
        
            
                
            
        

    
Just Deserts

By: Alan Horn


Just Deserts

Copyright © 2023 by Alan Horn

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without    permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Book and Cover design by Aerophyte

IISBN :

First Edition: July 2023


Table of Contents

Prolog

Chapter 1  : Thief

Chapter 2  :  Recovery

Chapter 3  :  Preparation

Chapter 4  :  Mark

Chapter  5  :  Pets

Chapter  6 :  Rings & Things

Chapter  7  :  Introduction

Chapter  8  :  Training

Chapter  9  :  Domestic

Chapter  10 :  Public Exposure

Chapter  11  :  Normalcy




Prolog

Bondage erotica. Abigail and Ashley Wilson were identical twins and beautiful con-artists. In high school they found their natural beauty and feminine wiles let them get men to do almost anything. They eschewed simply marrying a wealthy man. They wanted to live their lives free and wild, not with a single man. Their game plan was simple: use sex to gain a man’s trust, then abuse it and escape with the help of an identical twin.  They read everything they could find on successful con-artists, purchased a copy of the Kamasutra, and practiced with several willing neighborhood boys.

Seven years after graduating they had four unused false identities,  enticed eleven men into investing in phony get-rich schemes, had investment accounts worth seven figures, and were wanted in California, Arizona, and Nevada for embezzlement.

No one ever determined, or even suspected, they were dealing with identical twins. Beautiful women could enter any social gathering and they never went together. 

Abigail met Alexander at a fund raiser for some charity and the twins changed their modus operandi.  They dated for a month, slept together for two months, and despite Abigail pretending to not enjoy sex, they married. Alexander was confident that she would come to enjoy it, eventually. Alexander had houses in countries where his company did or wanted to do substantial business and they tried several on for her preference.

The girls were patient, they had the sucker on the line and now they needed to play him.  Abigail was the good, loving wife, who only permitted sex once a week. Ashley dyed her hair, adjusted her makeup, and showed up after a month as Abigail’s cousin who had just ended her marriage to a philandering loser. She seduced Alexander with frequent, passionate, loving sex and a fondness for bondage, of course secretly recording every session.

Abigail was increasingly unhappy as Ashley moved into her life with Alexander. She had developed much stronger feelings for him than she anticipated but couldn’t think of a way to end the plan without losing him, anyway. She was trapped by her complicity.

Abigail filed for divorce with ample evidence of his affair with her “Cousin,” and received a sizeable settlement. Abigail was free, somewhat sad one year after they married.

They vanished with several millions of his money and his affections. When his ex-wife vanished, he grew suspicious and hired an internationally famous skip-tracer who eventually found them continuing their trade and living in France. He got a full history of their exploits and studied them for several months. He became an expert on them, watching their every voice, electronic, and paper transaction. He learned their friends, employees, and habits. He learned about them as he had his technological creations, thoroughly.


Chapter 1 : Thief

She sat in the crowded room and studied eyes, searching for purpose in the sea of boredom and hoping to fail. Like many of them she had a small electronic screen glowing in her lap and she ostensibly studied it with bent head while her eyes swept the room behind dark glasses. Safety lay in anonymity and she had prepared for her role.

She spoke little, checking in, claiming Alma Gordon’s seat with a soft monotone, and showing the world the drab result of a hard life. She had the look of a woman no longer hopeful of attracting a man and resigned to spinsterhood.

She pulled her small travel bag to a vacant chair where she could see the other travelers and sat down, more gracefully than would be expected of a woman of her bulk and age. She retrieved a cell phone from her handbag and started a secure messaging app. She sent: “Checked in,” and closed the app. She held the phone in front of her and looked over it, moving only her eyes as she scanned the crowd. She examined every person she could see, looking for anyone who was watching her.

Fear of discovery drove her to continual watchfulness, but much of her mind was busy with concern that her successful plan might lead to greater ruin than discovery.

But for all her intelligence and watchfulness, she was not a professional and she missed the man who was watching her. It was forgivable. He was professional and had been trained by the FBI. He would follow her onto the flight and trail her when she landed.

At last, her flight was called and she lined up to board.

The flight was long and boring. She had seen the movies before, the food in steerage was tasteless and greasy. She talked to no one.

Abigail had hoped to sleep on the plane, but she couldn’t do it. Her mind kept returning to Alex. He was a good man. He loved her and she had betrayed him, robbed him. She was vastly ashamed of herself and Ashley. They were excellent thieves, but lousy people. Sure, she had planned this with Ashley and it had seemed like a good idea at the time. But that was before she met Alex, before she learned to love him, before he loved her.

She had planned her attack on Alex with Ashley. They had rehearsed every likely scene, even some unlikely ones, all with the premise that he would find them attractive and want to get them in bed. She would encourage him and be the perfect mate for him. Interested in his business, encouraging of his advances, demure and shy otherwise. The approach had worked. He had proposed to her in a month.

Now that they had succeeded, it seemed like she had thrown away the best thing that had ever happened to her. All she could see was his handsome, smiling face and those hypnotic emerald-green eyes. And now she had pissed on him and stolen his money.

On landing she retrieved one small bag and checked into an airport hotel.

Her immediate need was to feel clean. She took off the wig, her cheap, frumpy clothing, and her “Business Suit” the hot,  heavy, gelatin filled prosthesis that added four inches and forty pounds to her figure, showered, and washed her hair. She dressed in clothes from her bag and replaced them with her discarded clothing and “Business Suit.”

She paid for the hotel with Alma Gordon’s credit card via the internet, used the house phone to order a taxi to take her to her bank, then went to the hotel coffee shop to wait for it. Now she was dressed as Abigail Wilson, a tall, athletic redhead, who dressed to attract men. She was beautiful and elegant. She smiled and looked confident, but the same worries dogged her steps.

At the bank she took twelve bearer bond certificates from her bag, fanned them out on the table and stared at them with anguish. She was  throwing away the first real love of her life because of greed and her pact with Ashley. She imagined that at this moment, her ex-husband was in anguish over breaking up their marriage. As they expected, Alexander had agreed to a large cash settlement, despite the prenuptial agreement, ostensibly to avoid negative publicity, but really because he knew he was at fault. He had cheated on his wife, and just after their honeymoon. He didn’t know yet that he had been set up. With any luck, he wouldn’t find out that his “Wife” never existed.

With a sigh of regret, Abigail stacked the certificates and put them in her safety deposit box to join a growing stack. Each certificate was worth one hundred thousand dollars when she or Ashley signed them. They had practiced signing each other’s name until they were perfect, then they practiced some more. She closed the box and called the attendant to put it away.

Satisfied she had completed the follow-up, she called a cab to take her home. She worried about her problem all the way home. Alex was the first of their targets she really cared for. He was smart, thoughtful, and a tiger in bed. Why was she continuing with the plan?

When they were developing the plan, they were so contemptuous of men that it never occurred to either of them that they could love one. Sure, women fell in love with men, but they were so sure they could resist the female hormones that ruled the lives of so many of their sisters. They discussed it, but they were sure they were in control of their bodies, certain that they could squelch any emotions that didn’t support the plan.

Now, Abigail was a young woman and afraid she had tasted true love for the first time and was throwing it away. The money, the independence, now seemed to be worth less than the companionship of that man. Not just any man. This man stood above the crowd. He was strong and successful and loving, too late, she understood his worth.

Unfortunately, she would learn how she had underestimated him only after he had them under his control.

She was named Abigail after her grandmother. She was a tall, striking redhead with intelligence, a quick wit, and a belief in herself. Her sister, Ashley, was two minutes younger. They were identical twins and enjoyed switching identities to fool their parents, friends, and teachers.

They learned early that their looks and intelligence caused boys to fall all over themselves to meet their every wish and their wishes expanded as they grew. Abigail earned a college degree in accounting and a great affection for other people’s money. She decided early in life that she wanted a good life with minimum effort and decided to be a thief. She studied the ways to slide unnoticed through society in an age of electronic surveillance.

Six years after graduating they had four unused false identities, an investment account worth six figures, and were wanted in California and Nevada for embezzlement under two discarded names. Their goal was to have investments worth four million and then retire. The way they was going, they could retire in eight years and enjoy life. Maybe she could find a titled older man who would like her for some fun and a decent trophy. She thought she was pragmatic.

When the cab arrived, the driver took her bag, led her to his car, opened the rear door for her and put the bag in the trunk. They drove in silence northwest on the A15 to the town of Cergy and stopped at a large house set in some woods. He carried her bag to the front door where they were met by a maid who paid him and escorted her inside. After the door was closed the maid said, “Welcome back Miss Abigail. Miss Ashley is waiting for you in the library.”

“Thank you, Amelia.” Abagail said, then she went to the library.

Ashley was alone in the room, she had a sturdy cut-glass tumbler half full of amber liquid on the table beside her chair. She was a strikingly beautiful young woman dressed casually and looking very assured “Well?” she asked.

“Clean and neat, we signed the papers and he gave me the money in bearer bonds as agreed and I deposited them into our “Safe” account. I eliminated every trace of Mrs. Knowles.”

“You cut it a little closer than usual.”

“He was  more careful than most. I had to add an extra layer of history to the tale. I was careful to leave only false flags. We’re secure.”

Alexander had to smile wryly at this naïve statement. Abigail should know better than to make such a statement. His agents had wired their house and cars for sound and video more than a month ago.

“That’s good. I heard from Remy that someone in England is making inquiries about our last-used names.”

“Close?”

“He thought it was a telemarketer and he shut them down, but he advises caution So we’ll lie low for a couple of weeks. Take a vacation maybe.”

Abigail thought about raising her doubts but thought better of it, Ashley would be against stopping since they were doing so well. They would discuss it on vacation. “Suits. We’ve been busy for most of a year. Let’s spend some of our earnings and relax.”

Typical of all type A personalities, they immediately made a plan. They spent less than an hour to identify a destination, determined what they would do there, set a timetable, determined which identities to use, purchased airline tickets, made hotel reservations, and hired a driver.

Alexander called Joy in and told her, “The girls are planning a vacation in Algeria. See if it we can use it and if it suits, plan a cover story.”

“Right, boss,” and she took notes as the girls planned their vacation.

Alexander had arranged his office so that the video screen was behind and to the right of his guest chairs. This allowed him to watch his guests and the screen simultaneously.

He had discovered Joy when he was first setting up in Algeria and establishing relations locally. Joy was the indentured servant of a powerful leader who wanted to sell her to resolve a squabble in his womenfolk. Alexander bought her, had her educated by tutors and freed her. She had become his local business manager, information gatherer, and bedwarmer. They weren’t lovers, but they enjoyed each other’s company and sex. She was a few years older, bisexual, enjoyed sex, and wasn’t interested in a permanent relationship with anyone. She was the perfect person to advise him and help him deal with the sisters.

Abigail and Ashley were dedicated workaholics who enjoyed the thought of just spending some of their illegally earned money on themselves. They discussed the possibility of finding escorts for their trip, went to dinner, watched an action movie, and retired. The next couple of days will be busy.

Alexander was pleased. His preparations for them had been ready for more than a week and they were coming to him. It made his task a little easier but he could have gone ahead with his plan if they had traveled anywhere but the Americas. He called in Joy and Klaus and told them where the girls were going.

Joy said, “The trainers and their equipment are ready.”

Klaus smiled and said, “I’ll get the snatch team in place.” Klaus was Alexander’s regional manager and had procured much of the equipment the trainers had specified for training  the girls.

It has been surprisingly easy to find the expertise he needed to deal with the twins. Training girls to be eager, responsive, and flexible companions to powerful men had been a local specialty for centuries and the tools and expertise were available. They weren’t cheap, but their results were impressive. While looking for the twins, one of his recent acquaintances had recommendations for dealing with them, provided references, and loaned him one of his girls for a week as an example of their work. She had large gold rings piercing her nose, breasts, labia, and ears. He had never seen so much jewelry on a woman and never in such intimate locations. He commented on their attractiveness to her owner who replied that he always ringed his women. It made them much more attentive and controllable. She was a lovely woman, with a model’s looks, loving, passionate, eager to please, amazingly flexible, and Alexander was hooked. He resolved to ring the girls when he had them with rings at least as big as these.

Laws in the region were modeled after western models to attract trade but were locally enforced with flexibility to allow the more relaxed interpretation that supported ancient practices. Alexander made a special effort to meet and be friendly (generous bribes) tpo the senior local and state police officials and politicians.

In two days the sisters arrived in Marrakech, two  identical, beautiful young women, and checked into the Nobu Hotel. Their striking appearance was noted by many people who started making plans. Alas, those plans went unfulfilled for the women stayed in their room and checked out two days later, never being seen again by any of the interested observers.

Abigail awoke muzzily from her drugged sleep to the unpleasant feeling of something hard pressing on the back of her neck. Automatically, she tried to move to relieve the pressure, but for some reason her neck and limbs did not respond to the orders of her fuzzy brain. She remembered arriving at the airport, checking into the hotel, and going to sleep in a huge bed. She struggled to move, her mind gradually awakening to the full horror of her situation.

Her limbs were not responding because they could not. The tight grip of hard, smooth, immovable constraints clasping the soft flesh of her wrists, ankles and neck made it clear that she was a prisoner, her arms and legs fastened immovably to unseen anchorages holding her bent over with her wrists two feet either side of her neck and tilted up from horizontal.

Her fear increased when she discovered a soft cloth over her eyes cut off all sight, her mouth was held wide open in a stretched “O” by a steel ring wedged behind her teeth held by a band around her head. She tried to shake her head to relieve herself of these restraints and discovered her head was bent back by something tied to her long hair. She screamed in fear and furiously struggled against her bonds. To no avail, she was held solidly in a device designed for holding women immobile and positioned so all their orifices were easily accessible. The only result of her frantic struggles was to make her breasts sway frantically below her.

When she ceased her fruitless struggles and fell quiet in hopeless despair, she felt warm sunshine on her body and knew she was naked outdoors. Soft sounds became apparent, too. She struggled to understand the soft, confusing noises. She feared she was not alone and her captors were either distant or speaking softly, but she was certain she was being watched.

Strong male hands squeezed her breasts and fondled her nipples and a man spoke. She instantly recognized Alexander’s rich tones. He said, “I’m glad to see you again, Abigail. I will take care not to let you go so soon, this time, Ashley, too. Of course I have some changes in mind. Enjoy your reception.”

There was a feminine grunting sound that repeated and it was somehow familiar. It repeated, almost the same every few seconds and for an instant it was louder than the background. Suddenly she knew…it was Ashley. She was exerting herself, repeatedly. She must be in the same fix as me.

Suddenly she was certain that it was Alexander who had captured them, and her fear lessened. Alexander would be mad if he discovered their plot, but he wouldn’t harm them. He was a good man and a just one. They would be uncomfortable and pay for their actions. She had no idea what he would do to them, but she was certain they would survive.

Men’s voices suddenly got louder, exclaiming in a language unknown to her, getting closer, as they spoke to each other. She was horribly ashamed, naked, and helplessly immobile before strangers. She redoubled her struggles as she fought to hide her shameful nakedness from their eyes.

Rough hands stroked her ass driving her helpless fear into despair as she couldn’t move or run. He gripped her waist between those strong hands and thrust his erect cock into her vagina, penetrating to the very core of her femininity in one tremendous thrust.

Her shrill scream was cut short when a second man took hold of her head and brutally rammed his cock through the steel ring in her mouth, filling her throat, gagging her, and nearly choking her.

Helpless, the naked woman trembled and shuddered, her mind filled with visions of endless subjugation by overpowering force as she was brutally ravaged. Her captors raped her mouth and sex, intent on their own pleasure. Abigail’s thoughts were strangely conflicted, ashamed that she had let someone take her control, angry that she was being used as a sex toy, wondering who was responsible and why, and glad that this felt so good.

She had read that many women found bondage exciting and thought it made sex more intense, and that was what she was feeling. The sex was stupendous, better than the best sex she had ever had.

The man using her sex climaxed first, filled her with his hot seed and it felt shamefully wonderful. Her sigh of pleasure was stifled by the cock in her throat as its owner continued to seek his own pleasure. It was only a moment longer before his seed filled her mouth and she frantically swallowed most of it, afraid of choking. It was something she and her sister had practiced. Some of it escaped and trickled down her chin. He withdrew and wiped his cock on her hair. And she was horribly ashamed that she had enjoyed her rape and sad that she hadn’t climaxed. They finished too soon. Her shame increased as she realized she wanted them to continue until she climaxed.

The men left her alone and she heard the rhythmic thumps that had so recently been impacts of men’s bodies on and in hers. They were close,  and she knew that meant Ashley was nearby, receiving the same attention she had, her sighs and cries absorbed by the cock in her mouth. She hoped Ashley enjoyed it as much as she had.

Her respite was short. Without warning a thick, rigid cock was thrust deep into her well-positioned anus and he began pumping in and out with vigor. Thankfully, he had lubricated his cock before beginning to enjoy her. She was glad to be enjoyed by a thoughtful man and wondered who he was. She was quickly aroused and entertained a hope that she might climax from his attentions before he did.

Shortly a fourth man rammed his erect cock into her mouth. He held her head in his hands and pumped it in time with his exertions. This time the man in her mouth climaxed before the man in her ass. His sperm filled her oral cavity and a fair amount slipped onto her chin, despite her rapid swallowing of the majority. Like the last man, he wiped his cock with her hair, but she didn’t notice since she climaxed and her vagina was strongly spasming in joy. The man in her ass climaxed shortly and his spend filled her bottom as her belly was spurting with her own love juices.  He pulled out and she was left alone with her thoughts, still completely immobile.

The nearby sounds of Ashley’s violation continued for a few moments. When they ended, Abigail was able to start thinking logically, no mean feat in light of her slowly dwindling arousal.  She could think of eleven people who wanted vengeance on them, all men, and only one of there was rich and powerful enough to have captured them, Alexander Knowles. All of their other victims, if they had located them, would have gone to the police, and this was certainly not a police operation, at least, no police she had knowledge of.

She and Ashley had studied Mr. Knowles thoroughly before developing a scheme to fleece him. He was a self-made man and had built his high-tech empire on technical skill, determination, and a ruthless drive to succeed. They had worried he would be a dangerous enemy and seriously considered avoiding him, but eventually went ahead with their plan to steal from him while remaining safely anonymous.

It was their biggest potential gain, and it had worked. They had let him see their natural appearance and used their beauty to entice him into taking a risk they knew he would have otherwise declined. That approach had the risk of making him personally angry that his emotions had been played if he found out what they had done, but it was the best play they had. Besides, his eyes were hypnotic, a deep emerald green that neither of them could resist.

It was necessary for one of them to entice him into marriage and live with him and for the other to entice him into cheating on the first. Abigail had won the toss and married him. That had almost scuttled their plans. He was far more attractive in person than the photos they had found suggested. He was tall, with a swimmers sleek, well-muscled body, deep emerald eyes with a charming smile and a sly wit. Abigail found him terrifyingly attractive and for the first time in her life was tongue-tied when she first met him in person. She slept with him the second time they met and regularly shared his bed the second week. She was falling in love and knew their plan was lost if that happened. Ashley talked her into cutting the plan short and reducing their planned take. It was the hardest decision she had ever made. She gave him up after Ashley convinced her there was no future with him. If he was here, she hoped he was one of the men using her.

Her captors left her alone for almost an hour and her arousal had waned. Now she wanted to see the boss and if he was, indeed, Alexander, maybe she could work a deal: Their freedom for his money now that he’s shamed them.

Suddenly her nipples were being fondled. Delicate touches swiftly made them engorge and soon they were achingly full and she was aroused, wanting more, and she moaned in pleasure. She was sure it was a woman from the delicate touch. As soon as she moaned, a mouth closed on her pussy and licked and sucked her dry. The hard nub of her clit was sucked into the mouth and nibbled in glorious sensation. She was close to climax when the mouth withdrew, leaving her bereft, helplessly adrift in a sea of desire with no way to reach climax. Her moans became piteous.

The skilled manipulation of her sensitive girl parts had brought her to a frenzied peak of sexual arousal and her body seemed to hum with a fierce lust she could not assuage.

She heard the men approach again and tried to communicate, but the sounds she made were unintelligible even to her. In any case, the bite of the whip was the only response. She squealed and struggled in hopeless futility to avoid the lash. Each bite left a stinging slice of hot fury and she cried out at everyone. They beat a slow tattoo down her ass and thighs leaving thin scarlet stripes, close together, none broke the skin but all of them burned like fire, slowly heating her body until she flamed with arousal and desperately needed to be fucked. Her cries changed with her feeling, from angry demands to anguished need, begging to be taken. Her pleas were answered when the sting blows stopped and the leather whip handle was shoved into her sex and took her to a glorious climax and the rest of the world faded to black.

When she again noticed the world, she was still fastened immovably and all was quiet. Her skin was still warm but not painful. She was content. It occurred to her that Ashley may still be close and she wondered if she had been forced to climax too. She tried to say her name but the steel ring still in her mouth garbled the name terribly. It worked though for she heard a mumbled “A…ig..l” in response.

Then a well-remembered man’s voice said, “Ah, you’re both back with us. I hope you enjoyed your welcoming ceremony.”

Abigail wanted to be let loose more than anything right now but was almost speechless. The voice belonged to Alexander. She had heard it every night since she betrayed him. She knew he held complete power over them and begging would be fruitless until he was appeased, so she struggled to say only, “Yeth.”

A herd hand rested on her ass and he asked, “Are you Ashley?”

There was no point in lying now so he said, ”No.” It came out quite clearly, which surprised her.  

He swatted her rump, playfully, it stung, but was still arousing to her. She wondered at her body’s ability to feel pleasure when she was helpless and mentally, at least, felt used.

He spoke again, conversationally, “Well, Abigail, did you enjoy your little welcoming party?”

There was no point in denying either her terror , shame, pleasure, or climaxes. She said, “Yeth.”

“Good. I didn’t enjoy it quite so much when you two screwed me, but we’re going to fix that now, aren’t we?”

“Yeth.” There was no other possible answer.


Chapter 2 :  Recovery

Someone took me out of the device holding me and took the ring out of my mouth. A woman told me to come with her to get cleaned up. I reached up to take the blindfold off, but she grabbed my arm, said, “Please wait or your hands will be cuffed. I’ll help you.” Abigail decided to wait and do what she wanted. Despite being released from the restraints, I was still a prisoner and not in control. What didn’t they want me to see? Suddenly concerned, I asked, “Ashley?”

The woman replied, “She will join you shortly.”

The woman lightly took my hand and led me forward. The floor was smooth and the woman led me through several turns. I heard someone following them and surmised it was a guard. Soon they stopped and my blindfold was removed.

I was facing a light-skinned, redheaded woman, wearing a long-flowing dress of ethnic design and, startingly, a thick ring in her nose. I tried not to stare, but she noticed. She blushed and said, ”You’ll have some, too.” I wondered if thieves were ringed or just that Alexandre ringed her? She continued after a short pause, “You can clean up here. Your cosmetics are on that table,” gesturing behind Abigail. “There’s a button on the wall to call me if you need any help or when you’re ready.” Then she turned and left, closing the door behind her. She had spoken English, with an English accent.

The room was a spacious bath with both a shower and a bathtub, already filled with foam and steaming. There was a red robe hanging on a hook. I relished the thought of being clean so I stepped into the tub and started washing. When I finally felt clean, I washed my hair then examined myself in a mirror.

I had a few red stripes on my thighs, but none were painful. I found all my cosmetics here and I did my face. Feeling restored, I donned the robe and looked at the button on the wall.

No point  in waiting. I was under Alexander’s control and it hurt to know he had seen through and overcome all our precautions. He was probably watching me right now with a hidden camera. He had built a business empire on technology. If so, he would enjoy seeing hesitation, uncertainty  in my actions. I pressed the button. The woman must have been close. She opened the door in seconds, stood aside, motioned me to exit, and said, “Please follow Hassan.”

I stepped through the door and her guide bowed, said, “Please follow me,” turned around and led me at a stately pace down a hall. It was a big place. After several turns, he stopped before a double door, swung both halves open, waved me in and said, “Mr. Knowles will join you shortly.”

The room was enormous and curved. The building sat high up a steep face and overlooked a sun-drenched valley filled with very orderly plants and trees. I could see a lake in the center with a river running through it. A village hugged the far side of the lake. The far wall was glass and must have been fifty feet long. The back wall was straight and held a long bar. Seating clusters of couches, chairs, tables, and enormous cushions sparsely filled the room. One of the chairs held a familiar figure holding a frosty glass half full of a golden liquid, wearing a blue robe.

“Hello Ashley. Nice view, is there more of that?”

“On the bar, it’s pretty good.”

Abigail looked at the bar, saw glasses, a decanter, and an ice bucket. She helped herself and joined Ashley, choosing a stuffed chair. Said, “You know he’s watching us.”

“Of course.”

“We’ll have to give it back.”

“I know. He’ll probably want more, for his trouble finding us.”

“Likely. Nice view. Any idea where we are?”

“Nope, maybe Algeria. He has land there.”

“Right.”

After a few minutes of silence, Ashley said, “I think we were just shown that there are smarter people around than us. A cautionary tale.”

“I agree, but some of it was enjoyable. Were you close to me?”

“Yes, your squeals are distinctive. I liked some of it too, but it wasn’t like anything in the Kama Sutra. Surprising, you’d think that BDSM was as old as sex.”

“Shows that the Kama Sutra was written by women. Parochial viewpoint.”

The double doors opened and Alexander Knowles strode in, “Welcome to my home, ladies.”

Abigail was the sister who had won and married Alexander in their plan and Ashley seduced him. Having already accepted defeat, Abigail replied, “Magnificent view, Alex.”

He looked at me and asked, “Forgive me for asking, but are you the twin I fell in love with and married?”

“Nothing to forgive. We were born this way and we work hard to maintain the similarity. Yes, I’m Abigail. We didn’t intend to hurt you. It was just business.”

‘”I understand that. At the time it was emotionally unpleasant. I’m over that now. You’ll have to give the money back, you know.”

The girls had to keep the discussion focused on business and unemotional. He held all the power now. Ashley said, “Yes, of course. How did you find us?”

He smiled, “I had a very good investigator. He managed to recover a print of Abigail’s right big toe from a pair of shoes she left behind. It turns out the hospital where you were born uses toe prints to identify births. After that it was straightforward but difficult. You were very thorough.”

Abigail thought she detected a trace of admiration. Good. She asked, “Where do you want the money sent?”

He took a card from his coat pocket and handed it to her, and said, “Here. Are you ready to transfer it now?”

“It can only be sent at specific times on certain days of the week. What is it now?”

He looked at his watch, “Ten am , Wednesday.”

“I can do it now. I need a computer with internet access.”

“Come with me.” He got up, went to the bar, took out a laptop, placed it on top of the bar, opened the screen, typed briefly and slid it to Abigail, who had followed him.

She typed for a minute and he watched closely. Suddenly, he reached out and pulled her hand away from the keyboard and said, “Stop.”

She put her arms down. She was afraid of this.

He typed a little more, hit “enter”, watched the screen for a moment, closed the laptop, and said, “Thank you.”

“That was everything. More than twice what you lost.”

“There were expenses and a penalty, besides, you don’t need it any longer.”

Abigail and Ashley looked at each other. His statement could mean several things from ‘Go back and start over’ to ‘Go to jail for a long time.’

Ashley had followed her sister to the bar and asked, ”What happens now. Jail?”

“No. You two are too beautiful and talented for that. You’re going to work for me.”

It was not what either girl expected. Both stayed silent and stared at Alexander. He watched their eyes and recognized their surprise. He continued, “You surely didn’t think there would be no consequences?”


Chapter 3  :  Preparation

Alexander waited thirty seconds for an answer. Getting none, he said, “It’s time for breakfast,” and pushed a call button on the wall.

A door on the side wall opened and the woman who had helped Abigail entered and announced, “Breakfast is ready,” and motioned toward the door. Alexander waved the girls through the door and they all found seats around the waiting dining table. The girl served them, orange juice, coffee, tea, fruit, eggs, and pastries were served, no meat, then she joined them.

The  girls were hungry and there was little conversation, but their minds were busy, speculating on Alexander Knowles’ intentions. They didn’t ask, doubting his plans would become more favorable to them if they hurried him. Alexander filled the conversational void by pointing out the foods that were grown on his land or locally. He was knowledgeable and was able to tell them facts about which they had no interest, but at least he filled the silence. When they finished eating, he took them back into the lounge and seated them in a cozy conversation area, side by side, facing him.

He started, “OK, ladies, what do you expect now.”

They looked at each other, then Abigail started, ”We stole from you, but now you have all your money back, and all the rest of ours. We hope you are satisfied and will let us go.”

“Ok, but I asked what you expect.”

Ashley spoke, “Mr. Knowles, you have a reputation as ruthless and we are thieves. You spoke of hiring us. I expect that means you want us to perform some unusual work for you.”

“Very good, Ashley. You recall your awakening here? I see by the look on your faces that you do. Given that, extrapolate what I want you to do.”

Again, the girls exchanged glances. Abigail answered, “You want us to use our bodies for your business advantage?”

“Close. I want to use your devious minds for business advantage and your wonderful bodies for pleasure. From what I saw of your experiences earlier today, you derived much pleasure from them, and so did I, so we’ll start with the latter.”

Abigail asked, “You intend to use our bodies for pleasure while you’re keeping us in bondage and using us for sex?”

“Well, yes.”

“OK, this morning was pleasant, except for not knowing what was happening. Just to be clear, what happens if we refuse?”

“I turn you over to the authorities with proof of your crimes. You are thieves in a Moslem country. I presume you’ve heard of their penalty for thieves, and you are big-time thieves with many victims.

Ashley asked, ”Do we get safe words?”

“No, I find them much too limiting.”

Abigail turned to Ashley, ”I enjoyed this morning. I say yes.” Both girls knew Alexander was a fantastic lover and were sure that, over time, they could find a way to escape.

Ashley turned back to Alexander, “You have a deal, but one question, how long?”

He laid folders in front of both of us. “Here are your indenture contracts. Everything is in them. Read and sign them, please.”

I looked at the first page. I agreed to be Alexander’s servant for thirty years or until he released me or he died. Simple, succinct, no escape clauses or sum to be repaid. The alternative was to face Islamic justice. In other words, no choice at all. Oh well, maybe I’d like it or maybe I could escape. Thirty years was a long time for him to stay vigilant, or even care. I looked up. Alexander was watching us. I looked at Ashley, who was still staring at the short document.

Ashley raised her head and looked at me. “Thirty years? We’ll be old then. We just stole money, it was a tiny fraction of his money, and he has it all back. It’s not fair. I won’t agree to this!” She had tears running down her cheeks.

I was silent. I knew Alexander, raw emotion wouldn’t sway him, he knew us, and I, we, had hurt him. He held all the cards and knew it. He wouldn’t give an inch. He was strong willed and he was right.

“Abby, talk to him, please. Help me!”

Alexander spoke coldly, “Shall I call the police? Those are your choices, Ashley.”

I asked him, “Alex, will you be cruel to us. Can we ever regain your trust?”

He looked intently at me as he answered. I was mesmerized by his sharply chiseled features and his deep green, hypnotic eyes. “I intend for both of you to become my slaves. No one will be cruel, you have my word. But you will be punished if you disobey, break any rules, or withhold anything from me. You will be whipped regularly to remind you to be submissive. In time I may forgive you, but not now.”

He was deadly serious. We had hurt him and he was going to get even. All I could hope for was that he would call us even in less than thirty years. I needed to be the peacemaker. I said, “Ashley, he’s got us. Sign the form and let’s try to make him see us in a better light. Sign it. It’s the only deal that doesn’t have the law cutting off your hand.”

Ashley sobbed quietly but made no move to sign. She said, “I…I can’t.

He stood up and said, “We’ll move on to the next step, and come back to this later. Come with me.”


Chapter 4  :  Mark

Alexander led us into the depths of the big house. He opened a door  and asked Ashley to wait outside, took my hand and led me inside. There were three people inside, a padded table, and a cabinet. He let go of my hand, said, “Obey these people. They will get you ready. I’ll see you shortly,” and went back out the door.

I wondered what he did with Ashley. I guess I’ll find out later.

The three people were a woman, and two big men. Alexander said, “Obey these people. They will get you ready.” Abigail supposed that Ashley was going through the same process. She was correct. The rooms were soundproof. Abigail was determined to cooperate. Alexander and she had a deal, of sorts. Anyway, she was not in a position to argue. She’d have to trust him.

The woman took the robe, leaving her naked and concerned, but hesitantly cooperative. One of the men held her arms behind her while the other strapped a large gag in her mouth.  The bigger of the two lifted her in his arms as if she were weightless and lay her on onto the leather covered table. She forced herself to be docile as they handled her. It was obvious they were easily able to force her and struggling would avail her nothing. The two men strapped her down on her back in an “X” configuration, arms and legs spread. Just like this morning she couldn’t move.

The men backed away and the woman stepped close and said with a faint accent, “First, I’m going to give you a bikini wax to remove your nether hair. Mr. Knowles likes his women clean. “

Abigail wanted to object that she wasn’t “Dirty,” but held still. She was in no position to object. The woman spread warm, soft wax on Abigail’s groin and paused for it to cool. She said, “I’m Joy. This will hurt as I remove the wax. I assume you’ve not been told what’s going to happen. It’s all safe.  You’re going to get a small tattoo, I’m going to pierce you and put rings in your nose and other places. Then you’ll be taken to the workshop and chained. You’re going to be a slave girl. I hope you enjoy it as much as I do. He lets me play with his girls when he’s not using them.”

She walked away and left Abigail alone for a minute with her thoughts before she came back and ripped the wax off in strips. It hurt and Abigail screamed through her gag at each strip. She made more noise than the pain justified, fueled by her fear at what was to come. When the wax was all gone, she  rubbed some lotion on the stinging area and told me, “This is pure aloe. The sting will vanish in a few minutes. We’ll repeat once a week. The next times will be almost painless.”

She came back with something in her hand. Abigail recognized it as a tattoo gun and started, understanding that Alexander wanted her marked. Did he want to differentiate her from Ashley or was it to mark her as his property, or simply as chattel. Whatever his purpose, the message was clear: He was in control.

She had seriously considered a discrete tattoo before she had developed the Plan with Ashley, but they didn’t want to let others differentiate them and they couldn’t agree on a design. Now Alexander was making the decision for them. The so far nameless woman put a Chinese character on her left thigh in a bold red  ink, two inches high. She squealed at the beginning and softly moaned through the process, not in pain, though it hurt a little, but with the thought that she was being branded as property.

She knew Alexander Knowles wanted to ensure the twins had a harder time pulling their trick again. Ashley’s undoubtedly was different. Her mark was different, or somewhere else, or maybe no mark at all. When the woman was finished, she said, “Done,” and started cleaning her tools and storing them.

The men cleaned off a few drops of blood, put some ointment on the tattoo, and covered it with a bandage. A steel collar was closed on her neck and locked with a sharp snap. She wanted to scream. It was loose and  insulting, like she was a pet or a captive. A memory intruded on her anger, in college she had gone to a BDSM party with Ashley. Both had dressed as slave girls. The costume collars they had worn were flimsy plastic, but they had looked so sexy. She had fantasized for weeks after the party about being the slave of a handsome pirate who ravished her incessantly. Her sleep had suffered for those weeks. Abigail decided not to protest. These people were just following orders. The only meaningful protest would be made to Alexander. Did he intend to be a pirate? She was released from the table and helped up.

The door opened and a formally attired butler entered, picked up her robe and held it open for her, and said, “If you’ll follow me,  Miss Wilson, Mr. Knowles is waiting for you in his office.”

The robe was short enough to show the tattoo.

So Alexander had shared their real names. Interesting. It was a good thing she wanted an explanation from Mr. Knowles. She suspected the two men would “assist” her to the library if she didn’t follow the butler. Abigail stepped into the robe, closed it, and said, “Hello, I don’t know your name, and you know mine.”

“Yes Miss. Call me Johnson, please.”

“Thank you, Johnson, lead on.” One hundred and ten steps later we reached the office. Two walls of books, a picture window looking over the valley, an enormous computer screen with an ergonomic keyboard arranged on a table beside the big desk. Alexander Knowles was sitting at the desk doing something on the keyboard. He looked up when we entered, saw who it was, and came to me with a broad smile. It was infectious and despite his cavalier treatment of my body, I smiled in greeting. In truth I was very glad to see him, even if he was a cad, at least he was my cad, or used to be. Even now, after the latest abuses of me and Ashley, I was glad to see him. Girls are funny.

He wrapped his arms around me in a tight embrace, said, “For a rotten thief, you feel wonderful,” and he kissed me. Hard and long. I felt him getting hard elsewhere, too. Far too soon, he broke the kiss.

I told him, “I missed you, Alex.”

He got a wry smile. “My money wasn’t so important at night, was it? He took my hand and steered me to a chair facing the desk and held the chair for me. After I sat down, he went back to his desk chair and sat down.

I put a little anger in my voice, “I got a tattoo because you wanted to be able to tell me apart from Ashley.”

“Not the only reason. I thought it would look good on you. And no, I didn’t ask. how does it feel?”

“The pain is minor. The anger is worse.”

“Suck it up. You know I own both of you as long as I want. Pray I’m satisfied with giving you a tattoo that lots of girls would want.”

“What about this collar?” I said, tapping it with my finger.

“It’s not punishment, though you deserve it. No, it’s so I can keep hold of you two sneaky girls until you’ve earned your freedom.”

A spark of hope, at last. We could earn our freedom? How?“ Thirty years of slavery? You’ve already got your money back and a lot more.”

“I’m going to return all of the tainted money you haven’t spent. I don’t want it. Let’s wait for Ashley to discuss your term of service.”

Term of service. He made it sound very businesslike, but I knew he wanted to shame us, to make us crawl. I’d resist that, though he was probably hoping for that. He wanted to see us, me really, on my knees, begging. Even as I pictured that, a burst of arousal shot through me, making my whole body shake and I realized I wanted him to take me back more than I wanted freedom, even on my knees.

I looked at him with tears in my eyes, “Let Ashley go. You’ve got me. I’ll do whatever you want, be whatever you want. That will bust our scheme. She can’t do it by herself. I’ll make it up to you, be your wife, your concubine, your slavegirl, whatever you want.”

He smiled, a shark’s smile, “I had all I wanted in you and the two of you stole it, now I want more from both of you.”

My eyes dried instantly and I looked at my former husband with fear. Johnson opened the door and announced, “Miss Ashley.”

Ashley entered the library and Alex waved her to the other desk. She was angry. She flounced to the chair and flopped down, “How dare you put a tattoo on me without my permission!”

Alex was unmoved, “I thought you’d remember: Anything I do to you short of serious injury is my right. Suck it up.”

Her anger changed to a coy look. She said, “I certainly enjoyed our time together. I’d like to try it again and forget bygones. We could have a better ending.”

“We shall since I get to choose the ending.”

Ashley persisted, “What do you envision?”

“Whatever it is, I assure you I will enjoy it. Who knows, you might too.”

That didn’t sound good. I couldn’t help myself so I asked, “You don’t think we will?”

“I don’t know. Before my surprise, I would have said no, but after learning about your intended profession and preparation, I think you might. We’ll see.” He slid a folder to each of us, “sign these or I’ll send you to the authorities. Your choice.”

I was curious, “Do you have a preference, Alex?”

Yes, Id’ like to have you sign them. There are more opportunities for pleasure for all of us that way. Remember that even if you don’t sign them, I can always pick you up when they are done with you.”

I hadn’t thought of that. Shit. I opened the folder and read. It was a short, simple contract. I volunteered to be his indentured servant for thirty years or util he released me.  Thirty years. I’d be an old woman then. But what choice did I have. Maybe I’d have a chance to escape, or maybe I’d enjoy it. I liked Alex when we were married. Could things ever be like that again?

I look across the desk at Alex. Handsome, rich, powerful, smart, and as good-natured as anyone that successful can be. He had to be ruthless to have gotten to where he is now, but I had only seen the busy but thoughtful husband. Could there be a master of sex slaves under that skin? What would that feel like? I asked him, “Is there room for negotiation? Thirty years is longer than we’ve been alive.”

His reply was brief, “No. If there is any leniency in me, we can discover it together. Now, I want to own you, to discover that side of you that I know you’ve already tried on.”

My blood ran cold, he knows about our experiment with BDSM. He wants to be our dom. I blurted out. “You want to be our dom, don’t you?”

He smiled at me and said, “You’re thinking of your time in a BDSM club. Pretending that you’re a slave girl for the titillation, the excitement, when you can stop by simply speaking “NO” or some other safe-word. No, that’s entirely too restrictive. I will make you the two most, loving, obedient, responsive, submissive women on Earth, and I will enjoy subjugating you tremendously. From what I know of you two, you’ll enjoy it too. Let’s see if I’m right. Sign the form.”

Ashley joined in, “But this is for thirty years. We haven’t been alive that long. This is forever. It’s unfair. We only took a little of your money and you’ve gotten more back. It’s like a good investment for you.”

“Ashley, you two took more than money from me and I want it back.”

“You think you can get love and trust from abusing us? You’re way off base, Alex.”

“I’ve had a couple of months to consider your punishments, Ashley. Remember I know what you did to prepare for your career, the Kama Sutra practice, the BDSM club, your time as a high-priced call girl, no one outside of my house knows you are here, add in the fact that we’re in a country that has a long history of female slavery and a complete syllabus for the training of women to submission and pleasure, practiced and honed for centuries, what would you conclude?”

Silence lasted for a long moment, then Ashley said, “You won’t get away with it. We’ll be recognized.”

Then you have nothing to lose by signing the forms. You both need to sign them.”

I was ready to sign. He had us and I could see he wasn’t going to let us go util he had punished us himself. I didn’t believe his bogeyman tale of giving us to the authorities so they could cut off our hands. He wouldn’t want to waste us like that. He valued his women too highly. I  opened my mouth to say so, but Ashley beat me to it.

She yelled, “I won’t do it. Give me to the cops. They won’t hurt me and I will claim it’s all a fabrication made up by you for revenge!”

I knew that wouldn’t work. Alexander never exaggerated or lied, it violated his sense of integrity. He said he had enough to convince the authorities, then he did. I said, “ I believe you, and I am a thief. I’ll sign and hope you can come to love me again.”

“I’ve never stopped loving you, both of you, I guess. Is that your final word, Ashley?”

“Yes, it is. Let me go or give me to the police!”

Alexander got up, went to the door, opened it, and motioned the two hard-faced men inside. He pointed to Ashley and ordered, “Take Ms. Ashley to  the bastinado and get her ready, then ask Joy to join you there.”

I asked, “What’s a bastinado?” already sure it was painful.

“It’s a punishment developed locally for use in harems. The simple device holds the girls feet raised and her soles are beaten. It’s painful, but doesn’t damage her more sensitive parts. Humane in it’s way.”

“So she can be raped right after she’s beaten into submission?”

“Well, yes, but she would be anyway. Really, it’s painful enough that a second session was rarely necessary. Girls who’ve never experienced it can’t believe how painful it is for so little damage. Girl’s who’ve been through it are very careful to avoid it in the future.”

“So, it’s a humane punishment?” I was being snarky. I actually thought he’d appreciate it. I was right.

He smiled and said, “I think it’ll do her attitude a  bit of good. Rid her of her natural incredulity at her circumstances. Do you think I should rape her afterwards to ease the pain?”

I think he was serious. Would I want it? Maybe I would if I was hurting. “If you do it and are nice to her. She’d think it was foreplay.”

“Really?”

“That’s what I’d want. I guess I never stopped loving you.”

“It’s too bad you had such an unusual way of showing it.”

“Yes, I have regretted it ever since.”

“People, women especially, do funny things for money.”

“Do you think you might love me again?”

“Maybe. I don’t now. I’m still angry, but there’s hope for both of you. Let’s go watch Joy convince Ashley to sign the papers, then we’ll see whether you need to be convinced, too.”  He picked up the two folders, took my hand, and escorted me out of the room.

Ashley was naked, lying face down, supporting her torso on her arms, on a rug in the center of a large, empty room. The walls were stone and looked ancient. We had descended many feet in an elevator that required a code to operate. Ashley’s feet were raised, her ankles strapped to a horizontal wooden bar anchored to the floor by wrought iron stands bolted to the floor. Her hands were free and useless because she could not reach her bindings. The two men who had taken her here were standing near a wall, their task done for now. A woman, dressed in native attire stood by Ashley, a thin, whippy cane in her hand. She had a large ring in her nose and was smiling. Everyone looked up as we entered.

Alexander released my hand and went over to Ashley, “Are you ready to sign the papers?”

She just shook her head, “No.”

He spoke to the woman, presumably Joy, “Slow, five on each foot , pause for her to reconsider, then repeat until she agrees. You may start.” He backed up, out of the way and held my hand.

Joy stood below Ashley’s raised feet and raised her cane. She swung down and the cane swished through the air.

I watched Ashley’s face. It was set in a determined look. It crumbled when the cane thwacked on the sole of her left foot, her eyes shot open, her mouth gaped into a huge “O,” she gasped, and raised herself on her arms, trying to escape the pain.

Ashley writhed, moaning, her feet helplessly immobile, waiting for the next blow of the cane.

Joy waited for a long moment before she raised the cane. Ashley’s moan dribbled away to silence, before the next blow. Joy struck the other foot and Ashley jumped before she started howling. It was the howl of the trapped wolf, the unhuman sound of primal pain that couldn’t be escaped. It was terrible.

I looked at Alexander’s face. He looked miserable. He felt her pain and wished she would give in and sign the papers, but he felt he had to continue, and hated the necessity. I went to Ashley, knelt, put my head close to hers, and begged, “Please sis, sign the paper. I will too.”

I got through to her , she nodded her head, “Yes.” I turned to Alexander and yelled, “She agreed to sign. Give me the papers and a pen.”

He walked over, waving off Joy, and handed me both folders and a pen.

I found mine and lay the other under Ashley’s face. I opened mine and quickly signed it, Joy picked it up and witnessed it. I gave the pen to Ashley and she hurriedly signed it.  Joy witnessed it and handed both folders to Alexander.

He opened both and glanced at the signatures and said, “Joy, stop now,” and turned to the two men and said, “Paws and pads now, please.”


Chapter  5  :  Pets

The two men released Ashley’s feet and turned her over on her back. They put black gloves on her hands and fastened them with a buckle and told her not to move. They both worked on her left leg first.  They  lifted her legs up, bent her knees into ninety-degree angles, and fitted the two halves of a plastic and foam shell around her knee and strapped it together. They put a matching shell on her right leg and rolled her up on her hands and knees.

She stood still and I thought she looked confused.  The gloves had a thick pad protecting the palm, but she couldn’t grasp anything, either. I’m sure the soles of her feet hurt terribly, but she could still move, but her legs were held bent so she could walk on all fours but couldn’t stand up. We had done puppy play during our BDSM sojourn, and now it was all she could do. One of the men clipped a leash onto her collar and led her, balking, to Alexander.

He took her leash and pulled her head up. She was helpless and looked scared. “That was a stupid fight, Ashley. Do you agree?”

Ashley nodded her head, “Yes.”

“Speak, Ashley. And call me “Master.”

“Yes, master.”

“Good, don’t backslide or it will hurt. You too, Abigail. Understand?”

I knew what he wanted, and to be honest, I already thought of him that way. In unison, Ashley and I said, “Yes, master.”

He was watching me and smiled. “Also, Abigail, lose the robe. It’s naked from now on for both of you.”

I quailed at the thought but didn’t dare question him now. I dropped the robe at my feet and crossed my arms over my breasts without thinking about it.

“Ashley, up on your knees.”

She didn’t move. I don’t think she knew she could.

Alex motioned to Joy, who slashed the cane across Ashley’s back. Ashley squealed and jumped.

Alex said, “Up on your knees, Ashley.”

This time she managed to kneel up.

“Good.

“Now both of you, cross your arms behind you and arch your back. Stand tall and hold your head high. Thrust your breasts out. They’re wonderful. Be proud of them.”

I was beginning to understand his rules. We were always going to be on display. Ashley was looking at me in horror. I followed his orders. “Yes, master.”

Ashley took the cue, “Yes, master.”

“Good girls.  This is your usual pose unless you’re doing something else. You are expected to do your best and will be corrected if less than perfect. Joy, a demonstration, please.”

Joy slipped out of her sarong-like garment and took up the pose displaying the heavy rings piercing her breasts and labia. Instantly she became a living statue, breasts high and proud, thrust forward, muscles sharply defined, arms crossed tightly across her back, feet spread to shoulder width, head high, and a bright, happy smile lighting her face. She was beautiful and sexy and enticing, even to me, a confirmed bisexual. I wanted to look like that, hell, maybe I would if I smiled like that.

Alexander said, “American girls need a little help to present like that. You’re going to receive that help. ”

I was sure that any such “Help” would be unpleasant, “Master, we don’t need that. Just a few pointers from Joy is all we need.”

“It’s already arranged. Joy, fix Abigail like Ashley and bring them to the lounge when they’re ready.”

Joy replied, “Yes, master.” then motioned to the two men pointing to me.

I started to run after master, but Joy said sharply, “You will be punished if you move, Abigail!”

I was intimidated by her and froze. The two men came over, ordered me to the floor and put paws and knee pads on me. Joy added a leash to my collar, positioned me beside Ashley, and ordered, “Kneel up Abigail then display.”

I got to my knees beside Ashley and crossed my arms behind me. I remembered Alexander’s instructions and arched my back, straining to be as perfect as possible.

Joy said, “Very good. You will train well.”

Ashley asked, “Were you trained, Joy?”

“First, you must ask permission to speak and you must address me as “Mistress.” You may be disciplined if you fail, but next time since you did not know the rules. Do it properly now.”

Ashley’s smile faded but she asked, “Mistress, may I ask you a question?”

“Yes.”

“Were you trained, mistress?”

“Yes, I was. But I have been promoted now.”

“Mistress, what am I?”

“Silly, both of you are slaves.”

I was already sure of our status, but it was confirmed now. Alexander was going to get proper revenge on us for our misdeeds to him.

Joy ordered, “Get down.”

Both of us dropped to our hands.

“Line up, three feet apart, facing the door.”

I moved to align with Ashley, terribly conscious of the leash fastened to my collar. Joy stood between us and said, ”Good girls. Now lower your shoulders and rest on your elbows.”

We both did.

“Good, now don’t move until I tell you.” She handed our leashes to one of the men and walked across the room, out of our line of sight. She returned and I felt something  shoved into my anus. I gasped but it  was smooth and done quickly. It started small and swelled almost to my limit then got smaller. Cone shaped. It was lubed and slid in quickly. I instinctively wiggled my ass. I felt whatever was sticking out sway back and forth and the plug was solid. She had given me a springy tail, not a fluffy one.

I remembered watching girls doing puppy-play when we were learning the ropes sin the BDSM club. They had a good time and it usually ended with them on their backs being fucked by the guys they had played with. I hoped that’s how tonight would end.

I heard Ashley gasp and snuck a glance. She had a springy tail, too.

Joy took the leashes back from the man and stood between us again. “Up on your hands,” she ordered.

We obeyed, of course.

“Slow walk, try to exactly match your sister’s movement. You two will lead and I’ll direct you. If I tug on your leash, slow down. If I slap your shoulder with it, speed up. Go.”

We walked on hands and knees to the door and stopped. Joy opened it and we walked through.

“Turn left.”

My feelings were confused. What I was doing was demeaning, on one level, I had been demoted from human to pet. Still it was human sex play. Alexander was now my legal owner, temporary, if one considered thirty years “Temporary.” I didn’t. So I had been demoted from human to slave. An ancient human tradition. It was certain I had given all my power to him. Making me crawl like a dog pleased him or maybe he wanted me to learn something.

Ashley and I had two choices. Fight this idea or go along with it. We could earn punishment or try to excel at it and make us and him happy. Being a happy, cooperative puppy seemed like a better idea to me, especially since, in my experience, happy puppies were treated well and given lots of loving attention (sex).

The hall was long and she sped us up once. She loaded us in the elevator and took us out on the house level. Alexander and another man were in the lounge when we were led in.

Alexander said to the other man, “Klaus, these two lovely puppies are Abigail, my former wife on the left, and Ashley, her sister. They were very bad girls and to make up for that, they have signed indentures, so, they’re mine for a long time. Today’s their first day so we’re starting easy.”

Klaus: ”They are lovely, how can you tell them apart?”

“They’re identical twins, and that was part of their naughtiness. So to prevent and future surprises I has a nice tattoo put on them, left thigh for Abigail, right for Ashley.”

Klaus: “May I inspect them?”

“Of course. Hold still, girls.”

I felt Joy tighten up my leash. I remembered her cane and held very still. Klaus came to me first, knelt beside me, turned my head so we were face to face, looked me over intently, and kissed me, too briefly. He ran his hands over my body, feeling my muscles, ribs, back, ass cheeks, belly, and breasts. He was a big man and handled me with authority, like a judge at a dog show. It was arousing and a moan escaped me, but I didn’t move.

Then he went to Ashley and I heard a soft whimper. She must have also come to a decision not to fight.

When he went back to Alexander, he said, “They are beautiful and co compliant. You must have trained them well.”

“Beauties like them have all the inherited female triggers in their DNA for submission to the male. They were raised in a western, liberal environment and just needed a stimulus to bring out their natural behavior.”

Klaus was surprised, “I saw no evidence of any “Stimulus.”

“I used the bastinado on Ashley and let Abigail watch. The Arabs have long used that device to train women. They have specialists in that art and I have employed a team to train these two. Tomorrow they will begin their training and learn to be obedient, submissive, and eager to please men. Tonight is for play.”

He handed Klaus a small blue ball and held a red one. “Play with Ashley and I’ll take Abigail. There are bits of fruit and chocolate on the table to reward them.”

Joy removed the leashes from Ashley and me. Alex motioned me to him and I crawled over. I surprised myself. I was happy he wanted to play with me, not punish me. My hopes rose that he would end the evening loving ne. I could easily see him hating me for how I had behaved, but that looked less likely now that he owned me.

“Fetch the ball, Abby,” and he rolled it gently across the carpet.

I crawled after it as fast as I could. I was clumsy. I hoped I would improve with practice. It was demeaning but playing anything with him was  a win for me. I picked up the ball with my mouth and trotted back to him. I cherished the smile on his face and made the mistake of staring into those deep green eyes and forgetting what I was doing. He had to reach to take the ball from my mouth. When he got it he tousled me hair, said, “Good girl,” and rolled it again.

We repeated this game of “Fetch” until I was sweating. I was really getting into it, trying to reduce the time it took to fetch the ball. He had gradually made it harder, throwing the ball so it ricocheted off the furniture and walls and I had to look for it, him cheering my successes. I was having fun, just doing something mindless for my master. It was simple, if he was happy, so was I.

He let me rest until my breathing slowed, him sitting in a chair, me kneeling and leaning back between his knees while he caressed my breasts and nipples. I leaned my head way back so I could see his face.

I said, “Joy told us she was a slave but she’s been promoted and we have to call her Mistress and ask permission to speak. Is it the same for you? Address you as Master and ask permission to speak?”

“You will have certain rules to follow to avoid being disciplined and yes, those rules apply to those in power over you, which is nearly everyone. You two have earned the lowest rank. Slave.”

“Will you be cruel, Master?”

“I will be consistent, which may be the same thing. I will punish you when you break the rules and just when I want to hear you cry. We’ve rested long enough, turn around, back up a few feet, and kneel up.”

He tossed small pieces of vegetables: carrots, peas, cucumbers, cherry tomatoes. I tried to catch them in my mouth. If I failed, I had to chase them. I had to eat them anyway, but if I managed to catch it in my mouth, I was rewarded with a grape or strawberry. Of course it was demeaning, but I got caught up in the excitement and enjoyed it, squealing with delight when I earned a piece of fruit.

He smiled throughout the game and I kissed his fingers when he handed me a piece of fruit. When he ran out of things to toss, he took a leash and a cane from Joy and had me practice heeling. He walked, slowly, at first around the room in an erratic path and I had to follow him closely. When I failed to turn with him, he swatted me with the cane and stopped for me to catch up. After a few minutes and ten stripes, I learned to watch his feet and  anticipate, then I was perfect. He led me on a few twisty circuits of the room and I matched his strides very well, I thought.

He stopped and I knelt up beside him,  and strained into display pose, arms crossed behind me, back arched, head up, smiling, proud of my performance, and so very horny. I wanted him to throw me down on the floor and take me. My sex was sopping wet and I wanted him in me. I whimpered in need but he ignored me, thoroughly, maddeningly, in control of me and himself.

He said, “Stay,” dropped the leash and stepped away behind me. I wanted to see what he was doing, but I didn’t turn my head. He returned quickly, patted my head, praised me, “Very good work, Abby,” and fed me four, large, succulent grapes.

He took my leash and led me over to Klaus and Ashley. Apparently, her time with Klaus had gone well, too. Both she and Klaus were smiling. She was kneeling in display pose and he was standing beside her, holding her leash. It hadn’t taken long for the men to strip away the veneer of modern, civilized women and reveal natural, submissive, dependent females.

Alexander asked Klaus, “Did Ashley perform well?”

“Indeed, she was a joy to work with.”

“Good, I think we should reward them. Ashley, lay on your back, knees wide.”

Ashley’s eyes grew wide and she did as ordered. The usual female submission pose. She smiled at Klaus. Obviously thinking he would be the one to reward her. When she was arranged to his satisfaction, Alexander ordered, “Abigail, display over her, head to tail.

I saw Ashley’s quick expression of shock quickly change to interest. She was curious. Well, I was too. I, and as far as I knew, she, had never eaten out a woman. Would she taste like a man?

I was interested too, but we really had no choice, we had a duty to obey our owner, besides, Joy was waiting for an opportunity to cane our bottoms. I watched myself straddle Ashley, as though in a dream. It felt sinful and simultaneously forced. I was still wet and aroused and suddenly my need was changing. My head hung over the junction of her widespread thighs. My heart thudded as I awaited the next, inevitable command.

“Cover Ashley, Abigail. Tongues in cunts both of you and don’t stop licking until she comes.”

I gaped at the engorged, naked, mound of Venus bare inches from her nose. She’d never made love to a woman before!

Joy flicked a cane lightly across Abigail’s bottom. Alexander warned, “Do it, Abby.”

Abigail lowered her head and hesitantly kissed the bare skin of Ashley’s labia and gazed at the glistening inner pink lips poking through the cleft labia. Excitement coursed through her. They both were helpless and all she had to do was surrender to the inevitable.

The cane flicked her bottom again  and she heard Alexander say, “Gently, just encourage her.”

Abigail was happy that Alexander seemed to remember her so well. The sting  of the cane reminded her that she was making a spectacle of herself before two strangers. She took a perverse thrill and she was enjoying it as animal instinct warmed her loins.

She felt the heat rising off Ashley’s body, remembered they were both helpless with their leashes held by two men, ducked her head, and kissed Ashley’s sex again. Her pouting lips glistened wetly and the musk of her arousal was overwhelming, the most intimate perfume, similar but not quite the same as her own.

She realized Ashley was looking up into her own  excited and swollen sex and she was also wet. Was she dripping into Ashley’s face, was she licking the drops up in anticipation?

The stinging cane flicked her bottom again and Alexander murmured, “Ashley is a beautiful bitch and she’s yours to enjoy.”

Yes, Ashley was gorgeous, all I have to do is let go, be natural .

Abigail buried her face in the hot slit under her, licking and sucking fast as she closed her thighs on Ashley’s head and her eager tongue got busy in her own slit. The first ever penetration of her by a woman forced a gasp of delight from her lips, silenced by the moist lips of Ashley’s sex.

She jerked her hips up and down, forcing her cunt into Ashley’s face, thrilling to the tongue rasping over the hard nub of her clit. Her own nose pushed into Ashley’s love canal, reciprocating pleasure as Ashley bucked and writhed beneath her. They climaxed together, still identical sisters, with whines and yelps of pleasure. Finally they collapsed, motionless and dozing, breathing deeply.

Joy gently pulled Abigail’s hands behind her and clipped the paws rings together, then she puled Ashley’s hands around Abigail’s waist and clipped them together in an unconscious embrace. Their legs were pulled wide apart and spreader bars clipped to their knee braces.

They were left alone in the room, their faces damp with their sister’s love juices, still pressed into their sister’s love canals.


Chapter  6 :  Rings & Things

I woke slowly with the wonderful taste of Ashley in my mouth and her aroma tickling my brain. I muzzily remembered our frantic love making. Why had we waited so long to do it. We had wasted years of opportunity. Oh well, now we knew, we’d do it again, soon. Then I remembered why we did it. We needed Alexander’s permission. Would we be permitted to love each other. Of course he would. It entertained him. Or was it just to tempt us and he’d withhold it to punish us? Maybe he’d let strangers watch us for entertainment?

Minutes later I discovered we were bound together by our manacled arms. I spoke softly, “Ashley, are you awake?”

“Yes. Can you move? You’re heavy.”

“No. Your arms are holding me tight. Can you let go?”

“No, they’re locked together. Damn!”

“I enjoyed our roll in hay. Did you?”

“Hell, yes. Why did we wait so long? Want to do it again? We’re still in position and there’s no one around to stop us.”

We must have been being watched somehow for Joy walked in on us.

Joy released us from our forced embrace. I suspected it would be a regular practice to put us in restricted positions to reinforce our submission. She ordered us to get up our knees and display. We were slow, our muscles stiff. We still wore our leashes. She took us to a large bathroom, positioned us kneeling with spread legs over floor drains, locked chains tour collars holding us in place, and gave us simultaneous enemas.

While we were being cleaned, I wondered why this room existed. Had slave girls been housed here? Who needed such a room otherwise?

When we were clean inside, she put the leashes back on us, instructed us to not speak unless addressed, and led us to a dining room. The men sat at a table and we were led to kneel beside their chairs and she  told to “Display.”

Joy stood next to a wall five feet from either of us, with a cane in her hand, watching for an error to correct. The men ate and talked business and fed us by hand. Neither of them addressed us, they just held a spoon or fork out to us and we opened our mouths and took the food.

I was hungry and the food was good, though I wished they had fed us more. I had expected more talk, orders, anything. It was disappointing after all the interaction of puppy play. I guess we were being reminded we were now pets without self-determination. I smiled as required, but not on the inside. Ashley was beautiful and silent like me and I wondered how she felt. I made a mental note to ask her when I got the chance.

It was, like everything since we were captured, demeaning. I was sure that was intentional, and to tell the truth, I knew both of us deserved it.

After dinner Klaus took Ashley away, for fun I hoped. Joy left us and Alexander took hold of my leash and had me “Heel” him. We went into the lounge and he turned on a huge television set and watched a business news show. He cuffed my hands behind me, removed my paws and knee pads, put leg irons on me, and set me on his lap. I didn’t resist anything since it would be futile, probably unpleasant, and I was hoping for more sex.

He fondled my nipples and labia while he watched. Of course, it made me horny as hell. I moaned softly as I got hot. He shushed me and kept on arousing me, ignoring, and enjoying my squirming frustration. I know he felt it too since his cock was under me and growing large. He had incredible self-control and ignored his own need.

Finally, when the business news ended, he bent me over a chair and took me in my clean ass. Thankfully, he used a lot of lubricant and it was god-like pleasure to my horny body when he forced my anus open and filled my needy cavity. He was slow and steady, pumping up my arousal, occasionally swatting an ass cheek letting me know he was totally in control. He waited until I had squealed my submission before he came. It was heavenly. I think I swooned, briefly, and when I was aware again, he was still in me, slowly shrinking. I said, “Thank you, master. That was fucking wonderful. Will you take me that way every night?”

“Probably not. I think variety is better, but you’ll have your bottom well exercised, don’t worry.”

I think he meant it would be well striped, but that could be  fun too. He had me kneel in front of him and he locked the handcuff and leg iron chains together. He sat back down and had me shuffle up between his legs and take his penis in my mouth. He ordered me to gently stimulate him and left me there, mostly just holding him in my mouth. It sounds boring, but I enjoyed it. I was serving my master using very little energy and tasting his strong musk. We stayed that way for over an hour before he released the lock between my two sets of chains. He took my arm and led me to his bedroom.

He stripped off his clothes, and took me into a huge bathroom, still chained, and let me use the facilities, watching me closely, I think he was emphasizing that I had no privacy. He took me into a large, walk-in shower and washed me thoroughly and gently, then himself. I was pretty helpless, but I rubbed against him at every opportunity while he washed, rinsed, and dried me.

When I was clean and dry, he took me to a makeup counter and chair, remarkable only for the eyebolt below the mirror sporting two feet of chain. He seated me, locked the chain to my collar, and freed my hands. He told me, “Call when you’re done,” and left the room. I dried my hair, brushed it, and removed the traces of my two-day old makeup.

When I was ready, I sat there and looked at myself in the mirror. I had seen myself naked doing my makeup, seated just like this. The collar and chain was new and frightening. I would se myself like this from now on. I was chattel. I had an owner who made rules I had to follow. I was no longer free. All my fault. Ashley and I had never seriously worried about being caught. Dumb, dumb, dumb. What was happening to Ashley. Was she in  pain or being fucked by Klaus?

I got out of the chair and knelt in display pose, forced close to the table by my chain and called out, “Master, I’m ready.”

I heard movement and watched Alexander enter. He smiled when he saw me, came over, said, “You look good in a collar, Abby,” cuffed my hands behind me and unchained me. I stood and he took my arm and guided me out of the bathroom and to the bed. Unsurprisingly, there was a chain lying on the covers waiting for me. It was a short chain, two feet maybe, fastened to the massive headboard. I sat on the bed and he locked the chain to my collar. I lay back and he threw the covers over me. He climbed in next to me and said, “Reminds me of when we were married. I expect you’ll be more pleasant than then.”

“Your wish is my command, master.”

“Yes, it is, slave, lay on your back and spread your legs.”

He took me twice before sleep and once in the morning. I discovered that if I arched my back, I made a hollow for my arms and it was more comfortable. I spent the night lying on wet sheets, but it was wonderful anyway. Much better than when we were actually married and I was trying to drive him into Ashley’s arms.

In the morning he dressed then took me into the bath, washed my sticky nether regions, put my leash on, and took me to the breakfast room. I was a pct slave girl. He did everything he wanted to me and I obligingly moved my body as he directed, stayed silent and enjoyed having someone else decide what needed to be done.

Occasionally I reflected on my total dependence and decided I liked it. There was nothing I wanted more than to be in Alex’s life. I would have enjoyed more control, but I had no idea what I would do differently. Was all of a girls independence just for show?

Klaus brought Ashley in just after us. She looked clean and unmade up too. Again the men fed us by hand and didn’t talk to us. When they finished eating, they handed our leashes to Joy and left.

Joy said, “Time to start your training girls.” And led us to the elevator. We went down a long way before the door opened. The walls looked like ancient, reddish sandstone, it was dimly lit, and the floor was sAlex. She led us fifty feet along the dim corridor and pushed open a thick, metal door. It groaned, resisting motion. In the room were 4 men, locals by their clothes and swarthy skin. I was frightened immediately.

Two of the men came over, one of them carrying something small and black.  The other one took my leash from Joy who left without a word. She had ruthlessly controlled and punished me, but I was sorry to see her go. She hadn’t been cruel and the men looked cruel.

The one with the leash held it in his fist next to my collar, and lifted me onto tiptoes, he said, “Don’t move,” in a rough voice. The other one didn’t speak but shook out the black piece of leather and put it on my head. It was a half hood. It covered the top of my  head down to below my eyes, leaving my nose and mouth uncovered. Thick pads covered my eyes and ears, eliminating vision and damping sound. It buckled under my chin and fit my head like a helmet.

One of them said, “Open your mouth.”

I didn’t like the sound of that so I clamped my mouth shut. He pinched my left nipple, very hard, and the sharp pain was intense. I yelped and he stuffed a gag in my mouth and buckled it behind my head. I learned these men would not tolerate balkiness from me. They didn’t plead or negotiate, they used instant pain to enforce their orders.

I was alone with four strange men, blindfolded, gagged, wrists cuffed behind me, leg irons  locked on my ankles, collared, and leashed. I was completely helpless so I stopped resisting.

They removed my handcuffs and replaced them with leather straps. My arms were crossed behind me, a strap bound my wrists together, another strap went around my upper arms, pulled tight and buckled. My knees were encircled with leather, my leg irons removed, a man gripped my arms and held me up while my legs were crossed and bound with another strap.

I was draped over a massive shoulder, carried on a long walk, set down on a dirty carpeted surface on my face, my knees folded and my ankles tied to my wrists. I heard footsteps as my carrier walked away.

Was I alone? I thought about escaping and explored my bonds. I tugged on each one, seeking movement, any slack, and finding none. I wasn’t getting loose by myself, I was immobilized, and silenced.

I heard a chuckle. I wasn’t alone, one of them was watching me. He said, “There is no escape for you.”

He was right, for now. But sometime, maybe. I’d keep looking.

It wasn’t long before there were sounds and something soft jostled me. Ashley, I guessed. More jostling I guessed she was being trussed  up like me. When car doors slammed and we started moving, I tried to say “Ashley,” through the gag. I think she understood me by the way she rolled against me. Wishful thinking, maybe, but I felt better. We were in the back of a van, I guessed. What was Alexander doing to us? No way to tell, but it was obviously our owner’s wishes. It couldn’t be too bad.

After an hour in stop and go traffic, we stopped. There was a cacophony of sound for the last ten minutes that stopped just before we stopped. I guessed we drove into a garage and the background sound stopped when the door was closed. I was taken out of the van and carried somewhere. My feet were placed on the floor but mt feet were still held crossed by a strap.

Someone held me up and the strap was taken off my ankles so I could stand by myself. I was backed up against a wall and told, “Stay here.” I didn’t have a choice, my arms and knees still bound and blindfolded, so I stood there, touching the wall.

I heard Ashley being brought in and I felt her being placed next to me, our shoulders touched. She was quickly moved away from me, A chain was locked to my collar, holding me close to the wall and all the straps removed from my body. I was measured, neck, arms, legs, and waist, then I was taken from the wall and laid on my back on a hard, smooth surface, wood? I was strapped down securely, several straps for each limb and one for my head.

They brushed some chemical liquid on my nipples,  painted the inside of my nostrils, and both sides of my labia. It was cool and wet feeling and dried quickly. Abigail suspected she was to be pierced and felt even more horrified. Alexander was going to ensure that her modifications were visible to everyone who saw her. He'd likely us her piercings to secure her  and restrain her. She could imagine he’d use them to fasten things to her like bells and chains, force her to stay in uncomfortable positions, make her beg, anything to make her more submissive and reinforce his dominance.

Once it dried, the men expertly tweaked her nipples until they had engorged to aching fullness. Abigail desperately fought the arousal, to no avail, her body reacted to their fingers in spite of her feelings, the ageless plight of females.  They kept them stimulated until the .

The piercer approached the supine, helpless Abigail  with a punch and placed it carefully around Abigail’s left nipple. Abigail recognized the feel of the tool and instantly knew what it was for. She squealed and futilely tried to flinch away. The nameless woman beamed at her helpless victim, said, “Hold still and it will hurt less,” and in five swift motions put holes in Abigail’s nipples, labia, and nose. Abigail squealed and tried to plead as each part of her was pierced. She screamed loudest when the punch entered her nose, dreading the thought of bearing the shaming nose ring of a slave.

The woman took the self-locking rings from the antiseptic bath, and one at a time closed the rings in all my new holes. My ears were already pierced, so my delicate earrings were simply replaced with the large, heavy rings. They were all much heavier than I usually wore. I felt the weight and knew they were large but didn’t know their color. I would only learn that when the blindfold was removed. I hoped they were gold.  I heard the internal locks click into place and knew Alexander Knowles intended me to wear his rings forever. A woman gently smeared lubricant on my new rings and rotated them to prevent adhesion. I hoped they remembered the rings had to be lubricated frequently until the holes healed.

My arms were released, I was pulled into a sitting position, and my hands cuffed behind me. My legs were released, cuffs with a foot of chain joining them were clamped on my ankles, and I was lifted off the table and set on my feet. The floor was smooth and clean. Some sort of cloth enveloped me. A Chador?

I heard the one of the men say something short in Arabic, my leash pulled my neck, and I stumbled to follow. Thankfully my captor walked slow and I could keep up despite the discordant sensation of my new rings tugging at my flesh.

The floor got rough and strong smells assailed my nose. I heard a girl sobbing and wondered what was being done to her. There were loud grinding noises separated by staccato sizzling sound, repeating, sometimes interrupted by the clinking of chain, as the girl sobbed.

She had heard that women in this part of the world were intentionally kept ignorant, even virtually illiterate, so they wouldn’t learn of the western world and revolt against existing merely to please and obey their men, their masters. Women were not companions to men here. They existed to serve men and bear their children. Things may be changing but it was slow. Was that the fate Alexander intended for she and Ashley? They couldn’t stop him.

All they could do was try to convince him they could do so much more, deserved so much more.

The noises stopped and the girl’s voice grew silent. Was she taken away?

Someone pulled her forward by her leash. Her turn?

My robe was removed, naked among strangers again. A metal belt or waistband was wrapped around me waist, pulled very tight, and locked. My collar was unlocked and removed, what a relief to be rid of that thing. I spoke too soon. A different collar was put on my throat, apparently for a fitting for it was rotated and soon removed. I heard metal grinding noises then it was wrapped around my neck again. It was very tall and forced me to keep my head up. I guess they were happy with the fit now.

I was bent over, my breasts and head on a pad restring on a table.  Cloth was laid on my upper back and my head and hands held my upper arms and my head down on the pad. Something thin was shoved under the collar and that sizzling sound came again, very close to my head. It stopped and the hands held me down for another minute as Arabic flowed over my head. Then the grinding sound. This time I felt it through the collar, like they were engraving or smoothing it. Soon it stopped, the cloth removed, and I was lifted off the pad. The new collar was snug and very tall. It was warm and I guess they used heat to close it on me. I shook my head and heard clinking as the attachment rings swung freely, more than one. I wondered what I looked like now.

I was laid face up on a table, my cuffs and leg irons removed and strapped down. The straps held my arms and legs immobile, while my wrists and ankles were off the edge.

Since then I have come to understand the process of putting me in  permanent shackles. A cuff made to my measurements was put on my wrist or ankle and the fit checked. They were always made just a hair too big to allow for mistakes then they were fit to the living member, that was the grinding noise as material was removed to fit.

Then it was clamped together and a thin insulator slipped between the metal and my skin to protect me from the heat. The halves were micro-welded together. That was the sizzling sound. Then the weld was ground smooth. That was the grinding sound.

After the cuffs were attached a short chain, fourteen inches, was welded between my ankle cuffs and my wrist cuffs were locked together behind me. Ashley was fixed identically by another crew. Still blindfolded and covered in the chador, I was placed in the van, hogtied again, in chains with no key, along with Ashley, and returned to our master.

We were returned to Alexander, still wearing blindfolds and gags, wrists locked behind us and irons on our feet, just as we had left.  But we were very different. The chains had no keys and only a smith could free us. We had rings in our noses, ears, nipples and labia that we couldn’t remove, either.

My nightmare was that I would be only used for sex and childbearing. I wouldn’t mind so much if he humiliated me or made me serve his friends. Heck, I deserved it. I was not just pretty, I was educated and intelligent. I wanted to use my intelligence.

I hoped he would let me use my education and experience to help him and be more than a plaything. Ashley and I had not been able to talk and I was sure she would feel the same.

When the return trip ended our legs were released, we were taken off the van, and taken upstairs in the elevator. Just outside the elevator we were stopped and our chador, gags, and blindfolds were removed. The same four men surrounded us.

It took a few minutes before I could see clearly again. I looked at Ashley since I couldn’t lower my head and my hands were locked behind me.

Her collar, cuffs, and rings were gold. The  rings were at least a quarter inch thick. Her nose ring reached to the top of her lip and the nipple rings were two inches in diameter. Her labia rings were smaller. I knew exactly what they felt like. In truth, I had considered piercings before. I thought them sexy. I had to admit that Ashley looked like something out of an erotic dream, beautiful, helpless, and arousing as hell, and I was a confirmed heterosexual. I liked men, but I wanted her. I hoped I looked as good.

The men put our leashes on us, this time fastening them to our nose rings. Damn! They were very sensitive. Any tug was painful. I followed very close to keep the leash slack. We were led into the lounge where Joy and Alexander waited. We were led close to Alex and stopped. He smiled at us and ordered, “Display.”

I was happy to see them and be back, even if more helpless than before. I hoped life would get better because I couldn’t do anything to change it.


Chapter  7  : Introduction

Alexander said, “you two look magnificent, like harem girls from an opium  dream. How do you feel, Abigail?”

What should I say? I considered and told the truth. “I hurt from the rings. I am helpless and totally dependent on you. I’m submissive and fearful. I want you to love me. I will obey you out of fear and hope. I know you are my master.”

“Well said. It’s a good start. How about you Ashley?”

Ashley paused a long moment and then said, “Master, my rings hurt too, and I acknowledge you as me legitimate master. I hope you will not punish us but let us be your helpers and let us give you pleasure.”

“Rest assured girls. I do not want to punish you, and I want pleasure from both of you. But I will not forget  that neither of you can be trusted. You will be trained to the standards of perfection in pleasure for which the women in this part of the world are famous. Gentlemen, come up here, please.”

The four men who had been our guards while we were ringed, chained, and collared stepped forward, lined up, and turned towards us.

Alex introduced us, belatedly, “Men, this is Ashley and Abigail,” pointing to us.

Girls, this is, “Omar, Malik, Habib, and Abdul,” pointing to each of them in succession. They will train you and teach you. Sometimes learning is painful, but if you try hard, your rewards will be significant.”

I looked closely at the men, I needed to understand and obey them, of course, but  who were they? To train slave girls did they enjoy their work, were they sadistic, understanding, kind, evil, aggressive, had they trained other Western women, or were we the first? All of them were dark complexioned, smiling appreciatively at us. I hoped they found us pretty. Certainly they saw two vulnerable, helpless women they could use as they wanted. I felt like a rabbit being eyed by four wolves.

Alexander spoke a final time, “Gentlemen, you may begin. Girls, try hard and the training will end sooner.”

Abdul came over,  picked up my leash, and led me out. Habib led Ashley, and the other trainers followed. They took us back down the elevator, to the ancient part of the house. The “Slave Quarters?”

As soon as the doors closed behind the girls and their trainers, Alexander asked, ”Are the cameras and mikes in place and ready?”

Joy answered, “Yes sir. I tested them and you can watch them from your computer. Shall I start it now?”

“No, go get us  something cold to drink . I’ve got a call to make first.” When Joy has left, Alexander makes his call, ”Michael, Alex, they’ve started ... In a week. OK. Bye.”

As soon as we stepped out of the elevator the blindfolds were put on us and the steel rings put in our mouths and strapped in place. I remembered the rings well. They were going to fuck our mouths and probably all our other holes too. I wasn’t surprised. We were tempting morsels already packaged for use. I hoped they would let us cum too.

I was sure Ashley didn’t feel this way. She’d want to escape and restart our swindle. I wanted to stay and rebuild his trust in me. Right now I wanted to be his property until I could convince him I was ready to be his helpmate.

More than that, now, I wanted to be fucked. I was ready to start getting back into his favor.

The men ushered the blindfolded girls into a largish nearly empty room. There were two short stands, really only a narrow horizontal board, two feet long, supported by three-foot steel posts at either end. There were ringbolts set in the floor. Four tripods held video cameras focused on the stands and bright lights illuminated the room.

Abigail and Ashley were led in and strapped to the stands, their ankle chains locked to a ringbolt. Cords were tied around a hank of hair and the other end tied to their wrists, forcing their heads up. The cameras were started and two men came to each helpless female.

I was bent over a tale and strapped down, a strap over my back. Another at my waist, a padded rest held my chin high and my head back. My ankle chain was fastened to the floor and I was ready for all my holes to be used. Once I accepted that I was a sex toy then I knew what to expect. I was all for a good fuck if it led to my orgasm.

I realized that I wasn’t afraid. I was aroused. By my bondage. What the fuck? I thought back and realized I hadn’t been afraid since I had woken up as Alexander’s captive. For whatever screwed up crazy feminine logic I was giving myself to Alexander. I owed it to him and I would help him collect.

Abigail had been strapped down for less than a minute before one of the men grabbed her head with both hands and rammed his semi-erect cock through the ring in her mouth and face-fucked her. She was startled by the suddenness of her impalement. She was already expecting it but the speed was startling.

He praised her,  telling her how good his cock felt in her mouth and it made her proud and happy she was giving him pleasure. Strange, she thought. I didn’t agree, yet I’m glad.

One moment hands were tying back her head and the next his cock was in her mouth and she could do nothing but endure it ramming in and out of her oral cavity. She was able to exude enough saliva to help it slide easily and enjoyably. Truthfully, she rather enjoyed the experience. She had fellated many boys in her youth and viewed it as both enjoyable and a female power. He owed her a debt of pleasure, she got erotic thrill, she liked the taste, and there was no chance of pregnancy.

After a minute or so a whip stripe landed on her ass and she made a muffled shriek. He kept pumping in her mouth as a second, third and more stripes turned red on her ass. They were spaced evenly on her bottom and were many seconds apart. After a couple of minutes the stripes quit smarting and a warm glow enveloped her.

This is very pleasant, she thought. Females are designed to absorb  pain and turn it into pleasure. Nature plans for us to be forced into sex. It’s all part of nature’s design for people to populate the planet. It’s a grand plan. Men are stronger to protect and control women. We’re weaker, soft, smaller, and child bearing. They are designed for taking territory for us to live in and raise our children. We are designed for having children and belonging to men. I want to belong to Alexander.

While the first male continued to use her mouth, a second male started on her other end. An already-erect penis nudged her damp labia apart and brutally rammed into her cunt, shooting a mighty surge of arousal through her.

The two men surged at either end of her, completely in sequence and she wondered it was consciously planned. They both withdrew, then jammed into her at the same time. It was rhythmic and enjoyable. The man using her cunt started slapping her ass cheeks with one, then two hands as he rammed into her. It was at first startling, never painful, and, in the end, arousing.

The man in her throat climaxed first, filling her completely. She swallowed frantically, trying to avoid choking. He stayed in her, slowing down as his member shrank . He was still in her when the one in her other end climaxed, filling her vagina with his hot spend. The spanking and his efforts had her at peak arousal and when he blew it kicked off her own climax and their cum mixed in her. It was a most wonderful feeling.

Alexander, Klaus, and Joy sat in the office, watching the girls being fastened down and taken in two holes at once. Klaus commented, “This is standard porn. You can watch it any time you want, with your choice of females. Why will it sell?”

Joy replied, “Because we’re telling a story. The girls were bad, they were caught, and now they’re paying for it. We’ll show the public a whole story, a serial about two girls doing bad who were caught and are now paying for it. There’s the enjoyment of seeing them punished and the suspense of wondering how it will end. If we do it well, people will pay to watch it like any other drama. We can even make a version that can be shown on a commercial channel.”

Alex said, “Joy, I agree it can be done, but how? Get with Greg and work out the details. Give me a plan and some numbers by Wednesday.”

She smiled and replied, “Yes, sir,” and left the room.

Klaus said, “She could be right, boss. But I think you’ve given her too much freedom and responsibility.”

“I enjoyed her as a slave, too, my friend, but she’s smart and has good ideas. I took a chance with her and it’s working. If the experiment fails she’ll join the girls, and she knows it. As former President Reagan said, ‘Trust, but verify.’ She’s being watched.”

Joy re-entered the room just before Abigail climaxed, remained standing and watched Abigail’s performance. She announced, “They’ll take her into the interview room now. I’ll go get ready,” and left.

After both men had withdrawn from Abigail, the straps holding her down were removed, the leash put on her nose ring, she was taken into a small room with one chair and two large pillows, and her gag and blindfold were removed. Joy sat in the chair and said, ”Hello Abby. It looked like you enjoyed the exercise.”

Abigail responded with a smile, “Yes, I did, mistress. Thank you.”

The men knelt her on a pillow, clipped her leash to a floor ring, and left.

Joy and Abigail talked about her experience. Joy was polite and explored her thoughts and feelings about the experience. She explained that names and locations should be avoided.

Abigail remained collared and chained, hand and foot, during the interview. It was a puzzling discussion, but she talked freely, seeing no harm and future punishments delayed.

She talked freely about her sensations and feelings, answering all questions to the best of her ability, laughing when appropriate, at ease with her chains.

After a few minutes, Ashley was brought in by the other men, her gag and blindfold removed, she was knelt on the other cushion, and fastened in place. The men left the women alone.

Joy tried to get Ashley to share her feelings but she was wary and only answered direct questions, refusing to be drawn into a discussion. Abigail remained open and communicative despite Ashley’s dark looks.

Alexander watched the girl’s exercise from his office screen. They reached orgasm at about the same time and were very similar in their reactions to the erotic stimuli.  They were identical and he still had to look at their tattoos to tell them apart. Right up to the point they were asked to talk about the exercise. Abigail was friendly and open while Ashley was reticent. Interesting.

He said, “Joy, be more forceful with Ashley. Use the clips if she won’t open up.” His voice was transmitted to the near invisible bug in Joy’s ear.

Joy looked at Ashley, “Ashley, open up and talk about what you felt when you were being fucked.”

Ashley’s face screwed up in anger, “I hated it. They were raping me.”

“Wrong. I want to know what you felt, not what you thought. You had two men inside you at the same time.  What did it feel like? Remember that I was watching.”

Ashley repeated, “They raped me!”

Joy knelt in front of her, grasped her nose ring and put a spring clamp on her right nipple and Ashley shrieked in pain.

Joy ignored her protest, held her nose ring in a tight grip, put an identical spring clamp on her right nipple, released her nose ring and resumed her seat.

Ashley thrashed on her cushion but didn’t try to rise. Realizing it would have been futile since her nose was still fastened to the floor. She said, frantically, “Take it off please, mistress. I‘ll be good. I’ll talk, please.”

“OK, tell me what it felt like having his cock in your mouth.”

“Please, mistress. I hurt too bad to think. Oh, OK. It was good. I love giving head. Please take them off!”

“When I’m done, if you’re responsive, longer if you keep asking. Let’s talk about your blow job. Why was being forced to give head good?”

“I don’t know. I’ve always liked it. It gives my partner pleasure and I can’t get pregnant. He owes me if he wants it again. He gives me presents.”

“Did he talk to you while his cock was in your mouth?”

“Yes, he told me how good it felt, said he’d be good to me, mistress. (Whimper)”

“How did it make you feel?”

“I liked it, mistress. Now that I’ve become a chained slave, I need friends. I don’t know if he can help me, but maybe.”

“What was it like when he came in you?”

“Good, mistress. I suddenly had all of his spend flooding my throat. I’ve felt it before, so it wasn’t scary. I just opened my mouth wide to relieve the pressure and swallowed fast. I like the taste of sperm, so that was good. I think I got it all, at least none got on my face.”

“OK, now let’s talk about the other end. I know you enjoyed it. Tell me about it.”

“It was wonderful, mistress, He was big and satisfying. He lasted long enough that I came too. Doesn’t always happen.”

“Was he slow and steady?”

“No, mistress. He was quick enough. I think that the swats he gave me made me come sooner. I like it when the man is physical.”

“Do you think the bondage made you come faster?”

“Oh yes, mistress, that helped, too. It was very erotic.”

“How does your current bondage feel?”

“Kind of loose, mistress. It’s more of a turn-on when I can’t do anything. Now, I know I can’t get away, but I can still try.”

“What would be better?”

I’m aroused when I’m truly helpless, mistress. When I can’t do anything but nothing hurts. When I’m vulnerable to anything anyone wants to do and I can’t get away. That’s helpless. It’s what turns me on.”

“Are you aroused now?”

“No, mistress. I hurt.”

“Abigail, what about you? Are you aroused now?”

“No, mistress. I think I’m like Ashley.”

Joy removed the clips from Ashley, saying, “You’ve been responsive and respectful. Remember this. Show me you’re thankful for this lesson.”

Ashley got the message. She gushed her thanks while leaning forward, “Oh thank you, mistress, thank you,” she showered kisses on Joy’s  feet and licked her shoes, slowly, lovingly, anxious to show her submission.

Joy unfastened her leash from the floor and said, “Stay on your knees,” and led her back to her chair. She hiked up her skirt, showing her loins. She was freshly waxed and, surprisingly, bore two large gold rings in her labia lips, just like Ashley and Abigail.

Joy sat on the edge of her chair, leaned back, opened her legs, and pulled Ashley toward her until Ashley’s nose was buried in her cunt. “Eat me. Do a good job or you’ll wear those cute little clamps all night.”

Ashley liked eating girls out, and she was motivated. She was energetic, thorough, and Joy came in scant minutes, with a grateful, “Damn, girl, you’re good,” she relaxed her pull on Ashley’s leash. Ashley straightened up. The only evidence of Joy’s orgasm was a glistening film on Ashley’s chin and Joy’s deep breathing.

Joy contemplated her charges and, reaching a decision, said, “I think you deserve a reward too. She arranged the girls in a “69” position, Abigail on her back with a cushion under her bottom and Ashley face down on her, nose to cunt, and said, “Go to it girls, go until both of you have orgasmed.”

The girls were enthusiastic and eager. It was a fun, rewarding exercise. They both orgasmed quickly and Joy led them out of the room.

It occurred to Abigail that they had only played with each other like this after they were captured and enslaved. It saddened her, slightly, that they had wasted so many opportunities for pleasure until they had no choice.

After her eye-opening sixty-nine with Ashley, they had been fed. An embarrassing meal they ate kneeling on the floor from a bowl of stew and a bowl of water, still fully chained. The trainers ate with them, sitting at a table, watching them, directing them.

After the meal they were taken to a comfortable room with a carpeted floor and several couches and chairs. They were taught the rules they must follow. Each trainer had a short whip clipped to their belts. The girls felt them when they were corrected. They stung, but usually didn’t cut the skin.

They were taught proper kneeling and standing poses, how to transition between them. They practiced transitioning between the poses, learning to be graceful.

They learned several rules: Never use any furniture. Always acknowledge commands verbally, addressing free people as “Master” or “Mistress.” Always kneel with head to floor when you meet a master or mistress. Always follow your master one step behind and to the left, whether or not you’re on a leash. Always smile, always, even after being punished.

They practiced all the rules and were “corrected” with a whip when they erred. Most commonly they were corrected for clumsiness. Being graceful  wearing leg irons, high heels, with your arms locked behind you, needed practice. They were required to repeat until they were acceptable. It was an embarrassing time for them both, but they learned quickly. By the end of the session, they were graceful, obedient, humble, and beautiful.

After two hours the girls were given a break. They were knelt together facing a wall while the trainers talked quietly. Both girls had many faint red lines covering their bodies. Abigail was strangely proud that she had acquired grace from the training. She  realized she was smiling because she was happy, not because it was ordered. 

Without looking Abigail whispered, “You were good.”

Ashley responded, “You weren’t bad either.”

“I think we’re both pretty impressive slaves.”

“We’re still slaves.”

“No choice. It hasn’t been too bad, yet. Try to enjoy it. Anticipate a good fucking and keep your eyes open.”

“Always the optimist, Abby. You’re right, though. Think they’ll let us play together again?”

“Hope so, sister mine.”

It had been a long day, filled with an education neither girl wanted, a precursor to their future, they knew. They were tired when their trainers led them to the large bathroom.

Their collars were fastened to a wall by long chains and their wrist and ankle restraints removed. The cuffs on their wrists and ankles were riveted and permanent, like their collars. They emptied their wastes into bowls which were weighed and inspected, then were given enemas until the warm wastewater ran clean.

They were instructed on cleaning their cuffs, collar, and chains. A chore they would perform at the end of each day during their indenture.

After showering and drying they were bent over a bar, their anuses well-greased, a process both girls enjoyed, anticipating more sex, but, disappointingly, large butt plugs were gently, forcefully, inserted. A key was turned several times, locking then in place. A large, round jewel adorned the protruding end, Abigail’s blue, Ashley’s red.

Besides making sure their wastes could be inspected the plugs had the capability of shocking them.

Their chains were installed and they were put in different cells and again chained to a wall by their collars. They were tired, their asses full, and they couldn’t abuse themselves. Sleep came quickly.


Chapter  8  :  Training

WEEK ONE

Abigail’s quarters were simple, concrete walls and ceiling, a wall of bars with a dim bulb beyond them, a cot with a thin mattress, several rings in the wall and floor, a pan of water, one with a lid for her waste, and a long chain fastening her collar to a wall ring. It was a place for contemplation, quiet, relaxing, if one was not helpless, awaiting action by others.

Abigail was awakened by the noise of her cell door opening. It was her trainer, Abdul. She tried to use her hands to raise off the cot, but they wouldn’t respond, then she remembered they were locked behind her and the events of the past day came to her. She was a slave and a trainer was standing over her, watching her.

She hurriedly slipped off the cot and knelt, head to the floor, “Good morning, master.”

“Good morning,  slave. I see you remembered some of what we taught you. That’s good. Stand up.”

I stood in display pose. He unlocked the chain from my collar and clipped a leash onto my nose ring and led me out of the cell. As we walked, he said, “Bathroom, exercise, breakfast then we train. Understand?”

“Yes, master. Thank you, master.”

With my hands locked behind me, ankles hobbled, a leash on my nose, I was helpless, humiliated, and at peace. I was also surprised I was so calm. What a strange situation and feeling. There was no uncertainty, no concerns. Someone else was in charge.

I urinated in the bath, ate with Ashley and the trainers, as before, on my knees, then exercised: calisthenics and treadmill, back to the bath, an enema, and a cleaned plug re-inserted. I didn’t know it, but this general agenda would be followed for as long as I was being trained: exercise, bath, food, work, and always in chains.

I had been tattooed, ringed, chained, and used for sex many times since captured.  I was made to climax several times a day, and I was always chained and helpless. I was shamed, humiliated, and my sexual pleasure was greater than I ever imagined. I guess my pleasure was a fair price for my freedom, and I couldn’t change it, so I’d better enjoy it. I expected this to continue at least through my training.

My first day, I refused an order to open my mouth for gagging. Instead, I said, “I’ll be quiet,” and clamped my mouth closed. The trainers simply took both of us back to the pillories and clamped us in. Wrists and neck in the pillory, ankles fastened to the floor. Then they whipped us, hard, quick stripes, ignoring our pleas, for a long time. We were left clamped in the pillory overnight and Ashley told me what a twat I was, repeatedly. We were whipped again in the morning, just as hard and long. We were released in the middle of the day, weak, tired, and hungry. I never refused an order from anyone after that. The whip is an excellent instructor.

The chains binding my wrists and ankles were only removed when I was being bathed or the chains adjusted, and only when I was chained by my neck to a wall or the floor. The shame of being naked and helpless renewed every morning, but faded and by the end of a week, it seemed almost natural.

A slave had to be patient and my training included many hours of enforced immobility. Sometimes ropes were added to my chains to reduce the slight motion my chains allowed. Sometimes my wrists were pulled even farther behind me back and locked to the bands on my upper arms, crossing my arms behind me.

I spent many hours gagged, blindfolded, and one or more of my rings locked to a ring on a wall or the floor. A living ornament for my master. Often it was an uncomfortable position and I was always aching and crying before I was released. More than patience, I think that was to teach me that anything at all could be done to me.

We had to memorize a mantra for slave girls and recite it every morning:

	I am Abigail, your property, master. 

	I live to serve you and give you pleasure. 

	My breasts are for you to hold. 

	My loins are yours to love. 

	My mouth is to kiss you and cherish your manhood. 

	My ass is pleased to accept your punishment when I need it. 

	Please use me whenever you want. 

	I am here to serve you, master, command me. 


We practiced it until we could recite it perfectly. Our trainers flicked us with their whips for any error. It was posted in our cells so we could recite it perfectly. We had to speak it before our exercises.

Nobody used me for a week. It was disconcerting, I am ashamed to say this, but I wanted to be fucked. I had expected it because I was fucked so many times while I was being captured, ringed, and chained.

All week I was whipped to orgasm, I sucked cock, my ass was well reamed but I wasn’t used as a woman. After three days my pussy was aching, needing a cock, no one used it. I wondered why I was being deprived. I was taken to orgasm, but by light whipping, nothing entered my love canal. Had I done something, insulted a master? I didn’t think so, but why was no one loving me? It wasn’t just me. Ashley was hurting too.

Every night, every morning, I prayed that I would be loved. I wasn’t able to touch my privates and no one else did, either. I was caught several times rubbing  my labia on a convenient corner and whipped severely, but I didn’t stop looking for relief.

It was strangely frustrating and disconcerting. I knew I was an attractive woman. I knew the effect I had on men.  I was naked and helpless. Why weren’t they taking and abusing me? I had expected it, steeled myself for it. It was disappointing, damn it. 

Near the end of the week I found myself displaying myself wantonly to every man. Sure, I was naked and helpless, but I’m sure they knew what I was doing. I turned up my smile to a “Come hither” look I strutted instead of walking. I rubbed my ringed nipples against them. I did everything but jump on them and they still ignored me. I was trying to be what they wanted but they ignored me. I was ready to scream.

WEEK TWO

Eureka! I was fucked today. It was a cavalcade of riches. Right after we did our mantra we were strapped down to narrow tables. Arms locked under it, legs bent, and feet chained to the corners. Master Abdul put me on the table and fastened me down. He put a blindfold on me and I was wet before he finished. No matter what else was done to me, I was going to be taken as a woman.

I gasped as the cock slid in and cried out thankfully at every wonderful stroke as he pumped up my arousal, Ashley’s cries echoed mine as she was reamed out by one of the other trainers. I screamed in wordless joy as my abstinence was broken by a wonderful, overwhelming orgasm. He had come just before me and it was his hot spend that flung me over the edge. I didn’t feel anything for a moment, then , as I came down I felt him still in me, slowly withdrawing.

I was relaxed, content to just lay there, when, suddenly, another cock slammed into me, starting me on the way up again. I heard a man’s voice, Alexander. He said, “The first was just to warm you.”

He was right. The second orgasm came faster and was much stronger than the first. It was rapturous. I saw stars that lit the sky before I screamed my master’s name, “Alexander” and fainted. When I woke, I was alone and my love canal was empty, but I still remember how that orgasm felt. I dream about Alexander loving me.

I heard Ashley having orgasms too and I wondered if it was Klaus or a trainer. It couldn’t have been Alexander, I think.

Today I was taken out in public after exercise. I was swathed in black cloth with a veil. Nothing of me was visible to the casual observer. Two trainers were with me. I was gagged, my moth stuffed with cloth and sealed with a leather  mask. My wrists were chained high on my back, connected by a very short chain to my collar and the bands on my upper arms joined. I wore high heels and the short chain between my ankles didn’t touch the ground.

For my excursion I had a small electronic device held in my love canal by a tight chain running between my legs fastened to my waistband. If I strayed more than a few feet from the key fob held by a trainer, I received a painful shock to my vagina every two seconds.

It was demonstrated to me in my cell before we left and I tried very hard not to activate it when I walked. My only task was to stay right behind the trainer on our excursion, and, believe me, I worked very hard to do that. It also had a reward function, if I earned it, my trainer could make it vibrate very pleasantly. From the outside I appeared to be a woman in a chador, hidden from the salacious viewing of unrelated men. On the inside, I was stuffed like a turkey ready for the oven, only capable of walking with tiny steps , incapable of communication, more helpless than ever. 

It wasn’t necessary. I knew I was a slave and I wouldn’t disobey or try to escape. I had hopes that I would eventually earn my way back into Alexander’s heart.

I was put in the back of a windowless van and driven somewhere for an hour. I followed him through a crowded market, enjoying the smells and sounds, but always following the trainer who held my key fob closely. Once someone cut between us and I had a flash of panic, but I hurried to catch up and didn’t get zapped. It was a harrowing excursion I was not anxious to repeat, but I was rewarded, on the way back the vibrator was activated and I floated home, smiling.

The next meal was unusually trying. Ashley and I were put in the same fix. I was now used to eating out of a bowl, kneeling, hands locked behind me. This time my hands were pulled high on my back, thumbs tied together with a leather thong and tied to the back of my collar. My big toes were also tied together. It was much more restrictive than just the usual chains and it was nerve-wracking. I was less steady, my center of gravity was higher, and if I toppled over, there was no way I could get back to my knees.

To make it worse, the trainers, who usually just watched us eat, stood close and occasionally flicked us with their whips, tickled us, and played with our rings. If we stopped eating, they ordered us to resume. I guess we were being taught to pay attention to our orders and ignore distractions. Or maybe to emphasize our lack of private space.

Whenever they permitted us to ask why something was done to us, not often, they explained they were following a program designed for slave girls that had been honed for centuries and we should be thankful our master was going to all this trouble and expense to make us perfect. I guess if I was going to be a slave, I wanted to be good at it.

After the meal, we were stood up, a trainer gripped my nipples and walked backward while I hopped forward. We were taken to Alexander’s study, hooded, and knelt on cushions in front of his desk. The hoods were tight leather and had integral ear pads and gag. We couldn’t see, speak, or hear anything. We were just eye candy for Alexander.

It was a strenuous but satisfying week. Ashley and I were together most of each day and received nearly the same attention. Nearly, only because we were apart sometimes and rarely had an opportunity to say anything to each other because either a trainer was controlling  us or we were gagged. We were gagged much of the time. I think the message was that slaves don’t gossip. I can see the owner’s intent: It aids their privacy and stifles slaves making plans.

Despite having little communication  with Ashley, it was mostly pleasurable, I don’t say pleasant, because I was nearly always helpless and in some sort of predicament bondage presenting one or more of my holes for use. I had many orgasms, both from stimulation of one or both of my nether orifices, or the whip, and often both.

The whip was my constant companion. All the trainers carried them all the time and made sure my breasts and ass were always pink. The whip was a very effective and versatile teaching tool, wielded lightly rewarded, heavily punished.

I was whipped as punishment once or twice a week because the historic training regime called for it to keep me in a submissive frame of mind. It was inevitable and I couldn’t fight it or even complain. I learned to ignore it. My wrists were cuffed together in front and I was hung six inches off the ground by them. It hurt but was quickly over and never broke the skin.  I screamed and flopped around and was always docile afterwards, but it wasn’t necessary, I had submitted to my slavery in the first week.

On the other hand, I was whipped often to drive me to orgasm, same tool, same person, different goal, and result, although sometimes I had an orgasm from a punishment whipping.

I got excited and was halfway to an orgasm every time a trainer gripped his whip. It didn’t always lead to a whip orgasm, but the whip played an important role in getting the man ready to use me and speeding my reward.

I always had my hands locked behind me at night, ensuring I couldn’t reach my cunt. I was never permitted to get off by myself. Tossing and turning in my bed, unable to sleep, desperate for relief. I invariably was drawn to the idea of submitting completely to him as a slave.

Then I remembered I had thrown away my hard-won status as his wife. Stupid, stupid. Now he was determined to keep me as but one of his slaves. My only hope was that he would come to cherish me and let me again be his mate.

I inevitably thought  about Ashley, would she be a competitor for Alexander? Would she try to take him away from me? Could I take her out of the running? I had to keep my figure and surpass her in submission, be more loving, submissive, and responsive.

WEEK THREE

Ashley and I were led everywhere on leashes clipped to our nose rings. I hated it, I always felt like an animal and Ashley and I complained about it to each other, never to our trainers. We had no desire for more “Correction.”  We were always covered with thin red lines. It seemed we weren’t very good at following orders, or being graceful, or respectful, no matter how hard we tried.

This morning after our exercise session we were leashed and taken outside, over a hot, dusty field and into a long, weather-beaten building. In the dark interior, one at a time, we were bent over a rail, and our butt plugs replaced with long fluffy tails. Our collars were locked to the ends of two wooden beams sticking eight feet out of a wall, five feet off the floor. Our wrists and ankles were still chained and now we were held standing in a fixed position, wondering what was going to happen.

This was a more primitive place than I had been in before, ancient, basic. I was more afraid of what would happen. We had regressed from a modern, more civilized environment to a more dangerous  situation. Civilized mores seemed to fall away in this old building. Anything could be done to a helpless woman in this place.

We found out. A door opened and a dozen dusky-skinned girls, maybe eight to ten years old walked into the room and came over and flowed into a swarm around both of us. They thoroughly explored my privates. Not harshly, but curiously, feeling my breasts, pulling, and twisting my rings, inserting curious fingers into my love canal, and inhaling my aroma. They were infinitely curious. Maybe they’d not had a white woman to play with before. They giggled, a grown women helplessly displayed for their education. Half of them were as tall as Ashley and me, though slim with flat breasts.

Joy entered the room and addressed the girls in a foreign language. The girls grew silent and listened to Joy. Several of their smiles turned grim. This didn’t look good.

After a long address by Joy, the girls hurried out on some sort of mission. The trainers put us in tight leather harnesses made entirely of straps. Our wrists were locked across our backs to our arm bands and bells clipped onto our nipple rings. A leather harness was strapped on our heads. The leather plates sticking out on the sides of our faces meant we could only see what was directly in front of our heads, blinders, I think they are called on a horse’ headdress.

A leather-covered bit was shoved between our teeth and clipped to the head harness. When reins were attached to the ends of the bit, our heads could be turned by our controller. Commonly a driver for horses. We had been dressed as pony girls, a term I knew but had never seen.

Were we to be hitched to carts and made to pull people around? In public?

The girls returned holding bunches of flowers, twigs,  and branches. They gathered around and decorated us. Flowers were braided into mt hair, garlands wove and put around my neck and all through my waistband. A large bunch with long stems were bound with rubber bands, an inch, and a half wide and inserted in my pussy, all the way in so only the heads shown. Individual flowers were inserted between the tight leather harness straps and my skin. 

We were taken to another room and put in a horse exercise machine, basically a horizontally spinning windmill with four steel arms, ten feet long, seven feet in the air, spinning on a central, vertical shaft. We were positioned on opposite sides of the machine and short chains hanging from the end of the arm were fastened to our heads by two clips, the longer to our collars and the shorter to our nose rings.

The four biggest girls were given switches and equally spaced around the machine. Joy was our ringmaster and ordered, “Start walking, girls. Lift your knees very high. Go!”

Joy talked to the girls as we walked and the girls switched us for every perceived failing. The machine had a motor whose speed was controlled by a remote that Joy held.  We started at a walk, after ten minutes sped up to a trot, then a canter, and finally, briefly, to a gallop, then back down. After a half hour we were exhausted and our flowers were mostly gone or smeared over us. I still had that penis-thick bunch, now headless,  firmly clutched in my pussy.

Aching and thoroughly controlled, a complete plaything of children, I was taken back to the main building and the girls giggled as their whips aroused me and they forced me to orgasm with their fingers in my cunt and fondling my clit. I was  horribly ashamed and very submissive.

The girls left, undoubtedly, to regale their friends with tales of the two white slaves they controlled. Our extra gear was removed, our hands locked in their usual place, leashes put on our nose rings and we were led bac to our prison. We were neck chained in the rest room and allowed to shower and redo our makeup and hair. The trainers made us relieve ourselves in metal bowls. I think they examined and weighed our waste to check our health but I never saw it. We were given enemas and our plugs reinserted.

I felt normal again, how soon it seemed normal to be collared, chained, and ringed? Anyway we were fed and taken to the lounge and entertained our trainers as puppy girls for a couple of hours. Alexander and Joy came in after an hour and joined the trainers in amusing themselves with us.

I was overjoyed at seeing Alexander again. I crawled to him as fast as I cold. I kissed his feet until he stopped me, then I knelt with my breasts hard against his knees and gushed, “Welcome master, will you play with me, please?”  He smiled and played with both of us.

After a little while Alexander took me to his bedroom. I noticed he didn’t put a leash on me, just told me to follow him. I was careful to follow all my rules. I didn’t want him to think I needed more training. It had been a hard day and I wanted to be loved. I remembered the days when I was a new bride. It felt sort of like that now, sort of.

He let me clean up and he took out my butt plug so I could empty, then he replaced it. He used my mouth to orgasm, but that was all. I enjoyed fellating him, I always did. I looked forward to a real orgasm but he wasn’t going to let me.  He locked my wrist chain to my collar so I couldn’t reach my loins, put me in his bed, fastened my collar loosely to the headboard with a short chain, got in beside me, and turned off the light. He said, “Not until you’ve finished your training, Abby.”

Rats.

WEEK FOUR

After lunch two trainers put a gag and blindfold on me. From the sounds I heard, the same thing was done to Ashley. I was leashed by my nose ring and led to another room, not too far away but I couldn’t tell which one. I don’t think Ashley was put in the same room. I was helpless and obedient to the leash. I stumbled blindly on, following the leash, and wondered where I was being taken. I stopped instantly on command and assumed the display pose and wondered where I was.

I whimpered as my legs were pulled apart as far as my irons allowed and fastened to the floor, opening me for use.

My wrists were unlocked and my arms pulled straight out to the side, as far as possible and locked there. I squealed into the gag in fear as my nose and earrings were fastened to something solid, securely binding my head in place.

I whimpered again as it occurred to me how vulnerable I was to pain at any motion. A chill spread through me as I explored, softly, my bondage. All freedom of motion had been removed from me and I flushed to realize my humiliating exposure to my trainers and anyone else passing by.

I felt chains being clipped to my nipple and sex rings. Delicious fear rippled through my belly as the chains were tightened, lifting, and extending my breasts and spreading my sex lips. They only stopped when my breasts were lifted and pulled out to their limit and my moist love canal stood wide open.

I was in complete bondage, fully exposed, unable to move anything, unable to offer any form of resistance. My belly was hot, so hot. I was trembling with sexual tension. If they didn’t release it, I was going to burst. I could see in my mind’s eye how open and vulnerable I was, and desperate for relief. When would the men who bound me, take me. I whined and begged into my gag, anticipating, lusting after the touch of strong male hands, their rigid cocks thrusting into my belly, and the rapturous release of the climax that had started building deep inside her when she was blindfolded.

My turmoil and need to submit grew stronger every second I waited. All second thoughts, every ounce of self-control, all pride and self-reliance was gone, vanished as though it had never existed. I was completely the property of Alexander, however he would have me.

Maybe the men could tell by the timbre of my voice, the difference between a woman and a slave that I had submitted completely. Only after I had acknowledged myself slave, had strong hands cupped my extended breasts and pinched me rock-hard nipples, sending me into rapture with a frantically pulsing orgasm.

Every spasm of my belly caused a flash of pain from my tightly extended ringed nipples, labia, and most of all, my tender nose. I moaned at the insistent sensations of pained pleasure and humiliating sensuality which I could not control.

Suddenly, in the midst of a devastatingly powerful  orgasm, fingers entered my love canal and I shrieked as my spasms tripled in strength. I was flung into an unbearable sexual frenzy. Stabbing jolts of pain struck all of my rings as I spasmed. I jerked uncontrollably at my chains as the unbearable pleasure of near-simultaneous orgasms struck me.

I fainted and when I awoke, I was hanging limply from the chains, covered in cooling sweat, my cunt sopping with love juice running down my legs. I felt exhausted and wonderful. I don’t know how long I hung there, but when the trainers came to take me down, I knew that I was Alexander’s slave, and I liked the idea of belonging to him.

After a week of frequent orgasms, suddenly the trainers stopped forcing me to orgasm. More than that, they stopped using me to orgasm. At first, I thought it was just a vagarity of their training plan, but by the end of the day I was certain they were purposely depriving me of orgasms and I was physically hurting.

I was frantic by the end of the day. I needed to orgasm and they were actively preventing me. I was kept busy practicing serving food, cleaning rooms, bond tightly for hours in erotic positions, exercising, learning pony play, anything but sex. I expected sex. I needed sex. I was doing everything I could think of to invite sex, I strutted, I thrust my breasts out most alluringly, I showed desire and longing, and they ignored me.

I was sorely frustrated when I was led, leashed, to my cell that night. Then my routine changed. Instead of chaining me to the wall and leaving me for the night, I was led in the middle of the cell, my feet freed, pulled apart, and locked to widely separated anchorages on the floor. A chain from the ceiling was fastened to my locked wrists and raised, bending me over until my chest was parallel to the floor. My breasts were hanging below me, rings hanging low. Chains were clipped to my nipple and labia rings and tensioned to the same anchorages as my ankles.

When I was unable to move a muscle without causing pain somewhere, a long, thin chain was clipped to my nose ring, ran through my crotch, between my butt cheeks and pulled up toward my wrists.

As the chain sunk between my nether lips, deeper into my pussy, I lowered my head to relieve the pressure. That was exactly what my trainers wanted. The pressure continued until my neck was fully bowed and then the chain fastened to my wrists.  The trainers patted my ass, fondled my taut breasts, said goodnight, laughing, and locked my cell door behind them.

It seemed a cruel, torturous way to fasten me for the night. I stood motionless lest I hurt something. Despite the strained position, I dozed and woke with a start as the chain in my cunt moved and the resulting jolt of arousal informed me of the possibilities.

I reasoned that if they didn’t want me to get myself off, they wouldn’t have left me like this. I experimented and found that a tiny motion of my head made the chain move in my cunt and gave me scintillating results and soon I had my fist orgasm.

After I recovered, I experimented some more and found I could make the results better by tensing and relaxing my thigh and arm muscles.

I gave myself three orgasms before I slept. I woke lying on my cot as I always woke, a long chain fastened my collar to the wall, my ankles were hobbled, and my wrists locked tightly behind me. There were some differences, though. I felt wonderful and the trainers were waiting for me. I rolled to my knees in display pose and said, “Good Morning, masters,” and smiled warmly. I was glad to see them.

They smiled too and Abdul said, ”Good morning, slave. You’ve done well so today you’re getting some clothes.”

Clothes! I was surprised. I didn’t think I would ever wear them again. I was overjoyed. Would I still wear chains? Was I going to be allowed in public? Was it going to be a shapeless chador? I wanted Alexander to be proud of me.


Chapter  9  :  Domestic

There was no relaxing of my security. You would think I was a serious escape risk. They took the cell’s chain off my collar, but left my ankles chained and my wrists locked behind me. A leash was clipped on my nose ring and I was led to a workshop. My wrists were unlocked and the smith welded a foot of chain between my wrists, in front of me this time. I would be able to use my hands almost normally! After weeks of them locked behind me, I had them mostly back. I was still a naked, chained, collared, ringed, slave, but it was an improvement.

The smith locked my new wrist chain to the front of my steel waistband and gave me back to Abdul who promptly clipped the leash back on my nose and led me out of the room. Still not much of a change, but it was getting better. I tried to stay optimistic. Maybe I will see Alexander today!

Abdul took me to a room where Joy was waiting. Abdul held my leash while Joy dressed me. There was no fussy underwear, just a tiny white bolero and transparent harem pants. Both garments had modern Velcro fasteners to let them be donned despite my chains.

My tiny bolero barely touched the outside of my breasts and emphasized my nipple rings. Then there were pants, gauzy, transparent harem pants with a cut away crotch, again, only designed to accentuate my nether rings and emphasize my ready availability.

I was allowed to look at my image in a mirror. My staid upbringing told me it was appropriate attire only for the bedroom, but I knew I would wear it more places. It made me look like a hooker, but good. Good enough for Alex to forget my past? Eventually? I hope so.

Joy told Abdul. “Release her,” and he unlocked my wrist chain from the belt and removed my leash. I was freer than I had been in a month, but I was still a slave. I dropped to my knees, went to display pose as well as I could with my hands chained in front, and said, “Thank you, mistress.” I was thankful and hopeful.

She said, “Misbehave and you’ll get more training. Stand up.”

I leapt up into display pose and said, “Yes, mistress.” We had to always acknowledge commands.

She put a gag in my mouth, strapped it deep, and sealed it with a lock.  She went to a door and opened it. Ashley was led in. She was dressed identically to me. Joy said, “This is your graduation girls. Follow me.” We fell in behind her, I was one step back and one to her left, as I had been taught. Ashley was in line , one step behind me. Joy led us to the living room, I think.

To my horror there were a number of casually dressed people in the room, male and female, most standing and talking. I was dressed as a slave! A few people looked at us as we entered, most ignored us. The ones who saw me stopped what they were doing and stared, soon everyone was staring at me.

I heard Alexander’s voice, speaking loudly, “May I have your attention, ladies, and gentlemen. This is Abigail and Ashley, both once my wife and mistress, but we divorced and they are now both my indentured servants. They will be serving drinks. They understand English and French. They need to get used to being handled.” As he talked, he walked to me. I was mortified and couldn’t move. He stopped close to me, gripped my left nipple ring, and pulled me against him. “She needs to get used to it and it will help them learn their new place.”

There was a chorus of laughter. After staring deep into my soul with those amazing green eyes of his, he said, quietly, “Make me proud, honey,” turned and stepped away.

Joy took us to a bar, handed both of us trays and placed several filled champagne flutes on them and said, “Circulate and refill your tray when empty.” She watched as we turned around and looked at the room.

What else could I do? I walked around the room letting people take full glasses from my tray or add empty ones. At first, no one touched me, but that soon changed.

A young woman turned to me and reached out for a glass, I thought, but she took hold of my left nipple ring and stopped me. She pulled the ring in different directions, watching the effect on my nipple and breast. She was gentle and it made my nipple engorge and swell. She was fascinated and called her friends over to watch. They noticed my blush and commented on it, too. Soon my blush covered my whole chest and face.

The woman holding me by my ring said, “I’ve thought about jewelry like this, but I didn’t get any because I was afraid my male friends would use them to control me. Is it like that for you? Shake your head yes or no.

I shook my head, “Yes.” It was the truth. I think it would depend on her friends, but it was true for me.

”One more question, do you like it?”

I shook my head “Yes.” It was true and I was glad I admitted it. It made my life easier to just admit I liked being controlled and, of course, my slavery.

She released me to my rounds. Some of the men felt me up, but nearly all of the women did. In a few hours there were only eight people left in the room, Alexander, Joy, and three couples I didn’t know. Joy suggested, “Let’s enjoy Abigail and Ashley a little more. They are both experienced “female gourmands, let me show you.” She removed our gags and ordered, “Abby, eat me.”

I knew what she meant and I was ready. I had been horny ever since that woman had captured my nipple ring. I set my tray on a table and went over to where Joy was sitting. She scooted forward, hiked up her skirt, and pulled her panties down.

I knelt between her legs, slid close, and put my head close to her. She unlocked and removed my gag, setting it on the table. She grabbed my nose ring and pulled my nose into her damp crotch. She smelled like sex and I drove my tongue deep in her love canal. She gave a delighted squeak and I plundered her crotch vigorously.

I was still going strong as her voice grew shriller, urging me on. I took her clit in my teeth and sucked. She came instantly and I swallowed all of her delicious cum. It was the ambrosia of the Gods. She went limp and relaxed her grip on my nose ring, I withdrew, triumphant. The audience clapped and cheered.

Alexander said, “Good work, Abigail.  Since we have three men, three women, and two willing girls here let’s have two groups. Abigail will service the women and Asley the men. Joy will take the men and Ashley into the den and we’ll meet back here when we’re finished.”

I guess I should have been disappointed I didn’t get to blow master, but I was enjoying the women too much. Oh well, it was his decision anyway.

Alexander led the men out of the room. I would have preferred to do the men since at least one of them would exercise my cunt, but that wasn’t my choice. I was busy for the next hour bringing all the remaining female guests to orgasm. I had fun and so did they, from their comments.

Finally, the male group came back and all the guests took their leave. Alexander told Joy, “I’ll take care of Abigail tonight. You can have her back in the morning. I’ll call you.”

I was overjoyed. He was going to take me, not her.

He stepped up to me, took hold of my shoulders and I stared, transfixed by his incredibly deep green eyes. I couldn’t move. I pursed my lips, hoping to feel a kiss. Instead, he put a big hand on each of my shoulders and slowly, gently, turned me around. Gently, he stripped my flimsy garment off and lifted my arms up and put my wrist chain behind my head. He locked it to the back ring of my collar and my hands were again out of action.

My pulse quickened, my nipples swelled, a tingle ran through my belly and I was aroused. I was bound and helpless again and it turned me on. I was damp from eating those women, but now I was really hot. Alexander had bound me and I was his. I wanted him to take me, right now. I was getting very excited. I turned, thrust my breasts out, and rubbed against him, purring, “Take me to bed, master. Please.”

He didn’t answer me, just smiled, and put a leash on my nose ring and I shivered in anticipation. After a long time in training, my master was going to use me as a woman and I needed it so desperately. It didn’t matter how and the bondage just made it better. He wanted me,  he had me,  and I loved it.

As he led me out, I saw Joy putting a leash on Ashley and I was sure they would enjoy the evening, too.

In his room he picked up a paddle, led me to the bed, sat down, and laid me face down over his legs. He lay an arm across my back, holding me in place.

He was going to paddle me. Good. I deserved punishment, but I wanted it too. Not for punishment, but because I had been trained to orgasm to a good spanking. I remembered how good it felt and I hoped master could assuage some of the pain I had caused him.

He hit my left ass cheek a hard blow. It hurt, not as bad as I imagined, but memorable. I clenched my teeth around my grunt and felt the pain grow across my bottom. I thought, “That’s not so bad.” Then the second blow struck my right ass cheek and the pain increased. I tried to be quiet but a squeak of surprise escaped my mouth.

His pace was sow, allowing the pain to subside between blows. By the third blow I was fully aroused and the pain was a memory while the excitement was overwhelming. The furth blow bore no pain at all, I was floating on a sea of excitement and desire. I felt hollow, empty, and needy. My skin was hot, my belly empty and I was hungry for him in me. I writhed over his lap and pleaded with him, praying for him to fill me, to use me as a woman: “Please master, your slave begs to be used, impale me, take me as a woman. Fuck me, please master, your slave begs to be used,”

At last, he stood up, dropping me to the floor on my back. I drew my chained feet up and spread my knees in the age-old missionary pose and he dropped on me, his cock sliding into my oh-so-ready cunt and fucked me gloriously. 

I felt a warm, tingling wave starting in my pussy and flowing outward. It was wonderfully blissful and frustratingly slippery as I started to build and then lost it and then build again and each time I started to climb that mountain it became more intense and desperate.

Each wave grew stronger and stronger, until I finally flew over the edge and squealed as the orgasm took me. I think master orgasmed too, just after me. We lay together as he slowly shrank in me and I realized how my life was perfect. My master loved me and would keep me safe and I loved him. I wanted to stay in his arms and enjoyed being his property. Perfect orgasm doesn't take long to start the beginnings of but takes forever to actually reach."  

He got in the shower with me. My hands were still locked to the back of my collar so he didn’t expect me to help. He put a shower cap on  me, getting my hair out of the way before he washed me, spending a lot of time on my breasts and labia, and sending spasms through me. I writhed and moaned in joy, happy he was spending time arousing me. Then he washed himself, and dried both of us.  I appreciated the time he took to make me perfect. I guess I wanted that for him too.

He lay me on my back on his bed and used his hands and mouth to arouse me. He mounted me only after I begged him to “Do me.” He fucked me missionary style and I made a lot of noise and enjoyed everything right up to the point where I fainted from the passion of a powerful orgasm. 

I don’t think he came, though he had grown extremely big. From our past life together I knew he had exceptional self-control and precisely controlled his orgasms.

I’ve always been a screamer and only a gag can quiet me. He shut me up by kissing me all through my orgasm. It was memorable.

When I was fully recovered, he let me use my mouth to clean my juices off him. That was pretty good, too. Then he put me face down on the edge of the bed, knees on the floor, removed my butt plug, lubed my anus with his finger, and I felt his huge cock at my rear entrance, demanding entry. I relaxed and let my owner in. It was just as wonderful as I remember. He reamed me out slowly, taking his time and arousing me at his measured pace. My arousal and excitement grew until I thought I would burst.

I couldn’t move. All I could do was match his pace, squeezing when he pulled out, relaxing and welcoming him in when he thrust. I think his already big cock grew wider as he pumped me up. My belly was spasming in anticipation, but I couldn’t climax until he did. I was squeaking in delight as he thrust until finally, he orgasmed. I orgasmed in instant response to his hot spend filling me. He stayed in me until he had shrunk to his normal size. I was content to have his warm member stay in me all night.

When he finally pulled out, he re-inserted my butt plug to leave me a reminder. I appreciated that.

He put me back in bed and locked a short chain to my collar.  He threw the covers over me, climbed into bed, and pulled me close, facing away from him in a spoon position. I wasn’t gagged, so I said, “Thank you, master. Good night.” I felt tired, loved and home again.


Chapter  10 :  Public Exposure

After dinner, mistress Joy brought Ashley and I into master Alexander’s office. He was sitting at his desk, we knelt on the cushions in display pose, and she sat in a chair behind us. We were wearing our boleros and harem pants, which is to say we were naked, our wrists were joined in front with a foot of chain, and a little longer one on our ankles.

Master said, "You know I've made videos of you girls and your daily lives?"

I answered, "I suspected and looked, but never saw any equipment. I had no way of telling." Ashley stayed silent and watched master.

"There was a movie several years ago, The Truman Show, did you see it?"

"Master, I think so, it was about a man whose life was being broadcast and he didn't know it?"

"Yes, that's it. Well you girls are the stars of a web site called 'Just Deserts.' It’s obviously a bondage porn site. There are a few people working behind the scenes to produce it. We edit it to take out most of the boring stuff, identities, and anything that might give a clue as to location. It’s been live for about two weeks. We priced it to sell because of the competitive nature of the market.”

Ashley exclaimed, “People are watching us! That’s terrible. You don’t have the right.”

He ignored the outburst, “Five thousand subscribers are paying fifteen dollars a month to watch you and a thousand new ones are signing up each month.  I have over a hundred job applications from girls who want to take your place or join you in my 'harem.' I’m going to put the profit from it into a fund that I’ll share between you two and any other performers I add.”

Ashley looked pained and said, “You’re holding us captive and treating us as slaves. It doesn’t matter what you ‘pay’ us. We’re still slaves.”

Ashley was just making it worse. I said, loudly, “Shut up Ashley! This is our doing. We wronged him. Maybe it you’ll take some responsibility he’ll go easier on us.”

Alexander ignored both of us and continued, “At this rate you will both be wealthy when your indenture is up. I was careful in setting up this business. All anyone can tell is that everyone speaks US English and the videos come from Myanmar. Every other person in the videos has all identifying features blacked out. So your bodies are well known and many people want to talk to you. I paid a lot to make us anonymous and still let the payments come in.”

He motioned to Joy. She stood  us up, locked a six-foot chain between our collars, locked our arm bands together behind us, securing out hands to our body, and put a leash on Ashley’s collar. Then she waited for Master.

He said, “I think you will be improved by public exposure. Joy will take you with her to the market. Don’t make a fuss,” then he put large red ball gags in our mouths, buckled them securely, and locked them.

Joy took us outside to a waiting limo and two trainers. One of the trainers drove, one rode shotgun, and Joy sat in back with us.

The car parked and Joy took us out. She looked at us and said. “You will be seen by many people and none of them have any desire to help you. If you make a disturbance, Abdul will whip you and everyone who sees it will enjoy it. We will demonstrate,” she handed Ashley’s leash to Omar, turned to the passersby and something in a foreign language. Two sentences, and the people turned to look at us.

Abdul stepped close to me, grabbed my chain close to my collar, held me tight, and slashed the whip across my ass four times. The pain was terrible and I screamed into my gag and danced around trying to get away. Stupid. He held me in place easily and smiled wryly. Several of the men watching cheered him on.

He  let go of my chain and grabbed Ashley’s leash, close to her collar and whipped her ass. She danced around helplessly just as I had, then said something in that language again. Once again, the bystanders cheered. When nothing more happened, they turned away and went about their business, obviously indifferent to what happened to two white slaves. Joy walked into a doorway and Omar led us after her.

At first, I was appalled to be naked and chained among strangers. Then when they ignored our plight and cheered our whipping, I was, curiously, relieved. Our appearance seemed routine. Did all these people have slaves at home?

Omar followed Joy, leading us around the market, and both of us were docile, having seen that these people were not interested in helping us.  Abdul followed us with the short whip in his hand. Men continually touched us as we were paraded around the market. Breasts were the favorite target. Rings were quite popular too, with some men obviously enjoying their ability to instantly stop us, control us, with just a finger.

It was actually exciting for me, too. I enjoyed the arousal these brief touches sent fluttering through my loins. I found myself strutting and flaunting my ringed breasts at strangers whenever we were paused as Joy considered merchandise. I was a natural slave, that is I shamelessly flaunted my assets to men just to make them touch me. I had no real hope of an orgasm from them, but I got a high anyway.

We left after an hour or so. Omar and Abdul carried some packages Joy had haggled over then bought. I wish I understood the language. It was frustrating not knowing what was said, especially when they were talking about me.

After we returned to Alexander’s home (office?)  the gags and our upper arm restraints were removed and  we were instructed on cleaning a room. Ashley was led away. I was given some flimsy tools and was taken into Alexander’s office to clean it, Alexander was there, at his desk. I went close and made obeisance, kneeling, head to the floor, I said, “Greetings my master,” and waited.

After a long moment, imagining him looking down at me with approval, he said, “ Kneel up and tell me about the market.”

I was still excited and it crept into my voice, “Master, we were exhibited naked and chained to the people in the market. Most of them ignored me, but it was exciting anyway. Some men touched me and it felt good.”

“So you enjoyed the outing more than you thought you would?”

“Yes, master. I enjoyed the attention.”

“I thought you would. You’re a passionate woman. You thrive on attention.”

He was right. Even though I was shown as a slave. I guess that’s why women’s clothes are so often revealing with bright colors. “I guess you’re correct, master. I enjoyed their attention.”

“Maybe I’ll take you out in public now that you’re trained. Now clean my office.” 

This was a test. When I was working, I had to be secured. Every room I worked in had a chain to secure me.  It was long enough for me to reach anywhere in the room, but not to leave it.  This way no one had to worry about watching me. So my first task was always to be sure I was secure. Either I would do it myself or wait for the trainer or master to secure me to the chain.  The second thing was to service him.  I liked this duty.  I considered it a privilege. I loved the taste of cum and the best way I knew to show my submission. I had been broken and considered myself property. Alexander’s property, and happy indeed to serve him. I was such a slave.

“Yes, master.” I stood and went to the chain in the corner, locked it to my ankle chain,  and returned to master. I knew the rules. I left my supplies in the corner, strutted back to master ,and knelt beside his chair. He stood and I unzipped his fly and took out his cock. I was pleased to use my mouth to get him hard. When he was ready, he lay me on his desk on my back, lifted my arms up and slid my wrist chain under my head, tenderly closed my eyes with his right hand, and caressed my stomach. He said, “Keep them closed, Abby.”

I barreled toward a climax and hovered at his touch. He tickled my stomach, intentionally ignoring where I wanted him. I focused on the ghostly fingers circling my straining nipples. He coyly avoided my straining nipples, content to circle them and gently jostle their  piercing rings. His hands began a journey southward and I fought off shivers, thankful I wasn’t too ticklish. Wetness, blessed lubrication, coated my core, readying me for penetration and I panted, needing to come.

Ghostly fingers stroked my pussy and he said, “Wet already. Glad to see anticipation.”

I was desperate to open my eyes and see him, but I was under orders. “Take me now, master, please.” Lost in an overwhelming need, my mind melted into  pure lust, ready for his next touch, his next control of my body, I lifted my hips, inviting him in and needy sounds escaped my lips.

“Ready, slave?”

“Ready, so ready. Please.”

He entered me, thick cock pushing my labia aside, powerfully forcing me wide, demanding entrance and I took him in gratefully, adoring the slippery friction of my well-lubricated  passage. He fucked me well. He was patient and held off his orgasm until I reached mine. It was fantastic.

When we both had recovered, he pulled out, wiped his cock on my hair and sent me to finish cleaning his office. I worked happily, enjoying post-coital bliss, and savoring his cum trickling down my legs and drying there. I could wash up later.

When I finished, I knelt before master and waited for hm to notice me. After a few minutes he stopped typing on his keyboard, got up and came to me. He asked, “Done?”

“Yes, master.”

He took my hands, stood me up and said, “I have a few things to finish, then I’ll spend some time with you.” He unfastened my security chain and put a leash on my nose.  I was surprised that I didn’t feel angry about the leash. At last I was okay with it. It felt natural. Of course my master would use my rings to control me. I was his property and he didn’t want me wandering off. Of course.

He led me out back to a covered patio and locked me to a ring in the floor.  He tossed a cushion on the ground and said, "Kneel here and wait."  He went back inside.  I loved his thoughtfulness.

This was a pleasant interlude.  I was, of course, helpless and ordered to stay here.  I took this to mean 'don't move.'  I watched hummingbirds struggling to drain their feeder.  Busy buzzing wings flitting about, trying to keep others out of their food.  Pointless but they kept trying.  Sometimes ten birds at a time were drinking.  Usually three to six sucked at once.  I enjoyed their freedom but it wasn’t for me.  I mourned their tiny brains and their inability to enjoy the pleasures of submission and sex.  

They were so busy, their flights so intricate. Yet, all the flights ended or began with eating.  Nature had tied them to their food supply.  They consume their energy so fast they have to eat more than their own weight in food every day.  People were different. Food didn't drive most people.   I was even more different. My needs chained me to a ring in this patio.  

I think master would release me if I was miserable. He was a good man. Thankfully, I wasn’t.  My needs made me a natural slave.  I needed a Master.  Someone whom I had to obey.  Not because they forced me with pain or coercion.  No, I had to obey because I was not an independent person.  It was my nature to be a property.

Watching the birds I had strong feelings.  Exciting moving, strong feelings.  I had to belong to a strong man.  I knew I was a property, a vital, excited, intelligent, sensitive property.  I knew men found me desirable.  They hungered for me.  I was powerful and completely helpless.  My power made men enslave me and made me revel in my enslavement.  God, I loved my chains and my master.

I was so horny.  My loins were soddened, my nipples erect, my belly quivering.  All from watching hummingbirds feed.  My God.

I hope master returns soon.


Chapter  11  :  Normalcy

I was aware that our training was slowly being reduced so that we spent less time in training and more time with master and his household. Ashley and I discussed it and what it meant to us when we were allowed free time after training sessions. We wondered how and when we would be considered fully trained and how our lives would change.

One day Ashley and I were collected after exercise class and taken to the bathroom by all the trainers. We had both chose to be fully naked for some time so there were no clothes to hinder us. My arm bands were locked together behind me so my hands were held tight to my waist. We were cleaned internally and externally, our butt plugs not replaced, and new short chains were added between my nose and breast rings so my chin was resting on my chest and my vision was restricted to barely a yard in front of my feet. Finally, a leash was clipped to my labia rings. We were led into the great room by Abdul, surrounded by the other trainers to meet our master. He was not alone. I could see no one, but the murmur of voices filled my ears as we entered the room.

Abdul led us forward, stopping in front of master. I recognized the shoes I had kissed so often.

Abdul said, “Here are your slaves, fully trained and completely submissive. My men and I have completed the prescribed instruction and they will bless your harem with their grace and demeanor.”

I saw our leashes change hands and Abdul step away.

Master said, “ Kneel.” I knelt and saw Ashley did, too. We both lowered our heads and kissed a foot, me his right foot, Ashley his left. We left our heads lowered, our lips pressed to his feet.

I rose to my knees, arched my back, thrust out my ringed breasts and said “I am Abigail, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me master.”

He caressed my breasts then removed the chains holding my nose close to my nipples. “Look at me.”

I slowly raised my head. I felt the solemn tension in the room.   There were many people in the room, but I didn’t look at them. My master was all I wanted to look at.

“Abigail, “Alexander said, “you were once my wife, but you left me. You are more beautiful than I remember. Slavery suits you. You are much different than when I last saw you. Tell me what you are now."

Master, I said, I am Abigail, your property You may do anything you wish to me, with me, and I will obey you completely."

Jack said, "Property, sounds like a shoe or a dog. What other words might you use?"

"Master, “I said, I am your concubine. I will delight your senses with my skill."

"Concubine, “said Jack, "good. Are there other words befitting you?"

"Master, “I said, I am your sex slave. I will orgasm at your touch to please you. I hope to bring you pleasure every day of my life."

"Excellent, “said Jack, "Your body is delightful. Describe it for me."

"Oh No, “I thought. I was afraid. My training did not include this. But words came from my mouth without thought. I knew them to be true and heartfelt. I said, "Master, my breasts are for you to enjoy. Your rings adorn them that you may enjoy and control me. I will orgasm when you caress them. My nose bears a ring and leash for you to lead me and fasten me. I want to follow anywhere you lead me. My lush lips are for your kiss and to lick and suck your manhood. My arms are forever chained so that I will not forget to live by your rules. My pussy bears rings for your pleasure and longs for your touch. My rings keep me aroused and wet for your pleasure. Thank you for the plug in my ass. I am pleased that your control over me extends even to my body functions. I am happy that you make me the perfect size for your pleasure. My ass is well padded so that you may discipline me as I need and arouse me as you desire. My legs spread for your pleasure. I am proud to wear your chains so I may display my submission to the world. My throat is proud to wear your collar so that the world may know I belong to you and be envious. Master, every part of my mind and body exist only for your pleasure."

Alexander said, "Abigail, 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 never be free of my chains.”

I felt complete, at long last. I was home and here I would stay. I said, “Master, please keep me forever. I want nothing more than to serve you and gladly wear your chains. I love you.” I bent forward and kissed his feet.

That was a week ago. I am allowed to sleep with my master every other night. I share him with Ashley as we first planned. Other nights I am locked in my cell. I still wear the steel bracelets on my wrists, upper arms, ankles, and neck, all welded on me. He keeps  my feet chained all the time but my wrists are free during the day. I have the option of wearing my harem pants and bolero during the day, but I’ve been going without lately. I’ve found nudity has grown on me and it’s less hassle.

Our daily routine has changed  but seems stable now. Joy takes Ashley and me to the bath first thing. She removes our butt plugs and watches us first pee then defecate in bowls. She weighs our waste and examines it. She makes notes and I wonder what she’s looking for. Contraband, drug signs, parasites? Then we both get enemas and clean plugs inserted. Then we  shower, wash our hair, dry it and do our makeup.

Master, Klaus, and Joy eat breakfast with Ashley and me. They sit at a table, Master and Klaus at opposite ends and Joy in the middle, Ashley and I eat from bowls on the floor or sometimes the men feed us by hand. That’s better. The three of them discuss what our day will look like. Usually Ashley and I do housework like cleaning, dusting, or washing until noon. It varies a lot after that . Master often lets the staff play sex games with us like pony play or puppy play, or sometimes just put us in stringent predicament bondage poses and tease us for hours. I’m  sure we are being filmed for the bondage site all the time.

Every now and then he takes us into the office and discusses some corporate management issue he’s having .We talk it through as equals for hours, exploring all the possibilities we can imagine. We rarely find out what happened later, but it is the most interesting time I have. I think he may be evaluating us. Is he really considering employing us for some use or s this all he has in mind? Will we someday be more than house slaves and sex toys?

After dinner he shows us the video he’s recorded during the day and asks us for comments to make it better. He is pretty free with the range of edits he allows us to make. One of his techs participates and makes the edits he approves.  It’s crazy, but I feel a real sense of ownership after some of my suggestions are accepted. We get to watch the final video as it goes out.

I was surprised by the freedom to review and comment he gives us. When the show is live, we get to sit at keyboards and interact with the viewers. There’s a ten second delay between when we type something and when it goes out. One of his people monitor our messages and censors them if we go off the reservation and we get a punishment zap through our collars. The zap got stronger and longer for repeat offenses, so we quickly learned our limits.

We’re beaten once a week after the broadcast on Sunday. A real formal beating, intended to hurt. Master officiates and Joy administers the beating. We each get ten stripes on our bottoms, thick, red stripes that last for days. We are strung up by our wrists, toes barely touching the ground from a tall, wooden arch in a courtyard with all the staff watching. The first time we both protested that we hadn’t done anything. Master said, “This is to remind you of your place. It’s memory will prevent you from earning any additional correction.”

Ashley and I privately agreed that our helpless dancing about also made him hard and we agreed that was best for all of us.

The End
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She was too
beautiful to
rot in prison.
He had a
better idea
for her and
her sister.
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