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Chapter 1 :  Model

My life is regimented now, but in a good way. I have little free will but there are compensations. I am happy all the time when he’s with me, or even nearby. He’s ruggedly handsome and completely dominates any room he enters. I am like a moon in his orbit and cling to his arm when he permits, he completes me in a way I never thought possible. I was an independent woman, educated, well-traveled, a citizen of the world. Then I met him and fell in love, but I was weak and allowed my sister to convince me we would be even better off if we worked together and swindled him of a paltry fraction of his wealth.

We were fools, he caught us and now our lives are what he wants them to be. We are less than wives, more than pets.  We are his slaves, but he is not possessive. His minions use us freely as sex toys and are careful to avoid any emotional entanglements. We are being taught to be responsive, loving ,and obedient. Perhaps when we become good enough, he will  keep us as his own, at least that is my hope.

At first the loss of freedom was terrifying, but it has turned out to be better than I feared. Women in this century are freer of drudgery than ever before, but just as constrained by society and nature as ever. Many more professions are available to us, but we are still smaller, weaker, and vulnerable to men. In truth, like many women, I like being under his protection and control and learned all the feminine wiles to get what I really want. . Granted, my life is more constrained than most, and my feminine ploys usually don’t work, but my pleasure is greater than most women, too.

In many ways my life is what I always wanted it to be. I eat tasty, healthy food, exercise every day, have a responsible job at master’s company, take pride in my appearance, and enjoy a worry free, restful sleep every night. Our lives aren’t filled with drudgery and back-breaking work like those of early American slaves, nor are they like the storied lives of boredom of women in harems. Freedom isn’t worth the price for me.

It is late morning and master took me and Ashley to an open-air market in the middle of the city. I am apparently free as the wind, flitting between vendor’s stalls and stores, circling freely around him.  I am wearing a long, airy native skirt and a halter top. I have a gold collar and matching bracelets. My ankles are hidden, but they, too are banded in gold. All the people around us believe we are free to leave.

Our constraints are also a continuous pleasure. Under our loose skirts we wear locked chastity belts holding twin thick phalluses buried deeply, pleasantly in our holes. As long as we stay within twenty feet of master, they are inert and fill us, arousing with every step or twist. If we stray further, they vibrate, bringing us deliciously close to orgasm. If we stay just far enough away from master, we will fall over the edge and go into delicious spasms of ecstasy and be appallingly noisy and helpless among strangers.

It's a complex dance of feelings and perception. I can move and increase or decrease my arousal and pleasure but is the prize an orgasm or a shaming fit in public among strangers. And my state is also controlled by what master does. Is he watching me? Does he want me to orgasm in public? Does he want to prolong my euphoric pre-orgasm state? And what about Ashley? She doesn’t affect me directly, but she’s orbiting around master, too. Is he watching me or her? Too far away from master for him to hold me,  but if I go too far afield, the phalli become angry and shock me, most painfully, herding me home.

My eyes flick to him every few seconds, then to Ashley, then to what’s around me. I am continually aware of my feeling, their location, my movement. My nipples are hard and pleasantly aching with pre-orgasm arousal. Every few minutes it’s too intense and I run back to master and hold his hand with love, then I eventually wander out to the end of my invisible leash and savor my arousal.

When we return to the car we’re stripped and re-chained. I’m glad for the short vacation, but, in a way, it’s good to be back to normal. We kneel on the floor and look at master, awaiting a command and wondering what’s next. I want to crawl into his lap, kiss him deeply, to thank him for letting me see the bazaar and savor the excitement of discovery and the feel of freedom. Just to thank him for letting us taste a semblance of independence for a while. I kneel before my master, smile, my hands locked behind me, and, strangely happy, back under control again. I’m not sure I would be happy as a free person now that I’ve learned to live under the control of a master. I don’t plan or worry about the chores of modern life. Someone else feeds me, makes sure I exercise, dresses me, and takes me where he wants me. It’s fortunate I love my master.

I feel the warmth of my sister close beside me and am glad she’s there. When we were first captured, I blamed her for convincing me to participate in the scheme. Now, I’m glad she did. My life, and I think hers too, are better than they ever could have been without a master. We’re his slaves and his word is our law, enforced by quick, fierce punishment, but never lingering. If we break a rule, we’re spanked or whipped, and it’s not mentioned again. He loves us unconditionally and we spend more time in arousal and orgasm than I ever thought possible. Being the sub of a wealthy, intelligent, dom is an unpredictable, usually fulfilling, sometimes humiliating, wonderful life.

He shows us our controller and says, “Thanks for an enjoyable outing,” and places his hand on the controller. Instantly my plugs go into high gear and the orgasm that has been building in me erupts and I scream in exquisite pleasure and roll on the carpet, writhing in ecstasy. Dimly I recognize that Ashley and I are bumping as our orgasms toss us about. Finally I relax and recover my senses. The car is moving and I am curled around master’s legs and Ashley’s head. It’s been a very good day.

When we get back to the house I’m taken to the studio for the next performance. Master  lets us watch the channel quite often, “After all,” he says, “You’re going to get rich off of your show.” We have cameras filming us most of the day and quite a lot of our daily life goes on it. Eating, dressing, enemas, and other bathroom prep, all our daily housework ang when we clean and polish our chains, exercise, pony girl training, and, of course, every time we receive an orgasm. In short, whenever we’re dominated or humiliated, which is very frequent. All the editors ever take out or disguise is anything identifying other people. We alternate days and do one performance a day.

I like to think of it as our profession – bondage model. It’s often uncomfortable and there’s some pain. I try to give my viewers a good show, hamming it up for the camera, squealing loudly at any pain, moaning, gasping, begging when I’m not gagged, jerking in my bonds, writhing strongly, and moaning with pleasure whenever they arouse me or give me an orgasm.

The first week or two I hated being a slave. I had to do what other people wanted. I had no time to myself. I wore chains and a collar. I was kept naked and all my erogenous zones were pierced and I was ringed with large, thick, demeaning rings. I was humiliated, and demeaned. I was beaten and showed naked to the world, a submissive, female punished for being female and for the arousal of an unknown horde. I got real whippings and I cried all the time, miserable and helpless. One morning I realized that, except for the rings, I hadn’t been harmed or my body changed by the rough treatment. I was fresh, clean, and well cared for. Ashley and I were still beautiful. I still loved my master and my sister.

I had a short conversation with Ashley and we decided we might as well be happy and we adjusted our approach to slavery. We both changed at the same time. We had a job and we loved it. We became happy slaves, submissive, and ready to do anything for our betters (and almost everyone was).

One of the staff, John, hugs and kisses me as soon as I’m delivered to the studio. It’s a good start.

“Welcome, Abby, you look happy. Been a good day?”

“Wonderful master John. Master took Ashley and me down to the market and let us walk around. He even gave us clothes!”

“Do you miss clothing? You shouldn’t. You both are gorgeous. Clothes only make you look like other girls.”

“You’re sweet, John, but all my life I’ve worn clothes to fit in. Now I’m happy in my skin but no one ever sees me.”

“You’re in luck my girl. I’m going to show you off to the world in your skin.”

“That’s not the same. I don’t see anybody.”

You can bask in my eyes, sweets, now hold still.”

The men and women who put me through my paces here are always sweet and professional. They can’t always be kind of course, but I know they won’t harm me or give me more pain than I can handle. I always feel loved. I don’t move while he unlocks my chains and leads me to a strong, rigid, wooden chair and seats me. I’m instantly at ease and happy when he takes hold of me. I’m where I belong.

My arms are tied to the chair arms, my legs are spread wide open and tied at ankle and knee, a cord is tied in my hair then my head is pulled back so I have to look up, strings are tied to my labia rings and pulled apart so my inner labia feel cold air.

“How’s that feeling, Sweets?” John asks.

“Restrictive,” I giggle. Honestly, the ropes are tight, but there’s no pain. I know that’s coming and I also know there will be only a brief feeling of pain until it morphs into arousal and heat. I’m horribly exposed to the camera and the world. Whatever I feel, whatever sounds I make will bring joy and lust to men and women on the other end of the camera and will eventually bring me money. I will try and be professional: Show pain when it starts, continue to show pain until I’ ready to orgasm, show disappointment if they make me wait for the orgasm, show pleasure just before the orgasm and show the viewers my orgasm when it hits, repeat. What a world!

I’m gagged and a flogger applied to my crotch. The sting is multiplied on my exposed inner labia who are usually protected from such treatment. My howls are genuine. The whip hand is soft but my exposed inner flesh is very sensitive. My howls are genuine, not exaggerated and continue for long moments of agony. But after only a few strokes, my arousal grows enormously and the pain morphs into the general  warmth suffusing my belly and I have to force myself to yelp at each stroke when I want to moan in pleasure as my first orgasm builds. It’s at times like this I truly understand my nature: I’m a pain slut and a natural slave who’s at my best when someone is dominating me.

The whip stops, John says, for the audience, “We can’t let you cum too soon, slut, can we?”

I knew my lines, deferential, polite, submissive, make all those men and women watching want me for their own sub. I smile sweetly. “No master, I’ve been a bad girl. Punish me, please.” The camera zooms in on my face. Something thin is shoved in my pussy and it shocks me, over and over, regularly, like a machine for pain. I scream for the audience, it does hurt, but not that much. I have to stop screaming and breathe, and the pain subsides to a bearable background discomfort before morphing again into arousal. The shocks continue but feels like a vibrator. My orgasm swells again and I must pretend that it hurts. Meanwhile  my body wants more, wants the orgasm to emerge.

He pulls the stinging probe out and I thank him, “Thank you master, for punishing me.”

“You’re welcome. Are you aroused?”

“Oh yes, master. I’m close.”

He replaces the probe with his finger and strokes me softly. I let the bliss wash over me and moan softly. This isn’t for the audience, it’s real. I’m ready to climax and hope he’ll let me.

But he stops too soon and withdraws his hand. I whimper and pout. He is undeterred,

“Not yet, love.  You have to earn it.”

He releases my arms from the chair and locks them behind me, clips a lead on my collar, puts a black bag over my head, releases my legs, and pulls me out of the chair. I'm led to straddle a thick post that comes up to mid-thigh. It feels like a smooth, hard, square, post between my legs. He wraps many turns of rope around my knees holding them snug on either side of it. I can twist my body back and forth, even sit down, but I can't move my knees. He throws a turn of rope around my neck below my collar then uses it to pull my elbows back and finally wraps it around my wrists, pulling them up toward my neck. I can move my hands down below my waist, but only by putting tension on my neck. This is an instance of what they call predicament bondage, and it is often used by the staff. They claim it is very popular with the audience. They obviously enjoy seeing us helpless, perhaps even as much as I enjoy it.

He leaves me alone so that the viewers can watch me writhe, helpless and vulnerable, trying to find a comfortable position. I find that if I bend forward, there is a plank or extension of the post between my legs that I can lay my breasts on. It’s no more comfortable than just standing, but at least it’s different. I lay there for a moment just because I can, longing for his touch and wondering how he’ll touch me. Wil he be harsh or arousing, or both?

As I lay there, I find I can touch my crack, my waist, or move my hands to either side, but that’s all.  I'm left alone for long minutes to wonder what I will feel next. I know countless viewers, mostly men are watching my plight, imagining I’m their possession, imagining what they would do next. I'm helpless and aroused. All my holes are available and I can’t run away. I can feel the incipient orgasm in me, wanting to be made real, I wonder where he is, my invisible guardian. He can use pain or pleasure or both to bring me to orgasm, and I don’t care which. I want my orgasm.

I hear him behind me then minutes of silence and I wonder what he’s doing, then I feel a blow on my ass cheeks, level, only moderately hard, like a testing strike to ensure he’s aligned. It stings, but that’s all. I grunt with the shock. It wasn’t hard enough for a scream. He’s silent and another minute passes before the next blow. This one is a little harder and merits another grunt. What’s he waiting for? When will it hurt?  Will he make it hurt or is he planning something else. I half expect him to switch to my breasts and really hit them. He has barely fondled them so far.

Another stroke, still not hard, then another. Finally he moves in close, his body rubbing against my backside. I feel his cock rub against my fingers and bare bottom. “Make it hard,” he orders. I take his cock between my bound hands and stroke it. After a few seconds it is still soft and he reiterates,“ You have thirty seconds to make it hard,” and I redouble my effort. I count the seconds, but after twenty he’s still not hard and I know I won’t make his deadline. ”Master,” I suggest, “My mouth will do a better job.”

“You love sucking cock, don’t you?”

“Yes master, I do, and you know I’ll make you hard.” I love sucking cock, always have ever since I first tried it with Billy Wagner in high school. It gives me a warm feeling of intimacy, power, and arousal. I don’t cum from it but it’s still a warm feeling of fulfilment. Other girls told me it’s that way with them, too. I’ve wondered why. It isn’t anything directly connected to continuing the race, but men and women both enjoy it. Men can come from it, but not girls, usually. I don’t know about other girls, but Ashey and I both enjoy submitting to a male and simultaneously having such power: able to make him cum or hurt him.

He doesn’t answer, but he pulls away, steps in front of me and pulls the sack off my head. I shake my hair out and grin at him, “Give it to me, master.”

Instead, he takes the cord still tied to my hair,  pulls my head back and ties it to the rope securing my elbows. He puts a ring gag in my mouth and buckles it behind my head. Now my words are garbled, and I can’t bite him. I wouldn’t, of course, but it takes away what power I had and makes me more dominated and helpless. There are so many ways to arouse me.

My warm mouth makes him hard in seconds, but he doesn’t cum in my mouth and I have to make do with his pre-cum. It’s tasty, but there’s little of it. He withdraws leaving me wanting more, steps behind me and slips it in my ass. I’m looser, more accommodating now that I usually wear a butt plug. Joy makes us both wear them and she’s been upping the size every couple of weeks. I realize he’s slipped a lubricated condom on his cock. His pumping is increasing my arousal. He always tries to stop before I orgasm, but sometimes he misjudges my arousal and I make it. I’m trying to swallow my moans and gasps to see if I can sneak it by him.

He pumps me up, smacking my ass every second thrust, alternating sides, making me really hot. I scream and moan as he flings my soul over the edge to fall into a delicious orgasm. He stays in me for a few beats, then he pulls out and whispers, “Good one. Shall we keep it going?”

I don’t try to answer. It’s no longer my choice. He’s in control. I feel my juices leaking out of my sopping pussy. I’m so ready to come again, all it will take is his touch. Pleasure or pain, his cock, or the whip, it doesn’t matter. I’ve been trained and he has primed my body. He can let me cool down, or orgasm again. The question is clearly rhetorical since it’s all up to him, now.

I lower my naked breasts onto the surface and pant. He dons a new condom, slides into my well-lubricated pussy, and starts working on giving me another orgasm. He is really good and doubles my arousal by smacking my breasts while fucking me. I orgasm again and he pulls out. He leaves me alone for a few minutes to recover.

When I become aware of my surroundings again, I’m still tied tight and fastened to the post. My breasts rest on the wood, my arms still held high behind me. I raise my torso a few inches to relieve the pull on my arms. I can’t sense anyone around me. I know the camera is still sending my image around the world. As master says, “People are paying me to imagine they are him.” I’m OK with that.

John returns, unties me , locks my hands behind me, puts a foot of chain between my ankles, bends me over a table and asks, “Ready?”

Of course I answer, “Ready, master.”

He likes to sign his girls. He paddles my ass, no blow too hard, but he continues until my ass is glowing red and I am on the edge and begging him to let me cum. He diddles my pussy with his finger and I cum with a gasp and a long low moan. He lets me lick his finger then lifts me up and I thank him, “Thank you, master.” I am weak and still aroused by the glow in my ass. I love him almost as much as I love master. He kneels me in front of a camera. He sits in a chair facing me, off camera, and starts a conversation.

“Abby, I had a good time. Was it good for you, too?”

We’ve done this before. It’s a show and tell for the unseen audience. Our back-and-forth makes it sound like we’re just talking, but audience members are texting the show and staff is typing their questions on a screen that John can see. So I’m really answering some of their questions. John filters them , of course. 

I was embarrassed the first couple of times we did this. I had just been made helpless and sexually tortured/aroused, cried, gasped, moaned, pleaded, and orgasmed for the audience. Now I was chained and expected to talk about myself, my feelings and experiences. Share my life and talk about how I came to be the object of their lust. I was OK with it now. After all, It was just talk to enhance the audience and it was less intrusive than the show itself.

“Oh, yes, it was.”

“All the time?

“Well, some times were not as good as others, but I enjoy pain too, as long as it’s stimulating.”

“By stimulating, you mean sexual, leading to arousal and ultimately to orgasm?”

“Of course. Orgasms are my goal.”

“What is “Stimulating” pain.”

“Having my bottom, pussy, or breasts whipped in such a way that I’m aroused.”

“And how is that?”

“First, I have to be unable to escape or hide. Bondage is critical. It puts me into subspace where almost all stimulation is sexual.”

“You’re telling me you are a bondage slut?”

“Yes, of course. Second, the whip has to be applied correctly. Too hard is no good, as is too soft. I have to feel pain and it has to be long enough to send me into subspace. All of you here are good and always arouse me.”

“When did you realize that you liked bondage?”

“Quite young. My sister and I played with dolls and we constructed scenarios where our girls were always damsels in distress. We didn’t know about sex then, but our heroines were always captives. As we got older, we experimented with our bodies using clips, clamps, and rope. We learned how to tie each other and would take turns, learning how to tie a girl so she couldn’t escape and was comfortable for long periods.  It was a natural progression into sexual stimulation during bondage. We were both excited by the idea of being a man’s love slave, but never found a man we trusted enough to submit to.”

“Then you submitted for real.”

“It wasn’t entirely voluntary, you know.”

“You seem very comfortable in your irons. Were they hard to get used to?”

I lifted a foot until the chain was taut. “The bands are permanent, though the chains can be removed if you have the key. We never do. The bands are comfortable and snug. We can never hope to slip them. All of them have rings for chains or locks.”

I stood up and turned around so the camera had a view of my arms. ”There are two sets of bands on my arms, wrists and upper arms and a steel belt on my waist, so there are many ways to fasten my arms, both front and back depending on what my master wants me to do.” I turned back around to face the camera and sat down.

I spoke to the camera, “They enforce my submission to others. In one sense, I have to adjust to them every morning. I’m not “used” to them at all, rather, I have to adapt to the limits they set. They are always there as a reminder of my status and my transgression. In another way, they show me and the world that I am owned, and I love them.”

The door to the hall opened and Joy stepped in. I stood up and told John, “I have to go now. Thanks for a fun session, John.”

Until next time, Abby.”

Joy walked up to me, clipped a leash on my nose ring and led me out the door.




Chapter  2  :  Trip

Joy is the dark side of my life. I know I earned my servitude and so did Ashley. Master is the good side. I’m aroused just being in the same room as him and his touches send me over the moon. Sex with him is endlessly enjoyable.

Joy was a Shiek’s slave before master won her gambling and he freed her. Joy had been with him for a couple of years. Her previous master had put a nose ring on her, but none of the others we wore. She wasn’t a slave now, so she didn’t have collar, bracelets, or anklets. More women than slaves wore nose ornaments, so hers did not identify her as slave.

Joy ran the master’s household. Ther are about twenty men and women on staff: cooks, gardeners, yard and mechanical maintenance. There are another passel of guards under the security chief, Frederick. The same task she performed for her former owner. She knew the care, feeding, and discipline of slave girls as well as what this house needed so she was the natural choice to take charge of us. I suspect it was her idea to keep us in chains. She’s also the one who corrects our mistakes. Though she’s free, she only goes out to the store for stuff for the house and no one ever visits her. I wouldn’t say she was angry or insecure, but her mood is usually dark and her moods unpredictable.

She has a long, thin whip on her belt she uses to enthusiastically correct us at every opportunity. I can’t decide whether she’s sadistic or just treating us like she had been treated before master. She’s the one who determines what we do, when it’s time to change, chains us, releases us, and takes us to our next station.

On the other hand, she doesn’t whip us without cause and she is a great sexual partner whenever master gives me to her, which is fairly common since he has two female slaves to serve him. Quite often he lets her take one of us to her bed, and she gives as good as she gets. In either bed we are helplessly chained with no chance of escape, but I don’t want to escape, either.

Joy took me back to get cleaned up. She’s a stickler for security and never takes me anywhere until I’m helpless. All of us are good-looking young women. Master has a trainer come in every day and Joy trains with us. I don’t know if this is our master’s order or simply Joy wanting to stay as fit as us. We all go through the same fitness exercises every day, but Ashley and I have collars, wrist and ankle cuffs, and she has the keys to our chains! I guess someone has to be in charge, I just wish it was me.

And clothes. She gets to wear attractive and sexy clothes, while Ashley and I are always naked and chained. Of all the staff in this castle, we’re the only naked girls. Every day, men and women see us helpless and naked, led on a leash or chained to a ring. I guess we earned it, but it is still humiliating.

The collars we all wear have rings on the front and back but Joy always puts the leash on our nose rings. It’s the most degrading place, and the most potentially painful. Everything she does to us is calculated to be degrading. Maybe she wants to make the difference between us and her most obvious. Her saving grace is that she gives us wonderful orgasms, like master.

Despite everything, being with master is wonderful. I sometimes think he has set things up so times with him are better. He’s taken me out in public and shown we off to his associates, I think. He sems to take pride in owning me and I bask in the praise of his friends. Some of them have their own slave girls and we are often paraded around together. At times like that I feel like a beloved pet and am strangely proud of my status. The other slave girls were collared too, but most didn’t have bracelets or anklets. Maybe they just wear them at home. Apparently, it is common for masters to collar their women in this part of the world. My hands and feet are usually chained making me special. Some of the girls commented on my chains, some on their beauty, more sympathetic to my bondage. Most asked what we had done. I wonder if they are somehow less enslaved than us.

After my taping session the day was routine, Joy took me to join Ashley in dusting and cleaning. It was a big, big house, with eighteen bedrooms, lounges and offices, a ballroom, terraces, a swimming pool and a lap pool, a big, open game room with a full-size pool table dwarfed in it. We spent an hour or two a day cleaning. I sometimes think it’s the main reason he keeps us. Then we were fed.

Our food is tasty but never enough to fill us. The staff carefully measures the food and weighs us every Sunday. While tasty, our meals are always a shaming experience. We eat from bowls on the floor, kneeling with our hands secured behind us.  Today master and Joy ate with us, sitting at a table, facing us. They talked about the estate’s management while we were silent.

After lunch, Joy let us use the toilet clean, up, and freshen our makeup  before taking us to an office session with master.  Both of us had business degrees and master was not going to let them go to waste. Several times a week we worked to learn about his businesses and do a little outside snooping for him as his own private investigators. We were both happy to have intellectual activity with him. He had seen first-hand how well we could snoop into other people’s affairs.

After a long afternoon, he took us down to the game room and had a trainer and Joy play puppy-girl with us. He hand fed us a light meal in between floor sessions. We fetched, heeled, did puppy-tricks, romped with Joy on the floor for almost 2 hours before master decided it was bedtime. Tonight was Ashley’s turn to sleep with master and Joy took me to her room.

As usual, she fastened my hands to the back of my waistband and hobbled my feet with by a foot of chain while she had me kneel between her legs and eat her out. She came quickly then laid me on my back and reciprocated. She was, as always, a good lover. We watched a movie, she sat on a couch and I lay beside her, my head in her lap as she played with my nipple rings and used a dildo to bring me to repeated orgasm. It was a pleasant evening and a repeat of our usual play.

When the movie ended Joy did something unusual. She stuffed an enormous penis gag in my mouth, blindfolded me, and covered me in layers of cloth, undoubtedly a black burka like many Arab women wore. I was helpless, silenced, blind, and effectively invisible.

She had put a chain on my collar, used it to lead me outside, and put me in a van. My ankle chain was locked to a floor ring and a seat belt closed around me. It felt oddly comforting to be secure even though these were unusual circumstances. I could hear the sliding door close after she locked me in the seat.  The gag stifled my questions, so I just wondered what was happening.

Reina

A long time later the far door opened and someone sat beside me. I didn’t hear any chains clinking so I guess it wasn’t Ashley.  We drove into the city, surrounded by car noises and voices for many minutes then the sounds fell away and we traversed many miles of smooth, silent highway. Then we slowed and drove over rough terrain for another hour before we stopped. Someone else got in and we started moving again and I heard voices, women’s voices whispering. I couldn’t understand any words.  Someone had gotten in and we drove for what seemed like another hour over rough terrain before stopping again. 

After a long drive, first on smooth, modern roads, then on a seemingly endless dirt track, we finally reached the slave trader’s camp. I got out of the van and directed the others to wait by the van. I walked out and met Jack, the headman, and told him, “As agreed I have two girls for you, a slave, and her handler. The handler doesn’t know she is part of the sale. She thinks I am going to pay her for fetching the slave to me. How do you want to handle her?”

Jack studied the two girls as he thought about it. Finally, he said, “Play it out as long as possible. Let her see everything proceeding normally and take her back to the van with the money, then have your men  take her and strip her while you explain her new status, then bring her back to me. My crew can enjoy the whole show. I’ll explain it to them as you take her back to the van.”

I approved of the idea. I was looking forward to seeing Joy’s reaction when she learned she was going to join the coffle with Abigail. I knew she had once been a slave and knew what it was like to be a submissive woman, especially an attractive one. Knowles was far too permissive with her and she was acting like an entitled lady rather than the slave she had been. It was time to remind her there were consequences to acting above her station.

I had her bring the slave to Jack so he could examine her. Jack interviewed her, then had one of his men take her to the coffle. Jack and I talked briefly then he asked , as if he had just thought of it, whether Joy was also for sale. She perked up and said, “No. I’m free.”

I asked, “Why not?” as if I had also just considered it. Joy whirled and ran to the van. My guards were waiting for her. They had known all along that she was part of the deal. When she reached them, they grabbed her, stripped her, and cuffed her hands behind her.  When I reached her, I put a leash on her nose ring and took her to Jack. She had been foolish to expect anything else. She was pretty and naïve, a perfect slave. He handed me the satchel with my payment. I thanked him, wished him a safe journey, and told him, “I’ll look around for fresh meat for your next sale.” 

Abigail

I was taken out of the van into hot sunshine. The heavy cloth was taken off, followed by my shoes, and blindfold. I immediately turned my face away from the blinding sun, but it still took several minutes before I could see anything. When I could see again, I looked all around me.

Joy, a woman I had seen at a party just after I was enslaved named something like Reina, and two strange men stood beside me in the middle of a sandy desert covered in sparse dry brush. There were low, brown hills in the distance and a hot wind was blowing. A white van was behind me, doors open. Joy stood in front of me, holding the end of my chain. A large truck was stopped in front of us with four men, two wearing khaki fatigues and wide-brim hats, two in flowing robes watching us, and seven dusky skinned slave girls.

The slave girls were naked and chained together by the neck. Their hands were cuffed behind them. One of the men in robes held the end of their chain. A woman wearing desert robes and a head covering was looking at me from ten feet away. She turned and started walking to the men.

She was distinctive. I recognized her. She had come to a party at master’s house just after we arrived. I tried to remember her name. Master had let her handle me for much of that party. I was still gagged so I didn’t try to speak. I don’t know what I would have said, anyway. The woman talked to the men for a short time then she turned and waved Joy over. Joy led me to the group. What was this? Was I being stolen? Did Master know about this or was Joy intending to profit. He would instantly know she was to blame for my disappearance. Surely, she didn’t expect to go on as if nothing had happened.

Joy stopped in front of the men and handed my leash to the taller one. He looked strong and fit, like he only needed ten-thousand-mile checkups and dusting occasionally. I was afraid of him and wanted him to fuck me. I felt the blush rise in my cheeks.

He stepped closer, slowly smiled, looking right through me, and felt my breasts. He tugged on my rings experimentally and commented, “Nice tits, love.” He sounded Australian. He looked at Joy, “Release her hands.”

Joy looked doubtful and asked, “Are you sure?”

He scowled, clearly a man used to women’s obedience and said, “She will obey me.” Clearly rebuking her reluctance. “Now unlock her.”

Joy unlocked my hands and he ordered, “Stretch.”

I swung my arms and rolled my shoulders. I thanked him as I worked the strain out of my shoulders. He clearly enjoyed watching me move. It felt good to move after being restrained for so long. He took the gag off me and handed me a canteen. The water was cool and wonderful. I drank it all and gave it back to him. It was the first bit of kindness I had gotten all day. “Thank you. Have I been sold?”

He smiled and replied, “My name is Jack. No, you have been stolen. You will address all of us as ‘Sir’. Raise your arms over your head and turn slowly.”

He held power here. I silently did as he ordered. He didn’t tell me to stop, so I continued my slow rotation. Finally, after my third turn he ordered me to stop and I lowered my hands. I held them behind me out of habit. My hands were not normally free.

He just looked at me for a long moment, then gave his evaluation, “You’re clearly a slave, submissive, treated well, and whipped recently. You’re not a virgin and haven’t born a child. Don’t move,” He stepped behind me and put handcuffs on my wrists. He stepped back in front of me and asked, “Do you love your master?”

How could he tell this by looking at me? Did it show or was it just a guess? “Yes, sir.”

“How long have you been enslaved?”

Had it only bee three months? It seemed like I had never been free, but three months was right. It seemed much longer. And, ashamed, I realized I had liked it. “Three months, sir.”

“Indenture?”

‘Yes. Sir.”

“Term?”

“Thirty years, sir.”

“You were caught doing something illegal?”

“Yes sir.”

“Who is the woman who was holding your leash?”

“Joy. My master’s housekeeper. My keeper.”

“She spirited you away?”

“Yes, sir.”

He handed my leash to another man and told him, “Put her on the front of the coffle,” turned back to me and said, “We’ll talk some more later.”

The other man led me to the chained native girls. He fastened me to the first girl with a four-foot-long chain running between our collars. The end of the chain was locked around a tree. I was docile and didn’t resist. I glanced at the girls and they at me. None of us spoke.  I fingered the chain and my collar. The chain was heavy. Even with my limbs free I had seldom felt so helpless. Our main concern was the men. They were of a type, rangy and lean, both bearded and clean shaven.

I watched as Jack talked to Joy and Reina, I couldn’t hear them. Suddenly Joy yelled “No. That wasn’t the deal,” and ran toward the white van. The two men by it grabbed her, she fought them for a moment but they easily subdued her. Reina called, “Strip her and bring her here.”

One man held her arms from behind and the other cut her clothes off, leaving them in rags on the ground. They each held an arm and frog-marched her to Reina and Jack. Two of the men by the truck went over and brought her to the coffle. She was struggling, trying to get away and yelling obscenities at everyone. Handcuffs locked her wrists behind her and the men put the struggling girl on the coffle in front of me.  Joy quieted and sank to her knees, softly sobbing. I looked up to see the van driving away with Reina and the two men.

The men loaded us in the back of the truck. My handcuffs were removed, but they stayed on the still sobbing Joy. There was a wooden bench along one side. We were prodded into position along the bare side of the bed. No girl spoke. The finality of our enslavement merited no comment. We had been captured into slavery and would be sold. No girl protested.
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The truck rumbled away jarring us at every bump. Comfort was transitory, changing with every bump and turn. Girls chained together by the neck suffered constant jerking and the angry tossing of heads. The men sat on the bench taking inventory, commenting on us, and pointing out interesting features of our bodies. They spent minutes on my rings and their opportunities. They considered what they would do with us on the trip.

Eventually the naked girls merged into a solid clump of bodies, holding each other close, enjoying human contact and eliminating the jerking collars. The men grew silent as they exhausted their  imaginations.

I dozed and daydreamed of my lost master and what was to come. A naked trek across the scrub, how we would eat and communicate, if at all. My sale, in a building, a town, or just on the trail. It must be a building, Jack said we were worth a lot. Would a wealthy man ut me. I was a white girl with good breasts and hips. Surely, I would have a wealthy buyer. Would he keep me chained like master? What would the slave traders do to us on the trail? I wouldn’t mind if he were friendly. It beat the other options and  I also enjoyed many forms of harsh treatment as long as they led to a climax. I had long ago lost any feminine pride.

Joy was sitting on my left, still sobbing softly. I wanted to smack her but it looked like I would be chained to her for a while, so I was quiet.  Eventually she stopped crying and, in another hour, she whispered, “I’m sorry.”

I was angry with her and whispered back, “Stupid cow. What did you expect when you snuck away from your master to meet a professional slaver in the desert? He makes a living stealing and selling slaves. You thought he’d let you walk away? Reina got paid for two slaves. Imbecile.” My anger grew beyond words as I realized how much trouble she had caused for both of us. I slapped her breasts and she started crying again.

The two men watched us with amusement but didn’t say anything to us. They talked between themselves in a language I didn’t know and laughed.

We drove for a long time. All of us were battered by the bouncing ride over hot primitive roads and the hard wooden floor. When we finally stopped and were taken out of the truck it was afternoon and merely warm outside.  One man dressed in desert robes was waiting for us beside a tent. Eight burros, four with saddles and the rest loaded with large packs stood in a brown country of scattered rocks, brush, and trees.

The men pulled us into a straight line, locked a light chain to the front of Joy’s collar, walked us forward a few feet and padlocked the chain to a tree.  Handcuffs were removed from grateful wrists.  The chain and linked collars would deny escape. The men gathered in quiet discussion. Money was passed around. One man dressed in western garb returned to the truck and drove away.

Abigail fingered her metal collar and stared sightlessly down at her ringed nipples. She had never felt more helpless. But her concern was the men. “Jack” was tall and muscular with a sardonic grin and a no-nonsense attitude. She was in his power and she was both scared and drawn to him. None of the others even made an impression.

The men returned and examined their merchandise. They ignored the original girls and clustered around Joy and Abigail, their new property. They were turned, felt, poked, and positioned and neither girl made a sound. The completeness of their enslavement and the clear intent of their condition left no doubt. They had been captured and would be sold as slaves. The men were appreciative and promised more joy than the girls expected.

Joy had been enslaved before being acquired by Master Alxander, who gave her much pleasure, but her previous master was far crueler and used her for his pleasure. Abigail had only known Alexander’s mastery and feared Joy’s tales of “masters.” Both girls were aware their only defense was absolute, total obedience, no matter how abhorrent the command.

Jack told us, “You’re going to walk to the market. Don’t speak when you’re walking. We will travel at night and sleep during the day. You will get two meals a day and water every hour when you’re walking. Pee or poop when we’re stopped. Most days we will stop at a water hole so you can wash. If you make trouble or noise, you’ll be whipped. You will be polite, obedient, and respectful to the men. Address all of us as master.”

He stepped closer to Joy, who stood up straighter, lifted her breasts, and put her hands behind her. I copied her. Jack was our master for now and we would try and impress him with our submission and our respect. The more valuable he thought we were, the more careful he would be with us. At this point, our value was all we had to protect us.

He asked Joy, “What’s your name?”

She replied softly, “Joy, master.”

He pointed at me, “She says you stole her from her master. Is that true?”

“Yes, master.”

“Why?”

“I was promised money and he didn’t love me anymore.”

“He was your lover?

“Yes. Until this one and her sister came. He stopped wanting me. I needed to leave. Reina offered me much money for her. Then Reina betrayed me.”

“Never trust a woman, Joy. Now you’re both slaves and Reina’s richer. Were both of you owned by the same master?”

“He was my employer, not my master.”

“What is his name?”

“Alexander Knowles, master.”

“I know this name. Wealthy. What does he do?”

“He’s a businessman, computers, software, other things. I don’t know more, master. Abigail knows.” She nodded toward me.

“Joy, what talents do you have?”

“Talents, master? I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Can you sing or dance? How did you entertain your master?”

“I can dance. I never sung. Mostly I loved him.”

“Dancing is a good skill. We’ll have you show us later. He must have trusted you too much if you could steal her.”

I thought master trusted her too much, but I didn’t voice my opinion. Joy said, “Yes, master. He trusted me and stopped loving me. I wanted out.”

He moved in front of me and asked, “You are Abigail?”

“Yes, master.”

“You said Joy stole you. How was she able to do this?”

“When our master captured us, he put Joy in charge of us. He trusted her. He often let her have one of us for the night. Last night, after sex, she secured my hands, gagged, and hooded me. There were two men. Maybe she helped them get by the guard. I was helpless, she snuck out and took me to Reina, who double-crossed her, I guess.”

He looked at me quietly and asked, “Now you’re both slaves but Joy seems to have lost more than you. Are you angry with her?”

He was right. Joy expected to be independent and have money, but Reina betrayed her. She lost her freedom and I just changed masters.  Both of us had lost a comfortable life and gained a naked trek across the desert with a good chance of a worse life. Was I angry with her? Damned right. But still, she had given me many pleasant times. I’m mad, but not as much as I was this morning. I guess I still thought of her as a friend, albeit a stupid friend. “Yes, master. I loved my master and had a good life. She stole a lot from me.”

He studied my face and said, “You liked your master more than most experienced slaves I’ve met. How come?”

“I was his wife first. It’s complex. I deserved slavery and I still love him.”

He fingered my collar and lifted my cuffed wrist, “He loaded you up with more metal than most men do their girls. Did he not trust you as well as want you decorated?”

“I guess a little of both. It was complex.” I didn’t want to go into that now. It probably didn’t matter anymore since a slave trader had me now.

He reached his hand out and cupped my left breast. “These are quite good. You’ll bring a good price, get a new owner, and probably an easy life. Your life could go up or down, but what you have to do is make the best of whatever life you get. I’ll work to get the best price possible, which usually means a man of wealth and an easy life for you. Of course love, my first job is to get you and the other beauties to a proper market. Now, it’s time to start our journey.”

He stepped back beside Joy and told her, “You betrayed your employer. You need to remember a slave’s humility. Hold out you right hand, palm up.” He went to a nearby bush, cut a branch off, and trimmed it down to a narrow, whippy, cane.

Joy watched him in horror, understanding he was going to inflict one of the traditional slave punishments, designed to hurt but not injure a slave or keep her from pleasuring her master. She threw her hands behind her and begged, “Please, master. I’m not a schoolgirl. I’m an adult and it will hurt terribly. Please don’t hurt your slave. She is very sorry and didn’t harm you.”

He replied, sternly, “You are being punished for betraying your employer. It does not matter that it was not me this time. You need to learn girls do not escape punishment by running away. It is every master’s duty to maintain slave discipline. There are other slave punishment, more severe. Now hold out your right hand. Now!”

Joy slowly brought forth her hand and held it at waist level, palm up, cringing.

Master lifted the switch, paused, then struck her palm. THWACK!. Joy yelped and stuck her stinging hand into her armpit and danced about, jerking my neck. After a minute she straightened up, hand still in her armpit and said sullenly, “That was mean master. It really hurt.”

He responded, “Excellent. Hold out your hand again.”

Joy was flabbergasted, “ What? No, please, master. It still hurts terribly.”

“Shall I have Mushad help you? The usual first punishment is two strokes on each hand. If he has to hold you it will be three strokes.”

Joy reluctantly held out her punished palm and master stroked it hard with the switch, THWACK! I held our joining chain with both hands to protect my neck while Joy squealed and thrashed about again and thrust her aching hand into the comforting armpit. When she stopped writhing Master said, “Now your left hand.”

Joy whined piteously, “No master, please. I can’t stand it. Please. I’ve learned my lesson. I’ll be good. I swear.”

Jack was unmoved. “Hold out your left hand. It’ll be over soon and I’ll be sure you won’t betray me lightly. Now, girl or do you want to have three each?”

Joy sobbed in feminine frustration and reluctantly held out her left palm. Twice more she danced her paean to submission and finally slumped to her knees, hands thrust into armpits. Jack dropped the switch, a message that it was easily replaced anywhere out here, turned to me, “Light punishment for a long past error. Be careful,” and he walked away.

He went to the animals, gathered the men, and issued orders.

Joy remained on her knees, sobbing softly. She was so pitiful I couldn’t stay mad at her. I knelt behind her, wrapped my arms around her and held her close. Neither of us spoke for many minutes and eventually she stopped sobbing. She whispered, “Abigail, I’m sorry I stole you away. I wanted to be out of there and hurt Alex.”

I spoke softly, “I didn’t feel so bad being Master Alex’s slave, and you were free to leave whenever you wanted. Why were you so angry?”

Her voice, still soft, grew angry, acidic, “I used to be his lover and I loved him. Then you and your sister came into our lives and I wasn’t his love anymore. He spent all his time with one of you. I wanted to leave. I couldn’t stand watching you two with him.”

I sheepishly understood.  I had been blind not to see it earlier. She was in love with master too. Suddenly, all my anger flashed into shame. If only we had seen what our arrival would do. We were so self-centered we ignored our impact on the previous household dynamics. I needed to say something and wanted to calm her feelings, “We didn’t come into his life voluntarily. We were captured. We had no choice. It wasn’t our fault. We didn’t try to cut you out.”

She didn’t have a chance to respond. The men came and lined us up for the march, each facing the back of the girl in front of us. They stretched a chain beside us on the ground on our right side. A steel cuff was placed around our right wrist and a padlock used to lock it and fasten it to the chain. They stood us in line with the lead burro, and a long rope tethered Joy to the lead burro. The pack burros were tied behind one of the saddled burros. All the men were armed. One man led us, one led the pack animals, Jack and the other man rode on either side of us, a hundred feet away. Guards,  I guess.

The first hour was hard. Every step of the girl behind or ahead of us yanked on our collars. I think the other girls were new to the coffle too. After a while we learned to walk in rhythm with our coffle-sisters and keep up with the leading burro. The pace was easy and the night was warm. We walked all night with a couple of short breaks where we were given water and allowed to pee.

The landscape was hilly and rocky, but not barren. Our trail was only a winding footpath and the land was very rough. There were a few scruffy trees,  rocky patches, and a lot of low brush. It was clear that vehicles could not follow us. Why our captors had abandoned the faster truck for burros?

We stopped and made camp when light showed over the distant mountains. They untied Joy from the lead burro and locked the coffle to a small tree. They took two girls off the chain and had them start a cooking fire and prepare a meal of beans and rice for everyone. They fed us well, they wanted us well fed for our trek. After the meal they took us off the chain, one at a time to pee and poop. A man watched her, but there wasn’t much danger of a naked girl running off in this trackless land.

After the chores were done it was growing light and the men wanted entertainment. Our wrist chains were unlocked, leaving us connected by our necks. We were lined up on the edge of a clear space and knelt in a row. We put our hands behind our backs and awaited instructions.  The men wanted us to dance for them. One of the men brought out a player and started a tape of drum-heavy belly-dance music. One-by-one we were unlocked and told to dance to the music. If the men liked a girl’s dance, she was given a hard candy. They started with the tail end of the coffle. The native girls apparently knew this routine and were all cheered, applauded, and given candies.

When a girl finished, she was immediately locked back on the coffle chain. The men were hyper-security conscious. They must have bad memories of what unchained girls can do.

Then it was my turn and I was not as good, I knew, but the men thought I was good enough. In truth, I had never tried belly dancing before. I tried to copy what I had seen, with a lot of hip rotation and shaking of my breasts. The men seemed most appreciative when I thrust my ass out and rotated it, so I did that a lot. I was well-developed in the chest and the men were mostly applauding my swaying tits. Whatever works.

I wondered why master Alex had not given us dancing lessons. We had done other, more kinky things. Suddenly I missed Ashley. Would I ever see her again? My loneliness changed to sadness that we would never see or talk. I shed a few tears and wondered what else would go wrong.

Joy was last and she did well, too. Both of us were tall, trim, and with large breasts, whereas the other girls were smaller, but better dancers. I guess we’ll learn to do better. Dancing is likely a worthwhile skill for a slave girl, even though our previous master didn’t require it.

After the entertainment was done, the coffle was locked to a tree and we were given blankets. After we settled down on the ground, Jack came to me and took me off the coffle, cuffed my hands behind me, and locked a long chain to my collar. He used it as a leash and led me off into the bush. He took me three hundred feet and locked the end of the chain to a tree. He said, “Kneel here,” pointing to a spot of bare ground.

I did as ordered and he sat cross-legged in front of me, our knees almost touching. He ordered, “Tell me about Joy.”

“I first met her three months ago, when my sister and I were caught by our new master, Alexander Knowles. She was once his slave and he freed her. He had won her gambling and he used her to manage his household. He had her manage us too. Most nights she got one of us to warm her bed. I don’t know any of her history.”

“What are your feelings toward her?”

“I’m angry at her. She brought me here. I was happy before and I think I had a future with Alex. Now my future is uncertain.”

“How did you feel about her before all this?”

That was an excellent question. What would I have said yesterday? “I…trusted her. She gave me my duties, praised good work, corrected my errors. Almost half my nights I slept with her and we made love, many times a night. She gave me much pleasure and much erotic pain. I looked forward to my nights with her.”

“You loved her.”

“No, not love. I love my master. Joy and I were acquaintances with benefits. She had control, but that wasn’t her doing. What can I say? I like sex.”

“We should get along fine. Lay on your back and spread.”

“Yes, master. Thank you master.” He knelt over me and fondled my nipples, played with my nipple rings and I saw his cock tenting his pants. I wanted an orgasm and I wanted to make my new owner happy with me, so I asked, “ Would you like to stroke my clit, master.  I can’t reach it with my hands cuffed and I’ll come faster if you’re ready.” He thrust stiff fingers in me and rubbed my clit with his thumb, I squealed and thrust my pelvis into him, wanting to feel more.

He chuckled and said, “You like being a slave, you need a master to excite you.”

“Yes, master, I do. I’m a natural slave.” I wriggled and squirmed closer to him. “I love rough sex. Be mean to me. Spank me, hard. Treat me rough.”

He studied my face then straddled me on his knees. He withdrew his hand,  stuck his wet fingers in my mouth, and ordered, clean them.”

I licked and sucked my juices from his fingers. I loved the taste of my juices, Ashley’s, and Joy’s too. I didn’t remember the taste of other girls, though I had tasted them. I liked the taste of men’s come even more. It was the essence of sex, submission, and fulfilment. I wonder if Jack would let me taste him. When he pulled his fingers out of my mouth, I offered, “I give very good head, too, master.”

“Later, wench,” rolled me over and spanked me. I gasped and squealed until I was aroused and begged, “Please take me, master,” then he rolled me back and took me.

He was enormous and I savored the experience. He took his time, slowly building me up, holding me at the edge, gasping and writhing, until I begged him to make me come. Finally he accelerated, and came in me, flinging me over  the edge into a massive orgasm. I’m a screamer and I’m sure they heard me in the camp. He pumped me up until I came again. He had enormous stamina. He withdrew and watched me as I recovered.

Finally, I was able to say, “Thank you, master. That was wonderful.”  He seemed happy with me so I thought I would ask for information. “What is going to happen to me now?”

“You’re going to walk for several days to a slave market. The oldest and biggest in this area. You’ll spend a couple of days there getting ready for the sale. It’s a big deal with a lot of theatrics. You’ll work hard and try to be the best because the more you bring, the easier your life will be. Now we’ll go back to the others. We all need to be well-rested when the sun sets.”

He got up, settled his clothes, and freed me from the tree. He led me back to the camp, put me back on the coffle and got all the girls laying down with their blankets over their heads. The chain connecting our right wrists made us all lay parallel on our left sides or flat on our backs. I heard some quiet talking among the girls, followed by the smack of a crop and yelps then everything was quiet. I fell asleep wondering about my upcoming journey.


Chapter  3 : Search

I woke when Master’s phone chimed early in the morning. I didn’t move as he rolled over and answered it. His tone was alert and brusque. I expected it was important since I had never known it to ring this early. In fact, it had never rung while we were in bed, before. All he said was , “Yes?” He listened for a very brief time then said, “Tell Frederick to set up in the library,” before hanging up.

He got up, came around the bed, unlocked the chain from my collar, released my hands and said, “Joy and Abby are gone. Use the restroom then go to the library. I’ll see you there.” He was dressing as I got up.

I responded automatically, “Yes, master.” Then asked, “What happed, master?”

“I don’t know. I suspect a kidnapping, but don’t know yet. Don’t worry, we’ll get them back.”

I persisted, “But, master, I want to help.”

“There’s nothing for you to do until we find them. Get ready and come to the library. We’ll see what happened and start planning. I’m sure they are OK.”

I was worried. Abigail, besides being my twin, was also my best friend. Probably the only real friend and confidant I had left. How could they be gone. This place was a fortress with guards and locked doors. Abby and I were always secured to something solid so we couldn’t even think about running away.

Joy was always free to move about and had been in charge of Abby last night. It must have been her idea to leave and she took Abby with her. How had she gotten past the guards and locked doors? There must have been someone else. Maybe Joy was not involved.

I hurried through my ablutions, slipped on the tiny skirt I was allowed now, stepped into my heels, and trotted downstairs. There was a crowd of men in the library clustered around the huge display screen. I went to a back corner where I could see the screen and knelt quietly, hoping to learn what had happened. I crossed my hands behind me and watched. The screen showed a map, a nearly straight road labeled Hwy 3, with a few towns threaded on it and a few red dots evenly spaced every few inches near the bottom of the map. From the men’s comments, I gathered these dots showed where the girls had been. It sounded like these were data from a tracker with the girl, though I had no idea how that had been done.

Master turned around and saw me in the corner. He summoned me with a pointed finger and a come-hither motion. I was always glad to go to him and more so now. Maybe he could shed some light on this murky scenario. I knelt at his feet and said, “Yes, master.”

“Here’s what we know, “Around midnight the guard at the south basement door was knocked out. A white van stopped by the door, a man got out and Joy came out. She was leading Abigail, who was hooded and her hands were locked behind her. A second man came out of the building. He must have subdued the guard. It turns out he was drugged. The van left with all three of them. It drove through the city and is now driving north on the main highway. I have a team waiting to stop them in about an hour.”

Just then one of the other men called out, “Boss, they’ve turned off the road, heading north.”

Master turned around and called out, “None of those side roads go anywhere. Tell the ambush team to go to the road the van took and cover it, prepared to stop the van if it comes back.  Find someone who knows that area and find out where they’re going. Frederic, work up some contingency plans. Assume the girls are still in the van. Assemble a second ambush team and get the big chopper ready.”

Frederick responded with enthusiasm, “Yes, sir. Immediately.” He was obviously loving this.

Master sat in a chair next to the table and motioned me to kneel next to it. When I did, he lay his hand on top of my head and let it rest there. I was in the center of activity to reclaim Abigail and I could see and hear everything. I loved him so much. More symbols were put on the screen showing master’s teams, a helicopter waiting at an airport. Fast moving airplanes master had sent up to scour the open land north of the road. He came back and sat in a chair beside me. He told me a few things while we watched the screen and awaited developments. I was pleased he was worried. He cared about Abigail. And Joy too, I guessed, but it looked like Joy was part of the gang.

I was curious about the red dot and asked master how he had gotten a tracker on Abigail. He stared at me for a long moment and I was afraid he wasn’t going to tell me, but he eventually said, “All three of you have a GPS tracker in your collars. It’s stealthy. It transmits your location in a microsecond burst every half hour. It is powered by your body heat and uses an infinitesimal amount of energy. One of my companies markets it.

He pointed out when it became obvious that the moving dot representing Abigail stopped a few miles from the road. It was only a few minutes later that the ambush team watching the side road reported they had stopped a white van carrying two men and a woman. Master ordered them to hold on to their catch until the girls were found, and, by the way, find out what the people knew.

A half hour later they reported that the woman hired the two men to capture the girls and deliver them to a slave trader up the road. The slave trader had three men with him and seven other girls and they were going to march across the open bush where vehicles couldn’t follow, to a slave market. The woman was named Reina Saalam and had two hundred thousand dollars on her.

Master ordered them, “ Get the men’s names and addresses and let them go. Give them the van. The woman is behind the kidnapping of two of my girls. I want her back here, but there’s no rush. I want her uninjured but cowed. Let your men play with her, humiliate her. Bring her by the house when you get back. Watch her carefully and don’t trust her. Wait a couple of hours then go to the transfer site and make sure the slave traders have left. I’ll decide later what to do with her.”

He broke the connection then called Klaus, one of his aides and told him to learn all he could about “Reina Saalam.” Then he huddled with Fredrick over a desk. All I heard was, “Here’s what I want you to do…” They talked for a few minutes, quietly then master waved me to him and we went to breakfast. Today was a treat for me. He knelt me beside him and fed me by hand. He teased me a lot and I flirted with him. We were both in a much lighter mood now that we knew what had happened and we were close to recovering Abigail.

Reina

I got in the van with my payment. My guards were already abord and we left, driving back to the city. It would be a long, tiring drive and I was looking forward to a long session in the sauna. An hour or so later, I was dozing in the back seat when I noticed we were slowing down. I opened my eyes, “Why are we stopping?” I demanded.

My driver replied, “Trucks blocking the road. Armed men. Look like soldiers.”

I looked out the windshield and saw two trucks, nose to nose, blocking the road and men carrying assault rifles, wearing fatigues, flak vests, and helmets. The side door of the van was opened and two men looked in. One held an assault rifle and the other had a holstered pistol. Pistol grabbed my satchel and looked inside. His eyes widened at the sight of the money.  “Your papers,” he demanded.

I pulled my identification out of my vest pocket and gave it to him. I asked, politely, I thought, “Who are you?”

He turned and walked away. The second man watched me and said nothing. I was afraid. Were these police? They dressed like soldiers and hadn’t identified themselves, letting their weapons be their authority. The first man returned after a short time and ordered, “Out.”

I asked, “Why?” Quite reasonably I thought.

He reached in, grabbed my wrist, and hauled me out. I didn’t resist. He was big and strong and I suspected he would like it if I fought back. I said, “OK, OK.”  He took me over to the back of one of his trucks, told the three men standing there to keep me there, and went back to the van. He spoke to his men there and came back and said, “You are a dangerous criminal. Take off your clothes.”

“That’s preposterous. I’ve never been arrested. I’ve done nothing wrong. We were just driving in the country. You can’t do this,” I screamed. I backed away from him but the men grabbed my arms and held me.

“You kidnapped two girls and sold them as slaves. Take your clothes off or we will do it for you. I doubt your clothing will be usable again if we have to tear them off you. Choose.”

I was shocked. How could he know what I had done? He must have talked to someone in the city. Knowles! He worked for Knowles. I didn’t have a choice. I couldn’t think of a way out. In the background I saw the van with my two men in it drive off. I was alone with these soldiers. I was afraid and knew what would happen if I refused. Either way I was going to be naked, with pain if I refused to obey. I said, miserably, “I’ll obey.”

The men released my arms and stood back a step, smiling,  savoring the opportunity, and ready to intervene if I balked or ran. Resigned, I stepped out of my shoes, dropped my coat and studied the leader, looking for some measure of pity or regret seeing none, I considered my next move. There is a natural order for removing a modern woman’s clothing: blouse, skirt, stockings, if present, bra, and always last, the protectors of her sex, the panties. I dropped everything on the ground, wondering if I would see them again.

It was sheer bravado, but I had nothing else left, I raised my arms over my head and twirled, asking, “Would you like to do a cavity check?” Nakedness before men didn’t bother me. I knew I had nothing that every other female didn’t have. I wondered what would happen now. Rape, torture, photos of the wicked woman. Would they try to shame me? Question me?

The leader pointed to two of his men and said, “Hold her still.” They seized my arms in steely grips as he stepped behind me and cuffed my hands together. They continued to hold me as he went to the truck and returned with two skeins of rope.

I thought of struggling and kicking but dismissed the idea as soon as it formed. I was in his power and  would wait for an opportunity to escape. All I could do was protest. I screamed, “Wait. You can’t do this. You’re not the police. My husband is a government minister. He’ll have you arrested for this. Release me.” It was all lies, the worst threat I could conceive. He ignored me. I tried to think of a friend or an ally I could name. I realized that I didn’t have friends or allies, only associates. I was alone.

He passed the rope around my chest and tightly encircled both breasts, making them taut and stand erect. He knotted it in back, threw a loop around my neck then tied the end to my handcuffs, I had to lift my hands high on my back to relieve the pressure on my neck. He ran the remaining length of rope between my legs and used it as a leash. He handed the rope end to one of the soldiers, brought out a cell phone or maybe a satellite phone and took photos of me.

He told his men to release me and led me onto a grassy area. I was in shock. What did he intend? Why was he doing this? Had he talked to someone when he took my money away? Where was my money? Was he going to keep it? I had just sold two women to slavers. Was that his intention with me? I spoke softly so only he could hear me, ‘I am rich. Let me go and I’ll give you another two hundred thousand U.S. dollars.”

He replied, “I don’t believe you. You sold two girls to a slaver for that money. Their owner is displeased with you. Maybe he’ll sell you too? We’re going to entertain you for a while.” He pulled an object out of a pocket and dangled it in front of my face. “This is for my safety. Open your mouth.”

It looked like two thick wedges connected by an elastic cord. I whined, “No, please.”

He pinched my left nipple between thumb and forefinger. The pain was enormous. I squealed. Obey or the pain will increase. I nodded my head and opened my mouth. He threw the cord over my head and slipped the ends of the device into the corners of my mouth, wedging into the corners of my mouth so I couldn’t close it. He tightened the cord so I couldn’t spit out the wedges. My mouth was wide open until he removed the device. The device was new to me but I quickly realized I was going to suck cock with no danger to the men. And he had several men for me to fellate. As many times as they liked. My other orifices were also completely available.

I was in a nightmare. Naked, helpless, in the hands of ruthless men intending to shame me, make me their whore, free to use as many times as they wanted. I was already shamed and humiliated, but they intended to fuck me as punishment for my actions. I knew I would do what they wanted out of fear, humiliating me for long after they were finished with me. But I had no choice. I resolved to do what I had to do without regrets. I would survive and worry about shame later.

He motioned to the ground with an imperious finger. I knelt and waited for him. He opened his pants and pulled out a large cock, semi-erect. I knew my duty, scooted forward, took him in my mouth, closed my lips, and fellated him to erection.  He pulled out and I lowered my head to the dirt and waited for him to enter my cunt. He used two stiff fingers to open and stimulate me. I felt my juices begin flowing while he was using my mouth. The body automatically knew what to do when the mouth had a cock in it. Its purpose was to  make babies independent of the brain’s intentions or feelings.

Feeling my readiness, he removed his fingers and substituted his stiff cock. I gasped and rocked with his thrusts, feeling my orgasm grow. Alas he finished, filling me with his sperm, long before I had peaked. He stood up, grabbed my hair, pulled me up to my knees and cleaned his cock with my hair.

I felt thoroughly disappointed, dirty, and degraded inside and out, but he wasn’t done. He crossed my ankles and tied them together so I couldn’t stand, much less escape. He walked away, leaving me to ponder my feelings. I had hated him taking me so easily, ignoring my wishes, but I had thoroughly enjoyed his cock, even in my mouth. My body relished the male prerogative. Men were well designed to both dominate and please women. I’m sure I will hate him tomorrow, but now, I want him in me again.

I don’t have long to wait before several men come to enjoy me again. They brought a folding table, set it up beside me, and tied me face down on it so my legs hug down and my head was off the other end. They tied a cord in my hair, pulled my head up, and tied it to my cuffs, then they used me , two at a time, one in my mouth and one in my slit. I came many times. I lost count at ten and I enjoyed them all. I got a break twice when they gave me a drink of water. When they were done playing with me the leader came back and had two men take me off the table and lay me on the ground. I couldn’t do anything but roll over with a lot of effort. I rolled over so I was face up. He rested a foot on my stomach and peed on me. I had enjoyed the gang rape more than I would have guessed, but his final act made me feel cheap and degraded. More humiliated than I deserved since I was forced into the sex. He laughed and sauntered away. They left me laying there feeling the urine dry in the arid environment.

As the light was fading, hours later, a truck was pulled up close to me and I was loaded in the back, still helplessly tied. I was sore and every motion hurt. I tried to be quiet but moans escaped my lips at every touch. It was going to be an uncomfortable trip, but at last something was happening. I could only hope that someone would untie me soon. I was laying on the floor with the soldiers feet around me. One of them untied my hair so I could lower my head, then he took the wedges out of my mouth and gave me a drink with a water bottle. I said, “Thank you.” He didn’t reply. I guess they all knew what I had done.

Hours later the truck stopped,  a black hood pulled over my head, and I was unloaded, still securely tied. I was put on a wheeled cart and pushed through doors from the bumps I felt. I was pushed some distance, more bumps and I felt an elevator descending. I was wheeled somewhere, around several turns. When it stopped, I was lifted off the cart and laid on something softer. I was untied, the handcuffs removed, and I heard footsteps moving away, then a heavy door closed.


Chapter  4  :  Changes

It was midmorning when I was awakened by the loud sound of a helicopter landing. Then it shut down and I heard only the feminine cries of surprise. I threw the blanket back and saw it was late afternoon. I saw at least a dozen soldiers carrying assault rifles. The slavers were sitting on the ground with a couple of soldiers guarding them. Then two men strode up, master and one of his lieutenants named Frederick. I called out to master as he passed, “Master. Its Abby.”

He stopped and turned to me and said, “Hello Abby. You’re why I’m here. I’ll come for you in a minute. Be patient.”

“Yes, master. It’s wonderful to see you. I love you.” I was giddy. My hope had been answered. How had he found us so quickly? I noticed that Joy was sobbing again. I suddenly realized that she had just had her worst fears realized.  She had betrayed her master and he had found her again.

My feelings toward Joy had just flipped from anger to sorrow. She had been good to me and treated me as a lover, OK a slave too, but she gave me a lot of pleasure. What would master do to her now? I scooted closer and put my arm around her shoulder and told her, “He’ll punish you, but he loves you too, so it won’t be too long or hard. He’s a good man.”

She asked, ”You think so? Will you tell him I only wanted to be free? He hasn’t loved me since you two arrived.”

“Yes, I’ll tell him. He’s fair and smart. Don’t worry. At least you know him.  A stranger could be cruel or sadistic.” She stopped sobbing but still shivered.

I could see the slavers and master and his men no more than a hundred feet away. Master and Jack were in camp chairs, facing each other, deep in conversation. I couldn’t hear any of their discussion and that worried me. Why so much conversation? Master clearly had all the power here. Why didn’t he just take me and Joy back? What else could they be discussing?

Finaly, their conversation ended. Master, Jack, and Frederick started walking toward us. All the other men stayed put. Jack locked my hands behind me, used handcuffs to secure Joys hands behind her, took us both off the coffle, clipped leashes on our collars, turned to master and handed him my leash. Master pulled me to him and kissed me fiercely.

He said, “Time to go home,” then he led me to the helicopter. Jack walked with us and Frederick led Joy.  It felt so right, so natural, being led by my master. I was home again.

I hurried up close to my master and rubbed against his thigh as much as I could.  He noticed of course and turned his head to look at me. I told him, ”Master, would you hold me close. I’ve missed you so much.” I wanted him to touch me, hold me skin-to-skin, show me his dominance, enforce my submission with more than just a leash.

He wrapped a big hand around a thick handful of my hair, pushed my torso down so I could only see our feet, and marched me on, held me bent over and walked me this way, letting my leash hang slack. I had never been walked this way before. I savored his control and my helplessness. It didn’t occur to me that I was being put down even further than usual. I had asked for it, it was awkward, and I loved it.

When we reached the helicopter, Master released my hair, ordered, “Kneel.”

I swiftly obeyed and watched as Master took a satchel from the copter and handed it to Jack, who took it, shook master’s hand, kissed me then Joy, said, ”Bye girls. Nice meeting you,” and walked back to the camp, satchel in hand.

Master and Frederick lifted Joy and I into the helicopter, followed us in, and master told the pilot, “Take us home, John.” He sat in the seat nearest the door and motioned me to the next one. 

I hesitated and asked, “Master, may I sit with you? I need to feel you.”

He turned me around, unlocked my hands, and pulled me down on his lap. I put my arms around his neck, whispered, “Thank you, master, “ and kissed him, as passionately as I could.

After a few minutes the helicopter took off, he broke the kiss, donned earphones and put some on my head. He adjusted the channel settings on both our headsets and then he said, “We’re private now Abby. Tell me about it.”

“It was horrible. I was so afraid I’d lost you and Ashley forever. And there was nothing I could do. I was helpless all the time. I like that feeling when I’m with you, but I was in the power of strangers. I was just a thing to them, a thing to sell. With you I’m a person and loved, I think.”

He held me tighter, “You are loved Abby.  I hurried to find you because I do love you. I took precautions so I could find you, and they worked. My security had a flaw that allowed a trusted employee to take you, though. I’ll fix that when we get home. You’ll not escape me again.” He smiled when he said that.

“I smiled back, “I certainly hope not, master. I’ve grown fond of you, too. How did you find me so fast? The slaver’s obviously thought they were safe in the trackless wilderness, and so did I. I was sure you couldn’t find me.”

“Surely you know that I am careful with the things I care about. I care about my girls most of all and I have made sure I can find you if need be.”

“You aren’t going to tell me, are you.”

“No. You can’t reveal what you don’t know.

“Well, master, it works and I’m glad. Will you tell me why Jack seemed happy when we left him?”

“Yes. He seemed honest in his own illegal way. I liked his cocky attitude. I might find him useful in the future so I made an ally of him.”

“I would think he would be unhappy losing two girls he paid for.”

“Yes, except I bought you back at the price he paid, so where he might have lost everything, he only lost his potential profit, and he got to keep his other girls.”

“You must have caught Reina too. Recovered her payment? That was the satchel you gave Jack?”

“Right, smart girl. Reina’s at home. I was going to make her the same offer I made you but I’ve learned she has made some powerful enemies at home, so I’m going to be a little harsher with her. I think she’ll be joining us as my fourth girl. Bottom of the ladder. How’d you like having someone to control?”

I thought of having Joy and Reina under me. The joy of not being at the bottom of the pecking order. “I think I’d enjoy that, master.”

When we landed at home Master took me inside, removed my leash, and told me, “Go find Ashley in the library. She’s been worried about you. I’ll take care of Reina and Joy, then come find you and you can tell me all about your adventure.”

“Yes, master. Thank you.” I left the room and started looking for Ashley. I found her in the library, kneeling at a computer, absorbed in some task for one of master’s businesses based on the numbers on the screen. Her forte was business and master regularly gave us tasks related to his businesses. A chain connected her collar to a wall ring. One for me lay limp on  the rug with an open lock. I knew what was expected of me.

I surprised Ashley and she jumped up with a squeak of delight. We kissed and hugged for a long time. I had only been gone a short time, but it might have been forever. Eventually, we separated and I asked, “What are you doing?”

“Master asked me to look at sales numbers for his Asian companies and look for discrepancies.”

“Anything in particular?”

“He didn’t say.”

“Can I help?”

“Of course. He said you might be coming by. Better do your slave thing first.”

I responded, slyly, “No hurry. Joy won’t be checking.”

“Why?  Didn’t he recover her too?”

“She was the one who took me. There was another woman, too. She was at one of masters parties. Her name is Reina! Master has two new slaves, well Joy was previously his slave, but he had freed her. I think that will change.” Then I said, “Oh, well,” picked up the end of the chain and the lock, handed them to Ashley, and turned around. She  locked the chain to the back ring on my collar and I knelt at the terminal beside hers.

She showed me the files she was using and I spent a few minutes reviewing them. When I was ready, she reviewed her work and I got started looking at the data from other units. We both got engrossed in the data and worked independently until master came in. We immediately slipped off our chairs, knelt facing him, flung our hands behind us, put our foreheads on the floor, and chanted our mantra, “Greetings, master.”

He said, “Let’s talk,” sat on a couch against the wall behind our terminals us and motioned us to him. We weren’t allowed to sit on furniture without explicit orders so we both knelt in front of him. I knelt on his left and Ashley on his right. He extended a hand to each of us and we shuffled closer and took his hand. He gently pulled us closer until our knees were touching his feet and our arms were resting on his legs. He quietly ordered, “Closer.”

I nestled up until I was solidly against his leg and hard against Ashley. He reached out and cupped our outer breasts and gripped them lightly. It was a wonderful, intimate feeling and my insides just melted. I put my arms around them and hugged. I loved both of them so much. Ashley was shaking gently. I whispered, “I’m back. It was hard, but I’m back.”

Master said, “It was a shock for us all. Now that we’ve recovered, I want to talk about what we’ll do now. I assume you two have talked a little and Ashley, you know that Joy conspired with Reila to kidnap Abigail and sell her to a slaver. Reina double-crossed Joy and sold her too. Joy sys her motivation was that I didn’t love her anymore and she wanted to get away.”

I was surprised. I had never seen master and Joy act affectionate. I asked, “Master, is she correct? Did you love her?”

He paused a moment before answering, ”That is complex. I love both of you. I hope you both love me too. Joy and I had sex quite often before you two “stole” into my life. She had been indentured for many years before I won her. She was quite experienced. Sex with your slaves is quite common in S.E Asia. I never thought she was interested in love, at least as what I was aware of in western countries. She was never affectionate, more compliant. I still had sex with her after you two arrived, when you were busy, but I did change. It was always one of you I slept with.”

“Thinking about it, we only do it now when she initiates it while you two are busy. I don’t think of it as cheating. More satisfying human needs. You two should understand I love you and consider us as a family, but don’t view sex with others as anything more than recreation. Similarly, I view your sex with others on camera only profitable recreation. I know you both enjoy it and I enjoy watching you have fun. How about you? Abby?”

I considered my response most carefully. Eventually I replied, “Master, I love you. Unconditionally. I always thought you loved me back, but I never thought of it as exclusive. You can have sex with anyone as long as I’m included in your harem, I’m happy. The more often the better.”

He nodded and asked, “Ashley?”

“Abby and I decided long ago that faithfulness was a stupid expectation. It goes against common sense and biology. Men and women are designed to be able to give love  without limit and receive pleasure no matter who it’s with. Expectations to the contrary will usually fail. You love us and care for us and are kind. I can ask for nothing more. I love you master. You can fuck any other person as long as you do me too. Once an hour is plenty.”

I retorted, with a smile and wiggle, “Ignore that horny bitch, master.” She smirked.

“Excellent, girls. Now what should we do with Joy and Reina?”

“Keep them,” I blurted.

Ashley was a heartbeat slower, “And punish them.”

Master asked, “I thought you liked Joy?”

I answered, “She’s OK, but she whips us for simple flubs even when we don’t mean to. On the other hand, she gave me a lot of orgasms, and made me give her just as many. I enjoyed sleeping with her. Not as much as with you, of course. Are you going to keep her?”

Ashley added, “Yeah, most of the time. She enjoyed lording it over us just because she was in charge. She forgot she was once your slave, too. You’re not going to keep her in charge, are you?”

Master answered, “No, she’s not going to stay in charge, but she will not be able to pull a snatch like that again. You’ll probably notice that I’ve increased security . None of you will be able to leave the building without me. What about Reina? I can keep her just like the two of you. Would a fourth slave be good around here. Maybe even as a toy as well as working? Of course she’d have to pay for kidnaping Abby, but we could use her in the internet shows. Make her earn her keep.”

Ashley said, “Yes, keep her master. She should spend a lot of time in the studio. They could do a great job of punishing her. She’ll grow to like it.”

I chimed in, “I agree. Keep her. I want to see her beg.” I was feeling a little bloodthirsty after my kidnapping.

He said, “OK. I plan to put one of you in charge, but I don’t want the relationship between you or us to change, so it can’t be permanent. I think I’ll have you alternate, a week at a time.  Comments?”

I only had one question, “Master, does that mean the one in control doesn’t get to sleep with you?”

Ashley looked surprised but said nothing.

He answered slowly, “Yes, I suppose it does.”


Chapter  5  :  Joy’s Fall

Joy awoke muzzily from her drugged sleep to the unpleasant feeling of something hard pressing on the back of her neck. Automatically, she tried to move to relieve the pressure, but for some reason her neck and limbs did not respond to the orders of her fuzzy brain. She remembered master taking her back from the slavers, being gagged and blindfolded, and a long truck ride. When they stopped, she was given a sweet liquid to drink. She struggled to move, her mind gradually awakening to the full horror of her situation.

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

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

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

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

Joy tried to communicate with him but the gag made her attempts garbled.

He said, “We’ll talk later. Enjoy your welcome.”

She knew what he meant. She was perfectly positioned for sex in every possible way and this was what often happened in the internet performances she had arranged for Abigail and Ashley. Those always included liberal doses of pain to titillate the viewers and train the girls to orgasm through pain. Would that be her punishment? To become a pain slut and a bondage model for the world to watch. She hoped she would learn to enjoy it as much as the twins. Reina, not so much.

She was relieved to be back with Alexander. He knew she had betrayed him, tried to take away one of his precious slave wives.  Alexander would be angry with her, punish her certainly, but he wouldn’t harm her. He was a good man and a just one. She wouldn’t mind if he enslaved her again. It had been a good time when she belonged to him. She was sure he would forgive her eventually. He might even love her again.

Certainly Reina and she would have to pay for their crime. Would master keep them or let the law have them? She hoped he would keep them. She had enjoyed belonging to him. They would be uncomfortable and shamed, but it would pass. She had no idea what he would do to them, but she was certain they would survive.

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

There was a feminine grunting sound that repeated and it was familiar. It repeated every few seconds and for an instant it was louder than the background. Suddenly she knew…it had to be Reina, at least she hoped it was. She was exerting herself, repeatedly. She must be in the same fix as me and someone was using her. Suddenly she was jealous. She  hadn’t had a man in a long time and even helpless as she was, an orgasm would be wonderful. Was Alexander doing her? She hoped not. She wanted him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her captors left her alone for almost an hour and her arousal had waned. Joy remembered when the twins, Abigail and Ashley had been captured. She had helped soften them up for their eventual enslavement. Would they be called in to work their sexual magic on her and Reina?

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

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

When she again noticed the world, she was still fastened immovably and all was quiet. Then a well-remembered man’s voice said, “Ah, you’re back with us. I hope you enjoyed your welcoming ceremony.”

She knew he held complete power over them and begging would be fruitless until he was appeased, so she struggled to say only, “Yeth, mathter” through her gag.

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

A few minutes later I was released from my perch in stages. First my feet were released and cuffed together. Then my hands were released and cuffed behind me.  Finally my head was released and my blindfold removed.  I was facing Abigail and a huge guard. She was wearing a skirt and blouse. They were clothes from my closet and it was the first time I had seen her breasts covered. I stared at her collar and the metal bands she wore on her wrists and ankles. Master liked his girls kept in chains most of the time I had no doubt that I would soon have them too. Reina too, though he might not keep her since she had no other connection to him. I recognized the room. It was one of the recording studios master used to broadcast the bondage videos . He had told the girls the profits were invested for them and would be theirs when their indenture was over. I don’t think I would get that deal. I wonder if my rape had been broadcast.

They took me to the big restroom where I had taken the twins every morning to get ready for the day. She chained my neck to the wall ring with the chain she had worn every morning, released my  hands, told me I had thirty minutes to get cleaned up, released my hands, and left. I imagined I would be offered the same deal she had taken: sign on as his indentured servant for thirty years of be turned over to the authorities for theft. Not an attractive option in a country that followed strict Islamic law. I would be given nice clothes and taken to a lawyer who would make the offer and have the forms ready for my signature. It would be videotaped and  witnessed. Then I would be taken to a metalworker and fitted with my permanent irons. Then I would be back in master’s household, this time on the bottom. I hope this time I would be fucked a lot.

I showered, washed my hair, toweled off, dried my hair, did my makeup, doused myself in my favorite perfume and knelt on the floor to wait for my new mistress. I knew there were two hidden cameras in this room and I was always in view so I just behaved. There was no point in earning extra stripes for making a mess or rude gestures.

The door opened and Abigail entered and waved me to stand. She took the chain off my neck, helped me don a robe she was carrying, and took my hand. The guard was waiting outside and followed us. She took me to Alexander’s office. He was seated at his desk, a folder open in front of him, with two chairs facing him. She seated me in the first and took the second for herself. The guard stood by the door.

He looked at me for a moment. I knew what was coming and had already made my decision. He opened his mouth and I interrupted him, “I know my choices and I will be your slave. I’m fond of my hands.  Where do I sign?”

Alex shoved the open folder to me and said, “Read the document, look at me and tell me what you are signing, tell me it is your own free will, your desire, and that you have not been coerced.”

I remembered well how Ashley had been reluctant to sign her papers and I had been ordered to persuade her. I demonstrated an ancient slave persuader to her. The bastinado, she had instantly regretted her resistance and signed the papers after the second blow. I had every intention to sign.

I read it, every line, and said, “This is an indentured servant contract, with my name, that puts me in the exclusive employment of Alexander Knowles, gives him complete control of my dress, behavior, living conditions and work for a term of thirty years. I am going to sign it of my own free will. I have not been coerced in any way. Then I signed it.

Abigail and the guard witnessed my signature.

Master said, “Welcome back, Joy. Your situation will be different than when you left, but you are already familiar with the requirements of the job. Go with Abigail and Husein. They are ready for you and you’ll be finished by dinner.”

I knew what was going to happen to me but I had one question, “Yes, master. Will Reina be joining me?”

Master asked, “Would you like that?”

I was honest, “Yes and no. I hold her responsible for instigating my foolishness and hope she doesn’t get away without consequences. I also don’t want her to get any pleasure for a long time.”

He looked at me then Abigail, then back at me, then reminded me, “She is my responsibility now. Her past actions are no longer your concern. Do not concern yourself with retribution lest you disrupt my plans.”

“Yes, master. I will obey.”

“Joy, I want more than your obedience. I want you to support my lead. If I treat Reina as you want to be treated, then you need to help me. Understand?”

I was surprised. He really meant it. “Yes, master. I will follow your example.”

Abigail stood up and motioned me to follow. I stood up, afraid of the future, knowing what would change in the physical world, fearful of the social world.  They took me to the elevator.

Master’s home was built on top of a chieftains’ place many hundreds of years old. The lower levels housed things unusual for a billionaires home, or so I guessed. Workshops, staff housing, slave quarters and training facilities, storerooms, armory, guards quarters. The elevator required a keycard and a code to operate. I had never had access to it, just glimpses as I was taken to some task or to receive some medical or grooming procedure. There were four stops on the panel. The guard selected the third one and the elevator felt slow, but the doors opened much too soon. He took us to a workshop with two men waiting for me.

They worked on me for hours and when they were finished, I was adorned with gleaming jewelry which, individually, any woman would admire, save for the sturdy staples on each band that proclaimed me slave. The metal was finely wrought and completely seamless. Wide bands encircled my neck, wrists, waist, and ankles. I doubt that any woman would have sought the chains that linked my anklets and bracelets.

When the artisans were done, my freedom was severely diminished. My gait was slow and shortened. My wrists were easily fastened on my waistband, to my collar, to each other, or to any convenient fastening. Right now my wrists are locked to the back of my waistband. They had made me helpless and dependent.

Ashley stayed and watched my outfitting. We talked about many things: what tasks she should do that I had once done, how she would treat me, what jobs I had once managed should be changed, our feeling toward each other, how Abigail felt toward me, and a host of girl talk. She watched as my irons were fitted and sealed. She wore identical bands without the chains. She was not restrained at all but had been and could be again at a word from our master. Both of us were pierced and had heavy rings in all of our erogenous zones. She beckoned me to her with an imperious finger. She held a chain leash in her other hand. I had made it a habit to lead the twins on a leash to their nose rings because it demeaned them. I could expect the same treatment now that I was under them.   I would hate it as much as they had.

Sure enough when I reached her, she pointed to her feet and ordered, “Display,” exactly as I had done before our roles had reversed. I sank to my knees, spread them wide, threw my shoulders back, and thrust my breasts out. I tilted my head back, just as I had taught them, and she clipped the leash on my nose ring. It instantly reduced me to a dumb pet who could only follow her leash – subhuman.

She lifted the leash and I rose to my feet. I felt docile. I was home now and even on a leash I felt better than when I been temporarily free. The world is a scary place for a girl who had betrayed the man who had protected and cared for her. I wanted Abigail and Ashley and above all, master, to like me. She led me out the door. Thankfully, she walked slowly, letting me adjust to my new ankle chain. I remember when I did that for her. How superior I had felt. I glanced at her face and she had a happy expression. I told her, “I felt the same way three months ago. I’m happy for you.”

She responded, “Thanks, but I’m still a slave and you were free. There’s a difference.”

I thought of reminding her that master loved her and he would never love me like her, but that wouldn’t help, so I just said, “Yes, mistress.”

She took me to the room where the rings were put on girls. It was a small room, just big enough for the odd-shaped table where girls were tied spread-eagle on their backs and the doctor could stand between her legs. The process is quick, first the antiseptic/anesthetic lotion is applied, seven thick, sterile needles pierce her erogenous zones, a sterile, self-locking ring shoves the needle out, replacing it, and the ring is closed. The ring can only be removed by cutting it or the flesh.

The girl is released in stages, first, her head, then her arms and torso. She is helped to sit up and her hands are locked behind her, usually to the waistband so she cannot touch her new rings until they heal.  Her feet are released and her hobble chain reattached. Finally her thighs are released and she is helped off the table and positioned in front of a full-length mirror to appreciate her new jewelry.

Ashley put the leash on my nose ring for the first time and said, “This feels wonderful. I see why you always did it to me.”

“Yes, mistress.”

The guard escorted us back to the elevator and up to the home level.

Abby took me to the big shower/restroom where I always took them in the morning to get ready for the day. I remembered bringing them both here, as helpless as I was now, teaching them to do their own enemas, and leaving them here to get clean and refreshed for the day. There were two long chains fastened to a sturdy ringbolt on the wall I locked to their collars then freed their hands. There were several hidden cameras so I could watch them from a monitor next door. It had been a wonderful feeling, having control of two such helpless, obedient beauties. We had shared wonderful sex. They were totally uninhibited and approached sex with  verve and abandon. They seemed to relish being slaves. I hope I’m as happy.

She locked the chain to my collar, gave me an enema, then unlocked my hands and ordered me to clean and relieve myself before she left. How strange to be put in this position by one who I had once controlled. I knew she was sitting at the monitor watching me as I had once done. She came in as soon as I finished, locked my hands to the back of my waistband and made me bend at the waist.

She lubed and inserted a butt plug in my ass. I had used these on the girls, to stretch their anuses so they would be easier for men to use, but I enjoyed it as another visible sign om my control. There were two sets of these in the bathroom, small to large in seven steps. They were shaped like a child’s top, narrow at the tip, largest in the middle, narrow again at the end, and finished with a large gem that gave purchase to remove it and to stop it from slipping inside the girl. The gem was easily visible when the girl was not sitting. I enjoyed the view on the girls. I suppose others will get similar pleasure from seeing it in me. A girl is punished if she removes it.

She took me back to the master’s office and found him working on his computer. Mistress opened the door and I followed her in. She led me in front of the desk and when she stopped, I dropped to my knees, facing master, and assumed the kneeling display position, as I had required her to do when our positions were reversed. The significance was not lost on me.

He stood up, came around the desk and eyed me. He ordered, “Standing display, Joy.”

I stood up, spread my ankles to the limit of the ankle chain, threw my shoulders back, my breasts  out, looked straight ahead, and smiled. I said, “Greetings, master.”

He smiled at me and said, “You wear your chains well. I should never have freed you.”

I agreed, but I didn’t speak. I would have violated my rules and could have been punished, but I did smile a little more broadly at his pleasure at seeing me. It was a good sign.

He walked around me, feeling my breasts, tweaking my ringed nipples, making me start. He ignored me and continued circling me, running his hands over my buttocks, sides, and feeling my slit and clit possessively.

He was behind me when he spoke, “ Abby tells me you were distraught when they arrived and I stopped loving you. So I bear some responsibility for this event. I regret my behavior. I assumed, without discussing it with you, that you would be happy to find your own lover rather than sharing me with the girls. My belated solution is to make you one of the girls and treat you equally. The rules remain the same. You are now subject to them. One of you will be in charge of the others and you will rotate the duty every week.  Abigail is in charge this week, Ashley next week and you the following week. To be fair, I will share my bed with whoever is in charge. We’ll continue the rotation every week. Any questions?”

I looked at Abigail and saw she was smirking. She had let me think only she and Ashley would be in charge. Stinker! I stuck my tongue out at her then a question formed, so I asked, “Master, what about Reina?”

He stepped in front of me and replied, “Reina and I talked while you were at the blacksmith. She signed her indenture contract and she’s at the blacksmith now. That and her rings will be quite a change for her. I have the trainers coming tomorrow for both of you, since you have also not been trained. When she’s trained, she’ll be under the same rules as all of you, but she won’t be allowed to be in charge, at least for a long time.”

He turned to Abby and gave her orders, “ Ashley took Reina down to the workshop. Take Joy down to join them. I’ll want all three of your impressions of Reina. See what you can learn about her. She’s going to be ringed as soon as they are finished with her restraints.”

Abby and I replied in unison, “Yes, master.” Abby was in charge and I was still cuffed and leashed. I stood up and Abby led me out of the office and took me back down to the workshop.

In the workshop we found Reina, Ashley, the two artisans who had done me, and two guards. Reina was strapped down and struggling still. They were putting her right anklet on her and everything else save the waistband were done. Reina was still swearing at the men and demanding they let her go. One of the guards was holding Reina’s foot as the artisans worked on her anklet. Reina was glistening with sweat and had whip stripes evenly distributed over her body. She had resisted a lot and was still fighting even though she had already lost the war.

I understood her fear and anger. I once had lost my freedom and fought my captors like this. She was a fighter and wouldn’t stop until it was clear there was no way out, or the consequences were worse than just exhaustion. I told Abby, “Free my hands and I’ll calm her.”

Abby looked at me and said, “OK,” unlocked my hands, and removed the leash.

I went to a workbench and scanned the rows of transparent drawers on the wall until I found the right one. Opened it and took out two spring clips, medium size. I took them to Reina, slapped her face twice. She stopped writhing and looked at me. Her eyes widened in sudden recognition. I told her, in a serious voice, “You’ve lost. Be still.”

She hissed at me, “Never. I am not a slave. I am your mistress.”

I squeezed one of the clips open, placed it over her left nipple and let it close. Her eyes widened in pain and she opened her mouth but said nothing. I put the other one on her right nipple and told her, “If you behave, I’ll remove these little trinkets when they finish with you. If not, you’ll wear them all day,” I turned and walked back to Abby.

I turned around and looked at Reina. She was calm. Abby told me, “Good idea.”

They finished putting the thick bands on Reina, sat her up, locked her hands together behind her, released her legs, joined her anklets with a short chain, got her off the bench and fastened the waistband tightly, added a leash to her collar, brought her to us, and handed Abby her leash. The older man said, “The Doctor is waiting for her in room 3.”

Reina stood straight, tall, proudly. She was now helpless but unbowed. She thought she could retain her pride despite losing her freedom. She had no idea what the trainers would do to her. She was a beautiful slave, tall, with thick, dark hair down past her shoulders, an oval face, high cheekbones, her mouth firm, unsmiling. She was in pain from her squished nipples but refused to show it, to plead. Reina spoke first, “I did what she asked. Would you take the clamps off now?” She spoke excellent English with an English accent.

Abby replied, “Yes, but they go back on if you misbehave.” She took them off and fastened them to the front ring of Reina’s collar. “Can you guess what is next for you?”

Confused, Reina said, “No. Haven’t you done enough. I’ve signed up as his slave. He’s loaded me with chains, and I’ve been raped every way possible. What could be next?” Her voice rose at every clause. She was scared, even with the clips removed.

Abby said, “All four of master’s slaves are here. You are the newest and the only one nor pierced.”

Awareness blossomed on Reina’s face and she blurted out, “He’s going to put those rings on me? I don’t want that. No. He can’t. It’s too barbarous.”

I said, “You’ll look good with a ring in your nose, Honey. Just one of the slaves.” I liked the way my rings look, The other girls, too, But I could tell they’d drive Reina mad for a while and wanted her to hurt. She had sold me into slavery! I knew I’d forgive her eventually, but now was a perfect time to stick it to her.

She snarled, “You wouldn’t dare. My father will have you skinned alive for that.”

Abby reacted to her outburst by yanking Reina close by her leash. The two guards stepped in and grabbed Reina’s arms. Abigail, standing tall, in a low voice ordered, “Silence slave,” and carefully put the spring clips back on Reina’s nipples.


Chapter  6  :  Reina’s Fall

I cautiously pulled the hood off and looked around. There was a dim light. I saw I was in a cell. One wall was all bars. The light came from a light beyond the bars. I went to the bars and looked out, but there was no hall. The cell was one room with a wall of bars four feet into the room with the real door beyond it.  I saw a pair of CCTV cameras at the ceiling corners beyond the bars. Someone was watching me. I looked around the cell. It was rectangular with a cot on either end and stark: no windows, a concrete cot on each side wall with a thin mattress, no blanket, and a stainless-steel toilet and sink on the back wall midway between the side walls.

I went to the sink and drank my fill of cold water. I was tired, sore, filthy, and sleepy. I lay on the mattress and fell asleep instantly.

The outer door closing woke me. A tall, naked woman stood in the anteroom holding a bundle of cloth. She had a metal collar and bands on her wrists and ankles. Gold rings adorned her nose, nipples, and labia. I instinctively covered my crotch and breasts with my arms. She looked familiar. Suddenly I recognized her. She was the naked slave Joy had brought me. I said, “You look good naked. You know it was just business.”

She smiled and handed me the bundle through the bars, saying, “I know. You’ll be more comfortable with this.”

It was a robe. I stood, took it, and quickly put it on. It was amazing how much better I felt with just a simple short robe. Covering my body suddenly gave me dignity. I told her, “Thank you.”

She smiled and said, “Come with me and you can refresh yourself,” and opened the barred door. I followed her through the outer door and found two guards awaiting us. The two guards followed us. I suppose it would be foolish to trust me.

It was only a short distance to a large restroom. It had a walk-in shower, hair dryer, and a well-stocked  makeup table as well as the usual restroom equipment. When I was clean and dry, I applied a subtle lipstick, donned the robe, and pressed the call button.

While I was waiting, I reviewed my situation. I was a prisoner, probably of Mr. Knowles. He knew I had kidnapped two of his girls, an employee, and a slave, and had sold them to a slave trader. I was clean, clothed, sore, and had been thoroughly abused by his men. I was unharmed and felt surprisingly good, physically. I had been humiliated yesterday but wouldn’t mind a repeat after I had recovered.

The door opened and the woman entered carrying clothes. I recognized them as my clothes, from my apartment. Someone had gone to it and fetched these clothes. Of course, they had my name and address and my keys. I thanked her and put them on. Not the ones I would have chosen, but still good, nonetheless. I checked myself in the mirror. I looked good.  I felt whole and proud again. I turned to her and said, “I never learned your name. Mine is Reina.”

“I know. Come with me and we’ll see what happens next.” She took my hand and led me up an elevator and into an office. The silent guards followed us and waited outside the office. It was large with a window wall showing a balcony with a view of mountains and city bordered by the sea. The room was dominated by its occupant, Andrew Knowles. I had studied him before I took his slaves. I had misjudged him. I expected he would negotiate for  their return or at least where to look for them. Instead, he had a direct-action team recover them before they left the district. I had believed Mr. Knowles to be more of a behind-the-scenes actor. My mistake. A big one.

Either he had planted false information or he was very skilled at concealing his action, or perhaps he just acted directly in a few operations that he hid. Couldn’t tell, and I probably wouldn’t be able to look deeper for a long time. He could have just given me to the police instead of keeping me in his own prison. He must want something.

The woman went to a corner and knelt, facing the desk and crossed her arms behind her. She didn’t say anything and watched her master.

Knowles stood up and came around the desk. He took my hand, kissed it, and said, “Welcome Ms. Salaam. I’m sorry we have to meet under these circumstances. Please sit down,” and waved me to a chair facing the desk. He sat back in his chair and pushed a thin folder across the desk to me. 

I ignored it and asked, “What are your intentions?”

He half smiled and replied, “There are only three possibilities as I see it. One, I turn you over to the authorities with the evidence I have. Two, I let you go and forget the crime. Three, you sign the indenture papers before you and I accept you as my indentured servant. A slave, just like the girl you took, Abigail. I will not just forgive the crime. That would just encourage others or even you, again. You get to decide between choice one, the police, or choice three, become my property, just like Abigail.

I knew what I would choose. This was a strict Islamic law country. If I chose the law, they would charge me with two counts of theft, I would have a long wait in terrible conditions, a trial clearly prejudiced against women, I’d be found guilty, and they would chop off a hand, only one if I was lucky. No thanks. “Abigail was happy to be your property and seemed well cared for, therefore, I choose to be your slave,” opened the folder, read the short, clearly written document. Thirty years. Thar was longer than I’d been alive. “Thirty years is a long time. Could you shorten that a little?”

He smiled, wickedly, “No. That is what all my girls have committed to.”

“So, I will be your last slave. I’ll be fifty-nine when my slavery is done. How old will you be, Mr. Knowles?”

“If you’re worried about your future, don’t be. If, when your service is up, you decide to leave, your finances will be more than adequate, the same as all my girls.”

“Thank you, Mr. Knowles. May I call you Andrew?”

“No, you should start addressing me as master.”

“I’m not your property yet. We’re still negotiating. I propose a fourth option: I pay you a ransom and you let me go with my word I will never bother you or your property again.”

“What ransom do you propose?”

“I think a million U.S dollars should suffice.”

“Come now, that is far less than you have in just the local banks and I know of two offshore banks where you have accounts. You have a prosperous business fencing stolen art. I would want much more to let you go after your violation of my house and property. Try again. What is your freedom worth?”

Damn. How did he find out. I worked hard and spent a lot to make my business secret. What was my freedom worth? OK, I could recover in less time because I knew more people and dealings. “ You win. I’ll give you everything for my freedom.”

“Alas , Ms. Salaam. Not everything can be bought. I will have you for my slave and then I will own everything that is now yours.”

He was correct. Once I signed the papers, he would own all that I have. “I refuse to be your slave. I WILL NOT SIGN! You can’t force me. It is not legal if I’m coerced.”

He smiled gently as he spoke, “Perhaps I can convince you.”

I had a feeling that I would not enjoy that, but he probably had several people who would testify that I wasn’t coerced no matter what he did to me. He probably was good friends with some judges and the police. The law around here had a well-deserved reputation for not hearing women’s complaints against men. I had a hole card that might sway him. I said, “I have some associates that will be upset if you take me out of their organization. I make them a lot of money and you do not want to anger them. Accept my ransom offer and it will be better for both of us.”

His smile grew broader as he informed me, “You must mean the Saanen Cartel; smugglers and heroin merchants. I talked to them once I found out your identity. In fact, they are quite content to lose you. It seems that your extra-curricular activities are troubling. I understand a Mr. Al-said will be assuming your operation and is quite content that I am diverting you to other activities. He asked to consider renting you out once your training is complete. I told him I would consider it.”

How did he know them? I felt panic bubbling up in me. What could I do now? I said, much too loudly, “I don’t believe you. I’m too valuable to them!”

Andrew Knowles calmly pushed a button under the lip of his desktop, the door into the hall opened and the two guards came in and he said, “Reina needs some convincing. She will undress now. If she does not start immediately, help her off with her clothes.”

He turned back to me, “Undress. Leave your clothes here. Go with Abigail. Obey her.”

I hesitated and studied his face. He looked serious and confident. I had tried to deal with him and failed. Begging would be useless. His mind was made up. Perhaps I could reason with hm. I quickly said, “What good would I be to you as another slave. The one’s you have are beautiful and obedient. I would be more trouble than them. I will try to escape every chance I get.”

He did not move or speak. He was a strong, confident man who held all the cards. I wouldn’t beg. Maybe I’d like to be his property. He motioned his men to go ahead. I gave in and said, “OK,”

He said, sign the papers then say you have signed them of you own free will.”

There must be a camera recording me, or maybe with three witnesses  he didn’t need a recording. I quickly signed the papers and shoved the folder back to my new master.

He scanned the papers then said, “Good. Your name is Reina. Undress, leave your clothes on the chair and go with Abigail.”

I was now the slave Reina. I stood up and undressed, tossing my clothes on the chair. I watched his face and was glad to see interest in my body. I was proud of it and was glad to see his appreciation. My service here could be enjoyable. Of course I would escape shortly.

Abigail had quietly approached while I was undressing. When I was naked, she deftly cuffed my hands behind me and dropped a loop of rope over my head, pulled the rope down my back and looped it around the chain of the cuffs, lifted my hands up to my waist, knotted it, and ran the end of the rope between my legs. This was exactly how the soldier leader controlled me yesterday, but it was new to me. Was there a course they attended to learn how to secure naked women?

The guards followed us as she took me back down the elevator to a workshop. Abigail took me into the workshop, handed me over to two artisans, and left. The artisans, large, overweigh, and muscular, worked on me for several hours. The talked to each other continuously, mostly about their work, but often about me. They fondled me continuously, quite happy to have me on their table. I was left tied while they did my collar, then I was released from the rope, my hands freed and I was strapped down on a narrow, padded table with my wrists and ankles hanging off the edge. The artisans worked on one limb at a time.

Abigail returned after I was strapped to the table. She brought two more women with her. These were young and not slaves, at least they were clothed .They each pushed a cart. One of them did my nails, one limb at a time. All of my nails came out a deep scarlet. The other gave me a bikini wax. I had gotten them in the past, but I was due.  They just walked up, got out their tools and started on me. Startled, I yelled, “Stop!” and looked at Abigail.

She pulled the quirt off her belt and slashed it across my breasts three times, rapidly. I shrieked in pain.

Her voice was sharp, “Silence slave, you will accept whatever is done to you without objection. You are below everybody.”

I opened my mouth to protest but reconsidered. I was at her mercy.

She watched my reaction and said, “Wise. There are rules you must follow. If you fail, you will be corrected. For a minor infraction, you will receive three strokes. There is no upper limit. I decided you needed cleaning up. Live with it.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Conversationally, Abigail asked, “Master tells me you are regarded as a savvy businesswoman . Why did you decide to kidnap me?”

Some deals had folded and I needed money. I had seen  you at a party and thought I could get away with you without being caught. Your master was better than I thought.”

“Yes, me too. He caught me and my sister when we scammed him. You just learned he is smart.”

“Can you tell me what is going to happen to me now?”

“It’s no secret. I’m going to take you to the doctor and you’re getting piercings like mine, then I’ll take you to the trainers. Same ones who I had. Scary men. Both you and Joy will be trained.”

“What sort of training?

“Slave training. It’s a SE Asis specialty. They have trained thousands of women. Probably take a month.”

When all my limbs were securely banded in metal, they put a chain between my ankle bands and released me from the table.

My hands were locked to my collar while a metal band with several rings around it was sealed on my waist. Finally my hands were locked to the back of the waistband. Several times they stood me before a mirror to inspect their work from all sides. 

The metal bands were just like Abigail’s. Unlike me, her hands and legs were not chained. I suppose Joy will be fixed like me since she helped me with the theft of Abigail. Master Knowles apparently likes to be able to easily make his girls thoroughly helpless. The bands were formed to fit me then closed, sealed with heat, then polished. There were no locks. I wouldn’t be able to steal a key and remove the bands. Each band had a sturdy ring for chaining me on the inside of my limbs and on the front and back of my collar. Their work was elegant, and neat, Without the chains, they looked like jewelry, but the chains they used to join my hands and feet were obvious, unmistakable, and not at all like jewelry.

The artisans left me in front of the mirror when Abigail approached. She was holding a chain leash in her left hand and a short quirt was dangling from her belt. I greeted her, “Hello Abigail. You won’t need those. I’ve capitulated. I’ll obey. Besides, I’m helpless. I couldn’t fight a child.”

She clipped the leash on my collar and replied, “I know, but I like it.” She led me to a table and bent me over it, flattening my breasts onto the tabletop, pushing me down with one hand. She pushed something up my anus and shoved it in, twisting it. I squealed at the unexpected intrusion. It didn’t hurt but I was afraid it would if she kept pushing. I felt it squeeze in, pushing my flesh aside in a widening ring until it slipped inside me in a rush. I had never had anything in there. I knew some girls did and even some men, but I hadn’t. I was going to learn a lot here.

She told me, “It will stay there until I remove it. Understand?”

“Yes mistress. What is it?”

Still holding me down on the table, she gave me three more strokes with her quirt. I grunted at each stinging blow.

She told me, “Slaves do not show curiosity.”

I could feel it filling me up. Not painful and a little stimulating. I guess the asshole is an erogenous zone, too. I longed to see what I had in me. Besides the part inside me, there was something big riding between my ass cheeks that I was sure anyone behind me could see. I reached and strained, but it was beyond the reach of my chained hands.

Abigail released me and I straightened up. She held up a gag in front of my face and ordered, “Open.”

I was in no position to resist. It was a fat penis-shaped thing with a base that covered my lips. Once it was strapped on me she placed a wide blindfold over my eyes. She put her hand on my leash close to my collar and led me out of the workshop, up the elevator a long way before she stopped. A man, presumably a guard, unlocked my hands from my waistband and locked them in front. A hook was put under the chain and my hands lifted over my head. They were lifted until I was on tiptoes. My ankle chain was secured to the floor and the blindfold removed.

Abigail said, “You were a naughty girl.” She started hitting me, sometimes with her open hand, sometimes with a fist. All over. She started on my ass with her open hand. Every blow hurt and my gag limited my reaction to a grunt of pain.

She said, “I have a bit of anger to work out and I have all day. I will stop when you are a uniform pink all over.”

She continued hitting my ass for a long time and it hurt more the longer she concentrated there. My grunts of pain got louder as she continued. Eventually she moved to my breasts and slapped them repeatedly, up, down, and sideways, until they hurt uniformly. Every blow resulted in a grunt. I felt my ass and breasts glowing hotly when she changed from her hands to her quirt. It hurt even more, leaving thin stripes of pain, and, I’m sure, red stripes, too. She covered me all over, legs, stomach, back, hundreds of stinging stripes everywhere.

She stopped with the quirt and switched again. She moved up against my back, reached around and took ahold of both of my nipples between thumb and forefinger and pinched and twisted them. My squeals were continuous. She tormented them, sending flurries of  pain through me. She whispered in my ear, “Pain in erogenous zones will soon lead to arousal, then you’ll be a pain slut, begging for your masters for the whip. If you learn to beg well, you can have orgasms all day.”

I squealed at the pain and then felt something new. A duality of emotions. I realized she was right, I was getting aroused as she abused my nipples. She lower one hand to my crotch and slipped a finger into my cunt and whispered in my ear, “You are wet. You are an official pain slut. It will get stronger. Welcome to the club.”

Was she right? I was feeling arousal. Because of the pain, or was it just my feeling of helplessness?

She released my nipple and suddenly slapped my cunt, pretty hard. I squealed at the blow. Then she repeated it, slapping my cunt nine more times in quick succession. I squealed continuously until she stopped. Then she stuck two fingers deep in my slit and pronounced, “Very wet.” She was correct. I started dripping love juice down my leg on the second blow. I wanted a cock in me. She was right. I was a pain slut!

Suddenly I felt her hand slide deep into my pussy and begin pumping in and out. Her thumb was stroking my clit on each stroke. She was fucking me with her hand. It felt like she was shoving her whole hand in. I felt my arousal shooting up. Her other hand slid between my legs and began pulling the butt plug out then shoving it back in, Both my holes were being stimulated. It was a wonderful feeling, made more so by my helpless bondage. I could do nothing to help or hinder my rape.

The gag muffled my orgasm. It was tremendous, lasted forever, and draining. I hung limp from my wrists, unable to even stand on my feet. When I opened my eyes, I was alone. Abigail came back in a while and looked me over.

She tsked and told me, “You are not red enough,” and spanked my breasts for several minutes accompanied by my pleading moans and grunts, until me round globes were bright red. “They are OK now.”

She went to a cabinet and returned with a paddle, stepped behind me and spanked my ass for a long, painful time. I grunted and moaned on every blow until she stopped and told me, “Now, you’ve been punished enough.”

Abigail let my hands down and again locked then to the back of my waistband then unlocked my feet from the floor. She removed my gag. I was happy to have learned my nature.

I asked, “Mistress, may I speak?”

“OK.”

“Thank you for punishing me and for showing me I can be happy as a slave.”

“You are welcome. Your punishment is over. From now on you will be treated the same as us,” and she led me to another room. One of the guards followed us. This room was smaller and mostly filled with a Y-shaped, padded table festooned with straps. The guards sat me on it, strapped my legs down on the arms of the Y, released my hands and strapped the rest of me down, even my head.

Abigail stood beside me and tweaked my nipples, one hand on each, rolling my nipples between thumb and forefinger. I willed them to not respond but they ignored me and engorged to twice their normal size filling my chest with arousal. She said, “The doctor likes to piece the nipples first. Don’t know why. Would you prefer another erogenous zone be first?”

I asked, “Do I have a choice?”

“Why not, you will get the same ones I have. The men love them, especially the nose. It is especially controlling when they put your leash there. I think I’m mostly past that thanks to you. You should learn to enjoy it. I’ll always think of putting your leash there first.”

I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want any piercings. She looked like a slave. A woman under the thumb of a man. I was already helpless and the piercings she had, plus the chains ensured all men and women who saw me would know I was owned by a man who used me as his sex toy. He would, anyway, of course, but the piercings, the nudity, the chains ensured everyone who saw me would know for certain. They would ensure that I knew I was the lowest of women, fit only to be used for sex. Napoleon once said, “Women are only machines for making babies.” I would be the example that proves the rule.

I really looked at Abigail, maybe for the first time. When I had first seen her, and her sister, her twin, at a party, I had admired their piercings. They were beautiful. Of course, I knew they were slaves, but still, they looked like pagan goddesses, the epitome of women in their youth, the perfection of their skin, their hair, their perfect curves.

What would people see me as. Just a slave or a woman forced to be their man’s idea of perfect, too? I had a good body. I exercised, was at my perfect weight for my height and age, wore a size four dress and my breasts were firm and high. Not as good as Abigails, perhaps, but better than average. Would rings like hers look as good on me? I hope so. She was standing beside me, smiling, as she played, a little possessively I thought, with my fully engorged, tautly erect nipples. I asked her, “Will it hurt much, mistress?”

“No,  a pinch that goes away quickly. The nose is the worst, but he’ll deaden it first. After they heal, you’ll be really glad you got them.”

Did she mean that I would like how they looked, that master like them? So I asked, “Why, mistress?”

Because they arouse you all the time. You’ll be aroused and moist all day as they work their magic on you. Your body will exude pheromones that arouse every man within fifty yards. And you’ll be rewarded with enormous orgasms at least daily. They drive both you and men wild. You’ll be very glad you got them and your life as a slave won’t be at all like your existing notion.”

Whew. Not what I expected. Was she just blowing smoke to keep me quiet? Why would she? To keep me quiet and fill me with disappointment when I learned she was just telling tales? It didn’t matter. I didn’t have a choice. So I would just accept her claim and wait and see. “Thank you, mistress.”

The Doctor entered the room followed by a nurse dressed in white, carrying a steel tray. He looked at Abigail and stared at her breasts, then said, “You have fine breasts miss. I recognize my work. Are you having any problems?”

Abigail smiled back and assured the Doctor, “No sir. No problems at all.”

“Good. Please keep stimulating her while I prepare my equipment.”

“Yes, sir.”

He looked down at me and said, “You have a fine body, girl. Your master expects and you deserve a precise, professional job that enhances your wonderful body. I will try to  minimize any discomfort. Try to hold very still while I am installing your rings. Will you do that?”

I answered truthfully, “Yes, Doctor.”

He inspected all the straps holding me down and tightened most of them. Unable to lift my head I squinted down my nose in apprehension as he applied a cool liquid to my breasts and eased a thick, gleaming steel needle through the base of each of my nipples, piercing my flesh.

The pain was sharp and brief and nothing to my mental concern as his agile fingers removed each needle out with an open gold ring and squeezed the ring closed. Unseen locks clicked loudly into place and I whimpered as the gleaming symbols of my slavery were implanted in my flesh. I was surprised how much they affected me. They were put on me by my master, labeling me, even in my mind, as his property. I couldn’t remove them and he would make sure they were always visible. They would forever mark me as his chattel, lower status than any free person, one who would obey, and be submissive. They also meant, if his other slaves were any gauge, that I would have more sex than most women. Now I wanted that.

As the doctor bent low over my crotch, Abigail gently lifted my new rings and rotated them in my flesh, coating them with a salve. She explained, I’ll lube your rings several times a day for a week to prevent the skin from adhering, until you’re healed.

I said, “I’ll do that.”

“You won’t have your hands available for much of the next few weeks. You start slave training immediately. Your trainers are waiting for you.”

I felt the Doctor apply more of the liquid to the parted lips of my sex, followed the brief jabs of pain, skilled fingers on my labia, and shuddered at the sound of internal locks clicking shut that informed her she now wore a second pair of rings. The weight of her nether rings told her they were thick and large. Just like Abigail’s.

To my surprise and shame I felt the warm, betraying wetness of love juices trickling out of my sex and down my skin, as unexpectedly and unwanted, my body reacted to the erotic knowledge that her sex, like her breasts wore the unmistakable evidence of her enslavement. The rings of a sex slave, permanently fixed in her body by the order of her master.

The Doctor rose from his work, announced, “She feels it now. Most newly pierced slaves get excited when the rings close in them.”

I stirred as a fierce heat erupted in my body. I was in the grip of my bondage and wanted a man to take me. I was truly a pain slut and a sex slave and I wanted to be used. I would fall at the feet of any man who touched me, begging to be used, But I was helplessly bound. I whispered, “Please…”

Abigail soothed, “Patience, you’ll be done here in minutes, then the trainers will have you.”

Shaken by the unexpected, searing heat of her body’s instant response, I felt my ears being pierced and the pull of gold rings as their weight reminded me of my new, lowly status as a pierced, ringed slave.

My eyes bulged and I whispered, “Please…” as the doctor applied his liquid to the insides of my nostrils.

I watched, cross-eyed as for the last time, a thick needle pierced my septum with more pain than the others. I screamed as he inserted the nose ring and closed it, the locks clicking decisively.

My brain reeled at what he had done to me. I was ringed. Seven thick, gold rings shining in my flesh. Each a symbol of what I had become. Each capable of being used to fasten me wherever and however my master wished. I remembered my last meeting with Alexander Knowles. His handsome, strong face and body. He had enslaved four women who had wronged him, chained and ringed his former wife, her sister, me and probably Joy too and was entirely capable of using our rings in exactly that way. I had lost all my previous goals, my plans evaporated, and I not only knew I would serve him however he wanted but wanted to.

As I was released from the piercing table and my wrists again locked to the back of my waistband, I stared at the rings transfixing my body, understanding their significance and their meaning of permanent submission.

Abigail took me to a dark cell. Hobbled by my ankle chain, my sex throbbed with continuous arousal caused by the constant weight and presence of my rings. Rings cleverly put in every one of my erogenous zones. Rings that moved, fiercely sensual, at every move of mine. Rings that I could never remove.

The cell was rectangular, twice as wide as deep, with a cot at each end and a metal sink and toilet in the center of the back wall. The front wall was bars separating inmates from viewers. She led me to one cot and lifted the end of a chain from it’s pile on the cot and locked it to my collar, unlocked my wrists and left, locking the door behind her.

I walked around the cell. The chain was heavy and choked me if I let it hang behind me. I learned quickly to drape it over my shoulder and hang it in front. It limited me to less than half of the cell. I could reach the toilet and sink, barely. I found a bar of soap, a rag,  and a tube of petroleum jelly on the sink. The floor was beige linoleum, smooth, clean, and dry. At least I had somewhere to sit beside the dismal cot.

I considered my future, wondering how this would all play out. No one but the two men I had hired to help with the slaves knew what had happened to me. They could tell people about my capture, but they were chance hires and knew nothing of me or my associates and even if they did, what useful information did they have? I was taken by the military in the desert after selling two slaves. Not useful, wouldn’t lead to me or Alexander Knowles.

My enslavement was perfectly legal and I was bound to him for thirty years. If I escaped to another country, they wouldn’t return me, but he could fetch me back, too. Except for making no decisions and rotten living conditions, this life had an attraction. Being constantly aroused, and many orgasms, plenty of exercise, and healthy food were all recognized benefits to a healthy life. The unexpected pleasures from bondage and pain orgasms were unexpected pleasures.

From what Abigail said I would have a period of training and then live like her and Ashley. Whatever, they had it and it can’t take more than a month.   I bet Joy will get it too. Will we be together? She must hate me.

I heard a door open followed by a familiar clinking sound. I identified it as a girl walking in ankle chains. It must be Joy.

Sure enough Abigail was leading Joy, followed by a guard. Abigail opened the cell door and chained Joy to the other wall, released her hands and left. Joy sat on the cot and looked at me.

Joy said, “I see they caught you. You’re wearing slave chains. Legally?”

“I had no reasonable alternative. You too, I see. How long?”

“Thirty years, thanks to you.”

“I know, me, too, but you were already a slave in all but name.”

“I still hate you. My chance for something better is gone now thanks to your promises and treachery.”

“Be reasonable. They would have caught you with me even if I didn’t reach a deal with Jack.”

“Maybe we would have gotten away except for the time you spent selling me.”

“No way, Joy. They were waiting for me at the highway.”

“Another lie!” She turned her face away and lay down on the cot.

I couldn’t blame her. I had sold her for profit, and it was always my plan. I stopped talking and lay on my cot.


Chapter  7  :  Training

There was a noise and I looked up. Abigail and several men were in the hall and she was unlocking the door. All the men were  muscular, wore serious expressions, and had quirts hanging from their belts They came in and the men sat the objects they were carrying on the floor beside the door, a cold chest, and a sack. One man came over and stood beside Joy, another beside me. Abigail ordered us, “Slaves, go to the center of the room, stand side by side, three feet apart, face me.”

I hesitated for a heartbeat, just to show her I could. The man beside me took the quirt off his belt and hit me three stinging blows on my thighs, belly, and breasts, and hissed, “Now, slave.”

I leapt up and fled to the center of the room. Joy was already there and I stood beside her.

Abigail told us, “Slaves have rules they must obey. The first rule is obeying every order, instantly. Failure to obey a rule earns punishment. These men are your trainers. Obey them in all things.” She turned and left the room.

Three men had moved to stand behind us, the fourth man stood by the door and addressed us in a calm, pleasant voice, “You are new slaves. We are your trainers. We have complete rights over you. You have rules and will receive commands. You will be punished for breaking your rules and both of you will be severely punished if one of you intentionally disobeys a command. Always verbally acknowledge an order. We will tell you these rules and you will practice them. Learn them well. We will teach you acceptable poses and you will practice them. You will learn to be submissive and responsive. You will become experts at giving pleasure to men and women.  Kneel!”

I dropped to my knees and followed Joy’s example by saying, “Yes, master.” My new rings were shouting “arousal” to me and I wanted to writhe for the men but I ignored them and held still.

He stepped in front of me and said, “Your companion has been a slave previously. This is a refresher course for her. Follow her lead for commands that are new to you.” He was  strong, manly, a take charge guy and I smiled at him. I guess I wasn’t that effective in ignoring my rings.

“Yes, master.” I knew Joy had been a slave before and I was already planning to watch her, but I didn’t want to invite “correction” by showing off, I had to learn to be submissive all the time. I would have to be careful. Here I was, aroused, chained, and naked with this hunk telling me he would make me submissive and responsive. I instinctively thrust my breasts forward and arched my back. I felt submissive and hoped he would see that. I was trying to obey, but I had never done this before. I  was sure they would rape me and I was trying to avoid unnecessary pain. I had had two lovers before and knew what they wanted. I was certainly going to try to make these men happy.

I glanced at Joy and she was looking at me, smiling. She could see my uncertainty and felt superior. I  shrugged, trying to show her that I didn’t need her help. I thought I saw some pity in her. Maybe there was some hope in having a normal relationship with her now that we were equals, lowest ever, but equal.

The training began. He would name a position and Joy would assume it, I would copy, and the men would make corrections until both of us were perfect. There were many positions and none of the ones we learned required us to have our hands released. If we were free, we would just cross them behind us. Being naked and chained in front of men was humiliating and I wore a continual blush. After a few days I became more used to my condition and only blushed when a trainer spoke directly to me. After a few more days, I simply regarded my condition as something I couldn’t control and had to get used to.

About a week into training I refused an order to open my mouth for gagging. This had been done to me daily and I disliked it a lot. The gag not only hindered speech but made me drool incessantly and made my jaws ache. So when I received the order to “Open,” I begged, “No, please, master. I’ll be silent. I promise,” then I jammed my mouth closed and wouldn’t open it.

The men, without a word took Joy and I back to our cell, brought in two trestles and put them beside out cots and locked our evening tether to the back ring of our collars. I was bent over my trestle and my collar chained to a ring in the floor and my ankle chain locked to another. I was stretched tight over the trestle and held fast by the ring bolts. The men around me backed away and by turning my head could see Joy fixed identically over her trestle. Two men punished each of us with paddles and canes. My ass and thigs were beaten into flaming masses of fiery pain. There was nothing arousing about this pain. Its purpose was to punish. After a while they stopped and left us tied. Some hours later I looked at Joy. Her bottom and legs were a smoldering dark painful pink, just like mine felt.

They left us alone all afternoon. I told Joy I was sorry for causing her pain. She just yelled “Fuck you, stupid bitch. They warned us and you decided to test them, I thought from the first day we net that you were more brazen than smart. I hurt because of your stupid gesture and they aren’t done with us yet.”

“What do you mean. We were punished a lot.”

“Yeah, but they haven’t untied us yet, either.”

Both of us were silent with our thoughts.

The men came back and beat us again, just as hard and did our backs too. They left us tied over the trestles all night, returned in the morning, and bear us again. We were released and the trestles removed by noon the second day. I never even thought of disobeying a command after that. I think Joy forgave me for her unearned pain, at least she became more talkative after our punishment.

Neither of us disobeyed a command after that. I certainly learned my lesson.

The trainers were strict and were incessantly correcting us, but never as severely as that first lesson. Just corrections for mistakes after that: shoulders back further, forehead touching the floor, knees wider, etc. The first time we were corrected, it was just verbal. Successive corrections were emphasized with a quirt. I didn’t receive many blows. The whip is a very effective teacher and the poses were simple, so far.

The trainers gave us cold water from their chest and potty breaks whenever we asked, watching us closely, emphasizing thar slaves didn’t have privacy. I didn’t mind them watching me exercise a bodily function. Everyone had the same function even if men’s plumbing was deliciously different from women.  What I didn’t like was their insistence on observing closely when I had to remove and reinsert my butt plug. That just wasn’t natural. Thank God for the petroleum jelly.

They worked us for hours with ten-minute breaks every hour or so it seemed. There were no  clocks or watches in the cell. Eventually they stopped and fed us. Dinner was another learning opportunity. The men had sandwiches and some cold liquid. We got vegetables and a stew, each in a bowl, and a bowl of water. No utensils, I gathered the slaves weren’t trusted with them, so we knelt at the bowls and lowered our heads to eat and drink. We weren’t allowed to raise the bowls to drink. We were learning slaves were lower than people. They did give us strings to tie our hair back and a towel beside the water bowl to clean our faces, again, no hands permitted.

After we ate, the trainers left us tethered in the cell for a half-hour. Joy and I looked at each other in silence until they were gone.

I spoke first, “What else must we learn?”

She didn’t speak.

I pleaded, just a little, “Don’t be mad. I had nothing against you. You told me at that party you weren’t happy. I just saw a way to make a profit and you agreed. Our master was too smart and scooped us up. Things here will be easier, more pleasant, if we help each other. We don’t have to be friends, just two women in the same situation. Just someone to talk with. Please.”

She didn’t speak. Well, maybe later. I went to the sink and used the soap and rag for a sponge bath. I missed a mirror, my implements, lotions, and privacy, but at least I could remove the stink. I went back to my cot and for lack of anything more productive to do, I examined my bonds. I could not see my collar so I felt it and compared it to the others. My wrist bands were identical, gold color, an inch wide, smug, oval so I couldn’t turn  them, with a sturdy staple on the inside of my wrist. They were seamless with no keyhole, so permanent until a metalworker cut them. My anklets were identical. My collar matched them with a second staple in back.

I was helpless, neck chained to a wall in a barred cell. The chain to my neck was symbolic, they didn’t need it to keep me secure. My ankles were joined by a foot of chain and my hands could be locked behind me in an instant. It was overkill, undoubtedly inflicted to show us that resistance was futile. It was inflicted to make us compliant. To quell any attempt at resistance. To make us docile.

The next day we practiced changing poses. At first, they just named a pose and we assumed it. Them they would call out another pose and we’d transition. It seemed pretty basic until they required us to move faster and maintain good posture while we changed. That was a lot harder and we both got a fresh batch of red stripes. It was hard, even unnatural, to keep your breasts taut while you changed from Kneeling Display to Punishment position.

In any case they sped up and gave us rapid fire pose changes. We suffered a plethora of red stripes all over our bodies. We worked on our posture for many days. After a week of slow progress, they even left our hands free when they locked us away for the night after we both begged them to allow us to practice at night. There was no risk of us escaping. We were locked in the cell and neck-chained to the walls.

When we were tired and resting. I tried to talk to Joy. I said, “You are better at this than me. If you’d share some of the techniques you learned earlier, maybe I’d get better and we could move on. I’m tired of this posture kick and you must be too.”

She looked at me for a long time before telling me, “I never had this training before. It’s my first time.”

“But you were a slave before Alexander freed you.”

“Yes, but I was never trained. My master just used me for sex and keeping his house clean.”

I hated to admit it, but the training was working, changing me. From the beginning I had resolved to rebel, to show I was fierce and independent, but there was no room for those emotions here. Now, I hoped I could keep enough of me hidden away that I could rekindle my independence if the opportunity arrived.

Our first time on camera was strange, exciting, and educational. Two trainers went to Joy and the other two to me. I knelt as I had been instructed and we said, “Greetings, masters.”

One ordered, “Standing display.”

Standing Display, done properly,  shows off a woman’s physical and mental assets. She stands erect, straining her arms, legs, back, chest, shoulder, and facial muscles, making them bulge and stand out. She thrusts her breasts forward and up, arches her back to accentuate her natural curves. Her legs are spread as wide as her ankle chain allows, straining to spread them further. Her head is held high with face tilted down to show both her pride and humility. Her arms are held behind her, forced tight against her back, accentuating her submission. She is as still as a statue, showing off her body, her training, and her submission to her master.

Joy’s body was better than mine. She had been getting regular exercise in Knowles’ home, along with his slaves and it showed. I had been free and had a life that allowed less time and opportunity for exercise. I knew I would be exercised daily, my body sculpted to Knowles idea of fit, no matter what I thought. Undoubtedly more than I would have done. I wanted to look like Abigail and Ashley, and even Joy so I guess I was both dreading the work and looking forward to the results.

I stood up smoothly, snapped into Standing Display, proud of my body and that I flowed gracefully into the pose. I arched my back, thrust my breasts out, spread my legs as far as my hobble allowed, threw my arms behind me,  stared at my feet, and smiled. I strained every muscle and tendon, trying to be the best I could be and happy that my trainers didn’t think I needed any correction.

One locked my hands to the back of my waistband, removed the chain connecting me to the wall, and the other clipped a leash on my nose ring. That was really degrading. I hated it, but I was helpless. I would always fume and smile. I  was already a slave. Always docile in the face of a masters possible displeasure.  I had been tamed and would always avoid possible pain. I held the smile on my face as they led me out of the cell.

Abigail took my leash and led me down the corridor. Ashley led Joy. The trainers followed us. My ankles were still hobbled so I had to take quick, frantic steps to keep my leash from tugging on my tender nose.

My new rings swung with each step. My nipples had been aroused ever since they were pierced, but I hadn’t felt much arousal from them or my pierced labia. Now all or my piercings were causing spurts of arousal with each step, even my earlobes were chiming in on the symphony of need and passion unfulfilled. Was it due to my absolute submission, hands locked, ankles hobbled, trotting obediently on a leash like a tamed pet, not knowing where I was being taken?

I had been used violently when I was captured. I expected I would be used again by men when I was enslaved. But no man had taken me since. I had never longed for sex before this. I had had intercourse, but it had always been a spur of the moment lust for a man. Now I was feeling, for the first time, a need, not for a man, but for a cock, any cock. This had to be a result of my training, of being continually under men’s control, always helplessly bound, incapable of anything but obedience, and being ignored by the men around me. I was a good-looking woman. I was used to men eyeing me, envying my date, chatting me up when I was alone. I wasn’t used to being ignored. Even though I was on display and naked. What was happening?

We went up the elevator, and Abigail must have noticed my problem and slowed her pace enough I could walk normally. My arousal surged anew as we walked through several corridors without seeing anyone, through a door into what seemed to be an enclosed walkway, into another building and finally into a large room.

There was a jumble of unidentified equipment around the walls, two complex cameras on tripods, a bare jail cell against a wall, a table with three laptops on it, a dozen chairs around the edge of the open space, cables dangling from the ceiling, and people: two young men, Abigail, and her twin. By twin I mean she was absolutely identical, with identical collar, nose ring, earrings, anklets, and bracelets. They were both wearing a blouse and skirt so I couldn’t see if they also had the nipple and labia rings put on Joy and me, but I bet they did. Our master seemed to have a strong sense of appropriate attire for slaves.

Abigail directed the men to take me to the middle of the room where a chain hung from the ceiling and the apparent focus of the two cameras. She fastened the chain to the back ring of my collar and removed my leash. Then she had the two guards remove my ankle chain, spread my feet wide apart and fasten them to eyebolts set in the floor. I felt my nether lips spread open, letting the cameras see inside me. I was left facing the cameras and I saw red lights glowing on their front. They were recording me, my face, my shaming rings, my bondage. I was shamed that unknown others could see me like this. I had to smile and stay silent  despite my shame or be punished.

Beyond the cameras I could see Abigail and her twin talking to Joy. Abigail was holding Joy’s leash which was clipped on Joy’s nose ring. Joy’s hands were still locked behind her. Joy had a happy expression on her face. The trainers were sitting in chairs beyond the girls and the two other men were doing something with the equipment.

All three girls approached me. The two with their hands free had long, thin whips on their belts and one of them led Joy by her leash. Abigail, I think, held Joy’s leash in her hand, pulled her close to me and threaded the leash through the ring in my left labia lip. She told me, Joy is going to give you an orgasm with her mouth. Both of you will be whipped with these light whips until you orgasm.”

She turned to Joy, “On your knees and begin.”

Joy dropped to her knees and stuck her nose in my pussy. Her tongue felt wonderful, and I gasped at the sudden pleasure. I didn’t want to be recorded orgasming to this. It made me seem a wanton slut. I didn’t have a choice but people would think I was being paid for this.

I chirped as the first stroke of the whip stung the back of my legs.  It wasn’t harsh, just a sharp bite, like a bee sting, that quickly turned into a hot memory. I jumped a little, pressing my loins into Joy.  Moments later I heard the slash of the whip sting her and felt her reaction as her head surged harder into me. She didn’t make any noise but her tongue redoubled its frantic licking my clit. Now that was arousing. Not that the friction increased my pleasure but just knowing that others had such control over us. My sense of helpless submission doubled as a thin strip of leather increased my pleasure.

I was ecstatic to be in absolute bondage and feeling arousal and pleasure and anticipation because my masters wanted it. My mind was blank now. Nothing mattered to me except keeping this feeling of bliss. I had never even considered that bondage, pain, and sexual arousal could be so powerful. Did other women know, were they keeping it  a secret, or was it just me?

Whatever, the main thing now was to keep it going. I could feel the orgasm growing rapidly. I thrust my loins against joy’s face, trying to increase her tongue’s penetration, but it didn’t work. I rolled my hips and that didn’t help either. My ass was hot and  the slashes  of the whip were mild stings that only aroused me more. They were love taps from my mistress, indications of her love and promises of future joy.

Every stroke of her tongue and every slash of the whip increased my need, pushed me closer to the abyss that was the incredible pleasure of climax. I wanted that ineffable release that subsumed all rationality, swamped all sensation, with the strongest pleasure.

After a minute of her attention and a few strokes of the whip, I was moaning my need, punctuated with pleas of, “Harder, harder.”

Ashley had the best view of the action and commented to Abigail, “She’s almost there,”  tugged Joy’s nose ring, and ordered, “Drink it all. If a single drop escapes you, I’ll stripe your ass with a cane. “

Joy snorted, “OK,” the vibrations of her nose in my pussy were extraordinary. I wanted more and begged louder.

I watched helplessly as one of the trainers stood, walked past the camera, and told Abigail, “You must strike harder,” and used his hands to slap my breasts, twice, very hard. They bounced back and forth, I squealed as I came in a ferocious orgasm. I realized that I was in the hands of a master and fainted.

Our training was continuous, there were no days off, down time, or weekends. Our rules were always in effect, even at night in our cell, they were watching. Punishment for deviating from the rules was unavoidable but might not be immediate. Cameras were always focused on us. Our rules were simple and intended to keep us in a properly submissive condition.  

Every day, Joy and I were taken to the stage and one of us would be restrained and sexually aroused by the other. We alternated, one helpless and aroused to orgasm, sometimes more than once and the other, though also helpless, given just enough freedom of movement to arouse the other.

Before this experience, I would not have believed the incredible number of ways a girl could be made completely immobile while leaving most of her erogenous zones exposed to stimulation.

Nothing was hurried, our training would continue until the trainers decided that we had learned enough. We didn’t know what that meant, but we wouldn’t be consulted, anyway.

After learning our required positions, we were trained in dance, not ballroom or even with a partner, but erotic, sensual dance. Its only purpose was for us to entertain out masters and arouse them.

I unexpectedly enjoyed it. I was good at it, better than Joy and better than all the girls on the coffle. I wish I had this training then. We learned from several videos on the internet. Our hobbles were removed, our hands were free, and a long, light chain was locked to our collars, not to restrain us, but a sinuous tool for the dance and, surely, to emphasize our submission. We would watch the video then practice the routine under the watchful eyes of the trainers, one in particular would correct errors and make suggestions of technique. The others were mostly useful for us to judge how successful we were in arousing them. It was pretty obvious when we succeeded in arousing them. Not just for the dance, but I learned how to arouse men with some sensual moves that were able to convey an attraction to the man, a willingness for sex, and a sense of urgency. It made me feel powerful, gave me a little control, able to influence all but the most serious men.

The videos were usually a woman showing a routine that was slow, part yoga, part stretching, had a lot of arm movement, and body part rotation. We trained in dance every day for a week and used up all of the recordings they had. I guess they thought we were good enough and then only got to dance as a reward for good work or when they found a new video. I asked for more dances whenever they let me.

Some things were constant during our training. We were always naked except we were required to wear red four-inch heels from the time we woke until we went to bed. Our feet were hobbled by about a foot of chain. When the light came on in our cell, we had ten minutes to use the toilet and get a drink of water before they took us to the restroom. There they chained our collar to the wall with a long enough chain to reach everything.

We showered, sometimes washed our hair, carefully inspected ourselves and removed any hair below our collars, gave ourselves enema, inserted the required butt plugs, and applied whatever makeup we desired. They usually gave us all the time we needed as long as we kept moving. I know they watched us through the cameras since they immediately came for us when we finished.

We were always either fastened to something or our hands were locked behind us. A wide section of the back wall of our cell had dozens of eyebolt adorning it, from a foot off the floor to six feet high, wide enough for four ringed slaves to be fastened. We both spent hours attached to the wall, usually facing it since most of our rings were on the front of our bodies, but several times facing the bars and out earrings locked to the wall. However we were fastened, we were stretched uncomfortably.  We spent many hours in strained positions, hugging a wall, straining as high as possible on our knees or tiptoes, with pierced flesh locked to eyebolts.

Our daily routine continued  unchanged for several weeks. We were always watched by our trainers and required to be docile, obedient, and graceful in our exercises. At first, I had been humiliated by being naked under the constant scrutiny of men. Eventually humiliation changed to resignation at a condition I was helpless to change.

At first, I was afraid that the trainers would have their way with me continually, but that didn’t happen. They were focused on our actions, watching us closely, forcing us into prescribed poses, and our movements. It was repetitive and boring, but both of us began to work harder to obtain their grudging approval, the rare “Good.”

Somewhere in the middle of our training I would catch myself unconsciously trying to catch the attention of one of the men, showing a better curve, trying to show him I would appreciate more personal attention. They ignored me.

I was confused. I didn’t want them to take me without my permission, yet I wanted them to notice my womanly attractiveness and want me. What was I doing?  I would drop the attempt but they began to annoy me. I wasn’t used to being ignored by men. I knew I was an attractive woman and I had enticed lovers before. Soon I was consciously trying to appear more receptive, attentive to their person, seductive. I saw Joy trying it too. It never worked for us. I began to suspect the trainers were eunuchs.

During our training, neither Joy nor I was used by a man except for our mouths. When we were on camera the stagehands used our mouths many times. Our cunts and asses were only violated by girls and toys, only when we were tightly bound, and usually when we were being whipped. It was repeated in endless variety for the unseen audience. I must have orgasmed four or five times every day, but always to toys wielded by Joy and while I received whip stripes.

Joy had started talking to me and she told me he was a wonderful lover and cared for his girls. He would be the most important person in my life for a long time, I had spent more than a month learning to please and serve him, and I was anxious to meet him.

Surprising us, one morning, as we entered the restroom, the head trainer came in and told us our training was over and we were going to be prepared to meet our owner. Two women followed him in and got us ready to meet our master. We were given enemas, depilated, washed, dried, brushed, painted, our nails done, and perfumed. 

We knelt in display position and said, “Thank you, master.”

We had our hands locked to the back of our waistband, our feet hobbled, and they put the inevitable leashes on our noses, then the head trainer led us up the elevator and to Master Alexander’s office.

I was nervous. My training was over and now I would have to perform. I had not aspired to be a slave or a bondage model. I was independent and was making a career as a gang leader when I was captured. My original intent was to escape as soon as I could. My training had changed my mind again. I never liked shopping or the routine details of modern living and had no desire to vote. I liked what I had become. I loved having many orgasms a day. I learned the joys of submission, even enjoyed the titillation of humiliation. I enjoyed showing off my body and arousing men.

He knocked once on the door and it was opened by a man in a suit. He didn’t look like a butler. The trainer said, “The slave’s training is complete.”

The man said, “Enter and present them to their master,” and stepped back.

The trainer led us into the office a few feet and stopped. Both of us knelt into display position and smiled. In unison, we said, “Greetings, master.”


Chapter  8  :  Home

Alex looked at his newest slaves. The pair was beautiful, long-limbs, red-headed Joy and raven locked Reina. Curvy bodies, nice erect breasts with the engorged nipples their nipple rings enforced. They both smiled as they had been trained. Their ankles and hands were chained to ensure their helplessness. Joy I knew fairly well, but her theft of Abigail was unexpected and I’d have to understand what happened. Reina was new to me. She had been here once, brought by an invited guest, but I knew little about here, except the hurried data of the last few days. They’re mine now and undoubtedly worried, so let’s make them welcome.

The deep male voice of my master said, “Hello Joy, good to see you again and welcome Reina. I welcome you both and look forward to learning you.”  Neither of the two slavegirls already in the room stirred. His voice made me excited. Abigail, and Ashley were in a perfect kneeling display in front of the desk and the master was sitting at his desk, a laptop open in front of him. He turned his head to look at us. Neither girl moved. I hoped I looked as good as they did.

Master rose and came around the desktop the trainer, took our leashes from him and told him, “Thanh you for your work. Go with Klaus. He will make the payment to your account as agreed and you can verify it.”

He replied, “It was a great pleasure. You have a fine facility and two exceptional slaves. Enjoy them.” Klaus and he left the room.

Master spoke with a voice of command, “Abigail, Ashley, take Joy to the studio and do a threesome show. Be back in the dining room at twelve.”

The two slaves arose gracefully, replied, “Yes, master,” walked to him, took Joy’s leash and led her out of the office.

Master said to me, “Let’s get acquainted,” and turned away, my leash still in his hand. I rose as gracefully as I could and followed him to a sofa facing a floor-to-ceiling window looking over a city and an ocean in the distance. He sat on the sofa and beckoned me to sit on his lap. It was hard to sit gracefully without the use of my hands, but I managed. This was not part of the training curriculum.

It was also a move that I, an independent woman had ever done before this. My trepidation ended once I was down. Master was taller than me and I fit comfortably on his lap, my head still lower than his. I laid my head on his chest, relaxed, and sighed. We just sat for a moment, learning the feel of each other’s bodies.

I couldn’t move my hands, of course. His hand behind me was cupped around mt head, rustling my hair. His other hand roamed over my front, playing with my rings, arousing me and feeling my nipples and slit. I was getting very warm and saw his pants bulging. I wanted to ask him to take me now, but I had been trained not to speak until addressed. I couldn’t help a small moan, though. He whispered, “They told me you were very responsive. It appears they were correct. How long can you last?”

“Only a few seconds, master.”

He took his hands away to my great disappointment. I took a chance and said, “I wouldn’t mind if you continued, master.”

“Later, Reina. Now I want to know all about you. Tell me about your parents.”

We talked for a long time. He asked questions and I answered truthfully. I owed him honesty. I held back only the deepest, most shameful or most revealing things about me. How my parents were gone and I had lived on my own, came to have a small gang with plans to grow. What I hoped to achieve, how my fortunes grew and waned. I spoke of my rivals and partners, which politicians and government employees and departments were for sale. I learned little of master, except that he already knew much about the local environment.

Then he shifted us on the couch so he was sitting at the end and I was laying on my back head on the end bolster, my back across his legs and my legs on the rest of the couch. Y arms lay between his legs and if I stretched one hand I could stroke his penis. His hands could and did touch all of my erogenous zones, very delightfully.

“How did you meet Joy and convince her to do a crime?” he asked.

“I learned she and a helper bought a lot of food every week and I waited for her. I struck up a conversation over melons. I arranged my schedule to see her every other week and was sure to speak with her. After a few months I moved on to feelings and wishes. Soon she confided that she was feeling displaced and was thinking of moving on. After that it was easy to show how she could solve her problems and get money to start over elsewhere.

“When did you decide to sell her too?”

“It was always my plan. She was too distracted by her feelings of loss to think of anything except revenge and starting over elsewhere, and my plan gave her both things she wanted and made me richer. There was no harm to me and it made it less likely she could tell tales later. Besides, she told me she wished you had kept her.”

“Is she still mad at you?”

“She pretends she is, but she’s happy to be back with you and the ideas are bouncing around inside her. She’s been talking civilly to me for a week now.”

“From what you’ve told me, I assume you have not been to college.”

That is correct, master. I was on my own too young and could not afford it.”

“From what you’ve seen of the world so far, what would you like to study in college?”

I thought for a moment, “Business, master. I already know much about business.”

He was silent for a long time, then said, ”You will be my slave for many years. You won’t be able to have your own business until I free you. Is business what you want to study now?”

“Is that important now? I belong to you. Command me, master”

“I repeat, is that what you want?”

“Yes, master. Right now, I need you to be strong. Tell me what to do, how to act. I have been strong. I have commanded men and women, and I have never been happy. That may change later, but I have embraced that I am a slave at your command. I have found peace in knowing I will not have to decide. Submission is what I need, master. I have found happiness here.”

“Abigail and Ashley have told me that they find pleasure when I let them use their intelligence helping in my businesses. They tell me it is akin to solving puzzles. Is it possible you would find pleasure in that sort of intellectual pursuit too?”

Reina was surprised. She had never thought a slave girl would be allowed near a master’s business. “I enjoy puzzles, master.”

“Well,” he said, “I need to find something for my girls to do that engages their minds or who knows what kind of trouble they will find.”

Reina knew she was in good hands. He was an intelligent, thoughtful master. She wondered if he was as good a lover as Joy thought.

He changed the topic, “You’ve been in several internet shows. What do you think about being a bondage model?”

I temporized, “Master, have you watched me? What did you think?”

“Your emotions were evident, which is very good for ratings. Viewers of this genre seem to appreciate openness. You were surprised by the induced pain but quickly grew to like it. You were easy to wring arousal and orgasms from. The viewer’s ratings were high, higher than usual. So you were very profitable and I thought you liked the action. Now, what do you think?”

He was being honest with me, I think, so I’ll be honest back, “I was surprised when they whipped me, but it didn’t hurt, it was just startling, and noisy. I was even more surprised when it started to feel good. I had always thought it was cruel torture, but it wasn’t. It aroused me, made me come faster. The same for the bondage. The man, John, I think, is an expert. I couldn’t move a muscle, yet it didn’t pinch or cut off my circulation. It added a great deal to my arousal. I learned much about myself I didn’t previously know.

He looked at her thoughtfully and said, “The trainers said you picked up erotic dancing quickly. I would like you to teach the girls. I have the videos and equipment they used with you. Is there anything else you need.”

I was surprised and worried, “Master, I’m not a teacher. I wouldn’t know where to begin.”

He brushed aside my worry, “You’ll work in the exercise room. Joy will help you since she’s been trained, too. You’ll be in charge. A couple of guards will be your audience and provide unbiased input if you need an outside opinion as to what appeals to them. I’ll give you a week of two-hour sessions, then I will come watch you all perform. Plan a show where all of you perform, together or individually is up to you. Tell the guards if you want any props or music.”

I was completely surprised. He was going to let me do something new here. Be in charge of the other girls, at least for this task. All he knew that I had done before was criminal work. I guess I was restrained enough that he could trust me this far. It was undoubtedly a test, but I didn’t care, in fact, it made me trust him more. He was careful and had an open mind, a rare combination. “Thank you master. I will make you proud. May I thank you properly?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I’m excellent at oral sex. I would greatly enjoy serving you.”

“And I want you to taste me, Reina, but first,” he took a strap from his pocket, “Open wide.” He put something thin in my mouth and buckled its strap behind my neck. It was a leather wrapped ring designed to keep me from biting him. I guess it was a reasonable precaution until he knew me better, but I would never attempt to harm him. I thought of him as my savior and someone I wanted to love. He lifted me off and set me on my feet, took a cushion from the couch and dropped it in front of him, and stood up.

He placed his hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me down to kneel before him.  I looked up at his tall form, my eyes wide ,moist with love, wondering what his plans were for me. The sight of him gazing down at me, and the possibilities before us, made me shimmer with desire. As I knelt there, looking up in hope, the master began to unbutton his sleeves, then his shirt. His toned muscles and sculpted skin slowly emerged. I had to suck back the drool threatening to drip from my open mouth.

He whispered as he unzipped his pants, “I want you to taste me, Reina. I want to feel your warm mouth wrapped around every inch of my cock.

He freed his cock. It was magnificent and I felt eager and quivered, my muscles trembling, my mouth dry, and my senses screaming for release. My heart  pounded in my chest as I tried not to appear as eager as I felt. He sat on the edge of the couch and his cock filled my vision, erect, tantalizingly moist at the tip with his pre-cum. I edged forward, wanting to taste him.

But his hands moved forward and cupped my breasts, gently massaging them, arousing me even more and he said, “Do you want this, Reina? Do you want me in your mouth?”

I tried to say “Yes, master, please,” I was almost inarticulate with my mouth fixed wide open. , “Yeth msr plse,” He understood me. and pulled my body forward by my breasts, sliding my open mouth around his cock.

I closed my lips and sucked and licked all over. He had complete control but was gentle, siding along my tongue as I molded my throat around his shaft. I had a mouthful of hard cock and relished hearing him suck in his breath as my lips closed around him. Delight filled me as his rock-hard erection throbbed in my mouth. Christ, I physically ached to feel his cock in my pussy.

He groaned as I traced the top of his head and circled around his soft crease, tasting the ambrosia of his arousal. His reaction increased my confidence and I sucked him firmly into my mouth, taking his full length in me.

His thighs tightened and I felt a shudder roll through his tight muscles. I was ecstatic that I could affect him like this and I looked at his face with pure love as I slid my lips over his cock. He was looking down at me with passion.

I tasted the powerful, potent male sitting before me and could feel his strength in my mouth, the essence of the male.

He smiled and said, “Reina, you’re perfect. Your mouth was made for me,” as he moved his hands, fisted my hair, and plunged deeper. He read me perfectly. I wanted him to grab me, control me, and be pleased by the slippery friction of my mouth.

I relaxed my throat to take him deeper, clenching my fists still locked behind my back and holding on as he fucked my mouth. He rocked his hips, thrusting forward in long, sensual strokes. I paid close attention to him as he pumped in and out again and again. He gripped my head tighter as his thrusts became stronger, faster. I sucked and swallowed , leaning forward intensely, tilting my head to guide him deeper. I thought he didn’t want to come yet, but he was enjoying himself too much to pull out now.

He came, deep in me, flooding my throat, I swallowed frantically, trying to avoid choking. I succeeded, but just barely. It was momentarily scary, but after a moment his taste was wonderful. It was so satisfying. After a moment of savory taste, he pulled out and removed the ring gag. I looked him in the eye and slowly licked my lips, inviting a kiss.

He stood up, wiped his member with my hair, and lifted me to my feet  He pulled me to him and kissed me slowly, firmly, passionately for a long time and when he pulled back, we looked at each other, satisfied grins on our faces.

He said, “You are a treasure greater than rubies, Reina. Your body is firm, fit, and deliciously curved. You have become an intelligent, sensuous, responsive, submissive woman. Your mouth is soft, sensitive, and warm. I’m confident your other erogenous zones will be as superb and we will explore them together after dinner. Thank you.”

I licked my lips, slowly, provocatively, and smiled, “Thank you, master, for the praise and the promise. I look forward to it.”

He gently turned me around, unlocked my hands, and told me, “Go clean yourself, go to Abigail in the rec room, and ask her to give you work until lunch.”

After more than a month of training as the lowest form of human, uncertain of what to expect and fearful that my new and largely unknown owner would be angry with me for stealing two of his girls. Now I was happy and looking forward to a future where my master liked me and would maybe love me. “Yes, master. Thank you, master.”

I flited to the restroom, light as a feather. I washed my face and hands and brushed my hair. It had master’s scent and I wanted to keep it, so I just brushed it until it shone. I’d heard that cum was a natural conditioner, anyway.

I went to the rec room and all three girls were there, doing light work, cleaning, dusting, arranging. Abigail saw me and put me to work cleaning the windows. There were a lot of them. She said we were going to have an “event” in here after lunch but didn’t know what.

We worked until it was time for lunch then Klaus came in to get us. He locked all our hands behind us but didn’t bother with leashes, just told us to follow him to the dining room. Of course we obeyed him, he was free and one of master’s key employees. Besides, where could we go. Every entrance was locked and guarded.

Lunch was unexpected. The table was big, square, and had one place setting in the center of each side. Dishes and platters of food, carafes of wine, and various sauces and spices  sat with them in the center of the table. Four men took their places on the chairs before each setting, master, Klaus, John, and a man I would later learn was named Frederick. There were four large, square cushions on the floor to the right of each chair and three feet back from the table. Master directed us to stand to the right of a specific man, in front of the cushion. I was sent to John’s right. I had hoped for master, but I think all the girls wanted him. The men unlocked our hands.

Master told us, “Girls, serve food to the man beside you, as he directs. When finished move the cushion forward and kneel on the cushion, facing your man, in kneeling display position. He will feed you as he wishes.”

I looked at John. He was smiling. I realized I didn’t know what to do. I had never served food before. Servants had always done that. I tried to remember how I had seen service done before. I scanned the food quickly and said, “Master, it is my pleasure to serve you. What would you like?”

He pointed to the white wine and said, “White wine.”

I poured his glass half full and sat it back where I got it. I looked at him, waiting for the next command. After a few minutes I had put , slices of beef, a baked potato, brussels sprouts, and asparagus on his plate. All simple foods. He didn’t  choose any of the complex dishes available. Then he ordered, “kneel on the cushion, Reina.” I knelt facing him and crossed my arms behind me as I had been taught. I wouldn’t uncross them until ordered to use my hands again. It was so natural that I didn’t even think about it until much later. I would never have done that before my training, now I didn’t even think about it.

The men talked while they ate. They discussed improving security, contracts with local suppliers, and details of running the household to which I didn’t pay much attention. He would eat a bite then cut and extend a bite on a fork to me. I would open my mouth and wait for him to place the fork and food in my mouth, gently close my lips and hold the food while he withdrew the fork, then eat it.

It was a carefully choreographed dance. He was careful to put it gently in my mouth and I was equally gentle in holding the food in place. I was careful to thank him after every swallow. The food was good, quality food, cooked to perfection, seasoned in the Arabic style, but I don’t remember any specific food. I was enthralled by the process and delighted by the attention of one who I had been well-schooled to obey absolutely. Of course, it was a treat not to have to eat out of a bowl on the floor without  using my hands.

Master John talked with me as we ate. We talked of our preferences in music and food, activities, and travel. I imagine my preferences will not be considered anymore. Well, maybe I’ll learn some new ones.

I received mostly vegetables and told him when I was full. I received more food than I was usually given. We were weighed every week and if we gained weight, our rations were reduced, so I stopped the food early to avoid future problems. One of the burdens of a slave girl was a rigidly enforced weight limit i.e. a continual diet.

When the men had finished eating, Master Alex signaled the staff to remove the service and bring  desert: cheese, fruit, and brandy. They limited themselves to a single glass of brandy, per master’s request so that they “fully enjoyed the after-dinner course.”

I hoped I would enjoy it too. Master John fed me the same type of fruit as he ate: a piece for him, then a matching piece for me. None of us slaves received any brandy, the men wanted us to feel everything.

After desert, the men escorted us to the rec room. It was a billionaires rec room. Larger than a four-star hotel’s ballroom, with many couches and easy chairs in conversation groups, large sturdy tables and a pool table. A small stage on one side, and AV equipment. Four of the sturdy tables had been moved into a square formation, Master Alex led our group to it. Each table bore a cardboard box filled with skeins or soft eighth-inch rope. Master Alex announced, “ John is going to give us a short course in tying girls. He will show us how to tie her so she is completely restricted, comfortable for long periods of time, and unable to escape. Now my girls are already braceleted and collared. But while use of those devices will easily secure her, it will not provide the helpless pleasure of tight bondage for both you and the girl. John, go ahead.”

John led me to one of the tables, picked up a skein of rope, unwound it, doubled it over, and told the others to do the same. He turned me to face the table and told the others, “Watch carefully and be ready to copy with your girl.” He crossed my arms behind me, pulled tight so my hands were at opposite sides of my body, wrapped the loop of rope around my forearms, ran the free ends through the loop, and pulled it snug, not tight.

He looped both ends around my neck, below my collar, back down to my arms, and used both to tie my arms together, again not tight. At this point my arms were snug against my torso, loosely tied together. and I could have pulled them apart and worked them free, I think, but I didn’t move.

John waited for the others to finish copying him and inspected their work. Three times he found their work too tight and had them start over. I was comfortable and glad he was teaching them proper technique. After they had redone their ties to his satisfaction, he returned to me and got another skein of rope, unrolled it, and wrapped it around my upper arms and chest, snug, but not tight, tying it in the middle of my back. He repeated that below my breasts. Now it was impossible for me to free my arms by pulling them apart. My arms were locked in place and fairly loose while impossible to slip. My wrists were free to move, but I couldn’t reach anything.

Master John once again inspected the other men’s work and found all of them good. He returned to me and finished me by squeezing ropes between mt upper arms and body, circling the ropes holding my arms to my body several times, cinching them together, removing all play and making them snugger, before tying them off behind me. All of the knots were well out of my reach and I couldn’t even twitch my arms. He turned me around so I could see the others, the men looking satisfied and the girls trussed up like Christmas turkeys, arms immobile and snug to their bodies. I felt submissive and hornier than ever before. I saw the same need on the girls, each of us searching the faces of our man, wanting to be taken, controlled, and loved.

Master John asked, “How do the ropes feel?”

“Restrictive, master.”

“Any pain?”

“No, master.”

I could hear low conversations in the background but got no meaning from them. I assumed it was the same dialogue between a girl and her master that I was having with master John. Was the lesson over or was he going to show the men other things they could do with us? He pulled me to him and kissed me, hard. I  kissed him back. Without my hands I was limited, but I leaned into him as hard as I could, trying to show him I really wanted it and him. With our tongues dancing together, he shifted his hands under my rump and lifted me onto the table. He broke the kiss and lowered me onto my back, legs spread around him. He freed his cock from his pants and impaled me in a swift move. I had been lubricating for some time now and he slipped in with no trouble, spreading me wide and filling me with pleasure.

I started moaning softly in pleasure as he filled me and continued with every thrust. He was patient and made sure I came first.  He surprised me by remaining hard and continuing to pump me up until I came a second time. Superb self control.He came just after my second orgasm, filling me and prolonging my rapture. He kissed me again after he came, a long, slow kiss, lasting until he had shrunk to normal size and withdrew. I watched him clean himself with a wipe. When he cleaned me, I said, ”Thank you, master. You were magnificent.”

He stood me up and led me to a sofa and helped me to sit down then sat beside me, draped an arm around me, and half turned to me. It looked like he wanted to talk or fondle, or both. I was in favor of both. It had been months, literally, since I had a conversation and I was always ready for stimulation. I broke one of the rules and asked, “Are we going to talk, master?”

John smiled and answered, “It’s about time. You know what I do here, right?”

“You work in the studio.”

“Correct. I’m the manager of Alexander’s studio. What do you know about that?”

“Just what I’ve seen. You make bondage films and I assume they are sold to the public. I was ashamed to be seen at first. I’m OK with it now. Only a few people know my appearance and they will forget me before I’m free again.”

Master Klaus came to the couch, leading Joy and carrying a black bag. He sat down and sat Joy beside him. Joy smiled when she looked at me. She seemed happy with Klaus despite her bondage. Made sense, I was happy too. I wanted to greet her, but we both knew the rules.

John told me, “That’s a good attitude. Alexander started it as a fun sidelight to getting Abby and Ashley. He set it up so it’s profits pay off expenses and what’s left over is invested for the girls for when they retire. The show is very profitable and while I haven’t seen numbers lately,  all of you will be wealthy when you retire.”

I may be a trained slave, but I’m still a logical woman. I was confused, “That’s great, master, but why are you telling me this? It won’t change my behavior. I’m a submissive, pain-slut. You can do almost anything with me and I’ll smile and ask for more.” He was playing with my nipple rings while we talked and I was more than a little aroused, so it’s possible I wasn’t thinking as clearly as usual. I wanted him to go further with his fingers and

His smile turned into a smirk, “True, but the show is for a varied group of voyeurs who we want to keep entertained. Besides the cameras in the studio, there are many around the house. You are on camera every minute.”

I knew this already. Joy had told me once she got over her mad. She said the staff used house clips to enhance the studio vids to add continuity and show the audience we were actual slaves. “I know, master. Joy told me. Why are you telling me now?”

“Three times a week we let you chat with the viewers, answer questions and discuss their ideas on a computer. You can’t give them locations or names but anything else is OK. You should know there are cameras all over the house and staff sometimes puts clips of you from these other cameras into the videos. I wanted you to be aware they know more about you than what they see in the studio. After all, the quality of your performance influences your eventual finances. Also, we want your input on what we should be doing.”

I had seen the cameras and wasn’t surprised the audiences were shown clips of us outside the studio, but finding out someone cared for our opinions was startling. “You will listen to us, master? Why?”

“It’s your body and your income, even if you’re slaves. Everything we get about the show, comments, membership data, financial data, expenses, industry data, etc. goes into a database. All of you will have access  and we value your review. We may not follow your suggestions, but we’ll consider them.”

Master Klaus chipped in, “We’re always looking for new ideas to stimulate viewership. Alexander’s hobby with this porn site has become a fun endeavor for everyone. We all watch you and it’s a favorite discussion topic. As soon as the others arrive, we’re going to try out a new idea.”

Master John seemed excited and said, “Yeah, it’s puppy play. You’ll see.”

He sounded excited, like a boy waiting to open a birthday gift that he’d been hoping for since summer. I hoped I would enjoy it. For sure they weren’t going to ask us if we would enjoy it before trying it. I imagine puppy play required the girls to play puppies while the men controlled us and it would devolve into imaginative sex. I’d like that for sure but the rest of it I’d have to wait until I saw what they meant by “play.”

He took the bag from Klaus, rummaged around in it and pulled out something black. He continued, “Hold out your hands.”

I didn’t want to play any game. I was hoping for a good fuck. I instinctively replied, “Why?” I was instantly sorry. I had just earned punishment. I had to control myself.

He slapped my breast, lightly, more of a rough caress than a swat and answered, “Because I said so.” I was relieved. I had earned much worse.

It gave me an electric thrill. Damn. I was easy. I said, “OK, be nice to me, please,” and held up my hands.

He replied, “I will,” and slipped a red leather-covered ring gag in my mouth and buckled it under my hair.  “Puppies do not speak. Open your hands, flat palms.”

“I opened my hands.  He put mittens with thick, inflexible pads on the palms on my hands and buckled them shut. My fingers were each held close to the pads by a slightly elastic individual sheath. I couldn’t bend my fingers at all.

He  said, “Sit up and lift  your feet.”

I did and he slipped knee pads on my legs, positioned them, and tightened the straps.

He ordered me to kneel on the floor, thighs resting on calves, and hands behind me. He wrapped a broad leather belt around my legs, holding my thighs tight against my calves. I still wore the hobble chain, but I guess it didn’t hurt mu puppyhood. He ordered me to put my head on the floor. I did. I was surprised to feel his finger slip into my anus and coat my sphincter with lube. He withdrew from me and pushed something hard and round against my anus. He said, “Just relax, this is a butt plug with a tail. You’re going to be my puppy for tonight.

I wanted to protest that I didn’t know anything about being a puppy but he obviously didn’t care about my wishes. He pushed it against my anus with increasing pressure and I felt it slowly ooze inside me, spreading my anus wider and wider until its neck passed and I gripped it tightly. I felt full, almost like being fucked, but not quite. I felt moisture coating my labia lips and my nipples engorging.

He ordered, “Straighten up.”

I did. The tail wagged causing waves of arousal inside me. He took clip on puppy ears out of his bag and slid them on my head. They gripped my head firmly. I wasn’t going to slip out of them by just moving my head. He took my head in his hands, turned it back and forth, and said, “Lovely Puppy.”

He reached into his bag and pulled out two big bells hanging from spring-loaded, broad clips. He told me, “The final touch for my puppy,” squeezed the clip handles between thumb and forefinger and let them close on my nipples. I flinched a little, but they didn’t hurt as much as I expected. I was sure the discomfort would grow the longer they stayed on.

He stepped back and told me, “Don’t play at being a puppy. Be a puppy. No worries, I will take care of you. Play and have fun. Feel yourself drop into a puppy space. Remember how carefree they are. Play and explore your world. Learn to move like a puppy. Take advantage of a new perspective. I have a new toy for you.” He tossed a tennis ball to me. 

I played along. Why not. I knew I would feel his crop encourage me if I didn’t play. I crawled forward and tried to catch the ball with my hand only to discover I had no dexterity. I had forgotten the mittens. I managed to bat it toward me and could only watch if bounce off my knee and roll away. I focused on the ball and chased it across the room and under the cot. I was short enough on hands and knees that I could easily bat it out from under the cot. I let myself slip into the game and tried to think like a puppy, explore batting the ball and learning how it responded. I batted it around for  few minutes until Storey picked it up and substituted a ball on a rope, He tossed the ball close to me and yanked it away if I got too close. I became determined to capture the ball and surprised both of us when I lunged with my whole body and managed to trap the rope. He came over to me and said, “Kneel up.”

I got on my knees facing him, body erect, hands on my knees. I caught sight of Joy and Klaus. They were at the far end of the room and she was an erotic puppy, too. He was using a laser pointer and she was earnestly trying to catch a red dot. She looked like she was enjoying the play. Before we were slaves, I would have thought it demeaning, but now I was happy for her.

He said, “Use the back of your paws to lift your breasts.” A thrill ran through me as I obeyed him. I had never thought of displaying myself so shamelessly, so erotically, to men. Sex was always something done to me in the dark, but this felt incredibly erotic. I was joyfully obedient. This felt so right, so natural. Not brazen at all, but the way women and men should act.

He stroked my head and squeezed my breasts and said, “You are a perfect puppy. I’m proud of you. Are you enjoying it?”

I was. As a puppy, there was nothing beyond these walls, no stress, no worries, just play. For a while I had forgotten where I was or what was had been done to me. I was really carefree. I nodded my head.

He clipped a leash onto my collar and ordered, “Heel,” then walked toward the door. “Try and anticipate me. Watch my legs, see when I’m about to turn or stop. Plan ahead to keep your head beside my leg no matter how I turn.,” he explained what he expected of me. He walked slow so I could keep up. I watched his legs and tried to anticipate. He was right. I could see his leg start to change directions before his body caught up. I think I was doing well. He took me out into the fenced yard and led me around the perimeter, walking in straight lines and making right angle turns at the corners. When we came back to the door, he stopped. I knelt beside him and looked up at his face,  lifting my breasts for him.

He was smiling and said, “Well done Reina,” he patted my head, removed the leash from my collar, and said, “Let’s try it without the leash,” and started walking. We passed Klaus and Joy. She was still leashed.

I trotted beside him, watching him carefully, feeling happy and proud. He was pleased with my performance! He walked in a more circuitous path, changing direction frequently. Once he walked in a tight circle. I had to watch his legs extra carefully and I think I did well. After a few minutes he stopped and I again knelt beside him, lifted my breasts, and looked at his face.

He patted my head and said, “Very good. Let’s go back inside.” I eagerly heeled him, grateful for pleasing him and looking forward to a more intimate contact. We encountered Klaus and Joy on the way in. The men paused and said a few words about something. I knelt and lifted my breasts, watching master, ready to heel as soon as he moved. Joy knelt beside Klaus, equally alert and focused.  Soon John parted from Klaus and went back inside, me heeling as well as I could. I noticed he was walking faster than at first and I was keeping up. Practice does help.

He picked up his bag and led me to the dining room and told me, “Kneel. Stay,” and went into the kitchen. I knelt and waited for him. He returned quickly with a small bowl of milk. He set it in front of me, removed my gag, and ordered, “Drink.”

I leaned forward and lapped it up. It took longer than I hoped, what an inefficient way to drink. When finished I straightened up and lifted my breasts.

He replaced my gag, reached between my legs and slipped a finger in my slit. I knew I had been lubricating ever since he put me on the leash. He withdrew his finger, looked at the slick wetness on it and said, “You like pet play, don’t you?”

I nodded and he said, “Let’s see how aroused you are,” and led me back to my cell.

He took a rather long, thick, floppy dildo from his bag and clamped it to one of the cell bars, about two feet above the floor.  He picked up his paddle, stood beside the dildo, and ordered, “Back up to the dildo and put your cunt around it. Arouse yourself on it and orgasm.”

Jan thought it over, “What choice do I have, besides I would probably like it if I could ignore the shame already bubbling in me and give myself over to animal pleasure. I’m wet enough.” I backed up to the fake penis.

John watched me struggle with his order for a moment and was gratified she followed it. She was a bright, independent woman who was facing a lot of adjustments She would have a much easier time if she swallowed her pride and obeyed orders. She backed up to the dildo and tried several times to get her body around the floppy thing. He had chosen it so he could show her she was going to have to learn to accept help. He watched her try for a couple of minutes until she finally turned her head to look at him and uttered a plaintiff Arf.

He said, “OK,” knelt beside her, wrapped his hand around the base of the dildo, and guided it into her dripping cunt as she backed up. He held it steady until her nether lips touched his hand then released it. She rammed it completely into her and began pumping her body on the dildo, slowly at first, never pulling very far off it, going faster and faster. John put both hands on her breasts and massaged them, tugging on her rings and bells. She  started moaning as she got closer to orgasm. She orgasmed with a squeal and collapsed forward flat on the floor, her belly still spasming, pumping her love juice out under her.

John sat on the cot and watched her. When her breathing was normal, he ordered, “Get on your knees and come here.”

She obeyed and came close to him.

“Climb up into my lap.”

She obeyed and he arranged her so she was sitting sideways on his lap. She put her mittened hands in her lap and looked at his face.  He removed the bells from her nipples. They hurt but quickly went into spasmed arousal and she was glad that pain aroused her.

He stroked her hair, pulling her head gently to his chest and told her, “You are a good puppy.”

Reina did her best to purr and he smiled down at her.

She felt a growing erection under her and rubbed one hand/paw on his chest and purred louder.

John put a hand on her breast, fondled her hard nipple and told her, “You are such a good puppy I’m going to give you another reward.” He was glad to see the look of anticipation in her eyes and the loud purr that was a clear plea for him to hurry. He pulled her hands behind her, locked them, and ordered, “Punishment position.”

I was surprised but leaped to obey. I rolled off the couch, got on my knees, and lowered my head to the floor. then he laid her on her back on the cot, stood up, and opened his fly, freeing his grand erection. He saw her eyes widen at his size, a twin of the dildo. He told her, put your hands under the small of your back.”

She obeyed and spread her bound knees wide in invitation.

He told her, “The dildo was simply to warm you up,” then he knelt between her legs and impaled her ready sex, thrusting slowly, starting shallow and going a little deeper with each thrust, letting her adjust to his size. He kept a steady rhythm, increasing his arousal to match hers. Her breathing increased and became shallower  as her arousal increased. He listened to her sounds, alert for moans and gasps signaling her readiness to come helping him decide when to increase his tempo, trying to delay his own orgasm until she was nearly there. The hands under her back changed the angle of his penetration, causing him to rub a spot she never knew she had, driving her mad with pleasure. Soon she was ready and he went into overdrive, achieving his own orgasm and triggering hers. She squealed through her ring gag and went rigid in a whole-body spasm, squeezing his cock, pumping every bit of his seed inside her.

He rolled over and they lay together until they recovered. He got up, cleaned his cock at the sink. He returned to her. She was smiling and looked pleased. He removed all her puppy accessories and ordered, “Punishment position.”

Reina hurried into position and waited for what she knew was coming. John always gave his girls a last present, sort of signing his work. John paddled her ass to a fiery red glow. Reina moaned and begged for release, as always. When he determined she was baked to readiness, he inserted a finger into her pussy and tickled her clit. She came with a mighty spasm and a groan followed by a heartfelt moan and she sunk to the floor. After a long moment, John unlocked her hands, removed the hobble chain, and left her naked and collared on the floor, savoring the warmth from her ass and the lingering arousal. He told her, “I had fun. We’ll do it again,” then left, locking her cell door and turning off the lights as he left.

Reina was happy and a little surprised the chain had not been locked to her collar. Her feelings were complex. How could she be happy? Puppy play was demeaning to the puppy, but she didn’t feel demeaned. She felt appreciated, loved, and somehow fulfilled. Were women meant to be men’s toys, not their partners? Could toy be a higher calling than partner? Was this the cause of so much unhappiness, failed marriages, therapy. Would women be happier as slaves?

Reina watched as Klaus brought Joy in without the puppy things  and put her on the cot. He left her as they usually slept, chained to the wall, hands locked behind her, ankles hobbled.  The night light was just enough to see her shape on her cot. She whispered, “Did you enjoy puppy play?”

Joy said, “I had fun. Klaus was good in bed. I like him.”

Reina replied, “Yeah. John was pretty OK, too. I would like him to play with me a lot more.”

“Things seem to be changing around here. I hope this lasts. Goodnight.”

THE END
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