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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.

Abigail met Alexander Knowles 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. He found them and learned all the details of their lives, then he spirited them to his house in Algeria and made them his indentured servants. A month of hard training by experts has made them into submissive, passionate, slave girls, still curious about the life ahead of them.


Chapter 1 : Party

I woke up first, as usual when he let me sleep with him, craned my neck, and checked the time. Good, it was  twenty minutes until his alarm would go off. I rolled toward him and scooted down. I moved slowly so I didn’t wake him. I loved his scent and felt a thrill as I brushed him. His skin was taut over his bones and muscles and I wanted to lick him as I slid down. I didn’t, of course, for fear I would wake him too soon. The chain securing my collar to the wall was just long enough so I could reach his crotch with my near arm. My short wrist chain was locked to my back collar ring. I think he trusted me by this time and only fastened me this way to reinforce my submission. It wasn’t necessary. I knew my place. But it made it harder for me to go down on him in the morning, something we both enjoyed. I was sure he knew this and chose my restraints so I could still do him.

The lock was around my wrist chain rather than through a link, so I could move my hands a couple of inches side-to-side, enough to let me reach his fly. It was an oft-practiced motion to gently slide his underwear sideways so his cock could slip through the opening. I rolled over, scrunched down so I could wrap my mouth around his cock, cuddled close, breathed in his heady aroma, and gently licked the head of his cock. I sucked a little pre-cum for my first taste of him. I loved his taste. I was grateful it didn’t change much from the first taste to the last drop. Pure ambrosia all the time. I know it’s high in calories but it’s a fair trade since it’s also high in arousal. I never get enough and I’m not gaining any weight. Girls all know it’s also high in submissive content and I need more of that.

I hear Ashley breathing softly. Master alternates and today she is sleeping on the floor at the foot of the bed. A chain fastens her collar closely to a ring set in the floor. It’s where I’ll be tonight. He alternates sleeping with us and I wondered if her technique was the same as mine. He never said. We talked, of course, but her description was exactly like mine. Still, I wondered. I love her but we’re still both trying to win the same man. Would we be better off if we did a threesome? He’s virile enough for four women, but he’s never tried it with us. He’s in control, of course, and I love it that way, but still, I wonder. I could ask him or see what Ashley thinks, but it’s hard to put the genie back in the bottle.

My life flashed before my eyes as I waited for my master to wake. Ashley, and I are identical twins. I’m the senior by two  minutes. Curious about our own bodies with an identical twin to watch, we explored our bodies with fingers and spoons and gradually moved into professionally designed sex toys. Our teenage fantasies swooned over the “Story of O” and other less well-written tales. We studied it for months, reading and rereading key passages, trying to understand and control our emerging sexual arousal. Bondage and submission gave us our first orgasms and we had found our calling.

In all modesty, we’re hot. Tall, slim, big, firm breasts, spankable asses, and long- blonde tresses. When we were teenagers, we knew we looked good and decided we wanted to be bondage models. That lasted until we talked to a couple of sites once we turned eighteen. I remembered the teenage fantasies Ashley and I had about sex. We explored bondage and submission late at night when our parents were asleep. We played with boys when we were away at school, but we were too chicken to play bondage games with them. We never tried hard since none of our boyfriends were into that kind of play.

The closest we came to our current bondage was when we bought some handcuffs after we graduated. They are still in our old home, I guess. I remember Ashley made me wear them for two days when I messed up a funds transfer. When she discovered my error, she told me I had to be punished for my error. I felt I had made a mistake and she was correct. She took my hand and led me to the cupboard where we kept our BDSM toys. At her orders I undressed and let her cuff my hands behind me. I felt bad and didn’t even ask how long I had to wear them.

She led me back into the living room and knelt me beside the desk where she was working. I felt humble and small and knew I deserved to be punished. She fed me simple meals by hand and made me sleep on a rug at the foot of her bed. She used a rope to loosely connect my neck to a leg of her bed and tossed a blanket over me. In the morning, when she let me up and left the rope on my neck. I asked her to release me. She refused, saying I deserved more punishment and strapped a gag in my mouth.  She only removed the gag to feed me. When I clamped my mouth shut after being fed, she threw me over her lap and spanked me. She only stopped when I promised to obey her and be gagged. She finally released me the next day, after lunch. I remember that experience vividly and now recall it more favorably than I did then. That was the time I realized I was submissive.

We’ve fallen into our fantasy. We attacked college with a determination to become wealthy. She studied marketing and I studied business. Somewhere in our studies we both latched onto the thought that two identical, smart, hot girls would be excellent criminals. Which led to us robbing the wrong man and landed us here as sex slaves.

We had successfully stolen millions and thought ourselves polished swindlers before we met Alexander Knowles. We had practiced and polished our personalities so well our parents couldn’t tell us apart. I/We seduced and married him (he thought he was marrying one of us). Then we swindled him using our second identity and divorced him. He found us and the first thing we knew of our exposure was when we woke, captive in an Arabic country. Our choice was either jail and the loss of a limb (penalty for theft) or sign on as his indentured servants (slaves).

We are kept  chained hand and foot with a heavy gold collar. To add to our humiliation and submission, he had us pierced and rings put in our nipples, ears, labia lips and nose, seven in all. We are, technically, not naked all the time. During the day we are strapped into very tight, red with gold seams, corsets that lift and support our breasts, but leave them exposed for the world to see. We also wear very short see-through skirts that expose our bikini waxed labia lips, and very tall stilettoes.

All our friends would be horrified at our situation, but I’m not. I have a man who loves me, uses me to give him pleasure and status, and takes good care of me. He’s taught me how to get great pleasure from almost any stimulation, and how to enjoy giving others pleasure. We have been his slaves for a month now, and it still is exciting and magical. I have lost all self-determination, yet I’m happier than ever. What is it about girls that we like being submissive to a man? Is it in our DNA?

Our lives have gone full circle and now we’re living our teenage fantasies.  We are often  chained to something solid whenever a master wants us to stay put, or to remind us of our status. We can’t use furniture without permission, and we have strict rules to follow or be punished. We’re whipped for his pleasure and to force us to orgasm. All of our holes are used to give us pleasure and humiliate us. It shames me to realize I’m not only getting used to my condition, but I like it when I induce lust in a man (or woman). I’m becoming a  wanton slut.

When we were first enslaved, thick gold collars were put on our necks. Collars have been put on slaves for centuries for many reasons: identification, handling, shaming. We got them for all those reasons. The ones our high-tech master puts on his slaves are more modern than most. Not only do they identify us as his slaves, provide a handy attachment point for chains and leashes, but they have high tech devices embedded in them that let him locate, monitor, and punish us. He seemed proud of his innovations and pointed them out when we first got them. I don’t know if he has people monitoring us as part of his security or if it’s automated. I am aware of its capability every day. Every door in the house has a small light beside it. If the light is red and we try to pass through, our collars shock us. If we try again, it knocks us out, taser like. A green light is safe. The light turns green if Joy, master, or one of the staff precedes us. He knows what we have done or said when we were alone, doors won’t open if we try to explore, he knows where we are all the time, and he demonstrated their ability to shock us when he wants. Ashley and I rarely discuss it, but I like that he is always watching us. My master should have godlike power.

At first master made me wear a ring gag at night so I couldn’t bite. For the last few days he’s left it off and I’m a lot more comfortable. I hope someday he’ll trust me enough to let me sleep with my hands in front. I hope he’ll take the chains off me someday, like Joy. I’m afraid Ashley and I will have to show years of trustworthy behavior before we earn that. In the meantime I’ll try to give him the best blowjob he’s ever had.

I’m gentle, mostly just letting him lay in my mouth until he swells and stiffens up enough to have a chance of penetration then I switch to taking him to the hilt. I sucked his cock and rolled his balls around my mouth while he drew circles on my cheeks with his fingers. This wakes him up and he puts his hands around my head and pumps me up and down.

I love it when he takes control and makes me satisfy him. His strong hands are my aphrodisiac and my simmering arousal boils. Soon he’s grunting with each stroke until he fills my mouth completely. I know he’s about to fill my oral cavity with his hot spend and I prepare to swallow it all, but he pulls out spanks my ass with two hard swats, making me grunt,  rolls me over, and his strong hands grasp my breasts, squeezing them hard.

I gasp in wild arousal and sharp pain as his hands slide onto my nipple rings and pull.  My arousal crescendos and I come with a wailing scream.

I hear him say, “Morning Abby,” as he rolls onto me and his now stiff cock impales me with a strong thrust. He pumps me up and, in an instant, he comes and fills me with his hot spend. I orgasm again, even before my initial orgasm had wound down.

In my post-coital bliss I reflect on how nice it is that the rings he put in me can cause instant arousal. They’re often embarrassing, sometimes painful, but always a direct path to orgasm.

For long minutes I lay there providing a warm resting place for his cock, willing and eager to host him for as long as he wants. When he’s down to normal size again, he gets out of bed and lifts me up too. He kisses my forehead and shoulders for minutes then fondles my breasts and nipples until they’re fully engorged and I’m getting aroused again. He turns me around, reaches around me and fondles my breasts some more, then unlocks my wrists from behind my neck and tells me to choose a whip from the rack. There were several hanging from hooks. I selected a cat-o-nine because it was more refined. I had felt them all and knew what they felt like, plus, it was the one he chose most often. I handed it to him and he flicked it teasingly across my breasts.

He took me onto the terrace, chained my hands over my head, and fastened my feet far apart. I knew this meant he was going to whip my pussy. His strokes were slow, with long pauses between and widely distributed, front, back, from knees to shoulders, occasionally vertical up between my legs, they felt like millions of tiny stings, over, and over, and over. I gasped and moaned and watched him. I looked at his muscles, fascinated at their movement under his skin, and his great, erect again cock, its veins standing out. I was greatly aroused and wanted him in me again.

When he finished, I was glowing pink all over and consumed with lust and couldn’t bear not having him in me. He unchained me lifted me and held me against him. I threw my chained hands over his head and wrapped my legs around him. Trying to slide myself down on his rampant cock. He helps me and I impale myself on him. He lifts me up then lowers me down. He holds me against the rough stone wall and moves within me. We orgasm together and stand still for a long moment before he carries me back to bed and puts the chain back on my collar. I’m neither surprised nor unhappy. I know I’m untrustworthy.

When his alarm sounds, he gently lifts off me and says, “Busy day ahead. I’ve got to get going. Thank you, Abigail,” and gets out of bed. Seeing his big, strong body displayed before me in all it’s naked, glory reminds me how lucky I am. He’s smart, strong, wealthy, looks like an athlete, enjoys rough sex, and owns me.  I married him then fell in love, then betrayed him and tried to disappear from him. He found us and now we can’t leave him again. We have a second chance, and its entirely on his terms, which I’m comfortable with. Ashley and I messed up and it looks like he isn’t going to let us go again. On his way to the bathroom he says, ”Rest for a minute.”

Master is a self-made tycoon. I know he owns properties in countries all over the world. For the last month he’s kept us in SE Asia, in a country where indentured servants are legal and widely owned. No one here is surprised if a wealthy man keeps his wives and servants chained. We’ve been taken out in public as slaves and all the men stare at us, but no one ever mentions our chains. Master keeps us, including Joy, himself, and the guards in excellent shape. We all eat a vegie diet with fish and yogurt. We exercise every day along with  Joy and sometimes master. When we are doing calisthenics and yoga, he is working out with a physical trainer doing some sort of strenuous hand-to-hand combat and exercises. He’s having a field behind the house turned into stables and an oval track for us do our ponygirl training.

Alex relieved himself then activated the system secreted in the wall. This was his secret toy. Once he realized the cunning of the two girls, he had set a team working on a system to ferret out their secrets once he found them. The vanity mirror became a viewer through which he could review many things, including the recordings taken by the cameras hidden around the house and in his slaves collars. His immediate interest was Abby’s morning. He watched her slowly transition to wakefulness, cautious checking of the time, and her slow evolution to praising his cock, enjoying her happy expression when she managed to suck his member into her mouth. He remembered the warm, wet sensation he woke enjoying and saw the cautious joy when she realized he was awake. Did she enjoy her sensation or watching his expression when he woke? He suspected it was both.  A fine slave girl should enjoy every aspect of sex and be pleased when her actions please her master. Whichever, she was developing into a fine slave girl, albeit a little too relaxed around him. He turned the system off, watched the screen revert to a mirror, and went into the bedroom.

I lay in bed, awake, alone,  comfortable, savoring his lingering taste while he was in the bath. I knew he’d come out in a few minutes, empty, happy, upbeat, yet unshaven. He’d call Joy to come get me and Ashley, unlock the chain from my collar and help me stand up. I didn’t need help, but I pretended I did, and liked his touch.

When he came out, I watched him, anticipating his touch. He approached me with his ring of keys dangling from his fingers, a promise most potent. He unlocked the chain from my collar, threw back my covers, trailed his hand over my labia, up my belly, fondled my right breast, put his hand under my head and lifted me to my feet, and held me tight, my back against him, his erection probing my ass. Every touch kicked my arousal up a notch and I gasped or squealed at them all. He reached around me and cupped my breasts, rolling my nipples in his fingers until they were fully engorged. He was rough and I creamed immediately. I rubbed against his body and purred. He turned me to face him, lifting me effortlessly by my breasts to my tiptoes, his face close, and looking at me fiercely. He spoke slowly, “What do you want, Abby?”

“Please fuck me master. You made me hot and needy.”

“Beyond that, do you want freedom? What about Ashley?”

My body was burning with desire. I didn’t want freedom. I didn’t know what that meany anymore. I didn’t care about Ashley now. I wanted him in me, filling me, completing me, “Just fuck me, master, please.”

“You’re here to serve my needs, Abby. When I give you pleasure, rest assured I’m receiving pleasure and benefit too. You’re not here for me to give you pleasure when you want it.” He held me back a foot and slapped my breasts with his free hand, left, right, three times. I squealed at the first blow and grunted at the rest. It hurt like the blazes. I felt my love juices flooding my vagina and heat flowing into my cunt. I got aroused when he treated me roughly. I know it was submission, and demeaning, but it always felt like he was giving me what I needed. I loved feeling his overwhelming male strength. I loved submitting to it.

It was right that he kept us helpless, we weren’t trustworthy, we needed someone to obey.  He loved us and gave us what we needed, a master to obey, to honor, and to love. He was strong and made us be better than we would be on our own. I loved him for his strength and intelligence. Love isn’t the right word, I loved puppies and boyfriends. He I respected and knew he was far above me. I had nowhere else I wanted to be. I had been incredibly bad, ignoring all my instincts and letting Ashley persuade me to steal from him. I, we, deserved punishment and was thankful he didn’t send me to prison. Ok, he kept me more helpless than I would be in prison, but I was with him, living my fantasy, and loving it.

It is unfair to treat me the same as Ashley. It was her idea! She pushed me to help. I’ve always given in to her schemes. Granted, we got away with a lot of money until we tackled Alexander Knowles. I warned Ashley that he was a lot smarter than our earlier marks, but she wouldn’t let go of her ambition. He’s a gazillionaire and really smart. He earned his fortune and he’s only thirty-nine now. He’s gorgeous and we managed to swindle him out of seven million dollars, but unlike the others we conned, he caught us. I’m not sorry he did. I’ve never stopped loving him. Ashley too, she says. I believe her but, like me, it’s more complex than that.

He let us choose prison or servitude. We chose to be his indentured servants. He lives in one of those Muslim kingdoms where there are lots of indentured servants and he can do anything up to major injury if we misbehave. He told us ahead of time that we’d be his sex slaves for twenty years. He showed us a video some humanitarian group had shot in the prison and we signed up immediately. I jumped into his bondage immediately, with visions of “O”. I guess he could have scammed us, but we had researched him thoroughly and he was honest.

It’s at times like this I wish he’d sell Ashley and keep me as his only sex slave. I wanted him to myself. I didn’t think he’d ever free me. I just wanted him to myself, to be the one always in his bed, to be the one he trusted to suck his cock and warm his bed. I was ashamed but, I still hoped.

He lifted my hands over my head, sat on the bed, and pulled me across his lap, my chained hands behind my neck. I lay across his lap. He held me down with his hand in my hair and threw a leg over my thighs. He spanked me, hard. I kept quiet for two blows but squealed at all the rest.   Each blow resulted in a sharp, fierce pain , but slowly a warm glow spread thru my ass and I felt my love juices flowing into my vagina. Despite, or maybe because of, the pain I was near to climax. I felt closer to master than ever. When it was over, I felt chastised, submissive, and loved. Strange. Maybe all women should be spanked every morning. It was a wonderful start to my day.

He stood up with me. I said, “Thank you, master.”

He took me in his arms and kissed me thoroughly with lots of tongue. There was a knock on the door and he broke the kiss and called, “Come.” He released my hands and I lifted them over my head.

It was Joy. She was a slave too, but she had been here when Ashley and I were captured. She wore a collar like ours, but her arms and legs were unfettered and she was permitted normal clothing. She was what we aspired to be. She was carrying leashes for us. She walked to master and greeted him, “Good morning, master,” and bowed. This showed another difference in our status: she could just say hello; we had to kneel and kiss a master’s feet. I knelt, as my rules required, and so did Ashley. I bent down and kissed Joy’s feet in submission. She said, “Up, girl.” I straightened up and she clipped the leash on my nose ring. She released Ashley and we followed her to the large bath. She removed the leashes and told us, “You have thirty minutes then I’ll take you to breakfast.” The light by the door turned red as she left.

Left alone, we examined each other. We were identical twins and we were thought beautiful by men. Our appearance and our behavior, honed over years of practice had been our ticket to financial success and our eventual slavery. Usually we got forty-five minutes to prepare for the day. The gold name tag dangling from her collar caught my attention. We had had large, gold name tags put on our collars a few days ago. I wanted to know why but was afraid to ask. Curiosity was discouraged in his slaves. Still, I wondered. Were they a whim, or did master want others to be able to tell us apart? Or were we going to be handled by others? Whatever, they were demeaning, identifying us as pets, livestock. I bristled, helplessly, for there was nothing we could do about it. Had he tagged us to deepen our submission, to make it even more clear that we were owned?  Was our hopeless ignorance a tool to deepen our submission?

We plucked out our butt plugs and relieved ourselves, leaving our wastes in our labeled bowls and covering them. I sometimes wondered what they did with our samples. I was pretty sure they were inspected for parasites but it could have been some local witchcraft or religious ceremony. We gave ourselves enemas, cleaning us out in case anyone wanted to use our rear orifice, cleaned our butt plugs and replaced them. We showered, washed our hair, did our makeup, and put on the see-through blouse and skirt Joy had left us.

Our shoes were another part of our attire we didn’t control. After we got ready, we donned the stilettos that Joy left in the bathroom. Different ones daily, both the same color. So far, we haven’t seen any repetition. We were allowed to don trainers for exercise.

We stood side-by-side and regarded ourselves it the big mirror and compared our images. If Joy  saw a difference in us, we would both be punished. Master insisted we be identical since that was how he fell in love with us and how we fooled everyone. The only other differences were the small tattoos he placed on us the first day we were captured and now the nametags. The tats were identical Chinese ideographs meaning ‘Female Thief’ placed on our thighs, mine on my left leg, Ashley’s on her right.

Seeing no other differences, we knelt side-by-side, watching the door, and waited for our keeper.

I eyed the camera up in the corner and decided to ignore it. We were recorded everywhere but the master’s bedroom. “Something’s different. We got less time than usual to get ready and she had a look,” I said.

“We never need all the time. Maybe they finally noticed.”

“Yeah, but why change now? Something’s different.”

“OK. What do you want to do about it?”

“We could ask.”

“And get another stripe. You know how they treat curiosity.”

“I know, I know, “Curiosity is not becoming in a slave girl.”

Joy came in and we both put our foreheads on the floor in obeisance. A brief, “Up, girls,” she locked our hands in front, and took us to breakfast, without the humiliating leashes on our nose rings. Usually we ate under the watchful gaze of master Alexander and sometimes his guests, from bowls on the floor. Today, just Joy watched us. If was over quickly then we were led to the room where we cleaned our restraints and set to work,  cleaning and polishing our chains. It was a weekly task and we had learned to do it quickly.

Joy returned before we were finished, waited for us to finish, inspected our work, then took us to the workshop where the smith put bells on our nipple rings, ankle cuffs, and collars. They were light but large and very loud. I wondered if they would be permanent additions. We jingled loudly with every movement.  Was this an indication they would trust  us more now, or just something to humiliate us more and/or make us more outstanding for the camera? I hoped it meant they would let us live without the chains, like Joy.

How my life has  changed in a month. I used to be a privileged young lady who shopped at the right stores, had a large investment account, and was married to a wealthy tycoon who treated me like an intelligent spouse. My twin sister and I had faked marriage to him, swindled him out of millions, and vanished. He had found us, captured us, and made us into his pleasure slaves. As they say in the BDSM novels, it was a total exchange of power.

Our lives now are centered on sex and submission. Others decide the what, when, where, and how of our lives. We are whipped, caned, poked, and prodded to punish our transgression, for the enjoyment of others, and, as we were taught, for our sexual stimulation. Master has taught us that pain can be a powerful erotic stimulant. Especially for a helpless girl, and we are always kept helpless.

Master has started a BDSM channel, starring us as permanent slavegirls, with occasional bondage models appearing with us. We were aways shown chained and ringed, but sometimes they started with us clothed. They were removed slowly  during the show. Increasing our apparent shame during the show attracted more clients than having us start naked was good business, I guess.

Yet, I was still glowing from my morning and quite happy. I had traded a lonely life of worry, of risk and deception for one of submission with endless, dynamic love, and I was becoming quite fond of being continually exposed, if felt very natural: I was hiding nothing and proud of my body. 

Joy took us to the master’s big office where we found a surprise. There were two low desks with computer terminals waiting for us. She said, “Take your desk,” pointing to the low desks. There were name plates on top of the monitors. We both knelt in front of the ones with our names. They had thick, wide pillows waiting for us. Joy locked chains from floor rings to our collars.

“Master has decided to see if you two can be useful in his work. This is a test. If you mess up, you’ll go back to being menial slaves and sex toys. Your chance to grow. The instructions are on the desk. I’ll be back at noon.”

I read my sheet of instructions. It told me how to log in to an account with my name. I did and looked around. The account had several files and programs in memory. There was no connectivity to the outside world. The largest file was what seemed to be a prospectus on an unnamed  company with many divisions all across the world. I started reading it since it was the most interesting item. Ashley and I talked. The machines were angled away from each other, were bolted down, and our chains were too short for us to see each other’s screen. We seemed to have identical setups and agreed this was a test.

Since the only sizeable file was on the same anonymous company and we both had business degrees we gravitated to different parts of the story. I concentrated on finance and Ashley focused on marketing.

Some discrepancies showed up in the company immediately and I figured this was a test. I opened a word processing program and made notes. So did Ashley. We worked on our problem until noon when both Joy and master entered the office. We immediately slid off the pillows and knelt with our foreheads to the floor. We chimed, Greetings, master.”

He immediately said, “Nice to see you girls. As you were.” Joy was silent.  Master sat at his desk and Joy took a side chair as we knelt back at our computers. “Now, what did you understand about the test?”

I said, it wasn’t about the computers, was it master? It was the company in the large file.”

“Correct Abby. How did you and Ashley split up the job?”

He looked at Ashley and she answered, “Based on our education, master. I looked at the marketing and she reviewed the accounting.”

“Good. Abby, you’re findings?

I looked at my notes and answered, “ Two things were clear, master, first, the Asian division had a lot of unaccounted expenses compared to the European, American, and Australian divisions that were not proportional to sales. It looks like extensive payoffs or theft. Second, the cost of labor is growing by eight percent a year in Asia. Alternative construction markets should be found. Aside from that, the books are not being reconciled in a timely manner, causing many adjustments after the books are closed.”

“Good, Ashley, did you find anything?”

“Yes, master. It appears that the marketing staff is badly allocated, way too high a percentage are located in the least productive markets, of course it is possible that those markets are not suited for the company’s products in that area, but then why be located there at all? The smallest staff is located in the region with the largest sales. There could be many causes, but they appear to be badly located or possibly supported. In any case, reallocation of resources seems appropriate.”

“Excellent, both of you. You will be going to a party tonight.” He left the room, Joy released us , and led us out.

Ashley and I were following Joy who seemed excited. There was a spring in her step I hadn’t seen before. Maybe it just seemed happy since she hadn’t put a leash on either of us, or maybe it was the happy jingle of our new bells? I wasn’t sure, but whatever the reason, I felt happy despite my bottom of the ladder status.

She led us to a room that was new to me. It was small, nearly filled by a couple of chairs, a small table, and a dark-skinned woman sitting on the far side of the table. Joy put me in the chair facing the woman and Ashley in a chair against the wall. It turned out the woman was there to do our nails and she didn’t speak much English. Joy told us to follow her orders and left, locking the door behind her. All of our nails were painted a bright pink in record time. We were dry when Joy returned.

Joy took us to the studio where the production staff made our videos. It was a separate building, rustic inside with a plethora of bondage gear, cages, pillories, crosses, chains dangling from the ceiling. A shooting usually lasted three hours with two being put on the air. Usually Ashley and I were the only females and we were always put in strict bondage and the staff played with us. We were recorded doing our daily cleaning, polishing, serving duties but this was the place where we were punished and displayed in sexually submissive acts. They had showed us what passes for porn on commercial websites. It was pretty much what they did to us but with a little better lighting and continuity. There was a long-term vague script placing us as slaves in a castle. Sometimes Joy appeared as a mistress, but her face was never shown. The male performers were masked, we knew them, of course, but the audience wouldn’t. The attraction of our website was that we showed them our continual submission, our routine, ongoing slavery. It was clear from our continuity that we were the real thing, not bondage models who voluntarily sold our bodies for other’s pleasure then slept at home.

When we entered the stage, our wrists were fastened together with six-inch chains and our feet eight inches. This was our “New normal” since we were given work to do around the place, we couldn’t do it with our hands locked behind us. They restricted our gait, made sure we couldn’t kick, and kept our wrists close together. At night my wrist chain was locked to the back of my collar so I couldn’t hurt my partner. I think Ashley was treated the same. Oh, and we had two-inch wide steel collars on our necks. None of the bands on our limbs opened with keys. But this wasn’t strict enough for our video sessions. They usually took the chain off my wrists and used ropes to make me immobile. I guess tight ropes say “sex slave” better than chains with some play.

Most of the time my hands were crossed behind my back and tied together then the rope was passed around my waist so that they were held higher and fixed in place. With my usual chains I had some small freedom to move them, even able to reach a little in front. Not so when rope was used, my hands were tightly fixed to the back of my waist. Despite my lack of motion, this was comfortable because they used many soft turns of rope, my circulation was unrestricted. However ,when they wanted me uncomfortable they would tie my elbows together too. This added a lot of strain and made my elbows stick out behind me almost a foot.

Joy left me in the first studio with several men and took Ashley into the second studio. I guess we’ll have different shows tonight. Joe, one of the stagehands, a six-foot, muscular white guy, about my age, with a good smile took my arm and moved me toward the stage. I resisted. Heck, I knew I couldn’t stop him, but I enjoyed fighting him. No, that wasn’t true, I enjoyed the feeling of helplessness. It made me feel alive and female. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me, and I wanted stimulation. When he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me off the floor, I quit resisting and kissed him. He stood still and returned the kiss. When he pulled back, I asked, softly, “Hey Joe, wouldn’t you rather be doing something else with me now? I would.”

He whispered back, “Let’s see how you feel after the show.”

“It’s a deal.” He didn’t say no and I was already getting aroused. When any man took possession of me, I got aroused, and the longer I was overpowered, the more aroused I got. Does hopeless resistance mean I’m a natural submissive or that I’ve adapted to being collared and chained all the time?  I knew I would get a climax or two this session, but it was more fun in a man’s arms.

I was sure he’d refuse me, but  it put me in the mood for submission and sex. I didn’t know if the bondage models in the videos I had seen were pretending to come but I knew that Ashley and I had the real thing on camera and we liked it. Resistance just made it happen quicker.

As soon as he let me go to get some rope, I ran away as fast as I could, giggling. Of course he had me again before I could reach the door. My feet were still hobbled, of course. He carried me back to center stage and locked a dangling chain to my collar with a loud dinging.

“Meanie,” I chastised him, smiling, “A real man would have used me.”

“After the show,” he repeated.

He started prepping me as he usually did, by tying my arms behind me. All of them were able to do this quickly. Soon my arms were crossed behind me and lashed solidly to my body. He made the initial bindings tight enough I couldn’t get out quickly, then he returned with additional rope cinching the initial loops at every place my arms were next to my body. The final cinches pulled the ropes tighter enough I couldn’t even wiggle my arms  but not tight enough to affect circulation anywhere. It was very professional and meant I could be left bound for hours. The knots were all out of my reach. He finished binding my arms and turned me around to inspect his work and display me to the cameras.

He bound my breasts next. He started with my right breast and wrapped  a long, thick cord around the base, not too tight but the effect was to force my breast into a circular balloon with my ringed nipple in the center. When he thought it was taut enough, he switched to my left breast and wrapped it to match my right breast. When they matched his need, he tied them off in the middle and ran two loops around  my body before tying the end together in between them and leaving a long tail. To lead me with? 

I was really hot now and rubbed against him. I purred into his ear, “I’m still ready and nicely packaged for you.” I knew the script he was following gave him a lot of leeway as long as it let the viewers imagine I was submissive and had orgasms and pain. The male viewers wanted to be him and the females wanted to be me. I just wanted to cum.

I was placed standing over a knee-high, thick wooden post and my legs were tightly strapped to it.  A cloth bag was put over my head. They left me alone for a minute then a whip started flicking my bottom. This was apparent torture for exaggerated effect on the viewers. It stung, but not bad at all. I was supposed to cry out as if it really hurt,  if I didn’t exaggerate now, they would increase the speed and power until I really did cry out in pain. My choice. I didn’t want Joe to feel he should up the pain, so I cried out loudly. The only real effect of the light whipping was to make my ass glow and warm my belly. I was really aroused when the whip stopped.

They teased me for ten minutes then one of the men bent me down so my body lay flat on the post, plucked out my butt plug, lubed me with two fingers, and shoved his big cock into me. He was really big and forced my anus to really stretch. He was slow, held my thighs, put his iron hard member to my bottom hole and pushed, slow and irresistible. I was afraid he would split me in half, but I eventually stretched enough to admit him. His strokes were slow and methodical. He made appreciative sounds and so did I. I remembered to match him, relax, and welcome him home when he pushed, squeezed, and held him when he pulled out.

He emphasized each stroke with a slap on my ass or a breast, hard enough to make me gasp. I had to concentrate but it was, overall, very enjoyable and I was nearing my first climax. He climaxed and his hot spend filling me triggered mine and I screamed in pleasure. They let me relax where I was for a long moment, then he took the sack off my head. I knew what was coming and prepared myself. He stood in front of me, gripped my hair, pulled me down, and all I saw was his thick, wet cock.

I opened my mouth and licked the tip. He tasted of me and him, a thoroughly heady mix. He held my head in both hands and face-fucked me. I had no choice, no way to object and no desire to. I was completely submissive as all women are in a blowjob, besides, I really enjoyed myself. This is one of the things I really like, even though I have to be submissive. I don’t understand it, but it’s true. In this, at least, I am a natural slave. I cleaned him, swallowing every drop, greedy for more, until he finally pulled back and I told him, “Thank you, master.”

He took me down, untied me and let me kneel on a low cushion at a low table with a laptop. I got to answer queries from my ‘Fans.’ Of course it wasn’t real-time. One of the production staff would review my answers and as long as I didn’t give any identifying data on names or locations, the conversation would go out on the website. The reviewer would censor my responses and I’d be punished  if there were many rejections. I’d received a couple of really painful punishments on the first two of these sessions and got much better since. I was encouraged to make a good show since my responses would be on the website. I was on camera and read the questions out loud and acted naturally, smiling, grimacing, laughing while I considered my answer, often making some snarky comment at questions suggesting Ashley and I were paid performers or that we were volunteers.

Joy showed up and took both of us to dinner. After dinner it was back to the restroom for another enema and touching up our makeup. That’s when she told us there was a party this evening where we’d meet some of the locals. She refused to answer any questions, except to assure us that our nudity was not a problem.

She took us to the big lounge where we found Master and Klaus. Master kissed me, briefly, then Ashley.

“You look ravishing, girls. We’re having a BDSM party. Your first here, I believe.”

I spoke up, “Yes, master. What should we do?”

“Be obedient, loving, and relaxed. Participate in the games and do your best. Everyone is here for enjoyment and sex. Don’t worry about your health, everyone coming is clean.”

The clock said five pm when Fredrickson brought the first guests into the room. It was a wide, fit looking man, maybe late thirties, and a slightly younger woman. He was swarthy and dressed casually as was master and Joy. The woman was a white redhead and I wondered about her story. She wasn’t naked like us, but I could see she was his property because she wore a collar like mine and steel bracelets on her wrists and ankles. She had on a tight, white, strapless dress with lots of cleavage and a short hemline. Her breasts were a C or D cup and I looked but didn’t see the telltale lines of either a bra or nipple rings. A cut above us it seemed but still property. She followed him, a step behind, as we were taught was proper.

The men greeted each other and the stranger immediately turned to me and Ashley. He asked master, “How long have you owned them?”

“They’re new, just out of training. This is their first party. You’ll have a chance at them later.”

“Good. They look excellent. Very beautiful.”

“They’re passionate and appreciative, as you’ll soon see, my friend.”

I didn’t look at Ashley, but I was proud and blushing, not at what the stranger thought, but at master’s description.

More people entered and I wanted to hear but Joy took us over to a counter, gave us serving trays with oer d’oerves and drinks to offer to the guests. We were instructed to serve the dominants and tell them that dinner would be served later. If masters wanted their girls to eat or drink, they would take the item and feed their girls. When new arrivals stopped appearing, Joy took our trays away and returned us to master.

The room was getting full, with apparently one slave girl for each man. I couldn’t count them and there were just as many on the terrace. The terrace had several suspension rigs, bondage tables and pillories. I hadn’t seen all the gear before. Did the guests bring their favorites or was there a bondage supply store in town?

He was talking with two men and saw us approaching. He half turned and motioned for us to kneel on the floor close to him then he resumed his discussion with the two men. They were discussing a girl’s reaction to stimulation and master asserted that his girls (us) reacted positively to almost any stimulation. The others disagree and asserted their girls reaction varied quite a lot to different stimulation. Master argued it was a matter of training. Finally, he said, “My girls are trained so that almost any stimulation causes them to need intercourse.”

The big man said, “That’s not natural. I bet that pain will not cause your women to lubricate.”

“Would twenty pounds suffice?”

“Definitely.”

You’re on. Girls, stand up and turn around.”

We popped up instantly and spun around. Master pulled my arms back and locked my upper arm bands together, pulling my chained wrists into my belly, firmly then he did the same to Ashley.

“Turn around and kneel, girls. Arch your backs and thrust your breasts out.” We complied.

“We’ll flog their breasts until they have colored up nicely. Please feel their pussies and verify they are not lubricated now.”

The bigger man slid a finger between my labia lips and an inch into my love canal. It tickled, but I held still. I knew master was right about us. We had  been trained to climax to any attention, painful or pleasurable, as master wanted. Would master take us to a climax? God, I hoped so.

It was humiliating being displayed as a slave to strangers, but I knew I would forget the humiliation once I had climaxed. Submission made everything I felt a sexual pleasure and swamped everything else. After we had been felt, the men nodded assent to master.

Joy handed master and the larger of the men floggers with short handles supporting many long, supple, leather straps. I tried not to smile. Master had a sure winner here. This was a favorite of mine. No matter how hard they wielded them, I would climax if they beat me long enough. I would feel pain when he started and gasp and squeal, but shortly it would morph into a painless, beautiful warmth throughout my body. I would feel warm love juices flow into my cunt, readying me for penetration and even if he didn’t take me, I would soon climax leaving no trace but rosy, tender flesh and incredible pleasure. 

I smiled at master as he prepared the first blow. I mouthed, “Thank you,” silently and saw him smile back.

The first blow was horizontal and slapped the top curve of both breasts, causing the sharp pain I expected. I squealed shrilly, echoed by Ashley. He second and third were vertical on the outside of my breasts, avoiding my rings and bells. I had forgotten about them  I gasped at the pain. The next blow was horizontal again, striking the underside of my breasts. Another squeal. Now my belly was getting warm and the pain was draining out of my breasts, not going away, but changing into a hard caress. From then on, the sounds I made were gasps of pleasure as my climax was forced on me. I think he stopped after ten more blows, just agonizingly short of my climax. I sobbed in disappointment and looked at master’s face. He was smiling and mouthed, “Later.” I  just pouted, feeling useful, disappointed, and happy he knew me so well.

The men tested our vaginas again, the bettor smiled, gave master some currency, and said, “Thank you for the lesson. Would you give me the name of your trainer?”

“Certainly.”

I knew my success had nothing to do with training. It was my nature.


Chapter  2 :  Tyra

Master’s demonstration had attracted a crowd of men and women. A tall, blonde, woman, with high cheek bones, very Teutonic in appearance, strode up to Alexander, smiled, and introduced herself, “Mr. Knowles, I’m Tyra Rollins. We haven’t met. You invited my partner, Mr. Ribonet and he is out of the country. I wanted to meet you and the event sounded intriguing so I came in his place. I hope you don’t mind,” she extended her hand.

Master took her hand, raised it to his lips inclined his head briefly and said, “Pleased to meet you Ms. Rollins.”

“Tyra, please.” She waved her hand at Ashley and me, “I presume these slaves are yours?” Her voice was quiet, and she had an English accent.

“Yes, they’re mine. I’ve only had them a little more than a month, but they have trained well.”

“Were they trained locally? Do they have a specialty?”

“Yes, locally. No, no specialty, just submission, decorum, and sex. Are you an owner?”

“No, I’ve just played with Mr. Ribonet’s slave, Almira. I see you have their hands fastened in front. Are they being punished?”

“Not for anything recent. They haven’t earned trust yet and they were bad before I acquired them. They’re able to do more tasks with their hands in front and still be reminded to behave. If they’re bad or break a rule I can easily deprive them of almost all movement by clipping their arm bands together. Let me show you. Ashley, stand up and turn around.”

Ashley

I stood up quickly and turned around. I was master’s property and thought his reputation would be sullied if I didn’t perform well, and I’d probably be punished, so I tried to be graceful and maintained  a display pose as I complied. As soon as I stopped, I felt my elbows pulled together and my arm bands clipped together. My hands were now held tightly to my waist. I couldn’t move them at all. I heard master order, “Turn around, Ashley.” She complied. Tyra asked, “Can I touch her?”

“Of course.”

Tyra stepped close, grasped Ashleys wrists and pulled testing how much play she had. They didn’t move, their chain digging into Ashleys flesh. She said, “ Tight, a very effective arrangement,” then she stepped behind Ashley and inspected the fastening. “Ingenious,” and she walked back to master.

Tyra said, “Impressive design. You can change her from useful to helpless with a simple spring clip she can’t remove.”

Master was basking in her praise, more than I had expected. This woman must be more important than I thought. Unexpectedly, he asked her, “Would you like to try one?”

She looked us over. I was still standing with my hands useless, smiling, of course. I was ready and wondered what she would taste like. She took our appearance as naked, chained, slaves as normal. She knew we were slaves and wasn’t shocked. She was a player.  Of course we were identical save for our tats, a subtle difference.

She replied, “Why yes. Might I borrow this one for a little while?” She pointed at me, probably because I was closer to her.

“Of course.” He removed my clip and I could use my chained hands again. He handed the clip and my leash to her.

She put the leash on my nose ring and the clip on my collar for use later. “Heel.” She obviously had handled slaves before. She led me away. Thankfully she walked slowly.

I was ready for an adventure and hoping for an orgasm or two. It wasn’t easy, but I held still and waited.

Tyra paused, said, “Thank you. I’ll play with her and report how she does. Do you have any limits?”

“No permanent damage. She’ll be better after submitting to someone new. Enjoy her until the party’s over.”

“Thank you. Heel.”

I followed the woman, Tyra, across the room. Had to, she kept my leash taut. I was very aware of the loud ringing of my bells. My breasts were swaying continually. The bells hung from my nipple rings on chains long enough that they collided irregularly, making a loud, irregular ringing that was quite noticeable and made heads turn.

She stopped and talked to several groups of people and I knelt beside her. It was clear she knew many of the people at the party. I knew only the household staff, Abigail, and master. My comfortable anonymity was destroyed by the clanging bells, but I hadn’t lost any status, I never had any. As far as these people knew, I had never been anything but a slave. I ignored the other people, focusing on what Tyra said. It was mostly in English. She didn’t give me any commands except, “Heel,” when she started walking again. After a few minutes she sat in an overstuffed chair and pulled me between her legs. She gave me my first command, “Eat me,” as she pulled up her skirt and used my leash to put my nose in her cunt.

She wasn’t wearing any panties. She was planning for someone to get her off. I dipped my nose between her sex lips and started licking. She was already damp. I guess having me on a leash was exciting. Truthfully, it was exciting for me too. I left all my care behind me when master captured me and I liked all kinds of sex. Hell, I even liked the pain my masters gave me. It hurt at first, but it always turned into a warm glow all over and the magic shock of an orgasm usually followed, not all the time, but usually.

I know my life for the foreseeable future is to give people joy through sex. Luckily, I enjoy intercourse a lot. Much of my life is giving pleasure to others. I enjoy oral sex almost as much as an orgasm. It’s where I have the most control of my partner’s stimulation, whether it’s a man or woman and I get to taste and smell my influence. I’m more in control and it’s heady stuff.

She tasted wonderful and smelled even better. The fragrance of a woman enjoying sex is overwhelming, and the sounds I was forcing out of her were a special kind of music and they were arousing me too. Her aroma was constant and intoxicating. Her juices were delicate, like a fine wine, tingling my nose and light and sweet on my tongue.

She was easy to arouse, easier than Joy. I could tell just how close she was to her orgasm by the sounds she made. I started light and gentle at first just lightly caressing her sex lips, staying shallow and she whimpered. When I licked deep and hard it was halfway between a gasp and a groan and took a little longer to develop, long and drawn out like it was being forced out.

When she was panting and her gasps and whimpers were nearly constant, I gripped her clit with my teeth and nibbled gently. She screamed, announcing her orgasm to the room. I swallowed her spurt of love juices as the room applauded. I accepted their praise for a job well done.

She relaxed her pull on my nose and I knelt in display pose. We stayed put until she recovered. In a few minutes she said, “Very well done,” there was a brief pause as she read my name off my collar, “Ashley. Do you practice much?”

“About six times a week, mistress.”

“Some of the people here will loan their slaves to others for a few days. Has you master loaned you to anyone?”

“No, mistress.”

“Okay, let’s go see what is happening on the terrace.” She stood up brushing my nose with her skirt, “Stand up and turn around.” I did as ordered and she deftly clipped my arms together behind me. My wrists were firmly clamped to my waist and I was helpless again. I was used to this and amongst the party’s BDSM scenes, it felt exciting and natural. I was partying. “Heel.”

“Yes, mistress,” I stepped behind her, taking my place. She took me to a bathroom and cleaned my face delicately, then led me onto the terrace and moseyed through the action. I was feeling good. I was still a slave, among the lowest ‘Civilized’ people on the planet, helpless, and led on a leash, but I had just made my temporary mistress climax, I was still aroused, and might have my own climax, Tyra willing.

The sounds of men and women laughing, gasping, groaning, and shrieking filled the air. There were naked women everywhere, sitting on laps having their breasts played with, upended over men’s laps, on their backs being fucked, and on their knees satisfying men and women, as I had just done.

She stopped and watched a man who was using a flogger on a girl’s breasts. The girl gasped at every blow. He held her leash and her hands were tied behind her. She didn’t seem to be feeling much pain. She was holding still, his blows were soft and rapid, and her breasts were starting to glow. After a minute or so watching, he stopped and her breasts were glowing a hot pink. Another watcher said, “She looks great. Her breasts really stand out. Good idea.”

Startling me, Tyra spoke up, “She looks good. Would you like to do my girl’s breasts?”

He replied, “Sure. Hold her still.” He turned to the girl he had just flogged, “Kneel. I’ll just be a minute,”

And he turned back to me and raised his flogger. I was not worried. His girl didn’t show much pain and I knew it would turn me on. Tyra stepped behind me and gripped my leash right next to my nose. I wouldn’t have moved anyway.

He swung the flogger in a circle, treating each quarter of my breasts separately. First the top, then each side , only moving on when my skin glowed a hot pink. Of course, my bells jangled at every blow. It was very loud and attracted onlookers who cheered him on. I stayed quiet, enjoying all the cheering attention. I was increasingly aroused. The first blows were like he slapped my skin with his hand, causing only mild discomfort, but when they took on some color the pain was replaced with a warm glow of arousal.

I wasn’t actually paying attention to the beating, instead focusing on my pleasure, hoping it would lead to an orgasm and enjoying the attentive audience. I was jarred when he stopped. He wasn’t done, I wasn’t ready to stop. He turned to Tyra, “Her bells will interfere with coloring the bottoms of her breasts. If you’ll help, I can finish her.”

She nodded and he took hold of my left bell, lifted it until my ring was pointing up, “ Just hold this here for a minute and then we’ll do the other one.”

She took the bell in her free hand and held it up, resting her hand on my shoulder while he used the flogger, whirling it upward, to quickly enflame the bottom of my breast. After a too short moment he had her switch to my right breast and he finished me. He stepped aside so that the audience could see me better and bowed to their applause.

Tyra released my right bell, stepped around me to see my breasts in all their rose glory, and shared my moment of fame. I was pleased and aroused. When the audience stated to drift away, I turned to her and asked, “Mistress, may I speak?”

She was still smiling and nodded assent,

“Mistress, I’m very aroused and need a man to finish my orgasm. Will you arrange for that? I’ll try to give a good show.”

“I’ll look for an opportunity. Turn around.” I did and she released my arms. I turned back to face her. “You can use your fingers to maintain your arousal while we look.”

Thank you so very much, Mistress.” I stuck two fingers in my labia and rubbed my clit. The stimulation was wonderful. I knew I could reach orgasm by myself if I could keep it up, but I hadn’t asked for that so I would be careful and just do enough to sustain my arousal.

I meandered through the party, led on a leash fastened to my degrading nose ring, hands and feet chained and surreptitiously fingering myself. Nearly all of the women were collared. Some of them were leashed, but very few had nose rings, and none of those were being led by them. I was surrounded by the sights and sounds of men and women playing and having a very good time. Master stopped to watch vignettes throughout the several large rooms he had dedicated to the party. All of them were of men and women together, there were no groups of men or women alone just talking.

I had been to parties before I was enslaved, but none of them came close to the happiness I was seeing. Then again this was the first party I had been to with  female bondage and sex in the open.

Tyra walked slowly around the terrace and looked at all the activities. Most of my attention was on trying to keep my leash slack and maintaining my arousal. I was grateful she was walking slowly. My closely chained ankles had to take two steps for each of hers.

Of course, since I was “Heeling” I got to sit on my haunches and kneel beside mistress whenever she stopped. I got to watch everything she did. We saw men fucking women on tables, with her in a pillory or stocks, and simple missionary position on the floor. There were women fastened vertically on crosses or suspended by ropes being tickled with a whip and her laughing. We watched a room full of women in puppy play with tails of all sorts in their asses. There were at least twenty being put through their paces. I saw Abigail being worked by master. She was obviously happy cavorting with master and she had an audience of several men with their pups.

After Tyra had observed enough, she found a seat facing a table with two women tied down in missionary position, servicing all comers. There was a short line of men waiting to use them, all of them cheering and talking among themselves, offering suggestions and comments to the performers.

I wanted to be one of the women. I needed a man inside me. Tyra knelt me beside her chair where I could watch the action and quietly tend to my arousal.. After watching two orgasms I got up the courage to ask her. “Mistress, may I speak?”

She spoke softly, “OK.”

“Mistress, would you let me do that, too. I would give a good show.”

“We’ll see.”

That was noncommittal! I had hoped for a definite ‘Yes.” I couldn’t ask again or I’d be punished for sure, so I held my pose, and waited. And waited. Those slaves getting all the action had lenient masters to leave them open to all for so long.

Finally, a man went to the table, waited for her to finish an eager young man, and took her off the table. She looked exhausted and happy. He left her hands and feet free, just put a leash on her collar and took her away.  One of the men waiting in line looked at me and called to Tyra, “Your slave is hot and ready. Send her to the table.”

I watched mistress. She looked at me and asked, “You really want to do this?”

“Oh, yes mistress, please.”

“OK, stand up. She led me to the table, asked the first man in line to help set me up, and coiled my leash loosely around my neck. He was eager to help. He lifted me on the table. I lay back, lifted mt hands over my head, pulled my feet tight against my ass, spread my knees and waited to be fastened down. He slipped a small pillow under the small of my back and tied me down. He had tied girls before. The ropes weren’t too tight but I couldn’t move either. I stared at his face, memorizing him

He was the first one to use me. He was ready to go. His penis was big already and stretched me so wonderfully. I was ready and came, noisily after only a few strokes. I shrieked then screamed, wordlessly, primordially, to the world. He wasn’t ready yet and continued to assail me with the slippery friction of love. I whispered  in his ear, “Thank you, master.” I could feel his member swelling inside me and loved the feeling. My arousal never ended, it only grew softer when I climaxed. His continued attention caused it to grow again and I hoped for another before he was done. Soon I was again nearing the edge and I gasped and moaned loudly. After a minute he came with a grunt  and filled me with his hot spend. It was a wonderful moment and drove me over the edge and I orgasmed again, mixing our love juices  and filling me to the brim.

He lay on me, a loving, warm, mass of stranger who had loved me. We didn’t know each other’s names, but we shared our humanity. Man and woman, master and slave, we had practiced the maintenance of our race. It was a treasured moment despite it not being real since my true master made sure his slaves were on the pill. The best part was that I could practice it many more times today. I loved him. He withdrew, kissed me, dismounted, cleaned the fluids from my front, and left.

The next man in line approached, said, “I like your breasts,” and mounted me. I stared at his face. I wanted to remember the men who had loved me. In all six men took me on that table and I orgasmed with all of them. In truth I was strongly aroused all night and each man mounted me when I was just coming down from a climax. I felt loved by them all and never came down very far before the next man started arousing me again.

Tyra came and took me off the table after my sixth climax and told me, “I think six is enough. Can you walk?”

I was tired and satisfied. “Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

She unwrapped the leash from my neck and led me back to master. She walked slowly and I had no trouble keeping up. I was glowing, both internally and externally, and didn’t notice anything until I saw master and Abigail. I couldn’t wait to tell Abby about my experiences and to learn of hers.

Abigail

I watched the woman lead Ashley away with alarm. Alexander had just loaned her to a stranger. Would he loan me too? The woman might be cruel to her.  I remembered master had only loaned her for the party and relaxed some. It wasn’t so long. Maybe he wanted something from the woman.

I was still kneeling by master and saw he was also watching Ashley heeling the woman and I asked, “Master, may I speak?”

“About why I let Tyra borrow Ashley?”

“Yes, master?”

“”It’s only a couple of hours. What I said was true, the experience will improve her. Also because I know of Ms. Rollins. She has some influence with the local electeds, and I may want a favor from her in the future.” His intonation changed , “Punishment position.”

I quickly raised up on my knees and lowered my forehead to the floor, “Yes, master.”

“Slaves should not exhibit curiosity. Count.”

He slashed my bottom, hard, with a short whip. I yelped at the first then said, “One, master.”

I managed to stifle my exclamations for the next two. “Two, master…Three, master.”

They hurt like hell, but the pain turned to a pleasant heat after my punishment was done. I deserved it. I was stupid. I knew the rules and I knew master wouldn’t do anything to hurt either of us. We were his property and he had spent a lot of money to train and keep us. We were valuable to him. Worse, I was questioning his judgment. How stupid can I be? He ordered, “You’re a puppy now. Up.”

I got on all fours, he inserted a springy puppy tail in my ass, took hold of my leash. And ordered. “Heel.” I followed him into another room where all the slaves were playing puppy games. He took me to an open space, coiled my leash around my collar to keep it out of the way, then ran me through all the puppy  plays several times: Beg, roll over, play dead, down, sit, fetch, point. When he gave me my assignment and tail, I was disappointed. I was being demoted to an animal. But after I was in the room with other girls it became first a game, then a competition. After a few minutes I was having fun, smiling, ringing my bells, and playing hard and fast, trying to be the best puppy in the room. I was good and I liked being the best puppy. I lusted after master’s praises and occasional pats on my head.

Several masters brought their girls to watch us, drawn, at first, by the jingling of my bells, but then  telling them to be like me, good puppies. My final trick was to sit up in begging position and hold very still while he put pieces of fruit on my nose. I had to balance them there until he ordered, “Eat,” and I would try to toss them in the air and catch them in my mouth. I usually missed it, but I was then allowed to fetch it with my mouth and eat it. There was applause when I crawled after it and ate it.  I think the men were just glad to see me acting like an eager puppy and, of course, my swaying breasts. I also got applause the few times I managed to catch it midair.

After I managed to catch a few, he lifted me onto a table, dropped the end of my leash through a hole in the table, secure it below me where I couldn’t reach it and ordered, “Stand here on all fours. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

He moved away and two men took his place, one on each side. They stroked my skin along my back and belly, arousing me. They watched my nipples and commented as they started to swell. They each took hold of a breast and jingled my bell, making the nipple engorge even more. They were painfully, wonderfully full. With their other hands they pulled my knees apart and played with my sex, rubbing, and squeezing my labia, pulling on my nether rings, and squeezing my clit. They were driving me out of my mind! I said, “Please masters, I need to come, help me come, please.” They just laughed and continued playing, never going inside where I so desperately needed them.

Master returned with a bowl of milk and set it below my mouth and told the men, “She needs to come so let her wait a minute. Her needy sounds are wonderful. Abigail, drink your milk like a good puppy.”

I knew he wanted me to lap it up with my tongue, so I did, savoring my need, and feeling proud I could obey him with such need roiling my body. I was moaning continuously now. I couldn’t control it. I was in desperate need and these two guys were not letting me down. I was bubbling milk out my nose. Master pulled the dish away and told the guys to stop a minute, until I finished my milk. They pulled back and waited. Master shoved the bowl back and ordered me, “Drink.” He watched me, stroking my hair, savoring the absolute control he held over me, while I thrilled at being owned by such a man. The duality of submission completing two souls.

When he tired of this game, he uncoiled my leash and led me out of the room. He ordered, “Stand up,” when I was up, he said, “I want you to be noticed by people, so put your hands under your breasts and juggle them up and down as far as is comfortable. I want your bells to ring continuously, understand?”

“Yes, master. Like this?” I cupped my breasts in my hands and jiggled them hard enough to cause my bells to chime, and I repeated the motion so they were chiming once a second.

“Perfect. Keep it up until I tell you to stop.” He walked on and, of course, I followed closely.

My bells were not that loud in the din of voices, and animal sounds of pleasure and pain, but they were a different sound and many people looked up and watched us as we meandered through the party. I felt beautiful and desirable, even though I was drawing many masters attention to me, a noisy, naked, chained, slave on a leash. I made them look, and once they looked, they didn’t look away.

He stopped in the middle of the room and ordered, “Stand,” dropped my leash, and stepped to the side. In front of me was a polished thing of dark wood. It looked like a bench as imagined by Dali, rounded with swooping lines. A sculpture, marred only by many dangling leather straps. Master was circling the construct, feeling it and tugging on its straps. Finally he said, “Your trainers recommended this bench. It’s design has been perfected over many centuries and they said it is the perfect tool for keeping women obedient and eager. It arrived only yesterday. I think it is a rather elegant design, don’t you?”

“It is elegant, but it seems more of a sculpture than something to sit on.” I was frightened by its implication. It was designed to make me more obedient. Did it make punishment more painful? Longer lasting? More shameful? Or did it make the inevitable pain-induced orgasms stronger? I wanted to tell master that he didn’t need it, but I knew that would be futile. He owned it and me and he would see for himself how it worked.

“It is for you to lay on, not sit. Let’s try  it out. Come forward and mount it.” He unlocked my wrists, ordered, “Face down, Abby.”

I stared at the amorphous, polished dark wood in confusion. Bench? There wasn’t a flat surface anywhere to lay on. I looked at master and asked, “How, master?”

He held my leash up, put a hand on my back, and gently guided me forward. He used the leash to guide my head down between two raised wings on the far end of the ‘Bench’ and used his other hand to urge my body into alignment with the other end. When my head was down in the trough between the wings, he wrapped my leash around something below my view so I was held in place.

My head was tilted up by the surface under my chin so my gaze was horizontal and I was forced to look straight ahead by the raised wings on both sides of my head. I was perfectly arranged for fellatio. All I needed was a ring gag to let me use only my  tongue.

My shoulders lay on polished wood and my breasts hung freely at the narrowest part of the wood with a thin, flat isthmus between them. My feet were flat on the floor with my waist flat on the rounded end of the wood.  He pulled my feet forward and the sharply angled base forced my knees far apart, He strapped my feet to the base, off the floor. My arms were pulled down and strapped to the sides. Last, a strap was cinched around my waist, pulling it down and down, aligning my pussy for easy access by a man standing behind , and squeezing my butt and crotch into exaggerated prominence. I felt like I was 90% butt and pussy.

I was unable to move anything. I was strapped into a device, designed to hold a woman immobile, in perfect position for all of her holes to be used by as many men as wanted, and the worst part was I couldn’t see anyone using my nether holes. A hundred men could use me and remain complete strangers.

My erogenous zones were accessible and I was well positioned for punishment. I could do nothing but scream and bite a cock in my mouth. Master even took away that possibility by strapping a metal ring gag in my mouth preventing me from closing my teeth. Perfect.

“A beautiful lady, and so obedient,” said an unseen stranger.“ The straps should be tight,” said another.” Unseen fingers tightened the straps making me helpless on a device specifically designed to render a female immobile while leaving all of her holes available for easy access. My breasts hung down and available. My arms were strapped down on each side of the bench along deep channels carved into the sides. My legs, still chained, were strapped under the overhanging end, holding my bottom tightly wrapped around the smooth end. Straps around my thighs were tightened until I was a naked ‘U’ turned on its side, mt feet and hands nearly touching,  my bottom protruding, cheeks spread wide thrusting my vulva and shaven crotch to protrude. I could feel my labia rings thrusting into prominence behind me. I could feel gravity dragging their heavy presence in a novel direction and imagined the avid male eyetracks on them.

The last strap was scary. It pulled my waist down into strict conformity to the bench and stretched my butt skin taut as a drum. My ass was thrust into taut prominence and a blow there would hurt more than usual. This was a punishment device as well as providing easy access to all my holes.

I knew I would be whipped. The bench made it inevitable. I was helpless and inviting. I couldn’t flinch away from the whip or move at all. I could only scream for the male’s titillation and hope to satisfy them. It was inevitable that I would orgasm to their command and in the end, I would enjoy both pain and bliss. I would be a perfect slave, obedient, satisfying, and the eager property of my master. I waited impatiently for them to start and get past the pain and reach my first orgasm. My horizon had shrunk to only minutes in the future and I was eager to reach it.

Fingers penetrated my cunt and I squealed in surprise and joy. He, whoever it was, started with pleasure and it would make the whip instantly erotic rather than torture to be waited out. I hoped it was master pleasuring me, but, even if it was someone else, master had put me here, was controlling my use, and was in control. The hand’s owner was good and quickly made me pant with pleasure and anticipation. His fingers continued to arouse my pussy while his greased thumb invade my anus. Soon, both oh my nether orifices were contributing to my arousal. This was one of my best episodes ever. I’d have to tell master how nice it was. I climaxed with a scream, undoubtedly drawing more partygoers to watch my animal submission. I didn’t care. I was so far into my submission I wanted everyone to admire my master’s control of me. I wanted master to be proud of me. I was proud of him and wanted him to whip me now. My incredible bliss would only grow with pain.

I screamed through my ring gag, “Whip me, master. Whip me, please.” I heard more than felt it when his heavy hand smacked my taut ass with a loud ‘Crack.’ More followed along with applause from his audience. I could not look to the side but I saw several ranks of bystanders clapping and cheering as he smacked me and I moaned in my blossoming orgasm.

A man stepped in front of me. I knew it was a man only because his cock slid into my mouth. I used all my newly acquired skill with my tongue and lips to arouse him. I succeeded and he came deep into my throat in scant minutes. I swallowed rapidly and tightened my lips around him to suck all of his juices down. I loved the taste of fresh semen and it made me feel skilled to leave him with a clean cock.

In my concentration on being a great cocksucker I barely noticed when a thick cock replaced the arousing fingers in my cunt. His rapid pistoning of my vagina drew my attention as fresh waves of pleasure forced me to gasp with each stroke and tighten my vaginal muscles when he pulled out. The crowd’s applause and cheers egged us both on. I wished I could see who was giving me such pleasure. I hope it was my master.

I squealed in glorious pleasure as his hot spend flooded my vagina, forcing me over the edge into yet another orgasmic bliss and forcing a loud scream from my open mouth. I moaned and whimpered in forced immobility as he shrank inside me and finally withdrew. I hoped it was my master who had taken me. I wanted to know I had served him. I thought I had done well. Could I ask him if it was him? If he had enjoyed me as much as I enjoyed him? Could I ask him to put me on this bench again? Or would that be overstepping my limits? I hated being a slave. I loved being his slave. I hoped he would take me again.

I felt a couple more whip marks being added to my ass. The crack of the whip produced an instant of fiery pain that faded quickly to a general heat on my ass. I yelped, more in surprise at the first blow then just gasped and moaned at the next ones. They were spaced out a few seconds apart. The whip moved up my back and caressed my shoulder blades then a cock nuzzled my anus. I rotated my ass up and relaxed my sphincter so he would find it easy to enter. He slipped in without too much pressure and I knew I had made it easier. My, he felt big, certainly a tighter fit than whoever had taken me to my last orgasm. Maybe that was just because my anal passage was guarded by my sphincter muscle, not as open as my pussy. Or maybe he was bigger. I pretended that both were master and my anus was just tighter, but I suspected this was not master, he just felt different.

Master took me off the bench, tied my hands crossed behind me, and cinched my ties tightly to my waist, just like on camera. My arms were tightly bound to my torso. I could wiggle my fingers and move my neck, but that was all. He led me to the stage and called for Ashley to be brought. He lay me face down on the floor, bent my legs so that my heels were tight against my ass, and wrapped rope around each leg so I couldn’t straighten them. Now I can only bend my waist and move my thighs. Then he left me alone while he fixed Ashley identically. He left us both laying on the floor and asked the audience what they wanted to see us do. He handed the whip to Joy, stood farther back, and gave us commands.

The first suggestions were simple and humiliating and we had to try to roll around on the stage to get in position to kiss each other and eat each other out. We were tied tightly and it took minutes, but eventually we demonstrated that two tied girls could do those things when  encouraged by the whip. We both enjoyed the kissing. Though we were together a lot up until Alexander caught us, we had not tried Lesbos. Dumb. Ashley was fun and tasted wonderful. Maybe it was better as slaves.

Having my vagina licked was pleasant. Of course, I felt shamefully submissive eating out my sister while tied almost helpless on the floor with an audience of strangers. I balked but relented and followed orders when the whip strokes grew more frequent. I told myself that I had shown my independence by refusing to do her until I was whipped hard. OK, it was a lie, but I didn’t consider it a loss. I didn’t just obey, they had to work for it.

It was hard since I was tightly tied, but I eventually managed to worm my way so my mouth was touching Ashley’s pussy. I have to admit her aroma was enticing. She was spicy and sweet and made me want to lick her dry. Joy was flicking my ass with her whip as I inched closer, not really painful, just distracting. I knew the audience was looking for me to yelp. They wanted me in pain, so I squealed and yelped at every touch of the whip. I was pretty sure Joy would step it up if I didn’t give the audience something.

When I finally got close enough to reach Ashley with my tongue, I started licking her labia lips and she responded with moans. I thought she was faking since I was not close enough to actually get between her lips, but the audience didn’t know. Joy slowed down her whip and I continued to worm closer. Soon I was really able to stimulate Ashley and she responded for real, her moans becoming deeper, sexier, and thrusting her pussy against my face. She was really enjoying herself. When she came, I got a real mouthful of her juices and they were just as good as her pre-cum. I relaxed and rolled back, unable to share any further in her orgasm, but happy she had gotten off.

A couple of male volunteers from the audience came on stage in response to master’s invitation. They were to help us do our next trick. Joy gave them gags for us to wear.  I was introduced to gags when Ashley and I experimented with BDSM in high school. Simple plastic balls with straps through them to hold them in our mouth. They held the tongue down and made it hard to form words. They came in different sizes but didn’t hurt. They made you feel restricted in a whole new way. Men liked to see them on women for many reasons, I guess. They were certainly limiting, but they didn’t provide any physical sexual stimulus to a girl.

After I was enslaved by master, he introduced me to the ring gag. A simple steel ring inserted behind my teeth and buckled behind my head. It held my mouth open for oral sex and made sure I couldn’t bite him, I could still say some words, and it was no impediment to breath. Recently he’s been putting one on me at night so I could freely go down on him in the morning. I’m OK with that one since no one else sees it and I really enjoy playing with master’s cock.

In our performances I’m made to wear many different types of gags, some as simple as a rag filling my mouth and tape covering my mouth, to elaborate penis shaped plastic or leather stretching my mouth with straps and blinkers covering my head.

These were the first ones of their kind I’ve seen, they were double-ended penis gags. The end they shoved in my mouth was thick but didn’t reach the back of my throat. Straps held it in, a wide rim pressed firmly against my lips, and straps around my head held it firmly clenched in my teeth and pointing straight ahead. Its use was obvious. The volunteers job was to get us in position to fuck each other simultaneously, which they did with gusto and much advice from the crowd. We were laid on our sides, facing each other, our heads between our sister’s thighs and the business ends of our gags deep in our sister’s cunt. Then we merely had to keep pumping the gags into her until she came.

Joy was there with her whip to encourage us to work faster. The flicks were all show, since we had long ago learned they were spice to our arousal. We both came with spurts of love juices in our sister’s noses. Our squeals of passion and release were loud and simultaneous. We were both well trained to climax easily and loudly.

After our performance Joy untied our legs and helped us to our feet then offered us to the audience to either fuck any free woman who wanted it, any slave woman her master wanted, or for any man to fuck in either of our free holes. Unsurprisingly, we were kept busy the rest of the evening. I serviced a free woman, three slaves, and both my holes were enjoyably used. I was glad that all the men wore condoms. The party formally ended when master announced, loudly that it was over and thanked everyone for coming. Everyone was gone by two thirty, Joy cleaned us up and refreshed our hair, makeup, and perfume, then master took me to his room (two nights in a row?).

Joy took Ashley with her. I expected Ashley would spend another hour giving Joy several orgasms. That was usual when Joy had me for the night and I didn’t see Joy getting any during the party. I had learned to sleep in a strict hogtie since that was how Joy preferred me, feet and hands locked tightly together behind me, laying immobile and face down or on my side in bed beside her. It took a few nights before I learned to sleep soundly that way, but Ashley and I both could do it now. Ashley and I both loved Joy and respected her, but I was so glad master was taking me tonight. I only wanted master. He was my goal.

I was well striped after the party and high on endorphins. My arms were still tied behind me and firmly secured to my body when we got to the bedroom. He moved behind me and without warning he sucked on the most tender part of my neck, “Oh God, yes!” I gasped!” My bindings made my breasts stick out, even more prominent than usual. He turned me around and trailed kisses down my neckline. His moist tongue tracing the curve of my breasts made a moan seep from my mouth in a sound of pure ecstasy.

He lowered his head, took a nipple in his mouth, around  my ring, and sucked hard while he teased my other nipple with his thumb and forefinger. My breath hissed out in pleasure as arousal exploded through my body. It took all my willpower not to cry out with the sensation of his mouth on my sensitive nipple. A man sucking on my tits was one of the most intense erotic sensation, second only to an orgasm itself. The feeling was such a tease and, without doubt, a huge turn-on.

“Your breasts are magnificent,” he murmured as he switched to the other nipple and renewed his tantalizing tongue’s assault.

My attempts to remain tantalizingly silent failed when a long, revealing moan escaped my lips and filled the room with the sounds of my pleasure as his tongue played with my nipple. His teeth skimmed over the sensitive bud, teasing and driving me wild.

The tormenting feel of warm, wet mouth on me caused me to whimper. I involuntarily leaned forward into him, desperate to feel more of his tongue and mouth against me. He slowly pecked his way up to my mouth, devouring me again and leaving me desperate for more. He kissed me, the most wonderful, sexy kiss I ever had. I kissed him back just as firmly, trying to impress him with my desire.

“You like being mine, I can tell,” he whispered after breaking the kiss.

“You are my fondest wish, master. Never let me go.” I slowly lowered to my knees. He released me and watched me slide down his body. The friction of his clothes stimulated my nipples even more and inflamed my desire. I wanted him in my mouth. A taste of him as a prelude to orgasm. I had tasted countless men and women tonight. Now I wanted to sleep tasting only him. When I was down all the way, I looked up at him. He lay a hand on top of my head. I felt gloriously owned as I asked, “Master, may I speak?”

He replied softly, “Yes my dear.”

He called me  ‘My dear!’ “Master, I would like very much to suck your cock, but can’t use my hands right now, would you help me?”

“I would like that too. I’d like to see you try with just your mouth.”

“Yes, master.” A challenge. I was happy he would enjoy watching me. I would do my best and the reward would be worth it. It took some effort, but I eventually got my tongue under the zipper tang and raised it enough so I could grip it in my teeth and lower it. Then his cock was already semi erect so I only had to move a flap of his clothing before he popped out. I was giggling as I worked and he kept his hand on my head and made helpful suggestions. When he finally emerged, I forgot my protocol and laughed, “At last, he finally emerges!”

I looked up at my master’s face, he who I once had married then betrayed and now realized I have always loved. He totally controls my fate. I’m now his slave, his property. He is my lord and I love him. Beyond that, I desire him. I was about to feel his cock in my mouth and I knew I would love his taste, my feeling of submission, my helplessness, everything.

I licked the head all over, savoring his pre-cum before I took him deep in my throat. He was laughing and praising my skill. It was fun and he was already pretty hard. I was just the icing on his arousal. He got harder then pulled out before climaxing. I was pleased. His choice of course, but now I knew I would orgasm several times before he came. He was a skilled lover and liked prolonging my orgasms.

He lay me on my back on the bed, locked my nighttime security chain to my collar, lifted my legs over my head, and clipped my ankle chain to the headboard. My helplessness aroused both of us even more. I couldn’t move and I didn’t want to. He had easy access to both my holes that could give me an orgasm. I was helpless and at his command. I wanted to feel him in me, but first, I wanted something else even more. I asked him, sweetly, “Please master, warm me first, whip your slave’s ass.” 

He inquired, playfully, “That’s the horniest request I can imagine a girl making. Tell me why.” He watched my face and played with my ringed nipples enjoying my quivers  of delight and soft moans.

I wondered myself. I had been given more orgasms in the past month than in all my previous life. Fucked and whipped and stimulated by strangers, both male and female, but this man, my owner, inflames my passions more than all the rest. He made me want to feel his lash on my skin, to give me endless orgasms. I relished belonging to him and savored my complete helplessness. “Yes, master, I am your slave, your whore, your pain slut, and I would very much like to have you beat my ass. Teach me my place. I want to be helpless and under your lash all the time. Please, master, I beg you.”

“It will be as you request. I will give you six strokes. Beg me to whip you. Count the strokes. Thank me for each stroke.”

“Thank you, master. Master, please whip me.”

The stroke was hard on my ass. It instantly scalded my flesh. I’m sure it left a bright scarlet mark. I would wear it with honor. I gasped and counted, “One, master. Thank you. Please may I have another?”

And so it went until I got my wish, “Six, master, Thank you, master.”

He put the whip down, close in case he needed it again for his unruly wench.

He entered me, pumped my passion up to climax several times, in both holes, holding his own climax in check, keeping my climax growing, until I finally tired, then taking his own climax.  He stayed with me until he had returned to normal. He gently cleaned me up before letting my feet down and cleaning himself. When he returned, I asked him to leave my arms tied and give me my pill. We slept on our sides, me spooned inside his body’s curve, his arms around me, his sweet breath flowing over me. I reveled in how good I felt. I may be a slave, but I’ve never been more content. 


Chapter 3 : Gathering

I couldn’t suck him in the morning with my arms so strictly tied behind me, so I just waited for master to arise and start the day. Ashley and I had a lot to discuss as we prepared for the day. Mostly we talked about the people, since both of us had no choice about what was done to us and we both had too many orgasms to remember. We agreed that we would walk bowlegged for a day or two.

Our exercise today began with an hour of yoga with a local instructor who took no notice of our chains. Then we were given pony boots with slots for our leg irons and put on the horse walker. Joy kept us on it for another hour, varying the pace from a walk to a canter, to a gallop, insisting that we use a high step the whole session, encouraging us with a long whip. We were exhausted and sweating when she slowed the machine to a walk and let us cool down, Surprising us, she took us back to the big restroom and let us shower, fix our hair, and renew our makeup.

When Joy came to get us, she locked our wrists together behind us and fastened our upper arm bands together so our arms were tight behind us and our breasts stuck out brazenly. She locked a length of chain between our collars, from the back of mine to the front of Ashley’s, then put a leash on my nose ring. She led us through a part of the house we hadn’t seen before, outside to a waiting limo and into the back. We knelt facing backward, in the spots the folded-up jump seats would normally occupy. Joy sat in the back, holding my leash. Two men, the driver and a guard sat in the front. We all waited until master got in the back with us and closed the door. The car started moving.

Master said. “ We’re going to a show.”

Ashley asked, “May I speak, master?”

“No. This is just a performance. You are there to be seen and to report on what you see.”

We rode for about a half hour, through the city a short way then faster on a rural highway. Master said, “There’s a task I want you to do at the event.  Joy rose, came forward, and knelt in front of us. She put tiny ear bugs, like hearing aids, in our ears and said,  “You’ll be able to talk with master and me over these. They are sensitive and will record our conversation. We can all communicate with the others.” She resumed her seat.

Master told us, “ Note everything you see. We’ll review your notes after we leave.”

We both said, “Yes, master.”

The driver pulled in at a sign with nothing but a number. We crested a hill and entered a large valley full of cultivated plants and trees surrounding the road. When the car finally stopped, we exited in front of a broad three- story villa. We were escorted around the side of the villa and to a row of shaded, grassy seating areas. Master and Joy were shown to chairs overlooking an oval racetrack, A white fence surrounded the track. Master and Joy had chairs , the two men stood behind them. Joy knelt us in front of the chairs, locked the chain joining us to a post, our hands still locked behind us. There were ten pavilions on my side and about that many on Ashley’s side. I whispered to Ashley, “Watch your side.” She nodded slightly. Master and Joy pretended not to notice.

Nearly all of the pavilions were occupied. Most had a single man sitting in a chair accompanied by what looked like a slave girl kneeling in front of him. There were two apparent mistresses seated, one with a male slave and the other with a girl. The one with the girl slave looked like Tyra, but she was the most distant pavilion and I couldn’t be sure. I was sure I had seen some of the men and women at the party, but I didn’t know any names so I related what I recalled: location, clothing, companions, and actions. I noted current location, companions, hair color, hair style, beards, and clothing.

A fanfare drew my attention down to the track. A man in a suit was standing in front, just inside the fence holding a microphone. He announced that the race was about to begin,  with five ponies and a ten-thousand-dollar purse, divided, forty, thirty, twenty, ten, and zero  percent for the finishers. The spectators cheered.

Five sulkies bearing numbers from one to five, pulled by naked pony girls (brunette, blonde, redhead, brunette, and black haired), and driven by gaudily clothed boys entered the track. The ponies all wore open-front sports bras over their uniformly large breasts, and they all had long ponytails streaming from their asses, the same color as their hair. The announcer read the names of the girls and their owners as they lined up. Number two was named Abby. They all looked eager, excited, prancing with energy. They exuded excitement despite having their hands crossed behind them, strapped tightly to their harnesses. They had been rendered helpless animals required to perform for their owners, but now they were the center of attention. I wondered whether they were happy to be racing. They were controlled by their drivers and clearly were the ones chosen to represent their owners. Money and status were riding ( sic.) on them. Would they be punished if they didn’t win? Was this just a day’s work or would they strive to excel? Suddenly it became personal. I wanted to be important to master for my abilities, not just  a passive fuck, or eye candy. I wanted to be able to do something for my master, to be more than just for show.

Number three was the tallest. All of the girls wore canvas shoes and head harnesses with white plumes a foot tall. Their drivers controlled them with reins connected to bits in their mouth and long whips. The girls were all fit with muscular legs, tiny waists, and their hands were fastened behind their backs. All but number 5 had no pubic hair and hers was trimmed into a small heart over her slit. It looked elegant. They all looked eager and happy to have the opportunity to win for their owners. I bet they were well fucked.

The race was close, with number three winning and number 1 second. The spectators cheered thar favorites on with gusto. From their energy and cries of joy and defeat, they must have bet considerably on their favorites. I noted which owners went to which ponygirl.

After the racers left, a line of girls dressed like the racers entered the grassy field on this side of the track. They walked into the field in twos, a girl in front and a free woman or man walking behind them, guiding them with reins. The girls wore bridles holding bits in their mouths, ears, colorful plumes dancing two feet over their heads, and manes flowing down their backs. They were in full tack: boots with hooves, leather harnesses displaying their breasts, buttocks, and depilated pubes, with tails lodged in their assholes.  Like all young female slaves, they were well exercised, beautiful girls.

Master addressed  us, “Girls, this is called dressage. Pony girls are displaying their responses to their trainer’s guidance. It’s a dance and the best girls and trainers contrive elaborate dance moves. This is a competition, just like a race and dressage champions are famous. The girls were dressed like racers with harnesses , bits, open-faced bras, and tails. If I were a ponygirl, would master dance with me? I wanted that smooth coordination, that intimate, though silent, shared coordination with Alexander. We would spend hours together learning each other’s moves. It looked as intimate as sex and much more cerebral. Master only watched a few minutes of this competition before Joy came to us, retrieved the ear bugs, unlocked us from the post, put the leash back on my nose ring, and led us after the retreating backs of master and his guards.

He didn’t go back to the car, instead, he led us to the back of the villa and  a large, covered patio and bar. We were met by a man in a dark suit who seated master and Joy at a table and put cushions on the patio for as. The guards stood to the side and watched the area. Master ordered a glass of wine for all of us. We weren’t allowed to use utensils, like glasses. This place was used to slaves girls, though, our wine was delivered in glasses with straws.

Master asked, “Girls, what did you think of the show? You may speak freely.”

Ashley asked, “Do the ponies get a reward for doing well?”

Before master could answer, I said, “Master, would you dance with me?” 

Master studied me for a long moment before answering, “Yes, slave, but you will do it if I order it, won’t you?”

I smiled. “Of course, master. I am ever your obedient chattel.”

He smiled back and my heart sang when he replied, “I know. Joy, answer Ashley.”

Joy spoke, “The best runners are treated very well. They only have to train and receive regular orgasms and good food. The best ones are freed after seven years, three if they sire a male child and five if a female child. The children are automatically the children of her master. She is allowed to stay in the household.”

Ashley continued, “Do free women compete too?

“Not that I know of. A free woman could pretend to be a slave with the help of someone pretending to be her owner. Of course that has risks.”

The risks . Once she pretends to be a slave, it would be difficult to convince others she is not.  If she was like me, she might find the life of a slave too fulfilling to ever try to leave it. I asked, “What about ponies that are only mediocre?”

Master answered , “Only the fastest girls are entered and winning times are well known. Only girls that can compete are entered and the rest are pleasure ponies. Masters and girls both enjoy the bonding of driver and pony. The pleasure ponies continue as usual with pony play as an additional pleasure, like dressage. What did you think of the dressage show?”

I answered, “I didn’t see much of it, but I found it erotic. The girls were obeying orders that were just flicks and tugs on her reins. I found the girl’s submission to the reins very arousing.  Can we try it, master?”

“Do you want to try it, Ashley?”

“Yes, master.”

“Alright, we’ll start both of you on learning the reins and pony etiquette. Joy, find a good trainer for them and get some harnesses fitted.”

“Yes, sir.”

That was the start of our ponygirl adventure. I wondered how it would affect out camera performances.

The very next day a tailor and his assistant (uncollared girl) came to fit us with pony tack. We each got two sets, one tanned leather and the other white leather, for dressage, I assumed, otherwise identical. Our boots were the same height as our normal heels and went much higher on our legs with flaps that allowed us to wear them with our ankle chains. Our breasts were tightly encircled and squeezed out like balloons, but they were well supported so even running hard, they didn’t bounce uncomfortably. Our hands were crossed behind us and strapped tightly to our waist. The headdress had a sturdy fitting to hold a plume over our heads. They only put white plumes on us, but other colors could be easily used. It also held cute leather ears and blinders that limited our vision to straight ahead.

A number of bits were tried. They all connected to the tight headdress at the corners of my mouth, had some part that extended into my mouth, and rested on my tongue. They had vertical extensions for the reins to attach below my chin. They made sure that when a rein was pulled, the bit rotated down in my mouth and pressed on my tongue. There was a flat plate for training, a serrated plate for races and riding, and a prickly ball if I needed punishment or was contrary. They tried it on me and I would try to avoid it very hard.

We were fitted after breakfast then master and Joy exercised us as ponygirls. We spent a few minutes on the horse walker, warming us up. Then they put reins on us and we practiced responding to rein commands: stop, walk, trot, gallop, turn slow, hard turn, kneel, stand, back up. At first, we walked then as we improved, we trotted. By the time we stopped, I was tired. It was a different set of leg muscles then non-pony exercise. Master was ready for this and put us both in the jacuzzi already filled with hot water. It was heavenly and I was grateful I had a caring owner.

It was a large jacuzzi with room for eight. After a few minutes Joy and master joined us. Ashley and I were naked and chained, of course. I was vaguely surprised that they were both naked. I don’t know why. We has seen both of them naked many times. I guess it was just the jacuzzi was a new environment. I was pleased they were naked and we were all enjoying the same relaxing moment. I felt more like a family member than a slave girl.

It got even better when master said, “You can all talk freely, girls, and forget the rules while we’re all here.”

Abby asked, “Master, are we going to be ponygirls, I mean, racing and dressage and all that?”

“Do you want to do all that?”

“Well, maybe part-time, but I’d really like to work in your business. Can we do both?”

“Certainly, pony play is for fun and business is meaningful work. I know you both are fit, you both ran track in high school, you both did well in hard subjects in college, and you both fooled me . I’m interested in your real strengths.”

Ashley asked, “Isn’t pony play mostly for the men who want to see naked women under a man’s control?”

“No doubt it’s a motivation for men to have their girls participate, but I’ve talked to many of the girls who do pony play and most of them enjoy it for the competition, the chance to excel and see it as something other than work. True, I’ve only talked to slave girls, but there are many videos from the States that have paid performers and volunteers who profess to enjoy performing. Joy, tell them how you felt.”

I was surprised. I didn’t know she had done pony play. I exclaimed, “Yes, please, mistress.”

She looked proud and preened a little, “I ran in over fifty races and finished in the money fifteen times, at my best I took first place six times in a row. I did well in dressage too. I enjoyed it a lot.”

Ashley inquired, “Why did you quit?”

“It wasn’t my choice. My master said I was too tired and I fell asleep during sex, so he stopped letting me run and later sold me to Master Alexander.”

I asked, “When did master buy you?”

Alexander answered, “Five years ago, just after I acquired this place. I needed someone to help me run it so I was looking around. The local slavery laws were new to me and I needed someone I could trust to educate me. I’m usually a good judge of character and I chose Joy. Best investment ever. I’ve hired other staff, but she’s my only slave before you two. And before you ask, she’s just renewed her contract so she’ll be here as long as you two. She knew I’d need help with you and she likes her life, I think.”

I had wondered and now I could ask, “Mistress, will you tell us why you would want to be slave rather than free?”

She looked at me and smiled, “Just like you I don’t have any worries here and I enjoy sex. All women and most men don’t have any control over their lives, not really. Belonging to Alexander is very relaxing. He is a good master. I’ve seen much worse.”

I knew the answer to my next question, but I asked it anyway just to see master’s reaction, “Do you like to be spanked, whipped, and beaten to orgasm like us?”

“Of course, dear, almost as much as I like spanking, whipping and beating you to orgasm. It arouses me to the point of orgasm, too, but you knew that already, didn’t you? Come here. I want to spank you now.”

I quickly splashed over and threw myself on the edge of the jacuzzi so my ass was on the lip, out of the water and said, “Please spank me mistress.”

She got on her knees beside me, laid an arm over my back to hold me in place, and spanked me. She hit hard and I moaned as my arousal spiked. After twenty or so blows she stopped and thrust her hand into my wet pussy and tweaked my clit. I exploded and screamed as my orgasm hit. She held me in place until I quieted down. When I could speak gain  I said, “Thank you, mistress.” I’m a little embarrassed I can be made to come so easily, but mostly I’m very glad.

I had set the mood and master ordered me to spank Ashley to orgasm. I obeyed, of course, while both master and Joy offered encouragement and advice and I soon got her off.

Of course master spanked Joy to orgasm with our encouragement, though I did regret not having his hand on my ass.

We went back to our usual schedule and rules after that. Joy secured us in a room to clean and left us there. When she returned to move us to another room, she was wearing steel wrist and ankle bracelets like ours and there was a hobble chain between her anklets. Her hands were free, she wore a dress, and she told us, “I’m still your mistress. Master wanted to remind me of my status.”

In many ways, she was closer to us, but she was allowed free hands and clothing, still things we hope to earn.


Chapter  4  :  Ponygirls

Master didn’t waste any time. In a few days, we were introduced to our trainers and the stables. In our time here, I, at least, had never been outside behind the house. When I was taken out there, I was impressed. The stables weren’t new. Behind the stables was a racetrack and acres of flat land planted in crops separated by dirt paths with stands of trees. They appeared to be well-established crops. Inside, the stables were clean and empty of animals. Two male staff put leashes on our collars and led us to the stables. Our new trainers, met us at the door, took our leashes and led us inside.

When they stopped, we knelt, kissed their feet, welcomed them and I introduced us,

“Welcome, masters, I am Abigail and this slave is Ashley. Our owner has ordered us to obey you in all things.”

The light-skinned man said, “I am Joel and this is Raman,” waving at the dark-skinned man, “You are slaves and we are masters. As long as you work hard and obey us, we will get on fine. If you fail you will be whipped hard. Understand?”

“Yes. Master,” we both said.

“Good. Stand up.”

One stood close in front of each of us and cupped our breasts in their hands. Raman said, “You both have fine breasts. We will whip them first.

The trainers had keys to our chains. They freed our hands and fastened my wrists to a bar hanging from the ceiling and lifted it until I was on tiptoe.  Like women used to be strapped into their corsets. The harness consisted of leather straps circling my body.  Above my breasts and below, with a sort of ledge to support them. A wide belt around my waist and hips. contoured to fit my hips. A long strap clipped to my collar in front, was riveted to the other straps.  It narrowed as it passed between my labia rings then up my back.  Passing through loops on the horizontal straps and buckled to my back collar ring. Straps circled my breasts tightly, making them jut out. The harness included fastenings for my arms up high behind my back. Every strap was pulled tight, compressing my body. My bridle and bit were thick and sturdy.  They pulled my head up straight with a tight strap running from the back of my head to a spot down between my shoulder blades. Black running shoes completed the ensemble.

The bit was similar to those used on horses, I’m told. It’s made of metal and fits in my mouth, The bar across the front lies across mt teeth and is enclosed in a loose rigid plastic sleeve. I grip the plastic and the metal is free to rotate.  A serrated metal plate is attached to the bar and lies on my tongue, preventing me from forming words. Each end of the bar is bent up and ends near my cheekbone where the reins attach. When the driver pulls on the reins, the metal plate is forced down and presses on my tongue. It hurts if done gently and is agonizing if done hard. We both try to obey the reins promptly.

It took time to learn how to move in all of this, much less to run well. At first the trainers used words along with the whip to teach us the reins. We  were taken through the same moves again and again, walk, trot, canter, stop, turn, with my knees well up and my head high. All too soon they stopped using words. People don't talk to livestock.

We trained every day for weeks, usually an hour or two in the morning and an hour after we did our household chores.

I had become good at responding to non-verbal signals. It didn't matter who was training me. I couldn't see them behind me. The only things I had to go on were shouted reprimands, tugs on the reins, the reins slapping my shoulders, and the whip. The whip flicked the backs of my thighs when I wasn't raising my knees high enough. It smacked my ass hard when I wasn't going fast enough. It caught the underside of my breasts to correct my posture. These things I could figure out. Sometimes master would conduct my rein practice. He was learning, too.

I suppose it’s true for any physical activity, but the last thing I learned was grace and efficiency. I know that's what they wanted, because I seemed to be beaten less as I got more graceful and efficient. I don't know how it happened. I had to let go of my reasoning powers and my confusion and just let the whip guide me. I still strained to understand what was expected of me. But only through mute physical response to conditioning. If I tried to analyze what worked and what didn't, tried to take the initiative I tensed up, overstepped my hobble. I spoiled the rhythm, lost the symmetry, messed up somehow. When I surrendered my body to the demands of the reins and harness and lash. Then somehow, sweating, crying, gasping, I found myself performing properly. It got easier with time.

My Master would often watch my training. Sometimes at home he would praise my progress. It made me feel warm and successful when he tousled my hair and said, "good girl." Silly, I know, but that's the way it was.

Then one day after a warmup trot, there was something new. A contraption of struts and two large, very thin wheels with a seat in the middle; a sulky, they called it. Like the ones that I had watched race, with a single seat for one pony to pull. They harnessed me up, arranging the heavy bridle, bit, and reins.  The slightest twitch would convey their demands to my vulnerable mouth. Then for the first time, blinkers were added, and I could only see straight ahead. It was surprising how frightening this was. I felt like one of those animals sent home from the vet with a cone on its head to prevent it from licking its wounds. I kept moving my head uneasily in an attempt to increase my range of vision. I saw that I was fastened well back on the handles and they curved down halfway to the ground in front of me. I thought it was useless decoration that added to the weight I must manage. The racers I had watched didn’t have them.

Then the trainers backed me between the shafts and fastened them to my hips. I could feel the extra weight, but it was slight, even after my master climbed into the seat. I felt light on my feet. I wanted to run and run with my master controlling me. The tension I felt, knowing he was joined to me, felt good. How can I describe it? I was his animal. He couldn't ride me, and suddenly I felt sad about that. But I could carry him in a fashion. He could use me, I could serve the master I worshipped, in this new way.

Adjustments were made behind me. I leaned forward a little, testing the tiny weight of the shafts. Then my master clicked, the reins slapped my shoulders and my backside stung. I stepped forward, surprised by the mass' resistance behind me.  I leaned my hips into it and managed to get the carriage moving. The flicks of pain on my ass and thighs kept me moving forward; I tried not to let myself jump with the sting. It would upset my rhythm. Soon, to my surprise, I managed a slow trot. With the shafts like air on my hips, and in response to the whip's encouragement.  I moved into a canter. The pull of the bit steered me onto a smooth track around the grounds. On this I was really able to run gracefully. I was doing it!

My initial elation carried me through some of the grueling training that followed.  I felt like I was starting all over. All my gaits had to be adjusted for the weight behind me. My center of gravity was no different, but the mass behind me resisted every change in velocity.

It felt very odd, using my hips to pull a heavy weight. Before this if I'd had to pull something, I'd have used my arms and shoulders. Shifted my upper body's weight into it. I realized the harness on my upper torso wasn't just for show. It transferred some of the pull to my shoulders and chest. Still, without hands or arms to use or swing. Without even the ability to throw my head forward, I had a significant handicap.

Turning corners was a new experience. In a sense I now had a huge rigid tail. When my master pulled on my reins ordering a turn or change in speed, the carriage resisted the change. It tried to push me straight. During later training my master tested me at different speeds and sharper turns.  Finally, we reached the limits of what I could manage without capsizing.

That first day, he  worked on instant obedience to the orders conveyed by the reins and the whip. My muscle learning handled situations I had been trained for, but it was a struggle to meet the new demands. As I tired, my legs dragged a little on the track and I had trouble holding the rhythm when the whip stung me. I gasped and yelped more as my chest heaved against the confining harness.

I worked hard to keep my feet high, and not let my ankle chain snag and toss me on my face, without arms to protect me. I had a sudden insight. The drooping handles in front of me weren’t useless decoration, they were a safety feature to protect me from a painful face-plant or collision if I tripped or failed to stop.

After that, every day of training included the sulky. A trainer drove me if my master wasn't around. Every day they worked me relentlessly, to exhaustion. They were meticulous about my form.  Demanding perfect symmetry in my movements, precise placement of my feet. My speed was limited by my hobble but my stamina increased tenfold. I could canter all day with my master behind me. I was proud of my body and my grace.  My upper body so tightly confined, only my breasts bobbing a little in their harness.

Usually, Ashley and I trained together and master would alternate between driving  us, just like in bed. Competitions resulted. Slow ones because our feet were still hobbled but still spirited anyway. After a week of solo practice, they changed the rules again and brought in a two-girl sulky and then we were harnessed as a team pulling master, which required yet another change in our responses to the reins, weight, turning radius, and acceleration.

After we became polished with pulling as a team, we started training to race. We trained on racing sulkies, more like race cars than sedans. They were lighter, and nimbler than the ones we had started with. They were like sketches of a sulky: no springs, thin, lightly padded seat, pegs for the driver’s footrest, light wheels like large bicycle wheels.

The very best thing about racing training is that we were allowed to run without our ankle chains. The feeling of freedom was overwhelming. To be able to take a decent step was exhilarating, a magical freedom I had been without for months. It was like a vacation, no matter that my arms were still restricted. Even not moving, just stretching my legs felt wonderful.

Several times a week he would have Ashley and I hooked to the two-pony carriage and ride around his estate. My favorite point in these rides were beside a small lake with a grassy lawn under shading trees. Often, he would stop there and play with us. It was our favorite place to be fucked. He never took us out of harness, but that didn’t interfere, it may have made it better.

Master tried letting us run with hands just locked behind us, but decided they were too floppy and untidy. He switched to a reverse prayer arrangement. Our wrists were pulled up high on our backs, bracelets locked to our collars, and a leather strap pulled  folded arms into a tight bundle. Totally helpless. More even than normal. We got to wear black running shoes, thank goodness. Our ankle chains were unchanged, we just weren't as fast as we could have been. Master never seemed to mind. I guess speed wasn’t important.


Chapter  5  :  Domestic Duties

Ashley

After the party, Joy took me back to her room, my upper body still festooned with rope. My arms were bound behind my back and encircling the base of  my breasts making them resemble taut balloons. She had spent the evening arranging displays and wielding her favorite whip. I don’t think she received any sex herself beyond her obvious pleasure at making girls beg and scream. Truthfully, I wanted more, myself. I mostly gave pleasure to others at the party and wanted to receive more. The air reeked of pheromones and I was still aroused.

When she closed the door, I asked, “Mistress, may I speak?”

“OK’”

“May I serve you?”

“Horny bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m your horny bitch.”

She hooked a finger through my nose ring and led me to the chain she kept hanging in the middle of her “game” room. It had hung in that spot on the first day she brought me here. She fastened the spring clip on its end to my collar. I could move a couple of steps in the middle of the room, but I was essentially stationary. Enough that she could stripe me with her whip anywhere she wanted without moving herself. I learned that quickly and stopped trying to get out of range. I stood still and waited. She walked around behind me and I heard her moving. In a minute she came back and ordered, “Stick your butt out and spread your legs.”

“Yes, mistress,” I did as ordered. She shoved a dildo in my asshole. It was narrow and felt a foot long. After it was in all the way, she did something that made it grow thicker until I was tightly filled. It actually felt pretty good and a moan of pleasure escaped my lips while it was growing in me. When it stopped expanding it started vibrating. Not  steady, but a cyclic vibration that also changed intensity. It was weird and wonderful. I could feel an orgasm starting immediately. I squealed and gasped as it worked away inside me. “OMMYGOD,” I screamed. Joy was laughing with me.

She let it work in me for a few seconds before she lay the first stroke of her whip on my ass. I involuntarily gasped at the sudden pain, but I didn’t mind it. I knew that soon the pain would fade and the resulting warmth would hasten my first orgasm. The next few strokes wrung gasps, too. She was hitting me slowly, a few seconds between strokes, worrying me that she was stopping. I could only think, “Too soon, too soon.” I begged for more, “Thank you, mistress, again please, Harder.” I could feel my orgasm approaching. I needed her to continue. I was moaning and begging. She was laughing, enjoying my need. She finally whipped me over the edge and my orgasm broke with thunder and lightning and I screamed in ecstasy.

When I was aware again, Joy was holding me and I was crying with pleasure. She kissed me and said, “That may have been your best one yet.”

“Yes, mistress. I think you’re right. Thank you.”

“Now it’s your turn.”

“Can I whip you to orgasm, mistress. I’ve never done that. I can do it if you leave me chained here and free an arm. I couldn’t escape and you could climax to the whip. It’s glorious.”

”Silly girl. I want to enjoy your tongue.” She removed the chain from my collar and led me to an overstuffed chair and locked a long chain to my collar. This one snaked across the floor and secured me to a ringbolt low on a wall. She slouched on the chair and I dropped to my knees between her legs. The animated dildo was still churning my insides and keeping my arousal from fading. She pulled up her skirt and I saw her pussy lips were wet. She had enjoyed whipping me to orgasm.  She radiated sex and I lusted after her cunt. Without a word I buried my nose in her beautiful cunt ant licked and sucked. She sighed in pleasure. I felt the same way but I was too busy to make a separate sound, I would have to be content with the wonderful, erotic taste. I pushed as deep and stroked her insides as strong as I could with my tongue, sucking up her love as fast as I could.

She whimpered and groaned, moaned, and gasped. She sounded just like I had when I was close to coming. When her moans were loud and continuous, I started nibbling on het clit and soon drove her over the edge, too. She screamed, went rigid, and her juices filled my mouth. Her honey filled my senses with sex. I sucked and lapped it up until she slumped under me. I pulled back and watched her recover. After a few minutes she opened her eyes, reached up and patted my head. “Wonderful, Ashley. Were you always that skilled?”

“Mistress, I learned it all here. Mainly with you.”

“Did your new companion help you?”

I knew she meant the dildo still working in my anus. “Maybe a little, mistress. I’m still aroused but It’s hard to separate the effect.”  

“I was told it was amazing. I’ll try it after you. Consider it a reward.”

She turned it off and it became an inert prick lodged in my ass. Still felt nice, but it’s wonder became potential, as she said, a reward, presumably if I was good. I resolved to try hard to be good. I wanted to be rewarded. I whispered, “I will be very good, mistress.” I had never gone down on a woman before master enslaved me and I was resistant when Joy first wanted me to do her. I’ve changed and now it was one of my favorite things.

She untied my ropes and locked my hands behind me as usual. I was a little surprised. I missed the ropes. They had made me feel secure. They made it impossible for me to do anything with my hands, like anything to escape. Now that I could use my hands for some things, I was a threat to escape, untrustworthy again. Joy was a slave, too, a trusted slave, and charged with making sure I didn’t escape, so she had to be more careful with me than master.

Now I just wore metal  so she took me in the shower with her and washed my body and hair, along with hers. After we were dry she put a nighttime cream on our faces, watched me eliminate, gave me an enema, lubed my ass, stuffed me with a green-jeweled butt plug, put me in bed, and locked my securing chain to my collar. I felt pampered, embarrassingly submissive, and happy.

She got in  bed beside me, turned out the light, rolled over, and kissed me. She said, “Sweet dreams, Ashley.”

“Sweet dreams, mistress.” Her arms were around me possessively, lovingly. I thought about the future. Would master continue to alternate between Abby and me? What did Joy want? Could this really go on for twenty years? Would we always be kept naked, chained, and helpless?

When I woke Mistress moved me back to the bath, let me get cleaned up and do my makeup while she did hers. She led me to the master’s bedroom, on a nose leash, hands locked behind me. We picked up Abby and she took us to breakfast. We didn’t try to talk when we were leashed. Silence was implicit to our condition. We were being taught that we were just animals. The senior staff sat at the table and talked while Abby and I knelt on the floor and ate from our bowls. We were taken to the restroom, given our daily enemas, lubed and out butt plugs replaced, then to exercise.

Today we were put on opposite sides of the horse walker, just a vertical shaft with motor and two long arms crossed at the top with dangling chains attached to our collars. It forced us to walk at whatever speed the motor was set by our trainer. They could just leave us to walk at whatever speed they wanted or stay and work with us. It was boring, but preferable if they just let us walk, if they stayed to work with us, they used a whip for encouragement.

Today Joy stayed and set us to doing high steps. She stayed close and if we didn’t lift our knees high enough, we felt her whip on our thighs or asses. It was a lot harder than just walking and my thighs started burning from the exertion. Both of us felt Joy’s whip after ten minutes of high stepping. It made me work harder but soon I just couldn’t keep the pace. Joy realized we were at our end and slowed the walker.

I knew exercise was good for me and I was pleased that master wanted to keep us in good health. I also knew master savored our slim, athletic bodies both to look at and for all kinds of sex. As was apparently common among men, he enjoyed our cries of joy and pain.  Truthfully, I enjoyed being whipped almost as much because the pain was fleeting and it usually led to more than one orgasm. Today though, she didn’t whip us to orgasm. She let us walk normally until we recovered then took us to the studio for a morning performance.

We were both put in studio one. Most BDSM videos were shot with performers paid well for humiliation and pain, not real slaves, no matter what they were called. If I had a choice, I wouldn’t have done it, but Abby and I had no choice. Joy left us. One man took Abby’s leash and held it while two others arranged me. They were gentle and talked to us as if we were colleagues, I knew it was useless to fight them, but it shamed me nonetheless to submit so docilely while they made me more helpless so they could show my  humiliation to millions of faceless viewers.

Douglas unlocked the chain between my wrist cuffs and commented, “Looking good, Abby.”

“I’m Ashley.”

He looked at my thigh, and said, ”Sorry Ashley. Both of you are sweaty, did Joy work you hard?” He got a towel and dried both of us.

“Yeah, worse than usual.” Abby agreed.

“Well, both of you look great, want to play after the show?”

I did, but I’d probably be whisked away by Joy. Still, it’d be nice if he could pull it off. He’s had me before and was an excellent lover. “Sure, I’d like that. You know how bored I get.” He grinned at my non sequitur. Bondage, pain, and forced orgasms didn’t make me bored.

They put a yoke made of a thick, solid  steel rod on my neck and secured my wrists to the ends, a foot from my neck. Helpless even more than my usual chains. A chain from the ceiling fastened to the back of the yoke and another descended from the front of the yoke and ran thru a ring on the floor. The yoke, and my neck, could be locked any height above the floor they wanted.

I watched as they fixed Abby identically, four feet away. We were well positioned for either punishment of predicament bondage, or both. Douglas held a ring gag up to my mouth and I opened wide, knowing that if I didn’t my nipples would suffer. He buckled its strap behind my neck, holding my mouth wide open so I couldn’t prevent a penis filling it or biting it. Then he put one on Abby and walked over to the camera station.

Abby and I were standing, helpless and ready for whatever the men wanted to do to us. We had docilely allowed them to make us unable to flee or resist them. Here we were, standing, unable to move, with all of our holes readily available, easy pickings. Men have spent centuries developing devices to subjugate women and make all of us readily available. Now, through the magic of worldwide internet our humiliation, our shame, and  those devices for the easy subjugation of women would be demonstrated to the world and undoubtedly recorded for viewing whenever men wanted to watch us.

The comparison to the paid performers entered my mind and it occurred to me that we were better off than the paid BDSM models. Sure, we weren’t volunteers but we had earned this life, besides our master had told us that he was putting some of the show’s earnings in a trust for us. We would earn money that would be ours when our sentences were up and the way we were made to exercise, we’d be slim and fit. Our owner was very rich. We had the best medical care available, we didn’t have to audition or search for gigs, we didn’t have any freedom or options, but we were never bored and unlike most women, our sex lives were full and varied. We didn’t have any choice so we’d be wise to enjoy it. I whispered to Abby, “Hsst, Abby. News flash. Today we are happy. We want them to fuck us and whip our asses. Beg for it. I will, too. Enjoy the sex, no matter how they do it. We’ll talk later. Make this our best performance ever, don’t hold anything back. Follow my lead and enjoy it. Love you!” She looked at me in surprise then nodded assent.

Douglas headed back to us and I spoke loudly, “Master, I’m hot and need you. I want you in me. Please fuck me and let me taste you.”

He put his hand in hair and pulled my head back to look up into his eyes, “Hot bitch, huh?”

“Yes, master, treat me rough, be strong.” I licked my lips, really wanting him to take me.

He kissed me, pressing hard into my lips, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth, demanding right-of-way, taking command. I was helpless in so many ways and loved it. My feelings of helpless submission were so strong I was near to orgasm already. He held onto my hair and his other hand penetrated my cunt, stroking it, feeling my wetness, pinching my clit. I squealed through my nose at the sharp pain then moaned in pleasure as my arousal spiked.

He pulled back and asked, “Why so hot, bitch?”

I answered honestly, “I’m the luckiest girl in the world and I need you in me as soon as you can.”

“That’s what I want to hear. You’re hot, but I think you’ll be even better if I warm you up first.”

“Yes, master. Please be rough with me, make me scream. Own me. I want a reminder for later.”

He tightened my chain to the floor and lengthened the one to the ceiling so that I was bent over, my torso horizontal. He hooked a chain to each foot, dragging my ankle chain tight. I was perfectly positioned for all my holes to be used.

I moaned in anticipation before he started spanking my ass. His hand was hard, the blows intense, my helplessness reinforced and my arousal spiking. “Thank you, master. Harder, please. Teach me you’re in charge. Punish me.” My bottom was aflame and I was in ecstasy. Not an orgasm yet but leading me to one. I grunted at each blow and moaned between them. He spanked me slowly, long seconds between blows where my moans filled the silence. After a few blows the pain turned into pure arousal. Every girl needs a good spanking regularly. I want one every day, it feels so good. I was raised to be embarrassed at being spanked. It was only done when I had been bad. Now it’s still humiliating but I find humiliation arouses me, no matter who spanks me, man or woman, master, or stranger. Humiliation is the spice of my life. Nowadays I’m always chained and humiliated and I’m always aroused, to some degree. It continually surprises me that I enjoy it so much. I’m not sure if I could stand being free again.

I’m turned away from Abby but I hear her making small grunts of pleasure so I’m sure she’s being well fucked. I’m not yet, but the spanking is keeping me aroused and wanting more.

Finally, he stops spanking me and I savor the warmth in my ass. His cock penetrates me in a strong surge, spreading my vagina wide and slamming in me to the hilt. He’s wide and long, filling me and sending a surge of pleasure, desire, and erotic fulfilment through me. I’m being used as a woman and it feels so good. I can feel my body surging toward a climax.

This penetration is way better than when I was just starting adulthood. The men were good and tried hard, but I only got an orgasm every second or third attempt. I learned to fake one my first year in order to make my partner feel he had done well. It wasn’t them,  it was me. We all tried hard and did everything right. No wonder there are so many neurotic women. Society didn’t like this ugly truth. Now I know what was missing. I needed them to be rough. It was the spanking or whipping or slapping. I needed to be dominated before my body thought I had a real man in me and gave me an orgasm.

My body explodes in my first orgasm. I scream my pleasure and follow it with a shrill keening as he continues to pump in me. He didn’t come with me, he’s in full control and guiding me back to the edge. I hear him, “I think you’ve got one or two more in you. Am I right?”

I hope so, but I may faint first. He continues thrusting at a steady pace. The slippery friction of him sliding in me is driving me inexorably and wonderfully toward another climax. He’s just started when I feel hard slaps, first on my left buttock then the right, then a pause for two more thrusts of his penis. I swear it grew thicker when he spanked me. Two more spanks and I climax again with a scream of erotic delight. When I’m aware again, he’s still thrusting with even more of my love juices lubricating us and dripping down my legs. He only thrusts a few more times before he comes .His hot spend flooding into me causes my third orgasm of the session and another scream of pleasure.

This time he relaxes and lets his cock return to normal size in me before he withdraws. He walks around me and lets me clean his cock. I lick and suck our tasty mix of fluids from him, enjoying this ritual as always. I will stay wet and sloppy until  I dry. I’ll be allowed to clean up after the show.

I can tell from the sounds that Abby orgasmed a little after me, so we’ll both be ready for our next event together. Doug grabs my hair with one hand and pulls my head back so my gaze is level. He holds a large black gag surrounded by a maze of black leather straps to my mouth. I immediately open my mouth to accept it. It nestles deep in my throat, forcing me to keep my neck straight. The straps surround my head, compressing my teeth on the gag and holding it in place. Once the straps are buckled, I can see I’m wearing a large, black strap-on dildo. They will force me to fuck Abby with it.

Sure enough, I’m freed of the chain that held me in place and turned around. Abby is held bent over in place just as I was. I can see the slopy cum coating her pussy lips, nether rings, and the inside of her thighs, I look like she was ridden just as hard as I was. I’m pushed to my knees behind her and instructed to fuck her anus. Both men are holding long whips.

We’re told, “You will be whipped until you come.” I’m actually glad. The whip only stings for a few blows before the endorphins kick in and make it erotically arousing and it will make both of us more aroused. Doug  puts a dollop of lube on his finger and lubes her sphincter ring. I cuddled up close to her and put the point of the strap-on in her anus. She squirms and gasps. Good.

I apply a little force and the head of the dildo pushes through Abby’s puckered sphincter  ring and she gasps. Doug is flicking me with the whip. Not hard, but the audience sees the whip hitting my ass and thinks it’s pain is what’s forcing me to ass-fuck Abby. That minor pain is arousing me and reminding me that he can make it really hurt if I slack off. A lot of the men viewing this will have their dicks in their hands, simulating what I’m doing. I’m sure the audience thought I was ashamed of what I was doing. They’d be right if I was caught on camera doing it voluntarily, but it wasn’t my idea and it wasn’t voluntary.

I jerk and gasp when the whip strikes, it doesn’t hurt really, but it is shocking. I think it helps Abby because she moans when I thrust and squeals softly when I jerk. Her moans are getting louder and she comes with a shriek. That tips me over the edge and I come on the heels of hers. Doug puts his hand on my head and holds me deep in Abby until her spasms subside, then he lets me withdraw.

They let us rest in place for a while then Doug takes the penis gag from me. The men reverse our positions and Abby is made ready to fuck my ass with the gag. Our positions are reversed, both of us still wearing yokes holding our hands beside our necks. Abby kneeling behind me and I’m standing, bent over so my ass is the same height as Abby’s head. This time I’m immobile so Abby can shove her thick, black penis gag in my ass. Someone, Doug I presume, uses his fingers to lube my ass.  I’ve had many things in my ass since I’ve been here, and it feels pretty good.

What the audience can’t see, though many suspect, is that both Abby and I are BDSM addicts. I suspect many women are genetically predisposed to being servient to men. Maybe that’s what led us into trying to rob them. Subconsciously, we wanted to be caught and punished. I’ve learned a lot about myself since I was enslaved. I am kept helpless, have no choice in anything, and am aroused by harsh treatment. I am submissive and have many orgasms every day. Not the life I imagined, but it’s very enjoyable. 

I love my sister and I wouldn’t voluntarily do anything to hurt her, but I’m a natural submissive and if my master tells me to hurt her, I will.  I’ll be sorry when it’s over, but all I feel when she screams is satisfaction that I’m doing it the way I was told. In this case though, I’m giving her an orgasm, and the sooner it happens, the less she’ll be whipped.

I focused on giving her a satisfying orgasm, secure in the knowledge that we were being made to do this. I guess we’re bisexual, but above all, we’re slaves and submissive to our master, that’s what gives us the most pleasure. Girls are strange, I guess.

When we both had our orgasms, very pleasant it was, too, they took us down, removed the yokes and took Abby into the other studio. I guessed they weren’t done with this shoot.

Douglas ordered me to stand, bend over, and grab the back of my ankles. He was forceful and commanding and I obeyed him. I felt a thrill of renewed arousal as I submitted to him. He locked my wrist irons together and to my anklets. I was teetering and he had to hold me up or I would have toppled over. He put a wide leather belt around my waist and clipped the overhead chain to it to keep me up. Then he used a lot of rope and bound my arms to my knees, very tight. He tied a ring gag in my mouth. I could make noise, but words were inhibited.

When he was satisfied with my utter helplessness, he fetched a long, pointed stick and started poking me, hard enough it hurt, but nowhere near as hard as a good whipping. I gasped through my gag and squealed when he poked a sensitive region, like my cunt lips, breasts, or anus.  But he really wasn’t trying to hurt me and as long as I was noisy for the camera and twister around a lot, he didn’t try to hurt me. He poked me, all over, from feet to ass, beasts to anus, many times.  I gasped and squealed with feeling. I could make noise but my only possible movement was to teeter around in tiny circles with my closely bound feet. I got pretty good at slow-motion pivots, but all I accomplished was to put new parts of my body in the field of fire. Every now and then, for variety, he would whack me with his stick, mostly on my well-padded ass or thighs. He hit me hard enough to leave welts and stripes but all it did was stoke my arousal.

Before I was enslaved, I was afraid of pain. It was a bogeyman. I watched endless BDSM videos and my fear of pain would make me close my eyes whenever the protagonist picked up a whip or the like. Countless writings sung the joys of being whipped or thrashed or spanked to get a girl ready to orgasm, but I couldn’t imagine it. Then, after being captured, master spanked me to near orgasm, with just a light touch on my cunt to drive me over, several times. My fear reversed and now I anticipate an orgasm whenever I’m punished. It doesn’t always happen, but often and I look forward to it especially when an experienced handler gets me.

He spent long minutes poking, prodding, and swatting available parts of my body with that damned stick. I whined, and squealed, and cried in pain but my only motion was to slowly pivot a fresh patch of skin under the stick. I’m sure the viewers approved of the captive female crying in pain. It wasn’t really painful. I was playing to the audience and they couldn’t even be sure, because my skin was pink all over.

They left me to hang and whimper in front of the camera for several minutes before they took me down. Abby was brought back into the studio. She was as red all over as me. We were back to our normal state, i.e. naked slaves, hands chained loosely in front, Ankles in walking chains with bells, heavy rings in all our erogenous zones. We were put at the glass comm table and allowed to chat with our audience. They could ask questions or make comments and we could type our responses. Our replies were monitored and censored if we tried to give out sensitive information, like real names or location. We were punished with electric shocks if we messed up, but we had been doing this so long that we knew the rules and never got punished any more.

The questions were mundane, like what we liked, how much it hurt, were we real slaves, what were our sizes, etc. We chatted for a half hour before our channels were cut off then we were taken to clean up.

After our sessions on camera, we were given light cleaning duties. We would be separated. I usually got put in a room and left to clean.  No chains, just our electronic monitoring and closed doors with red lights keeping us from leaving. When I finished, I’d kneel on a cushion and wait. Joy would show up in a few minutes and take me to the next room. I usually did two or three rooms.

Joy took us to a small room where two beauticians who had worked on us before, waited. They had set up two workstations for us. They had worked on us when we first were captured and weekly since then. We never learned their names, though they knew ours. We addressed them as “Mistress” since they were free. They were dark-skinned and pretty. I guessed they had worked on slaves before since the only words they spoke to us were in a terse, commanding tone. We jumped to obey. It was more training, of course, but I found I was happy to obey  commands. I enjoyed being submissive, even to someone not physically impressive. To me, command was an attitude and I responded well to it. Abby seemed to, also.

The beauticians waxed our pubic hair, did our nails, plucked our eyebrows, trimmed our hair, and applied lotions to our skin. When they finished, we were elegant, polished, naked, helpless, slave girls,

Dinner was a surprise. We were taken to the large dining room and found master and three male guests, standing, with drink glasses in their hands. Of course, they all turned to look at the jangling sound of our bells as we entered. Master motioned us to him. Every eye tracked our progress over the marble floor. We knelt before the master and kissed his feet, as our orders required. It was humiliating to prostrate myself before strangers, but arousing, too. I saw lust in their faces as we approached and felt eyetracks all over me . Master ordered us to kneel then introduced us. “Gentlemen, this is Abigail and Ashley, I believe them to be the most beautiful slave girls in the world.” We both blushed, highlighting our pink asses and marks.

The men all agreed, appreciatively. One man, introduced later as Sir James, remarked that we appeared to not be too obedient, and the others chuckled. We had obviously been whipped and spanked. Master said, “Fortunately, pain arouses them.” Another man, later dubbed Abdul, asked, ”Did you ring them yourself?”

“Yes, it was suggested by an advisor and it has been very useful in their training as well as enhancing their submission and sensitivity. Their erogenous zones are stimulated at every movement so they are continually aroused and they look erotic, too.”

“If you don’t mind, I will copy you. It definitely enhances their beauty. I’ll have my slaves ringed immediately.”

“I won’t mind. I’m happy to help you improve your girls. It is the sincerest form of praise. I believe dinner is ready. My girls will serve us. Shall we be seated?”

As the men moved to the table, Joy entered the room and came over to us, “Stand, go to the kitchen.” She followed us and gave us instructions, “The cook will show you the order. You will serve one dish and go kneel by master, one on each side. Return here when he tells you it is time for the next course then repeat for each course. Do not talk to the guests unless the master gives you permission. Clear?”

We answered in unison, “Yes, mistress.”

I carried a tureen of soup and Abby took bowls. She would place a bowl on the plate before each man and I would ladle soup into it. First placing the tureen on the bare corner of the table, lifting the lid with one hand and using the ladle to transfer soup to the man’s bowl. Everything went as planned right up until the first guest’s bowl was full. He captured my left nipple ring with his hand and held me bent over while his other hand fondled my right breast and squeezed my nipple. A surge of arousal flooded through me and I gasped. I couldn’t move a muscle and came close to orgasm. I had been so sensitized to erotic stimuli in my time here that mind-paralyzing orgasms could be instantly forced from me. I felt my blush and saw my breasts turning pink. How humiliating, how arousing to be controlled by my nipples. He held me by my nipple ring and commented, “Alex, she is very responsive. Was she like this when you got her or have you trained her?

“Both, my training has made them more responsive, but they were always sensual.”

He released me and I continued serving soup.  Bedsides soup, we served  salad, fish courses and refilled water at each course. Between each course we knelt on either side of master and he fed us , extending a fork or spoon of food to us. I would extend my head toward him and open my mouth wide. He would insert the utensil, and I would close my mouth. He would withdraw the utensil and I would eat the food. It was slow, but emotionally as well as nutritionally satisfying. The food served to master and his guests was better tasting than what we usually had in our bowls, or so it seemed. The guests were fascinated by our feeding and paused eating to watch.

When we knelt the first time, one of the men asked, “Which of you is Ashley?”

I didn’t know if I was permitted to speak and watched master for some clue. He nodded his head, which I took as permission to speak. I looked at the man and said, “I am, master.”

He asked, “Are you two twins?”

“Yes, master, identical.”

“They are truly remarkable, Alexander.”

“I know.”

“How did you get them?”

“I married them both. We divorced. They signed indenture contracts.”

The curious gentleman smiled wryly and persisted, “I suspect you’re omitting the most important details. Would you consider selling one of them?”

Master swiveled his head and looked intensely at both Abby and I, before he turned back to his guest, “No, Roger, I like them both. But I’m not greedy. I will share them with my friends tonight.”

We were the center of attention and it was both disconcerting and stimulating. When dinner was complete, we cleared the table then served Irish whiskey to the men. First we placed drink glasses in front of them, then placed two ice buckets on the table then we brought out the whiskey in decanters and served the men individually and refilled the glasses when they got low, which was often. The men took turns toasting us, our beauty, our sensitivity, our obedience, out breasts, our cunts, etc. They got progressively louder and more specific as we refilled their glasses.

Before they got too drunk, master had us lead them into the living room and entertain them. Joy put kneepads on us and “Paws”, gloves with thick palms that buckled on our wrists so our hands were unable to grasp anything. She used leather straps to hold our legs folded soi we had to crawl on our hands and knees. Then we played puppy games for the  men, trying our best to do puppy tricks then chasing tennis balls, and retrieving them in our mouths. We heeled each of them around the room to their great amusement.

When the puppy play started, I had gotten over my arousal and just wanted them to use us and go home, but the puppy play was surprisingly erotic. Just letting myself get into the role of a helpless puppy, eager to please and the joy emanating from the men brought my arousal back with urgency. I wanted them in me and I wanted to make them happy. I became that mindless puppy, eager to please and drawing excitement and arousal from their happy lust. I started throwing myself on my back at their feet, spreading my legs, my arms crossed under my back, and whining most pitiably. It worked every time and I was fucked by everyone when I begged.

That night after the guests had gone, Joy took us to the bath to clean up and we were secured on the floor at the foot of master’s bed. Both of us were surprised at the sleeping arrangement. We were fortunate that Joy covered us both with a blanket when she admonished us to silence. Despite the unusual sleeping arrangement, I slept soundly all night. I had been well fucked.


Chapter  6  :  Trip

In the morning, master arose and left while we were still locked to the floor. He nudged us with a foot and told us he had to go on a short trip and he’d see us later. I sobbed and begged to go with him. He just smiled at me and said he’d be back soon.

Joy got us up after he’d left and got us ready for the day. When we finished in the bath, she put tight metal belts on our waists, fastened our wrists together to the back of the belts, put very strict gags in our mouths, padded blindfolds on our heads, and leashes on our collars.

She led us outside, put us in the back seat of a car, fastened our ankle chain to the floorboard, got in the driver’s seat, and drove us away.

We drove for almost an hour. Most of the ride was slow and from the sounds and many turns and braking, we were in a city. The last part of the trip was on open roads. Finally she stopped and got us out of the car. Someone held my leash and led me away from the car and through a doorway. From the sounds of the footsteps and voices I gathered that Joy, Ashley, and I were accompanied by at least one man. I heard the door close and my gag and blindfold were removed.

I saw Joy, Ashley, a man, and the woman I knew as Tara. I froze, knowing something was wrong.

Joy spoke, “Kneel slaves, Tara is your new mistress.”

Ashley and I instantly dropped to kiss Tara’s feet.

I asked, “Mistress, may I speak?”

Tara looked at Joy and said, “They are well trained. Good work. Shouldn’t you be with them?”

I couldn’t see Joy, but I heard the surprise in her voice, “No, I am not your slave.”

I heard a scuffle and looked up. The man had hold of Joy’s arms and was holding them behind her.  Tara went to them and cuffed Joy’s arms together. The man released Joy, who twisted and fought the steel briefly, uselessly, then stopped struggling and looked at Tara and said, accusingly, “We had a deal.”

Tara smiled sweetly, and replied, “Slaves can’t make deals. Deals are for masters. The collar on your neck means no deals are valid with you.” She motioned to the man and said, “Strip her.”

He drew a folding knife from his pocket and unfolded it while stepping close to Joy. She cowered back, saying, “No! I brought them to you as you asked. Reward me.”

He took hold of Joy’s front collar ring and looked at Tara who just nodded.

He sliced Joy’s dress down the front in one quick motion. His knife was very sharp. He sliced open the left sleeve, the right sleeve, and yanked the cloth away, dropping it on the floor. He cut away her bra then her panties then stepped back. Joy was sobbing quietly, all her dreams of freedom, wealth, whatever, dashed.

Tara looked down at us and ordered, “Stand and display, girls.” When we were both up she told the man, “Strip them too.”

He quickly cut the sheer fabric from me then Ashley, looked at Tara and asked, “Get them ready now?”

Tara just nodded.

Ashley and I were standing beside each other, in display pose. He moved Joy to stand beside us and warned, “Don’t move or I’ll whip you.” He crossed the room and brought back a box. He sat it on the floor in front of me. I could see a tangle of chain. He fastened all three of us together with about four feet of chain between our collars. He put the gag and blindfold on me. From the sounds, he also gagged and blindfolded Ashley and Joy. My leash led me back into a garage where strong arms lifted me into the back of a truck, Ashley and Joy joined me and the click of a lock told me our chain was fastened to the truck. In a moment we started the scariest, most uncomfortable ride of my life.


Our slave’s story is continued in part 3
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