Oh God.  What can  I do?  She will whip me anyway.  I don't want to be whipped.  I can't stand this much pain.  She wants me to ask.  I must comply. I survived single stripes before. "Mistress, please whip me as much as I need."

"All right, Miss Henderson.  You will receive six strokes.  I want you to count them and thank me for each one.  You may scream.  Some girls think it relieves the pain." 

The first stroke left a fiery line on my ass.  It hurt so bad.  I wanted to scream but managed to keep it in.  I was proud of not screaming.  I wanted to show I was stronger than the pain.  I gasped and stamped my feet, but that was all.  "One. Thank you Mistress." 

She paused before the next stroke.  When it landed, its pain compounded the residual hurt from the first stroke. It was too much.  I lost control.  I screamed and danced around for some time.  I regained control and was ashamed of how poorly I behaved. I knew I was beyond control.  The pain was too great.  She would kill me with six.  I couldn't stand it. "Two. Thank you, Mistress."

The pain crescendoed for each of the rest.  I behaved miserably.  My helpless screams and gyrations must have gladdened the heart of everyone watching.  I was completely out of control and begging for mercy.  I managed to count and thank Mistress for each one, but only after a lot of commotion. Next time I would ask for a gag.

After the last stroke, I was left to hang for a long time.  Mistress' parting words were, "Miss Henderson, think about what happened here.  When I return, tell me what you learned."

I hurt.  My feet were on the ground.  My shoulders hurt if I let myself dangle, so I didn't. My ass felt like it had been cut to ribbons.  I expected I was bleeding heavily from my tattered skin.  I didn't feel any liquid running down my legs but it hurt like blazes.  The wonder was that I survived.  I thought I would die because I couldn't stand it.  But I did stand it.  I was unable to avoid the pain so I had to endure it.  It was not pleasant, but I did endure it and I still lived.

I finally had a companion so I didn't have to fondle my chain.  I had pain.  I found that I could twirl my body around in a slow circle and increase my pain.  The pain was lessened if I stayed still.  I played with my pain like I used to scratch scabs until they bled.  I had nothing else to do.  Eventually Mistress returned.

"Miss Henderson, what did the whip teach you?"

"Mistress, I learned that I can endure pain and still live.  Am I bleeding much?"

"I will forgive you that question.  Silly girl.  You are not bleeding at all.  You only have some pretty red stripes on your ass." She lowered my hands and unlocked them from the chain.  She pulled my wrists high on my back and locked them to the chain, close to my collar.  Then she locked the end of the chain somewhere over my head.


Chapter 3: Pleasured

She put her arms around me and pulled me close.  Her breasts were bare again or still.  Her kiss was hard and delightful.  Then, to my surprise more hands touched me.  They stroked my sore ass and fondled my breasts.  Someone started stroking my pussy.  It felt like three or four people, women from their soft touch, were caressing me.

I heard soft clattering as if dozens of chains were being shaken all around me.  I think at least some of these women were also chained.  I didn't care.  It felt so good to be touched.

It was an incredible feeling. So many women touching me in the most pleasant, stimulating way.  The fingers dipped into my inner pussy and I felt arousal spreading through me.  Soon I was gasping and pleading with them to do it harder, faster, deeper.  I came with a great gush of love juice down my legs.  I slumped and hung from my collar until someone lifted me.  "Thank you, Oh, Thank you." 

They didn't stop.  The hands moved around.  Someone else started kissing me.  I had four wonderful orgasms before they stopped.  No one said a word the whole time.

Someone released my chain from above.  Several sets of hands walked me across the room until my hips were stopped by a horizontal wooden bar.  My feet were tied down and I was bent forward over the bar until I was horizontal.  My chain was fastened in front of me, holding me trapped against the bar.  

I was hit by a massive desire. It was almost physical.  I started and writhed in my chains.  I needed to have a man in me.  I needed to be fucked, hard.  My pussy was sopping.  I could feel my love juices running down my leg.  I moaned and it turned into a scream of pleasure as fingers stroked my pussy. I screamed and pleaded to be fucked over and over.  I was in desperate need and knew I would die then a huge cock plunged into my sopping cunt.  It was a fitting climax to a surprising and increasingly wonderful set of events.  I was taken to heaven with two strokes of this cock.  I climaxed again and again as he pumped me up.  Finally, I felt him come in me.  His hot seed flowed into me like a geyser.  I instantly climaxed my final time.  It was overwhelming.  It was glorious .  I fainted.  When I awoke, I was empty and still fastened over the bar.  I was drained and happy. I was more content to be a slave than I ever expected.  I wanted my sight back, but I didn't care about my chains any more.  I had never felt this good when I was free.  I wanted more and if it took being a helpless slave to get it, so be it.

Someone freed my chain and I raised up.  My feet were untied and I was led to the bath.  I really needed cleaning.

"Miss Henderson, did you enjoy yourself?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I loved every minute of it, at least after the whipping.  It was a really good way to recover."

She cleaned me up and took me back to my concrete bed.  I didn't mind being there this time.  I just wanted to sleep.

Gods and Mortals

"Well, Attas, she seemed to respond well.  Did you help her?"

"Just  gave her a little strength, Kratos.  She was too weak to fully enjoy another orgasm after her prior climaxes.  She reached her upper limit with my help.  With a little more practice she will double her limit, I think."

"Good.  Do you think its time to let her see again?"

"She's ready.  She's docile now, but I looked in and saw her sense of innate pride is gone.  Now she takes pleasure in obeying well. Her arrogance is only suppressed and could come back if we allow it.  She needs more time serving and experiencing the benefits of service. Giving her sight back won't allow her to regress if she receives regular whippings."

"Do you have a preliminary forecast?"

"Preliminary, yes.  Not near official.  She is intelligent and inexperienced.  She has been an attorney working on intellectual property for ten years.  Never had a serious sexual relationship.  Several one nighters.  She is healthy and in good shape.  She exercises at a gym and by running.  For her species and gender she is in the top ten percent.  Mentally, her focus is on material success.  Not religious, Introverted.  Independent.  She hates the dependency we've put her into. Normally she ignores other people and is extremely curious about her environment.  We're intentionally stifling those desires.  She will be a superb slavegirl with a little more conditioning.  She will still need training in slave skills. But she will learn quickly once properly conditioned." 

"Your description reminds me of her mother."

"Good genes, similar environment.  I'd be surprised if they were much different."

Sighted Again

I heard Mistress' footsteps approaching.  I knelt keeping my posture as erect and proud as I was taught..

"Good morning, Miss Henderson.  Are you ready for another adventure?"

"Oh yes, Mistress.  I am so bored here, even a whipping sounds good."

"Be careful what you wish for Miss Henderson."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Today I'm taking you to meet your master."

"I really have a master, Mistress?"

"All the girls do, Miss Henderson.  Female emancipation does not exist here, Miss Henderson."

"Oh. Can you tell me anything more?"

"No need.  All you will ever need to know is obey your master and never speak without permission.  Also, give him all the pleasure you can."

I was fed and bathed.  Mistress then led me out of my room and a long distance away.  When I felt a soft surface under my feet she ordered me to kneel. I don't know why, but I felt instant lust.  I was aroused as hell and all I did was kneel.  

A male voice said, "Cotys, your charge seems to be in good order.  How is she doing?"

Now I knew.  I had gone into arousal just by being near a man.  Or was it because I was near my master?  No, I remembered the restaurant.  It looked like I lusted for any man here.  Were they really men?

"Master, Miss Henderson is progressing ahead of schedule. She did not know she was a natural submissive and it took her a few days to learn that.  Since then her obedience and acceptance have improved at a faster rate.  She is about ready for formal skills training."

"Excellent, Cotys.  Show me how she reacts under discipline."

Uh Oh.  Not so good, I guess.  I was ready to roll over and spread my legs and I was getting disciplined!

"Mistress said, "Miss Henderson. You are going to be whipped.  Raise up high on your knees and put your forehead on the floor."

"Yes, Mistress." I put myself as directed.  I resolved not to scream.

The first fiery stroke scalded my ass.  I flinched, but didn't make a sound.  I think I was getting used to a red ass.  The blow didn't hurt as it had before.  I knew I wouldn't die from it." One, Thank you Mistress."

"Two, Thank you Mistress." The second stroke didn't hurt.  It was pure pleasure.  I was ready to climax.

The third stroke landed square on my upraised ass.  It was glorious.  I don't know why I ever feared a whipping.  This was beyond pleasure.  It was heavenly. I climaxed loudly.  My scream of pleasure vibrated in my ears.  I felt my love juices flowing down my belly.  I was chagrined at how easily I was forced to climax.  I was thrilled to have such a wonderful orgasm.  "Three,.. Mistress.  Th..Thank you," I stumbled

The fourth stoke landed on my upper thigh and drove me back up the mountain toward another climax.  It was heavenly.  I moaned, "Four Mistress...Thank...you."

The fifth stroke hit just below my waist.  It was the best one yet.  I screamed with my second huge orgasm and nearly collapsed with my spasming belly.  I managed to stay in position, barely. "F...Five, ..Mistress, Th..Thank you so much."

She waited and let me regain some measure of composure before her next blow landed on my ass.  It shoved me back up to my peak of arousal.  I was ready to come again.  "Six.  Thank you mistress."

"Six, Thank you, Mistress." 

"That's enough, Cotys.  You have trained her well.  Good Job."

I hadn't moved through all six strokes and two huge orgasms.  I was still so aroused I had trouble thinking of anything but his wonderful cock.

"Thank you, Master,"  I could hear the relief and pride in her voice.  Hell, I felt proud of my resolve too.  I was glad I had shown up well for Mistress."  I know.  I know.  I was ashamed I had given in.  I was a slave and happy to obey.   I was even glad to accept a whipping to help my Mistress.  How low I had sunk.  And I was still aroused.

Is this all it took to enslave a woman.  I wasn't a whiny, dependent woman.  I was educated and doing just fine in a male dominated world.  I had shown I could prevail over many men in my profession.  After a few short weeks of blindness and pain I wouldn't say boo to any man or woman.  Mistress had broken me to heel.  I was la bitch in heat.  I wanted the attention and praise of my Mistress so much, I would do anything.  I wanted my master to take me now, hard.  My helpless arousal in his presence and the pleasure of the whip destroyed my strength.  I used to think of myself as tough.  I was putty in anyone's hands now.  I don't think I can ever recover.  I know I am a slave. Mistress knows it and now so does the man she calls Master.

He said," Miss Henderson, what will you do if I remove your hood?"

Remove my hood?  Would he?  Oh God, I want it off so bad. "Master, I will do anything you want.  Command me."

"Miss Henderson.  I already own you.  You will do anything I tell you to do or suffer the consequences.  Aren't you offering me what I already have?"

"Master, of course I will obey you.  If you choose to remove the hood and let me see again, I will willingly serve you and do my best to please you.  The willing obedience of a woman can be more rewarding than simple obedience."

"Are you offering to love me if I return your sight?"

"I will more than love you master.  I will make your joy my masterwork.  I will bend every waking moment to finding new ways to please you."  I didn't think about these words.  They flowed unbidden from me.  I would more than love anyone who gave me sight again."

"All right.  I will test this claim of yours.  Cotys would you please remove her hood.  Miss Henderson, close your eyes.  They have not seen light for some time so we will let them adjust slowly."

Over the weeks I had worn the hood, it had loosened enough that I could open my eyes.  I still couldn't see, but it felt better. I heard his order and thought I would wait until the hood was loose before I closed my eyes.  But , I realized I had already closed them.  Correction, I didn't close them.  They closed by themselves when he spoke.  My brief time in the restaurant came back.  He could control my body just by speaking a command.  Shit.  What have I gotten into?

I felt Mistress unlock the leather band that formed the bottom of the hood.  I felt her loosen the laces running up the back of my head.  My hair roots ached as the pressure was removed.  At last, it was pulled forward and off my head.  It snagged briefly on my nose ring before Mistress freed it. I longed to run my fingers over my scalp and finger comb my hair out of its long compressed state.  But they were still locked to the back of my collar.  Mistress ran her fingers over my head instead.  It felt so good.  

Light filtered redly through my closed eyelids.  I held still, hoping that was the expected behavior of a slavegirl.

The man said, " My name is Attas.  You must call me master.  Stand up."

I did. He picked up the chain locked on my collar and led me out of the room.  Soon we were outside.  I felt wind and sun on my body.  How wonderful to be back in the world of sensation.  The light didn't seem too bright now.  I tried to open one eye, just a teeny bit.  My eyelid wouldn't budge.  Apparently Master's command over my body didn't fade with time.

I became aware of sounds around me.  There were people and wheels on a rough surface.  I heard bells ringing.  Little bells, not big church bells.  Lots of them.  A murmur of many voices, none close enough to understand. I was suddenly shamed.  Master was taking me out in public, naked and chained.  It occurred that it wasn't my fault.  I was helpless and Master was to blame for any impropriety.  My mind whirled aimlessly.  Helpless, shamed, naked, aroused, cock, fuck me please, master.  I still felt confused and lost, but most of all I wanted to be fucked.

"How do your eyes feel Miss Henderson?"

"Fine Master, may I open them, please?" Then fuck me, please.


Chapter 4:  Sight

"Open your eyes, Miss Henderson."

I now had control of my eyes again.  I let them creep open, a fraction at a time.  I saw a busy street.  It looked old, like those in Italy or Spain.  I saw no cars, only carts and many of the people were female.  I couldn't seem to focus on any one thing for a moment. Sensory overload after being blind for weeks, I guess.  Then my mind caught up and I almost shrieked.  All the women were naked like me.  All  wore ankle chains.  The carts were pulled by women in harnesses.  The men I saw were either driving the carts or were leading one or more chained women.  My jaw fell open and my eyes grew wide.  

"Close your mouth and stop gawking, Miss Henderson."

Of course my jaw snapped shut and my eyes focused on the sidewalk in front of my feet. "Yes, Master."

We walked for several blocks until he led me into what appeared to be a jeweler's shop.  He talked to a rotund, smiling gentleman.  I was taken into the back of the shop.  The jeweler stamped letters into a two inch gold disc and showed it to Attas, who approved.  He showed it to me.  It had writing in English 'I am Julie.  I belong to Attas.'  I gulped.  "Thank you Master."

The jeweler had me kneel in front of his workbench.  He picked up a golden bell and the disc. He used one of those self-closing rings to fasten the disc and bell on the front of my collar.  

"Stand up, Julie."

I stood up and waited.  Master led me to a mirror so I could see what I looked like.  My hair was a mess. The ring in my nose was huge.  I was naked.  I was wearing a shiny gold collar and hanging from it were the bell and the big tag stating I belonged to Attas.  Just another ringed, belled slavegirl in town with her master.  

"Your hair is unruly."

He looked at me with a pleasant smile and I felt my hairs moving as if in a strong wind.  In the mirror I watched them untangle and smooth out as if they were brushed. In seconds they were arranged just as I wore it at the restaurant.  Attas could make a fortune in New York as a hair stylist.  His powers were unbelievable. I stared at myself in the mirror. Actually, I looked pretty hot.  I was getting turned on looking at my helpless body.  I always knew I was gifted with a kick ass body.  Maybe that was why I chose to study law .  Just to prove I didn't need to rely on my looks. If I had to be a slave, and the only women I saw were slaves, I was glad I was a good looking one.  I felt good and bad.  "Thank you, Master."  I meant it. Or at least most of it.

“Julie, I’m taking you outside. I want you to observe the people on the street. I will leave you for an hour. When I return, I will ask you to tell me what you saw. You will be safe. “

“Yes, Master.” I was terrified. He was going to leave me alone and completely helpless in a strange city. I was naked and chained. Anyone could take me or do anything they wanted. He led me outside and stopped in front of a blank wall. I saw stout rings mounted on the wall at my shoulder and knee height. He locked my tether to a high ring leaving me only a foot of slack. I would have to stand. He turned me to face the street and said, “remember to observe the people, Julie.”

I was looking at his face when he disappeared. He left like a soap bubble popping.  There was a brief puff of air after he vanished.   I stared in amazement.  I felt my lust subside.

People walked into and out of my field of view, reminding me of his order. I started watching the people. I was relieved no one was paying me any attention. Mostly I saw naked women. In my hour on the sidewalk I saw no clothed women. And all the women wore chains. All wore ankle chains, collars, and bracelets.  Every woman was belled, not only on their collars but some also had them on their ankles too.  It slowly dawned on me that all the women were young and beautiful. Every one of them looked like a model. Every one of them was smiling. And they all had rings dangling from their noses.  Most of the rings were silver and the rest were gold.

I realized I was smiling too.  Why was I smiling?  I was naked and helpless.  Chained to a wall in public.  I was crazy.  The air was so clean and fresh. I remembered walking on a street in New York before I was taken.  The street was filthy, the air stank of car exhaust and unwashed bodies. Here the air smelled of flowers.  The fluffy clouds above me were pure white in a brilliant blue sky.  This place, wherever it was, was clean. 

After a few minutes a woman with her hands chained behind her stopped and looked at me. She said, “you look unhappy. Are you in pain?”

“No, mistress. Thank you for asking.”

“Silly girl, I’m a slave just like you. Don’t you see my collar? You must not call me mistress.”

“Forgive me, please. This is my first day here and I don’t know anything.”

She read the tag on my collar and said, “Attas! He is one of the highest. You are super lucky. She lifted her chin so I could read her tag. It said ‘I am Sandra. I belong to Rolf.’  She had a gold nose ring.

“Nice to meet you Sandra. Thank you for talking to me. How long have you been a slave?”

“Gosh, I don't know. What year is it?”

“2015.” You don’t know the year?”

“We don’t usually know things like that. Curiosity is not appreciated in slavegirls, Julie. Let’s see, I have been a slave for forty four years.”

“Sandra, you can’t be over twenty five. It’s not possible you’ve been a slave for forty four years.”

“Julie, this place is weird in so many ways. I have talked to women who have been slaves here since Jesus walked the Earth. We don’t age here. I’ve got to run or I’ll get my fanny warmed.” She leaned forward and kissed me thoroughly.

I was silent and confused. Immortal slavegirls! I stored all this away for future examination. I went back to people watching. I saw that every female wore a nose ring like mine. Almost all the girls had their hands locked behind them. I never saw a padlock or anything. The cuffs just had a few links of chain between them. Come to think of it, I never saw a lock or key when my hands were being linked or freed. How does that work? Most wore simple backpacks and many had a small pouch hanging from their collar rings. Only the girls accompanying a man had their hands free. All these wore leashes on their nose rings, held, of course, by the men. Most of the leashed women had silver nose rings.

The men wore quite conventional clothing, mostly pants, sneakers, and short sleeve shirts.

I switched to watching the traffic in the street. No motors. No horses. Pony girls pulled every carriage and cart. They were trim and well muscled. Their feet wore the same hobbles as all the other women. Must be a department of standards here. They had short boots on their feet.  I would like a pair of those. All the ones I saw were pulling their loads via leather corsets strapped around their waists. The drivers controlled them with bit, bridle, and reins. One stopped right in front of me and I saw the bit had an extension in her mouth to hold her tongue down and deny her speech. They had blinders and colored plumes on their bridles. 

A man stopped and looked me over.  "Lift your chin."

My head snapped back and turned to my left.  I didn't do that.  Shit, could every man here command my body? My lust started up again and went into high gear.   I tried to straighten my head, but it wouldn't move.  God. This made me feel way more helpless than these damned chains I wore.  I hope Attas returns soon.

"Relax."

I could move my head again.  My arousal kept climbing.  What was it? Pheromones?

"Attas has made a good choice.  You are quite good for a New York girl."

How did he know I was from New York.  Could they read my mind too? "Thank you, Master."

He was leading a slavegirl on a nose leash.  Her hands were free. Her ring was gold. She spoke, "Master, may I taste her?" 

"Go ahead.   Julie, spread your knees apart."

My ankles jerked apart to the end of my hobble.  My knees spread as wide as possible.  I was just a puppet and he had my strings.

"Yes, Master," she said.  

She kissed me softly.  I hadn't expected this. Her hands roamed over my erogenous zones.  On hand played with my breasts and nipples while the other explored my pussy.  She was highly skilled.  I was panting in moments and my body writhed under her touch.

She pulled her tongue back and whispered, "don't talk to anyone with a silver nose ring. Don't trust them. Your life is at stake." She started the kiss again.

I was near to a climax when she knelt in front of me and started licking and sucking my cunt.  I screamed my pleasure as I came.  She had pulled back at just the right time and all my love juices ran down my still spread thighs. 

She stood up and as I moaned, said, "I enjoyed that almost as much as you did, Julie.  Please tell Attas that Patricia sends her love."

The man said, "Tell Attas that Jason congratulates him on his choice of slaves."

"Yes, Master," I mumbled, still barely able to think.

I watched the crowd again. I noticed that maybe half of the women with backpacks had something in them. 

I noticed something odd.  Many of the women were exchanging signals with their fingers.  Of course I only saw women with silver rings doing this.  The men holding their leashes didn't see this because the women were behind them.  The women only did this when the men had passed each other and couldn't see them. It looked a little like sign language, but I didn't know enough to read what they said.  It was probably a simpler set of signals since long exchanges were precluded.  I had heard of slave's sign languages in Rome long ago. 

I wonder if this is connected to Patricia's warning? I wonder what our ring color means? I remembered the saying, 'Knowledge is Power.'  I realized it was true.  I knew almost nothing and was completely out of my depth.  I wanted to talk to someone who knew more than I did.  It looked like I could only talk to other slaves with gold nose rings or my master.  What a choice.  My master didn't want me to know anything and I had no chance to talk to any gold-ringed slave.  I only saw silver rings. Shit.

Attas was standing in front of me again. He unlocked me from the ring. Then he clipped a long leather leash to my nose ring and locked the trailing end of my chain to the front of my collar. “ Close your eyes.”

My eyes closed before I could respond. I said, “Yes, Master.” I was again mightily aroused.  It was all I could do not to fall to the ground and kiss his feet.  I needed him so much.

“Open your eyes.”

They flew open and I saw we were standing in a large room. It had a huge window looking over a big garden sloping down to a broad expanse of sapphire water. I hadn't felt or heard a thing.  Were these men Gods or aliens?  They looked human and their male equipment worked just fine.  But their mind control ability and apparently teleport were superhuman.  I wouldn't be surprised if they could fly and lift mountains. 

He led me to a chair and unlocked my hands.  I left them crossed behind me.  I was so tamed. He sat down and said, “kneel In my presence unless ordered otherwise.”

I gladly knelt before him and waited. I looked into his eyes. They were a brilliant blue. They were mesmerizing. I couldn’t look away. If I could speak, I would beg him to take me.  I never needed anything so much.  But I was speechless.  Held in thrall by my subjugation.  I was truly his slave and we both knew it.  How wonderful it was to be a woman at his feet.

“Tell me about the people you saw, Julie.”

“Yes, Master. I saw many more women than men.  They were all dressed in western fashion. They would have looked at home in New York. Well, except for the women with them. One of them said he was called 'Jason' and he told me to convey his congratulations on your choice of slaves. I think he meant me, Master.”

“What about those women?”

“Master, the men were all leading naked women on leashes. And all the women were collared and had ankle chains. They would not fit in New York.  The one with Jason asked me to give you her love. She said her name was Patricia.”

"Interesting.  Did she say anything else? 

"No Master.  She made me climax in the street.  Jason gave her permission to play with me."

"I'll have to thank Jason when I see him. What did you think about the leashed women?”

“Master, at first, I was ashamed for them. After a while I saw they were all happy. They were smiling and had a joyful spring in their step. They strutted on their leashes.  They were showing off for the other slaves. They were proud they were with their Masters. Then I began to envy them. If you lead me like that, I will strut too.”

"What else did you notice about the leashed women?"

"Master, I noticed that only women on leashes had the use of their hands. I also saw leashed women sometimes exchanged hand signs when no one else could see them.  But only those with silver nose rings.  Is our ring color important?"

He took something out of his pocket and held it out to me.  It looked like one of those spring clips I used to hold a wad of paper together in the office. 

"Take this and put it on your left nipple.  Leave it there until I tell you to remove it.  Questions earn you punishment."

My right hand took the clip and squeezed the handles until it was wide open.  I saw that instead of the smooth surface I was used to, this one had stubby serrations. It would hurt.  I held it over my nipple and relaxed my grip.  The pain was sharp and unbearable.  I gasped and my body flinched.  My traitorous hand returned to its mate behind my back.

I had earned my punishment.  I had broken a rule. "Thank you master for correcting me.  I am sorry." If anything, my lust grew greater.  I wanted him to take me.

"Do you remember any hand signs?"

I thought about it.  I remembered two. "Yes, Master, may I show you?

"No, I can see them in your mind.  Think about when you saw them.  Don't say anything.  I'll watch." 

The pain in my nipple had turned into a dull burning sensation.  I had trouble thinking about the women.  After a quiet moment he changed the subject. 

“What about the other women. What do you think about them?”

“Master, they were all slaves.  I saw no women without chains.  I guess that all women here are slaves and all men are masters. At first , again, I was sorry for them. After a little, I saw that they all were happy, too. At home most women are unhappy and spend a lot of time and money on therapy. Everyone here seems joyous. I envied them too.”

“We keep our women helpless. They are seldom allowed to do anything by themselves and seem to like it, as you have observed."

“Julie, every woman here is the property of a man because of trust.  Here, men can see into the hearts of women.   We keep you on short leashes because we see your hearts are full of love, ambition, and treachery.  Your chains allow you to explore the depths of love and prohibit inevitable treachery. We don't trust women because we know your minds."  

I was sure  this was not true.  I wasn't like that.  Was I?  I have always been ambitious.  I wasn't above using my normal feminine skills to win arguments or assignments.  That wasn't treachery, was it?  I wanted to protest, but I was unsure of my grounds.  If these men could read women's minds, how could they be wrong?  Was it a matter of degree?  How could I convince him?  I couldn't speak unless I got permission first. "Master, may I speak?"

"No. Not yet.  First I have some questions for you. Tell me about your parents."

Master, my father died when I was young. I don't remember him at all.  My mother is alive and well.  She is a college instructor in Troy, New York."

"Describe her."

"Master, she is tall and slim with a good figure.  Everyone mistakes her for my sister.  She is quite youthful in actions and behavior.  She was a wonderful mother.  Her skin is fair like mine.  She is much more intelligent than a teacher needs to be.  She just loves teaching young minds."

"Does she ever speak of your father?"

"Not much, Master.  I'm sure she is still in love with him.  She describes him as a large, strong man with tremendous integrity.  She has never found anyone to replace him.  Although she always has hopeful men approaching her.  I'm afraid my father spoiled her for other men.  He set a high standard and she will not accept less."

"Yes, I'm sure that's the case."

What was that about.  Why did he want to know about her?  He sounded like he may have known my father.  What is going on here?  Am I here because of my mother or father?  

"I’m sure you have seen and felt some of the more unusual facets of this place. Do not ask questions.  Anything we want you to know we will tell you. Here, woman and slave are synonymous. You will go back to Cotys to finish your training.  You will probably like it. Then you will return here.   Stand up.  Take the clip off and give it to me."

I stood and opened the clip.  I almost dropped it as the blood rushed painfully back into my nipple.

"Thank you, Master, for correcting me.  I'm sorry I broke a rule."

He locked my hands behind me. He led me to a bedroom and turned me to face him.  My eyes weren't as high as his shoulder.  I'm 5'10" ,so he must be almost 7' tall.  He was twice as wide as me and had large muscles.  He could throw me across the room if he wanted.  Instead he picked me up and kissed me.  I was engulfed in his arms and dwarfed by his assurance and presence.  He was tremendous in every way imaginable.  picked me up like I was weightless.  He lay me on my back on the bed and said, "lift your knees and place your feet tight against your ass."  He pushed my ankle chain into my fingers and said, "hold that." I felt my fingers curl around the chain all by themselves.

"Spread your knees wide."

He sat on the bed beside me and played with my breasts .  He kneaded them and rolled my nipples between his fingers.  He was gentle, but as my nipples hardened , they were right on the edge of pain.  He took one hand to my loins and started stroking my labia.  They swelled instantly and soon were spreading themselves in invitation.  He stroked my inner lips and I was soon panting my need.  My belly spasmed over and over and my love juices flowed into my needy lips.

"Master, please take me.  I need you in me. Please Master. Take me, I beg you."

He slapped my pussy, hard with his huge hand.  I climaxed as soon as his hand landed.  I bucked and screamed, "YES.  Oh yes, Master."  I moaned my pleasure and he kept rubbing, stimulating me.  I was so helpless in his grip.  I couldn't move any way except to spasm and buck in my passion.  I was a tightly chained ball of heat rapidly growing hotter.  His hands were merciless and so effective.  

I climaxed again.  I was lost in my heat.  I had no control. Master played me like an instrument.  I squealed, I pled, I writhed under his hands.  I couldn't stop climaxing.  Finally, he climbed on me and thrust his gigantic member into me.  I was wonderfully stretched and filled.  He pumped a few times, each one driving me higher until we came together.  His hot sperm flooding into me in the greatest ecstasy I had ever known.  I screamed with joy and love and fainted. 

I awoke on my back on the concrete in my cell, helplessly chained but without that damned hood.  I could see.  My God. I could still see. I remembered my fantastic time with my Master. My heart filled with joy and love and submission.  I was truly his property.  I would do anything he wanted.  I thought back over my experiences. That fantastic orgasm or series of orgasms before I fainted.  I had never dreamed of such pleasure.  He was a master.  Not just my master, but he was a master at lovemaking .  Or, the thought occurred to me, a master of women. He could control my body with a voice command.  He could apparently teleport himself and me, at least to New York.  Although I wasn't sure that was a distance. 

I had no idea what else he could do, but I was glad I was his.  Already I loved him and I loved submitting to his will.  I was a little tender.  I stood and walked to the end of my tether. It stopped me with finality. It was far stronger than needed to hold a girl. Master had freed my hands. I didn't know what to do with them. When my tether halted my walk, I had to feel my collar. It was smooth and hard. I realized it wasn't punishment. It was a facility every slavegirl needed. Its fit was snug and perfect. It conformed to every curve of my neck. I tried to turn it but found my neck was not round and it wouldn't budge. My master had fit me with perfection. I took it as a sign, not of craftsmanship, but of perfect knowledge of everything about me. I felt cherished and I felt the heat rising in my belly. I sat on the floor near my attaching ring. I daydreamed about my Mistress and my Master

My dreams were delicious. My hands drifted to my pussy. My slavery was like a narcotic fantasy. Every thought was real and nothing impossible. I lived vividly in the moment. The future did not matter since a slavegirl could not influence it. Why take it seriously? My life was not my own. It belonged to my Master, and I longed to obey. I savored my submission. I was tamed, broken to heel. Memories of my former life were fast dissolving under the rising tide of my subjugation. I felt so free in my chains. No obligations and no worries remained in me. I awaited my orders.

I realized I had never seen my mistress.  I looked forward to a true meeting.  I knew she would continue my training and I would feel her whip.  This didn't matter so much any more.  I felt a bond with this woman who had showed me I could reach joy through pain.  I would never again be so frightened of pain.

I hope Mistress shows up soon.  I'm hungry and dirty and I want to get my training over with as soon as I can.  I want to be with Attas as soon as possible.

Finally, Mistress appeared.  She was naked and wore slave chains like mine.  Her hands were free and she had a whip hanging from a leather belt.  She was an amazon.  Over 6' tall, tanned, Raven hair, great body and a regal bearing.  She fed me and took me into the bath.  When I was spotless, inside and out, she took me into a carpeted room and locked my chain to a floor ring.  

I learned many slave positions and practiced moving between them with as much grace as I could.  She gave me a stinging stripe on my ass when I wasn't quick or graceful enough.  I learned, kneel, stand, supine, punishment, leash, obeisance, submit and many more.  I've read that Eskimos have twenty words for snow.  I guess slavegirls need as many names for submit.

I spent two more weeks in intensive training.  I learned sexual techniques for mew and women.  I practiced belly dance.  I wasn't great at it, but I did learn to move my breasts and hips well.  I learned how to serve drinks and meals.  And I was whipped.  I was whipped every day, at least ten strokes.  I learned to enter subspace and feel pleasure when I was whipped.  It was much easier to drift into pleasure when a broader strap was used.  The cane and whip gave more of a sharp cut that went right through me.  The strap or flogger were the best.  They warmed my ass and heated me up inside too.  I could climax after only a couple of blows with a strap.  They stopped being a punishment.  I looked forward to those.  

I learned there were other girls being trained too.  I found out when I was assigned to give them punishments.  I was tentative at first, but I soon learned what joy I received when I whipped a girl.  The sounds we make are almost the same as when we climax.  I loved using a strap or whip on a girl.  I enjoyed the whip more because they took longer to climax. It relieved my conscience when they thanked me afterwards.

I learned what Mistress meant when she said, " You will enjoy your whipping as much as I enjoy whipping you."

Finally, mistress told me I was ready. She locked my hands to the back of my collar and chained me to a wall ring.  I was so excited I was shaking. She left me alone.  She was gone only moments,

Master appeared before me and he was holding mistress’ leash.  She had her hands locked behind her. That mysterious lust blossomed in me again.  God. How did they do it? How could I function with this huge arousal making me drip and pant?

“Cotys says you are ready. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Master. I am ready.” Ready to be taken, Master.  Please.

He freed me from the chain holding me to the wall.  He put a leash on my nose ring. Then we were in a different place.  A large room sparsely furnished with colorful hangings on the walls.  Opening on a white stone patio or terrace.

He led us to a chair where he sat.  He dropped the leashes and Mistress / Cotys and I knelt in front of him. My lust was overwhelming.  It was all I could do to stay still.  I wanted to throw myself at his feet and spread my legs.

Cotys, submit to me. Julie watch her."

Cotys shuffled between Master's legs and said, "Master, I am Cotys, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me Master. May I service you as a sign of my submission?”

I hated her.  He was my Master.  I should be servicing him.  I wanted to suck his cock, to make him huge then take him in my cunt.

"Cotys, service me now."

She lowered her head to his crotch and gently lowered his zipper with her teeth.  She worked for minutes to free his semi-rigid cock.  When free she licked and kissed its tip.  When it was fully erect she took it in her mouth and sucked.  Her head bobbed in and out as she made the ultimate sexual submission a girl can give a man.  He stopped her before he climaxed and said, "Cotys, you are now my property. I will keep you safe and cherish you. When I discipline you, or pleasure you, it will be from love. I will treat you as a rare and valuable treasure, and you will always wear my chains."

"Thank you, my Master."

Oh how I longed to take her place.  He was my Master.  I needed him.

"Julie, submit to me." Oh. My. God!  At last.  I would fulfill my destiny.  I would be permitted to submit to him.  I vibrated with eagerness.


Chapter 5:  Submission

I was on for the most meaningful performance of my life.  For me this was huge.  Even though I thought there was no way I would be rejected, I was still terrified.  I was going to beg this God seated before me to take me as his slave.  I felt so small and insignificant.  I had been intimidated by the majesty of courtrooms and judges before.  That life seemed so tiny and negligible now.  Everything I wanted was seated in front of me.  I desperately wanted to serve this man.

"Master, I am Julie, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me Master. May I service you as a sign of my submission?”

"Julie, you may service me."

I lowered my head to his crotch and licked and kissed his still rigid penis.  I took it in my mouth and sucked.  I shoved my head up and down his huge shaft. I, in my turn, made the ultimate sexual submission to my man.  I sucked as hard as I could and when he orgasmed into my mouth I almost choked.  There was so much it filled my mouth. I struggled to swallow it and I did.  It tasted salty and sweet and so good.  I wanted more.  It must be instantly addictive because the longing for more was overwhelming. 

"Julie, you are now my property. I will keep you safe and cherish you. When I discipline you, or pleasure you, it will be from love. I will treat you as a rare and valuable treasure, and you will always wear my chains."

"Thank you, my Master.  I am yours forever."

He unlocked both our hands.  He said, "Cotys, show Julie around and explain how the household works.  Start her on an easy task."  He removed the leashes from our nose rings and put them in a closet.

Cotys took my hand and led me out of the room. My hands were free.  I held my free hand in front of me and rotated it.  "Cotys, I had almost forgotten what these looked like." 

"Master likes to have us be useful.  We're locked up tight at night, but use our hands during the day."

"Mistress, should I address you as 'Mistress' here, or as Cotys?"

"Here and now, I'm just a slavegirl like you.  Call me Cotys, please."

"OK, Cotys. Master took me to town to get my tag and bell. I saw many slaves with their hands locked behind them, wearing a pack on their back.  Why was that?"

"Masters send girls to stores to get things for the house, food, mainly.  They put instructions and money in a little sack they hang from our collars.  They carry home the things master wants in those packs."

"They were shopping?"

"Well, yes, but the girl doesn't get to buy anything they want.  Girls love to go to town.  Its a time to talk to other girls To see other people. And sometimes to show off.  Its a fun change of pace for a slave to be allowed to go to town by herself."

"Aren't girls tempted to escape?"

"Julie, that's just not possible.  Your master knows exactly where you are every moment of your life.  Besides, your nose ring controls where you can go.  The masters set it for the places they want you to go and it directs you."

"Directs me?  How? Isn't it just a metal ring?"

"It is powerful.  It knows where you are allowed to go and stops you from going off course."

"Stops me how?"

"It will vibrate when you stray, then give you harder and harder shocks if you continue.  If you keep going, it will knock you out and call a man to fetch you home.  You'll be punished and restricted more than now."

"But that's not all. Look at your wristlet. See the ring on it?"

"Yes. I see it. I have one on every one of my cuffs. I see you have them too. So?"

"Watch this." She took both my wrists in her hands and pulled them towards her. "Look at the rings." Her fingers were holding the rings on my cuffs, not the cuffs themselves. She pushed the rings together. They seemed to melt and flow together until one was inside the other. Then they were just metal rings holding my wrists together.

It was like magic.

"How did you do that. Can I do it?"

"All the rings work the same way. Its magic, but its magic everyone can use. Here's what I know about them. They are controlled by thought and there are restrictions. No ring will ever leave the cuff its on. Any woman can lock another woman's ring to anything. The woman wearing the ring can not open her own rings. Any man can open a woman's ring. Only a man, her mistress, or the woman that locked another woman's ring can open it. There are no locks and keys like they use on Earth. To open or close a ring, if you are permitted, you only have to hold it and think 'open' or 'close.' Oh, and you can't work my rings because I am assigned as your mistress. That's it."

"How do they work?

"There's a lot of magical things around here and the men keep their technology secret. None of the teaching machines will instruct a woman in anything scientific or technical. They do not trust women at all. And they will punish you for any deceit or half truth they catch you in."

" Don't test it or you will be sorry. Don't ever lie about where you went or who you saw.  Complete honesty is essential to your comfort.  Just consider the masters omnipotent.  Even if they aren't look at what you're wearing.  We can't run or hide or use our hands at all.  We are always locked up tight in town or at night. If you get to go to town alone, ask master if you can look around.  He'll let you.  There's a high wall around the city.  It has no doors or windows or gates.  Masters don't need them. Besides the impossibility, no one wants to escape.  Some girls say this is Heaven.  It is all any girl wants.  Girls want love and sex and security.  Freedom is a much lower priority."

"But Cotys, that can't be true for all women.  I want my freedom as much as I always did.  I want to be able to travel, to do things."

"Really?  If you want to go back to your life in New York, tell Attas.  I don't think he would keep you if you want to leave.  He is a benevolent God."

Boy.  I stuck my mouth in it, didn't I.  I had just submitted to Attas and he accepted me.  Do I really want to go back to my lonely life in New York?  Hell no. "OK. You win.  I want to stay here, chains and all.  I feel so much more alive here than ever before.  I want to embrace my subjugation and fully submit to my master."

The house was huge.  Winding ramps connected several levels.  Cotys described magic elevators, but I didn't see them.  There were many rooms.  The baths were white and clear glass.  The showers were constructed of curving walls with no doors needed.  The plumbing was  better than anything I had read about.  Water  flowed at the wave of a hand. Temperature and flow were adjusted similarly. There was a sauna and a steam room.  And a linear hot tub / pool where the temperature varied from cool at one end to hot at the other.

The building was like an Escher painting.  The  ramps seemed to go up four levels and down five.  The walls would change colors from brilliant white to red to clear as air with a wave.  The technology or magic here was amazing.  

I was introduced to four more slavegirls.  All naked and wearing the same restraints as Cotys and I.  All had their hands free and were busy.  Mindy was polishing some silverware.  Cassie looked like she was playing a video game. According to Cotys she was instructing a gardening machine how to trim some topiary. Sally was hanging from her wrists in a large bare room.  And Teresa was whipping her.

Sally was griping, "Hit in the middle of my ass, please.  My thighs are sore and I can't get off unless you hit my ass."

"Be quiet Sally." You need to be properly punished before you get off.  I have strict instructions.  If I'm too easy on you, I get to take your place.  Besides, you did steal the fruit."

Cotys said we would get a better introduction when they were done.

Cotys took me outside and into a garden,  She set me to weeding a section and showed me where to put the weeds.  She said to come in when I finished. 

It wasn't a big section of garden.  I found a kneeling pad and a trowel and set to work.  I put the weeds into a bucket and when finished dumped it into a compost pile.  I was done in an hour and went back in the house.  I reported to Cotys who was working on a computing system.  She had a holographic display in front of her and she was using her hand motions to control it.  I couldn't follow what she was doing but it looked like the displays I had seen in science fiction movies.  These people had some advanced technology.  When I came in she turned to me and the display vanished.

"Finished, Julie?"

"Yes, Cotys. It was a small garden section."

"All right, let's go see if the pony girls are done."

"Pony girls? Attas has pony girls?"

"Of course.  All the masters keep some.  We all take turns as pony girls.  And we need to use them for our chores."

We walked through the garden and into a low barn.  Inside there was a row of stalls for the pony girls.  There were three standing at a railing, facing away from us.  As we approached I looked closely at them.  They wore the same chains and collar as me.  Their tack was black and shiny and consisted of a corset around their waist and a bridle and bit.  The bits had metal ends where reins could be attached.  None were on them now.  They were held to the railing by their nose leashes.  When I looked at their faces I saw that the one furthest away had a silver nose ring and the others were gold. They were all were mud splashed.  I saw they were wearing heelless pony girl boots.  They laced up the inside and allowed their ankle chains to pass through.

I wondered at the thought.  Every woman in this ..place was collared and chained.  Our masters loved us and took good care of us, but they didn't trust us, even a little. 

"Girls, this is Julie.  She is new and she's going to clean you up today."

"Julie, I will show you how to do this on Natalie and you can take care of Amanda and Georgia.  OK?"

"OK, Cotys."

I watched closely.  She took Natalie's leash off the railing and led her to a tiled area.  She clipped the leash onto a hanging chain. She removed Natalie's bit, bridle, and corset and hung them on a rack.  Using a water hose she rinsed off the tack then rinsed Natalie.  "This is warm water and the girls like feeling clean." When Natalie was free of the mud and dirt, Cotys put up the hose and toweled Natalie dry.  I noticed she paid special attention to her breasts and pussy.  Natalie was squirming and gasping when she finished.

Cotys took the rinsed tack and hung it on a wall rack under Natalie's name.  Then she freed Natalie's leash from the chain and took her to the center of the long barn. She locked a hanging chain to Natalie's collar and took off her leash. She unlocked her hands from her collar and left them locked behind her back. Natalie walked up and down the barn.  I saw the hanging chain was on a track that ran the length of the building.

"Pony girls  on duty have to stay in the barn in case they're needed.  They come back to the house when off duty. Now you do Amanda and Georgia. I've temporarily assigned you as their mistress so you can open and close their rings." 

"OK."  Cotys left.  Natalie had walked back close to me.  She said, "Hello, new girl.  Cotys said your name is Julie?"

"Hello Natalie, yes, I'm Julie." I removed Amanda's leash from the rail and took her to the wash area.  Natalie followed. "Natalie, do you like it here?"

"Yeah, I do.  There's good parts and bad parts."

"What makes it good or bad?  I'm really curious.  So far, except for the chains, I love everything." I clipped Amanda's leash to the chain and put her tack on the rack to be rinsed.

Amanda said, " thank you.  I was so tired of that bit.  I've had it on all day."

"You're welcome, Amanda.  I'm Julie.  Natalie was just telling me what a good day and a bad day are like."

Natalie said, "its easy.  On a good day I have lots of orgasms and on a bad day I don't have any and have to work hard.  My sense of normalcy has been screwed around since I've been here.  I was an insurance investigator before, now I'm a slave.  I thought getting up early, working my butt off, and money worries were normal.   Since I've been here I realized this is much, much better.  I love it here.  No decisions, no money worries, lots of sleep, healthy food and exercise.  And I find I have no enemies.  I used to hate most of the men and all the women.  Now I love everyone. Literally.  I have sex with everyone here.  Of course Master is the best. Of course, Master keeps us in the dark about everything outside the house, so what would I worry about?"

As she talked I rinsed off Amanda's tack and then Amanda.  She was a warm, cuddly armful.  As I toweled her off she swayed into me in the most suggestive way.  When I was drying her breasts she leaned forward and kissed me on the mouth.  I returned it heartily.  My heart skipped a beat and my pussy flamed red hot.  When we broke apart, she whispered in my ear, "I'd love to meet you tonight, Julie."  I nodded in agreement.

Amanda chimed in, " me too.  I was like Natalie.  I worked hard and didn't have any friends.  I had a couple of one night stands, but they were unsatisfying.  We never connected.  Here I feel a real connection with everyone.  Maybe its because all the people here are my lovers.  Isn't that true, Natalie?"

"Yes, my love.  When we're off duty tonight, I'll show you."

Amanda said, "maybe both you and Julie would like to show me?"

"Well, you two are certainly friendly."

Georgia stamped her feet and whinnied.

Amanda said, "Georgia is also friendly and feels left out.  Maybe you should get her cleaned up, Julie, before she hurts herself."

I looked at Georgia.  She had twisted around to look at the three of us and her leash was pulling hard on her nose. Her eyes were wide and shiny.  I took Amanda over to the next hanging chain and added her to the track.  I took Georgia from the railing over to the washing area.  I took her bit out last and she gasped, "Thank you Julie, Thank you."

"Hello Georgia. I'm sorry I made you wait.  I was distracted by Amanda and Natalie's description of life here."

"That's all right, Julie.  I'm glad you heard me though.  I felt left out."

"Well, that's over now.  I see your ring is silver. I've only seen silver and gold.  Does the color mean something?"

"Just that I was born here and you were born on Earth."

"This isn't Earth?  Where is it?"

"Well, its mostly the same planet, but we're in a different version than the one you're from."

"What does that mean?  A different version?  How did I get here?"

"Boy, you are really new here, aren't you?"

"Georgia, I was kidnapped and awoke in chains and hooded. I wore that damned thing for weeks.  I don't know anything about this place except the men have fantastic powers and the women are slaves. At least, all the men and women I've seen and this is my first day out of that damned hood. Tell me what's going on, please."

Amanda and Natalie had wandered back close to us.  Amanda said, "You've got the important parts already.  All women here are slaves.  Not fair, of course, but we can't do anything about it.  We are always kept helpless and the men's powers are awesome."

I worked on Georgia as we all talked.

"I don't like being so controlled.  Chained ankles, collar, wrists.  Why do the women put up with it.  Doesn't anyone try and fight them? I could love it here if it weren't for being a slave. This is so unjust."

Natalie grinned and said, "Julie, I like it here.  I felt just like you when I got here, but then I realized I was more alive here than I ever was at home.  Sure, I get whipped sometimes, but I get amazing sex all the time.  At home I just survived.  My 'freedom' only meant I had to work at a dreary, repetitive job and resist advances from men I didn't want.  Now, I don't have any choice and the men and women are dreamy.  I'm getting the education I couldn't afford at home.  You haven't had a chance to try the teaching machines here.  Its amazing.  Its like a computer company, a genius, and a special effects company teamed up to teach you things."

"You're right.  All I've seen here are slavegirls and supermen. What are you learning?"

Natalie beamed, "I learned Russian, and how to play the violin and cello. I can read music too.  I'm working on woodworking and Geology.  You can study anything you want.  Once I finished my slave training and had adjusted, I was given access to the teaching machines.  I study and practice an hour or two each day, depending on my assignments and punishments. Our master once told me he enjoys having intelligent, educated women around. It doesn't hurt that I'm in heat whenever a man is around."

Well, that's good, I think.  Maybe its why I was taken.  I wonder if there are many lawyers here?  "That's good to know.  Speaking of knowledge, does anyone know why the women are all slaves here?"

Georgia said, "There's been a war going on for thousands of years with some people called Draks.  On Earth you call them werewolves.  Anyway, a long time ago, a gang of women helped the Draks invade Thale.  They made a deal to let the Draks win the war and leave the women in charge on Thale.  The men found out, wiped out the Draks that came here and took away the women's powers.  We used to be able to do many of the things the men can do now.  Like reading minds, teleportation, flying, controlling objects with our minds.  Cool stuff. They enslaved all the women as punishment and to make sure we couldn't do anything like that again. We are kept helpless and powerless because the men think none of us can be trusted.  That's what I've been told."

"OK.  Do you know why Earth women are brought here?"

"No, sorry.  But you people have been brought here for thousands of years."

I finished Georgia and locked her onto the track. I went to each of the girls and kissed them goodbye. "Thanks for talking to me.  I hope I'll see you later."

Amanda said, "There's usually a free time in the evenings when we all get together.  We'll probably see you there.  'Bye."

"Guess I'll just have to wait and see what happens to me.  I should get back to the house before I earn a stripe."

I walked back to the house and entered a side door.  Cotys was waiting for me.  More surveillance I guess.

"Julie, do  you play any musical instruments?"

"No, my mother gave me piano lessons when I was young.  I was never good and quit after a couple of years. Why?"

"Our master wants all his girls to play something.  I'll take you to the classroom and get you started." She took my hand and led me through the lower floor of the house.  We entered a long, narrow room with ten doors along a wall.  The facing wall had paintings on it.

There were small lights above each door.  Two of them were glowing red.  She went to one with a dark light and opened the door.  Inside was a massive chair, padded.  It looked like what I would expect to see in a spaceship with one glaring exception.  Rising out of the seat was a huge penis, black with ribs.  I stopped in my tracks.  I wasn't going near that thing.  It would split me in two.

"Cotys, I can't use this.  That thing will kill me."

"Actually, this is an exact replica of your master's member.  You've already had it in you.  You will love it.  We all do.  Now, the household already has many wind instrument players.  Let's start you on a string.  Would you prefer a violin, cello, perhaps a zither?"

I've always wanted to play a violin.  It seemed so feminine and so sexy.  "Violin, please."

"All right." She raised her voice and said "New slavegirl. Name: Julie Henderson. Origin: Earth, United States, New York.  Language: English, Upper middle class.. Subject: Violin."

A disembodied female voice asked, "Skill level desired: Beginner, Accomplished, or Virtuoso?" 

"Virtuoso."

The voice said, "Instruction will be complete in two hours. Please be seated." Cotys took a jar out of a small niche near the door and held it out to me.  "here is some lubricant.  Would you like me to help?"

"No, I can do it."  I scooped out a couple of fingers worth.  It had an aroma of lavender.  Nudity makes things like this convenient, I guess. I was embarrassed to do this in front of another.  Her nonchalant attitude helped.  It made this seem like nothing more than touching up my lipstick in a public restroom. I rubbed it into my pussy and stopped, suddenly shy.

"Its awkward the first time.  Girls who've done it a few times can't jump onto master's prick fast enough.  Just stand in front of the chair and lower yourself onto it."

I gingerly spread my legs and let myself down.  I felt the tip of the dildo touch my labia. I used my fingers to spread my lips and centered myself over the tip.  I let myself down and as soon as it touched my cunt lips I became aroused.  I was so hot. I sat down with a plop.  It felt so good. I saw Cotys leave and close the door, but that didn't seem important.  The chair enfolded me in its grasp.  I felt wonderful.  It was like being held in master's arms while he used me.  I was suffused with lust.  I felt wispy tendrils of thought gliding in my head.   These were almost as good as my pulsing loins.  

I was taken to wonderful heights of pleasure.  I was played like a violin.  I climaxed repeatedly but didn't get tired or sore.  It was like the chair was strumming my brain's pleasure center and my body was just along for the ride.  Finally, it wound down.  I was just sitting in a chair with a massive dildo in me.  I felt like I had just awakened from a good night's sleep. I used my arms to push me up.  The dildo exited with a plop.  I wondered about the violin lesson.  I felt great, but didn't know anything about a violin.  

As soon as I had thought 'violin' a picture formed in my head of a violin.  Suddenly I knew everything about them.  How to make one, how to tune them, how to select one perfect for a tune.  I wanted one in my hands.  I stood all the way up, "Chair, thank you for a wonderful lesson."

The room said, "You are most welcome, Julie Henderson."

I was smiling as I opened the door. Cotys was waiting for me.  She was holding a violin.  A good one from its look.  Old, used, experienced.  "Did you enjoy your lesson ?"

"That has every lesson I've ever had beat by a mile.  Can I hold the violin?  And how can you always be waiting for me?"

She handed me the instrument and bow. "The house keeps me informed of your activity."

I shouldered the violin.  It felt like an old friend, though I've never touched one before.  "I checked its tuning.  "The house talks to you? And it knows what I'm doing?"

"Yes.  It talks to me mentally, like telepathy.  And it knows what every girl of Attas's is doing, even if you're somewhere else.  It may know what the masters are doing too, but it won't talk about a master to a slave."

"But how does it know?"

"Magic.  Or advanced technology.  I don't know.  All I know is that masters are always aware of what I'm doing.  You'll experience the futility of trying to hide anything from your master.  Just remember, slavegirls have no privacy.  Anywhere, anytime. Never lie to a Master. You've just had an intensive training session involving motor skills.  You need to practice them to cement your learning.  You'll stay in your room and practice for several hours. Come on." She took my free hand and led me back to my room.

"This is a training room.  You'll get a permanent room assigned tomorrow."

I realized this was the first time I had been in this room and able to see.  I was curious how the room compared to my deductions.  Cotys opened the door and we stepped inside.  I was startled.  The room was bigger than I supposed and had several high windows letting in a lot of light.  But the striking thing was that the walls were lined with large display screens.  Every one was showing images of me on Earth.  Some were videos of me in meetings, on the street, entering my apartment.  Others were stills of me in many candid shots.  They must have been watching me for years.  Some shots were from law school.  There was even one of me in high school.

"Did I ever mention that the Masters are  selective in who they bring here?"

"No, Cotys, you never did."

She took me back to where I had spent so much time in blackness and locked the chain to my collar.

"You will have several hours to practice.  Don't dawdle.  Remember you are always being watched. "

"Yes, Mistress."

She left.  I stood there a moment.  I wanted to play this wonderful instrument, but I couldn't start yet.  The incongruity had me frozen in time.  I was a good lawyer transported to a mysterious place called Thale.  I, and every other woman here, was a naked slave.  I was chained to a wall and had a ring in my nose.  I was helpless and I had never been happier.  Girls are silly.  I shouldered the violin and began  with what I somehow knew was a Mozart piece.  I lost myself in music .  I played dozens of pieces the chair had taught me.  I played faultlessly.  Quick, hard, slow, easy. Irish, Jewish, classical, hoedown.  I knew so many and I was good, really, really, good.  I twirled, I jumped, I danced with my music.  My chains didn't hinder me.  In fact I used them to accompany the instrument.

I was lost in my music when Cotys appeared before me.  I stopped playing and saw the door was open.  "Sorry, I didn't hear you."

"You play beautifully.  You had no training before this?"

"No.  I could never carry a tune.  I was hopeless at my piano lessons.  It may be why I went into law. The education machine was amazing.  I got a great orgasm and learned to enjoy and play music.  I feel a whole new world has opened up for me.  I feel so good.  I could play all day."

"Put it down.  I have a more challenging task for you." She unlocked the chain from my collar and led me to another room. There were several girls in it.  Some of them I knew and half of them were hanging by their wrists.  Their hands were fastened to two foot long bars and their feet were inches above the floor.  Amanda and Georgia were hanging and Natalie was standing beside Amanda.  All the girls on the floor held riding crops.  Cotys handed me a crop and said, "Do Georgia.  You know her."

"I was incredulous. "You want me to whip Georgia"  No way.  I don't have any reason to hurt her.  This is cruel." I dropped the crop on the floor.

"Ask Georgia if she wants to be cropped."

"No.  You've got her brainwashed.  I won't help you."

Georgia spoke softly, "Julie, I want to be cropped.  I need it.  Sure, It will hurt at first, but it turns me on.  I will have three or four orgasms before you're done.  I love it.  Please do me?"

Cotys said, "Julie, we all have learned to look forward to this ritual.  It helps us bond and learn to trust each other.  And we get the most gorgeous orgasms.  You just watch Natalie and Amanda for a few minutes before you do Georgia.  You'll see.  Natalie, go ahead.  The rest of you start too."

Natalie drew back her arm and struck Amanda’s ass cheek hard with her crop. Amanda was facing away from me and I saw the skin under the crop depress then undulate like dropping a stone in a pond. Amanda gasped then said, “Good one. That hurt Natalie, dear.”

Natalie responded, “it was supposed to hurt, silly girl. You know I love this part. You have the most whippable bottom in this house."

"I know. Hit me again please. I need a few more to get over the hump to pleasure."

"Beg me, slut. Tell me why I should push you over the hump."

"Please Mistress. I need you to whip me. I need pain. I've been a bad girl. I'm a lazy ponygirl.  I don't try as hard as I can.  I quit before I'm exhausted.  Pleas whip me.  Please, Mistress. I'm a slut.  I'm your slut."

"Yes, You're a lazy slut." The crop whistled through the air before it sliced into Amanda's ass. 

I was enthralled by Amanda's sounds.  The crack of the crop on her skin.  The clatter of her chains as she kicked and twisted in air.  The gasps and moans she uttered were of intense orgasm.  She embraced the pain, the degradation of a whipped slut and she loved it.  I wanted to be her, to feel the slice and the pain.  To be utterly helpless and rely on someone else to lift me above the mundane.  Someone else to change a routine existence into a vivid memory.  To make me live and feel intensely.  To have it flow over my senses and transform into enormous pleasure.  To leave me so full of pleasure I could only gasp and moan.  

What a wondrous thing it is to be a helpless slave girl in the hands of another.  I loved that a simple strip of leather could bring me such joy.  I saw that whipping a girl was beautiful.  It marked her and changed her forever.  It made her obedient and stripped away selfishness and petty desires.  It let her enjoy her senses to the utmost.  By striving to discern the wishes of others she grew more aware of her own senses.  She knew joy in rapt awareness and obedience.  She knew pleasure from the simplest of sensations.  

I wanted to be Natalie.  I wanted to wield the crop and make Amanda dance for me.  I wanted to release the joy hidden in her rounded ass.  I could.  Georgia waited expectantly for me to deliver her from the mundane to give her pain and pleasure. I picked up the crop I had dropped.  I gave in to the carnal desire to make her dance.

"Georgia, do you want to be whipped?"

"Please, Mistress.  Please whip me.  I want it."

I whipped the crop back and forth, getting the feel for it.  "I've never done this before.  I expect I need a lot of practice to get it right.  Tell me if this hurts."

I swung the crop as hard as I could onto her ass.  She jumped and kicked her legs and screamed in pain.  I didn't need her to tell me.  I could see it hurt her beautifully.  She swung and twisted in air making the most pitiful moans and gasps. I loved the feeling of power, of total control over her.

She sobbed, "Mistress, that hurt a lot.  It was too hard."

"Its supposed to hurt, silly girl.  I've made the most vivid stripe on your ass.  Does it still sting or did it stop?"

"Mistress, it burns terribly.  I can't stand another like that.  Please be more gentle."

"Maybe a different part of you is less sensitive.  But all us girls have well padded asses.  I think I can see traces of old stripes on yours.  I'll just move around a bit."  I aimed just a little lower on her ass and swung again.  I gave a flick of the wrist just before the crop landed. 

She wailed her protest and kicked as wildly as before.  I inspected the two stripes I'd made.  Both were crisp red lines across her ass cheeks.  They looked wonderful on her tanned skin.  There was no blood. "Darling, these red lines look wonderful on you.  You're making a dreadful ruckus and they haven't even drawn blood.  I think I could put twenty or thirty of these lines on you and cause no damage at all."

"Thirty!  Oh no, Mistress.  I couldn't stand it. I'd die."

"Stop exaggerating Georgia.  You'd just be sore over a larger area.  You'd be fine."

I loved whipping her.  I suspect I was going to love whipping any girl.  I didn't know Georgia, but I felt an intimate connection to her.  It is inevitable that putting stripes on a girl's ass gives you a small bit of ownership.  I now saw why men liked to mark their women.  Its all about control.  I had control of Georgia and I liked it.  Sure, it was temporary, but it was real.  I suspected I would soon be marked by one of these women.  I didn't look forward to it, but it, too, was inevitable.

I gave Georgia a conversational whipping.  A stroke, some conversation, another stroke, and so on. I gave her a total of ten.  She orgasmed on the fifth, seventh and tenth.  Three is enough for and girl.  The sounds she made started out as pain, but were close to those made during intercourse. I think the pain turned into pleasure on stroke four. When she didn't orgasm on number nine I upped the ante.  Number ten I sent up between her leg.. It landed squarely on he labia lips.   She climaxed instantly.  It was the biggest of the night.

I'll never resist an opportunity to whip a girl again.  It was arousing to me almost as much as it was for Georgia.  I had used my free hand to masturbate myself starting about stroke six.  The earlier exercise had made me horny.  I climaxed along with Georgia on the tenth stroke.  I knew Cotys was watching me, but I didn't care. She had gotten me into this and I liked it.


Chapter 6:  Awareness

Cotys woke me in the morning.  After I freshened up, we went to the classroom.  She said, "this morning you will learn about Thal, Earth, and Draks.  You will understand how we are organized and how you fit in here.  Mount the chair and relax.  I'll be here when you are done."

I eagerly mounted myself on the huge shaft and tried to relax.  Once again, my arousal spiked as soon as I was on the thing.  As the chair enveloped me I drifted into a gentle climax.  It repeated endlessly until I finally came down.

I opened my eyes and saw Cotys watching me.  "well," she said, "get down and lets talk."

I stood up and the phallus came out with a soft plop.  I got off the chair and discovered I was hungry. "Can I get some food while we talk?"

"Sure."

She showed me the way to a kitchen.  We weren't allowed to use our hands to eat, so she fed me some rice and vegetable while we talked.

You know all this now, but don't remember it.  I will ask you about what you learned to help you get it into focus.  OK?"

"All right.  I remembered how I had just known how to play an instrument."

"Where are we?"

"Olympus."

What are the men?"

"They call themselves Thal."

"Tell me about the women here."

"All women are slaves.  None of us have any special powers. Women with silver rings were born here.  Women with gold rings are from Earth."

"What education and training do silver women receive?"

Their  education is basic and about equal to high school in the U.S.  Slave training. No technical training."

"What education and training do gold women receive?"

"About equal to Ph.D in the U.S.  We all receive specialized training in a useful field.  Nothing technical.  Slave training."

What are Draks?"

"Draks are a sapient species that developed in a different dimension.  They are known on Earth as vampires.  They exude a chemical like a pheromone that people on Earth find irresistible.  They can shift between dimensions as Thal males can.  They are not intelligent and are regarded as pests by Thal.  They feed on other species, such as Earthlings. Their perfume does not affect Thal."

"What will happen to you?"

"I have a master who I will serve.  I will receive more education and training in fields that my master is in charge of.  I will have children by my master.  Any boy I have will become a Thal master and have full Thal powers.  The fate of any female child I bear will be determined by the one choice I am allowed to make.  If I stay here, she will become a gold slave.  If I choose to return to Earth, she will go with me and become a normal Earth girl.  If I return to Earth, after the child is grown, I will be able to return here if I so choose."

"If you take a girl child back to Earth, what will happen to her?"

"She will receive priority on the Selections evaluation. She will probably be brought here when she is thirty or so, unless she develops some strong nexus on Earth>"

"Would you want such a fate to befall your daughter?"

"Oh, yes. This is a much richer environment. I hope the status of women will improve over time. Even so, better a slave girl here than a free woman on Earth. I love it here already."

"How long will you live?"

"Barring accidents, suicide, or homicide, I should live over 2000 years."

What about silver women?"

"Pure slaves.  They will always be tightly controlled and they will not bear young."

"Why?"

"Long ago, women of Thal were free and had the same powers as men.  A large group of them conspired with Draks to kill many Thal men and take control of Thale.  They were defeated and the men took away their powers and enslaved them. The institution of female slavery has worked well for Thal men. Their ability to read minds has convinced them that all women can not be trusted. It appears to be a genetic survival mechanism for women to seek more power. For themselves and especially their offspring. Thal policy is to love all women and give them rich, fulfilling lives. And keep them scientifically ignorant, mentally powerless, and physically restrained. Silvers can have administrative and artistic careers, but no technical knowledge permitted them."

"Right now, Julie, how do you feel about being a gold slave here?"

"I feel like I'm playing a role, a game.  I like almost all of it.  The chains are sometimes annoying and always degrading.  Its not so bad since all women are enslaved.  And they mostly make it harder to do some things, not impossible.  I love the sex and I love my master.  I'm excited about all I can learn here.  Since I will be able to choose to go home, this all seems temporary.  Of course the long life is unreal.  There's so much I could do with thousands of years to work.  I guess I feel lucky to have such an opportunity."

"Julie, you were not chosen by chance.  The selection teams choose only the best women from Earth.  You will see that for yourself.   Your first assignment is the North America selection team.  Where are you to report?"

"Downtown, 1190 Arches Way, 14th floor, room 1."  Gad, I did know it.  My brain was filling in the gaps from the education session.  The data popped up when I needed to know it, but I couldn't find it without a need.  They seem to have taken 'need to know' to a whole new level. 

Cotys locked my hands behind me and took me to a door. "This will be an adventure for you, going out in public by yourself.  You need to get used to it.  Remember that Master is always aware of you and will protect you if needed.  Now go."

She opened the door and nudged me forward.  I was scared.  I was on a driveway or wide path leading slightly down to a bigger road.  I could see men and women on the road, and ponygirl drawn carts.  As before, all the women were naked and chained like me. I clattered my way down the path and knew I should turn right.  I was careful to avoid contact, even eye contact with anyone I met.

The streets became more crowded as I walked.  Soon, I had to walk more slowly and twist and turn a lot to avoid collisions. Once again, I was shocked to see how happy all the slavegirls were.  They were all smiling and greeting each other.  I watched them and tried to copy their behavior.  Soon, when a slave came close, I would read her name tag and say, "Good Morning, Megan."  I got a few sullen acknowledgments , sometimes ignored completely, from silver girls. I didn't blame them.

The native girls were enslaved because of something their ancestors had done.  They had no hope of improving their lot.  While I had been enslaved, I at least, could choose to be free and go home in the future.

Strangely, I could see the male point of view too.  The women had betrayed their race with murderous intent. The women had admitted dangerous creatures into their homes.  The men could also see the women's thoughts and decided they were too dangerous to let loose.  Besides, what male didn't relish the idea of a bunch of compliant, beautiful women in his harem.  I certainly liked both the lusty women and the fantastically strong, virile males.  They were superb lovers.


Chapter 7: My Job

I turned automatically as long as I didn't think about the route.  I found the building and walked in the open doorway.  I looked for an elevator but didn't see one.  I found a red circle on the floor and watched a girl walk in and stand on it.  She said "twelve" and vanished.  Teleportation instead of elevators.  I had to try this.  I walked onto the circle and said "Fourteen." Instantly I was elsewhere.  It looked like a garden.  Plants everywhere and paths winding through them.

A tall slavegirl with gold fittings and free hands walked up to me and asked, "Are you Julie?" Her tag had 'Alana Property of Heclam' on it.

"Yes.  I guess I am expected?"

"Of course. Turn around and I'll free your hands."

After being unlocked I turned back.  "Now what do I do?"

"Come with me.  I'll get you started and explain how this works." She walked down one of the paths and I followed her.  We didn't go far when she turned off the path into an alcove of greenery.  The alcove held a chair like the training chair at Attas's house, without the male member.  Rats.

"This work center selects Earth women to come here, like you were selected.  When you sit in the chair it will interface with your mind.  It will show you information about a woman.  If you want anything besides what it chooses to show you, just frame a question in your mind.  You are doing the initial screening.  Just decide whether the person you are reviewing should be rejected or not.  When you reach a decision the chair will start with a new candidate."

"So I'm not making a final decision?"

Anyone you will reject and your reasoning will be reviewed by a supervisor, probably a man.  If he agrees, your candidate is rejected.  After you've been here a few days you will review forty or fifty women each shift.  You can take a break whenever you want.  If you are judged to be not working hard enough, Attas will be notified."

"How long is my shift."

"We all work four hours each day."

"Fifty women in 4 hours? That's less than 5 minutes per candidate!"

"You will find your mind and the chair work much faster than using your eyes and hands like you would at home.  Now just sit in the chair and think 'GO.'  Use 'STOP' when you want a break."  She walked away.

GO and STOP.  My user's manual. I sat on the chair.  It was more like a lounge.  I raised my legs onto the foot and straightened out.  I lay back and looked at the plants overhead.  Much better than my office in Manhattan.  I tried to relax and clear my head.  I thought, 'GO.'

I almost jumped off the chair.  Light and color and motion swirled around me.  It was like floating in an IMAX theatre.  I was hovering in the air, 20 feet above a crowd of people on a sunny street.  I was looking into the face of a young woman.  There was a golden aura around her.  She looked to be in her early 20s, red hair, good figure.  She was with two other young women.  All were dressed for hot weather and they were laughing and talking.  A female voice spoke to me and said, "the candidate is Ariel DeAngelo. She just graduated from college with a degree in microbiology.  She will begin a job in three weeks.  Her parents live in Arizona."

I watched her for a little while then said, "show me her childhood."

I watched her grow up starting when she was 5 years old and ending as she graduated from college.  I watched her lose her baby teeth, go on her first date, lose her virginity, and fall in and out of love.  Time must have passed, but I couldn't feel it. 

"How long have I been here?"

"You sat down four minutes and 33 seconds ago, Julie."

WOW! Almost twenty years of her life in 4 minutes.  WOW!   Well, I wondered, would she be a good candidate?  I liked her so I said to myself, "I don't think she should be rejected."

The voice in my head said, "All right.  Here is the next candidate."

I was shown another thirty candidates and only rejected five of them.  Two were addicts, one was bulimic, and two were kleptomaniacs.  The voice said, "Julie, your shift is over.  Return here tomorrow morning please." 

I saw my surroundings again and I felt rested, like I had napped the whole time.  I stood up and walked back to the teleport circle.  Alana was waiting for me there and locked my hands behind me.  "See you tomorrow, Julie."

I said "one" and was on the first floor.  I didn't think about where I was going and my body seemed to know.  After a few minutes of walking I thought I would explore just a little.  I went straight when my body started to turn at an intersection.  

I made it to the far side and felt a tingle in my nose, like my ring was vibrating.  I had never felt that before.  Was it a sign I was not to wander?  I walked slowly ahead a few steps then I felt a definite shock from the nose ring.  It didn't hurt much so I went a little further to test it.  Three more steps and I got a stronger shock.  This one made my eyes water.  I turned around and let my body lead me home.  

I was more tightly controlled than I imagined. I was being watched but didn’t know if the watcher was a person or a machine. I would ask for permission to wander a little. After all, I would do a better job of selection if I knew more about the place.

At home all women / slaves were treated alike independent of whether we wore gold or silver.  We all did minor domestic chores.  I never saw anyone prepare any food.  The food might have been prepared by magic, someone out of sight, or a Star Trek replicator.  The food was excellent and well presented.  

We ate in a large room, six diners to a round table and ten or twelve tables.  Our numbers varied.   When Attas was present he rotated among the tables.   There was always at least one man at each table, sometimes two.  I was surprised, but the atmosphere was cordial, collegial and sexy.   OK, its hard to imagine a collegial meal where the women are absolute slaves of the male third.  But it was.  The men were always polite, not demanding.  We all ate at the same time.  There was an air of expectancy I didn't understand.  It always felt like the last meal before we all embarked for D-Day.  The women flirted with the men and each other.  I half expected some of them to spread their legs on the floor in the middle of dinner.

There was a lot of competition for the men's attention during dinner.   But nothing ever happened there.  Afterwards  though...

We all had small rooms of our own.  They were comfortable and small.  We could have some private time in a room we could call our own.  They had doors that would only open to the girl that lived there and comfortable beds big enough for two or three. We didn't own anything, being property ourselves.  But sometimes we were entrusted with something, like my violin.  It was a relief to have a secure place to store it. We each had a private bath with shower.  We were expected to give ourselves an enema after dinner to be ready for any gentlemen callers.  

There was a lounge where we could congregate and have girl talk if we didn't want to be alone.  In the evening we would be called to the lounge for music performances and dancing.  Passive TV and movie watching seldom occurred.  The men preferred live action.

During the evening we would try to arrange sex with the men.  When the men joined us I felt that familiar potent rush of arousal.  I saw the  other slaves were similarly affected.  It was obvious.  The open mouthed stares and enormously flirtatious behavior were dead giveaways. Since there were twice as many women as men, we only got laid every other day or so.  We played with each other  but even though we got frequent orgasms, it just wasn't as good as with the men.

I was having a ball.  This was like being on a cruise ship.  Isolated and frequent sex with lots of men and women.  The work was like playing.  It was fun and exciting.  These men were fantastic lovers.  They literally read my mind.  He would always know exactly where to touch me  to get my best reaction.  If I thought up his finger or penis or tongue or whatever would move up.  I was able to subtly direct my own body's stimulation to its greatest pleasure.  As soon as he touched me I would be in heaven.  He would stretch my arousal to the max so I would have a thunderous climax every time.  And he would keep me aroused through several huge orgasms before he would have his.  Such control, such wild pleasure.

Punishment, if you could call it that, happened every Friday after dinner.  Every girl would be hung from her wrists and whipped.  Ten strokes plus two more for every black mark during the week.  We took turns whipping each other. The whipped girl would flail her body through the first four or five strokes then moan and enjoy the rest.  A skilled whipper could send the victim into orgasm by the third or fourth stroke if that was desired.  Mostly all the girls had an orgasm unless they were really being punished.  We  frequently discussed the rationale behind the whippings.  The men would never say. We decided it was effective in teaching us our place as slaves.  At least we hardly ever gave our masters any trouble.  On the whole, we enjoyed it too.  

I enjoyed whipping a girl more than I ever thought I would.  It was arousing to me to see her writhe in pain because of my arm.  Then start to enjoy it, even to the point of orgasm.  The sounds she made under my lash were just like those I made on my way to orgasm.  And I usually pushed her over the edge to lusty orgasm in seven or eight strokes.  It was quite enjoyable and fulfilling.  I got so I could orgasm by ten strokes.   I could have my own orgasm and give another girl one at the same time without our bodies ever touching. Outstanding!

The girls were quite accepting of me and my ignorance.  They all worked hard at teaching me all the little things I needed to fit in.  I didn't notice any difference between the gold or silver girls.  The men treated us equally.  I became friends with three of the girls and we hung out together when we could.  Eileen and Jan were gold girls. Eileen was from Seattle and Jan from Tucson. My other friend was Ayn, a silver girl born here in Olympus.

I had become accustomed to being a slave.  It really wasn't much different than being a lawyer.  Someone was always telling you what to do.  Except here, the sex was wonderful and frequent.  I never had to shop for clothes or food and I never noticed my ankle chain anymore.  I had adjusted.  I was always surprised when my nose ring stopped me from doing something.  That didn't happen often, though.

In such a polarized society I would expect the women to be unhappy but they weren't.  At least, none of those in Attas's house were.  The silvers told me most men only kept one or two women.  Only the powerful men had more and Attas was one of the most powerful.

None of the girls could explain how the men got power or how it manifested.  Money didn't seem to be used here and I saw nothing like commerce.  The technology was fantastic as was the men's power.  I would have thought that when power was unequal, there would be some signs of competition.  None was obvious.  All the men seemed respectful of each other and calm, even happy.  Of course I was only seeing Attas's home and my job.  Maybe the signs were elsewhere.


Chapter 8 - Death in Selections

I was in my fifth month as a slave when the first sign of discord appeared.  When I arrived at my workplace, all the slaves and men I had met there were in the fourteenth floor' foyer.  The girls were all kneeling in two lines on the floor.  The men were talking quietly with several men I had not seen before.  The new men had red bands on their shirts.  Police?  Army?  Judges?  My arousal shot through the roof.  Men!  New men.  It was all I could do to kneel in line with my raging lust taking over my brain.

One of the familiar men motioned for me to join the other slaves.  I knelt at the end of the second line and waited.  All the men except one walked along the path that passed my station.  The remaining man stood and watched us.

After a moment he spoke.  "The first people to arrive this morning found Elmira dead at her station.  It appeared to be a Drak attack.  The Proctors are investigating.  You should not worry.  Dimensional and temporal security at this facility has been strengthened. In a moment the proctors will see if you have any information useful to their investigation."

The men returned and one of the men with the red bands stood in front of the slaves.  He said, " I want you to think about everything you sensed as you approached this building.  We will scan you now."

I thought back, but didn't remember anything unusual.

He said, "All right.  Thank you.  You may go to your work now.  The security here has been significantly strengthened and you should not worry."  He turned and rejoined the other men.  We all stood up and our hands were unlocked before we went to our stations.

OLYMPUS, KRATOS' OFFICE

"OK.  What happened at Selections this morning?"

"Kratos, our investigation is not complete yet.  A silver was found dead at her station when others arrived this morning. She had only been dead ten minutes when our investigators arrived. She usually arrived first in the morning.  It was meant to look like a Drak attack, but it was staged.  There was no Drak DNA in her body and they always leave some."

"We looked into the dimensional stream and found signs of a transfer from here to Kush."

"Kush!  Can you narrow the destination down any more?"

"We're working on it, but our most current map shows signs of a drift and we have to recalibrate.  We should have a more definite locus in three hours."

"All right.  Find out where he/they landed and in whose territory."

"Any idea why he was in Selections?" 

"No sir.  Nothing was missing.  No records were accessed.  Must have been scouting the building or looking for something."

"Or someone."

"What's been happening in Kush?  I am not aware of anything that would cause them to go adventuring."

"Our agents have heard rumors of a dynastic struggle.  The Ali Khan is in poor health - really just about to die.  He's over two thousand years old.   We don't know who's on top of the contenders.  There are over 300 sons quietly fighting for power."

"Well, find out.  We don't want their stupid fight spilling over to us."

"Yes, sir."

Selections

I reviewed 48 women today and rejected 7, all for personality flaws.  My rejections had only been reversed by my boss, Alclesius, two times.  

Alana was waiting for me in the foyer.  I turned around and put my hands behind me.  She locked them, put her hands on my shoulder, turned me around, and kissed me on the cheek.  "Don't let this disturb you.  The men are working on it. Now go home."

When I got home, Cotys, unlocked my hands and asked me, "What happened this morning.  I heard the men talking and they sounded excited?"

"All I know is the a girl at work, Elmira, was found dead at her station.  One of the men said it looked like a Drak attack."

"A Drak?  I thought that was impossible."

"Cotys, I don't know. What does a Drak look like?"

"Like a tall, thin man with claws and fangs.  Really ugly and scary. As I recall they are light, maybe 100 pounds or less .  Low intelligence but fast.  Run if you see one, although the masters should dispatch it within seconds of you seeing it."

"Cotys, how could one get into Selections?"

"Well, Draks are not smart, but they can shift among the dimensions just like our masters.  But I understood the paths from Drak to here and Earth were locked down."

"Maybe he came from somewhere else?"

"Maybe."

We were all quiet that night.  No one seemed to be in the mood for fun.  We went to bed early.  Attas was gone for a week.  Everything grew friendlier, more relaxed when he returned.  He chose me that night. I was honored beyond words.  I glowed that night and had the best, longest orgasm of my life with him in me the whole time.

Several months sped past.  I loved it here, chains and all.  I was making friends.  I had found a girl that went to he same college and we spent hours remembering  our days there.  We giggled a lot and laughed at the thought of what our classmates would think about us now.  I developed new habits and ways of thinking.  When I was concentrating on something I would shake my head, just a little, to make my bell chime softly.  I think it meant I was happy.

I had moved up to second level at Selections.  I now reviewed the girls that ten other women had passed up.  Early in my shift, just after I had settled into my chair, a strange man appeared beside me.  He was dressed differently than the other men here.  He had a long hooked nose and wore a flowing robe and bright red turban.  I just saw him for an instant then everything went black.


Chapter 9: Gorsht

I awoke in a dim room. It had a wood floor and walls. A little light filtered in through a small window with glass coated with the dirt of ages. I sat up and looked around. I wore my familiar metal collar and bands. The same chain linked my ankles. I was still naked. I felt a weight on my neck and found a long chain fastening my collar to a ring set in one wall. I stood up and tugged on my tether. No give at all. I found a waste pail in a corner and a pan of water in another. My chain was long enough to reach most of the room. There was a single door on the side opposite my fastening. I explored but found nothing interesting. The room was clean and felt old. I sat down and leaned against a wall. I waited. Slavegirls develop a lot of patience.

The door opened and a man entered. I covered my breasts with my hands. He looked me up and down thoroughly like I was a new dog he was unsure of. I made the first move. "Hello, my name is Julie. Why am I here?"

He said, in a guttural voice, "I Jan. You gift from Gods. Stand up."

I stood up and continued to cover my breasts. He stared fixedly at my pussy. I spun around and faced the wall.

"Go away. You're not my master."

I heard motion behind me, but no voice. A scorching, burning line crossed my back. I screamed and ran to a corner. and buried my head. Another terrible line of fire crossed my back. I yelled, "Please stop. I'll do what you want. Please don't hit me again."

He said, "Turn around."

I turned and faced him. He was holding a long, black, leather whip.

"Hands behind head."

I obeyed him.  I was confused.  This wasn't Olympus and he had none of the godlike powers of my master.  But he was a man and I was still a helplessly chained woman.  It looked like I was still in a place where women were property, not people. He looked me over carefully, touching me all over.  He lifted each of my breasts in his hand, like he was weighing them.  He opened my mouth and looked at my teeth.  No cavities yet. He felt my arms and legs, running his hands up and down my muscles.  He flicked his whip between my knees and I spread my legs apart, as far as my hobble allowed.  He felt inside my pussy, stroking up and down my labia.  That felt pretty good.  He had me bend way over and he probed inside my anus with his finger.  He treated me as livestock to be inspected.  Maybe he was planning to sell me? Well, there wasn't anything I could do but wait and see what happened.  

He produced a lock and secured my hands to the back of my collar.  I guess the magic rings didn't work here or maybe he just had never seen them before.  Its not something a newly arrived girl would talk about.

"You lay on floor.  I fuck."

Well, at least this hadn't changed.  I hoped he was a good lover.   He helped me lay down. I spread my knees apart and pulled my feet back as far as I could.  He lowered his pants.  His cock was semi-erect and long.  I approved already.  He knelt between my legs and played with my pussy and one breast.  I quickly became aroused and felt my juices flow down my crack to the floor.  I lifted my hips toward him, hoping he would fill me soon. He nuzzled the head of his cock around my pussy, teasing me, never quite entering my tunnel.  I moaned.

"Please master. Take me.  Take me now."

He smiled benignly down at me.  He lay forward, his weight crushing me to the floor and thrust into me.  It was heavenly.  The slippery friction of our boy and girl parts drove me quickly over the edge to a screaming climax.  But he didn't come yet.  He kept pumping me up to new heights.  I came again and finally he came in a mighty gush of sperm.  He filled me so completely, so wonderfully.  His mouth found mine and he kissed me, hard. He lay on me a long time kissing me long and well as his cock slowly shrank within me.  Finally, he lifted himself off me.  I couldn't move.  I was spent.

"Good fuck, slave."

"Thank you, master."

He left me there on the floor. Hands still locked behind my head and chained to the wall.

I eventually struggled up off the floor and returned to sitting against the wall under my chain.  I was hungry and dirty and wanted to be back in Olympus.  I wanted all sorts of things I didn't have.  My violin, company, a girl to talk to.  I wanted my old life back, no not in New York.  I realized I didn't want that old life anymore.  My life in Olympus was like living in a dream complete with superheros and castles, and magic.

Jan returned later with a bowl of food. He sat it on the floor near me and said, simply, "eat."

I knelt in front of the bowl and ate.  It was some sort of grain with lots of vegetables and a meat gravy.  Good, bland, filling.  While I ate, Jan filled my water bowl.  I finished and sat on my heels.

"Master, may I have my hands freed?"

He unlocked them and I flexed my arms.

"Master, may I know where I am?"

He said, "Gorsht." Then he picked up the bowl and left.

Well, he must be a manager. His answer was concise, specific and useless. It was getting dark.  I used the bucket and lay on the hard floor.  I slept fitfully, but at least I didn't get cold.  

I felt something touch my leg.  I woke to see Jan looking down at me.  

"Up," he said.

He didn't waste a lot of words.

I stood and he locked my hands to the back of my collar again. He unlocked me from my tether, took me by an elbow and led me out of the room.  We emerged into a big barn and he kept me walking outside.  We crossed a wide expanse of lawn and went into a nice-looking house.  We passed a woman in a well furnished room.  She was sitting in an upholstered chair and reading a book.  She was fully clothed in old-timey clothes.  Maybe 1890s or early 1900s on Earth.  I didn't see any chains.  She was free.  Not every woman here was a slave.  Where was I?  When was I?

Jan led me into a kitchen where there were several women preparing food.  All were naked and chained.  The one cooking had an apron, but all the others were completely naked.  All wore what looked like heavy iron collars and shackles.  Mine were positively svelte by comparison.  I didn't notice the weight of my chains but these women must be carrying 10 pounds of metal each. None of them were belled.  Jan steered me over between two slaves and unlocked my hands.

"This is Julie." He pointed to the cook and said, "This is Aiyal.  You do what she tells you." He left the room.

Aiyal looked at me and said, "I've seen a collar like yours before on a girl that said she was from Olympus?"

"Yes, I'm from Olympus."

"Do all women there have nose rings?"

"Yes, we do.  Not our choice. Our masters put them on us.  We can't take them off."

"Good.  Slaves should have no choice.  Like us."

"What do you want me to do?"

"Go to sink and wash dishes.  Do you know how?"

"I've done it before."  I walked to the sink full of dishes. "Where should I put them when they are clean?"

She pointed. "On that table."

I started washing. 

"Can we talk as we work?"

"Yes."

I saw a woman in the house who was free.  What do I call her?"

"Mistress or madam."

"Are many women here free?"

"Yes, lots in Gorsht. We were captured in war.  All women not from Gorsht are slave."

"How come you all speak English?"

"What English.  We talk Gorshti.  So do you, but you talk funny. Use too many words."

I thought about it.  I started to say something, but stopped.  I wasn't speaking English.  I was translating into Gorshti.  It must have been something the teaching chair did to me.  I've never been good with languages, but I was speaking a language not even from Earth.  Shit.

I finished the dishes and saw I was being ignored by the women.  I looked around and saw a door with a window that led outside.   I walked boldly to it and went outside.  I was terribly conscious of the chiming of the bell on my collar.  I tried to move as smoothly as possible, but it chimed anyway.  No one seemed to notice my exit from the house.  I stood on the porch for a moment and listened.  I heard no commotion.  I lifted my left hand to my throat and cupped the bell in my fingers.  I walked down the steps to the ground my ankle chain clattering softly.  Still nothing.  I walked to the barn and went around to the back.  I saw no one. I could escape.  I was still naked and my ankles were hobbled.  Anyone that saw me would know I was an escaped slave.  I would almost certainly be caught and punished.  But maybe Master would find me.  I had to try.  I hurried across a field and into some woods.

I snuck through the woods, trying not to rattle my ankle chain.  It was tiring to hold on to my bell.  I changed hands frequently.  After ten minutes or so I dropped my arms and just tried to move as quietly as possible.  It was impossible. I chimed and clattered on almost every step. It was getting dark and I thought about trying to climb a tree when I heard a rustling in the brush.  Suddenly two large dog-like creatures jumped out in front of me and growled.  I froze and they padded silently toward me. They had six legs and were big. They sat down and watched me.  I reached a hand behind me to balance against a tree. Both dogs stood up and growled.  After a little while they sat again.  Every time I moved a muscle they stood and growled.  Soon, Jan walked into sight and called the animals to him.  They obeyed.

He said something to them and gave them some sort of treat.  He walked to me and said, "you foolish girl.  There is no escape.  Where could you go?" He locked my hands behind my back then took a piece of rope out of his pack.  He tied my elbows together, tightly.  It hurt.  He took out another piece of rope and tied one end to my nose ring.

It was a long, painful trip back. He walked and I followed docilely. My arms hurt terribly.  The pain took all the fight out of me.  He took a break after an hour or so.  I asked him nicely to untie my elbows.  He laughed at me then said, "You hurting, you give me no trouble.  You bad girl." We walked through the dark on a dirt road.  Eventually we got back to his house.  He chained me in the barn, in the same room I had woken in. He didn't untie my elbows.  I slept fitfully, I tried every way I could think of to get comfortable enough to sleep. but my arms hurt no matter how I lay. I cried myself to sleep a dozen times. I gave up trying to sleep when the first light brightened the gloom.  My arms didn't hurt as much when I sat up.

I was so sorry for myself. I wanted my master. This was a slave's lot I knew. To have no control, no choices. Others decided what I could do. No, not others. Men decided what I could do. I remembered the strange man who had plucked me from Olympus and put me in this primitive place.  I had never seen him before.

He did not look like the other Olympian men. Taking me was part of a plan. I had no power in Olympus soy theft was likely intended to persuade some action by the Olympians. I had no idea what, but I hoped whatever they did included taking me home.

Home.  Strange how easily girls are changed. Put me in chains. Take away any choice. Force me to do what you want.  Whip me. Love me. Teach me the violin. Show me magic. Shower me with incredible sex. New York was not my home any more. I wasn't a lawyer and I wasn't free.  I was the property of Attas and I would do anything I could to return myself to his control. I was a slave, pure and simple. I was so broken to heel.  He owned me, body and soul. And how I missed him.

Jan came in before full light.  He gave me a bowl of food.  When I had licked it clean, he unlocked my collar from its tether.  The rope was still tied on my nose ring.  He used it to lead me to the house.  He tied my leash to a ring on a bathroom wall.  He untied my elbows.  The pain of returning circulation was harsh, but it felt so good to have them loose again.  My hands were still locked together so I  just  rolled my shoulders.  "Thank you master.  I'm sorry I ran away.  I will never do it again." 

He didn't say anything.  He left the room and returned a minute later with two slavegirls.  He told them, "Clean her, brush her hair." One of you come get me when she's ready."  He left me in their hands.  They got to work with soap and warm water.  They handled me like livestock.  They didn't use words, just moved me around.  I didn't care.  I wondered what would happen to me next.

One of them fetched Jan.  He untied my leash from the wall and led me outside.  He led me up to a short, thick wooden post in front of the house.  It had a chain attached to its top.  He made me walk over it until my ankle chain snubbed my steps.  He pulled my locked hands back from my body and made me kneel so the post passed between my arms.  When I was on my knees he locked the post's chain to my collar.  I was now chained, kneeling around the post.  I wasn't moving any part of me until he unlocked me. He left me there.  The rope still dangled from my nose ring.  Occasionally I would shake my head to scare away a fly.  I enjoyed the ropes sway for a few seconds afterwards.  Slavegirls had few amusements in their rigidly controlled lives.


Chapter 10: The Coffle

Much time passed.  I heard a faint noise.  It sounded like sleigh bells.  It got louder. Soon the source of the sound came into view.  I saw a man riding out of the woods on a pony or mule, walking slowly down the road.  A rope or chain stretched out behind him into the woods.  As he walked on a girl followed him out of the woods.  He was leading her by that rope. Then another girl appeared in single file with the first.  As He walked his mule toward me, girl after girl appeared.  They were naked and joined single file by the neck.  As they got closer I saw their right wrists were also linked by chain.  Their left wrists were free, but effectively useless.  

It was a slave coffle of ten girls.  They were all young and fit.  They must have walked a long way. The last girl was followed by another man on a mule leading  a couple of pack animals. Each of the girls had a steel collar on her throat.  It was linked by two four foot chains to the necks of the girls in front and behind her. I finally saw the bells.  Each girl had a bell on the front of her collar.  The right wrists of each girl bore a cuff.  It was chained to the leading and trailing girl's wrists.  

Jan went out to talk to the man on the lead mule.  They talked for a few minutes then the man dismounted and both walked over to look at me. 

The slaver said, "she looks good.  I like the ring in her nose. The bell's a good idea too. You do that?  How long have you had her?"

Jan replied, "only one day.  She tried to escape.  She came with the ring.  It just looks like gold.  I tried to cut it and it broke my cutter. She's too much trouble so I'd like to sell her."

"Well, I've spent all my funds on this lot.  If you want I'll sell her for you in Gorvin and only take a ten percent commission."

"Ten percent? Emil only charges me eight."

"Yeah, but Emil doesn't take good care of the stock and has to sell them in bulk.  He gets rock bottom prices.  I take care of my stock and sell them at auction. I get top prices.  This one looks like quality.  I see she's got fine jewelry.  Sturdy but elegant.  Can you open them?"

"I tried before she woke up.  I couldn't find any way to open them.  They look permanent. The ankle chain looks delicate, but I couldn't even scratch it with a file.  They're on her for good.  Its my locks on her wrists and holding her to the post, so I can open them."

"So ten percent and I'll bring the money and her bill of sale back in two weeks. OK?"

"OK, Sarm. Its a deal."

Jan handed Sarm my rope leash and said, "Hold her tight." He unlocked me from the post, stood me up, backed me off the post and unlocked my wrists. "Go with Sarm, girl."

"Yes Master.  Goodbye.  I'm sorry for the trouble I caused you."

Sarm led me to the coffle. He unlocked the chain to the back of the first girl's collar an locked it to mine.  Now I was locked to the second girl by my neck and the first girl was locked to her by her wrist.  Sarm went to the pack animals and brought back two chains and locks.  He finished putting me in the number two place in line.  He untied the rope from my nose ring and put it away.  He mounted his mule and led us off, away from Jan's place. Twice during the walk the coffle stopped and a girl from the end of the line brought a water bucket and ladle to each of us.  Thank God.

I was the only girl in the coffle with ankle chains.  I didn't slow it down any.  They walked at a slow, deliberate pace.  We made camp in mid afternoon.  Sarm found a place where there was shade locked his end of the coffle to a tree.  We all sat down and waited.  The last two girls in line were released and made a fire.  Dinner was started.  I stayed quiet and looked at the other girls. They were all pretty and young. All appeared fit.  Slavery kept girls from getting fat, I supposed. I talked to the girls close to me.  They were from neighboring countries that Gorsht had defeated in war.  They were all from good families and not born as slaves.  I looked at their collars.  They were riveted on them and the chains joining them held by padlocks.

They felt and examined my collar and cuffs.  They wondered at how thin and light looking they were.  I told them I had been stolen from Olympus and they were impressed. They had heard that mighty wizards lived there.  I had to agree, but I didn't try to tell them of the wonders I had seen.  Traveler's tales.

One of the girls brought a waste bucket along the line.  I had been wondering about that.  Seemed modesty was not permitted to slaves here.  I peed into the bucket when it was offered.  At least nudity made that job convenient. Later dinner came in the form of a metal bowl and a big glop of trail fare: rice, beans and vegetable stew in a meat sauce. We all ate it all and licked our bowls clean.  My neighbors said we would see it again for breakfast. We would be fed twice a day.

After dinner was put away the men each took a girl off the coffle and into the woods.  We heard intermittent screams of pain and passion for hours. My neighbors said Sarm was a better lover than the other fellow, called Jak. Both of them would whip a girl into arousal them fuck her for a long time.  Both said they wanted to be taken into the woods, but the men gave equal time to all.  So they got some every five days or so.

I had a lot of time to think on the coffle.  I had experienced three kinds of life.  My first on Earth, my second on Olympus, and this one in Gorsht.  This was my least favorite.  Despite being a slave, my life on Olympus was what I wanted.  I couldn't get back by myself.  I had to assume Attas was looking for me, or just give up.  I was on my way to be sold in  an auction.  I knew I was prime meat in this place, so I would probably be bought by a rich man.  Maybe a woman, but there probably weren't many of those here.  In any case, once sold I would likely be locked in a private house, never to see the light of day again.  I needed to try and avoid that if possible.  I took stock of my assets.  Not much tangible.  Actually, nothing.  I was a pretty woman. but all women could do sex pretty well.  I was an accomplished lawyer but likely not much call for that here.  I didn't know the laws here anyway, but I bet they wouldn't let a slave girl act as a lawyer here. I was a musician, thanks to Olympus but I needed a violin.  I wonder what they used for music here?

I guess I was spoiled by my time in Olympus, but I didn't look forward to my time off the coffle as much as the other girls.  Three days into the trip, Sarm came to me after dinner and unlocked me from the coffle.  He led me into the woods, out of earshot of the coffle I was naked and used to it.  I was still the only girl with ankle chains.  Sarm would have taken them off me if he could.  They didn't keep me from escaping like the collar did.

He sat on the ground and looked at me.  I could have walked away but I was too scared to try that.  I would be caught easily.

"You're not from Gorsht.  Where?"

"It is called Olympus, master."

"Where is it located?"

"I don't know, master.   I was taken to Olympus from my home in New York. I wasn't conscious.  Then I was taken from Olympus and brought here.  I was unconscious then too.  I had never heard of these places when I grew up in New York."

"Who put the chains on you?"

I wore them when I woke up in Olympus, Master.  I guess the Olympians did."

"Are they common there?"

"Master, all women in Olympus are slaves.  They all wear them."

"Cross you hands behind you and kneel.  Spread your knees wide."

I obeyed. 

"Jan said your name is Julie.  Is he correct?"

"Yes, Master.

"You know you are going to be whipped?"

"Yes, master.  The other girls told me.  I have been whipped before.  It is a common punishment for slaves."

"If I told you to get in position to be fucked, would you do it?"

"Yes, master.  I like being fucked."

"Even by me?"

"Master, you are a strong, masculine figure.  I am sure you have fucked many women before and are good at it.  I like being fucked.  Why would I object?

"I like you.  You are direct and have a quality of mind that is practical."

"Thank you, master.  I think I like you too.  You don't seem to be cruel and your approach to us is professional.  I would rather be treated as quality merchandise than an amusement for men.  If I can give you pleasure, I will, master."

"I regret having to whip you but it is needed.  Jak is my partner and we both know that the girls have to be whipped regularly or they become less manageable.  So whenever we take one of you into the bush, you must return with enough stripes.  Otherwise, the work isn't getting done.  The fun we have before of after the pain is our business."

"Master, I know I'll be whipped.  I'm always whipped.  Its the price I pay for the fun parts between."

"Between what?"

"My legs, of course, silly master.  Master, my other masters always locked my hands behind me for sex.  Said it felt better.  Would you like to tie them for me?"

He rose and came to me. "Stand up Julie and turn around." He tied my cuffs together with a piece of rope.  "Assume the position my pretty."

I lay on my back and spread my knees wide.  I pulled my feet up close to my ass. I smiled at him. "Please take me master.  Your slave wants to serve you."

Sarm knelt between my legs and touched me in all my favorite erogenous zones.  Soon my nipples and labia were achingly erect and engorged.  His skilled fingers had aroused me to the brink of climax.  My eyes were closed and I was moaning "Please take me master.  I'm so ready." When the tip of his cock touched my pussy, my belly spasmed and love juices flowed out of .  I was hot and horny.  His big penis slowly pressed into my love tunnel, forcing it wider and making me gasp.  He was big and I was ready.  He filled me fully and just as slowly withdrew leaving me empty and gasping for more.  Three thrusts and I came with a scream of pure pleasure.  Thankfully he wasn't done.  His thrusts became faster and harder.  My arousal soared higher and I climaxed a second and third time.  Then he came in me with a flood of his hot spend filling me to bursting.  I think I fainted because the next thing I knew, he was laying beside me rubbing my breasts gently.

I smiled at him and said, "Thank you, my master.  That was wonderful.  Is it time for my whipping?"

"In a hurry are we?"

"I'm feeling so good now, I think it may hurt less if done quickly?  May I know how many stripes I must have?"

"Oh no, my pretty.  The suspense makes your reactions much better."

"Master, I have had to whip other slave girls myself.  I know the pleasure it gives you.  I would not deny you that.  I know how much you must want to see and hear me under the whip.  Please do it soon!"

"Julie, you are a wonder.  I have never felt such mixed emotions before whipping a girl.  But, I must do it.  Stand up, please."

He helped me to my feet.  I was struggling with my tied wrists.  He untied them and said, "Now cross them in front."

He tied them together with many turns of the soft fiber.  "More rope distributes the load better..  He led me over to a tree and tossed the rope over a thick branch. I felt his awesome male strength lift my arms up over my head and pull my heels off the ground. He tied the rope off and picked up his whip.

He put his hand on the back of my head and held me still for a moment, looking into my eyes. He leaned forward and kissed me. It was so good I nearly fainted again. I tasted his mouth and tongue. Our tongues danced in my mouth. I felt claimed and knew he was going to mark me. I wanted his marks. They would hurt but I would display them proudly. He broke the kiss.

"Please master, whip me now. It won't hurt as much."

"Julie, this whip won't damage you, but it will mark you. The marks will heal in a few days. You know I will enjoy whipping you, don't you?

"Of course, master. I enjoy whipping a girl, too. Get on with it, please."

His first stroke hurt a lot. It landed in the middle of my ass, across both cheeks. It felt like it cut me deep. I was able to keep my scream inside me and was proud. He paused and the fierce cut subsided into a dull burn. The second landed just below the first. The pain flared again, then slowly subsided. I couldn't keep all the pain inside this time and a small gasp of pain escaped. "Please master, would you gag me please. I don't want to scream."

He put his hands on my shoulders and turned me to face him.  He surprised me totally by kissing me.  It was shocking in the middle of my whipping.  It was so out of place.  It was also wonderful. He stepped forward pressing his body into mine.  I couldn't move but I sort of melted in place and leaned into him. I felt his fingers stroking my pussy.  I was instantly aroused.  Then I felt something hard with ridges enter my pussy.  I orgasmed instantly.  I squealed and writhed on the end of my rope.  When I regained my senses I saw Sarm leaning against the tree I was suspended from.  "What did you do, master? I never expected that."

His smile broadened and he held up the whip. "This is a useful tool for teaching slaves proper behavior."

"You mean you stuck that in me, master? Did you know what it would do to me?"

"This is an effective tool. It has been in many girls before you. Now, let's finish your lesson."

"Yes, Master, please gag me first."

He crammed a rag into my mouth and stuffed it tight. Then he looped a piece of rope around my head several times to keep the rag in place.

The next stroke of the whip was different.  I left a fiery trail on my ass but the pain flashed once and became a broad warmth spreading through my pussy.  I felt my arousal spring into life again. My body was warmed again and I felt another climax bubbling closer to the surface.  The next stripe flung me into another orgasm. My screams now were of pure pleasure, but they didn't reach my ears.

My master gave me twenty strokes but the last four came in the middle of a huge, extended orgasm.  I felt I would stay in my climax as long as be whipped me.  I wanted him to continue forever, but he eventually stopped.  I felt my ass glowing but in a happy way, indeed.

I hung there in bliss.  My arms hurt but they were overpowered by the rest of my body.  I felt his arms on me again and opened my eyes.

"Spread your knees slave."

"Yes, Master."

He tied a rope around my waist and used it to pull my ankle chain up high behind me.  He stepped closer and lifted my body up.  He slid my body down onto his rigid cock.  I felt him use his strong arms to slide my pussy up and down on his shaft.  I was instantly horny.  I wanted to help, but I couldn't move a muscle.  I came again and again before he finally climaxed and filled me with his hot spend.  

He lifted me off him and kissed me again.  I watched as he got dressed.  When he sat on a rock and looked at me I asked, "Master, would you tell me what will happen to me?"

"We'll arrive in Gorvin in four more days.  You will be put in the auction house and sold on Saturday.  I'll take your price less my ten percent back to Jan.  You are beautiful and will bring a good price.  You'll probably wind up in a rich man's harem and have a pleasant life."

"Master, that doesn't sound pleasant to me.  Would you consider keeping me?"

"I like you, Julie, but I don't have anywhere to keep you.  Besides I'm always taking a coffle of girls to market or rounding girls up for the coffle.  I don't have a home, just camps."

"Master, I would rather stay on your coffle and walk with you than rot in a rich man's harem.  I could do all the cooking and housework and show new girls what to do on the coffle."  I could see I was tempting him.  He got a thoughtful look on his face.

"My pretty, I don't see how that would work, but it sounds interesting.  Some of the problems I see are paying Jan and Jak.  We have a few days.  Let's talk more later."

"Master, do people play music here?"

"Yes, they do.  Usually in town. I hear there are buildings built just for music.  I've never seen one though."

"Master, do people play musical instruments with strings?"

"Why, yes, they do.  There was a party I was at a few years ago.  A guy had a wooden instrument with strings he held to his shoulder.  He danced all around the place sawing at it with a stick.  Made you want to dance too.  Catchy tunes he played."

"Master, I can play an instrument like that.  People in my home will pay money to hear good music.  If you got me one of those instruments, I am a good musician.  Maybe I could earn money for you that way so you wouldn't have to sell me.  If it works, I can make money for you over and over instead of just once."

"Might work.  Tell you what I'll do.  When we get to town I won't sell you quick.  I'll put the others in the auction house and I'll take you and look for an instrument.  Then we'll see."

"Oh, thank you, Master.  I'm sure this will work out for the best."

He took me back to the coffle. I strode proudly into camp displaying my red ass for all to see. I went to my place and stood erect to be locked in. I lifted my chin so Sarm had easy access to my collar. I airily held my wrist for its lock. When he turned away. I sank down between my neighbors and smiled. "Best fuck ever, " I told them.

Aliyah, the girl in front of me in the coffle asked, "You in love with Sarm?"

"No, I don't think so. He's good, and nice, but I don't think its love. I don't have any say. He's just a good lay."

"That's good girl. He's got all the tail he wants and he ain't never settling down."

The coffle marched on. Jak took me in the woods and he was awful. I got whipped but never reached orgasm. He just wanted me for his pleasure. I got just as many stripes but not a bit of pleasure.

Sarm took me into the woods on the last night before we reached Gorvin. He was almost as good that time as before. I may be starting to love him. He's not as good as an Olympian, but he's better than anyone else I've met since Earth No, that's not right. I never mat anyone as good on Earth. Maybe its the bondage. I've heard that some girls get aroused by being tied up. Well I'm always in bondage and I'm usually aroused. It may be part of a woman's makeup to enjoy bondage. It sure happens to us enough to make it a useful survival trait.

We walked into Gorvin the next day. It was not a modern town. The roads were unpaved and dusty. The buildings were mostly low and of timber and stone construction. I saw no evidence of electricity or self-powered vehicles. Most of the women were free and shabbily dressed. I saw a few female slaves on the streets. They were naked and collared. Most wore ankle chains but much thicker and heavier than mine. Sarm led us directly to the auction house. He and Jak were cordially greeted. We were led into a long hall lined with cages. A little haggling and the other girls were taken off the coffle and put in individual cages. Sarm put the coffle equipment in a pack on one of his animals. My hands were locked behind me and a chain leash locked to my collar. Jak left us then and Sarm led me out another door into a busy street. To my delight I heard music in the distance.

“Master, I hear music. Can we look at the musician?”

“Its why you're with me, my pretty.” He led me through the crowd.

I was pinched, slapped, and fondled by every man we passed. Sarm just laughed at my gasps and squeals.

“Other men like the way you look too, my pretty. I'm fortunate I got my chain on you first.”

“Yes, master.” I tried to ignore the touches, but some hurt, dammit. Its silly, but after a few more feet, I was proud of the way I affected men. I noticed I was swaying my hips and trying to catch the eye of passing men. I was arching my back and lifting my breasts for men to fondle. I was wanton. I was a slave girl and knew I looked hot. Life was good. The music was louder now. I heard a flute and a drum and something with strings. I was getting excited as well as aroused.

Finally, we got close enough to see the group playing. The man on the right was playing a fiddle. I was so excited. Here was something I could do. I could be more than a sex toy. I was sure that if I could get a chance to play here, my status would improve. Also, my chance of being found by Attas would improve if I were not in someone's harem.

I snuggled up close to Sarm and whispered in his ear, "Master.  The man on the right.  I can play the instrument he is using.  And I am  good with it.  Would you ask him about it when they stop playing?"

"kneel, slave."  

I knelt beside my master and waited.

When the group finished their piece, Sarm tossed a coin in their basket.  "Gentlemen, My newly acquired slavegirl says she can play the stringed instrument.  Would you let her show us how well she plays?"

The man with the fiddle said, "For a small donation, we will take a break and watch your show.  If she damages the instrument, you will have to pay for it."

"Sarm tossed another coin in the basket.  Done. Give me the instrument and I'll have her play for us. Stand up."

I stood and Sarm unlocked my hands and handed me the fiddle and bow.  I tuned it a little and played 'Hoedown.'

The crowd started clapping along with the tune.  There was a cheer and applause when I finished.  I handed the fiddle to Sarm, who was smiling broadly.  The crowd had tripled the amount of money in the basket.

He handed the fiddle back to its owner and thanked him.

"Is she for sale, sir?"

"No, not now anyway."

I grinned at Sarm.  "We should find out where I can get one of those, Master."

He grinned back, "Yes, we should.


Chapter 11: Musician

In three weeks I was playing in a hall Sarm had rented.  I did one show in the evening every day and two shows on the weekend.  The hall wasn't big so it sold out early.  We were selling out most days.  Word was spreading about the 'Wonderful slave musician Julie Henderson.'  Sarm knew nothing about marketing, so I did all the planning and design of the posters. I convinced him that it would be more exotic if I put my Earth name on the posters . I added a drawing of me in my chains holding the violin.     During the day, I was more of a business partner to Sarm.  After my show, I was again his sex slave.  I got my ass tanned about once a week and I missed it the other days.  

We made a big deal of my being a slave in each performances.  Sarm would lead me onto the stage with a leash to my nose ring.  I would be clad in a white robe that covered everything but my face.  My violin was on a stand in the middle of the stage.  He would lead me to the center of the stage and whip away my robe, leaving my naked in chains.  My hands were locked in front and he would take off the leash and hold my hands high over my head.  He would promise me a beating if I did not play better than ever before.  He would tell the audience they would decide if I should be whipped after the performance.  They would all cheer at this. Then he would lock a long chain to the back of my collar and unlock my hands.  He would order me to play.  I would run to my violin and pick it up lovingly, reverently and begin my performance.

Sarm was pleased. He was making more money than he had as a slaver and he got to sleep in a real bed every night.  He rented a house with a cook and I slept in his bed most nights.  On the floor the rest of the time.  Of course he kept me closely chained at all times.  He did not want to chance losing me. I was worried though. I had posters all over the region now and still no signs anyone from Olympus had noticed.

One evening I was kneeling in the living room of Sarm's house and reading a story about my performance. I looked up and saw Sarm staring at me. I asked, "Master, is something wrong?"

"Slave, I have been approached by some men who want to buy you. They offered a lot of money. I declined and they then threatened to take you by force. I don't like having to worry about their threats. The only way I know to deter you being spirited away to a far distant town is to mark as my property."

"Mark me? How, Master."

"You've probably seen that most slaves here are branded with their owner's mark. I could have you branded tomorrow and it would be healed in a month."

"Bran me. With a hot iron? That would hurt me a lot, wouldn't it?"

"The smiths have a numbing cream so it doesn't hurt much. Its commonly done and slaves always survive, though they do make a fuss."

"Master, please let's wait and think about it for a few days. It might hurt our sales. Maybe we can think of a better way. You know I can think of a lot of new things. Please?"

"All right. I'll hire a couple of guards for a week and you work on a better idea. One week. You do know I don't need your permission, don't you?"

"Yes, Master, of course. I am your obedient slavegirl." Shit. Branded? I'd survive, but I wouldn't like it. Oh well. I'm sure I'll think of something. I hope those lazy Gods get busy and find me. Soon.

That night I slept on the floor chained to a ring.  I heard Sarm's breathing.  I lay awake for a long time.  Images of a hot iron approaching my skin kept flashing through my vision.  I remembered my short time in Olympus.  I longed to be reunited with my friends and most especially, my Master.  Sarm was OK, but just a waystation.  I didn't belong here.  Olympus was now my home.  I wept, silently, for my lost Master and home.

I was tired after a performance and always slept well.  One morning I woke with a strange feeling.  I opened my eyes and it was still dark.  I smelled flowers.  I felt I was being watched and looked around.  I saw a shadowed figure and I realized I was in heavy arousal.  I recognized the shape, the size.  "Attas, master!" I whispered 

"He can't hear you.  I'm keeping him asleep.  How are you?"

"Master, I'm so glad you found me.  I'm good, now."

"You deserve much credit for your cleverness.  Posting your name on every building in the region was a masterful ploy. Julie.  Has this man been good to you?"

"Oh, yes, master.  He is strict, fair, and a good lover.  I think I've been good for him too."

"I'm sure you have.  Since he has treated you well, I will buy you from him."  A box appeared on the floor.  This contains enough local money to live well here for the rest of his life.  Would you like to leave him a note?"

"Yes, master."  I took a piece of paper and a pencil from the bedside table and wrote a note to Sarm:

Dear Sarm, My true master has come for me.  You were good to me and I will remember you fondly.  This box contains my master's payment to you for me.  May you live well and be happy. Julie.

Attas took the lock fastening the chain to my collar in his hand.  It opened and he laid it aside.  He lifted me in his arms as though I was weightless and he kissed me as well as I have every been kissed.  I was so horny.  I needed him more than I ever needed anyone.  He put me down and I saw we were in his house.  

"Master, what happened to me?"

"Julie, in short, you are important.  Some people from another place took you from Selections because of your importance.  They left false clues behind to convince us that different people had taken you.  They took three other girls at about the same time.  They wanted us to act against these innocents to supplant them.  A devious plan executed by some skilled operators. Our investigators penetrated the plan and discovered the true identities of these operators.  We sent our agents into places these people have used in the past.  They found you.  I'm sorry it took so long to locate you, but there are limitless places you could have been taken.  We have warned the intended victims and are looking for the perpetrators. Now go with Cotys and relax. You have the rest of the day off. There will be a party tonight in your honor."

Attas vanished and Cotys entered the room. She walked up to me. "I have some pleasant experiences lined up for you Julie." She kissed me on the cheek. I grabbed her and turned it into a steaming hot kiss.

We walked out of the room holding hands and thinking of pleasure.

...

"Did you learn who took the girl?"

"Yes, we tracked the abductor back to Kush and then on to Shiva's house.  He was tough, but Vulcan peeled him like an onion.  One of Shiva's grandsons was behind it.  He had a claim to Kush's throne and he wanted us to clear his opposition for him."

"How did you leave the affair?"

"Shiva is happy.  He doesn't like traitors. We brought the grandson back with us and terminated his advisors.  His clique evaporated as soon as we had him."

"Usual punishment?"

Yes, we're done now.  Would you like to meet her?"

"No, Hera is jealous enough as is.  Did you leave her his memories?"

Of course.  Its not a punishment if you can't remember what you lost."

"Good work." 

The End
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